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Shared by the Boy Next Door: A Taboo Age Gap Cuckold Romance

Two decades of a dead marriage left Elena starving for a real man’s touch. She finally found the cure right next door in Julian, the gorgeous 18-year-old neighbor with a sculpted body and a hunger that matched her own. But the real taboo isn't just the age gap romance happening behind closed doors. It’s the fact that her husband, Arthur, is sitting in the front row, watching every single filthy second of the forbidden affair.

In this steamy cuckold erotica, the traditional boundaries of marriage aren't just crossed; they are completely obliterated. With the children away for the weekend, the family apartment transforms into a den of raw, uninhibited lust. Elena surrenders her body to the hot neighbor, allowing him to claim her pussy and her tight, virgin asshole while her submissive husband captures the brutal pounding on camera. It is a weekend of hardcore breeding and intense, high-fidelity pleasure that Elena never dreamed was possible.

The high stakes of their dirty secret reach a breaking point when the front door unexpectedly swings open. Her teenage daughters walk directly into the most shameful scene imaginable: their mother, naked and dripping with the young stud's seed, while their father records the entire scandalous display.

As the family dynamic shatters into a million pieces, Elena must face the ultimate choice. Can she ever return to the boring life of a faithful wife, or has the boy next door permanently claimed her as his personal, filthy slut?

Step inside the master bedroom and witness the total collapse of a marriage into carnal obsession. Uncover the full, uncensored truth of Elena’s transformation by diving into this provocative tale of submission and desire today.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1

[image: ]


The sound of rattling cups of café con leche startled me as my husband aggressively slapped his folded copy of La Vanguardia against our kitchen table. Annoyance dripped from Arthur's voice as he grumbled about the impossibility of enjoying his morning reading amidst such a terrible clatter.

I calmly explained that the noise was coming from the vacant unit next to ours. It had sat empty for ages, so I figured a tenant was finally moving in. A spark of enthusiasm fluttered in my chest at the thought of fresh faces in the building.

My husband was not quite so thrilled. He bitterly pointed out that the clock had barely struck nine on a Saturday morning. Arthur firmly believed that hardworking people deserved peaceful weekends away from such disruptive commotions and should be allowed to sleep.

It is easy for him to act grumpy, a common trait among aging men, but my love for him remains deep. We both recently turned forty-seven. Our relationship spans more than seventeen years, with twenty-three of those spent as husband and wife living comfortably inside a Barcelona apartment building in Spain.

I suggested he walk over and volunteer his assistance to the new arrival. Showing a bit of neighborly goodwill would certainly leave a positive impression on whoever was moving in.

He grumbled in response, asking if it was too much to ask to finish his breakfast and morning café first before his day was ruined.

I told him he could do whatever he pleased, but I also questioned what other activities he had on his schedule for the day.

He quickly mentioned an upcoming Barça match.

A dramatic eye roll escaped me as I mocked his precious futbol. My husband breathes and bleeds for FC Barcelona, our local La Liga club.

Yielding to my pressure, he set the newsprint aside and begged me to stop hounding him. He promised to go see if they required any labor just to bring me some satisfaction.

A smug smile stretched across my face as I expressed my immense gratitude.

Our home sits inside an unassuming residential block close to the coastline in Barcelona, Spain. Just two kilometers separate our neighborhood from the Mediterranean Sea. The surrounding area boasts a lovely selection of dining spots and retail stores. Our existence is rather pleasant, especially since most residents here share our demographic profile of forty-somethings settling into similar life stages. My daily commute takes me to an office job. Covering the high costs of an urban lifestyle occasionally stretches our finances tight, yet we never lack the essentials.

Down the hall, our two teenage girls remained fast asleep in their bedrooms. They fit the classic adolescent mold perfectly by chatting with friends late into the night. It is perfectly normal for them to vanish into their private sanctuary for hours on end. The only things capable of drawing them out of their rooms are the sudden urges for food and water.

I shouted a quick word of thanks toward Arthur's retreating back. He brushed me off with a careless flick of his wrist. He possesses a kind heart, even though he carries a bulky two hundred forty pounds on a frame measuring five feet and nine inches. Watching him leave made me question whether his physical condition would actually be useful for our new neighbors.

Disrupting his daily habits always makes Arthur a bit temperamental, yet we complement each other perfectly. My own physique has changed significantly since my youth, when I had a rather nice figure. Raising our two daughters and watching the decades slip by have settled one hundred fifty-two pounds onto my petite stature of five feet and three inches. The fiery romance of our early days has naturally cooled down, much like it does for any couple with a long history together. Nevertheless, I am a completely happy wife who accepts our lot in life.

Only a brief interval passed before Arthur stepped back into our apartment and purposefully strode over to the dining area.

I questioned his rapid return.

He admitted that my suspicions were entirely correct. We did indeed share a wall with a fresh resident named Julian. Arthur guessed the boy was quite young, perhaps only twenty-one years old. Securing such a pricey place clearly meant the young man's family possessed significant money. It turned out he was preparing to attend a nearby university very soon.

That detail fascinated me. The sudden introduction of someone so incredibly young contrasted sharply with the older crowd in our complex. I mentioned how nice it might be to have such vibrant, youthful energy around us. Then I asked if he actually extended an offer to help the boy move in.

Arthur clarified that hired movers were already handling the heavy lifting, making his assistance completely unnecessary. He grabbed his newspaper once more and went back to reading. A heavy sigh escaped him as he prayed the teenager was not a loud party boy who would blast music at all hours of the night.

I firmly urged him to give the poor kid a chance instead of instantly anticipating the absolute worst.

A low grunt served as his only acknowledgement while he turned to the next page of his paper.

The remainder of that day slipped by without any major incidents. Heavy thumping and loud scraping noises echoed through our walls for hours as they shifted bulky boxes and large furniture next door. Once the afternoon arrived, the booming audio from our television completely masked the outside racket while my husband watched his beloved Barça play their football match. The squad secured a victory against Real Madrid. That fortunate win completely lifted Arthur's spirits.

Later that evening, we cuddled together under the covers. My husband possesses an incredibly demanding sex drive that completely dwarfs my own. He makes an effort to fuck me every single night. Giving him a rejection always makes me feel terrible, yet my biggest desire is normally just to turn away and fall asleep. I had pushed his advances aside for the previous few evenings. Feeling a bit sorry for him this time, I reached down and jerked his hard cock, stroking his dick until he finally blew his load and had an orgasm.

Actually finding pleasure in sexual intercourse remains a completely alien concept to me. Arthur clearly loves fucking, which explains his constant begging for it. I simply cannot claim to experience that same level of physical bliss. Every time I let him slide inside my pussy, he is the only one who truly feels good. I genuinely wish I could enjoy getting fucked, and I have certainly made an effort to like it. Fucking certainly seems like a wonderful time. Television shows and films constantly depict sex as a deeply passionate and magical experience. For me, unfortunately, engaging in intercourse just feels like another tedious chore. Letting him fuck me about once a week feels practically identical to washing our dirty laundry.

Those feelings occasionally fill me with deep guilt. Arthur truly is a wonderful partner in every other aspect of our marriage. He puts in long hours at his job to financially support our household. We actually share a great dynamic, even if our relationship occasionally resembles a platonic roommate situation rather than a passionate romance.

Arthur has sadly voiced his insecurities by suggesting that I no longer desire him or that I might be craving another man's cock.

I always rush to comfort him by insisting that he is the only guy I will ever want.

He frequently expresses how his inability to bring me sexual satisfaction damages his masculine pride.

He has proposed a variety of kinky bedroom ideas. I have genuinely attempted to play along with a handful of those suggestions. His appetite for sexual adventure clearly surpasses mine by a wide margin. Perhaps my mindset is simply too traditional or prudish. I just have no way to alter my fundamental nature. On top of that, I am currently forty-seven years old. My age makes me feel way too old to strut around showing off my flesh like some glamorous fashion model. Keeping my body in decent condition requires hitting the gym, which I try to maintain. Finding the time for fitness is simply exhausting while balancing a full-time career and raising our kids. My weight has definitely increased over the years. A large portion of those extra pounds settled directly into my hips and tits. Because of this, my husband loves to point out how curvaceous my figure has become.

I honestly cannot comprehend where he finds the stamina to constantly hound me for sex. Surviving a demanding workday and tending to our two daughters drains my energy completely. I have barely anything left over to give him in bed. Knowing he still craves my body is definitely flattering. My lingering fear is that he might eventually seek out another woman to satisfy his urges. I force myself to fuck him every week just to prevent him from straying, despite my complete lack of enjoyment.

Putting on sexy lingerie was something I tried for his benefit. Sadly, my physical flaws always remain glaringly obvious to me. We even gave roleplay a shot. The problem is that pretending to fuck a total stranger holds zero appeal for me. Arthur even brought up the idea of using sex toys. I just cannot fathom how a vibrating piece of rubber is supposed to bring my vagina any pleasure. My heart truly aches for my husband because I care for him deeply. The thought of him cheating terrifies me, yet I am fully aware that my body cannot give him the wild sex he truly wants. This issue causes me occasional stress. We have basically surrendered to our current routine, and perhaps continuing this way is perfectly fine.

The following morning required me to haul our garbage down the corridor toward the disposal chute. A man stepped out of the adjacent apartment precisely as I was walking past his door. He perfectly fit the classic description of a tall, dark, and handsome stranger. His athletic frame stood roughly six feet and two inches tall, holding about one hundred eighty pounds of solid muscle. A thick mess of dark hair sat above his warm and approachable face.

I decided to be polite and asked if his name was Julian.

Confusion crossed his features as he confirmed his name and asked if we had met before.

I introduced myself as Elena and explained that we lived next door. I mentioned my husband, Arthur, who had knocked on his door the previous day to see if he needed moving assistance.

Recognition dawned on his face as he recalled the visit. He then asked if I was Arthur's wife.

I confirmed that I was indeed married to him.

Julian politely expressed his pleasure at making my acquaintance.

I returned the pleasantry immediately. I then suggested that he should join us for dinner on a free evening so we could properly welcome him to the complex. Having friendly relations with the people living nearby is always a wonderful thing.

He accepted my invitation without a moment of hesitation. He confessed that a home-cooked meal sounded fantastic, assuming it would not cause me any trouble. He admitted his own culinary skills were lacking, which meant he survived mostly on instant foods and takeout orders.

I brushed off his concern by insisting it was absolutely no trouble. I proposed Tuesday evening for our gathering.

He confirmed his availability and asked if arriving at half past seven would be acceptable.

I assured him that the timing was perfect and that we were eager to host him.

Moving into this very building more than ten years ago brought back fond memories. Another resident had extended a nearly identical dinner invitation to us back then. That simple meal worked wonders in making us feel embraced by the community. Offering this dinner to Julian was simply my method of returning that old favor. I wanted to help him feel truly accepted here so he could comfortably call this building his new home.

Later that evening, I informed Arthur about my dinner invitation to our new neighbor.

He immediately complained and demanded to know why I had done such a thing.

I reminded him about how Roberto and Elena welcomed us with a similar gesture right after we first moved into the building.

He agreed that it happened, but insisted our situation was entirely different.

I pressed him to explain his reasoning.

He argued that our old neighbors were around our age, whereas Julian was practically a child. Arthur worried that an awkward silence would fill the room because we lacked any shared interests to discuss.

Trying to soften his stance, I suggested the boy might also support Barça.

A frustrated grunt was his only reply. Retracting the offer was simply impossible at that point, forcing Arthur to accept the reality of hosting the young man on Tuesday evening.

Tuesday finally arrived, and I cooked up a feast of albondigas and seafood paella. A knock echoed from the front door right as I finished setting the table with utensils and plates. Arthur pulled the door open and welcomed Julian inside our modest home.

Julian immediately complimented the incredible aroma filling the apartment the second he stepped inside. Seeing the hot food caused his eyes to widen in absolute amazement. He praised my immense kindness for cooking such a spread, noting that his typical diet consisted of street food and packaged noodles. He then presented Arthur with a bottle of sangria as a modest gesture of gratitude.

I thanked him for the alcohol while insisting that having him over was a true joy. I then motioned for everyone to grab a seat at the table so we could begin eating.

Everyone settled into their chairs and started digging into the food. A very relaxed and casual conversation flowed naturally throughout the dinner.

I brought up his university enrollment and asked about his chosen field of study.

Julian admitted that his major remained undecided. He explained that his mother pushed for a medical career, while his father felt his argumentative nature made him perfectly suited for law school.

I confidently stated that he would excel in absolutely any profession he ultimately selected.

Julian changed the subject by asking if we knew of any good local gyms where he could maintain his physical fitness.

I suggested checking out BCN, mentioning my own membership there. I praised the spotless equipment and noted the convenient distance from our building.

He sounded very eager to try the place out.

Arthur suddenly jumped into the discussion with a slightly personal question. He pointed out the steep urban housing costs and asked how a solo tenant like Julian managed to afford the rent without a job.

A bashful grin appeared on Julian's face. He confessed to being incredibly lucky because his wealthy relatives covered all his living expenses. He humbly referred to himself as a total nobody.

Arthur offered some philosophical advice about embracing life's blessings instead of squandering them, despite the existence of poverty in the world. He used Messi as a prime example, noting that the gifted football star never goes easy on inferior opponents. My husband told the boy to view his own circumstances exactly the same way, urging him to drop any feelings of guilt and fully utilize his financial advantage.

Julian nodded and thanked Arthur for the encouraging perspective.

Arthur kept chatting and guessed that a rich, youthful guy like Julian must have women constantly throwing themselves at him. Watching my husband genuinely try to bond with the teenager brought me a lot of joy.

Julian confessed that he was entirely single at that time.

Arthur approved of this relationship status, advising the boy to prioritize his education since romance could easily wait for the future.

Glancing around the room, Julian redirected the compliment by noting how blessed we appeared to be. He praised our wonderful cooking and beautiful apartment before pointing toward a framed photograph on the wall to ask if it featured our kids.

I confirmed they were my girls and offered a quick apology for their absence. I explained they were spending the evening with their cousins because my culinary skills failed to impress them as much as they had impressed him.

A booming laugh erupted from Julian as he joked that their absence simply meant bigger portions for the three of us.

The remainder of our meal went by incredibly smoothly. We popped the cork on the sangria and kept pouring until not a single drop remained. By the conclusion of the evening, a definite buzz had settled into my brain. Drinking more than a single glass is quite rare for me, but the hosting company made me want to be extra hospitable. Consuming those additional drinks filled me with a delightful, playful warmth. Knowing the gathering was a massive triumph made me incredibly happy, especially since Arthur actually appeared to have a genuinely good time.

The clock eventually crept toward a late hour, prompting Julian to politely announce his departure.

He paused near the exit to express his profound gratitude for the fantastic food and our overwhelming generosity.

I quickly replied that the joy was entirely ours. I told him how wonderful it felt to finally have a new resident in the complex, praising him for being such a fantastic guest. I made sure he knew our door was always open for a future visit.

Later that evening, my husband and I were getting ready for sleep in our bedroom.

Arthur casually remarked that he would assume I was infatuated with our guest if he did not know the truth.

I quickly told him to stop acting ridiculous. I fired back by asking who exactly he was talking about, jokingly adding that my infatuation did not even extend to him.

He simply replied with Julian's name.

A loud scoff escaped my lips. I called his accusation absurd and pointed out the boy's young age.

My husband claimed he noticed my playful banter with the teenager.

I defended my actions as basic neighborly politeness. I also made sure to remind him that some people actually try to be friendly, unlike grumpy old men like him.

Arthur refused to drop the subject. He told me that harboring a tiny crush was perfectly fine.

I immediately dismissed his words as complete garbage and absolute nonsense.

Deep down, I knew my husband was merely playing around. His comments would have genuinely insulted me otherwise. My looks were never anywhere near Julian's level, not even during my peak youthful years. The boy possessed obvious height, striking features, and family wealth. Those traits guaranteed he would effortlessly attract any woman he wanted across the entire city.

Our dinner conversation had revealed his single status. However, his youth, good looks, independence, and private residence meant that phase would end quickly. I fully expected some gorgeous young woman to capture his heart and start hanging around his unit constantly. Finding a polite and unattached guy like Julian is rare, which meant some lucky girl was bound to claim him in the near future.

My perspective of him was entirely different. I viewed him as a sweet, harmless boy who felt like the male child we never managed to conceive. Seeing an inexperienced teenager navigating urban life alone triggered my maternal instincts. Barcelona is a truly gorgeous place to live. Sadly, the area also harbors plenty of shady individuals eager to exploit or defraud unaware newcomers. Keeping him safe from those dangerous crowds had become a priority in my mind.

Thursday evening saw Julian and me heading to the BCN fitness center together. The facility offers a complimentary guest pass. He grabbed that opportunity to evaluate the equipment before officially paying for access. Taking aerobics sessions is my preferred method for staying fit, prompting me to walk toward the class studios. Julian decided to spend his time on the cardio machines. Our plan involved meeting up sixty minutes later to head back. Locating him after my workout, I discovered the place met his expectations perfectly. He finalized a membership contract right before we exited the building.

The beautiful weather outside changed our travel plans. We chose to enjoy a twenty-three-minute stroll back to our complex instead of wasting cash on bus fare.

Walking down the street prompted Julian to ask if my gym visits were a frequent occurrence.

I confessed my attendance was far less consistent than it ought to be. I pointed out his obvious comfort around workout gear and asked how often he planned to train.

He admitted his schedule would dictate his visits. A hectic life makes maintaining a steady routine incredibly tough. He then noted that fitness clubs actually rely on that exact problem for their revenue. Their massive profits come from members who stop working out but entirely forget to cancel their monthly payments.

A sudden thought crossed my mind, and I proposed forming a mutual agreement. Establishing a partnership might guarantee we both exercise consistently. Relying on a bit of friendly peer pressure makes sticking to a goal much simpler.

Julian embraced the concept enthusiastically. He also used the moment to offer his gratitude once again for our recent shared meal.

His praise brought a wide smile to my face. My husband and daughters seem completely numb to my culinary efforts. Discovering someone who genuinely valued my domestic skills felt like a breath of fresh air.

A light chuckle escaped Julian as he told me to knock on his door whenever I lacked validation. He promised to consistently show his appreciation for me. He quickly clarified that his admiration applied strictly to my delicious recipes and my role as his fitness partner.

I casually mentioned that hosting him for another dinner was certainly possible. Guiding him through a few basic culinary techniques seemed like a wonderful idea. I quoted the old proverb about teaching a man to fish rather than just handing him a meal.

He hesitated by stating he hated being an inconvenience.

I firmly shot down his worries and assured him it was absolutely zero trouble.

He finally surrendered to my offer with one major condition. Purchasing the required groceries would fall entirely on his shoulders. Returning my generosity in some small fashion was completely non-negotiable for him.

Accepting his terms felt reasonable enough. Accompanying
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