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1.
The entire apartment was permeated with the stench of sex. It clung to the air so thick you could cut it with a knife. The door to the bedroom opened and a woman crawled out on hands and knees.

Claire Fields.

Twenty-six years old, luscious and thick, with a squeezable ass and D-cups that bounced with every waddling step. A mane of blonde hair and lips that were made to be wrapped around a cock. She was completely naked, save for a leather collar around her neck, a pink-tipped buttplug in her ass that read "Glitterfuck," and a silver chain dangling from nipple to nipple.

Prowling like a lioness, she made her way to the kitchen. It wasn't a big apartment. Two bedrooms and a combined living room and kitchen. She scooped up an empty metal bowl sitting on the hardwood by grabbing the rim with her lips and clanged it against the fridge.

A man emerged from the bedroom. He was the exact opposite of her in every way. Six-foot-three, muscle-packed, with dark, luxurious skin. Where she had curves, he had chiseled abs and a jawline that could cut steel. Between his legs swung a perfect onyx cock. Eight inches, thick, cut.

Lemar King.

"You poor thing," the man grumbled in a pleasant baritone. "Are you thirsty?"

"Woof. Woof," Claire barked, nodding. The metal blow slipped out of her mouth and clanked the floor.

Lemar opened the fridge and grabbed a bottle of mineral water. He unscrewed the cap and filled the bowl to the rim. She shot him a reproachful look. There was no way to drink from it without spilling something.

"Don't give me that look, you sexy bitch. Good girls don't pout."

The woman scrunched her nose and stuck out her tongue, which made him chuckle, but she turned toward the bowl. She let out a sudden yelp as he grabbed her hip and pulled her rump up. He went down on his knees and rammed his cock inside of her wet pussy. Half of it. Back out a little. The rest of it.

"Ohhhhhhh," she groaned.

"Drink up, you slut."

Obediently, she lowered her head to try and take a sip. His thighs crashed into her behind, causing her to jump forward several inches. Her face broke the surface and water splashed on the hardwood. She opened her mouth and finally quenched her thirst.

Water sloshed everywhere as he pounded her mercilessly. She threw up her head for air and her wet hair flung water in an arc around the kitchen.

"Ohhhh yes, ohhh yes," she rasped.

The front door opened and a man walked in. He was white, five-foot-eight, with short brown hair, wearing dark-rimmed glasses and office attire. An average man at best. Just around the corner, he was able to see a pair of feet and a muscular, black butt bouncing back and forth. The labored, moaning growls and screams were unmistakable.

Bryan Fields. Claire's husband.

He set down his briefcase and scurried toward the kitchen, looking at the scene with wide eyes.

"What the fuck are you doing?" he roared.

The copulating pair didn't even slow down. The man nodded at the newcomer. The woman looked up and grinned. As if they were complete strangers.

"Welcome back, honey—OW!" she yelped and a loud slap rang through the kitchen as the black man smacked her ass hard. "I mean, arf, arf, woof!"

"God damn it, Claire! Why are you doing this?" the distraught husband yelled.

"You said I could have black cock whenever I wanted, Bryan," she pouted, giving him the puppy eyes.

"But not today!"

"Why not?"

"My parents are coming to visit in less than an hour!" a frantic Bryan said.

Claire winced. "Oh shit, that's today?"

"Yes, that's today!"

"You better finish up, Lemar."

"Yes, ma'am," the black man rumbled and picked up his pace.

"Do you really have to finish?" Bryan whined.

"I don't... oof... want to waste... this load," she panted. "I'm ohhhhhhvulating."

Bryan gulped. He looked down at the massive cock sliding into his wife's pussy. It was slick with wetness and white froth that signaled it wasn't the first creampie of the evening. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his penis.

It was embarrassingly small. Three inches when hard, and it was exceptionally hard. He squeezed his shaft between thumb and forefinger and started stroking. He lasted barely twenty seconds before blowing his load on his wife's back.

"Ooh, that tickles," Claire giggled.

Lemar rolled his head back and let out a powerful growl of primal satisfaction. His massive cock pulsated and he deposited his load deep inside of Claire's vagina. She closed her eyes and trembled with bliss. He pulled out and a torrent of cum splattered on the hardwood.

Bryan felt his knees go weak at the sight of it. It was emasculating and depraved but he felt his cock getting stiff again.

"I'm gonna go take a shower," Lemar said, climbing to his feet.

"I'll get a mop," Bryan said.

When he returned with the cleaning instruments, Claire threw her arms around him and kissed him on the cheek. "His cock is so wonderful," she said in a sing-song voice.

"You need to clean up, too. And wear something nice. How the hell did you get water on the ceiling?" he asked, looking up perplexed.

"Oops," she giggled.

"Claire, please," he begged.

"Don't worry, my teddy bear. Everything's gonna go alright. I think I'll go hop in the shower, too," she said and dashed off toward the bathroom.

It was pointless to stop her. Bryan sighed and returned to the task at hand.

They got married six years ago after meeting in college. He studied computer science, she did organic chemistry. They had one class together and he fell in love with her the moment he saw her. It took him the entire semester to work up the courage to ask her out.

Everything had been incredible. Claire was amazing, beautiful, funny, and seemed to be interested in him. They both graduated. He got a job at a software company, she worked for a pharma company.

It was a year ago when things started to go awry. Claire had always been the kinkier of the two of them and she was the driving force in the bedroom. Ropes, clamps, paddles, and cuffs. They'd gone through it all with varying success.

But then Claire suggested that she wanted to try showing off her body to strangers. They found a private nude beach not too far from Springfield and spent a hot summer afternoon there. Claire had been ecstatic and Bryan had been proud that he had the hottest woman on his arm.

Yet, a week later, she asked if he wanted to try a threesome. She had seen all those normal and big cocks at the beach and she couldn't stop thinking about them. It would be just a one-time thing so she could get it out of her system, she said. 

Bryan hadn't been comfortable with it at all. Showing off was one thing but the thought of someone else touching his wife made him shudder.

In retrospect, he knew he should have just done it. That way, he wouldn't have walked in on his wife in bed with DeAngelo. That was only the beginning. They fought and cried and fought some more. Claire promised that it would never happen again.

But a few days later, she told him she couldn't stop thinking about the way a large black cock felt inside of her. The powerful manhood. She told him that she didn't have the strength to resist the urge.

The only way he was going to be able to keep her was to set her free. And so he had become a willing cuckold to his wife's urges as long as she was the perfect wife in every other regard.
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"Can you leave already?" Bryan asked politely but firmly.

It was five minutes to seven and his parents were set to arrive any second, yet Lemar was still there, eating a snack bar. Dressed, fortunately. The door to the bedroom opened and Claire walked around. Both men looked hungrily at her.

Tight, red evening dress. Blonde hair wavy, hanging loosely over her shoulder. Smoldering sexy red lipstick. The only things missing were high heels and she'd be ready for a walk down the red carpet.

"God damn, why didn't you dress up like that for me?" Lemar chuckled, eyefucking her.

"Because I don't love you like I love my husband," she replied and stuck out her tongue at him.

"That's good. If I loved you, I wouldn't be able to do all those dirty things to you," he countered, quick as a whip.

"Mmmhm, that's right," she cooed and sidled up to the tall man. She stood on the tips of her toes and pressed her lips to kiss.

Bryan swallowed the lump in his throat. She always said that she loved him and the other guys were just there for sex, but watching the comfortable and sensuous manner in which she kissed him gave him second thoughts. Nervously, he cleared his throat.

"You better get moving," Claire said and lightly clapped Lemar on the butt.

"Until next time?"

"I'll call you. Now shoo."

At last, the man left and it was just the two of them. Bryan pulled his wife close and kissed her. He knew it was stupid but wanted to show her that he was just as good a kisser as Lemar. Plus, she didn't have to stand on her toes to kiss him, that had to count for something.

"You're still on birth control, right?" Bryan asked.

"Yeeees, honey," Claire said in a patronizing way.

"I don't think I could explain to my parents if we had a brown child."

"I just like roleplaying it. You don't think it's hotter when you imagine that every one of his loads knocks me up?"

"Not particularly."

Claire grabbed his crotch. "Someone seems to disagree," she said with a grin.

The doorbell rang.

Bryan jumped. "Damn it. They're here and now I have an erection."

"Don't worry. It's too small for anyone to notice," she countered and headed for the front door.

For a few seconds, Bryan considered if he had enough time to jerk off into the kitchen sink. The off-handed comment about his size made him hard as a rock. Unfortunately, Claire already opened the door.

Marty and Helen Fields, Bryan's parents, were dressed in fine evening wear. Marty was like a fifty-year-old mirror of his own. He had the same brown hair and unassuming face, combined with a slender frame. The nerdy type.

On the other hand, Helen actually had been a model. She kept her red hair shorter these days but back in her prime, she'd been the centerfold of Playboy in one issue. Bryan had inherited her nose and her eyes but little else. 

"You are a true vision, Claire. Marrying you was the best thing my son ever did," Marty said and hugged Claire.

"Oh my baaaaby!" Helen screeched as she spotted Bryan walking around the corner and gave him a fierce hug. "I haven't seen you in such a long time!"

"Hi Mom, hi Dad."

"Is this really where you live?" Marty asked, looking around the apartment suspiciously.

"It's a really nice place for downtown Springfield," Claire said.

"We saw the most unsavory types walking around," Marty grunted. "If you need money—"

"No, Dad, we don't. Come on in, you haven't even seen all of it. Let me give you the tour."

It was Bryan's parents who footed the entire wedding bill, back when they were just students. It had been extravagant — Claire's dream wedding by the seaside — and cost over thirty grand. If he knew that they had taken out a loan from the bank to pay for it, he'd never have done it, but they never told him that. He only found out by accident from an opened letter they misplaced.

"And that's the bedroom," Bryan concluded the very small tour. "Sorry if it's a bit messy."

"Looks very cozy," Helen admired. The bedroom had been harder to clean up than the kitchen. They were going to need a bigger drawer for all their sex toys soon.

"It is very nice. And the location is amazing, too. I can walk to my job, can you believe it?" Claire gushed.

"Well, it doesn't make a great first impression but I suppose it's not as bad as I first imagined," Marty conceded grudgingly.

"That means he likes it," Bryan translated.

"It does not. And you really should live in a proper house. How are you going to take care of a child in—"

"Mooom!" Bryan whined.

"Marty," Helen admonished him. "They can perfectly well raise our grandchildren here."

"Not very helpful," Bryan said and Claire giggled. She wrapped her arm around his waist and hugged him close.

"Shall we go to dinner?" Claire proposed.

"Yes, please!"
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Several hours later, the four of them got out of the car in the parking lot of the apartment building. Marty eagerly stretched his limbs and rubbed his stomach. The dinner had been wonderful. Expensive — at Lila, a four-star French restaurant — but completely worth it.

"We have a pinot and a rosé at least," Claire said.

"Ooh, I'd love a nice rosé right about now," Helen said excitedly. 

"Only women drink that swill," Marty grunted.

"Don't worry, Dad. I got some beer," Bryan said and clapped him on the shoulder. He didn't think it was wise to mention that he quite liked the rosé. He hoped he didn't have to drink beer all evening and mentally rehearsed some excuses he could use. 

It never got to that point, however. After stepping out of the elevator on the fifth floor, Bryan's stomach sank. Lemar stood in front of the apartment. Still tall. Still muscular. Still everything that Bryan was not.

"Thank God you're back, I've been trying to get ahold of you. I left my phone at your place," he rumbled.

Marty and Helen shared a distinct look with each other. 

"Oh, shoot," Claire cursed and quickly stalked ahead of the group. She dug her keys out of the purse and opened the door. "Just go get it real quick, okay?"

The two of them disappeared inside.

"Who's that?" Helen asked.

"That's a... friend," Bryan replied.

"You never told us about him."

"I don't tell you about all my friends, Mom."

"Does he have a name?" Marty asked.

"His name's Lemar."

"Did you meet him in college?" Helen probed.

"It doesn't matter," Bryan snapped testily. "He's just getting his phone and then he'll be gone."

It was precisely the kind of situation he had wanted to avoid. The complicated love life he had with Claire wasn't anybody's business but their own. The thought of his parents finding out made his blood freeze cold.

They entered the apartment. There was no sight of Claire and her lover but the door to the bedroom was shut. Bryan gulped. He's just getting his phone, he reminded himself.

"Where'd they go?" Helen asked, craning her neck. She took off her jacket and set down her purse on the dresser.

"Probably searching for the phone. He probably didn't even forget it here."

"Why would his phone be in your bedroom?" Marty asked, taking off his shoes.

"So, who wants wine and who wants beer?"

"Ooh, a rosé, please," Helen said eagerly.

Before anything else could happen, Bryan ushered them into the living room and onto the couch. He opened the cabinet over the fridge and pulled out a bottle. He got a can of lite beer out of the fridge.

"You want a glass or the can, Dad?"

"Can's fine. Less to clean up. Excuse me, I need to use the restroom."

Bryan worked in the corkscrew, chiding himself for not chilling a bottle beforehand. Claire usually did that sort of thing, but recently she said that alcohol just gives a headache and she wanted to try not drinking for a while. The day hadn't exactly gone as he expected. And his wife was still looking for that damn phone. She wouldn't try anything risky with his parents in the apartment, would she?

Marty was thinking along the same lines. He stood in the hallway and looked from the bathroom door to the bedroom door. "Are they still looking for that damn thing?" he grumbled.

That prompted Bryan to turn around. He saw his father approach the bedroom door. An intense fear seized him. "Dad! No!" he called out and rushed toward his father.

It was too late.

With one hand on the knob, Marty swung the door open. "Do you need help looking for—"

Lemar sat at the edge of the bed. Claire knelt before him with his hard, black cock halfway down her throat. They both looked over and Claire's eyes went wide.

"What the hell?" Marty asked.

Every bone in Bryan's body was shaking. He gripped Marty's wrist and slammed the door shut with a loud bang. "It's nothing!" he blurted out, pushing Marty back toward the living room.

"What's going on?" Helen asked and stood up.

"NOTHING!" Bryan shouted.

"She's blowing him in there," Marty said matter-of-factly.

All the strength that Bryan had mustered up wavered. His knees were weak and he stumbled, catching himself on the kitchen counter.

"She's what?" Helen asked.

"She's sucking his—"

The bedroom door opened and Claire appeared. She looked around guilty and, to make it worse, licked her lips. "I... uh... we found the, uh, phone," she muttered, clearly flustered.

"Will someone tell me what is going on?" Helen demanded with her hands on her hips. It was a formidable gesture.

Lemar appeared. He held his smartphone in one hand and waved it at them in silent theater. He turned to leave.

"I'm not that old yet, I know what I saw," Marty said firmly.

Bryan wanted to die. He wanted to sink into the ground and disappear. What in the world had gotten into Claire that she'd do something so damn risky? "It's just a misunderstanding. Lemar, would you please leave already? And we can get back to the wine and—"

"No, you stay right there," Helen demanded fiercely. "I want to know why my son thinks his wife sucking someone else's dick doesn't matter."

"Mom!" Bryan winced at the crude language coming out of her mouth.

"For fuck's sake, just tell them, or I will," Claire said.

"Tell us what? Bryan?" Marty asked.

Tears welled up in Bryan's eyes and he closed them. It was utterly humiliating enough without them seeing him cry, too. The floor seemed to be shaking underneath him. He felt all of their eyes staring at him.

"I let her sleep with other men," he mumbled.

"You what?" hissed Helen.

"It's just sex, that's it," Bryan said emphatically, trying to recoup a little of his dignity. "We love each other very much. It's just for her physical needs. Tell them, Claire!"

"It's true. I love Bryan very much. He's been incredibly supportive."

"I can't believe what I'm hearing," Marty said nonplussed.

"But you always seemed like such a nice girl," Helen said.

"She's still an amazing woman, Mom. This changes nothing," Bryan cut in.

"Are you really gonna stick up for this whore?" Marty said, going on the offensive.

"She's not a whore!"

"I'm not a whore!"

"Marty, watch your language," Helen said and slapped his arm.

"That's uncalled for," Lemar added.

Backed into a corner by all four of them, Marty lashed out. "What the fuck could you possibly want from this... this negro thug that my son can't provide?"

"This," Claire snapped and reached for Lemar's fly. She unzipped it and pulled out Lemar's cock.
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The silence in the apartment was deafening. Three pairs of eyes were glued to the onyx cock protruding out of Lemar's fly. Claire was doing her best to stare them down. Lemar smirked. He felt like a rockstar and the intense look of envy on all three faces excited him.

The cock slowly engorged, filling with blood and standing at full attention.

Helen was the first to break the silence. "Wow, it's so big," she whispered.

"It's disgusting," Marty spat.

Bryan didn't say anything. He had seen that magnificent cock more times than he could count. Just the sight of it made him stiff. Nothing made Claire moan as loud and fervently as a massive, black cock. It was the sweetest sound on the planet.

"I see Helen gets it," Claire said with a grin.

"There's nothing to get. It's just grotesque," Marty fired back. He rounded on Bryan, knuckling him in the arm. "And you! What the hell are you saying? You're okay with this?"

"I love her and just want her to be happy."

"Screw her. What about your own happiness?"

"It's hot when she rides them," Bryan blurted out without thinking.

"Are you out of your damn mind? What kind of a sick pervert would get off on this?"

"I can give you a demonstration if you'd like," Claire said and bent at the waist.

It was the weirdest experience of Bryan's life. Next to him stood the two people he looked up to most in the world. Over twenty-five years of marriage and they made it look easy. They raised him and loved him.

And now they found out what a complete failure he was. Not only as a husband but as a man. Claire slid her lips down his shaft and bobbed her head back and forth. She had always loved showing off. He got off on the humiliating. Between his legs, Bryan sported the most aching erection he had ever felt.

"Oh my," Helen sighed and fanned her face.

Claire's ass stretched the fabric of her dress. Her round cheeks bounced up and down in her oral delight. 

"So you just let anybody fuck her?" Marty asked, staring at that perfect, plump ass.

"Yeah," Marty said.

"That's good because you know what? I've always wondered what it'd be like to tap that ass ever since I saw her strutting around in a bikini," Marty said and took a few steps forward, unbuckling his belt. "I really shouldn't have been surprised she turned out to be such a whore."

"Dad, don't," Bryan begged.

Marty didn't listen. He pushed down his briefs and squeezed Claire's cheek.

Fast as lightning, Claire righted herself and whirled around. She looked Marty in the eyes and then slapped him hard across the cheek. The resounding slap echoed off the walls.

"How dare you!" she spat.

"What the hell has gotten into you? She's your daughter-in-law," Helen rounded on her husband.

"What's the matter?" Marty barked, rubbing his red cheek. "You afraid of taking it from a real man, you coal burner?"

"Real man?" guffawed Claire, looking down at what laid between his legs. She snorted. "I see where Bryan inherited it."

Marty reeled back several steps and Bryan saw his father's penis. It was bigger than his but not by much. It was also crooked, leaning to the side, with a helmet-like red glans. It disappeared swiftly as Marty yanked up his pants.

"Get out of my house, you whore!" he barked, red-faced and angry.

"It's not your house," Claire countered and crossed her arms in front of her chest.

"Then we're leaving," Marty declared triumphantly and grabbed Helen's wrist. "Come on."

"No," Helen said firmly and dug in.

"What?"

"I said no. You think I'm just gonna stand here and ignore that you just made a pass at your son's wife?"

"She's not a wife, she's just a piece of meat with a cunt."

There was another loud slap as Helen thwacked him across the other cheek with her free hand. She yanked the other out of his grip and also crossed her arms in front of her chest.

"First of all, you don't talk about any woman like that, let alone our daughter, and second of all, how would you like it if I made a pass at Lemar?"

"Really?" Claire asked in surprise. She turned to look at her lover. "You up for it?"

"Oh no, that's not what I actually meant. I just wanted to make a point," Helen said quickly. 

"Well, if I do say so myself, you're one stone cold fox, lady," Lemar chuckled.

"Hah, nice try," Marty chuckled. "You might be able to impress a bimbo like Claire but it takes more than a big dick to make love to a real woman."

"Believe me, I've tried it, and I can tell the difference, you pompous pig," Claire fired back.

"Streetwalking cunt," Marty returned.

"Enough!" Helen shouted and to her credit, everyone fell silent. "Since my foul-mouthed husband apparently thinks it's okay to just take whomever he pleases, I think it's only fair I will do the same."

With supreme confidence, Helen approached Lemar, whose cock was only at half attention, and hooked her arm underneath his. She pulled him into the bedroom.

Everyone watched with jaws agape. Marty was the first to recover. He dashed toward the open door. Claire, however, was faster. She darted into the bedroom and slammed the door shut. The lock clicked.

As much as he tried, Marty couldn't turn the knob. "Let me in!" he shouted and hammered on the door. It was fruitless. The door was solid wood.

After a minute, Marty gave up. Angry and red-faced, with two bright red handprints on either side of his face, he turned to the only person in sight. Bryan. "You!" he snarled, advancing on his own. "This is all your fault!"
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"What now?" Claire asked after the pounding subsided. She'd propped herself against the door just in case but it had been entirely unnecessary.

Helen stood next to the tall black man, looking unsure. She shrugged. "I don't know. I honestly didn't think this whole thing through. I was just so mad that he kept saying those awful things. I'm sorry. He can have a bit of a temper sometimes."

"I've heard worse."

"It's just all... very surprising."

"You seem to have handled things very well, miss," Lemar said with a roguish smile. If he was at all embarrassed at his cock hanging out of his pants, he did not show it. "You are as formidable as you are beautiful."

"Is he always like that?" Helen asked Claire.

"Yes, he's a shameless flirt. And a stallion in bed. I think you'll find the experience to be very enjoyable?"

"What? Oh, heavens no. I just said that to piss Marty off. I just wanted him to shut up and that was the quickest way to go about it."

"That's too bad," Lemar chuckled. "You have a fabulous ass and the thought of fucking Bryan's wife and mother is extraordinarily appealing."

"She's a pornstar, you know," Claire said.

"What? Oh, please. Just because I was in Playboy doesn't make me a pornstar."

"You were in Playboy?" Lemar asked, looking her up and down, impressed. "Damn."

"You wanna see?"

"Hell yeah, I do."

"You have it?" Helen asked in surprise.

Claire walked toward the nightstand. She pulled out the bottom drawer, which contained several dozen pornographic magazines. Whips, leather, latex, and handcuff mags. Bondage instructions. And, at the bottom, a plain Playboy magazine.

"I got it mostly to tease Bryan," Claire said, opening up the centerfold.

There was Helen, age twenty-four, lying naked on top of a hay bale. Leather cowboy boots and hat. Red hair glistening in the sun. Perky, perfect B cup breasts. Red pubic hair. At once, Lemar's cock returned to full salute.

"God damn that is sexy," he called out.

"I'm sorry, but I'm still not interested," Helen said, blushing slightly.

"In that case, you don't mind if I have a go?" Claire asked, handing the magazine to Helen.

"I... suppose not. Do you want me to leave?"

Claire unzipped the back of her dress and let it drop to the ground. She wore black lacy bra and panties underneath. She flaunted it in front of her mother-in-law as if she was showing off. "No, I like it when people watch," she said with a smirk.

With both hands on Lemar's chest, she pushed him toward the bed. He fell backward on it and unbuckled his pants. She unclasped her bra and pushed down her panties, kneeling on the bed in front of him. She wrapped her lips around his cock and wetted the shaft, wiggling her butt.

Helen watched the erotic display with a certain amount of interest. It was clear to her that the young woman was just trying to taunt her by flashing her dark and exceptionally wet pussy. Such a simple trick shouldn't have worked at all but she nevertheless found herself getting uncomfortably moist between her own legs.

The feeling only grew more intense as Claire straddled Lemar and guided that unbelievably thick and meaty cock between her folds and sank down on it with a long, drawn-out sigh. Claire tilted her head back and looked at Helen upside down for a brief moment, flashing her a broad grin.

"I remember the first time I tried a black cock. It was such a wonderful, liberating experience. Sex feels completely different."

"I know," Helen sighed wistfully.

"You do?" Claire asked, gyrating her hips. Lemar grabbed her hips and added gentle thrusts to her motions.

"I cheated on Marty once. Fifteen years ago."

"You did?" Claire asked and was so shocked, she stopped riding.

"It was nothing, really. I was drunk at a bar and Marty stood me up for work. There was this guy... Peter or Pete or something. Real smooth talker. I don't even remember what happened but we ended up in the parking lot and he just pulled up my pants and took me with my face pressed against the passenger side window. Whole thing lasted like fifteen seconds before he came."

"Wow. And then?"

"And then I felt guilty about it for the next fifteen years. Never strayed before or since, but..."

"But what?"

"I still think about it sometimes. The guy had a six incher at least. Bigger than my vibrator, that's how I know. It was so..."

"Wonderful?" Claire finished and hopped off of Lemar. The wet and shiny cock pointed right up at the ceiling. She walked over to her mother-in-law and put both hands on her shoulder, turning her to face Lemar. "I think it's about time you find out what it really feels like. Think about it. They already think you're having sex with him out there. What's the harm in actually doing it?"

Claire's hands slid lower, cupping Helen's breasts. She traced circles where she felt the bumps in the fabric. She kissed Helen on the neck. Goosebumps rose all over the older woman's arms and neck and back.

"I don't know..." Helen whispered.

"Trust me. You'll feel happier once you've had your first black one. The first time you feel all nine inches slide inside of you, it'll change your life completely."

Helen shuddered. "I want to but—"

"No buts," Claire whispered in her ear. "You're a sexy woman, you know that. You deserve it."

Claire gently guided her mother-in-law toward the bed. Helen's gaze was fixated on the cock in front of her. She didn't even notice when Claire pulled up the hem of her dress or when she pushed down the panties to her knees, revealing a wild tangle of red fur.

"Wow, you look incredible, Miss Playmate," Lemar complimented. 

"T-thank you," Helen stammered.

"Go on, ride that black stallion," Claire cooed.

It was too much for Helen to handle. In a sexual trance, she climbed up on the bed and placed her knees beside Lemar's hips. She gripped the cock with both of her hands and felt the powerful rush of blood and slickness of juices.

"Yesss," Claire whispered. "Fuck that black cock, you goddess."

Helen let go and tried to raise herself over it but it was too big. Lemar grabbed the shaft and nudged it forward. The massive tip bumped into Helen's button and she sucked in a sharp breath. The glans slid between her folds.

It was so much bigger than anything she had ever felt. Way bigger than the guy at the bar. Way bigger than any of her toys. It seemed too big to fit. She knew that if she backed out now, that feeling would haunt her for the rest of her life.

Helen relaxed and pushed down. "Ohhhhhhhhh," she gasped as Lemar's massive girth split her open.

"I wish I could feel it again for the first time," Claire muttered. She unzipped the back of Helen's dress and pulled it over her head.

"This... is... ama... amaz... ahhhhhhhh," Helen panted. Her entire body started trembling while Claire removed the bra. "Ohhh my, ohhhh my, ohhh my!"

"She just came," Lemar said in surprise.

"And you haven't even fucked her, yet," Claire giggled.

"You haven't?" Helen mumbled. She looked around with a loopy, dazed expression.

"No, Mom, he hasn't," Claire said and pinched Helen's nipples. She reached down and ran her finger through Helen's pubic hair. She nuzzled her neck. "Do you want to get fucked?"

"I do," Helen begged.

That was good enough for Lemar. He grabbed Helen's thicks and started mercilessly thrusting his rock hard cock inside of her. Helen gasped and squirmed but there was no escaping.

The sound of wet schlicking filled the room as the fat dick plunged deep inside of her. Claire kneaded Helen's breasts and nibbled at the earlobe. She dragged her fingertips all over Helen's body, exploring the sexy Playmate's curves.

"Oh shit, oh shit, oh fuck, oh God, I love you, God, oh, wow, ohhhh, ohhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," Helen roared.

After the woman exploded in yet another powerful orgasm, Lemar slowed down again. Claire hugged her mother-in-law close and her fingers found the woman's clitoris. She brushed her fingers across the button and felt the woman shudder with delight.

"There's more," Claire crooned.

"There is?"

"Lemar, will you hold her down?" Claire asked, abruptly pushing Helen down so she laid flat on top of him.

Lemar wrapped his arms around Helen, effectively locking her in. They were face to face. He smiled at her. Then he started thrusting again, only very slowly.

"What is this?" Helen asked.

In lieu of an answer, Claire dove between Lemar's legs. He raised his knees to assist her. She licked from his balls over his shaft, lapping up Helen's sweet juices, all the way between Helen's buttcheeks. Her tongue flickered over the puckered hole.

"Hey!" Helen yelped. "That tickles."

But she was firmly trapped by Lemar, unable to wiggle out of his grip. Claire continued teasing Helen's bud, tracing circles around it with the tip of her tongue. She eased up for a moment, lapping away at the labia that was firmly squeezing Lemar's shaft, before returning with renewed vigor to rimming her mother-in-law.

Helen was completely overwhelmed by the sensory overload all over her body. From the warm, muscular chest underneath her to the teasing, playful tongue on her ass, she surrendered herself to the sexual energy. She pressed her mouth to the big lips and was startled by how rich and warm it felt. She could get lost in those lips.

The third orgasm came much slower and it built up over time. She felt it, deep inside of her, and nurtured it. It blew her away with the force of a thousand suns. A seemingly never-ending burst of wonderful bliss. She only stopped the kiss to scream her heart out with joy.

"Should I?" Lemar asked, looking at Claire over Helen's shoulder.

"Please fill her up," Claire nodded.

And that he did. He plunged deep inside of her one last time and let go, blasting his seed deep inside of Helen. He pulled out halfway and pushed back into her quivering pussy, squeezing every last drop out of his cock. 

When it was done, Helen rolled off of him. Her eyes were closed and she was just laughing with pure giddiness. White semen oozed out of her, tangling in the red fur. Claire licked the mixture of cum and juices off of Lemar's cock.

Horny beyond anything she had ever felt, Claire's eyes fell on the globs of white goo dripping out of Helen. "May I?" Claire asked, gesturing at the mess.

"What the hell, why not?" Helen panted.

Claire dove between Helen's legs and started lapping away. After an intense caressing from Claire's expert tongue, Helen knew that she was well on her way to a fourth orgasm.



6.
There was a knock on the door. A timid knock that was barely audible over the furor they were making. Definitely not the furious hammering of before. Claire recognized it as her husband's.

"Oh my sweet mother-holy-son-of-a-god-damn-ohhhhhhhhhh yeah, oh yeah," Helen yelled. She was on all fours on the bed with Lemar pounding her doggy-style with wild abandon. He gripped her gorgeous red hair tightly in his fist, using it as reins.

Without disturbing the pair, Claire traipsed toward the door and unlocked it. Her eyes went wide at the sight. Bryan held a bag of frozen peas against his left eye. Her father-in-law looked completely dejected with shoulders slumped, bleary eyes, and two red cheeks.

"OH YES! Gimme that black cock. Oh yeah, oh yeah! I! LOVE! BLACK! COCK!" Helen roared. Marty winced and clutched the wall for support.

"Oh my god, what happened?" Claire asked, pulling the bag of peas away. Bryan's eye was all red.

"The discussion got a little heated," Bryan said but he was smiling.

"Harder, baby! Harder!" Helen yelled. The sound of skin slapping on skin rang through the apartment. Marty couldn't decide whether to look at his completely naked, sweaty daughter-in-law or his own wife getting railed by the largest dick he had ever seen.

"We had a very long heart-to-heart and I explained to him the kind of position men like us are in, and how wonderful it is that we can satisfy our wives in other ways."

"Oh?" Claire asked, surprised.

"Yes. I think deep down he's always known. I wanted to ask if we could... watch."

A big grin broke out on Claire's face. "Of course you can. Come on in." She grabbed Bryan's hand and pulled him inside.

"OH YES! OH YES! OH YES!" Helen screamed at the top of her lungs. 

Marty decided that he didn't have the strength to enter. He stood in the doorway, clutching the frame for support. Tears rolled down his cheeks but his eyes were glued to Helen. All his life, he had assumed that Helen was just a very quiet woman in bed. But now that he was listening to her moan like a pornstar, he knew that the issue laid between his own legs.

Only once he was inside, did Bryan seem to fully realize what was going on. He looked at his own mother, naked, getting fucked by Lemar. He had seen the spread of her in Playboy before but to actually have her naked in front of him made him feel loopy.

"Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!" Helen rasped. Shallow and high pitched. 

"Isn't it hot?" Claire giggled.

"I don't know," Bryan mumbled.

Claire unzipped Bryan's pants and slipped a hand inside. Her fingers found the stiff member and started playing with it. "She didn't want to do it at first, you know. I had to talk her into it."

"Why the hell did you do that?" Bryan groaned.

"Black cock is like a drug and I wanted to spread the joy."

Claire started jerking him faster and pressed her naked body into his. She kissed him, shoving her tongue deep inside his mouth. It was more aggressive than usual and Bryan was overwhelmed by the sheer fury. His mother moaning like a wild animal in heat didn't help alleviate things either.

The kiss broke for a brief moment. Bryan gasped for air. "I rimmed your mother's asshole a few minutes ago," Claire whispered.

And then she pressed her mouth back on his and shoved that same tongue down his throat. Bryan came. Hard. Claire's palm filled with copious amounts of sticky seed. Bryan tried to wrestle her tongue out of his mouth but she evaded his clumsy attempts easily.

Only once he was completely spent did she ease up. She pulled her hand out of the pants and licked the cum off of her palm. 

"Oh yeah!" Lemar roared.

Helen's face was pressed deep into the mattress, muffling her moans. Lemar put the entire weight of his body into his thrusts until he rolled back his head and exploded in a powerful climax. Sweat rolled down his abs. It seemed to take minutes of that fat cock twitching and pulsating before the torrent of seed subsided. 

Silence overcame the group. A post-coital serenity. Lemar slumped back, panting.

Helen turned her head to thank her daughter-in-law for giving her such a wonderful experience when she noticed for the first time that Marty and her son were in the room. She jumped and grabbed the first thing she could grab. She clutched one of the big, fluffy pillows between her legs and arms.

"Why are you in here?" she asked Bryan. Then her eyes fell on Marty, slumped to his knees in the doorway. "Oh no!"

"Can we please leave?" Marty begged.

"I don't know what came over me," Helen said, clutching the pillow tighter. 

"It's okay. I'm not mad," Marty said. "Bryan explained how nothing really changes except...  except that you're more satisfied."

"He did?" Helen asked, looking at her son with pride.

"Yeah. But I think it's still a little overwhelming for Dad. He needs some time to process it but he'll get there. I know I did."

"That's wonderful!" Helen beamed. Still clutching the pillow, she climbed out of bed and picked up her clothes. A wet trail of semen ran down her thigh, all the way to the knee. She ushered Marty out of the doorway and then turned back. "Thank you so much for this wonderful, wonderful evening."

"I'll call you tomorrow and get you Lemar's number, alright?"

"Yes, please. Thank you! Bye!"

"Until next time," Lemar called out.

"Bye, Mom."



7.
The door to the bedroom clicked shut and Bryan heard the rustling of clothes outside. He took a deep breath. His arms were shaking from all the uproar. He had managed to talk his father into becoming a cuckold, too.

"Oh God, I can't believe this happened," he said out loud.

"Shit, tell me about it. I can't wait to tell all the guys I got to fuck a genuine Playboy centerfold. They're gonna be so jealous."

"Not for long," Claire laughed. "I have a feeling all your friends are gonna tap that sooner rather than later."

"It's gonna take all of us to satisfy that woman for sure. I'm completely wiped."

Outside, the front door opened and shut again.

"Does that mean I'm gonna miss out?" Claire asked and pouted.

"You haven't had your fill already earlier? I'm afraid I'm all spent," Lemar sighed. He sat up and pulled on his jeans. "I was supposed to be a dinner tonight. I only came to get my phone."

"Send me that video please, will you?" Claire grinned. 

"What video?" Bryan asked though he knew he shouldn't have.

"A video of your mom's hairy cunt sliding—" 

"Okay, okay, that's more than I need to know," Bryan interrupted her.

"Your mother really does have an extraordinary vagina. You should be proud," Lemar said and clapped him on the shoulder. "I gotta bounce."

"Until next time."

"Until next time," he acknowledged.

Then he was gone, too, and it was just Bryan and Claire. 

"You have no idea how horny I am right now," Claire said.

"You're gonna invite one of the others over?"

"No, I think tonight I want to make love to you," she said and jumped on the bed. She flopped on her back and beckoned Bryan over.

"You do?" Bryan asked excitedly, pulling off his clothes.

"Yes, you've been an incredibly wonderful husband and son tonight. You have no idea just how many people you've made happy tonight."

Bryan flung off his underwear and opened the top drawer of the nightstand. He pulled out the packet of condoms. Extra small "snuggy fit" condoms. 

"No, we don't need those tonight," Claire said.

"No intercourse?" Bryan asked, disappointed.

"Quite the opposite. Today you get to make love to me like a man again."

Bryan tossed the packet aside and eagerly climbed up on the bed. It had been at least two months since the last time they had done it without condoms. He crawled on top of Claire and kissed her deep and passionately.

Claire wrapped her legs around his back and pulled him in. It was wonderful and since he came only minutes earlier, he lasted quite a bit longer than usual. They rocked together for a long time, kissing and making love. None of that over the top stuff she did with Lemar, just the raw intimacy. The foundations of real love.

To his great surprise, Claire orgasmed before he did. It made him feel strong and powerful. He sowed his seed with the full intensity of his manhood. 

After that, he rolled off of her and scooped her up, spooning her. He kissed her on the cheek and dragged his fingers across her stomach.

"I love you," he whispered.

"I love you, too," Claire replied.

"Can I ask you something?"

"Of course."

"Did you really have to give a Lemar a blowjob with my parents in the apartment? Was it really that important?"

"I get really horny when I'm—" She cut off abruptly.

"When you what?"

Claire pushed his arm away and flipped around, facing him. "Bryan, I have something to confess."

"What is it?"

"I didn't know of a good way to tell you but after everything that happened today, I think I have to."

"Is it bad?"

"You remember earlier when you asked if I was still on the pill and I said I was? I wasn't being honest. I went off the pill two months ago."

Bryan sucked in his breath. He felt like someone just emptied a bucket of ice over his head. "You did?" he squeaked.

"Yes. I wasn't really trying to get pregnant or anything but I just thought it was so hot that any load could be the one, you know?"

"And?"

"And I missed my period last week. I took a test yesterday."

"And?"

"That's why I'm so damn horny all the time I can't think straight. I'm pregnant."

"Oh my God," Bryan blurted out, breathing heavily. "Oh my God."

They had always talked about having children at some point. Bryan loved the idea of raising a little boy. They had plenty of money and the timing was good, too. But in his imagination, it had always been his kid.

There was no chance that it was his. Two months lined up perfectly with when Claire suggested they started using condoms. She hadn't let him touch her without one on. It all made sense now.

"You're not mad, are you?" Claire whispered.

"You should have told me," he said.

"I know. I'm sorry."

"Oh God, I'm gonna be a father," he said as the realization hit him.

"Yes, my love. Of a beautiful, brown baby."

"Everyone's gonna know."

"Yes. But your parents already know now, so you don't have to worry about that anymore."

"Is that why you talked her into it?"

"A little bit, yeah. But mostly I just wanted to. So, what do you think? Do you want to take it to the next level? You wanna sit at the park with your child and let everyone in the world know that you're a cuckold?"

"Yes. Yes, I do," Bryan said quickly and kissed his wonderful, beautiful wife.
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