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Chapter 1
Amanda Cooper was down in the dumps. Her 18 year old son, Eddie, had left for college two weeks ago and she was missing him terribly. It was now just her and her husband of 19 years, John, in the house.
Amanda and John have been together since meeting in their own freshman year of college. They married during the summer break and she became pregnant with Eddie soon after. She continued in school until the late stages of pregnancy and then dropped out to be a 'stay at home mom'.
Being her only child, Amanda doted on Eddie. Careful not to spoil him, she still devoted as much time as possible to be with him. Summers were amazing. Every year she renewed their family membership in their town's public pool and she and Eddie would spend their days there. He was able to meet and play with friends and she was able to swim laps to both regain and maintain her figure. She would often pick a spot to lay out in the sun where she could both keep an eye on Eddie while also enjoying some free time to read or do crossword puzzles.
Once Eddie entered first grade, Amanda started taking classes again and ended up completing her teaching degree. Though it took far longer than she wanted, she has been teaching for just over 4 years now and her career has allowed her and Eddie to have the same breaks, making his departure that much more difficult.
The other difficulty is her husband John. As with many marriages, Amanda and John had hit the 'same old, same old' rut; with each focusing on their own things and not focusing on each other. John worked hard in the business world in an effort to move up the 'company ladder' and was often tired when he got home or brought work home with him. Amanda felt their youth slipping away and was concerned they'd be old before they knew it.
When Eddie left for school Amanda was hurt. She tried to hold back the tears as he drove off, but she couldn't help just realize just how much she had come to enjoy his companionship. They enjoyed the same movies, TV shows, or sometimes just playing games. She was very proud of her accomplishments as a mother and was now feeling the pains of letting go.
As she blinked back the tears as his car rounded the corner, Amanda vowed to make changes even if she had to go it alone. She was going to go out and enjoy a social life. Most of her fellow teachers were either older than her or just starting out so she really couldn't expect them to be part of any activity. Plus, she didn't want to talk about the kids in the class all night. What she wanted was something to take her mind off missing her son and her boring home life. She looked at schedules of shows and things like concerts or public events in the area. But in the two weeks Eddie has been gone she had yet to take the plunge.
"This Friday," she vowed to herself, "this Friday I am going out!"
That Friday, Amanda told John she was going out and headed to a place about 15 minutes away that served food, drinks, and played country and western music. She had been to the place before and figured it would be comfortable place to hang out for her first time out.
It turned out to be a mistake.
One problem was that Eddie liked C&W music so it made her miss him that much more. But the real problem was the crowd. There were couples just like her and John all over the place. Some were as detached from one another there, as she was at home. Others were the flip side, enjoying themselves as couples as she should have been. She was there less than an hour before heading home frustrated and disappointed.
On the drive home, Amanda debated with herself if she was making a mistake or should she continue. She wondered what it was she was even looking for. Then she scolded herself for being so quick to give up and realized that her choice of going somewhere familiar was the mistake. She needed to go somewhere outside of her comfort zone. Somewhere that didn't make her dwell on her home life, but would be fun and a change of pace.
So, if country and western was her first choice, maybe somewhere in the city with a more urban feel should be second.
The following Friday, Amanda dressed in what she felt would be appropriate for the venue in a nice form fitting but still modest blue dress. Her blonde hair gently draped her shoulders and she had just a hint of extra makeup. Her 36C breasts and the rest of her swim-fit body looked quite nice in the mirror as she appraised herself and she left the house with a bit of a spring in her step.
She parked in a nearby parking garage and immediately felt out of place. She sat in her car for probably 10 minutes before finally getting the nerve to step out and head for the club she had selected. It was a beautiful autumn evening and that combined with the activity on the sidewalk picked her spirit (and her nerve) up a bit. She could hear music spilling out the door as she approached the place.
And then she was immediately intimidated; so intimidated in fact, that she probably would have not entered had she not had to get out of the way of another club goer walking in.
Feeling foolish for being so hesitant, Amanda made a beeline for the bar and sat down. She ordered a margarita and was about to take her first sip when a deep voice to her right asked "This seat taken?"
Amanda could barely form the words to speak as her mind quickly jumped to the idea that whoever the man was might have thought she was out looking for a date. She finally squeaked out a "No" as she shook her head. Amanda felt her face flush at how foolish and naïve she must look and sound. She dared not look at who was speaking to her but that only made her feel that much sillier.
Finally drawing up the nerve to glance to her right, she saw a tall bald headed black man smiling at her. He didn't have to say anything. It was clear he knew she was new at this.
Amanda's mind was in overdrive now. All she could think of, was "I am married. I am not out looking for anything more than just some company." Yet, even as she thought that, she began to scold herself at what she was even doing there in the first place. She was a married woman! Why did she put herself in this situation and how could she get out of it without further embarrassing herself?
All sound seemed to stop in the club as she heard the scrape of the chair's wooden legs scrape across the floor. Reflexively, as if to try and salvage some form of self-esteem, Amanda smiled at the black stranger as he sat down next to her.
The man gave her the slightest of head nods then motioned for the bartender and ordered a beer. Those brief couple seconds were critical to her catching her breath as she giggled to herself about whether she had been breathing at all! She took another sip of her margarita and shifted in her seat to stand and excuse herself when the man calmly put his hand on her forearm.
He didn't say anything. He didn't have to. The command was clear. "Stay here."
With that, Amanda unknowingly committed her first act of obedience...she sat back down.
The man picked up his beer and asked "What's your name?" and took a drink. Amanda was back to wondering if she had breath to actually speak before finally answering him.
She expected him to reply with his own name but he just took another drink and looked at her as if appraising her.
Amanda's mind was a mix of emotions. On one hand she wanted to be a trail of smoke out the door and back to her quiet, if not sedate, life. She had already exceeded any possible plans for her second foray out into the social world. On the other hand, she felt a strange heat in his seeming desire for her. A heat she had not felt in a long time. It made her feel good, like a woman, like she wanted to feel.
To fill the quiet seconds when he did not offer his name, Amanda took a quick sip of her margarita and then turned to him and asked, "How are you?" She didn't mean for it to sound sexy and she briefly wondered if she even knew how to sound sexy anymore anyway. But when the words came out, the mixture of the confused emotions, the heat of his gaze, and the slight influence of the margarita made the words sound that way to her ear.
His reply was twofold, both abrupt and commanding. He simply said "Good" and then stood up and grabbed her wrist to lead her to the dance floor.
Amanda committed her second act of obedience when she dutifully fell in step behind him.
The brief walk as she was being led to the dance floor gave her a sense of relief. It simultaneously removed the potential for a conversation and gave her the ability to work off some of the nervous energy that had built up over the last few minutes.
She needed that short respite because things picked up immediately upon setting foot on the floor.
Amanda was quickly pushed towards her nameless partner as the crowd seemed to grind together in unison to the beat. Any possible desire of not making full contact with him was removed within two seconds.
She felt her breasts press into his chest and his hands on her hips. Amanda attempted to innocently look up at him as if to gage his reaction, but the look had more of an impact on her than anticipated.
She had never been this close to another man other than her husband other than maybe brief hugs with family or friends. But this was different. Those other men never had the look in their eyes that this unnamed black man had, and any contact with them was fleeting. This was not. Yet, she could not pull away with her body or with her eyes. Amanda did not know what else to do other than enjoy it. And smile.
She began to mimic his movements as they danced. Amanda felt herself being turned around and then pulled back towards him. The dance floor was filled with people, primarily black men with a relatively even mixture of black, white, and Hispanic or Asian women. Why did she not notice that before?
Then her world froze for a moment as she felt the bulge of his penis...no, the bulge of his cock, touch the small of her back. She was grateful his hands were on her hips because she felt she might fall over had they not been there.
The sight of all those faces...the sensation she felt in his touch...the beat of the music...this flipped a switch in Amanda's mind and it was like a slap in the face to the monotony and boredom of her life, and it provided her a sense of relief. She had come out to have fun and she realized at that moment that she actually was out doing just that! All the more, she didn't know anyone there and no one knew her; so this gave her a sense of increased freedom.
Amanda began to dance more freely, moving her hips a bit more seductively, and ever so slightly pushing back into the bulge against her lower back. Her partner picked up on this nearly immediately and began sliding his hands from her hips up her sides slightly. Like a stone rolling downhill, momentum was building. Amanda soon found herself with her hands raised above her head as she danced. Her legs bending then straightening as she found the beat. The motion of her fit torso giving her an increasingly delightful sensation as she felt his cock sliding up and down her back.
Her partner then spun her around to face him and she met his gaze with a smile of near gratitude for providing her this relief. He pulled her closer and for a moment she felt that wonderful cock press into her belly.
And then in an instant things crested to a whole new level. He leaned down and kissed her on the lips.
Amanda's first instinct was to recoil from his sudden advance. But then she paused. In a matter of a split second she reflected on where she was, why she was there, and what she was doing.
And she returned his kiss.
Amanda Cooper, married for 19 years, mother of an 18 year old son who just left for college, was in a nightclub kissing a man that was not her husband. A black man.
This revelation should have driven her to leave both the dance floor and this black stranger, but it did the opposite. She leaned into him and welcomed his tongue into her mouth as she felt her breasts touch his chest. Her partner's hands slid down to cup her ass cheeks then back up her sides. The sensuality of this new 'dance' was a completely new sensation for Amanda.
She simultaneously felt secluded and on display as the focus of her passion was on him, while her body was occasionally bumped by other nameless strangers on that dance floor. That made her feel wanton in her conduct and she liked that feeling.
Somehow during this tongue dance, her partner had led her to the edge of the dance floor. He broke the kiss and spun her around before pulling her towards him again. His cock pressed into the small of her back as if prodding her from behind to move forward. He led her to an empty booth and they resumed kissing. The confines and privacy of the booth found his hands wandering with greater freedom.
Amanda's breasts had always been sensitive and when his hand finally slid all the way up her side to cup her breast from the side, she could not help but give a guttural moan into their kiss. And when fingers found her left nipple through her dress and gave it a gentle tweak, Amanda arched her back to encourage him further.
At the same time the physical sensations were spurring her on, her conscience began to wage its own battle. What was she doing? She was married! Who was this man? And what was she doing in nightclub booth making out with him?
The subtle tweaking of her nipple and their tongues intertwining was incredibly pleasurable, but her conscience was beginning to close the gap. She had to think of a way to get out of this situation. She had to break free from his grip and flee the club.
She was about to pull back from him and let me know this was inappropriate, when his hand guided hers to that magnificent bulge in his pants. Yes, it was magnificent. It emanated power. It captivated her. Without words it commanded her hand to pleasure it.
And Amanda did.
Amanda's hand stroked his bulge, marveling at its size as her mind began to paint a picture of what it looked like. 'Did it have the same dark skin as him?' 'Were the veins prominent?' 'How big are his balls?' 'Were they full of his seed?'
Amanda finally did pull back from his kiss, but only to catch her breath as she felt his finger slip up her thigh and inside her panties to touch her moistened clit. Her forehead pressed into his chest as the pleasure wave washed over her. Then a moment later, in the nightclub booth with this black stranger's finger massaging her clit and her hand massaging his bulge, Amanda Cooper orgasmed with a man other than her husband for the first time in her life.
The sensation was incredible and she did not recall ever cumming with such force in her life.
Amanda momentarily withdrew her hand from the bulge in his pants to lightly grab the hand massaging her clit. She needed just a moment of pause to catch her breath. In that short respite, the guilt of what she was doing dropped upon Amanda's shoulders like a ton of bricks.
She was cheating. She was breaking her marital vows with a nameless black man. How could she be doing this? But how she loved what she felt and the experience. The conflicting emotions battled for supremacy in her mind.
As she wrestled with this while slowly coming down from the peak of her orgasm, her partner led her hand back to his cock which he had discretely pulled from his pants. When Amanda's hand made contact with the raw heat of his bare skin, her guilty conscience lost traction and her lust-filled side took precedence in her mind. The power emanating from his cock was almost measurable. It was wordlessly commanding her to stroke it.
Amanda obeyed.
She worked his cock under the table. While her surroundings enhanced her arousal, they also served as an inhibition upon her ability to actually put her eyes on this majestic tool she was stroking. Her partner, seeming to sense this, leaned in close to her ear and said "Let's get out of here."
Every fiber in the moral part of her mind told her to let go of his cock and run from the club. But the moral part of her mind was reeling from the dominance of the sexual side of her mind as it was fueled by her recent orgasm and the cock in her hand.
Amanda nodded her agreement to his command and slipped from the booth with her partner quickly following. He led her towards the door with a hand on each hip and his bulging cock pressing into her back as if he was holding her at gunpoint. She felt as if all the eyes they passed were upon her.
Then suddenly, almost magically, her partner was opening the backdoor of a black Expedition and guiding her inside. Amanda knew at that moment if there was to be a point when she stopped things from going further, this was it.
And she let the moment pass.
Her partner leaned into her and she welcomed his kiss. His hand once again found its place squeezing her tits and tweaking her nipples. Amanda leaned back casually against the opposite door as they kissed. Within moments her panties were on the floorboard as his fingers found their way back to her pussy. He took her to the brink of a second orgasm before pulling back and leading hands back to his now exposed cock.
The dim light from the dashboard gave just enough light for her to see the dark outline of his cock, and Amanda's eyes locked on it. It was clearly larger than her husband's in both length and girth. In addition to that, it seemed to have a silent voice of its own as it seemed to be beckoning her mouth forward.
Amanda diverted her gaze from the cock which had captivated her attention to her nameless partner. He looked at her with the unspoken command "Suck my black cock." And with that, Amanda leaned forward and planted a wet kiss on the head of his cock.
A seeming electric shock of pleasure then coursed through her body when her lips made contact. And she wanted more of it. Amanda then ran her tongue around the head of his cock before gently sucking the head into her mouth. She nursed his cockhead for a brief few moments before pulling her mouth back, and looking up at him asked, "What's your name?"
And with that question, with the fingers of her right hand rubbing her clit as her left hand stroked his cock, Mrs. Amanda Cooper began to cum at the sheer naughtiness of sucking the cock of a black man, outside of her marriage and with a name she did not yet know.
He didn't respond with his name. Instead, he responded by pulling her mouth back towards his cock. The sensation of her lips wrapping around his cockhead only intensified her orgasm. It was magnificent. And it helped wash away more of the guilt she should have been feeling.
Amanda continued to slide his cock into her mouth, struggling to take much more than half of his length. She had a burning desire inside herself to please him and she was hoping she was doing the job. She continued to look up at him to judge how he was feeling and thereby her own performance.
He continued to smile down at her as she blew him. Then, he spoke.
"Don't suck cock too often huh?"
His words hurt and made her feel as if she was not doing a good enough job. But his following statement clarified nearly everything in her mind. He said, "Your husband doesn't have you do this, does he?"
With that statement, Amanda realized exactly what was wrong in her life. He husband didn't have her do this. He didn't behave sexually towards her. He didn't devote any time and energy towards her. He was overly focused on work and she and the family came second. In short, was a selfish, insensitive man who didn't make time for her needs.
As these thoughts raced through her mind, Amanda gazed up at the man whose cock she was sucking and realized that this is what she needed. That she wanted to be right there, kneeling on the floorboard of his SUV, sucking his cock because there was a mutual desire between the two of them.



This revelation lit a flame in Amanda. She pulled the cock from her mouth and said, "No, he doesn't. He has no idea how to treat a woman." Then pausing for a moment to debate her next statement, she licked his cockhead and said, "Am I doing ok?"
He pushed his cock back into her mouth and said, "You doing fine. I'm gonna make sure you get plenty of practice too."
Amanda Cooper came for the third time that night with those words.
It wasn't long after that, with a long string of saliva hanging from her chin, that Amanda welcomed the first jet of cum from a black cock into her mouth. The swelling of his cockhead was the warning before the first pulse filled her mouth with his seed. A whimper of pleasure greeted his orgasm as she swallowed the first wave of his semen. Having never finished her husband with her mouth, Amanda was amazed at how readily she was able to suck him to completion and swallow everything his testicles had to supply. Further, she was amazed at the size of the load they produced. She imagined his cum sliding down her throat as she sucked him for more. After swallowing at least four times, his cock finished pumping his semen into her waiting mouth.
Amanda pulled back a bit to lick his cockhead and wipe her chin of her saliva as she looked up at him. The expression on her face was clear. She wanted to know how she did. She needed his validation. He smiled at her as he ran a hand through her blonde hair, "You done good. I could tell it's your first time with black cock, but you done good anyway. I gonna like having that mouth practice on my cock."
Amanda smiled up at him in gratitude and ran her tongue around the head to gather up the last of his seed. Though she knew she should feel guilt over what she had just done, she knew she wanted to suck his cock again. She also had a strange sense of this being something she needed to do. If her husband wasn't going to be there for her, then she would find someone who would be!
As if to put an exclamation mark on her feelings, her partner said, "My name is Lavrell. Let me have your number so we can get together again." Amanda dutifully obeyed and gave him her cell number.
Shortly after that, the newly unfaithful Amanda Cooper hopped out of his SUV and made the quick walk towards her car. She was still on sexual fire from what had just occurred and felt that everyone who saw her walking on that street knew what had just gone on. She felt as if she had a sign around her neck that said "I just sucked off a black guy". She felt as if she could feel his semen swooshing around in her belly as she walked.
But she didn't feel any remorse or guilt.
Chapter 2
Amanda arrived home a bit later to see her husband John working on his laptop, as he briefly glanced up to acknowledge her before going back to work. She fell asleep that night with her nipples still hard and her pussy still moist as she replayed events from the evening.
The following two days were a bit different. Amanda was a bit nervous at what she had done and was a little scared that Lavrell would call. How would she respond? How should she respond? What if John found out? What if her son found out?
Each time these thoughts would creep up, Amanda told herself there was no way anyone she knew could find out, and that she would have to just figure out what to do, when and if he actually called.
That moment came a week later on a Saturday afternoon. The irony was, when she answered the unfamiliar number, she felt a huge relief at hearing Lavrell's voice. Though she didn't acknowledge it, the lack of any contact over the course of the week made her feel as if she hadn't been as good as he said. But hearing his voice erased all of that. She felt a rush of excitement course through her similar to when she first started dating John.
Lavrell asked what she was doing, if she was free, and then hit her with this line "You want to come out and have some fun again or you want to sit home with your husband?"
Amanda wanted to go from the moment she heard his voice on the other end of the phone, but the mention of her husband fanned the flames. She felt an excitement at cheating on him.
Stepping to an area of the house where she could speak freely, Amanda replied in a somewhat sexy tone "I want to go out and have some fun. What do you have in mind?"
Lavrell told her to meet him back in the parking lot of the club they had been at as soon as she could get there and then he hung up the phone. Amanda scrambled to her bedroom to pick out some clothes and freshen her appearance before telling John she was heading out. She briefly paused to give him a peck on the cheek if only for the wonderful rush of knowing she was doing so as she headed out to meet her lover.
Her lover.
Wow. Amanda could not believe she just thought that as she backed her car out of the driveway. Thirty minutes later Amanda pulled into the parking lot and saw what she thought was Lavrell's SUV. Parking her car, she straightened her short dress, hoping he would like her look and made her way towards him.
It was only after a few steps that she realized she just thought it was his SUV. His flashing of the lights confirmed things but she mildly scolded herself for being so naïve.
Thirty minutes later, after becoming completely naked in the back of his ride, Amanda was once again preparing to swallow all that his testicles had to offer. She sucked his cock with more confidence and determination to please him. Her right hand massaged his balls as she used her left to stroke him. She didn't focus on pleasuring herself as sucking his cock was all that she wanted to do. When his seed began to paint her tongue, Amanda gazed up at Lavrell, thanking him with her eyes. She sucked him to completion and kneeled there a moment searching with her tongue for anything she may have left behind.
Soon after that, Amanda was once again dressed and on her way home. She felt a sense of pride in being able to get her "lover" off with such passion and recognized the desire he felt for her. She didn't think about this being anything more than a sexual relationship. A relationship solely to satisfy the part of her life that was missing; one that was geared towards fun and freedom.
Chapter 3
Amanda met Lavrell the next two Friday evenings with the same result...she sucked him off in the back of his SUV. She knew she was getting better based on Lavrell's reaction. She could also feel more of his cock in her mouth and was determined to one day take him all the way.
The following Friday, after sucking him to completion, Lavrell moved from the backseat to the driver's seat, started the car and began to drive them off. Amanda was frozen in place. Where were they going? What did he have in mind?
Lavrell seemed to let those thoughts percolate with her for a few moments before calmly telling her he was taking her back to his place "So we can continue to have some fun. It's time we practiced on some other things."
Amanda knew what he meant. They were going to fuck.
A short while later, Amanda was in Lavrell's apartment, completely naked, one orgasm down as she lay on her back with Lavrell's cock ready to slide into her married pussy. Her body yearned for it. The spectacular sight of his hard black cock between her legs had her transfixed.
She came again the moment his cockhead penetrated her pussy lips. Her legs reflexively opened and served to welcome him further inside her. Lavrell took full advantage of it and slid himself in further. Amanda's orgasm seemed to just continue as she felt her pussy stretch to accommodate his black cock.
It was only after she came down from her orgasmic high that she realized Lavrell was not wearing a condom. She tried to focus her mind to get him to stop but her efforts were weak; she really didn't want him to take his cock from inside her. Still, Amanda put her hand to his chest and offered a feeble attempt, "Please...put a condom on. I am not on the pill."
But, while her words were intended to be genuine, her attitude spoke otherwise as her hips continued to fuck up to meet his thrusts. Lavrell could sense this plus he also had no intention of putting a condom on his cock. In fact, he didn't even have any in his place.
Lavrell slowed the pace of his fucking and looked down at Amanda, "I ain't got no rubbers. And I don't wear no rubbers. You want my cock; you take it skin to skin. If not, you can suck me off and then get the fuck out."
The bluntness of his words and attitude stunned her for a moment. But only a moment as her pussy once again took control of her thoughts.
"Will you pull out?" she asked.
"We going to fuck or we going to talk?" came the reply.
Amanda gave in to her pleasure. "Fuck me, please keep fucking me."
And he did. Lavrell fucked her to two more orgasms before his own was upon him. Hooking his arms under her knees, he began to pound her good and hard. She could sense his orgasm brewing and wanted it inside her. Her pussy, though soaked, was thirsting for his cum.
Lavrell knew he had her at his whim but wanted her to admit it. "You still want me to pull out or you going to take my cum in this pussy?"
Amanda's will broke. "Fuck me. Cum in me. Yessss!"
And with the first blast of his cum inside her, Amanda joined him in orgasmic bliss. Their grunts and groans were a symphony of sexual pleasure accompanied by the creaks of his bed as he pounded his cock into her pussy, completely emptying himself inside her.
The sensations were beyond anything Amanda had ever felt. Those sensations coupled with the thoughts of her infidelity had her head spinning. There was a part of her that was almost grateful to her husband for being the way he was which put her in this position. She gazed up at Lavrell's face and knew there was no going back now...Amanda loved Lavrell's black cock.
Chapter 4
A few days later Amanda was leaving her gynecologist's office after having an awkward and embarrassing conversation about needing to get on the pill. Her doctor provided her the prescription, but the simple and obvious questions about "Why are you choosing to do it now?" and "Based on your normal sexual activity this doesn't seem necessary at this point in your life."
Clearly Amanda could not tell her doctor that she received the best fucking of her life a few days ago and if she intended to enjoy anything like that again, then the pill was a means to that end. Nonetheless, Amanda left the doctor's office with the comfort that pregnancy was not something she needed concern herself with at this point.
And a few days after going on the pill, Amanda Cooper was back in Lavrell's apartment bouncing up and down on his cock as she worked to milk the second load from his black cock; she had already swallowed the first load his testicles had to offer.
This fuck, her first riding a cock, was as intense as her first with Lavrell. The slapping sound of her cheeks hitting his thighs spurred her on though her heart was pounding and her lungs screamed for oxygen. The light sheen of sweat she felt gathering between her bouncing tits was an erotic sensation also. When her first orgasm hit, Amanda buried his cock in her pussy and ground her hips as if attempting to pull more into her than the 10" of black cock Lavrell was giving her.
As she came back to her senses and resumed fucking him, Amanda looked into Lavrell's eyes and began to wonder if he was aware of just how much of a change she had gone through in their short time together. If he knew that she had never sucked her husband's cock until he came in her mouth. If he knew that she had never ridden her husband's cock with the abandon she was now riding his. Or if he knew she had always refused to go on birth control but was now willingly taking it to get the cock which was now providing her therapy.
A part of her felt as if he did know because of the way he was letting things progress at a pace she was comfortable with. However, those thoughts were rather fleeting as her pussy, and the cock plowing it, once again became the focus of her attention. Her final thought on the matter was that even if he didn't know now, it was clear that her life experience would come out in discussion anyway.
As the slapping sound once again gained intensity, Amanda felt Lavrell's hands on her hips as he began to dictate the pace; her brief experience with him told her that meant his own orgasm was on its way.
Smiling down at him, Amanda asked "How do you want to cum baby? Want me to bounce on this cock or would you rather I ride it slow?"
Lavrell responded in a way that would become something of an indicator of the future, "You just keep that pussy ready, I'll drive."
And with that he began to pound her pussy down on his cock by controlling her hips. When his cum began to pump into her pussy, Amanda came right along with him. Feeling his warm seed fill her womb spawned the incredible fantasy of him impregnating her and she nearly passed out with the intensity of her orgasm.
When Lavrell had finished cumming, Amanda followed his command to slip off of him and "Clean my cock with that wonderful mouth of yours."
Why did these words arouse her rather than offend her? But she answered that question with a moan as her tongue lapped up the semen coating on his cock.
Chapter 5
The following Friday, Amanda arranged a substitute teacher for the final half of the school day so she could get to Lavrell's place a little earlier than normal. He was getting off work at noon and the text she received Thursday night, "I want my cock sucked at 1pm. You gonna be here or I need to find someone else?" made it clear where he expected her to be. Focusing on the classroom was very difficult as she anticipated kneeling before him and sucking the delicious nectar his cock feeds her.
Amanda sped to his apartment as soon as she could leave school and within a minute of entering, was on her knees fishing his cock from his loose shorts. Lavrell sat on his favorite chair with his hands crossed behind his head as he stared down at her as she worked to free his cock. He enjoyed watching her unconsciously licking her lips in anticipation of tasting him.
Once his cock was out, Amanda's world scaled down to the 10" before her and the testicles that held her reward. She gave his cockhead a loving kiss, before giving his cock a complete tongue bath and then getting down to sucking him off. She was working at improving her skill and was intent on taking him all the way into her mouth and throat one day soon. She was nearly there in the short time they had been together but still had a bit of a gag reflex to work on. Amazingly, even the slight gag as his cockhead hit the back of her throat was something of a turn on for this emerging black cock slut.
Amanda took him as deeply as she could and looked up into Lavrell's eyes to gauge her performance. He gave her a grinning nod and then leaned his head back as his orgasm pumped his seed into her mouth. Amanda savored the taste of the cum she had come to crave and worked with passion to milk him completely. She gazed up at him as she swallowed his full load.
After finally pulling her mouth from his cock, Amanda looked up at him and said, "I love to suck this cock."
Lavrell replied, "You getting a taste for black cock huh?"
Amanda didn't notice that he said "black cock" rather than "my cock". When she nodded in agreement as she continued to lick around his cockhead, Lavrell replied, "Good. I gonna provide you with all the black cock you want."
Amanda's aroused brain didn't fully understand the meaning of the words he spoke, but she would come to wholeheartedly agree with them soon.
About an hour later, with Lavrell's cock fully recharged, Amanda was learning the pleasures of taking black cock doggy style. Throughout this wonderful fuck, Lavrell would occasionally pull out and bring his cock to her mouth. She would suck him clean before he stepped back to put his cock back in her pussy. She felt he was both trying to get her used to sucking his cock from her pussy and also making sure his cock stayed good and wet from her saliva.
In reality, he was setting her up for the next step in her training.
Lavrell pulled his cock from her pussy and she turned her head to the side in anticipation of his cock. She greeted it as she had been with a kiss and then sucking his cock into her mouth. This time however, there was something a bit different that she couldn't explain. His cock felt slightly different. At first she just chalked it up to the different angle of sucking him off and her inexperience.
But that was not why things were different. That became clear when she had his cock in her mouth and felt it also attempting to slip into her pussy.
With the realization there were two black cocks in the room; Amanda jerked her head back to figure out what was going on. Lavrell, the man with the black cock in her pussy, chose that moment to slide himself inside her. Amanda's eyes could move no further than the black cock in front of her face as Lavrell's cock hit the right spot to spawn another orgasm.
Amanda Cooper opened her mouth, leaned forward to take this anonymous black cock into her mouth, and welcomed the first threesome of her now cheating married life.
Lavrell knew he had something special in Amanda at that moment. His friend, Marcus, looked at Lavrell with in disbelief at Amanda's willingness to take them both on. But Marcus' expression quickly turned to pleasure as he enjoyed Amanda's growing oral skills.
Amanda was coming down from another orgasm as she felt Marcus' cock tense up as it prepared to release its load into her mouth. Lavrell slowed the pace of his fucking slightly to both watch her suck Marcus off and to allow her to focus her skill on swallowing his seed.
She held the head of his cock between her lips as she ran her tongue around his cockhead as he emptied his balls into her greedy mouth. Amanda swallowed, sucked, swallowed, sucked, and then swallowed again, as Marcus semen went down her throat.
Once Marcus was done, Lavrell picked up the pace of fucking and filled Amanda's womb with his own cum. Amanda erupted into another orgasm at the sensation Lavrell's cock was providing and at the act of sucking cock and being fucked at the same time.
When Lavrell pulled out of her, Amanda rolled on to her back to try and catch her breath. She was torn between lashing out at Lavrell for setting her up to suck off his friend and being grateful for the amazing pleasure the double teaming had given her. She was also a little scared at her own reaction at being taken by the two black men.
She was embarrassed at just how excited she was with being able to suck a second black cock while being fucked. And it was the excitement that won out over being angry with Lavrell. Amanda rolled to her side, her breasts hanging slightly towards the bed, and spoke the words to Lavrell which would speed up her rapidly altering persona, "That was amazing. Thank you. Both of you. I never realized how much I loved sex. But I am learning now."
Chapter 6
The following night, Amanda and John sat down for one of their rare dinners together and she could not help but see her husband in a different light. His devotion to work, making money, and pleasing his boss were in such contrasts to the priorities she now has in life. Her main focus, other than making sure her son Eddie was keeping touch and doing well at school, was seeing where her sexual relationship with Lavrell was going.
She had no intention of developing things beyond sex with her and Lavrell. She really didn't know much about him, but she did have a sense of profound gratitude towards him for enlightening her about herself.
Amanda and her husband spoke little, as usual, during dinner before he headed back to his computer and her to either grab a book or watch TV. She was surprised when her phone rang to see Eddie's number calling her.



As is typical with any mother, a nervous fear ran through her for this unexpected call until she heard his voice and realized all was ok. She hadn't spoken to him in over a week, in part because she was at Lavrell's during the time they would normally talk. Amanda felt wonderful hearing her son's voice and was playfully joking with him about probably having girls all over the campus by this point.
Her newfound sense of sexual freedom provided a bit of liberation in her manner of speech with her son and this soon found the two of them giggling with one another about whether he was having any luck with college girls. Eddie, probably like many teenage boys with an attractive mother, had something of a crush on her, and he enjoyed hearing her playful giggle. The two of them joked for a bit and Eddie found his crush deepening as he wondered where this side of his mom's personality had come from. He had no way to know this stemmed from her newly emerging sexual awakening.
That evening in bed, with John sound asleep beside her, Amanda stroked her clit as she thought about her infidelity over the last month or so. Her pussy moistened and her mouth watered at the thought of being penetrated by black cock. She wondered what her son would think of her if he were to find out.
And then she came.
Chapter 7
That Saturday, Amanda was on her knees in Lavrell's apartment sucking his black cock when he said, "Can't believe your husband ain't got you sucking his cock. What the fuck is wrong with him?" Amanda had been orally worshipping his cock for about a half hour at this point and had a long string of saliva and drool hanging from her chin. She looked up at Lavrell and said, "He's a fool. All he cares about is money and work. He has no idea what it takes to please a woman." Then she paused and giggled before adding, "Of course, even I didn't know what I liked until I met you."
With that, Amanda committed right then and there that she was going to take his entire cock into her mouth and throat.
She pressed forward, gagging a bit at first and then fighting to suppress it as she sought to please her lover. Amanda withdrew a bit, long enough to take in a breath of air and then pressed forward again. She could hear Lavrell's breathing and moans of pleasure so she knew she was getting something right. She slipped her right hand down to her pussy to rub her clit as she continued to take his cock deeper.
Then, in achieving another orgasmic high, Amanda felt his pubic hair touch her nose. She had done it. She had taken Lavrell's black cock to the root. Her pussy exploded with joy. And then so did his cock.
Amanda had two competing priorities right then. Sucking the cum from his balls or air. She pulled back just enough to take a breath through her nose before pushing forward again. The pulsing of his cock in her throat extended her own orgasm. He seemed to be pumping his cum directly into her belly.
When he finished, Amanda pulled back, licked her lips and his cock clean of any remaining semen, and smiled up at Lavrell. "I did it. I took you all the way. Was it good?"
Lavrell replied, "That was fucking fantastic. Damn I love you sucking my cock. Fucking white boy don't know what he missing!"
The two of them laughed at John's ignorance of her new oral skills...skills he had never experienced and never will.
An hour later, Amanda was on her back with Lavrell driving his black cock into her pussy. Lavrell, who was developing an obvious affection hearing or talking about her husband, paused with just the head of his in her pussy, he said, "Tell me how long you been married."
The request seemed somewhat out of the blue since they were in the middle of fucking. However, Amanda was coming to realize that Lavrell enjoyed this little playful banter at her husband's expense, and she frankly couldn't deny her own pleasure in it.
Amanda smiled up at him and said, "Mmmm...I've been married 19 years. And faithful all that time. Until I met you...mmmmm". Lavrell's cock began pounding her pussy with those words. She continued, "His cock can't compete with yours. Take me baby, fuck this pussy!"
She squeezed her pussy around his cock as she began to cum. Lavrell could hold out no longer. His balls pulled up into his sack and began to pump their life giving seed into her womb. Amanda's womb drank of their contents.
Chapter 8
Amanda was Skyping with her son when she received a text from Lavrell; he was asking when she was coming over. Amanda momentarily forgot about her son and started texting with Lavrell. It wasn't until her son jokingly asked, "Dang mom, who are you texting with? Your face is beaming from ear to ear!" She had forgotten he was still watching her.
Amanda felt her face flush as if she was caught, but then remembered her son couldn't actually see any of the texts her and Lavrell were exchanging. Still, the slight excitement in her son's voice made her have a little playful exchange with him before ending the Skype session. Ten minutes later Amanda was on her way out the door, leaving a short note to her husband, as she headed off to Lavrell's place.
She drove with heightened anticipation to his place and had to catch herself from a slight trot to his door. She let herself in and found Lavrell sitting in his chair, ESPN on the TV, waiting for her.
Amanda walked in, quickly shimmied out of her dress, and then sexily walked towards him as he appraised her. She felt alive, desired, and full of arousal as she made her way over to him. She gave him a peck on the lips before sinking to her knees before him. Lavrell's cock was soon covered in Amanda's saliva as she sucked him with passion. Taking him into her throat was getting somewhat easier with her continued practice, and it was incredibly arousing.
She had just got him to full hardness and was slowly sliding her lips up and down on his 10" black cock when Lavrell put his hands on the sides of her head and held her in place a moment. Then he said to her, "Remember a couple weeks ago when you took care of my boy Marcus? He's been dying to get another piece of you."
Lavrell let that kind of just hang in the air a few moments and Amanda didn't know if he was asking her opinion or if he had more to say. However, he didn't need to say another word because Marcus stepped out of the bedroom a moment later.
Amanda, still with Lavrell's cock deep in her mouth, shifted her gaze towards Marcus and let out a guttural moan around Lavrell's cock. No further discussion was necessary. Marcus simply stepped towards her and pulled his cock out of his pants. Then, for the first time in her life, Amanda Cooper had two cocks, two black cocks, staring her in the face.
She went to work immediately.
Amanda began to suck one cock then the other, transferring her mouth and coating each with her saliva. Her pussy was soaked with desire. Her eyes danced from Lavrell to Marcus and back. Her entire sexual desire bent on pleasing these two black men.
Lavrell took charge.
"Yo bro," he said to Marcus, "Test out her pussy. I want her to take my cock in her throat again."
He emphasized again as if beating his chest to Marcus. However, this also had a reaction on her; it spurred her on.
Marcus was already moving in behind her when he paused and said to Lavrell, "She on BC?"
Amanda, who was staring up at Lavrell, saw him nod and then look down at her and say, "Tell him."
At first, she was a bit confused, but then realized what he wanted.
Popping Lavrell's cock from her mouth, Amanda turned towards Marcus and said sexily, "I'm safe baby. I got on the pill a couple days after Lavrell fucked me."
Why she felt the need to say that, and to be so open about exactly 'why' she got on the pill she didn't know. But it aroused her nonetheless.
A few seconds later, Amanda Cooper welcomed the second cock that didn't belong to her husband into her pussy. Both cocks, each black, stretched, filled, and fucked her better than her husband John could ever hope to do. And with each thrust she knew her life was forever changing.
Lavrell and Marcus found a rhythm fucking her, Lavrell in her mouth, Marcus her pussy. Amanda was still somewhat new to doggy style fucking and had never considered taking on two men at the same time so she was working to keep her balance. She braced a hand on each of Lavrell's powerful thighs as she sucked him off while Marcus used her hips to leverage his fucking with his 9" cock.
She came twice in rapid succession before Marcus was ready to fill her pussy. Amanda joined him with a third orgasm as she felt the first pulse of his cum into her womb. Her deep groan with Lavrell's cockhead in the back of her throat soon found him ready to feed her his seed. Barely able to catch her breath, Amanda withdrew his cock enough to taste his first blast of cum before pushing forward to bury him in her throat. The remainder of his cum pumped directly into her belly as Marcus finished filling her pussy.
When the two of them had finished emptying their balls into her welcoming body, Amanda slumped to the floor and rolled on to her back as she settled her breathing and heartbeat. She wanted to be nowhere else on earth.
Chapter 9
The following week Amanda lost her anal virginity to Lavrell while half bent over his couch in the living room. She had already sucked him off and swallowed his cum upon arriving at his place and just continued to suck him back to life.
Once he was sufficiently hard and she had partially satisfied her growing oral fix, Lavrell got off the couch, leaving Amanda still in the kneeling position and stepped behind her. Her pussy was soaked and waiting on his cock. Lavrell slipped his shaft inside her in one steady push, before pausing to let her adjust.
He fucked her to two orgasms before pausing to have her suck his cock clean. Then, he stepped behind her and lubed his cock unbeknownst to Amanda. When she felt his cock press against her sphincter, she immediately panicked and pushed forward as if to prevent him from entering her. However, Lavrell grabbed her hips to hold her in place, and then smoothly told her to relax.
Having never had anal sex, Amanda was very nervous. Lavrell leaned in, whispering in her ear a little laugh that "Your husband ain't got you doing this either?" Before telling her she would love it.
Amanda relented to the inevitable that it was going to happen and the growing feeling that she wanted it to happen.
True to his past 'training' form, Lavrell took it slow and helped her past the early discomfort. He reached around and massaged her clit to ensure her pussy contributed to this process. It wasn't long after that when Amanda began to feel the strange sensation of pleasure that she would come to enjoy with a cock in her ass.
Lavrell fucked her ass relatively gently this first time out and didn't attempt to extend things. He did not want this to be a problem for her as his goal was to make her come to love anal as much as she has come to love sucking him off. When the combination of his clit massage and his cock sliding in her ass brought her to her first anal orgasm, Lavrell knew his mission was complete. He pulled her hips back to seat himself fully in her bottom and pumped his seed into her ass.
Amanda, fully accustomed now to cleaning his cock when it was removed from her pussy, thought nothing of turning around to suck the cum-coating from his shaft. It wasn't until she had already bathed it with her tongue and was nursing his cockhead did she realize his cock had just been taken from her ass. Lavrell, noticing the realization on her face, immediately increased his clit massage while using the other to hold her head in place.
Amanda came again in response.
Three days later, on a Saturday while supposedly shopping for classroom supplies, Amanda was at Marcus' apartment, being ass fucked by Marcus as she sucked off Lavrell.
She cleaned Marcus' cock in the same manner she had Lavrell's; doing so without any prompting.
Chapter 10
Over the course of the next few weeks, Amanda spent at least a two afternoons on her way home at either Lavrell or Marcus' apartments. During this time, Lavrell introduced Amanda to another friend, Jamile. Fifteen minutes after meeting him, Amanda was swallowing Jamile's cum.
Her lust for black cock seemed to be increasing as was her indifference to her home life. It wasn't until a text from her son reminding her that he was coming home for a couple days for Thanksgiving, did she realize that her worlds could be on a collision course.
Amanda explained things to her lovers that her son was coming home and this would present something of a complication. She was desperate to see him but also knew that his being home would compete with her freedom to enjoy the wild sex which was now part of her life. Amanda also felt a secret embarrassment about making eye contact with her son based on the somewhat risqué texts they had exchanged; a risqué manner of communicating they had rarely engaged in before he left for school.
Her men on the other hand, could care less about her son being home. They had no intention of his presence interfering with their burgeoning slut. In fact, Lavrell told Marcus over a beer one night, "It might be good to keep the bitch hot so her fucking son start learning that things changing around the house!"
The week prior to her son's arrival, with her husband at work and school closed for the day, Amanda received a text from Lavrell that he was on his way to her house. To this point all of her sex with him had been outside of her home. She wanted to protest about getting caught, about her neighbors asking questions, or about anything that would make him change his mind, but she offered no excuse. In reality, Amanda wanted him to fuck her in her own house. There was a sense of necessity in checking an imaginary block in being a cheating wife that could only be done while fucking your lover at home.
To add to her arousal and show Lavrell her desire for this experience, Amanda ran to her bedroom and donned a new panty and bra set she had recently purchased. A nice over the hip white lace panty with similar white lace bra that pushed her breasts together and barely covered her nipples were how she chose to present herself when he arrived.
Amanda finally responded to his initial text, "Park in the driveway and don't bother to knock...the door is open."
When Lavrell walked in, he was greeted with the sight of the athletically fit Amanda smiling with a hand on one hip as the fingers of the other hand gently tapped her flat belly. He made it no further than the foyer before she began to walk towards him like a cat on the prowl.
There was something about him being in her house that turned her sexual flame up higher. She wanted nothing more than to give herself to him and to please him in the same places she occupied with her husband.
Amanda slipped to her knees at the edge of the carpet and hardwood foyer, then looked up at Lavrell and said, "I'm glad you are here. I didn't realize how badly I wanted to do this in my own house."
And with that, she fished his cock from his pants and began to suck him off.
Amanda swallowed his cum in that spot before rising and stripping her bra and panties off. She left them on the floor as she led Lavrell, by his cock, towards her bedroom. With the blinds closed and candles burning, Amanda again sunk to her knees to revive his pole. It didn't take long.
They fucked two more times in her house that day. The first with Amanda on her back on her bed as Lavrell drilled her. She didn't track how many times she came as it probably could have been characterized as one long continuous orgasm. Lavrell pumped his nut into her on her marital bed.
The second fuck was in the living room on the couch as she rode him to orgasm. Seeing family pictures seemingly stare down at her as she fucked her black lover was an experience seared into her memory. She longed to repeat it.
Chapter 11
The morning her son was to return from college, Amanda was once again on her knees sucking off Lavrell and Marcus in her living room. Eddie had texted when he drove off campus and she knew it should be about a 2 hour drive. Lavrell and Marcus had just arrived and were stripping their pants off as she was texting Eddie back. The two of them intentionally were rubbing their cocks on her face as she typed. Amanda was giggling right along with them.
After Eddie acknowledged her plea to drive safe, Amanda took turns taking Lavrell and Marcus' cocks into her throat. She had mastered the art of suppressing her gag reflex and had come to adore the sensation of a heavy, full set of black balls swinging against her chin as she surged her mouth forward on a cock. Knowing those testicles were full of the pudding she craved spurred her oral skills. She swallowed each of her lovers' seed before doing an impromptu striptease for them.
The three of them were once again going at it, this time with Amanda sandwiched between her dual lovers, loving the fullness of a cock in her pussy and ass at the same time, when her phone buzzed...it was Eddie.
"Mom, I'm about 15 minutes from home. Leaving gas station."
"Oh fuck!" Amanda nearly shouted to her lovers. "He's almost home! I have to clean up!"
Lavrell responded, "You can clean up after I finish fucking."
Mercifully, Lavrell and Marcus didn't prolong things. Marcus, who was sawing away at her ass, pulled out and stepped around to her mouth so she could finish him. Without hesitation Amanda wrapped her lips around his shaft and began to suck him off as she massaged his balls.
Lavrell could not hold out on seeing this and began to pump his seed into her pussy. Amanda gently squeezed her pussy muscles to help milk his testicles dry. Then she focused all her attention on Marcus. Within a minute his balls were painting her tongue with their semen.
Amanda pulled off Lavrell and could not resist taking him into her mouth to clean his cock properly. She had no idea how much time had passed since the last text but felt her internal compulsion to do so.
She was able to quickly throw on a t-shirt, but no bra, and jeans as her lovers walked out of her house. She stood at the window watching them drive off and felt a sense of relief at not getting caught. However, she didn't even take a step from the window when she saw Eddie's car pull up from the opposite end of the street.
Quickly, and almost unconsciously, wiping her mouth, Amanda ran to the bathroom to check her appearance, noticing at the last second, and too late, that she was still braless. She only had time to pop a breath mint before the front door opened and Eddie walked in.
"Hey mom!" as they greeted each other with a hug and peck on the cheek.
"Hey sweetheart!! I'm so glad you are here, I've missed you!" which was followed by another hug and kiss.
Eddie smiled at her, and then she could see his eyes travel to her braless tits. Her nipples were still fully engorged from her recent sex and were prominent under the t-shirt.
Amanda quickly broke the awkward silence by asking about his drive and traffic to which he told her everything was fine. And then all her hopes about getting away with her little tryst with Lavrell and Marcus were dashed when Eddie said, "Who was over? Saw a car pulling out of the driveway as I turned on to the street."
Momentarily flustered by the question, and the surge of blood to her nipples at remembering what had gone on, Amanda stumbled a bit over her words before lying and telling Eddie that they were 'salesmen'.
She couldn't tell if the lie worked or not since Eddie's gaze was partially impacted by her rock hard nipples. Dying to get out of this situation, Amanda grabbed her son's arm and nearly dragged him to the kitchen saying, "Let me get you something to drink or some food."



A short bit later, her nipples now returning to normal size, Amanda and Eddie engaged in small talk about school and now being home. When there was a bit of a lull in their chatter, Eddie said he was going to take a quick shower to get refreshed after the drive. He made it clear that he liked the banter they had going back and forth while he was gone by jokingly saying to Amanda, "You aren't going to have any salesmen over while I am here are you?"
Amanda's nipples flared to attention at his comment and she playfully swatted him on the arm as he took a final glance at her breasts before leaving the room.
Ironically, five minutes later with each of them in their separate bedrooms, Amanda was fingering her clit to another orgasm as she relived her morning events, while Eddie was jerking his cock to orgasm in the shower as he fantasized about seeing his mother's tits.
To be continued...
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Amanda was enjoying Thanksgiving break with Eddie home, but at the same time was a bit frustrated by the limitations he imposed on her new emerging lifestyle. She obviously could not harp on at him over the phone or via Skype that she missed him, only then to spend the majority of his time at home out of the house with Lavrell. At the same time, she couldn't seem to keep her thoughts from wondering what Lavrell and Marcus were doing. As naïve as she was, she had the silly impression that once Eddie returned to school that Lavrell and Marcus might have moved on without her.
These thoughts dominated her mind to the point where she began to view everything in a sexual light, and it kept her on edge throughout the couple days. Simple, daily activities like brushing her teeth had her imagining Lavrell's cock plunging in and out of her mouth. Washing herself in the shower resulted in her fingering herself to orgasm daily. And her reflecting on using the turkey baster had her suppressing a giggle throughout the entire Thanksgiving meal!
Thanksgiving night, on a whim in the shower, Amanda shaved her pussy bare. The sight and sensation were amazing. So amazing, that she couldn't keep her hands from caressing the baby soft skin which ultimately led to her fingers descending a bit lower towards her beckoning pussy.
Finally, Amanda's will broke.
Amanda texted Lavrell and asked if he was going to be around on Friday. Lavrell responded with a smug response "Thought you wanted to spend time with your boy?" She could almost hear his triumphant laugh while reading the text.
She tried to brush off his cavalier attitude and acknowledged that "Yes, I do want to and have been spending time with him. I was just hoping to see you tomorrow for a bit."
When Lavrell didn't respond, Amanda sent another text, "I usually go shopping early in the morning, but I can come to your place instead. Ok?"
That generated a response from Lavrell, "Cock shopping on black Friday?"
Amanda replied back, "No shopping for me baby. You already have what I want."
She left the house with both John and Eddie still sleeping and headed straight for Lavrell's. She brought a gym bag with a pair of jeans and a top to come home in, but she left the house in something easy get out of...a short skirt and a pullover top. No panties. No bra. She texted him as she left the driveway "On my way!!"
It was always amazing how she could almost feel her persona change as she got closer and closer to his place.
Once at his place, Amanda parked her car and quickly made her way to his door. Just as she was about to knock she noticed the door ajar and heard Lavrell call her inside.
There, Amanda greeted him with a kiss just inside the doorway. They made out with her back against the door and she felt her frustrations slowly melt away as her body heated up.
Lavrell stepped back to let her suck his cock. Fully clothed, Amanda sunk to her knees and pulled his cock from his pants.
"I've missed you" she whispered to his cock as she planted a loving wet kiss on his cockhead. Then looking up at Lavrell she repeated the phrase. Neither paid much attention to it, but it was debatable whether the statement was directed to him or his rapidly hardening shaft of chocolate licorice.
Amanda got Lavrell fully hard then began making love to him with her mouth. Over and over again she took his cock to the root, pausing for a moment each time she felt his full balls sway against her chin and his pubic hair tickle her nose. All the while she kept her eyes locked on his.
It was amazing to her, how quickly she had come to love sucking cock. It seemed every time she thought about it she began to salivate. Now, with her mouth full of his rod, that saliva was leaking from the corners of her mouth and beginning to collect on her chin. Soon, as in times past, it would form the string of saliva that would often come to touch her tits.
The mental image this portrayed in Amanda's mind caused her to begin to purr as she blew him. Lavrell was adoring her cock worship and the sensation of her purring with him fully embedded in her throat pushed him over the edge.
Lavrell's first orgasm of the day fed Amanda breakfast. Amanda used her left hand bearing her wedding ring to massage Lavrell's pumping testicles, while she wrapped her right around the cheeks of his ass to pull him towards her. The throbbing pulse of his cock as it fed its semen into her waiting belly was like an elixir to Amanda. She craved his cum. And she was grateful to him for providing it to her.
Once Amanda was certain she had fully sucked him dry, she planted another kiss on his glans then leaned back on her heels and smiled up at Lavrell, "Thank you. I needed that."
Lavrell extended his arm to the wall to steady himself from the intensity of his orgasm, "Damn woman, you a fast learner."
Amanda smiled at his comment, then grabbed his semi-hard shaft and, leading him to the bedroom, said, "I have something to show you."
Once there, she led him to the bed and motioned for him to sit down. Amanda, by no means with any experience at stripping, put on a very innocent routine before ultimately dropping her skirt and exposing her shaved pussy to Lavrell.
His reaction was exactly what she had hoped. He looked at her pussy, up at her, then back to her pussy.
Amanda gently rubbed her hand in the newly shaved area and smiled at Lavrell, "I shaved it last night. You like the way it looks?"
Her question was one of seeking validation, but her tone made the question clearly rhetorical. She could tell from the look on his face and the hardening of his cock that he liked the new look.
A few moments later, Lavrell had essentially tossed her on her back on his bed and was lapping at her now bare pussy. Amanda was completely unprepared for him to go down on her the sensation of his tongue making contact with her clit launched her into instant orgasm. Her hips lurched her pussy upward towards his mouth. Her hands slapped down and tightly grabbed the sheets on the bed. Her nipples flared, her eyes rolled back, and though her mouth opened in the appearance of making sound, her lips only formed in a silent O as her breath remained frozen in her lungs.
It was only after the first wave of the orgasm broke did she regain awareness that her body was more than just an orgasming clit. "Ooooh...fuckkk...yessss..." was the most coherent statement her mind could formulate in response to the feelings she felt.
Amanda had still not regained control of her breathing when she felt Lavrell's cock pressing against the lips of her pussy. She quickly raised her head, and both she and Lavrell watched his black lovestick slip into her newly shaved pussy. A mutual groan of pleasure and endorsement filled the room as their eyes drank in the sight.
Then Lavrell got down to the business of fucking her pussy into submission.
The slapping sounds of his hips against her ass cheeks pushed her into another orgasm. Amanda's hands alternated between slapping and grasping at the sheets, to tweaking and pinching her nipples, to lightly raking her nails along Lavrell's biceps as her body erupted again.
Lavrell's balls, still recovering and generating more semen after having recently cum in Amanda's mouth, gave him plenty of stamina to pound her married pussy. Amanda was approaching another orgasm when Lavrell rolled himself onto his back with his cock fully embedded within her. He then grabbed her hips and set the pace at which he wanted her to ride him.
The slapping sounds, this time of her ass cheeks striking his thighs, once again filled the room.
And once again Amanda erupted in orgasm.
She maintained a steady rhythm bouncing and grinding her pussy on his black cock as she draped her forehead into his chest while her orgasm washed over her. The combined sensations of her breasts either bouncing or swaying and his cock stuffing her pussy as she rode him, held Amanda in a nearly continuous orgasm.
When her legs finally gave up the last of their energy, Lavrell again rolled over and this time stood at the side of the bed as he fucked her. This gave each of them a clear view of his cock slipping inside her shaved pussy.
He did not last much longer.
Lavrell pushed his shaft inside her to the hilt as he began to pump his seed into her. Amanda imagined feeling every ribbon of cum strike the depths of her pussy. For those few moments, all nerve endings and sensations seemed to emanate from within her love canal.
Lavrell withdrew his now spent cock from her seam and flopped breathlessly on the bed next to Amanda. She needed no prompting. Amanda immediately rolled to her side and took his semen and vaginal juice covered cock into her mouth, and lovingly cleaned him with her tongue and lips.
A short while later, now dressed in her 'wife' clothes, Amanda Cooper was on her way home from 'shopping', to her husband and son. The remnants of her coupling with Lavrell made themselves known on the drive as her pussy occasionally leaked into her already soaked panties. She giggled a moment as she debated whether either her husband or son would detect the scent of her infidelity.
Once home she found John already awake and working on his laptop. Eddie was milling around the kitchen scrounging up breakfast. For an unknown and inexplicable reason, Amanda felt the irresistible desire to brush past her son and tousle his hair as she made her way through the room. Eddie laughed and met his mother's fleeting glance as she left the kitchen. He had a momentary flashback of that look being on her face the day he returned from school.
Two days later, Sunday, while Eddie was gathering up his stuff for the return trip to school that afternoon, Amanda was texting with Lavrell letting him know Eddie was heading out in a few hours. She also let him know that John was gone for the day because he had an early morning meeting Monday that was three hours away so he had rented a hotel room in that area and was meeting his co-workers to prepare.
About a half hour before Eddie was slated to head out, there was a knock on the front door. Amanda was stunned to find Lavrell standing there when she opened it! Frantically looking over her shoulder to see if Eddie was around, she quietly and somewhat tersely asked Lavrell "What are you doing here?! My son is still home."
Lavrell gave an indifferent shrug and then just stepped inside. Amanda was now approaching a state of panic. How could she possibly explain this to her son and, nearly just as important, how could she let Lavrell know she was desperate for his touch?
Amanda called out to Eddie to get an idea where he was and was relieved to hear him say he was just about to jump in the shower. Lavrell took the initiative by stepping up to Amanda and kissing her deeply. With one ear listening for the shower, Amanda wrapped her arms around Lavrell's powerful neck and returned his kiss.
Lavrell's hands tantalizingly slid up and down her sides, but never higher than the bottom of her tits. She was desperate for his hands to grab her sensitive breasts and tweak her nipples but was biding her time until Eddie was out of the house and safely on his drive back to college. Lavrell could feel the heat in her kiss and sense the passion brewing beneath the surface and used his touch to increase both.
Just when she thought he would give her breasts the relief she sought, he reached his hands up under her t-shirt and deftly undid her bra. Lavrell used his thumbs to rub her nipples as he maneuvered the bra off her shoulders. Amanda's brain was calling out for protest but she obediently followed his lead in pulling the bra through the sleeves of the t-shirt. Not wanting to step away from their embrace, Amanda tossed the bra over the living room recliner. She released a grateful sigh as she saw it fall behind the recliner and out of sight. Then she leaned into Lavrell and began to kiss him again.
Lavrell returned his fingers to her flared nipples and pinched each forcefully but gently between his index finger and thumb. Her shirt was now resting on his wrists as he began to massage her breasts. The sensitivity of her breasts had always served as a weak point for her and her focus shifted to the pleasure his hands and fingers were applying.
In that time, she lost track of the running shower. The water was now off.
Amanda's eyes popped open and she reached her hands up to try and pull his away from her tits. As she grabbed his wrists, Lavrell again tweaked her nipples and Amanda's eyelids grew heavy with pleasure.
Lavrell leaned in to her ear and whispered "What's the matter girl? You don't like me feeling these tits?"
"No. I mean, yes. I mean, I love you playing with my tits. But my son is here. He can't catch us doing this."
"Relax my little bitch. Your boy still in the bathroom. He gonna be gone soon and then I am going to put my black cock in that married pussy." Amanda let out a light moan and with that, Lavrell leaned down and quickly sucked each nipple before rising back up with a smile as he continued his tit massage.
A moment later they both heard the door open. Lavrell gave one final tweak to each nipple and then removed his hands as Amanda quickly pulled her top down as she attempted to get her breathing under control. Her face was still flushed and nipples still at full attention and prominently sticking out from her t-shirt when Eddie stepped into the room.
Eddie's eyes danced from his mother's eyes, to her hard nipples, then to Lavrell who had pulled out his phone and was casually typing out a text. The situation was clearly awkward for everyone but Lavrell, so Amanda was grateful that Eddie just continued to make his way into the kitchen.
Amanda stood watching him as he rounded the corner and the moment he did, Lavrell reached around her and pulled her towards him with a hand on each of her tits.
The sensory overload was almost too much for Amanda. She leaned her head back into his shoulder, aching for the sex to begin, while at the same time weakly attempting to remove his hands and meekly asking Lavrell to wait until Eddie was gone.
Lavrell was having none of it. In fact, he could sense the stimulation Amanda felt in this situation. He resumed tweaking her nipples and leaned into her ear from behind, "I can't wait for you to wrap those lips around my cock. Those same lips that are gonna kiss your boy goodbye. I gonna pump my nut into your belly once he's gone. Then I gonna fuck you on your bed. That what you want my little bitch? Or you want me to leave so you can hang out with your boy?"
Amanda was nearly drooling at the mention of him putting his cock in her mouth. Her eyes were blankly staring ahead as she answered him, "Yes, I want that. I want that so much. Don't leave. Just wait for him to go."
Lavrell was smiling at the desperation in her voice. She seemed like she was hooked now. He had a few more things up his sleeve to make sure but he was pretty confident.
Then, of his own volition, Lavrell pulled away from her tits and sat down on the recliner. Amanda turned to him and caught herself a moment before asking him why he stopped. But her look told him all he needed to know; she wanted to get fucked.
A moment later Eddie emerged from the kitchen and sat at the dining room table with a sandwich. He glanced over in her direction as he sat down and Amanda was about to say something to break the seeming tension she felt when her phone chirped. She had a text.
Opening her phone she was stunned to see a picture of a blonde woman from behind with a black cock in her mouth on the screen with "Your son gone yet?" written below it. The text was from Marcus.
Amanda's mouth hung open as she shifted her gaze towards Lavrell. He simply smiled back at both her reaction and the speed in which Marcus had responded to his request to send something to her.
Amanda didn't know what to do. Should she respond? Should she tell him to leave her alone? Should she tell him he was leaving soon?
However, as these thoughts were still racing through her mind, she found herself sending her response, "He is leaving soon."
As the sending message statement appeared on the screen, Amanda looked towards Lavrell who was still smiling at her. Nearly immediately another text from Marcus appeared, "Let me know when he is gone."
Amanda looked at the message then back at Lavrell. As if on autopilot, she responded, "Ok" to the text and out loud though nothing had been said to warrant a verbal response.
Lavrell, noticing Amanda's growing desire and obsession with their sexual fun, nodded in seeming approval and then stood up. Amanda panicked a moment as she thought he was going to come back to her and resume what they were doing earlier, except this time with her son nearby. However, Lavrell walked right past her and headed towards Eddie. He introduced himself, thankfully leaving out the fact that he is her lover.
Unsure on exactly what to do, Amanda trailed along and stood beside the two of them as she attempted to steer the conversation by throwing out information about Eddie's school and degree program. Both Lavrell and Eddie looked at her with the expression of "What the hell are you talking about?" but each were coming at it from different perspectives.
To her relief, her phone put an end to her silly efforts when it chirped again with another text.
Opening the text, two feet from her son, she saw a picture of a blonde woman riding a black cock. Like the first, the picture was taken from behind as the woman was clearly bouncing up and down on a beautiful black shaft. Her heavy breath caught Lavrell's attention and he peered over her shoulder at the picture.
The phone chirped again with a picture of another blonde sucking another black cock.
It was the final image that made her almost drop the phone.
The image was her sucking off Lavrell in his apartment. She realized at that moment that the other pictures, all taken from an angle to obscure the woman's face, were all of her also. Somehow, Marcus was able to take this picture without her knowledge but at the proper angle to make no mistake it was Amanda...a very sexually aroused Amanda who was clearly enjoying the black cock in her mouth.
Amanda almost wobbled in place as she drank in the sights on the phone. Eddie, who must have been saying something to her, said, "Mom? You ok?"
That snapped her out of her trance. "Yes honey, sorry. I was just um, trying to figure out who this text was from. I'm ok. What do you need?"
Eddie could see his mother's flushed face and could tell that, however delayed her responses were; she was actually ok and there was nothing for him to be concerned about. "Uh, nothing mom. I think I'm going to head out in a few though. I'm just going to finish packing my stuff and get on the road."
Amanda replied without taking her eyes from the phone, "Ok, sweetie."
As Eddie stood to bring his dish to the kitchen, Lavrell just looked at him and each of them grinned and shrugged at Amanda's focus on the text.



Amanda was inadvertently positioned between Lavrell and Eddie as Eddie stood. She was able to lower the phone but could only give Eddie about a step to pass between her and the table. In this process his right bicep brushed across her tits, reigniting her sensitive nipples.
Eddie croaked out a very awkward "Sorry mom" as Lavrell gave a low rumbling laugh.
Amanda paid it no attention as she was enraptured by the images she was shuffling through on her phone.
As soon as Eddie stepped around the corner and back to his room, Lavrell's hand reached up and tweaked her right nipple. He pressed his lips to her ear and said, "Like what you see there my little bitch? I do. I'm hoping we can enjoy some of that action soon. What do you say?"
"Mmmhmm. Yes. Soon. Just let him leave." was her nearly breathless reply.
"Going to suck my cock like in that picture little bitch? Going to ride me so I can fill up that pussy?"
She was now nearly pleading with him, "Yes. Please stop teasing me. He has to leave first."
Lavrell took his hands from her tits and pulled out his own phone. She half expected him to show some of his own pictures and had a half relieved, half disappointed reaction when he just checked his own messages.
Eddie reappeared a few moments later with his bag in hand, just as Amanda's phone chirped again, this time with a phone call. Quickly answering it, she realized it was Marcus.
"Your boy gone yet?"
"No." She didn't know what else to say without Eddie becoming even more suspicious than he probably already was. "Eddie is still here so um, maybe later."
"Lavrell there though right? Sounds like he got you all ready to go. ha ha."
"Yes. Ok, let me call you back. Eddie is getting to head out. Bye." As soon as she said that last line she knew Marcus was going to be heading over. That suspicion was confirmed a few seconds later when Lavrell's phone binged with its own text.
Now her priority shifted to getting Eddie out of the house. It was going to be hard enough attempting to explain who Lavrell was and what he was doing there the next time she and Eddie had a private conversation. Having Marcus show up with Eddie still home would just be too much to conceal and for her fragile psyche to bear.
Amanda moved the conversation towards him walking out. "So, you have everything right? Toothbrush? Clothes? Phone and charger? You'll text me when you get there?"
"Yes mom, like always." came the somewhat sarcastic reply.
She had to catch herself. Was she making it obvious she wanted him to go? "Ok, sweetie. You know I worry."
And then just like that they were at the door; all three of them...Eddie with bags in hand; Amanda with her dripping pussy ready to please her lover; and Lavrell, the master of ceremonies.
Amanda's nipples were making no effort to hide her excitement as they seemed ready to pierce her top. Even the slight touch of them against Eddie's chest as she leaned up to kiss him on the cheek was a stimulant. And her slightly breathless "Be safe sweetie." had a sexy purr to it making it difficult for Eddie to shake the thoughts about his mother from his head.
As Eddie sat down and started his car with a raging hardon as he thought about his mother, Amanda was kneeling before Lavrell and pulling her prize from his jeans.
She looked up at him and said in all honesty and without guilt, "I didn't think he'd ever leave. I've been thinking about this fucking cock all day!"
One wet tongue kiss on Lavrell's bulging cockhead and glans, and then Amanda took him into her mouth. Gazing up at him as her mouth drooled its saliva around him, Amanda could see Lavrell looking out the window. She realized at that moment that he was watching her son pull out of the driveway.
Amanda had her first orgasm of the day to the idea of her son driving down the street as she was sucking black cock in the living room he had just been in not five minutes earlier.
Lavrell reveled in the dual sight of Eddie driving away as his mother sucked his cock. Once Eddie was out of sight, Lavrell sat down in the recliner and watched as Amanda worked her oral magic on his shaft.
Within a few minutes he felt his balls bump against her chin and the telltale signs of her saliva beginning to pool against his sack. Amanda was in her own world as she sucked him off. The desire to feel him pulse into her mouth was nearly overwhelming and she blew him with all the energy and sensuality she had to make it happen.
She was massaging his balls with one hand while the other was attempting to undo her own pants when the front door began to open. Frozen in panic for a moment, she feared that Eddie had forgotten something and returned. Or worse yet, that her husband had a change in plans and come home early. However, her fears were relieved when she saw a black hand follow the doorknob inside and she knew it was Marcus.
She continued to suck Lavrell's cock as her eyes watched Marcus step through the door.
"Fuck yea! That's what I like to see when I walk in!" was his greeting.
Amanda, too far gone in her passion, and too aroused to respond in any other way, simply smiled at him with her eyes as she continued to suck off Lavrell.
Marcus, who had obviously been coordinating with Lavrell with the pictures and the texts, picked right up where they had left off earlier. "That's right momma, suck that black cock now that your boy is heading off to school."
The pleasure of cock in her mouth, the intensity of feelings that she had experienced with the teasing from Lavrell and Marcus, and her son being nearby the whole time, was too much for Amanda, and she came again the moment she had undone her pants and ran one finger along her clit. She pushed Lavrell's cock as deep into her throat as she could as the orgasm washed over her.
Lavrell, himself highly aroused at what had been going on over the last hour or so, began to pump his cum into her mouth when he again felt her chin against his scrotum. Her purring throughout her orgasm sent subtle vibrations down his shaft as his balls emptied into her mouth and throat. Amanda was reflexively swallowing as she relished her reward.
As she finished swallowing Lavrell's seed, she kept her mouth on him while she finished taking her pants off. When she was certain she had drained his balls completely, Amanda brazenly pulled back from his cock and removed her t-shirt. She carelessly tossed it on the floor and was now completely naked before her two lovers.
There was no sense denying that what had gone on had aroused her intensely. It had been obvious long before she fell to her knees before Lavrell, long before she swallowed his cum, and long before Marcus had arrived. The teasing and sexually playful nature of Lavrell's words or touch, and Marcus' risqué texts and images was incredible. She smiled up from her kneeling position at her two lovers, "You two trying to ruin our little secret? Trying to get me in trouble with my son?"
Both men laughed, and then Lavrell replied, "Just having some fun babe. You didn't seem like you were too upset with it."
Amanda couldn't honestly disagree with that statement and the reality was, she really didn't know if she liked it or not. She paused a moment and briefly debated bringing up the pictures, but decided it was best not to. What she did know was that she was horny as hell and wanted one of them to help squelch the flames by fucking her. Hard.
She stood up and began to walk away from the two men before looking sexily back over her shoulder and saying, "Care to follow me to my room?"
Over the course of the next hour, Lavrell and Marcus took turns fucking Amanda's mouth and pussy. Marcus loved seeing her newly shaved pussy and further liked her telling him how she did it in the shower Thanksgiving night.
She had just finished swallowing Marcus' cum and had a bit of a sheen of sweat building up on her back as Lavrell was fucking her doggy style on her marital bed when her phone buzzed. Marcus looked at it and saw a text from Eddie.
"Your boy's name is Eddie right?"
"Mmhmm..." she answered as she felt her tits swaying underneath her to the rhythm of Lavrell's thrusts.
"He sent you a text." Then he paused a moment and looked at Lavrell. "Call him back."
"What? Call him back? I just want to know he made it safely. I don't need to talk to him. Not now."
Lavrell paused his fucking as she answered and then partially withdrew his cock until just the head remained inside her. Amanda attempted to push back to capture the rest of him but he maintained his distance.
"My little bitch, you want to keep fucking?"
"Yes, you know I do. Please don't stop."
"Then call your boy back."
"Ok, I'll call him after you cum. Just keep fucking me."
"No little bitch, you want my cock, you call him now. With my cock inside you; you call him."
"I can't do that. Please"
Then Lavrell completely pulled his cock out.
"Please, don't. Put it back inside me. I was close to cumming."
"Up to you little bitch. You want to cum or not."
"Yes."
"Then you know what you got to do, don't you?"
Amanda briefly paused, and then bowed her head in submission, "Yes."
Lavrell pushed his cock in her to the hilt, eliciting a moan of pleasure from Amanda, before pulling back until just the head remained. Marcus then dropped the phone on the bed in front of her.
Could she do this? Had she really reached this point?
Lavrell slowly began to pull back and Amanda knew it was time to act. She slowly grabbed the phone and searched for Eddie's number. Her action was rewarded with Lavrell again beginning to fuck her but this time with only half his cock. It restarted her fire though not enough to fully get her off. It was as if his cock kept brushing against her orgasm button but never actually pushing it. She knew all he had to do was push himself completely inside her and that would do it. And all it would take for that to happen was for her to call her son.
Amanda pressed the dial button.
As soon as Lavrell heard her say, "Hi honey." he buried his cock in her with one slow and steady push.
Her battle instantly reversed itself. A moment ago she craved the full length of his cock to get her off, now she was getting it all but she was fighting the urge to cum because she was on the phone with her son!
"What's up mom? Did you get my text?"
"Uhhh...Yes. I, uhhh, just wanted to make sure you got there ok." as she buried her face in the pillow.
"Yea mom, I got here fine. You ok?"
"What? Uh yes, I am fine." again burying her face in the pillow as Lavrell pushed his cock into her all the way and held it there.
Eddie, had heard similar sounds to this before from the room next door, but couldn't process associating these sounds with his mother. Still his cock was hardening and he needed to get off the phone to help get the thoughts out of his head. "Ok, mom, well, I need to go so I can unpack and get settled."
"Ok, honey. See you sooon..." and then she couldn't hold out any longer. Amanda's pussy spasmed in orgasm just as she hung up the phone. She clumsily dropped it as Lavrell began to pound her from behind. His semen began to pump into her womb as he joined her in mutual orgasm while holding her hips tightly.
When he finally pulled out, Amanda flopped on to her back and turned around so she could get to him with her mouth. She had come to love the flavor of their post fuck juices and she had him cleaned in no time. Afterward, she just lay there completely naked, as she caught her breath; her mind racing about the day's events. Her own hands began a slow massage of her tits and she periodically tweaked each nipple. She felt the flow of endorphins she had become accustomed to after a good swim workout.
When Amanda noticed Lavrell and Marcus were curiously quiet, she raised her head to see each of them with their phones in hand either filming or taking pictures of her self-massage. She began to protest but then remembered the pictures she had seen earlier, "Please don't share them. I'm sure you've taken more than I know of, but please don't share them. Ok?"
Both men grunted what she thought was agreement and she laid her head back down.
Eddie meanwhile couldn't get the thought of his mother's body or what she might have been doing out of his head. He attempted to grab a meal at the school food court. He tried hitting the gym. And then went to the library to study. He ended up as he did the day he came home...in the shower jerking off.
Amanda remained naked for the remainder of the day as she made Lavrell and Marcus an early meal. She had a bit of a bite to eat herself before slipping from her chair under the table to suck their cocks. She shifted her mouth from one to the other as they ate. Marcus was the first to finish his meal. He reached under the table and grabbed her hand and gently led her out from underneath. Then, he just bent her over that same table and stepped up behind her and slipped his cock into her inviting pussy.
Lavrell was finishing the last of his meal as Amanda and Marcus fucked before him. She locked eyes with him as he watched their little "show". She came twice before Marcus pulled out and told her to turn around. She knew at once what he wanted and sunk to her knees to finish him with her mouth. Amanda imagined the sight Lavrell was seeing and envisioned it just like the first picture Marcus had sent via text...her blonde head bobbing from behind as she took Marcus into her throat as he came. As she gulped his load down, she felt a sense of pride as Marcus reached out to the table to balance himself.
Amanda theatrically licked her lips as she pivoted on her knees and asked Lavrell, "Done with that meal yet lover?"
Lavrell smiled, nodded, and then stood to walk towards the living room. Amanda obediently followed behind. She knelt before him and immediately began sucking his cock as he sat on the couch. As always, she looked up at him as she blew him. Once fully hard, Lavrell pulled her mouth from his cock and said, "My little bitch, I want a piece of that ass now. You ready to get that ass fucked again? I know you liked it the first time."
She couldn't deny it if she wanted to. She had enjoyed it. And after the sex they had enjoyed today, she was actually seeking it.
When Amanda nodded her agreement, Lavrell waved a finger in front of her. "No my little bitch. You nod when you have a cock in your mouth. You use your words when it's not. Got that?"
"Yes. I'm sorry." Pausing a moment to gather the nerve she admitted it, "Please fuck my ass...I did like it the first time."
"There you go my little bitch. Now get my cock good and wet again then bend over this couch here. I'll give you what you want."
Amanda did just that. She sucked his cock to the root and allowed her saliva to coat his cock. Once she felt he was sufficiently wet, she pulled back and leaned over the couch next to where Lavrell was sitting. She looked up at him and in her best obedient voice said, "Please fuck my ass now."
Lavrell took position between her legs and slipped his cock into her pussy with one steady thrust and then withdrew. "You ready now my little bitch?"
"Yes. I am ready." Though she tried to mask it, the trepidation in her voice was unmistakable to Lavrell and he knew to again take it slow. He knew, if done properly, ass fucking can become an addiction for the right woman. And he felt Amanda was just that woman.
He pushed the head against her ass gently but firmly and felt her sphincter accept it. Then he reached around and began a slow clit massage as he worked himself in all the way. He couldn't help exchange a smile with Marcus as Amanda began to cum before his cock was fully inside her ass. Before she had finished cumming he had pushed his cock inside her all the way.
Then he got down to a good steady ass fuck. He occasionally swatted her ass cheeks as they got into it. Amanda responded with words and sounds, "Mmmhmmm, mmmhmmm, yesss baby...mmmhmmm."
Lavrell caught Marcus' attention as he was just watching the show and silently motioned for him to get his phone. He mouthed for him to video this next part.
"Little bitch, I getting close to busting a nut. I gonna pull out when I am there and I want you to catch it in that mouth of yours. Got that?"
"Mmhmm. Yes baby. I got it."
Lavrell looked at Marcus to make sure he was ready and then he swatted Amanda's ass again. "Here we go little bitch. Suck this cum down!"
Amanda quickly spun around as she felt his cock pull from her ass and nearly dove for it with her mouth. She was able to wrap her lips around his cockhead as the first rope of semen spewed from his urethra. She nursed the head a moment and felt two more ropes of jism splash her tongue before pushing forward to take him into her throat.
All the while, Lavrell was moaning and spurring her on, "That's it my little bitch, suck down my cum. Yea baby...that's it."
Amanda was moaning out her own pleasure right along with him.
As Lavrell's orgasm came to an end, he placed a hand on the back of Amanda's head and slowly eased her off his cock. "You liked that didn't you my little bitch?"
"Mmmhmm." Amanda responded as she licked the remaining drops of sperm from his cock and from her lips.
Lavrell motioned towards Marcus and told her to tell him if she liked it.
Amanda turned her head towards Marcus and froze for a moment as she saw him holding up his phone. But she was too far gone at this point. And she knew the camera had probably caught everything until now anyway, so she looked at Marcus, and essentially the camera, said seductively, "Mmmm...I liked that."
"That's my little bitch. You a natural for some black cock."
Amanda could only smile in response.
Later that evening, with Lavrell and Marcus gone and her having the house to herself, Amanda ran herself a bath. She lay in the tub in the warm water and covered in suds as she reflected on her day. It wasn't long before her hands found their way to her tits and then down to her clit. She enjoyed one final orgasm in the tub before rinsing off in the shower.
As she dried herself off and then got into bed, she saw her wedding picture seemingly staring down at her from the wall it was hung on. A rush of guilt hit her as she reflected on what she had done in this very bed just a few hours earlier. But that guilt switched to frustration with her husband John for being more focused on work than home. For being more worried about satisfying his boss than satisfying her. And then she giggled at how the only times she thought about her husband on this day was when she was briefly scared he might be the one entering the house instead of Marcus and now.
Over the next few weeks, Amanda resumed her normal routine. She would hit the YMCA first thing in the morning to get her swim workout in before heading off to the classroom. The main addition to her normal routine, an addition she had picked up a few weeks earlier, was a stop at Lavrell's place a couple times a week for some fun. Sometimes it was just her and him. Sometimes Marcus was there also. Then, whether from Lavrell's place or from school, Amanda would head home and get ready to do it all again the next day.
At least once a week Amanda and Eddie would chat on Skype. John would pop in and speak briefly but for the most part it was just her and her son. And like the earlier conversations, things sometimes were a little more risqué than normal. This usually occurred on nights when she had spent the afternoon fucking with Lavrell. Her arousal still high, her body still feeling stimulation, and excitement in being able to chat with her son all combined to make this so.
She couldn't figure out why, but Amanda seemed to enjoy it. Maybe it was from the way he had looked at her when he was home. Maybe it was an extension of the phone call Lavrell and Marcus had her make the day he returned to school. Or maybe she was just going crazy. Whatever the case, she enjoyed seeing her son's face flush during these conversations.



Eddie would no doubt have been shocked during those Skype sessions to actually see why his mother's face also occasionally flushed red or her breath caught. These reactions were usually in response to a text with accompanying photo from Lavrell or Marcus that showed Amanda in various stages of showing her growing passion for black cock. Such as, her blue eyes locked on the camera as she had the head of a black cock in her mouth, then the midway down the shaft, then fully in her throat. Looking back over her shoulder with a smile as one or the other of them fucked her doggy style. Or kneeling before the two of them, a cock in each hand, as she looked up at the camera. Sometimes Eddie would attempt to playfully ask what was going on, but at the same time he had a difficult time managing his own arousal at the thought of just what really might be going on. Had he known it was any of those pictures, he might not have made it to the shower to get himself off.
For their part, Lavrell and Marcus continued to indoctrinate this white wife and mother. The physical stimulation of the afternoon trysts or weekend fuckfests were often accompanied by subtle mental manipulations as well. Amanda didn't pay it much attention, but phrases or questions from Lavrell or Marcus that had begun with "You loving my black cock ain't ya?" or "You like this black cock in your pussy?" had evolved to dropping off the "my" and "this". And in time so had Amanda's replies. All of which played out rather nicely on the cell phone video with which Amanda was increasingly becoming comfortable.
The video typically caught her in one form or another of draining their testicles of their semen while professing her "Love to suck black cock." or "Love having black cock in my pussy." during or immediately afterward. Her unabashed willingness to admit this sentiment and her increasing comfort in revealing it to the camera phone were among the final stages of Lavrell's plans before he could declare her completely hooked.
The final week before Eddie was to return home for Christmas break, Lavrell had Amanda over and had her getting ready to ride his cock on the couch. She had already sucked him off upon arriving at his place, doing so completely clothed, before she stripped down to nothing and then resumed sucking his cock to get him hard again. As she did, Lavrell grabbed his cell and took an obligatory photo as Amanda smiled up at him with her eyes, and then he sent off a text.
Amanda continued to suck his cock and was mentally preparing herself for Marcus to arrive since Lavrell's texts at that moment were usually an indicator of that happening. Sure enough, not 10 minutes later Lavrell's door opened. Amanda continued sucking his cock and looked up and was stunned to see a black man she did not recognize standing there!
As if sensing her panic, Lavrell had laid a hand on the back of Amanda's head and was gently stroking her hair. With a soothing and reassuring, but still commanding, voice, Lavrell said, "Little bitch, this is my boy Michael. He been asking about you since he first heard about you. I figured today was a good day for him to meet you. Got that my little bitch?"
Amanda was staring up at Lavrell as he spoke, her lips wrapped around his cock, as she reflexively was bobbing her head upon his shaft. Her heart was pounding and she was desperately trying to focus her mind in a way that would allow her to form a coherent answer. As she searched for the words to get her out of this situation, she felt the drool leaking from lips on to her hand as she stroked his cock. And at that moment she realized she didn't want to be out of this situation.
Lavrell, who still had his hand resting on the back of her head as he watched her contemplate things, saw her eyes slowly drift from his own, to Michael's eyes, back to his, and then down to Michael's crotch as he began undoing his pants. And Lavrell knew that she indeed did get it so he slowly removed his hand and smiled at Amanda.
Any doubts for anyone in the room about her acceptance of the situation were removed when Amanda pulled Lavrell's cock from her mouth, used her fingers to clean up the saliva that had collected around her lips, and looked up at Michael and said, "Hi Michael." before taking Lavrell's cock back into her mouth.
Once Michael was free of clothing, he sat down on the couch and Amanda acquainted her mouth this this new black cock. Lavrell let her have a few moments where she could just focus on Michael before he knelt in between her spread legs and began to fuck her doggy style.
Amanda wasted no time in proving her oral prowess to Michael. She confirmed all that he had heard from Lavrell and Marcus by taking his cock to the root and giving him one of the best blowjobs he had ever received. Shortly after Michael's cum joined Lavrell's first load in her belly, Lavrell's second blast of sperm was splashing within her welcoming pussy. Amanda then turned around to clean his cock of their mingled juices as she fingered her clit to the final orgasm of the day at Lavrell's apartment. Then, leaving two spent black men in her wake, she cleaned herself up and headed home.
Next...Christmas/New Year's break...
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"Little bitch...hey, little bitch?"
Amanda was too transfixed on the sensation in her mouth and the view she was staring at in the mirror, to hear Lavrell's words. In the mirror, Amanda saw her lips bobbing up and down on a black cock as they stretched around its girth. She watched as her cheeks hollowed with each backstroke as she applied that wonderful sucking sensation to his shaft. Her blonde hair, pulled back in a ponytail, exposed her delicate neck which seemed to slightly bulge as she pushed his cock into her throat on the down stroke.
It was that same ponytail that Lavrell grabbed to finally capture her attention.
"Little bitch..." Lavrell said with a smile as he held her ponytail to prevent her from taking him into her throat again, "your phone is ringing."
Amanda turned her eyes from the mirror towards Lavrell as she regained her hearing while she attempted to process his words. Finally comprehending what he said, she nodded slightly and reached for her purse as she simultaneously pulled her ponytail free from his grip and took his cock back into her throat. She paused with his cock fully embedded, feeling his balls against her chin while her right hand rummaged through her purse to grab her phone.
By the time she found it, it had stopped ringing. Lavrell, not willing to let the moment pass, asked her, "Who was that?"
Amanda knew she should have just made up a name, but somehow couldn't resist answering him with the truth. She slowly slid her mouth off his cock and looked up at Lavrell for a brief moment, "My son." before taking him back into her mouth.
She knew what that response would cause, and Lavrell didn't miss a beat, "You know what that means then don't you?"
Amanda continued to bob her head up and down on his cock for a few moments debating how to respond before giving into the inevitable. She pulled him free of her mouth as she looked up at him and gave his cock a nice long lick from his balls to the head of his cock.
"You want me to call him back, don't you?"
"You know I do my little bitch. And I think you liking it too."
Amanda couldn't truly deny it. There was something sexually devious about it. Something that struck a deep seeded chord within her psyche and aroused her. The lessons Lavrell, and to a lesser extent Marcus, had provided over the last couple weeks since Eddie had returned to college, were now taking root.
Those lessons included her texting her son while she lay naked and her pussy full of cum from one of their cocks, or calling him shortly after swallowing the semen from their balls. Exactly why it aroused her she could not explain. But there was no denying it from the surge of moisture in her pussy, the increase in her heartbeat, and the flushing of her cheeks. She did like it.
Unlike the other times which were met with flagging resistance, Amanda offered none to his unspoken suggestion. She simply shook her head at Lavrell with a slight grin on her face as she found Eddie's name in her contacts and pressed the call button. Her eyes remained locked on Lavrell's as her tongue drew lazy circles on the head of his black cock while the phone rang.
After three rings Eddie answered.
"Hey mom! I just called you."
"I know sweetie," as she momentarily paused at lapping Lavrell's cock, "I couldn't get to the phone in time. I was, um, busy. Is everything ok?"
Unbeknownst to Amanda and Lavrell, Eddie was conducting his own little experiment while at school. He would call or text his mother from time to time and try to gauge how long it took her to answer, or listen to see if she was out of breath or if there were any other voices around. Ever since his Thanksgiving trip home, Eddie had an increasing suspicion growing in his mind that his mother might not be the faithful woman he always believed her to be.
The "salesman's" car driving away as he arrived home from school, and then his mother braless with aroused nipples poking through her top when he walked in the door. Then, a few days into his trip, Lavrell, who Eddie had never met before, dropping by and his mother again braless and having an occasional guilty look on her face whenever she made eye contact with her son. And then the strange phone call the day he returned to school when her voice would sometimes trail off before she finally came back to the conversation. All of these things formed clues that his mind wrestled with when he turned out the lights at night.
Was she fucking around on his father? And was she doing it with a black guy?
In all honesty, while Eddie didn't necessarily want her to cheat, he couldn't really blame her for seeking affection elsewhere since his father was so focused on things outside the home. He knew she would try from time to time to remind his father that there was more than just work, and that she and Eddie wouldn't mind some of his time also, but all of that was of no use. But a black guy?
Eddie finally responded to her, "Yea mom, everything is cool. I just wanted to call and see what was up and to see how you were doing."
Amanda had briefly closed her lips around Lavrell's cock after she spoke and while she listened to Eddie's reply. Then she pulled her head back slightly so the head of his black cock was like a microphone next to her lips as she replied, "I'm doing just fine sweetie. What have you been up to?"
Her reflexive extension of the conversation served to raise everyone's arousal. All she had to do was say something to end the call and she would have met Lavrell's desire for her to call her son while his black cock was in her mouth. Instead, Amanda asked an open-ended question as if tempting fate.
Eddie, whose mind at this point was increasingly clouded with sexual thoughts, took a chance.
"Nothing mom. How about you?" Then pausing a moment to draw the nerve said, "Seen that salesman lately?"
He froze in panic immediately after saying it. And her delayed response made him feel even more nervous. However, her slow reply was not due to anger. It was because she had to pull her mouth off Lavrell's cock to reply.
"What's that honey? The salesman?"
"Um, yea mom. I was just kidding around about that." he quickly replied with a nervous laugh. "I was just joking about that car leaving the day I came home for Thanksgiving."
For whatever reason, this stirred something in Amanda.
"Ohhhh. You mean Lavrell? The black guy that was over that day?" adding a subtle emphasis to the "black" descriptor.
Now Eddie didn't know what to do. He desperately wanted some confirmation of his suspicions, but had no idea if he had crossed the line with his comments. His mother didn't seem pissed but at the same time he was at a loss for words as to how to answer her question.
Amanda pushed things a little further.
"Why do you ask if he was over?" She let that hang in the air for a moment before adding in a quiet voice, "Eddie, do you think I am having an affair?"
"Oh shit" thought Eddie. "I am dead now. Why didn't I just keep my mouth shut?" But his hardening cock reminded him why he asked.
"What?! No mom! I was, um, just playing around."
The nervousness in his voice nearly caused Amanda to giggle. She paused for a moment and let it all sink in before replying in a somewhat sexy purr, her eyes now staring at Lavrell, "He's black Eddie. What would your father think of me fucking a black man?"
That was it. Eddie had to end this conversation. Her voice, her using language he never heard her use before, and his suspicions all merged together to give him a raging hardon.
"Oh my gosh mom," he said now out of breath, "that's not what I meant. I, um, I...there's someone at the door. I need to go." And just like that he hung up. He didn't make it to the shower this time. Instead, he just lay back, pulled his cock out and jerked off, spraying his semen all over the bottom of his t-shirt.
A moment before her son's cock erupted, Amanda, her own arousal peaked, had looked up at Lavrell as the call ended and said, "My son thinks I'm fucking you." before taking his cock to the root.
Lavrell replied, "Your son is right." as he leaned his head back as his cum began painting the back of Amanda's tongue on its way to her belly.
-----
The next couple days were a blur for Amanda. She was wrapping up classes as she prepared for Christmas break and for Eddie to come home, while also spending nearly every afternoon fucking Lavrell and Marcus. Amanda learned the insane pleasures of being sandwiched between the two black men with both her pussy and ass stuffed full of black cock, before one or the other or both would pull out and feed their semen down her throat.
On her first day off from school Amanda expected Eddie to be coming home that afternoon. She had called him the night before and he was a bit sheepish on the phone. Now it was her turn to wonder if she had pushed things too far with her implied sexual commentary.
She decided that morning to Skype him so she try and read his emotions from the look on his face.
Before doing so, Amanda got herself ready for the day, which would include a visit from Lavrell. She dressed in clothes which were easy to remove since she intended to be naked once the call was over. She had put her pajama bottoms back on and a zip up hoodie. With her mind clouded from thinking about what she was going to say to Eddie and the competing thoughts of Lavrell arriving later, Amanda forgot to text her son as she normally did to let him know she was about to Skype.
Eddie answered rather quickly and Amanda was a bit shocked to see that he seemed to be still in bed at 9AM with his laptop on his lap. "Hey sweetie! Did I wake you?"
"No mom," Eddie replied with a guilty expression, "I was just, um, checking email." Eddie's cheeks reddened with embarrassment as he spoke because it wasn't his email on the screen next to his mother's Skype video image, but the paused video of a blonde woman with a black cock in her mouth. After a moments delay while he briefly panicked whether she could see what was on his screen, he asked, "How are you? Everything ok?"
Amanda knew that look. She had seen it numerous times over the years since Eddie reached puberty. Whenever she caught him looking at a pretty girl or when a movie showed a bit too much flesh or sex, that same look appeared on his face. She thought for a moment if that was similar to the look on her own face when Eddie saw her around Lavrell.
And her cheeks now flushed.
Still, she couldn't resist extending the call a moment. Ignoring his question, Amanda asked, "Did I catch you at a bad time? You, um, look busy. Should we go?"
"No mom, I'm fine. I just wasn't ready that's all." Eddie was trying to get his breathing and heart rate under control. "I was thinking about leaving here a little after lunch. That should put me there around dinner. That ok?"
The thought of him being home simultaneously gave her some comfort in knowing when her only child would arrive, but also found her doing some quick calculations to see how much time she would have with Lavrell before Eddie got there. Shaking the thoughts from her head, Amanda replied, "Yes honey that will be great. I am looking forward to having you here for the long break."
That seemed to focus both of them back on the call and they began to briefly discuss small talk. However, about five minutes later Amanda's phone buzzed.
It was Lavrell delivering a simple text, "Here. Door unlocked?"
"Here?! He was here? Already?!" Amanda thought as she silently panicked a moment as she thought about what to do. She lost track of Skype.
"Mom? You ok mom?"
His voice brought her attention back. "Yes honey. I'm sorry. I just got an unexpected text that's all." She hoped her words sounded casual and not rushed but she now desperately wanted to end the call.
It was too late. She was about to say something about needing to go when the front door opened. Thankfully it was not behind her so the camera could not display who was coming in. But the microphone suffered no such inhibitions. "Little bitch." said Lavrell. "Where you at?"
Eddie's squeaky "Mom?" made it clear he had heard Lavrell. Amanda glanced at the screen again and saw his flushed cheeks and wide eyes looking back. She had to reassure him while also quickly ending the call. Amanda thought for a moment before smiling at the screen.
"I'm sorry honey. I have to go. Someone's at the door." Then pausing naughtily, she added, "The salesman is here." With that, Amanda's gaze shifted from the camera to Lavrell as he strode towards her with confidence. Amanda continued to look at Lavrell as she absentmindedly said to Eddie, "Text when you leave ok?"
The last image Eddie had on the screen before the call ended was of his mother looking up at someone who was obviously now very close, and a black hand appearing on the screen to rest on the back of her chair. The hand was strikingly similar in color to that of the black cock being sucked by the blonde woman in the video paused on the screen. And the blonde woman's hair was strikingly similar to that of his mother.
Three minutes after the call ended, Eddie was stroking the last of the cum from his balls as his mind finished making the connections.
Amanda was already on her knees by that point, pulling Lavrell's shaft from his loose fitting jeans. She whispered "Good morning" to his cock as she kissed the head and then took him into her mouth.
"Was that your boy?" asked Lavrell.
"Mmmhmm."
"I want to hear you say it."
Amanda slowly withdrew the cock from her mouth and said, "That was my son." as she licked the head of his hardening cock. "He is coming home this afternoon." She took him into her mouth again before pulling back again. "I think he heard you come in." Back into and back out of her mouth again. "Now, please cum in my mouth." And with that, Amanda Cooper, a few minutes removed from calling her son, went to town on the black cock she adored.
Lavrell knew it now. The 'little bitch' was officially hooked.
Amanda held Lavrell's cock in her throat as each pulse of semen jetted into her belly. Her lungs were screaming for oxygen, but they lost out to the delicious sensation of pulsing black cock in her throat and the pleasured moans from Lavrell's mouth.
Once she was sure she had all of him, Amanda pulled back and took a deep breath of air. She could feel her heart pounding and briefly berated herself for almost suffocating on his cock. But a moment later his shaft was back in her mouth as she continued to nuzzle and lick him.
An hour later, Amanda was bouncing up and down on Lavrell's cock on her marital bed. They didn't even bother to get under the covers. He simply laid back and she climbed on top. They fucked like that for an extended period and Amanda silently was grateful for the leg strength her morning swims had provided. She came three times on his cock before he finally pumped his seed into her pussy. The spot left behind on the bedspread left a clear marker of what had just occurred.
Shortly after Lavrell finished the lunch Amanda had made him, he was fucking Amanda's ass doggy style in the living room when her phone buzzed with Eddie's text that he was leaving the school grounds and heading home. Lavrell, knowing her son would be contacting her soon, made sure Amanda had the phone in easy reach. He enjoyed feeling her explode into orgasm as he saw her reading the words on her screen. He continued to fuck her ass through her orgasm before telling her, "Swallow me." He marveled at how quickly she spun to obey his command and capture his seed in her mouth.
About an hour before Eddie arrived home, Lavrell was fully dressed and heading out the door. He paused a moment and looked back at Amanda, who was still naked, and said, "See you tomorrow." And then he left.
Amanda was still coming down from the multiple orgasms she had experienced that day and was nodding her head even after Lavrell had left. It was only when she heard his SUV start did she realize that tomorrow meant Eddie would be home. How was she going to pull that off?!
-----
Both Amanda and Eddie were a bit nervous as to how his arrival home would go. Each debated whether they had crossed any imaginary lines in their recent calls and Skype sessions. Would that present itself an issue when they talked? Would it rear its head at awkward times? Or would it indicate a phase of their relationship?
Ironically, it was her husband John who helped put the reunion at ease. He arrived home roughly 15 minutes before Eddie and happened to be the first one to greet him as he walked in the house. The three of them then sat down to a family meal, very atypical for them as it was usually just Amanda and Eddie, and the conversation focused on Eddie's school. Throughout their discussion, Amanda couldn't help but feel Eddie's eyes glance her way from time to time.
The following morning, Amanda got up and went to the YMCA for her normal swim, then went straight to Lavrell's place for a wonderful fuck before heading home. While driving home she naively thought she might be able to manage her two worlds without them coming into contact.
That theory only lasted until Monday.
Amanda went for her morning swim and came home to find Eddie's car gone and a note from him saying that he had headed over to a friend's house. Amanda had gone the weekend without Lavrell's cock, so she immediately sent a text asking what he was doing. She almost felt silly texting that since any normal conversation like "What are you doing?" might just as well have been read as "Can we fuck?" Still, Amanda opted for the casual question.
Lavrell responded fairly quickly that he was on his way to pick up Marcus. He then added, "Got something in mind?"
She obviously did or she wouldn't have contacted him in the first place but he wanted to continue to push her towards accepting her new self. As far as she'd come in these past couple months, she still didn't have the nerve to just come out and bluntly say what was on her mind. Instead, she responded, "My son isn't home." Translation: "Come over so we can fuck."
Lavrell didn't respond. He wanted to either have her text him back with what she actually wanted or he wanted to just show up with Marcus and have her release the pent up tension with the passion of her sexual activity.
Amanda sat there for five minutes wrestling back and forth with whether to text him, call him, or just wait. Just as she was about to send him another text asking if he received her last one, she heard two doors close in her driveway. In an instant she was at the window to confirm it was them. And a moment later her clothes were hitting the floor.
She greeted them naked, kneeling in the middle of the floor in her living room. "I wasn't sure if you were going to come or not."
"Little bitch," Lavrell replied with a bit of a chuckle, "we definitely gonna cum." as Marcus nodded his head in agreement.
There was nothing ceremonious about things. The two black men walked up to the married white wife and stood before her with hands on their hips. The unspoken command was for her to pull their cocks out herself. She did.
Amanda had to pause briefly as she undid Lavrell's pants to avoid looking a little frantic. She felt nearly the same sense of urgency in opening his jeans as she did like a child on Christmas ripping wrapping paper off gifts. She giggled briefly as her mind made that comparison.
Once their cocks were out, Amanda felt a sense of intoxication flush over her at the sight and scent. It was a sensation she loved. She could feel the rush of adrenalin, the heaviness of her eyelids, her nose opening to draw in more of their scent, and saliva pooling in her mouth. All of these merged together in her mind and caused her to wonder silently to herself, "How did I go so long without this in my life?"



She took Lavrell's cock into her mouth first. Nearly immediately after sucking in the head, she felt drool tip over her bottom lip and begin its slow journey towards her chin. By the time she had worked both Lavrell's and Marcus' cocks to full hardness, a string of saliva hung from her chin and her breasts were wet with more.
Amanda had come to absolutely adore sucking cock. To be specific, sucking black cock. Being in a subordinate position kneeling before the men while at the same time being in control of events was a wonderful dichotomy and the dual roles stimulated her. Ordinarily, she would have her eyes locked on the eyes of the man whose cock she was sucking. But today, with one black cock in her mouth and a second in her hand, her eyes made the rounds between looking at both men and then looking at the cock she was not sucking.
At one point, looking up at Marcus, she found herself staring into his cell phone camera. She had a sense pictures were being taken but this view obviously confirmed it. Long since resigned to the fact she couldn't control it, and increasingly accepting of the fact that she enjoyed it, Amanda winked at the camera as she worked the cock into her throat.
Lavrell took the opportunity to move in behind her. In a seeming choreographed act, Marcus stepped back to take a seat on the couch with Amanda's lips still wrapped around his cock while Lavrell grabbed her hips and positioned his cock at her pussy lips. He teased her briefly by gently sliding the head of his cock along her soaking wet seam. He could feel her pussy beckoning him inside as her hips invitingly gyrated for him to complete the act.
Her orgasm began the moment his cockhead slipped inside her pussy lips. Amanda desperately pushed back in an effort to take more of him inside, but Lavrell maintained his distance. As if to compensate for the lack of cock in her pussy, Amanda pushed forward and took Marcus into her throat. Then, just as her orgasm began to wind down, Lavrell gave a long steady push as he slipped his full length inside her.
Amanda's orgasm began anew. Her muffled moans of pleasure could be heard from around Marcus' cock. The fingers of her left hand and wedding ring were coated in her saliva as those of her right gripped his muscular thigh.
The three of them fucked like this for a while before the men could no longer hold out. Lavrell went first. As his semen began to fill her pussy, Marcus' balls began to pump their contents into Amanda's mouth. The sensation of both men getting off at the same time pushed Amanda over the edge and she came with them.
Amanda swallowed Marcus completely then turned around to clean Lavrell's cock of their combined juices, before rolling on to her back on the living room floor to catch her breath. The two men reclined themselves as they too caught their breath.
"Little bitch," Lavrell said as he interrupted the sound of the heavy breathing, "you fine, you know that?"
Marcus echoed his sentiments, "Damn straight! You gonna wear me out!"
Amanda giggled in response. Their complimentary words stirred memories of what had just happened. Coupled with the sensations her body was still feeling, Amanda's nipples flared to life once again. She stared at the ceiling and responded in the sexual purr which had nearly become her typical speaking voice with them, "It is the two of you that are going to wear me out." Then, in an admission that was strikingly open for her she said, "I can't believe how much I like to fuck. I am never like this with my husband."
Both Lavrell and Marcus paused a moment a glanced at each other before responding, not wanting to spoil her thoughts with a bad response. Lavrell took the lead, "Little bitch, that's probably because your husband ain't got a black cock. And I think you got a love for some chocolate. Ain't I right?"
Amanda smiled at his words. He was right and she knew it. She didn't have to say anything to confirm it. She had been following their lead down this pleasure path and enjoyed the entire ride. Still, she couldn't resist, "You are right. I do have a love for chocolate. Especially chocolate that comes with that delicious vanilla pudding."
All three of them laughed at her comments.
Amanda remained naked as she fixed her black lovers some food. All the while, the two men pinched her ass, tweaked her nipples, and felt her up as she did so. After eating, the two men were ready for another round with their slut, but they didn't want to run the risk of ruining things with Eddie walking in, in the middle of it. At the same time, they could see the heat in her beginning to stir. At one point, while Marcus was sucking Amanda's tits, Lavrell mentioned to her, "I guess your son going to be home soon. We probably need to roll before he gets here."
Amanda took the bait, "Let me text him to see where he is."
Lavrell smiled at her as he tweaked the nipple Marcus was not sucking and said, "You sure little bitch? Wouldn't you rather be safe and just have us leave?"
Amanda shook her head no as she struggled to get the phone in her hand, but she was unwilling to remover her other hand from caressing the back of Marcus' head. Lavrell watched her struggle a moment before taking the phone from her and, leaning down into Amanda's ear, saying softly, "Call him, little bitch. You know I like that."
Amanda shifted her gaze to Lavrell as he said this, and then just closed her eyes and nodded her head. Lavrell found Eddie in her contacts, pressed the call button, and held the phone to Amanda's ear.
"Hey mom, what's up?"
"Hi sweetie, I am just trying to see when you'll be home. I, um, don't want to lock you out."
Eddie thought it a strange question since he had his own keys, but replied anyway, "I'll probably leave here in an hour so."
"An hour?" Amanda said into the phone. However it was more of a question for Lavrell and Marcus than it was towards Eddie. She wanted to know if they felt they could go again.
Eddie, unaware of what was going on in his home, answered, "Yea mom. That ok?"
Amanda saw the smile in Lavrell's face and knew what that meant. "Sure honey. I was just asking. I should be here when you get home."
And with that, Amanda slipped from the chair to kneeling on the floor as Lavrell unceremoniously hung up the phone. Looking up at her two black lovers with a smile, Amanda said, "An hour. A girl like me can get a lot done in an hour." Immediately she fished out each cock from the underwear hiding them and then added, "But let's not waste any time." as she took turns sucking each of them back to life.
Once good and hard, Lavrell sat back on the seat and held his cock straight up, without a word telling Amanda what she should do. Amanda gave him that lovely smile of hers as she obeyed his unspoken command. She straddled his hips and positioned her wet pussy lips above his bulging cockhead. Then she slowly let her body weight take over as she felt him slip inside her.
The walls of Amanda's home were soon reverberating with the sound of Amanda's expanding language skills. A long, drawn out, "Fuuuuckkkk yesssssssssss" groaned from her lips as her pussy made its slow descent on Lavrell's cock. Once fully seated, the married teacher paused and slowly began to grind herself on his cock. She could feel every inch of him stretching her. She could feel his pubic hair brushing against her shaved mound and her engorged clit. And she could feel yet another orgasm brewing.
Amanda raised herself up slightly before pushing back down. Unwilling to remove too much of the black shaft from her cheating white pussy, she made subtle movements to increase the sensations she was enjoying. Lavrell and Marcus exchanged a smile as they listened to Amanda, unaware of her own sounds, enter into a slow chant of "Fuck...fuck...fuck...fuck..." timed for each contact her pussy made with Lavrell's crotch. The pitch of her words was increasing each time indicating the proximity of her orgasm.
Now it was Marcus' turn. He stepped behind Amanda and placed the head of his cock at her anal ring. Each time she slapped down on Lavrell's cock, it added just a bit more pressure to his cock. He continued to lean forward himself and finally, in one slow descent Amanda's ass welcomed his cock in. "Fuckkkk yessss...I'mmmm cumminggggg!" she cried out.
Amanda's pussy spasmed around Lavrell's cock as her sphincter opened to draw in Marcus'. Her head sunk into Lavrell's shoulder as all focus of her being was on the sensation in her pussy and ass. The two black studs began a rhythmic fucking of the highly aroused wife. She never seemed to fully come down from an orgasm; it only ebbed slightly before ramping back up again.
They fell into a steady rhythm until Marcus was ready to cum. He didn't have to tell Amanda what to do. He just simply said, "Little bitch, I getting ready to nut." and she knew what to do. She slipped herself out from between both black cocks and fell to her knees before Marcus. The two black men nodded in agreement as Amanda gleefully took the black cock that had just been buried in her ass into her mouth. With one hand massaging his full testicles and the other wrapping around his ass to pull him in deeper, Amanda used her lips and tongue to draw the semen into her mouth. She felt the head of Marcus' cock expand just as the first jet of cum erupted onto the tongue. She quickly swallowed to make room for more. She marveled at the volume of cum these two men consistently produced and hungered for every single drop of it. Once Marcus' cock was done feeding her, Amanda turned towards Lavrell, absentmindedly muttering aloud to herself, "I love to swallow cum..." as she took in Lavrell's cock. A short bit later and Lavrell's testicles were also pumping their contents into Amanda's sucking mouth.
The three of them lay in their post sex glow for a few minutes before Amanda looked at the clock in a panic. It had been just about an hour since she had talked to her son, meaning he could be home at any moment. She also quickly grabbed her phone to check for texts or messages from him. She knew she would not have missed his call because the phone was right next to her. And even if she didn't hear it, Lavrell would certainly have made her aware.
The fact that he hadn't texted or called did little to ease her fears. Now she didn't know where he was, or exactly when he'd be home. Both Lavrell and Marcus were reveling in the look of nervousness on Amanda's face. What made it so enjoyable for them was the wide of eyes of nervousness coupled with her tongue routinely licking at her lips as she unconsciously sought to gather any droplets of cum she may have missed.
When she saw the two men dress, her tension eased a bit since it seemed like they were getting ready to leave. But once they sat back down she was torn. She didn't want to tell them to leave, and briefly wondered if she could even utter the words, but at the same time, she couldn't be caught by Eddie with them in the house. It was only then that she realized she was still naked! Her clothes were not in sight since Lavrell had cast them aside at some point during their foray, so she slipped into her bedroom to grab a new outfit to throw on, figuring she'd search for the others once they had left.
Lavrell followed behind her in silence.
Amanda grabbed a bra, t-shirt and some sweats and was surprised to see Lavrell standing there when she turned around.
"What you doing my little bitch?"
Amanda looked at him a bit confused then said, "Uh, I'm just getting some clothes on before Eddie gets here."
Lavrell calmly nodded as he strode towards her. He took the bra from her hand and tossed it across the room. "First, no bras, ever, when I around. Got that my little bitch?" Amanda nodded slightly aroused at this very dominant and commanding tone he used with her. Lavrell nodded again before leaning down towards her ear, "You take those clothes out there with you, but they don't go on until we hear your boy pull up. Understand?" Amanda again obediently nodded and then followed Lavrell out of her bedroom, clothes in hand.
Once there, Lavrell sat down on the couch and, pointing at the clothes in Amanda's hand, calmly motioned for her to bring them over to him. She did. Then Lavrell looked up at her as she stood there naked before him and said, "Little bitch, tell Marcus when you going to put those clothes on."
Amanda's nipples flared to attention with this display as she looked at Marcus. She could barely get the words out, "I, um...will put my clothes on when we hear, um... my son pull up."
Amanda was out of breath at the simple thought of what she was doing. All she could think of was two things; stuffing one of those black cocks back into her pussy and taking the other into either her ass or mouth. And second, what would her son think of all this. Both of those thought raged through her mind as she sat down and mindlessly tweaked her nipples.
A few minutes later she heard a car pull in the driveway. She leapt to her feet and peered out the window to confirm it was Eddie. It was. She turned toward Lavrell with a pleading look in her eyes and he handed her, her clothes. She quickly dashed naked away from the door so she wouldn't get caught by her son as she threw on her clothes. She was halfway dressed when she realized she still would have to explain both Lavrell and Marcus being there.
She didn't have time to dwell on it however because a moment after she pulled her t-shirt down, the front door opened and she heard the familiar call, "Mom? I'm home."
Eddie stepped around the corner and the first faces he saw were those of the two black men. One of which he had seen before. The other he had never met. Eddie had no way of knowing it was the man who had sent his mother pictures of herself getting the two black men off during his last visit home. Eddie stopped dead in his tracks and could only mutter out a confused, "Uh, hi. My mom's here right?"
Both black men gave a deep laugh and Lavrell replied, "Yea, your momma is here."
Just then Amanda appeared, braless, nipples at attention, and a slight scent of cum probably still on her breath to greet her son, "Hi honey!" as she gave him a peck on the cheek. Eddie's eyes, which had immediately picked up on her braless tits, were wide with confusion, nervousness, and arousal and his cheeks were flushed with that telltale sign she had come to decipher. She couldn't help but smile to herself at his reaction as she motioned towards her two black lovers and said to Eddie, "You remember Lavrell right honey? He was here the last time you came home." She paused a moment before adding, "I think the last time we Skyped he came over also." She paused again to gauge her son's reaction to those words, and then added "He brought our mutual friend Marcus today. I don't think you've met him yet though."
Eddie could only mumble out an incoherent response which seemed like a greeting to the two men before nervously looking back at his mother. Amanda gently patted her son on the cheek and said, "it's ok honey. These men are friends of mine. You remember the salesman we talked about don't you?"
"Uh yea mom, sorry. I, um, just wasn't expecting anyone here."
Amanda completely dismissed his alarm and continued, "Well, these are the 'salesmen' we have discussed." Amanda used air quotes at the word 'salesmen' as she spoke. "They aren't actually salesmen though. They are friends of mine. I didn't know how you'd react to me having male friends so I made up the salesmen stuff." She paused and then added, "You won't mind if they are here from time to time will you?"
Eddie, now feeling very awkward, replied, "No mom, of course not...Uhh, I'm going to get the rest of my stuff."
"Thank you for understanding sweetie. I really didn't feel like sneaking off to one of their places, you know? And I don't think I need to add that your father doesn't need to know about this does he?"
The last lines were amusing to Lavrell and Marcus, but also solidified things in Eddie's mind. As he walked back out to the car to get his stuff, Eddie's cock was hardening at the thought his mother was fucking at least one of these two men. Based on Lavrell being around so much he had to be the one. But the way she introduced Marcus made it seem she might be fucking them both. He stood at his car and leaned against it out of sight to keep his balance as his imagination played games with him. Did his mother go black? All of those videos he would watch at night in his room, was his mother behaving like that? Does she suck black cock? Does she fuck them bareback? He couldn't resist the idea that she was doing those things. And he also couldn't escape the thought that he liked it.
When Eddie stepped back inside, his mother, Lavrell, and Marcus were sitting in the living room each having a beer. Eddie was a bit shocked at this since he rarely saw his mother drink, and if she was drinking anything it was usually wine in the evening. However he was further shocked when Lavrell said, "Want a beer kid?" Eddie, who like most college students, even though still only 18, had a few drinks from time to time, and he looked at his mother for her reaction to Lavrell's question. Amanda simply smiled and took another drink from her bottle.
Eddie was now stuck. On one hand, he wanted to have a drink to get a better idea of what was going on with the three of them, and to help with the rampant sexual thoughts raging through his mind at the moment. On the other hand, he wanted to make his way to his room to hide his erection from the three of them and also relieve that same erection once in the safe confines of his bedroom. It was his mother's smile that made him stay put.
"Sure, I'll have a beer." he tried to state with confidence.
Amanda told him to grab one from the fridge and to grab another for the two men since "We still have some time before your father gets home." Eddie was a little surprised at that blunt statement but figured it was just a little alcohol talking.
The playful gestures and suggestive talk Eddie witnessed over the next hour or so removed nearly all doubt that his mother was fucking these black guys. They joked about how quickly she was able to get from her classroom to Lavrell's place and how they passed her husband John driving away one day while they were on the way over. Amanda tried to suppress a giggle with that line but was only partially successful. Her face reddened and she leaned over to Eddie saying, "Don't listen to them sweetie. They are just being silly." The men just chuckled in reply.
That night lying in bed while stroking his cock, Eddie decided he had to know for sure. He concocted a plan to leave the house in his car shortly after his mother left for her morning swim, and then park his car nearby and walk back to give the impression he was out of the house. He would also send her a text to let her know he was out. All of this was in the hopes that she would invite the men over and he could either confirm or deny his suspicions.
Like clockwork the following morning, Amanda left for her swim and Eddie followed her out soon after. He was back in the house 20 minutes later having parked his car on a street about a mile away. When Amanda arrived about 90 minutes later, she was freshly showered and full of smiles. Eddie watched her walk up to the front steps before he darted to his bedroom closet to hide out to try and put his plan in motion.
He silenced his phone and then sent his mother a text letting her know he would be out for the day. A minute after he received her reply of "Ok. Have fun!" he heard her speaking in a sultry voice on the phone, "Guess who has the house free? Care to join me?" Eddie's cock immediately began to harden; she must be calling Lavrell!
The half hour he sat in that closet waiting to see if his suspicions were correct was excruciating. If wrong, he would be trapped in there for an unknown amount of time before being able to sneak back out and get his car. But if he were right...he had to shake those thoughts, it was too dangerous for his secrecy to dwell on those thoughts.



Finally, on the brink of concluding he made a terrible mistake, he heard what sounded like an SUV pull into his driveway and two car doors close. Then he heard the same greeting he heard on Skype the night before he came home from school, "Little bitch...where you at?"
That was followed by his mother's soft and sexy voice, "I'll be there in a moment."
Immediately his emotions shifted to wanting to be out of that closet to see what was going on. His mind raced with the possibilities of what was going on at nearly the same speed the blood rushed to his rapidly hardening penis.
As he heard his mother enter the living room to greet her black studs, Eddie slipped quietly out of the closet and moved closer to the top of the stairs. He wasn't sure he would actually get close enough to see anything, but he knew he could get close enough to hear them.
Amanda entered the room, "Sorry to keep you waiting. I needed to touch myself up." Eddie was a bit confused at first until she followed that with, "I felt a little stubble when I put my bathing suit on this morning. I needed to touch up my shave. You like?"
Eddie's mind raced, "Was she talking about her pussy? Does she shave her fucking pussy for these guys?!"
The groans of approval all but confirmed things and when he heard Marcus say, "Let me get a shot of that clean pussy, little bitch." it sealed the deal. His mouth was dry and his heart pounding as his brain played out the scene unfolding downstairs.
Amanda giggled as she replied to Marcus, "You and your pictures. I'll take that as a yes then."
"Fuck yea we like it little bitch. Now show us what you like."
"Mmmmm...my pleasure." Downstairs, out of Eddie's sight, his mother sunk to her knees before her men and proceeded to free their black cocks from their droopy jeans. Once she freed her prizes, Amanda let out another moan and spoke the words Eddie had long fantasized hearing, "Mmmmm...I love to suck this black cock...mmmm."
Nearly passing out from this revelation, Eddie almost missed the initial kissing and licking sounds as his mother wet their black shafts with her lips and tongue, before taking the first into her mouth. The deep moan from the recipient of Amanda's skilled mouth refocused his attention just in time to hear her pop that cock free as she transferred to the other, pausing only to say "And I love to suck this one too." before wrapping her lips around it.
"Yea, little bitch. You a natural black cocksucker, you know that? Ain't gonna limit yourself to just us are you? I think you liking it too much."
Amanda didn't reply in part because her mouth was full of cock, but she also was afraid to actually speak for what she might say. Lavrell continued, "What the fuck am I saying? I forgot about you sucking off Jamile and Michael too. Ain't that right little bitch?"
Amanda's cheeks flushed initially with embarrassment and then excitement at his words. Yes, she had sucked off Jamile and Michael, making it four cocks, four black cocks that she had orally pleased. She moaned around the cock in her mouth as her mind replayed events of those days.
Lavrell picked up on it and made it another moment of instruction for this cheating, married teacher. He grabbed her hair and gently brought her oral worship to a slow stop and then said, "Answer me little bitch."
Amanda slowly pulled her mouth from his cock and looked up at him, and after licking the drool cresting her bottom lip, said, "Yes...I...sucked off Jamile and Michael also..."
Lavrell smiled at her and slowly nodded his head, holding her hair to keep her mouth just clear of his cock as her tongue reached out for a taste. "I think you leaving something out little bitch."
Amanda's brain was too consumed with the desire to get one of them back in her mouth to truly understand where he was going with this line of thought, so she just answered the truth, "I loved it like I love sucking the two of you off." Her free hand dropped to her clit as she spoke and sucked in her breath in pleasure as her finger gave her wet seam a nice slow stroke.
Now it was Marcus' turn to speak, "That's it little bitch. No reason to be shy with those feelings. They true right?" Then, pausing for effect as he watched her hypnotically nod her head, he said, "Go ahead and tell the camera what you just told us."
Amanda directed her hooded eyes and panting mouth towards Marcus' cell phone camera and admitted her feelings, "I loved sucking them off...I love sucking you off...I...oh fuck...I...love sucking black cock...fuuucckkk...I am going to cum!!"
Eddie couldn't hold out any longer. As his mother fingered herself to orgasm as she confessed her slutty behavior to the camera, Eddie joined her in mutual orgasm as he pumped his own string of cum from his cock. Her sweet moans of pleasure were music to his ears as he stroked himself to completion. Unwilling to move from his vantage point, he felt the wetness of his cum soaking through his shirt as he continued to massage his balls while listening to his mother resume her oral attention to the black cocks before her.
The rest of the morning was surreal for Eddie. He listened as his mother worked the black cocks into her throat. He heard as the men praised her skills, "Little bitch, I love feeling my balls touching that chin." He heard her giggle as one of them joked about the drool running from her mouth as she blew them. Then he blasted another load himself as he heard her swallowing the cum from each of their cocks.
A bit later, he listened as she brought them back to life with her mouth and then rode each of them to her own multiple orgasms on the couch. "Ride that black cock little bitch, ride that fucker! Bet your white ass husband never get this treatment does he?! Ha ha!"
"I...never...ride...him...fuck yes...I...only...ride...it...black...mmmmmmm!!"
He could hear as they swatted her ass as she bounced on each of them.
He thought it was Lavrell saying, "I gonna fill this pussy up little bitch...fuck yea..here it cums!!" as he deposited his cum into her unfaithful, but welcoming, womb.
Then it was Marcus' turn. "Little bitch...you know what time it is now don't you?"
"Mmmhmm..." Amanda cooed..."You are going to fuck my ass now aren't you?"
"Damn right little bitch...and you want it too I can tell."
Amanda knelt on the floor and leaned on to the couch, bracing herself on Lavrell's knees and thighs as she cleaned his cock with her mouth. Looking back over her shoulder at Marcus, she said, "Take my ass baby...fuck it good."
Eddie's cock never had time to soften as he listened to the spectacle downstairs. He desperately wished he could witness things but knew that was too risky. He would have to let his mind fill in the blanks based on what he was hearing and get his enjoyment that way.
He was amazed at the thought of his mother taking any cock, let alone a black cock, in her ass. But he heard her husky moan of pleasure as Marcus slipped inside. Then the telltale swatting sounds that sounded just like those in the porn flicks when a black man slapped the ass of the slut whose ass he was fucking. The same videos that had come to dominate his free time since the suspicions of his mother first arose.
Eddie wasn't sure he would cum again until he heard Marcus getting ready to cum. "Yea little bitch...this ass made for black cock...you never fail to get me off...you ready for it little bitch?"
"Yess..." Amanda moaned, "I want it."
"Tell me where you want it little bitch."
Eddie came for his third and, most explosive time, when he heard his mother say "In...my...mouth..." before spinning around to capture the head of Marcus' cock when it began to pump its seed.
He was nearly exhausted from the mental and physical overload which he was enjoying and decided to take a break for a moment to at least change his now soaked and sticky t-shirt. He grabbed a clean shirt and new pair of underwear and laid down on his bed for a few minutes to gather his thoughts before changing.
And in doing so, he fell asleep. That short nap became a dramatic turning point in his life.
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The vibrating phone in Eddie's hand startled him awake as Amanda followed Lavrell's command to call her son as she sat naked in her living room. It startled him so much that he momentarily broke the silence he had successfully maintained to this point. In a brief panic, Eddie attempted to muffle his phone by pressing it into the mattress. However, this only served to transmit the vibrations through the mattress through the legs of the bed and into the ceiling. The combination of the subtle creaking of the Eddie's bed and the dull hum in the ceiling told Amanda as much as his voice would have in that Eddie was home and upstairs in his room. Though Eddie thought his immediate freeze and phone cover was successful in masking his presence, what he could not know was how familiar his mother was with the sounds he had made as he shifted around in the room above.
Amanda was struck with a dual sensation once she realized Eddie was home. Her first reaction was fear and panic. Had her antics of the recent past gone too far? Was Lavrell's appearance on the Skype too much? Was her behavior around the men too much of a giveaway? She couldn't deny that she intended to subtly tease Eddie, but him spying on her might lead to things she didn't envision. If Eddie was aware of her behavior, and how could he not be if was home, then it was a real possibility that he might tell John and that would mean the end of her marriage. To go along with that, how would her son look at her knowing she cheated on his father or that she was fucking these black men.
Yet, along with that fear and panic, Amanda felt something else. Arousal. A deep arousal because her son was spying on her. That he knew what she was doing. That he knew about it and wanted to know more. Did this mean that he found this arousing also? Was he looking for something he wanted to find or just looking? Those thoughts were almost too much for Amanda to process. And they excited the hell out of her.
Amanda let the phone ring until Eddie's voicemail picked up. She glanced over her shoulder at Lavrell with a pouty expression to let him know there was no answer, then purred into the phone, "Hey sweetie, it's Mom. Just calling to see what's going on and to let you know you might see a strange car in the driveway when you get home. My friends are here. Bye." She intentionally stretched out the word "friends" to add meaning to it.
It worked.
As Eddie listened to that message, transfixed by the seduction in her voice, he felt his cock begin to stir again. This was more than he anticipated. He lay back on the bed and again began to stroke himself imagining what his mother was doing downstairs. The slight creak of the bed affirmed Amanda's belief that her son was home and that her message had been received.
At the same time Eddie was laying back, Amanda was rolling on to her back before her black lovers to gently massage her swollen clit. She wanted them hard again. She needed them hard again. She wanted their black cocks to penetrate her while the visions of her son, aroused upstairs as he spied on her, raced through her mind.
Again her actions worked...like her son upstairs, their cocks stirred to life.
Amanda continued to rub her clit as she both watched their cocks begin to harden while she imagined what her son was doing in his room. She brought herself to the brink of orgasm, and then moaned loudly as she spasmed when she became aware of Marcus filming her wanton display.
Her moan only grew louder as Lavrell, who had slipped between her legs when she arched back in orgasm, slipped his black cock between her beckoning pussy lips. Eddie listened on as he heard his mother's voice, "Oohhhh...OOOH FUUUUCKKK YESssss!" as the focus of her orgasm shifted from her clit massage to the penetration of that lovely black cock.
Lavrell began to fuck her into the living room floor, as if attempting to make her a permanent fixture on the carpet. Marcus sat to the side, one hand rubbing his own cock while the other caught the coupling on his cell phone.
Eddie couldn't take it any longer. He had to get closer. He desperately wanted to see but knew he could not go into the room unnoticed. But the raging fuck scene his mother was engaged in just 10 feet below him forced him to devise a plan. The means to that plan was being gripped tightly in the hand that was not stroking his cock. His cell phone!
Moving as quietly as he could, like a cat burglar searching for an escape, Eddie slipped from his bed to his bedroom door. The volume of the coupling downstairs grew louder as he slowly pulled the door open. He sunk to his hands and knees and made his way towards the top of the stairs, desperate to not make a sound to what he still thought was his invisible cloak.
Finally he was there. His entire being was willing him to peek his head around the top of the landing to drink in the sight with his eyes. To let his vision synch up with the audio his ears were absorbing to complete the picture his mind was frantically trying to do. But that was too much of a risk. Instead, he switched on his own camera app, identical to the one which Marcus was using to capture his own video, and extended his reach just long enough for the camera's eye to view around the edge of the landing.
Eddie filmed for 15 seconds before slowly withdrawing the camera to view the video. Muting the sound, with trembling fingers he pressed the play button.
Nothing. He captured the wrong end of the room. He had to take the chance a second time.
Once again, with a shaking hand, Eddie deployed his surveillance device. It was all he could do to not drop his phone as his mother again erupted in orgasm as she welcomed the pounding from Lavrell.
Another 15 seconds were captured. And this time Eddie struck gold.
On his screen was his mother. Her nipples rock hard, legs splayed wide, pussy shaved bare, and a large black cock slipping in and out of it with vengeance.
For a moment, Eddie briefly debated slipping back to his room to watch this video again as he relieved his balls of their contents. But he couldn't be certain he would have this opportunity again. He needed more video.
Eddie reached his phone forward again. He was grateful he had slept with it charging the night before. He pressed record and let the device do its work. He held the phone out for 2 minutes. An excruciatingly long 2 minutes. He was desperate to watch what he was recording, but at the same time knew that a longer video was truly what he sought.
He could feel his own penis pressing through his shorts to the carpeted floor he lay on as he filmed the action. His penis was a raging hardon and it was competing with his mind for control of his body. Just when he felt he could wait no longer to withdraw the phone and reap his reward, he heard Lavrell's voice, "Little bitch, I getting ready to drop my nut. You ready to eat it?"
"Oh yes, baby. Feed me!" His mother's words were almost a white noise sensation in his mind. He could not believe what he was hearing!
A moment later Lavrell gave her the command, "Here it comes."
Eddie could hear some shuffling below and said a silent prayer that he was still filming the right spot as he envisioned Lavrell feeding his cock to his mother.
Lavrell's moans of released filled the air, dwarfing, but not completely, Amanda's own moans of pleasure as she sucked his cum from his balls.
Finally Eddie withdrew the phone.
As Eddie began to watch the action he had recorded, he missed the phone exchange downstairs where Marcus passed his phone to Lavrell so he could have a go with the Amanda. But he didn't mind, for what he was watching was the best porn he had ever seen!
Eddie's fingertips turned white as he gripped the phone with ferocity as he watched Lavrell fuck his mother. Then he was stunned when the cum scene, a scene he expected would show Lavrell kneeling over his mother as he pumped his balls into her mouth, instead found Amanda scrambling from her back to her knees as she captured Lavrell's cock between her lips. He was amazed at her pushing the cock into her throat as Lavrell's head reared back in pleasure. He could see her wedding ring, the ring proclaiming her marital vows to his father, glistening in the light as her hand massaged Lavrell's balls to coax more cum from them.
He could take no more. While he wanted to try and capture more of the spectacular sex taking place downstairs, what he needed to do was creep back to his room to jerk off. If not, he risked cumming right there on the top of the stairs.
Once again accepting the cat burglar persona in his own home, Eddie made his way to his room in silence. He quietly lay back on his bed and grabbed a sock lying nearby and slipped his penis inside. That act alone nearly caused his swollen member to erupt, but he was intent on relieving himself in synch with Lavrell's balls as they emptied into his mother's beckoning mouth.
And when the moment came, Eddie experienced one of the most explosive orgasms he had ever felt. His hips humped upward as he fantasized about being in Lavrell's position. The phone slipped from his belly to the bed as he arched his back in release.
It was spectacular.
What he did not know, and could not know since he had lost contact with all senses except those centered in his crotch area, was the noise his bed had made as he came. The subtle creaking emanated through his floor to the living room ceiling.
It presented a sound only a mother would recognize.
As Eddie lay panting on his bed, his semen slowly soaking into the sock, the threesome downstairs lay panting also with the semen of the black men soaking into Amanda's body.
Without prompting from Lavrell or Marcus, Amanda reached for her phone and called her son. She saw out of the corner of her eye the approving reaction of Lavrell and Marcus as they wordlessly acknowledged her increasing willingness to follow the rules they have established. As the phone again buzzed, Eddie glanced at the screen and saw his mother's picture appear indicating it was her calling. He was desperate to answer, but knew he could not or his cover would be blown.
Amanda hung up without leaving a message when a wicked though crept into her mind. She knew her son was spying on her and after today's events, he certainly knew what was going on. Yet he couldn't bring himself to answer the phone. Her mind flashed through the mental images of his flushed expression on the Skype calls when she was speaking a bit risqué; or his expression when he came into the house to find her braless nipples bulging out from under her snug t-shirt; or his flustered reaction to coming home to find her sharing a beer with Lavrell and Marcus. She realized it was arousal that was guiding his actions now and it turned her on.
She dialed Eddie's number again.
Eddie was just in the process of putting the phone down after realizing in disappointment that his mother had not left a message with the last call when the phone buzzed again. The buzzing startled him and in a moment of panic he juggled the phone and then lost his grip.
Eddie watched in seeming slow motion as the phone dropped to the floor. Every ounce in his being was desperate to catch it, but it was as if he was frozen as the phone fell the few feet to the hardwood below.
It hit the surface with a thud that might as well have been a sledgehammer.
Eddie's heart, which was racing as he saw the device drop, nearly stopped when he heard Lavrell's voice downstairs, "What the fuck?"
His overreaction to pick up the phone completely blew his non-existent cover. He lunged to grab it causing his feet to hit the floor a bit harder than he wanted to just as his fingers struck the hardwood around the phone. His actions served to confirm to everyone below that someone was upstairs.
And he knew it.
He tore the soiled sock from his penis and tossed it across the room as he frantically pulled up his shorts. Color drained from his face while his heart once again began to race. He made a silent wish that no one would react to the sounds they heard and he could somehow pull off this little spy caper unnoticed.
He was wrong.
For as he was in the process of attempting to recover from his mistake, a slightly sweaty Lavrell, clad only in the underwear he had just pulled up; and a similarly dressed Marcus exchanged a glance as if preparing to respond to something hostile. Amanda quickly noticed the looks on the expressions of the two black men; they weren't thinking of her son, they were thinking intruder. Amanda knew she had to intervene or risk a dangerous encounter between them and her son.
"Wait," Amanda said as she hastily pulled a t-shirt over her naked body, "I think that came from my son's room. He must be home." She paused a moment and added, "I think he is spying on me."
The two men looked at her, gauging her attitude towards the statement she just made before they spoke. Then her face lit up with a naughty smile as she said, "I wonder if he found what he was looking for." The men responded with a muffled laughter which turned to lustful stares as she followed that up by purring sexily, "I guess I should go check on him. You should probably get dressed."
Amanda's heart was pounding as she climbed the stairs, as her mind wrestled with whether she should be doing what she was doing. She convinced herself that her son, a college student, had no business spying on his mother and she needed to address this silliness. Then she giggled silently to herself as she thought, "Or he might ruin my fun!"
Amanda reached Eddie's door and paused a moment to both settle herself down and to glance at the men, who were following her, with a look that told them she, in this situation, had the lead.
She didn't bother to knock; she just gently opened the door to its fullest extent and quietly cooed out, "Eddie? Are you home?"
Her son was frozen on his bed, unable to speak, as he stared at his mother in the doorway. He was cursing himself for getting this situation while his mind was simultaneously replaying the video he had captured of her fucking and then sucking off both black men. He was seeing her in a completely different light now. These thoughts seemed to have locked his ability to speak. In addition to not being able to speak, Eddie also could not control his eyes. They were roaming up and down his mother's body as she stood in just a t-shirt which ended just a few inches below her crotch. Had the t-shirt been form fitting with a bit different tailoring, it might have been very similar to the dress she wore when she went out clubbing on that first fateful night.
As Amanda stood in the doorway, studying the expression on her son's face, she could feel her braless nipples bulging gently against her shirt. She broke the silence, "It is you. I heard a noise up here and was wondering what it was." She paused a moment to glance to her right at Lavrell before returning her gaze towards her son and speaking in a lower, sexier voice, "Honey, are you spying on me?"
As she said this, Lavrell stepped up to Amanda's side in full view of Eddie and casually draped an arm over her shoulder. Amanda looked up at Lavrell with a smile and reached up to touch his hand with her own. She could feel her nipples bulge under the top and push out even further. Then she looked back at Eddie with a smile.
Eddie's eyes, along with his mouth, were wide open in disbelief. He wanted to shake his head no but he was concerned if he moved the real answer of "yes" in the form of nodding his head might actually be the result. His mother's next words did little to quell that response. "Eddie honey, I am just spending some time with my friends. You understand don't you honey?" Amanda had unconsciously wrapped her fingers around the thumb of Lavrell's hand hanging over her shoulder and was slowly stroking it, as if it were a cock...and Eddie's eyes were now locked on that.
In his haste Eddie had made another mistake; he had failed to button and properly adjust the shorts he was wearing. Marcus, who had by now also stepped into view, noticed it first and he leaned into Amanda's ear to make her aware.
By this point, Amanda's libido was on overdrive. She had received a tremendous fucking downstairs not 15 minutes earlier and had come to realize her son was in the house spying on her, presumptively with the knowledge that he knew she was fucking these men and thus wanted to confirm his suspicions. All of these things coming together, with her lovers still right beside her and behaving in such an open fashion just continued to add fuel to her fire. And now, the thought that Eddie might have been jerking off to the thoughts of what she was doing downstairs made her have to lean into Lavrell lest she fall down.
"Eddie honey," Amanda again purred, "what were you doing up here? Your shorts are, um, unbuttoned." She paused only a moment, knowing her son would not answer her, before she continued, "I hope we um, weren't, um, too loud." before looking up at Lavrell with a slight giggle and saying, "We weren't, were we?"
Both Lavrell and Marcus laughed at her comments and Lavrell replied, "Well we wasn't!" which drew its own laughter from Amanda at the implication that any noise was her fault.
Amanda was still smiling as she looked back towards her son and said, somewhat mischievously, "Well, you have fun up here. We are going back downstairs." After taking one step, she turned back, "Your father doesn't need to know does he?" The last line was spoken as she looked over at his soiled sock on the floor. Then looking back to him one more time, she smiled and blew him a kiss before stepping out of sight.
Once at the bottom of the stairs, Lavrell said to her, "Little bitch, you fucking naughty you know that?"
Amanda winked at Lavrell and sidling up to him, said, "You wouldn't have it any other way!"
After the events upstairs she was desperate for another fucking, but both men stated they needed to leave. Lavrell gave her nipples a couple final tweaks and told her they'd be back in the morning. And just like that they were gone. When Amanda looked at the clock she realized it wasn't too much longer before John got home and she needed to clean herself and the house up.
And then she thought about what Eddie was doing and she froze.
Amanda had no idea what was going through her son's mind after her earlier behavior but she had to make sure she didn't ruin their relationship. She took a deep breath and made her way back upstairs. It was only when she put her hand on the doorknob did she realize she was still braless. And her nipples immediately hardened at the thought.
She opened the door slowly and said, "Eddie, honey, can I come in?"
Eddie, whose penis had hardened at the events in his doorway earlier, was watching the video of his mother again when she opened the door. His face flushed, his eyes locked on the screen on his phone, and breathing a bit heavily, Eddie looked up nervously as his mother stepped in, "Uh yea mom...sure...come in." He was relieved he could actually speak again. And then he quickly moved to stop the video and put the phone face down on his bed.
Amanda was not sure what happened in those few seconds since she opened the door, but her arousal was back. Maybe it was the look on her son's face. Maybe it was remembering what she had done with Lavrell and Marcus at the door. Or maybe it was the lingering scent of her son's cum filling the air. Whatever the reason, Amanda had shifted from coming up to make things right between her and her son to a desire to tease him some more. "Why does this turn me on so much?" she wondered.



"Did I catch you at a bad time?" she asked as she stepped up close to the bed.
"Uh, no mom, I was just, uh, looking at something."
She smiled at him knowing the guilty expression but clearly not knowing the specifics, "Looking at naughty pictures honey?"
Eddie almost wet his pants with that question. His line of thinking was so confused that for an instant he felt she might actually know he was watching his personal porn collection! "What?! No mom. I was just, uh, reading an email."
Now Amanda knew he was being naughty and her nipples again surged in response. Speaking in a measured, yet sexy tone, Amanda said, "Your father doesn't need to know about my friends, right? I mean, I kind of enjoy them visiting me during the day. Makes for a nice afternoon after my morning swim." She gave a pregnant pause before adding, "Plus, explaining your spying might be a little awkward wouldn't it?"
What could he say to that? Eddie had no plans on telling his father anyway, but explaining how he found out made that a certainty. "No, mom, I won't say anything," he said in almost a little boy voice. He went quiet a moment debating his next line then gave into his will, "Will they, um, be back tomorrow?"
Amanda gave her son a teasing look then answered, "Yes they will. And what about you? Do you plan on spying again?"
Eddie suddenly felt ashamed at his conduct. He was still incredibly aroused at the thought of his mother sucking and fucking those black men, but he felt embarrassed to have spied on her. Strangely, this embarrassment only seemed to arouse him further. He finally croaked out a response as he looked down, "I'm sorry mom. I was just, um, um, I don't even know what I was doing. I just, uh..."
Amanda found herself curiously aroused as the discussion went on. She felt a power over him which seemed to compensate for the power she had surrendered to Lavrell and Marcus. She wanted to explore these feelings a bit more so she stopped Eddie's response by gently touching a finger to his lips. "Shhh, honey. It's okay. You must have been very curious after seeing those men here." She paused without actually asking a question, just using the inflection in her voice to draw a response.
He took the bait. "Yes. I was just...I don't know. It was just weird seeing them. And..." He stopped again, unwilling to admit what he was really thinking.
Amanda gently tilted Eddie's face up towards her own by lifting his chin with her index finger. "And what?" Then adding provocatively, "You wanted to know what was going on didn't you? And did you find what you were looking for?"
Eddie was melting as he looked into her eyes. He couldn't get the insanely sexual image of her sucking those black cocks out of his mind as he looked at her. She was now the most sexual being he had ever laid eyes on. It seemed to ooze from her every pore. He was silently wishing she would stay there and carry this conversation on forever, while at the same time hoping she would leave so he could go back to watching the video on this phone.
Amanda smiled at her son as she noticed he was once again unable to speak due to the thoughts she was provoking in his mind. She let the question go unanswered as she gently stroked under his chin. Then she leaned in closely, just inches from his face, and said in a hushed whisper, "I won't let them know you are here tomorrow. Just remember to not make any noise, ok?"
Eddie couldn't believe his ears. He nodded slowly at her in response, and then Amanda winked at him and turned to slowly walk out of his room.
She made a beeline for her own bedroom and, immediately flopping on her bed, began to masturbate. Amanda fingered herself to a wonderful orgasm then brought her wet fingers to her lips and licked them clean. She was looking forward to see how things were going to play out when she heard the front door open as her husband came home. "Back to reality." she thought as she checked her appearance before heading downstairs to greet him.
That night over dinner, Eddie was a bit quieter than usual and, rather than engaging in normal eye contact, he would only steal occasional glances at his mother. Each was met with a warm, and often inviting, smile. John, unaware as usual, picked up on no signs of the sexual energy in the room.
Amanda went to bed that night with a pussy yearning to be stuffed full of black cock and a mind replaying images of her son's reaction to her talks with him in his bedroom. The following morning she went for her regular swim and returned home pleasantly surprised and a bit shocked to see Eddie's car still in the driveway. Was he really planning on staying home or was he planning on having a talk before he went out? She had no idea and figured time would sort things out.
She went in the house and went right in the shower to clean up, and then put on some clothes that were both a bit sexy and also easy to get out of; a skirt and a button down top. She sent a text to Lavrell saying she was home as she was dressing. The naughtiness of being half naked as she let her black lover know he was cleared to come over was like an aphrodisiac.
When she left the bedroom she felt compelled to confirm what was going on with Eddie. Amanda wrapped gently on his closed door then stepped in. Eddie was sitting upright on his bed, wide awake, with his phone in hand. Amanda had no way of knowing her son was once again watching his prized video from the previous day as she asked, "Hi honey. Just checking on you. Did you sleep well last night?"
Eddie slowly nodded as his expression gave away the fact that he was checking out her appearance. Her heart once again racing, Amanda gave her son a sweet smile as she stepped back out of the room, pausing at the doorway to put her finger to her lips and give him a wonderfully sexy, "Remember, shhhhh..." She left the door ajar as she headed downstairs.
Just 10 minutes later, the front door opened and in walked Lavrell and Marcus. Lavrell greeted her, "Hey there little bitch, ready to have some fun again today?"
"I've been wanting that since before you left yesterday." she replied as she was sinking to her knees before her black lovers.
For a brief moment Amanda had forgotten Eddie was home since her focus was on pleasing the men before her. But as she was undoing their pants to free their cocks, Marcus asked, "So, that kid of yours home today too?"
Amanda looked up at Marcus and shook her head no in the hopes that would put an end to any interest he had in continuing things for a few reasons. First, she was certain Eddie could hear them based on his reaction to yesterday's events. Second, she didn't know what would happen if she answered with the truth that he actually was home. And third, for some reason the thought of him being home once again stimulated her libido. For the moment at least, she didn't want anyone else to be aware of that.
Shortly after that brief question and answer, the attention of the three of them shifted away from Eddie and towards the mutual sensations they were feeling. Amanda was moving her mouth back and forth between their two shafts and the men were enjoying the pleasure of this increasingly experienced wife's oral skills.
The two men moved their way over to the couch so they could sit in comfort as she sucked their cocks, and Amanda obediently followed by crawling after them.
Eddie relieved that his mother hadn't revealed him being home, sat quietly in his room, just inside the door and listened to the goings on downstairs. He was desperate to watch what was actually going on but consoled himself by watching the video on his phone and letting his mind fill in for what his ears were hearing. He gently stroked himself throughout the entire process, a fresh, clean sock at the ready.
Once Amanda had both her lovers fully hard, she stood up and slowly unbuttoned her top, giving her lovers a visual treat to compliment the physical one she had just provided with her mouth. Both Lavrell and Marcus greatly appreciated her impromptu semi-striptease and were vocal in their satisfaction. Calls of "That's it little bitch, show us those titties, yea baby..." and "Fuck yea little bitch, you sexy as hell." filled the room and spurred Amanda on.
What the men didn't know, and Amanda had temporarily forgotten about, was that Eddie was upstairs taking all of this in. His penis was once again engorged and he couldn't help but stroke himself, shifting the phone between hands repeatedly. He knew he wasn't going to hold out forever so he gingerly slipped the sock over himself, slipping it on very slowly to avoid it being the source of his ejaculation.
His timing was fortunate. For downstairs, his now naked mother was standing before her two black lovers. And in a voice as clear as if she were standing in the room with him, Eddie heard her say in a sexy, little girl voice, "So which one of you is going to be the first to scratch the itch I have deep inside my pussy?"
Eddie only heard the men answer in unison, "Fuck yeah, little bitch." as his penis erupted for the first time that day while he himself uttered, "Fuck yeah, mom" as he emptied himself.
Before Eddie's penis had even ceased expending its load, Amanda was downstairs straddling Lavrell's hips as she positioned her wet pussy directly above his black cock. She braced herself with her right hand on his shoulder as her left hand, wedding ring glinting as it caught rays of light, pointed his cock at her opening. She was cumming with just the imagery of the contrast between her white hand and his black shaft. And her orgasm bloomed into fullness as his cockhead slipped between her lips.
Then, Mrs. Amanda Cooper, a formerly faithful wife, was now uttering her own "Fuck yeah!" into the air as her two black lovers watched and her son listened while Lavrell's cock slipped into her fully.
When Amanda's pussy had fully welcomed Lavrell's cock into herself, she paused as she stretched around him and enjoyed the gentle tickle of his pubic hair on her shaved crotch. Her hips began a slow grind as she bit her lower lip in pleasure. Both men felt her breasts and she hung her head forward, feeling her hair cascade over her forehead and cheeks. She was in sexual bliss.
Coming back to her senses, Amanda asked Marcus, "Please let me suck your cock while I have Lavrell inside me." However, Marcus had other ideas.
He replied, "Little bitch, ain't no way I gonna straddle my man here. I think it time to let you practice something else."
To which Lavrell added, "Shit yea boy. Let's give our girl a treat."
Amanda didn't know what they were talking about until she saw and then felt Marcus move in behind her. He was planning on fucking her ass while Lavrell fucked her pussy!
She didn't know if she should be scared or excited. In fact, she was both. Though still relatively inexperienced at taking cock in her ass, she had enjoyed it each time and the enjoyment was only growing. Now the prospect of them sandwiching her was extraordinarily arousing.
Amanda looked back over her shoulder at Marcus, "Do it baby, just take it slow."
Marcus was nodding his head as she turned back to face Lavrell. He looked up at her and further eased her fears, "Little bitch, you ain't got nothing to worry about. We got no plans on ruining our girl."
When she felt Marcus' cock at her rosebud, she moaned in pleasure. She slowed her grind on Lavrell's cock to allow Marcus to press himself inside her as Lavrell began to tweak her nipples. Once Marcus' cockhead slipped through her ring, she erupted in orgasm which further served to open her ass for more cock. The exquisite sensation of the two black cocks inside her, separated only by a thin membrane, was overwhelming and she briefly thought she was going to pass out from overload.
Lavrell for his part remained still to allow for Marcus to fully penetrate the hot wife. After Marcus had buried himself completely, the two men steadied themselves, shafts completely embedded in Amanda's ass and pussy; they waited for her to react. Within moments her grind began anew as she wordlessly asked them to fuck her.
Eddie, still silently listening upstairs, had stopped watching the video once he realized his mother was going to be double penetrated. He put all focus towards his ears in an effort to not miss a single sound. But that wasn't enough.
He wanted more video.
In near sensory overload of his own, Eddie slowly opened his bedroom door and crept from his room to the same vantage point which he had used to capture the first video. He crawled in silence to the spot and poked the phone around the corner and swept the room to find out where they were. He withdrew after only a few seconds to view and see that they were on the couch, but didn't film long enough to catch any good action.
Moving the phone camera back into correct position, he pressed record again, this time staring at the camera screen to simultaneously view what he was filming. He was not prepared for the raw sexuality he was about to see and it forever changed things.
When he saw his mother oreo'd between two well hung black studs, Eddie emitted a groan. It wasn't exceptionally loud, and frankly had it just been a normal day with his parents home in the living room, no would have taken notice. But this wasn't a normal day. And it wasn't his father downstairs banging his mother. So everyone did notice.
Actually, Lavrell and Marcus noticed first. Both men stopped fucking and looked in the direction where the sound came from. Amanda was initially aware that the men had stopped fucking her and said, "Please don't stop. I am so fucking close to cumming again!" But looking at Lavrell she realized he was looking past her. She turned to look at Marcus and found him looking backwards himself.
And when she looked in the direction they were looking she saw her son. Her pussy spasmed with the sight.
Eddie knew he was busted and was paralyzed in fear. Moving in any direction would only confirm his presence. He could only hope they weren't looking at him. He was wrong. And his mother's words confirmed it.
"Eddie!" Amanda exclaimed when her orgasm subsided, "What are you doing?!"
He couldn't answer. He couldn't move. He wanted to disappear.
It was Lavrell's voice that shook him out of his paralysis, "Answer your fucking mother boy!"
"Uhhh...I, uh...I'm sorry, I uh..." He was unable to complete any coherent thoughts. All blood flow and consciousness were focused on two areas; his penis and a desire to flee the scene. But he knew he couldn't get away. To make matters worse, he realized that in his haste to capture more video, he had left his shorts around his ankles and the sock still wrapped around his penis.
Even without knowing that, the scene was almost becoming comical for the three lovers downstairs, to include Amanda. Marcus slowly removed his cock from Amanda's ass while she slowly shifted her position to turn towards her son. Once Lavrell and Marcus looked at one another they burst out laughing. And a moment later Amanda found herself, somewhat unsuccessfully, suppressing a giggle herself. She felt like a teenager getting caught doing something wrong by an adult.
She slipped herself off of Lavrell's cock, groaning in mutual pleasure and frustration, then, in a silly sense of modesty at this point, covered her breasts as she again queried her son, "What are you doing?"
"Mom, I'm sorry...I c-c-couldn't help it."
Lavrell, unwilling to let the fire inside her go out, took a risk; he placed a hand on the small of her back and rubbed it. He received the response he desired, a subtle purr from Amanda and a gentle shimmy of her hips. He knew at that moment everything from his perspective was going to be fine.
"Ok honey, just relax. I know this is probably overwhelming. How about if you at least sit up instead of laying on the floor like that?"
Eddie didn't want to move but he knew there was no explanation for staying prone on the floor. He was trying to figure out a way to discretely conceal how his appearance even though he knew it to be futile. Finally, he just surrendered to his fate. His face flushed with mutual arousal and embarrassment, Eddie slowly raised himself up to a sitting position and his shorts, and the sock, came into view.
The threesome downstairs looked up in silence for a moment. They were completely unprepared for what they were witnessing. The shorts, though unexpected, could at least be understood. But the sock, jutting straight out from Eddie's crotch, was comical. Once that came into view and their collective brains processed what they were seeing, Amanda, Lavrell, and Marcus began to laugh.
For them, the tension in the room was broken. Eddie, however, was shamed. He didn't know what to do, and as expected, it was Amanda that came to his rescue. Still lightly giggling and with an air of joviality in her voice, Amanda told him to relax and to not be embarrassed. While doing so she had lowered her hands from covering her breasts and Eddie's gaze shifted from his feet to them. And Amanda's nipples responded by swelling once again.
Amanda noticed reaction and it excited her. Tremendously.
Her persona shifted from concerned mother back to the woman who was fucking the black men a moment ago. She continued to smile at Eddie she brought her hands up to tweak her nipples. It was impossible to know if she was putting on a show for her lovers or working to arouse herself or her son. It really didn't matter because all of those things were happening.
Amanda seductively queried Eddie, "You didn't get your fill yesterday?" Then smiling back towards Lavrell and Marcus added, "I can't say that I blame you. I didn't either."
As Eddie mindlessly shook his head no in response, Amanda rose to her feet and moved towards him. She padded across the floor like a cat on the prowl. She spoke again, "Are you enjoying what you are watching honey? It appears as though you are." as she motioned towards his hard penis. For a split second, Eddie felt as if she was going to touch his penis, but instead she simply circled him and lightly grazed her bare nipples across his arm.
Eddie remained motionless but moaned at the sensation. For their part, Lavrell and Marcus sat in stunned disbelief at what they were witnessing. They felt as if they had peeled the maternal costume off of a sexual creature that was now coming into her own. It was a spectacular sight to behold.
When Amanda reappeared in front of Eddie, she looked at him over her shoulder and said, "Well honey, you are welcome to watch or return to your rom if you wish. Either way, I am going to finish having fun with my friends." And with that she moved right back to Lavrell on the couch. Giving one final look at her son and holding his gaze, Amanda straddled Lavrell's cock and said, "Fuck me baby."
As Amanda's pussy once again stretched around the black cock slipping inside, she watched as, her son slack jawed with the sight before him, began to ejaculate into sock, the end of the cloth beginning to darken as his semen soaked in.
The remainder of that day was filled with raw, unbridled sexuality. Amanda was fucked in her pussy and ass by both men, in addition to sucking each of them off once. Eddie ended up sitting against the wall, constantly stroking his cock, ejaculating so much that he thought he might die of dehydration.
That evening, after the men had left, the house cleaned up and aired out, and the family having had dinner, Amanda made her way towards her son's room. Amanda's husband John had just turned in for the night as she paused outside Eddie's doorway. When she said goodnight to her husband she was wearing sweatpants and a hoodie. But now, standing outside her son's door both of those articles were in a pile at her feet. Instead, she had on a snug t-shirt and a pair of panties.



She lightly wrapped on the door and stepped inside. Eddie was lying in bed in a darkened room lit only by the dim screen on his laptop as she came in. Without a word she stepped to his bed and sat down next to him. She gently touched his exposed hand and asked, "Did you enjoy things today? I know I did."
Eddie was once again captivated by her. He cleared his throat but did not speak; instead, he just nodded his agreement.
"Good." was Amanda's simple reply. Then she stood up, and stepping back from the bed, pulled the t-shirt over her head. Eddie was stunned. Immediately his fatigued balls began to once again manufacture a fresh load of semen as his penis began to harden. Amanda smiled at him as she saw the reaction in his face.
Eddie had the burning desire to touch his penis as he stared at his mother's nearly naked form, only her panties keeping her from being completely nude before him. He glanced up at her eyes for a moment and when they made contact, she appeared to direct her gaze towards his crotch. At first he thought his mind was only playing tricks on him, but she again made eye contact with him and then moved her gaze back towards his crotch.
Was she attempting to influence him to touch himself? Was she granting permission to play with himself as she watched? He was desperate to do so, so he looked into her eyes as if to ask those questions without a word.
Amanda repeated her actions a third time. She took in his gaze and then again looked at his crotch. She was giving him permission. Actually, Eddie thought, "She is telling me to do it."
Eddie slipped his hand below the waistband of his shorts as he looked up at her, hoping for a positive reaction to confirm that he was reading her correctly. His silent query was answered when Amanda slipped her own hand inside her slim panties and began to masturbate in front of her son.
At that moment, both mother and son were masturbating before each other's eyes.
Amanda could see the sheets of Eddie's bed rising and falling as he stroked himself and began to notice his actions were synchronizing with her own fingering of her clit.
The two of them watched each other pleasure themselves, and by extension one another, until they came together. The spreading wetness on Eddie's sheet pushed Amanda over the brink as she joined him in mutual orgasm.
Each of them took a moment to settle themselves down before Amanda picked up the t-shirt she had dropped to the floor. Then, in an act that stunned Eddie, she leaned over and kissed him on the forehead, her naked breasts swaying gently right in front of his eyes. She capped the evening with "Sleep well honey." before she slowly stepped from the room.
Eddie slept like the dead that night from sheer exhaustion. He awoke the next morning to another round of fucking going on downstairs and this time, without any creeping, he made his way to watch. Amanda was in the process of sucking both men hard when she saw her son appear in the room. She smiled at him and then told him to ask her lovers if they want anything to eat or drink. He was stunned by this statement but complied as he saw his mother had gone back to sucking their cocks. He retrieved a beer for each of them and then once again resumed watching the display before him.
The remainder of Eddie's college break was filled with similar experiences and he began to look forward to every morning. When he finally returned to school, he dreaded it. The only thing that helped him accept that he was not missing out on too much was the fact his mother, a teacher, had to return to her own classroom, meaning her days were not filled with the sex he had enjoyed witnessing over the last couple weeks.
It was undeniable the change in relationship that occurred between Amanda and Eddie. The goodbye hug was different. Eddie felt as if she nipped at his ear when they broke the embrace. And he was hopeful that his hardon was not obvious to his father when they shook hands.
Eddie was back at school two weeks when Amanda texted him and asked if he would be free to Skype in the morning. Eddie immediately replied that he was free now, but was disappointed when Amanda replied that she couldn't Skype now. They agreed that she would Skype him in the morning around 10am.
The following morning, at promptly 10am, Eddie's laptop began to ring to let him know his mother was Skyping him. He had not bothered to get out of bed as he intended to lay there, naked from the waist down, touching himself as they spoke.
It was the right decision.
Eddie pressed the button to accept the call and found himself looking directly into Amanda's eyes which filled the screen. It was startling to say the least. "Mom?" was his greeting.
Amanda didn't reply with the exception of giving him a smile with her eyes as she began to move back from the camera. As she did so the rest of her face came into view. And then so did the large black cock which her lips were wrapped around. With a pop as she broke suction, Amanda said to her son, "Good morning honey. We miss having you here." and then she giggled a bit.
With that, the laptop was set down on the coffee table in the center of the living room and Lavrell and Marcus came into view. It was only then that Eddie realized it was neither of them that possessed the cock which his mother was sucking. Amanda smiled as she noticed the realization appear on Eddie's face and then introduced her new lover, still only visible by the cock before her lips, "Eddie this is one of my new friends, Michael. I met him this morning. We told him about you and he wanted to meet you this morning. Say hi honey."
Eddie was dumbstruck, "Uh, hi." which was greeted by laughter, to include from his mother, on the other end of the Skype.
"You should probably get a sock ready," giggled Amanda, "we all know what happens when you watch, don't we?"
And with that, Amanda watched as a red-faced Eddie retrieved a sock from his drawer and slipped his white penis inside and began to stroke himself. She had returned her near full attention to Michael's black cock as those of Lavrell and Marcus sat waiting their turn in the background. Her path to discovery was now complete, exposing a whole new persona within herself.
And she loved it.
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Amanda was riding Lavrell to her sixth orgasm when she felt his hands begin to tighten their grip on her hips; a sure sign his own orgasm was imminent. Amanda dropped her gaze to look directly into Lavrell's eyes and offered a breathless and slightly husky whisper, "Shoot that seed in me baby...Let me feel it."
Her words of encouragement and desire pushed him past the point of no return. Lavrell's balls contracted within his scrotum and then launched their release into Amanda's welcoming vagina. Her pussy lips worked with their natural inclination to simultaneously squeeze and stroke him to coax all the sperm his balls had to offer into her. She delighted in the sensation of his warmth, in the form of his cum, spreading inside her love canal.
Once sure he had finished, Amanda slowly freed his cock from her pussy and, keeping her legs tightly clamped together to prevent any cum from leaking from her drooling pussy lips, knelt before him and ran her tongue from his ball sack to the crown of his cock. Keeping her eyes on him the entire time, Amanda ran her tongue around his cockhead as a final bead of jism appeared from within. She delicately lapped that up, then pausing to give Lavrell a sexy wink, she took his cock to the root in her throat.
Cleaning his cock after it had been inside her had become second nature and an incredible turn-on for the rapidly changing teacher. The stimulation of performing this erotic act for her black lover, and an increasing number of his friends, but having never done the same for her husband, seemed to inspire a primal instinct within her. She couldn't put her finger on it or any of the other things she had begun doing for Lavrell and Marcus and why they excited her so much. She slightly giggled to herself as she pondered if she was as good a teacher for her students at school as Lavrell had been for her.
With one final kiss on the crown of the black cock she had come to adore, Amanda flopped on her back on her marital bed and smiled up at Lavrell as she reached for her phone. Lavrell returned her smile with one of those subtle nods she so enjoyed as they served to validate her action.
She found Eddie in her contacts and pressed call.
Eddie, Amanda's 18 year old son, was sitting in his college dorm room trying not to call up any of the videos of his mother he had filmed from his last trip home when the phone rang. Upon seeing it was her calling, his heart rate immediately surged and he could almost feel an instant sweat form on his brow.
Since filming those clandestine videos and then being caught, literally pants down, as he attempted to spy on her with Lavrell and Marcus, Eddie's mind had been in a state of obsession regarding what his mother was doing at any given moment. The stunning Skype call from a couple weeks earlier when she was clearly sucking the cock of a black man she had just met that morning only served to further his lust-filled thoughts.
Eddie paused a beat before answering as he was expecting a classmate he was tutoring over at any time and he didn't want to get caught in an awkward situation. However, he convinced himself that this could be just a normal phone call from her asking how he was doing and not one inspired by her black lovers where he became the butt of their unspoken joke. Even as he thought that, he knew he was just making excuses for himself and that he couldn't truly control the desire to answer the phone, whether it be one of "those" calls or not.
Eddie attempted to greet her as normally and innocently as possible, "Hi mom. How are you?"
It was the gentle purr in her voice that answered his question better than any words could have, "I'm doing just fine, honey. I just wanted to call and, you know, check in. I got a sub to take my class today so I could have, um, some free time."
Eddie knew that "free time" translated into "getting fucked" and he felt his penis surge a bit. Still, he wanted to know more. He took a deep breath and asked his question, "So, um, what, uh, what did you do?"
Amanda, who had turned the phone on speaker, smiled up at Lavrell and felt her nipples harden at the question. Again, she couldn't figure out exactly why this was such an arousal for her, but it was undeniable.
That pregnant pause let Eddie know his mother was not alone as she placed this call. Based on the time of day and the sound of her voice he knew it wasn't his father with her, and then he wondered if he should have said anything.
Amanda cut straight to it, "Lavrell texted me last night and told me to take the day off. So, I called for a sub, and this morning, I got ready as if I was going in so your father wouldn't ask any questions, and then after I knew he was gone I came home. Lavrell arrived about 10 minutes later. We've been here since."
Eddie was speechless. He knew she was fucking around on his father. He had seen it. But this level of deception seemed even more erotic somehow. His delay in speaking was more obvious than he thought.
"You ok there white boy?" Lavrell asked, his voice a marked contrast from his mother's sexy tone. This was the voice of someone who didn't display any respect to whom he was speaking.
Startled at hearing Lavrell and trying to redeem himself a bit, Eddie paused a moment then responded, "Yea, I'm fine."
Amanda's response indicated to Eddie just who was who in the pecking order, "Eddie," he had been "honey" or "Eddie dear" for the last few conversations, "this is a friend of mine. Show him proper respect."
Eddie was taken aback a bit at the abruptness of her answer and just exactly what she was looking for, but responded with what he felt was best, "Sorry Mom. Yes sir, I'm fine."
On the other end of the phone, Amanda was now massaging her clit as she heard her son essentially take a backseat to her black lover. Her actions allowed some of his cum, which had been trapped in her pussy, to slowly ooze from between her lips. She delicately scooped a large dollop on her index and middle fingers and then made a show for Lavrell of licking it off. Then she returned to the conversation with her son.
"Thank you honey. I don't want you being rude to my friends. That was much better." It was the plural "friends" that stuck with Eddie more than anything. Did that include Marcus and the stranger with the face he never saw during that Skype conversation?
He reasoned it did and answered her in the hopes of extending the conversation a bit longer, "I understand Mom. Sorry."
This time Lavrell responded, "That's more like it white boy." Amanda's giggle in the background caused Eddie's face to redden with embarrassment and he was glad for the moment this was not a Skype call.
Had he been able to see what was going on, he would have seen his mother reaching for Lavrell's cock as he tweaked her nipples. She felt compelled to extend the conversation a bit as her fingers wrapped around Lavrell's swelling shaft. "So honey, what are you going to do today?"
Eddie had no ability to foresee the ultimate impact of his answer so he answered honestly, "Derrick is coming over and then we are heading to the study hall so I can help him with some math stuff. I've been tutoring him since he doesn't have time to study with basketball going on."
"Mmmm." Amanda moaned in partial response to her son, but more so to the throbbing black cock in her hand, "I don't recall you mentioning Derrick before. He a friend or just someone you are tutoring?"
His mother's moan threw Eddie off a moment before he got himself back on track. "Just someone I am tutoring Mom. Our teacher suggested I give him some help so he doesn't risk losing his spot on the basketball team."
Lavrell who was sitting silently during this little exchange finally piped in, "Hey white boy, is Derrick a brother?"
Eddie briefly panicked that he might have said something to offend Lavrell before answering, "Uh, yes sir he is. He's a junior." Then, trying to sound somewhat knowledgeable, he threw in, "He is the backup point guard."
Lavrell, unseen by Eddie smiled at the confirmation of his question, then reached down, and putting his hand on the back of Amanda's head, slowly pulled her towards his cock. Amanda needed no further encouragement. She planted a very wet kiss on Lavrell's cock, and then took a turn sucking each testicle into her mouth for just a moment. To anyone who has ever heard those sounds, it was clear just what was going on at the other end of that phone. Eddie fell into that category.
Eddie gave a futile effort to recapture his mother's attention with a creaky, "Mom?" but she was too far gone. She responded with a breathless tone expressing her next intentions, "Ok honey, I, uh, have to go as I have things I want to do."
And with that, the phone call abruptly ended.
Eddie quickly scampered to the bathroom with a sock in hand to relieve his balls from the stimulation of that phone call. He stroked himself with the thoughts of what his mother was doing at that moment. He came within seconds of slipping the sock around his hardened penis and berated himself for not lasting longer. And then he realized it was probably the same issue his father possessed which drove his mother into the arms of her black lovers in the first place.
He had just tossed his soiled sock into his laundry basket and washed his hands when Derrick, the black student athlete he was tutoring, knocked on the door.
Eddie, still with a bit of shame on his face from having jerked off such a short time earlier, let Derrick in as he gathered up the material they were going to discuss. He silently hoped to himself the scent of his cum was not obvious and that his slightly frazzled appearance didn't give anything away.
However, Eddie had nothing to worry about regarding that, for when he turned around he found Derrick holding up a "5 x 7" framed picture Eddie had made from his recent trip home. Amanda did not know it was taken and Eddie usually put it away before anyone came into his room. The picture was of Amanda, braless in her t-shirt as she spoke to Lavrell who was off camera. Her hardened nipples, bulging at her thin top, made it obvious her tits were swinging freely and that she was aroused.
"Who the fuck is this? Your momma?" Derrick said as he looked at the picture?
Eddie nearly leapt out of his skin when he realized Derrick had the picture in his hand. Before he could raise any objection or say a word Derrick continued, "Bitch is hot." Derrick gave Eddie a nod, which he interpreted as a measure of respect that he had a hot mom, before putting the picture down. Eddie's heart stopped racing and the two of them headed out to study.
While this was going on, Amanda was taking Lavrell's cock into her throat with his groans of pleasure music to her ears. A short while later his jism was painting her tongue.
A few weeks later, following similar sexually themed phone conversations, texts, and emails; Amanda Skyped Eddie shortly after sucking off both Lavrell and Marcus. She was still breathing a bit heavy with her nipples once again pressing against her top, as Lavrell and Marcus sat in the background while she placed the call. Eddie's penis surged to arousal the moment he laid eyes on her and his brain made the connections of what probably had just occurred. To a certain degree, he was happy to see the two black men in the background as their presence helped confirm his belief that something sexual had gone on rather than him thinking she might have just run into the room from somewhere. His only regret was not having been able to witness it.
Amanda, with the taste of her lovers' cum still in her mouth, offered her son a nice surprise to open the conversation, "Hey honey! Next weekend is a three day weekend for me. Want some company?"
Eddie was already captivated by the sight before him that he answered immediately, "Wait, what? Of course! Who? You and dad?"
Amanda smiled and shook her head somewhat naughtily, "No honey. Your father thinks it is just going to be me. But Lavrell, and maybe Marcus, are going to uh, join me. We've already booked a room a couple miles from your school." Eddie was rocked on his heels by her statement that his father thought it was just going to be her, but was further stunned by her openness about booking a room together with Lavrell.
What was the horny son to do but respond, "Uh yeah mom. Having you visit would be great."
Amanda didn't say anything in response. She instead just stared at the camera on the Skype.
Eddie could sense her unspoken statement. "Uh, and having Lavrell and Marcus join you would be great also."
His mother smiled back in response.
Amanda took the week leading up to that trip to drive her son nearly to the point of insanity. She didn't answer any of Eddie's phone calls; only gave direct answers to any text or emails he sent; and didn't log in to Skype at all. However, rather than get upset or angry, her conduct seemed to stimulate Eddie in a way he was unprepared for; she was purposefully manipulating him and he liked it.
Finally, the night before departing, Amanda Skyped him. It was 11pm and she was in the living room with only the small table lamp on and a candle burning on the nook off her right shoulder. His father was already in bed sleeping. Amanda spoke softly in a manner that, combined with the visual imagery provided by the lighting, painted a picture in Eddie's mind that seemed to be as if the two of them were lying in bed having the conversation. He was instantly aroused.
"Hey honey," she breathed, "we are going to leave here before lunch so we should be there early afternoon. I will call you after we check into our hotel." She giggled before adding, "Well, at some point after we check in to the hotel." She paused a moment to let that sink in before adding, "That sound good to you?"
Eddie had trouble finding his voice after that statement but finally croaked out, "Uh, yea mom, that sounds good." He couldn't find any other words to say.
Amanda smiled at her son and then closed the conversation by saying goodnight and blowing him a kiss. Eddie didn't bother heading for the bathroom. He grabbed the sock strategically placed on the floor next to his bed and relieved his penis into it.
Eddie's phone finally buzzed at 1:35pm. He had been waiting on pins and needles all day, unable to focus on anything other than putting eyes on his mother again. "Hey mom! You finally made it! Everything go ok?"
It took a moment for Amanda to answer as she was lapping up the last bead of cum she had finally coaxed from Lavrell's cock. "Uh yeah honey," she giggled, "we actually got here a little over an hour ago. Lavrell and Marcus wanted to uh, check out the room first. I hope you understand."
"Yeah mom, of course. So um, do you want to meet up somewhere? Want me to come there? Or do you want to come here?"
Lavrell responded, "Hey white boy, how about you come pick us up? You can show us around. Got that?"
Eddie quickly answered, "Yes sir. Want to me to come over right now?"
Lavrell told him to leave in about 30 minutes and then provided the address of the hotel.
Eddie nearly trotted out to his car and then had to pause a moment in the car to get himself together to avoid speeding. He was desperate to see his mother but did not want to risk a ticket for both the legal implications and, at least for right now, the delay the transaction would take.
When Eddie called to say he had arrived at the hotel, Amanda told him to wait downstairs and they would be down in a moment. The 10 minutes it took for them to ride the elevator down and leave the building felt like an eternity to Eddie, but seeing his mother made it worth the wait.
Amanda was dressed in a short black sundress with buttons from her waist to her neckline; the three top buttons were undone exposing, not overly sexually, her upper chest. The dress extended to just below mid-thigh and clung to her body in a way to accentuate her fitness. On any other woman, on any other day, this outfit would be viewed as attractive with a hint of sexuality. However, in addition to Amanda's newfound persona which seemed to exude seductiveness, there was one other thing that Eddie's eyes locked upon.
It was the small choker necklace Amanda wore with the small black ace of spades which rested right where her trim neck met her collarbone. The chain on the choker was thin silver and was almost invisible except for the occasional times it caught the light as they walked towards his car. That slight deception made the spade become a statement in addition to a piece of jewelry. The choker was a gift from Lavrell. It was the only thing she had on just 15 minutes earlier as she finished sucking off both of her black lovers in the room.
Eddie was standing outside his car when his mother walked up with her gorgeous smile expressing her happiness. Amanda held her arms open wide as she approached her son and then kissed him right on the lips as he stepped forward to hug her. Eddie's eyes opened wide when their lips met and he was too shocked to notice the smirking glance Lavrell and Marcus exchanged when they witnessed the contact. He was still a bit too flustered when they completed their hug to see the wink Amanda gave both black men as she pulled back.
As they got in the car, Amanda suggested Eddie just drive around a bit so "Lavrell and Marcus can see the area before you take us on campus."
"Sure mom, ok." the excited Eddie replied.
Eddie initially headed in the direction of the mall since he recalled his mother typically going there when he was home. However, not 10 minutes into the trip Lavrell blurted from the backseat, "Come on white boy, this ain't no fucking shopping trip. Run us by some places where we can hit a club or something later."
Eddie felt his face flush with embarrassment which was only made worse when he heard his mother giggle in the seat next to him, but he made the appropriate turn at the next traffic light.
Amanda ignored her son's reaction and turned towards her lovers in the back, the seatbelt nicely carving a groove between her breasts, "So, what do you have in mind? You looking to hit a club later?"
"Fuck yeah, little bitch. Ain't you up for some clubbing?" was Lavrell's reply.
Eddie was stunned at Lavrell referring to his mother as 'little bitch' and was further amazed at how she had no reaction to the nickname other than to continue the conversation.
"I'd love to go clubbing and hopefully some dancing tonight." Amanda replied to Lavrell before turning towards Eddie, who at this point was feeling almost like a chauffeur or cab driver, "Honey, you know where some clubs are right? Take us by some."
A moment later Marcus began laughing and spoke for the first time in the car, "Hey white boy, can you even get in any of these clubs? You old enough?"
Eddie's face and neck which still had some redness from the earlier embarrassment flushed once again, "Uh no, I'm not old enough. I know where they are though. I've picked up some friends from here when they've been drunk."
He was hoping to get a statement of approval from his mother, but instead she replied with a slight giggle, "Oh honey, that's too bad. But I suppose that is good for us then. You don't mind dropping us off later and then picking us up right?"



The question was more rhetorical than anything else as she quickly returned her attention to Lavrell and Marcus. "How about if we find a place, take a tour around campus, then have some dinner with Eddie before he drops us at the club?"
"Sounds good little bitch. Make sure you point out the gym on campus white boy. Me and Marcus wanna shoot some hoops this afternoon. You can get us in right?"
"Uh, yes sir. I can get you in." Eddie replied as he felt his underarms dampen with sweat from the pressure he was under. He continued to steal glances at the outline of his mother's breasts which were so perfectly accented by the seatbelt.
A few minutes later they had picked out a couple clubs they were going to visit later and were soon on campus passing his dorm and on the way to the gym. Eddie was silently hoping he would get Lavrell and Marcus in the gym and then be able to have some alone time with his mother, but that was not to be as Amanda walked right in and stood off to the side with them as Eddie negotiated with the person behind the gym counter. Any male student that passed by, whether entering or exiting the gym couldn't help but look at the sexy woman standing there. But it was only the young black men that had their looks returned.
One of those young black men happened to be Derrick, the basketball player Eddie was tutoring.
Derrick walked in, oblivious to the others, and jokingly shoved Eddie as he made it to the counter. Eddie, who was very tense with the pressure he was facing, jumped at the contact. The laughter of the black men and the giggling of Amanda made Derrick aware of the three of them standing off to the side.
As soon as he laid eyes on Amanda, Derrick connected her face with the picture he had seen in Eddie's room. Amanda had no way of knowing about that picture not to mention Derrick seeing it, but it was clear to her there was some sort of recognition as she saw him look at her, then to Eddie, then back to her. Eddie, who made a quick effort to get himself under control, saw the realization in Derrick's eyes and when he saw the smile on his mother's face, he felt a cold sweat break on his brow as he sensed what may lie ahead.
Eddie had no idea what to do. He couldn't stand there saying nothing but felt anything he did say may cause himself more issue. So, he figured he would try to get Lavrell and Marcus to the basketball court in the hopes that would give them something to do. "Uh sir," Eddie said to Lavrell, "there are basketballs on the court already if you guys want to go shoot."
While seeing Derrick's reaction to him calling Lavrell "sir" caused another slight wave of humiliation, it was his mother stepping forward and saying, "Honey, don't be so rude. Aren't you going to introduce me to your friend?" that really caused a bit of panic. He immediately reflected on Derrick viewing that secret picture and what was now going through his mind. That, coupled with Eddie's own thoughts on his mother's recent behavior had him wondering just what the future held.
That combination led to what was becoming an increasing social flaw for Eddie whenever his now sexually liberated mother was involved - the inability to speak.
After witnessing Eddie flounder for a moment, Derrick took the reins, "Are you Eddie's mom? I seen you in his pictures."
Eddie nearly wet himself in fear that Derrick might actually reveal THAT picture, but that was quickly relieved when Amanda stepped forward with a smile and extended her hand to Derrick, "My name's Amanda, and yes, I'm Eddie's mother. And you are?"
"Name's Derrick."
"Nice to meet you Derrick." Then she paused a moment before saying, "I've heard that name before. Are you the basketball player he is tutoring?"
Derrick, who had been looking somewhat warily at Lavrell and Marcus for fear of them becoming upset at the way he had initially looked at her, was now becoming a bit more at ease. "Yes, he's been helping me out so I can stay on the team."
Amanda smiled at Eddie then looked back at Derrick with a slight smirk, "I hope he doesn't have this speech issue while tutoring you." Lavrell and Marcus chuckled at her words, causing Derrick to grin and then glance at Eddie.
"No. He actually does a good job."
"Good." Amanda replied.
Before Amanda could say another word, Lavrell stepped up forward and said to Derrick, "Hey man, you got a club you recommend around here? White boy pointed some out but I figure you might have some you like."
Derrick nodded and said, "Yea. There's a place me and my boys go. And," he laughed and motioned to Eddie, "if we get too wasted Eddie always there to give us a ride home."
Lavrell nodded and bumped fists with Derrick before saying, "You got any plans tonight? Feel like joining us and showing us around this place?"
Derrick replied, "Hell yea, I'll join you!"
A few hours later, after basketball and a very awkward and out of place dinner, Eddie was dropping his mother, Lavrell, Marcus, and Derrick, the student-athlete he was tutoring, off at the club.
Amanda looked gorgeous in that same dress with just a hint more makeup, letting her natural beauty shine through. The choker seemed to call out for attention and her braless breasts, swinging gently under her dress, supported her nipples as they bulged against her dress.
She had ridden in the backseat between Lavrell and Marcus, and was quite heated up by the time they made it to the club as her legs rubbed against both black men. Once there, she got out on the passenger side but made a point of walking around the front of the car towards the driver's seat. Her eyes were locked on her son the whole time, as his were on her. At the driver's door, she leaned over sexily and, resting her forearms on the downed window, gave her son a lovely view down her dress and an unobstructed view of her tits as she said to him, "Thank you for driving honey. We are going to go have some fun. You'll be awake when I call?"
She knew the answer. She knew the spell those calls had on him. And though she couldn't see it, she knew he probably had a raging hardon under his pants as his mind attempted to envision what was to come. Just to drive the point home, Amanda leaned in close and in a husky whisper said to Eddie, "I'm going to have fun tonight."
Eddie was so under her spell he answered without attempting to hide anything, "Yes mom." He could feel his cheeks flush with embarrassment as he spoke the words.
Amanda gave her son a kiss on the cheek and said, "See you soon." as she stepped away to join her black male companions.
Eddie sat there watching as his mother walked up to Lavrell and wrapped an arm around him as they went in the club. Lavrell's hand was on her ass as she stepped from view.
Inside the club, seated in a booth with her and Lavrell on one side and Marcus and Derrick on the other, Amanda reflected back on that fateful night where her world changed. She silently berated herself for being so naive that first night. Why had she waited so long to experience this? She thought back to the waves of guilty pleasure she felt as she danced with Lavrell; as she fell under his spell; and as she fell in love with the feel of black cock in her hand. Her mouth salivated as she played back the events in her mind in which she followed Lavrell out to his ride to suck him off.
Amanda was so entranced with remembering that first night that it took Lavrell a bit of effort to bring her back to reality. "Little bitch. Hey, little bitch. You wanna drink or you gonna stare out in space all night?" he said with a chuckle.
Amanda shook her head clear and smiled in amusement before requesting a margarita. As soon as the waitress stepped away with their drink orders, Amanda looked up into Lavrell's eyes, and putting her hands on either side of his face, she slipped up on to his lap and kissed him deeply. Her legs were astride his hips as she made out with him. There was a part of her that made this kiss feel as if it was one of gratitude for helping her find herself. The other part was pure lust.
She felt his hands rub up her sides and gently squeeze the outer edges of her breasts before making their journey down to her ass cheeks. She heard the waitress' voice in the distance as she returned with the drinks, "Here you go. OH! Looks like someone is out to have fun tonight."
Amanda turned to look at the waitress, and with a smile, replied, "Yes, I am."
The next few hours found Amanda on the dance floor with one or more of the men she walked in with, or some other black man that stepped up to dance with the sexy wife. Her hesitance was gone. She was now 'living in the moment'. If their hands roamed to her breasts or ass, she made it clear she liked it and they didn't have to pull away. She ground her pussy or ass into whatever bulge was pressed against her.
At one point, she found herself dancing with Derrick. She had her back to him and he was holding her hips, pulling her back into his bulging cock. She ground her pussy against him and, bending slightly at the waist, she looked back over her shoulder with a sexy grin. Her blonde hair spilled gently down her cheek and partially concealed her left eye. She slowly dragged her tongue across her lips as the song came to an end.
Derrick was still holding her as they remained locked together when Amanda caught sight of Lavrell motioning towards her. She immediately straightened up and whispered to Derrick, "Sorry baby, Lavrell is calling for me."
Amanda felt the moisture in her pussy as she moved quickly to the booth. Her pussy was practically begging for cock and she envisioned the shafts swinging between the legs of each of the black men she passed on her way. She climbed right back on to Lavrell's lap, secretly hoping he had pulled his cock free so she could slip it inside her.
She kissed him passionately and then pulled back to look at him as if waiting to see what he wanted. Her heart leapt with desire when he said, "Call white boy to get his ass over here." Immediately, she was reaching for her phone. Lavrell exchanged a glance with Marcus as they marveled at the evolution they had set in motion.
As Amanda finally dug the phone from her purse, Lavrell pressed his thumb to her clit through her dress and Amanda nearly immediately erupted in orgasm. She gripped the phone tightly with one hand and Lavrell's shoulder with the other as the sensation washed over her.
Lavrell continued a slow, steady rub of her clit, keeping the fire alive, as he pulled her ear towards his mouth. Amanda could feel his breath on her ear as she pressed the call button. Lavrell said in his smooth, deep voice, "I think you should thank Derrick for joining us tonight. Don't you?"
She leaned into Lavrell, at first pressing her ear against his mouth, before turning her face towards his and sucking his tongue into her mouth. She felt the eyes of others upon her as she did this and it only served to further her arousal. She broke the kiss and pulled back just enough so their lips were still touching as she spoke, "What do you have in mind?" She knew what he had in mind, but she wanted to hear Lavrell say it.
"I want you to show your son's friend what you've learned from the tutoring you been getting."
Her clit was again ready to pulse at his words, the thoughts they provoked, and the sensation Lavrell's thumb was providing; and when she heard Eddie's voice on the other end of the phone calling out to her, "Mom? Mom?" it did. She looked back at Derrick who was standing just two feet from her this whole time, and her eyes hooded over as she leaned her head into Lavrell's shoulder. The look on Derrick's face as he witnessed this was priceless and it only encouraged her further.
When she finally could generate the muscles to move, she giggled to herself that she felt drunk even though she barely had half the margarita she ordered earlier. Amanda absentmindedly spoke into the phone, "Eddie, time for my ride honey." as she reached for Derrick's hand and he gently helped her to her feet. She barely heard his "Yes mom" reply. Derrick was aroused at the sexual display of the beauty before him, but still uncertain about where his lines were.
Amanda helped define those lines for him when she said, "Derrick baby, when Eddie gets here, care to escort me back to the hotel?"
Derrick looked at her with a sense of disbelief, but at the same time the college junior wanted to maintain his cool to avoid any perception of inexperience. He glanced towards Lavrell with an unspoken query "You cool with this" and received a slight head nod from the larger black male.
Derrick then reached down and pitched Amanda's face up towards his own and said, "Yea, I'd love to Mrs. Cooper."
Amanda's knees were momentarily weakened when he addressed her in that formal manner as it reinforced her unfaithful conduct in her own mind. With a sense of gratitude for almost reminding her that she was married, Amanda looked up at Derrick and, adding her own family reference, said, "My son should be here any minute. How about if you and me are outside waiting when he pulls up?"
Derrick was now beginning to make the mental connections of what he had witnessed. He was coming to the realization that Amanda and the black men were involved in some sort of action to either humiliate or arouse Eddie in the course of their sexual play. He wasn't exactly sure which it was, but it certainly seemed as if she liked toying with her son.
When Eddie arrived, the sight he found on the sidewalk momentarily caused him to swerve the car before getting it under control. Right in front of the club were his mother and the student he was tutoring. Derrick had his hand draped over Amanda's shoulder and she had her arm wrapped around him. Her free hand was resting against his chest as she looked up at him with a distinct impression of subordination. They looked like a couple. A sexually active couple that were on their way to have fun.
Eddie felt the first bead of sweat form on his brow as he put the car in park about 15 feet from the two of them. He sat there just taking in the sight as his penis hardened in his pants. A few moments later Amanda spotted his car and waved and the couple made their way to towards the car. Eddie watched as his mother fished out her phone as they walked, rapidly did something and then put the phone away.
Eddie was briefly confused as Amanda and Derrick paused outside the car and he was wondering if they expected him to open the doors for them. His mother's ass was in perfect viewing position at the passenger window with the added beauty of Derrick's hand resting on her hip. Just as he resigned himself to get out and open the door, he saw Lavrell and Marcus step out of the club. Eddie figured she and Derrick must have just stepped outside to wait on him and then texted Lavrell when he arrived. He wondered if he was going to catch any grief for making them wait and started to think of excuses.
Amanda rapped gently on the window and motioned for Eddie to put it down. He did and she told him to lean forward so Marcus could see him in the windshield. Eddie obediently followed her instruction and then he noticed out of the corner of his eye that Amanda and Derrick had leaned down also. And then he saw Marcus' camera. He was taking a picture of Eddie picking up his mother and Derrick at the club. Eddie's penis surged again and he silently hoped his combined red faced arousal and embarrassment would not be captured in the shot.
What the camera did see was a smiling Amanda, cheek to cheek with Derrick, leaning towards the car as she held her thumb pointing in Eddie's direction. Eddie's expression had his eyes wide and mouth slightly open in surprise.
Once the picture was taken, Amanda and Derrick both hopped in the backseat of Eddie's car and she told Eddie, "Honey, wave goodbye to Lavrell and Marcus." With shame Eddie obeyed his mother.
Nothing was said on the ride as Eddie couldn't find the ability to speak or keep his thoughts long enough to find something to say. Derrick was too focused on Amanda, and she was focused on gently rubbing the bulge in Derrick's pants, while keeping one eye on Eddie in the rearview mirror.
Eddie pulled up to the hotel and paused, unsure what to do. Amanda let him know, "Come get the door honey." Faster than he would have thought, Eddie quickly leapt from the car and raced around to open his mother's door.
Amanda slowly slid out, spreading her legs ever so slightly and giving Eddie the briefest of glances of her shaved pussy. Then, as Derrick got out of the car, Amanda stepped up to her son and laying a forearm on each shoulder, her face only inches from his, said, "Honey, keep your phone nearby. And," she paused deliberately, "I hope you have clean socks." Then she winked at him and gave him a peck on the cheek before turning away and walking arm and arm with Derrick into the hotel.
Ten minutes later, Eddie was breathless after running up to his dorm room and flopping on the bed. He already had launched his priceless video on his phone with his penis tucked inside a white tube sock. The bulk of the sock lay limp off the edge of his short white, but rock hard, shaft. He was torn between relieving his swollen balls right then, or waiting for the call from his mother, which may or may not happen, to finish the act. His penis made the decision for him as he quickly began to cum.
Over the course of those 10 minutes Amanda introduced herself, her new self, to Derrick. This was the only version of Amanda Derrick would know to exist. Running counter to typical chivalry, she opened the hotel door for him and let him inside first. Once inside, she motioned for him to take a seat on the bed and then did an impromptu striptease for him. No words were spoken. Her routine took not time at all since the only clothing she wore was the dress itself. Once it fell from her shoulders and hit the floor, Amanda was completely naked.
Derrick drank in the sight as Amanda cupped her breasts and tweaked each nipple before running her hands down her flat belly towards her shaved love canal.
Amanda delicately licked the middle finger of her left hand, holding her hand at her mouth to ensure Derrick got a look at her wedding ring, before lowering it to her clit. She desperately wanted to finger herself to orgasm, but she knew her proper place was to please Derrick first.
She could see the lust smoldering in his eyes, so just before she reached her orgasm, she stopped touching herself and knelt before the aroused college junior. "May I take you cock out Derrick?"
Derrick just nodded his consent and Amanda thanked him with a smile as she fished his shaft from his pants. She heard his intake of breath when her hands wrapped around his cock and then again when she pulled his cock free.
"Mmmmm...baby...yea. I love the sight of black cock in my hand," she said, almost as if talking to herself. She then planted a kiss on the head of Derrick's cock and again heard that wonderful breath of pleasure from him.
She paused a moment and looked up at him, and said, "Lavrell and Marcus have been good teachers for me. I've never done anything like this for my husband, but here I am with you. And this is where I want to be." She smiled at him before taking a long lick from his sack up to the crown of his cock. Smiling again, she continued, "And this is something else I've never done for my husband."
And with that, she pushed his black shaft into her throat.
Mrs. Amanda Cooper proceeded to give Derrick the blowjob of his life. He had experienced other girls, whether in high school or college, but he never had someone's wife. And certainly never the mother of one of his friends, though he really only interacted with Eddie for tutoring purposes. But here they were in her hotel room, her mouth pleasuring his swollen black shaft as if it was her prime purpose in life. All these factors combined and Derrick knew he wasn't going to last.



Amanda seemed to sense that too. She briefly pulled his cock from her mouth and looked up at him, "Don't worry about holding back baby. I want to suck you off. There will be plenty of time for another go after this." Then she took him back into her mouth.
A few moments later, with her eyes locked on his, Derrick's balls contracted and began to empty their contents into Amanda's sucking mouth. She stroked his shaft with expertise as her tongue nursed the head, each rope of cum painting her tongue and eliciting a moan of pleasure from her.
Derrick's cock barely had time to settle down. For shortly after he finished cumming, he witnessed one of the more erotic sights he had ever seen. Amanda reached for her phone and dialed Eddie on Facetime. Derrick could see over her shoulder the image on the screen, the same image Eddie would see once he answered - Amanda kneeling naked between two spread black thighs.
The phone barely rang before Eddie answered it, and he was immediately shamed because he knew instantly where his mother was and who those legs belonged to. Yet the desire to see her sexuality and to feel his own humiliation drove him on.
Amanda greeted him with a smile, "Hi honey. I'm really coming to like your friend Derrick. Want to say hi?" Without waiting for an answer, she turned the phone towards Derrick's face. At first, Derrick wanted no part of it, but then something came over him. Maybe it was Amanda still stroking his cock. Or maybe it was the sight of her holding up the phone for him. Or maybe it was a desire to take part in this shaming of Eddie. Whatever the case, he felt his cock begin to stir again as he spoke, "Hey Eddie. Uh, I'm really glad I got to meet your mom. I think your tutoring me is going to have some nice side benefits."
Eddie could hear his mother giggle in the background to that line before she turned the camera back to herself. "Ok honey, well, Derrick and I are going to be busy for a bit. You might get a call from Lavrell or Marcus for a ride, so keep your phone on. And, I might surprise you with another call myself. Have a good night honey!"
Eddie barely got the words "Yes mom" out before she hung up.
Amanda tossed the phone to the side and climbed up on to Derrick's lap, "Are you ready for round 2 lover? Ever put this cock in a married pussy before?"
Amanda surprised herself with her own language, but it somehow seemed appropriate. She was fully embracing her new life and wanted to live it to the fullest.
Derrick was a bit struck by her aggressiveness also and he couldn't think quickly enough to answer her. Amanda simply smiled at him as she now knew the answer. Balancing herself on his shoulder with her right hand, she used her left to position his shaft at her moist pussy lips.
"Watch it slide in me baby." as she slowly bore down on it. "I looooovvvvee toooo seeee it slip insiiiide meeeee." Amanda said as she began to orgasm. Amanda felt his pubic hair touching her shaved mound as she came and she knew she had all his cock inside her. She ground her hips as she let her orgasm wash over her.
Then she began to ride Derrick's black shaft. The sensation and the naughtiness of fucking this young black man who knew her son was incredible. And she felt a need within her to please him for providing her this pleasure.
Amanda began to fuck him in earnest, rising up high enough to almost let his cock slip from her pussy only to slide back down and swallow it up again.
The hotel air conditioner could not keep up with the heat being generated by their fucking and Amanda felt a light sheen of sweat begin to form on her lower back. She smiled inwardly to herself as she debated whether this should be her workout routine instead of swimming.
Amanda had her eyes locked on Derrick's and she could see that he wanted to cum but was unsure if she was ok with him cumming inside her. She leaned into him and whispered in his ear, "Cum inside me baby. I want to feel it."
That was all Derrick was waiting for. Her breath was still pushing the words across his ear when he grabbed her hips and lunged his shaft upwards into her. His balls launched their second serving of the night into her beckoning pussy as she clamped herself down on him to keep it all inside.
Amanda continued a slow grind on his cock to coax all his testicles had to offer before gently slipping herself off him. Derrick's eyes were wide as she sunk to her knees between his legs and said, "This is something else I've learned." as she began to slowly nurse and clean his cock of their mingled fluids.
Once done, Amanda sat back on her heels and looked up at Derrick with a smile, but before she could get any words out, she saw him glance at her phone and then back to her.
Amanda's smile broadened as she asked him, "You want me to call Eddie?"
Derrick didn't speak; he just slowly nodded his head.
Amanda made a bit of a show of sliding her naked torso across his lower abdomen as she grabbed her phone. Smiling at him as she found Eddie in her contacts, she said, "You boys make me so naughty towards my son.", and then she pressed the call button.
Eddie answered with a startled sounding "Hello?" as if not realizing it was his mother calling.
"Eddie honey," she said in a sexy voice, "did I startle you?" She left the phone on speaker so Derrick could listen in.
"Uh, no mom. I just wasn't expecting you to call. I am on my way to pick up Lavrell and Marcus at the club."
"Oh really? I didn't know that."
"Uh, sorry mom. Should I have called you? I, uh, I just figured they might have let you know. I'm sorry."
Amanda giggled a bit at his apology and she could hear Derrick chuckle lightly in the background. She gave him a sexy smile and rubbed her hand across his chest as she spoke to her son, "Are you bringing them back to the hotel?"
"Uh, yea, I think so. They just said to come get them."
"OK honey, good. You be sure and text me when you get there. Understand?"
"Yes mom."
A few minutes later Eddie was pulling up to the club and saw Lavrell and Marcus standing outside. He pulled up out front and as they started towards the car Eddie picked up his phone to text his mother to let them know he was there.
He just finished texting her as Lavrell opened the door and immediately asked him, "Who the fuck you texting white boy?"
A surprised Eddie answered, "Uh sir, my mother wanted me to let her know when I got here."
As if on cue, Lavrell's phone rang and he looked at Marcus with a smile before answering it on speaker, "'sup little bitch?"
Amanda, not knowing the phone was on speaker, replied, "Hey baby, just making sure my white boy son is there."
Eddie immediately felt the embarrassed redness in his face which was made worse when both Lavrell and Marcus laughed. It was capped when Lavrell looked at him and held his phone out, "You here right white boy?"
"Um, yes sir, yes mom, I'm here."
Now Derrick's laughter joined the two other black men as Amanda giggled at the thought of her inadvertently public question. But it didn't dissuade her. "Well good honey. You be sure and get them here safely. And do me a favor. Text when you park the car."
Eddie paused a moment in confusion before responding slightly breathlessly, "Park the car? You want me to come to the room?"
"Why not honey? Don't you want to spend some time with me?"
Eddie's penis was stiff in response to the humiliation he was receiving, but it stiffened more at the thought of being able to see his mother again. "Yes mom, of course I want to see you. I just thought you wanted to be alone with..." He didn't catch himself fast enough.
"Oohh, honey," Amanda replied, "don't stop now. I think I liked where that thought was going."
"Uh, nothing mom. Uh, I'll let you know when we are there."
The combination of the conversation and the feeling of Lavrell and Marcus' eyes on him nearly caused Eddie to lose oxygen to his brain. He paused a moment to take a deep breath and then directed the car towards the hotel.
Lavrell ended the conversation with, "Be there in a bit little bitch."
Ten minutes later, with all of that time filled with Amanda rubbing or kissing all over Derrick's body, and her son speechless and almost panting as he drove her other black lovers to her hotel, Eddie was putting the car in park in a hotel parking lot.
"Text your momma that we here white boy."
Eddie did and did not want to send the text, but he knew he had no options. And deep down inside, it was what he wanted anyway. Immediately after sending the "We are here mom.' text, he felt that adrenaline rush he was coming so accustomed to.
As they got out of the car he heard his sexy mother's voice from Lavrell's phone, "Eddie honey, please knock on the door. I think I brought both room keys in my purse."
Lavrell and Marcus exchanged a glance because they both knew they each had a key on them. But they remained silent because they wanted to see what was in store.
"Yes mom." Eddie replied.
The elevator ride to the room with Lavrell and Marcus was incredibly uncomfortable for Eddie. The two black men crowded him, making him feel small and inferior. Plus, knowing his mother, who just had sex with a friend of his, was right down the hall had him aroused. Every time his mind drifted in that direction he could feel his penis surge and his heart rate pick up.
What he did not realize was how heavy he was breathing. Just before the elevator reached their floor, Lavrell looked at him and said, "You gonna make it white boy? You fucking panting."
With that, the subtle ding of the elevator let them know they had reached their floor and the door opened. Standing there was a mother and daughter who were roughly Amanda and Eddie's ages. Their reactions to his appearance made Eddie aware that he must have been doing much more than just panting. They looked at him, then at one another, and then made futile efforts at suppressing giggles as they passed each other in the elevator door.
Eddie could feel his mouth run dry at what he must look like. And just like that he was aware that all the saliva that should have been in his mouth was now seeping from his forehead as he broke into a sweat.
He tried to remain calm as they walked down the hallway towards the room, but he was only partially successful. Knowing his mother was there was making it almost impossible. Each step seemed to increase his heart rate.
Finally there, he paused at the door and, taking a deep breath, he knocked.
It only took a moment before the door opened. On the other side was his mother, Mrs. Amanda Cooper, clad in only the t-shirt Derrick had worn to the room. Seeing her smile at him made all the anxiety, shame, and humiliation he had faced to this point worth it. And when she stepped up to him and kissed him on the lips, after her mouth had so recently been pleasing Derrick's black cock, he felt himself swoon slightly.
Amanda ushered her son and her two black lovers into the room, and it was then that Eddie realized she had on Derrick's shirt. He didn't say anything and didn't need to as his expression said it all. Still, Amanda needed to drive the point home, "Like my new t-shirt honey?" she asked as she motioned with her hands at her top, which featured her nipples attempting to bulge through. "Derrick is letting me borrow it." Then she giggled and added, "At least while my dress is laying on the floor."
Eddie looked at the dress lying in a heap on the floor and let out an audible sigh. Amanda then set her plan in motion.
She stepped up to her son and directed him towards the rolling chair in the room. Then speaking very close to him said, "Come on honey. It looks like you need to sit down."
Eddie obediently followed her lead and sat down. Amanda swiveled the chair so it was facing her lovers and then stepped behind her son. She proceeded to rub his shoulders, speaking directly into his ear so he could feel her breath as she spoke yet her eyes remained on her black lovers, "Eddie honey, you seem so tense. Is everything ok?"
Eddie was afraid to answer because he felt he might squeak out a response, he could only mutter a cracking voiced, "Mmmhmm"
The three black men stared in disbelief as they took in the contrasting scene before them. Amanda was highly aroused and her eyes were on fire with lust. Eddie, also highly aroused, had the undeniable appearance of embarrassment. Yet, despite this contrast, this was where both mother and son wanted to be.
Amanda continued to speak softly into her son's ear as she rubbed his shoulders, then she paused a moment, smiled at the men as she rose up, and pulled Derrick's t-shirt off. She let it fall to the floor as she resumed massaging her son's shoulders, her tits now plainly visible for the three black men.
Eddie had no idea his mother was now topless immediately behind him, but even with the humiliation of sitting before these men in this situation, his penis couldn't help but stir at her touch.
Amanda leaned in close again, whispering to her son, "Honey, you should just relax. I'm just here visiting you and having fun with my friends. You don't mind that do you?" Her tits were pressed together as she spoke these words, forming a wonderful view for her lovers as they took in the view.
She continued, "Why don't you take your shoes off and sit back. I'm going to thank these men, these lovely black men, for taking me on this trip and showing me," then pausing to giggle briefly, "well, us, just exactly what it is we like." And with that, she planted a kiss on his ear and rotated his chair ninety degrees so he was facing her.
With her naked beauty now in his sight, Eddie's penis immediately surged to its insufficient fullness as Amanda's nipples flared. So enchanted was he with his mother's seduction, that he momentarily forgot the presence of the three men, only coming back to that reality when one of them offered a "Fuck yesss." as she came fully into their view. Eddie's face turned crimson at his realization, but at this point the men were now focused on Amanda. Stringing out her son's situation for just one more second, Amanda lightly swooshed her fingers across Eddie's face as she now turned her full attention towards her black threesome.
Amanda stepped towards the men, gently gliding her hand, which had just been touching her son's cheek, across their knees, hands, or shoulders as she made a seductive pass before them; they sat transfixed at the presentation she made.
She then paused, and glancing briefly at her son, she knelt before the three black men. With that action, four zippers were dropped and three black cocks and one white penis were freed from their confinement.
Mrs. Amanda Cooper, Eddie's mother, looked up at the men seated before her and said, "Lavrell, Marcus, and now you Derrick, I'd like to thank you for helping me discover myself. For helping me understand my desires. And also," as she turned her gaze towards Eddie, "for helping my son understand something about himself. Now, how about if we show him just what I've learned from you?"
With that statement still hanging in the air, Amanda leaned forward to take Lavrell's cock into mouth and wrapped a hand around the shafts of Marcus and Derrick. Eddie, his heart racing and breathing heavily, grabbed his penis and began to stroke himself as he witnessed his mother's decadent behavior.
This was Amanda's first time with three black men at the same time and she was enraptured with the power before her. Shortly after she slipped to her knees, the three men stood up and almost surrounded her, leaving only a short viewing window for her son to peek through.
She sucked each cock to full hardness and it wasn't long before her naked tits became wet with the saliva, drool, and pre-cum dripping from her lips as she worked them.
Eddie was pumping his penis furiously as his eyes drank in the sight. He slipped his member inside one of his socks as he stroked himself. He knew he would not be able to hold out with this much visual and physical stimulation, but he was desperate to prolong things as long as he could.
He lasted until his eyes caught sight of a string of his mother's saliva begin to hang from her extended right nipple like a drop of morning dew waiting to drip from a flower petal.
And his penis erupted.
Amanda, who was surreptitiously watching her son stroke himself, could sense by the look on his face that he was cumming. She wasn't sure which cock she had in her mouth, but she let out a moan and pushed it into her throat as she saw the dark spot in her son's sock began to grow.
The combination of the moan and sensation of being in her throat caused the black cock to release its own contents into her mouth.
She swallowed all it had to offer her.
Amanda briefly glanced up to see who she had just swallowed and noticed it was Derrick. She gave him the briefest of winks before moving her mouth to one of the other two black shafts in front of her. Their testicles also pumped their seed into her mouth and belly.
Over the course of that evening Amanda fucked each of the three men, either on her back, on her hands and knees, or riding them. There was very little sleep to be had except for her exhausted son who continually relieved himself before finally succumbing to the excessive mental and physical stimulation and passing out.
Events continued through the remainder of the trip before it finally concluded with a naked Amanda posing for pictures, wearing only a broad smile, kneeling next to her sleeping son, as she held a black cock in each hand and the third pressing against her cheek.
Her journey of discovery was now complete.
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Kelly Harkins was lounging on her back deck, after enjoying a morning run two weeks into her summer break from teaching, when her cell rang from her younger brother Bob; their father was in the hospital and the outlook was not good. Kelly took the news with an understanding that the day was long in coming based on her father's, and in fact both parent's, life choices.
Kelly was essentially raised by her maternal grandparents due to both her parent's battle with alcohol which ultimately ended up killing her mother. Her father, Bob Sr., also had a drinking problem. In addition, he was an angry drunk, an aloof father, and really only made contact, or took contact, when he was seeking something from his kids. This behavior caused a wide rift to open between Bob Sr. and his kids.
The rift was made worse, particularly for Kelly, by the man her father had as a housemate.
Tyrell was a black man roughly Kelly's age of 27 years. She had only met him briefly once and his blatant ogling of her 5'4", 115lbs body had her slightly uncomfortable. He seemed to take a particular liking to her 36C breasts which rose nearly perfectly above her fit belly.
Based on this limited exposure, she was sure Tyrell was only living with her father to mooch off of him. In her opinion, even though they worked together as general handymen, there was just no reason they had to live together unless Tyrell was somehow taking advantage of her father's alcohol use.
Whatever the situation, there was nothing she could do about it. Her real frustration, was that she was going to have to see the situation through as her brother lived across the country while Kelly was just a couple hours' drive from her father's place. While her brother was the one who typically fielded their father's calls, Kelly knew when the time came, it was going to have to be her to handle his affairs.
She hung up the phone with her brother and walked in to tell her husband of five years, David, what was going on. Though she hoped David would offer her some means of excuse to not go, Kelly knew inside that she was going to have to get over her reluctance and make the trip to her father's place.
And by extension, endure Tyrell.
Her conversation with David only increased her frustration. David, also 27, had always tried to be a bit of a peacemaker between Kelly and her father and just didn't understand her situation. Instead of just taking her side or sit by silently and let her air her frustrations regarding her father when they arose, he would often try to counsel her. The only thing this did was irritate Kelly and cause her to look at David in a less than manly light.
Kelly grudgingly packed a few days' worth of clothes, gave David a kiss goodbye, and hopped in the car and programmed the GPS for the hospital where her father was staying. Along the way she called her brother back and let him know she had left and that she would call him with an update when she arrived. They enjoyed a mutual laugh at her expense at how she had to "take one for the team" before Kelly settled in to listen to some music on the trip.
She was about 15 minutes from arriving when her phone rang.
It was Tyrell. He wanted to know how far away she was and if she could pick him up so he could join her at the hospital.
Kelly's first reaction was to hang up the phone, turn around, and head home. But she quickly realized no matter her frustration with her relationship with her father and his living arrangement, she was going to have to deal with Tyrell at some point in this situation so she might as well just get it over with now. She did her best to mask the irritation in her voice and told Tyrell that she was getting close and that she would swing by to get him.
A quick adjustment to the GPS had her taking the next exit off the interstate for the place her father and Tyrell shared. A few miles later and she was rounding the corner to the house they rented. In the driveway was their handyman van with its stack of ladders. Once she passed the van, the porch came into view and there was Tyrell sitting there, head hung low as he stared at the ground.
Kelly immediately felt a bit of remorse for the irritation she felt towards him. Regardless of how she felt about her father, or what she thought of Tyrell and his ogling of her, she realized that Tyrell and her father were friends. That her father's situation was probably difficult for him and she didn't need to make it any worse.
She took a deep breath and exhaled a slow measured breath and then rolled up slowly towards the house. Tyrell immediately perked up and smiled when he saw her there. She couldn't help but return his smile. He trotted over the car and jumped in the passenger seat.
"Hey Kelly. Sorry to make you go out of your way to get me. The van has been acting up lately and I need to save it for jobs only."
Kelly assured him it was ok as she realized that her father and Tyrell must be living paycheck to paycheck...just like her family did when she was younger.
She assured him it was ok and then, tucking a lock of her blonde hair behind her ear, set out for the hospital. Along the way, she could feel Tyrell's eyes on her as she asked him for an update on her father's situation and some background information. Tyrell filled her in to the best degree possible, but left out the actual cause of the situation; the fact that her father's lifetime of excessive drinking was finally catching up with him and his body was failing.
Over the course of the ride, Kelly's mindset about Tyrell began to change. It was a combination of a few things that did it. First, she realized Tyrell was just a young guy getting started and he was probably more using her father as something of a professional mentor to get a start in life as opposed to using him to just take advantage of him.
Also, his routine glances and checking her out were actually quite flattering. She knew she was fit and kept herself in good shape. But her husband David either had grown tired of complimenting her or just stopped noticing. Either way, Tyrell's repetitive glances which were clearly 'appraising' her appearance, stimulated a lost sense of beauty in her.
The final thing, something she wasn't aware mattered to her until this trip, was receiving the lustful looks of a man other than her husband. There was a naughty feeling to it. An innocent cheating if there could be such a thing. It made her want to keep Tyrell's eyes on her to keep that feeling alive. She lied to herself that thinking about that might help her get through the next few difficult days, but in reality, it stimulated something in her psyche. Why she now sought it when even just a few hours ago she resented Tyrell for doing it, she couldn't explain.
As they drove Tyrell had explained to Kelly that her father was in ICU and she told him all along that she understood, but as she pulled into the parking lot she began to feel a bit of tension arise. Once out of the car, Tyrell, in both a gentlemanly gesture and one of personal desire, wrapped an arm around Kelly as they made their way to the hospital entrance.
During this short walk another sensation introduced itself to Kelly...the looks she received from other visitors at the interracial couple which she and Tyrell presented. These visitors knew nothing of who she was, or of who Tyrell was, or of her father, or of her husband. All they saw was a large, fit black man with his arm draped over the shoulder of a smaller, fit white woman. Those looks attached themselves to the feelings her mind was working on with the 'innocent cheating' thoughts she had earlier.
About 15 feet from the hospital door, Tyrell abruptly stopped and turned Kelly to face him. She looked up at him slightly confused before Tyrell spoke. "Kelly, when we get in there they gonna think I'm your husband. They wasn't gonna let me in ICU if I wasn't family so I had to lie and say you was my wife. That ain't gonna be a problem is it?"
It was more statement than question and Kelly was completely caught off guard. If not for her changing feelings in their ride over, Kelly might have just walked off. But there was something risqué about it that appealed to her and she was in fact appreciative of the help Tyrell had provided to this point. She understood his reasoning and was just about to say so, while also letting him know she felt it inappropriate, when Tyrell said in a bit deeper and slightly more commanding tone, "Is it?"
Kelly felt a rush of excitement wash over her with his tone, a tone David never took with her, and she simply shook her head and said, "It's not a problem."
Tyrell grinned at her and then put his arm back over her shoulder and led her in the hospital entrance.
Kelly and Tyrell stopped at the visitor's desk so she could get the pass to visit the ICU. The elder black man volunteering there looked at her and then up to Tyrell with an approving glance. The expression on his face was clear; he was giving Tyrell silent praise for having Kelly as his wife. Then he spoke, "Well, Tyrell here wasn't kidding when he said he had a lovely wife. Here is your visitor pass. I hope all goes well." Then he again looked towards Tyrell and nodded in a sign of respect. Kelly smiled at him, took her pass, and then walked away with Tyrell towards the elevator.
Inside the elevator, Tyrell again put his arm around her and spoke softly to her, reminding her he was there to lean on should she need it. The stress of the situation combined with the other stimulations, both physical and mental, she was receiving, found Kelly's mindset shifting markedly towards Tyrell. He was conducting himself in a far manlier and 'in charge' way than David; who, now that she thought about it, behaved more in a way like one of her girlfriends as compared to Tyrell.
In the hospital room itself, Kelly's father was in and out of it; when he was conscious, he was only marginally aware that she was there, so she spent the bulk of her time talking to Tyrell. A few times when her dad did try to speak to her she had a hard time hearing or understanding him so Tyrell stepped up real close to her and whispered to her what her father was saying. His proximity and her feeling his breath occasionally on her neck found her having a hard time focusing on the conversation.
Kelly spent a couple hours there with Tyrell visiting her father, and once he finally fell asleep for the night, Kelly suggested they leave so they could get some food and she could relax. They were making small talk on their way back to the elevator and got in to head down to the lobby when Kelly's phone rang; it was her husband.
She looked at Tyrell with a wide-eyed "I'm in trouble" expression and then answered the phone, "Hi honey. I'm sorry, I forgot to call!"
David on the other end was a bit angry and nervous that something might have happened on the ride and began to vent to her on the phone. Kelly was a bit embarrassed at the situation as she didn't have any privacy or any ability to walk away to gain any. However, when she looked at Tyrell, the sly grin he had on his face told her he sympathized with her and they shared a quiet laugh together when she pulled the phone from her ear and rolled her eyes.
When the elevator reached the lobby and the door opened, Kelly briefly debated excusing herself to continue the conversation with her husband, but then reasoned that he had made his point and it was now time to hang up. She interrupted him to say "David, I understand I made you nervous and I'm sorry I forgot to call. You made your point, but I really don't want to deal with this right now ok? I'll call you in the morning." Right as she finished saying those words, she felt a need to look at Tyrell to see his reaction. Tyrell nodded approvingly and she felt a surge of excitement similar to what she felt earlier. At that same moment she heard her husband begin to apologize for adding to her stress, and it only compounded her evolving emotions for him and for Tyrell.
A moment later she hung up the phone and she found herself at the visitor's desk turning in her pass to the same older black man. For whatever reason, she felt a need to convince the man that Tyrell actually was her husband so as she turned away from the desk, she put her arm around Tyrell and looked up at him saying, "Ready to go babe?"
Tyrell gave that sly grin of his that Kelly was increasingly becoming attracted to and nodded. Then he shot a glance toward the older black man and winked as he and Kelly left the hospital.
For whatever reasons, ones she probably didn't understand at the moment, walking out of that hospital with Tyrell's arm draped over her shoulder was somewhat cathartic. The walk to her car and the ride to Tyrell's apartment found Kelly airing her frustration with her husband behaving like that on the phone. Eventually, her little ranting evolved into both her and Tyrell making jokes at her husband's expense.
On the way back to Tyrell's, they stopped to have some dinner and she couldn't help but notice the looks she was receiving. Obviously people were looking at the interracial couple. Again a strange sensation washed over her. It had double impact on Kelly. First, she was out with another man. Even if it was an innocent, "just getting food" stop, she was out with another man. She couldn't remember the last time she was out with a man that was not her husband or family member. And second, this was a black man. It was this component that was drawing the looks from the other patrons.
Her initial reaction to these looks, which she quickly squelched, was to attempt to make sure no one thought they were a couple. But she reflected back to the looks from the man at the visitor's table and wanted to explore that feeling just a bit longer. She then focused on the types of looks she was receiving.
Nearly to a man, each white man would glance over to catch a glimpse of her. It seemed her being with Tyrell made her sexier in some undefined way. The black men looked at her and then Tyrell in a similar way the man at the counter did.
The women, specifically the white women, were looking at them with a mix of jealousy, curiosity, and confusion. She giggled to herself as it was very close to the feeling she was experiencing inside. The black women on the other hand were far from welcoming to either of them. They glared at her and looked at him with venom in their eyes.
Kelly turned her focus back to Tyrell as their food arrived. As she listened to Tyrell talk about his work, she couldn't help but think of her own life choices and wondered how things would have been different if she ended up with Tyrell or someone like him rather than her husband. These thoughts, combined with the feelings of his arms on her earlier, and the necessary role play of being his wife at the hospital, all came together to arouse Kelly. She noticed it when her breathing picked up slightly and then she felt her nipples bulge to excitement within her bra. Then the subtle wetness of her pussy.
Nervous that Tyrell might pick up on her emerging arousal, Kelly tried to shake her head clear of the thoughts. It was too late. Tyrell was already well aware of Kelly's excitement and he simply grinned at her. This only served to intensify what she was feeling.
When dinner was done and they were back in her car, Tyrell asked if she wanted to come in for a bit before heading to her hotel. Kelly debated it for a moment before declining. Though she was really enjoying his company and didn't want the night to end, two things presented a problem within her mind. First, she was uncertain of where things would lead if she were to go into his place. She had never cheated on her husband and had never considered it, but she felt it a possibility tonight. The second issue stemmed directly from the first; she needed to get back to her hotel so she could jump in the bath and get herself off. She was more aroused than she had remembered in a long time and felt a burning desire to rub her clit to orgasm.
Tyrell, ever the observer, subtly toyed with her emotions as he grinned and spoke softly to her. It was these same antics which were fanning her flames so he figured he would just continue to exploit them and see where they led. He smiled to himself as he watched her squirm and, though disappointed she didn't want to come in, he knew he had kindled something inside of her. And he still had a few days to tease more out of her.
Kelly sped to her hotel after dropping Tyrell off. Her feelings seemed to grow as she drove. And once she finally got to her room, Kelly slipped inside the door and immediately slipped a hand inside her pants. She didn't make it to the bathroom before her first orgasm hit. Rather than relieve her passion, it only expanded it.
Kelly shed her clothes as she walked towards the bathroom. She was completely naked as she turned on the shower and was grateful the water was nearly immediately warm. She stepped inside and felt the water splash on her tits, each drop striking one of her hard nipples a welcome sensation.
The room quickly steamed up and Kelly removed the shower wand from its holder. She worked it to run the spray from her neck, across each breast, and then finally down her torso towards her pussy. As the cascade contacted her swollen clit, her orgasm erupted anew. Thoughts of Tyrell swam through her mind as she moaned in pleasure. Finally, after cumming three times in the shower, Kelly had a sense of relief. She replaced the shower wand, caught her breath, and finished the shower.
She tried to regain her focus on the purpose her trip, but her mind continually seemed to redirect itself towards Tyrell. How could it be that she left on the trip just that morning with a dislike for the man, but had just spent the last hour or so with heated thoughts about him that she had to get herself off? Why was she looking forward to tomorrow? And why had she left the bathroom naked and was now headed to her hotel bed without a stitch of clothing?
Kelly tried to simultaneously push these thoughts aside while also working to answer them. In her sexually hazed mind, everything seemed to revolve around Tyrell's confident and dominating demeanor. He seemed to possess her as if it were the most natural thing in the world.
There was also the distinct difference in behavior between Tyrell and her husband David. Everything with David was always, "Honey would you like to...?" That obviously was a wonderful benefit in most instances. However, there were many times Kelly wanted David to take the lead...to just decide...to just act. Everything didn't need to be up for debate or for her consent. She wanted him to be in charge more. And it was that trait that Tyrell offered.
That, plus the contrast of his skin with hers when he had his arm draped over her shoulder. The feeling of the arm of another man, a black man, at first awkward, became desirable. Her mind wouldn't let go of the thought of what the rest of him looked like.
She stopped fighting the thoughts and decided to let them run their course so she could get some sleep. If she had to spend the next few days getting herself off in the shower to put the feelings to rest, so be it.
The following morning Kelly woke up to the enjoyment of being naked in her hotel bed. The realization immediately kick started the thoughts she had prior to falling asleep. She didn't make it out of the bed before rubbing her clit to orgasm.



A short while later, just like she had 10 hours before, Kelly was in the shower using the shower wand to get herself off. When she emerged from the shower and checked her phone, the distinction between her husband and Tyrell was obvious. Her husband had called and left a voice message and a text message each saying the same thing: "Is everything ok honey? I was hoping you might call."
Tyrell's message was markedly different: "What time you picking me up?"
Bizarrely, it was Tyrell's message that brought a smile to her face. And it was his message which she replied to first. "I'm just finishing getting dressed and then I'll be over. Would you like to get some breakfast before we go to the hospital?" She didn't think about the image her using "finishing getting dressed" might cause in Tyrell's mind until he replied, "Don't worry about finishing dressing for me!"
Kelly replied with a smiling emoticon and told him she'd be there in about a half an hour. Then she texted her reply to her husband, "I'm fine. I just forgot to call. Call you later."
As she finished getting herself ready, she laughed to herself at how important she felt it was to look good today. She obviously hadn't packed for any purpose beyond seeing her father so she only had a couple pairs of jeans and some no-frill tops. She ended up pulling up a pair of jeans and a nice short-sleeve button down white top which accented her figure nicely. And then she was off to Tyrell's place to pick him up.
She pulled up to his house, and rather than texting him to let him know she was there, she opted to go knock on the door. At the last minute, just as she was about to knock, Kelly got cold feet. What the heck was she doing intentionally flirting with Tyrell? She was about to turn and head back to the car when Tyrell opened the door; he stood there shirtless in just a pair of sagging jeans, the tops of his boxers visible.
Kelly unconsciously cleared her throat at the sight of his naked chest and abdomen before she looked up into his eyes. She found Tyrell smiling at her and she felt her face flush red once she made eye contact. After only a couple seconds which seemed much longer to the slightly embarrassed Kelly, Tyrell spoke, "I was expecting a text when you got here. Come in while I grab a shirt." And with that he grabbed her arm, gently but firmly, and led her in.
His touch, his words, and his tone rekindled the thoughts which dominated her mind the night before and she felt her arousal begin to grow. Kelly followed Tyrell's lead to the living room and sat down on the couch before him. Tyrell's height combined with her seated height had his crotch right in front of her face. There was a slight sheen of sweat on his lower abdomen which for some odd reason piqued Kelly's interest. She attempted to shake her head clear as she briefly debated what those beads of sweat tasted like.
Tyrell knew he had initiated something in her mind and stood there silently for a moment, not wanting to break the train of thoughts she seemed to be experiencing. Then he made his move.
He reached down and placed his hand under her chin and gently tilted her head so she was looking up at him. He smiled gently and then asked, "Everything all right Kelly? You look a little flushed."
Tyrell was right, she was flushed. And his touch and his question only intensified things. What the hell was going on? How did this come about? A day ago she didn't want to be near him and now she was debating what the sweat on his abs tasted like!
Tyrell continued to smile down at her as he gently stroked the underside of her chin. Kelly was locked in place and just gazed up at him mindlessly, the fantasies which ran through her mind last night coupled with the orgasms she experienced were clouding her judgment. Her worldview was shrunk down to looking up at him and the feeling of his hand under her chin.
Kelly's tunnel vision prevented her from seeing what Tyrell was doing with his other hand; slipping his jeans and pants down to free his black cock. Once his pants had reached the point of being able to slide down his legs of their own accord, he spoke, "How about if we stay here for breakfast instead Kelly?"
It wasn't a question, but she responded anyway with a wordless nod. And when she did, she saw Tyrell's nine inch ebony cock just inches from her mouth. She couldn't speak, and she couldn't move. All she could do was attempt to take in deeper breaths to avoid passing out from excitement. His scent filled her nostrils as she did so.
Tyrell watched as her eyes lightly hooded as the reality of the situation struck. Then ever so gently, knowing this was probably the most critical moment of all, he shifted his hand from under her chin to the back of her neck and gently nudged her forward. At the same time, his left hand was aiming his shaft towards her slightly parted lips.
Kelly looked up at him with a final silent act of desperation in the vain hopes he would stop her from making contact, but it was too late; the distance was too close, the desire too intense. And when her lips made contact with his hard cock, Kelly began to cum. She was not aware she could experience a 'no-touch' orgasm, but it was upon her.
Her orgasm continued to bloom as she felt his shaft slip over her lips and on to her tongue. Immediately her mouth, which was dry during the build up to this moment, began to salivate as she experienced black cock for the first time. Kelly could not be sure but her mind told her the slight sheen of sweat she had seen on his abdomen was also on his cock. And she realized she enjoyed the taste.
Kelly let Tyrell pull her forward further until his cock hit the back of her mouth, making her gag slightly. He continued this motion without saying a word until he felt her moving her head bobbing on its own. He could hear her slight cooing sounds and knew the risk he had taken was now a reward, and he moaned in pleasure.
Though Kelly had been married to her husband David for five years and had dated him since midway through her sophomore year in college, she had limited experience in sucking cock in those nearly eight years together. It wasn't her idea however. As in most things, David was so concerned with upsetting her or disrespecting her, he shied away from pursuing it. The few times they did attempt oral sex his demeanor was so frustrating that the night usually ended without either of them getting off.
But this was different. Tyrell wasn't concerned about upsetting her. And while one might argue whether his attitude and conduct were disrespectful, could it really be if she wanted it? These were the thoughts now running through Kelly's mind as she brought one hand up to stroke his shaft and the other to cup his balls.
"That's it baby, yea. I been thinking about this day for a long time now. I never thought it happen though. And damn it's good." Tyrell's words spurred her on for some reason. They seemed to justify what she was doing. She debated whether he fantasized about her as she did about him last night and that morning. She wondered if those looks she had always been so disapproving of were because he wanted her in this way. Her sexually charged mind concluded correctly that they were. She realized that though those looks may have been frustrating at times, she also knew they made her feel attractive and desired and sexy. And at this moment she was grateful to Tyrell for making her feel that way.
Kelly, still insecure in her oral abilities, kept her eyes on Tyrell's as she sucked his cock, looking for any clues to indicate how she was doing. What she didn't know, and couldn't know because of her inexperience, was staring into Tyrell's eyes was exactly what Tyrell wanted. He knew he was already in her mind with some of his earlier behavior and her reaction to it. He realized she was easily swayed because of how willingly she responded to his subtle coaxing. He just needed to do two things; continue what he started, and tap into whatever was the source of these things.
Doing the first was relatively easy. He just continued to slowly fuck her mouth with his cock while looking into her eyes. He communicated the pleasure she was providing with simply praises like, "That's it." or "Damn you got a fine mouth." He could see the response in her eyes that on some level she needed to hear those words.
Then he began to use that to delve a little deeper.
Putting his right hand on the side or her face and wrapping it gently around the back of her head, Tyrell said, "Yea Kelly, I been thinking about this for a long time. And you making it everything I thought it be." Then pausing for a moment he added, "You look like you enjoying it but it seems like you ain't got much experience sucking dick." Pausing again to gauge her reaction, he followed that with the line that would either end the fun or help things along, "Your husband been denying you this pleasure?"
Kelly slowed ever so slightly as she looked up at Tyrell. The mention of her husband was somewhat of a dose of reality in this situation.
Tyrell, realizing the mention of her husband didn't cause a major negative reaction, used his hand on the back of her head got her going again and continued, "That's too bad girl. White boy should have known his girl likes to suck dick. His loss though, 'cause now we having some fun." He paused again before adding, "Ain't we?"
Kelly moaned out "Mmmhmm" around Tyrell's cock and then began to cum again in response to her own affirmation.
Tyrell's response of "That's it baby, enjoy it, yeaaaa" echoed in her mind as she came.
Kelly came out of that orgasm more assured and determined to do just that, enjoy it. Her arousal seemed to generate a simultaneous frustration with her husband for denying her this pleasure.
Tyrell could see that change in her eyes. Still keeping his cock in her mouth, he took one step back. His only purpose was to lure her from being seated on the couch to kneeling before him. Kelly followed his lead and slipped from the couch to her knees.
As she did so, the movement caused her to lean forward slightly to keep his cock in her mouth. And a large rope of saliva then dangled from her lips and then her chin. Tyrell nearly busted his nut at that sight, but held out, he needed to stretch this moment out to ensure it took root.
Kelly, feeling the wet strand on her chin and then in contact with the top of her chest, cooed in excitement. "Tyrell is right", she thought. "I am enjoying this. David has been denying me." Then, of her own initiative, Kelly caught the string of saliva in her hand and then brought it back to his cock, providing some lube to the areas her mouth could not yet reach.
With that act, Tyrell knew they had crossed an invisible line, and he took the next step. He reached down and began to undo her top. He could only reach down so far however or else his cock might slip from her lips. Kelly, realizing both of these things, took over and finished unbuttoning her top, and then, while still locking eyes with him, removed her bra.
Tyrell marveled at the sight of her breasts swinging free and reached down to grasp Kelly's blonde hair in his hand. He pulled it back into a pony tail and then began to use that to essentially control Kelly's pace. He used it to also control how much or how little of his cock she took into her mouth. He knew at this point she was not ready to take all of him, but he could tell that day would be upon them soon just based on the passion with which she was sucking his cock now.
When he could no longer hold out, Tyrell pulled Kelly's pony tail back so just the head of his cock was in her mouth. He could feel her attempting to pull forward to capture more of him, but he wanted her to feel the sensation of his seed painting her tongue. He looked down at her and said in his quiet, commanding tone, "Are you ready for it Kelly? Are you ready to taste what I can give you but your husband won't?" He intentionally said "won't" instead of "can't" to continue the tone. While he was quite certain her husband's cum could not match his own, he wanted to reinforce in her mind that she was being denied.
Kelly was too far gone to provide a coherent answer. And even if she could, her lips were wrapped around the mushroom head of a delicious black cock which she had no intention of releasing. Instead, she just moaned out an extended "Mmmhmmm..." She had no idea what to expect but yet was beside herself with anticipation. And then things began to happen in almost slow motion. She felt the crown of his cockhead expand within her lips. She felt his shaft thicken and harden. And she felt his balls pull up into his sack as they prepared to expend their release.
And then it happened. His cock launched the first rope of seed onto her tongue. Then another. And another. And another. The sensation, the taste, the force...all of these things combined to make her nearly pass out. She flared her nostrils in attempt to pull in more air as her mouth received more cum.
She swallowed once. Twice. And still more jism erupted from his cock. She was instantly in love with the feeling of it pumping into her mouth and of it sliding down her throat. She beckoned more from him while at the same time silently cursing out her husband for not being man enough to provide this for her.
Tyrell was actually spent before she stopped sucking and he had to pull her mouth free from his cock. Kelly followed with a large gasp of air to replenish her lungs but then leaned forward to lap the last bead of cum from his urethra with her tongue. When she looked up to see Tyrell staring down, Kelly's face flushed with embarrassment initially. But his smile and gentle touch to the side of her face washed any shame away.
Kelly say back on her haunches to catch her breath. At first forgetting she was now topless in front of him, she momentarily reacted as if to cover herself before realizing it was far too late for anything of that sort. Instead, she looked up at him in a mix of mild shame, astonishment, and arousal and said, "I can't believe I just did that. I've never, oh my gosh, I've never finished him with my mouth before."
Tyrell knew this was a critical moment. He leaned down with that same satisfied grin on his face and gently tweaked Kelly's left nipple. It was already erect and begging for attention, so when his rough forefinger and thumb touched it, Kelly could only let out a gasp. Tyrell continued to lean towards her ear, before saying in a low, almost growl, "That's because your husband don't know how to treat his woman." Kelly bit her lower lip as she looked up at him, unware of her involuntary nod as consent to what he had just said.
Then, in an act which occurred too quickly for her to keep up, Tyrell scooped her up off the floor with an arm around her back and the other under legs. His strength, confidence, and control just continued to fan the flames of Kelly's arousal. She had no idea how much of an effect this would have on her until it was happening. And it only continued to grow while also building upon the issues she was discovering she had with David. Why didn't he demonstrate such fortitude with her?
Kelly, aloft in Tyrell's arms, suddenly found herself being carried into Tyrell's bedroom. Her heart began to pound in simultaneous erotic anticipation and conflict. Her body was yearning for this moment yet her head was saying to put a stop to things. She knew where this was leading. She had already committed one act of infidelity by sucking him off, but she knew Tyrell was going to fuck her if she didn't raise an immediate and forceful objection. Yet, she couldn't bring herself to say anything.
Her left hand, which she was using to hold herself steady, was draped over Tyrell's powerful shoulders and neck, and she realized she was using it to also rub his skin. Her left breast, rubbing against either his bicep or his chest depending upon his step, was helping to dilute any sense of willpower she was trying to summon. She was still gently biting her lower lip with a look of vulnerability and anticipation her face.
Tyrell skillfully manipulated all of that to push her over the edge. He lowered her down on to the bed, and just as Kelly was attempting to call upon her last ounce of reserve, his thick lips locked around her stimulated left nipple. And Kelly's will to fight broke as she lunged her chest up towards the pleasure his mouth was providing.
For Kelly, time seemed to stop. Her body, was furiously working to absorb all the sensations Tyrell's lips and hands were offering her. She craved it. She wrapped her arms around his head as he switched from nipple to nipple or dragged his tongue across her tits. So focused on what he was doing with her chest that Kelly was not aware that Tyrell had shimmied her pants off her legs and was pointing his hard cock at her pussy lips.
When Tyrell stopped feasting on her tits and raised himself up a bit, Kelly was about to tell him not to stop when her world, literally and figuratively, went black as his cock slipped between her beckoning pussy lips.
"Oooohhhh.....mmmyyyyy......goooooddddd" was all she could muster as she erupted in orgasm with just three inches of his black shaft inside her.
Tyrell continued to gently saw himself in and out of her as her orgasm crested. He could tell he had struck gold with Kelly and wanted to cultivate her desires properly. He wanted to continually add to this experience so she would want more and more. So he let her cum on just a portion of what he had to offer before providing more as she began to come down from her peak.
It wasn't long before his black shaft was buried to the hilt in Kelly's pussy. She came three more times before he was fully embedded in her, and like Tyrell, her belly and chest now had a light sheen of sweat upon it as she humped her pussy to meet his thrusts.
Kelly worked to free her ankles from her pants and then splayed her legs wide and raised her knees to give Tyrell greater access to fuck her. She thought of how natural it felt for her to do this and nearly giggled to herself at how that could be because it is not something she had ever done with her husband.
Tyrell seemed to sense this and seized upon the opportunity, "Ain't never had a cock this deep before have you?"
Kelly didn't want to admit it, but at the same time knew she couldn't hide it. She compromised by just shaking her head.
Tyrell was having none of that. He pressed her further, "I didn't hear you."
Kelly again shook her head afraid of his reaction.
Tyrell abruptly stopped with just the head of his cock inside her. "My little bitch, you want to keep this cock inside you, you gonna have to use your words. Understand me?"
Kelly nodded and then finally spoke, "I've never had a cock this deep in me before."
Tyrell rewarded her admission with more of his cock. And another question. "Your husband don't give you this either?"
Kelly began to shake her head no, but then realized she had to use words or risk him stopping this glorious fucking. "No!," she answered with just a bit too much intensity, as if giving him his answer while also demanding he not stop fucking her, "no, he doesn't give me this either." She felt her face flush with her answer and knew she was close to another orgasm.
Tyrell's next words pushed her over the top, "That's because your husband ain't got a black cock. Ain't that right?"
Kelly's mouth opened to answer, but no words came out as her eyes rolled up and she began to cum.
Tyrell continued to fuck her deeply through her orgasm to let this first lesson sink in and to reward her for her openness. Once she regained her focus, Tyrell slowed his pace and leaned in close. She locked his eyes on his, completely devoted to what he was giving her and seemingly hanging on every word.



Tyrell explained in his deep grumble, "Well we gonna fix what he been denying you. What's his name again?" Tyrell knew his name, he just wanted Kelly to say it.
Kelly answered breathlessly, "His name, oh my gosh, his name is David."
Tyrell continued, "Well my little bitch, we gonna correct what David been denying you." Kelly wordlessly nodded as Tyrell kept speaking, "Ain't right for a husband to deny his wife these pleasures. So, here's what we gonna do. Just like yesterday at hospital, when you here you my wife. You got that?"
Kelly was nearly ready to cum again at those words. And with his next words she couldn't hold out any longer.
"This way when you here, you know your husband got a black dick and that he fuck you right." He paused a moment and then added, "Now cum on your husband's black dick."
Kelly obeyed his command.
Kelly was too far gone in pleasure to realize Tyrell's cock was about to pump his seed into her pussy bareback. The first blast of his cum splashing into her womb almost reawakened her from the unfaithful lust she was experiencing. Almost. It never got past almost because each subsequent spurt of cum was just too good to deny.
She was immediately grateful she was on the pill. She and David were not ready for kids, and she was grateful for that too as she was sure Tyrell's cumming so deeply into her womb would have certainly made her pregnant. Kelly expressed her gratitude by wrapping her legs around Tyrell's hips and pulling him in deeper inside her.
When Tyrell's seed was fully expended inside her, he paused a moment to enjoy his conquest. Then he slipped his cock from inside her and moved it towards her lips which were still open as she gasped for air.
Kelly looked up at him with a look of confusion on her face, completely at a loss as to what he was doing. Tyrell removed her confusion with his words, "Clean it up little bitch. This is probably something else your white husband been denying you."
Kelly blushed at his comments. The mention of her "white husband", the commanding tone of this voice, and the act he was expecting her to perform. But Kelly, seeking to redeem at least part of the pleasure Tyrell had just provided, pushed her embarrassment aside and pulled his cock towards her mouth. She sucked him clean, looking into his eyes throughout.
Once satisfied she had fully cleaned his cock, Tyrell rolled off to the side to catch his own breath. He smiled to himself when Kelly did not let her hand release his cock when he lay down next to her.
Kelly began to feel the wave of guilt of her unfaithfulness build up within inside her. She had sucked Tyrell off, something she had not done for her husband. She took Tyrell's cock into her pussy without protection and allowed him to cum inside her. She acknowledged to Tyrell that her husband could not satisfy her. She had sucked his cock clean of their collective spend, something else she had never done for her husband. And most intensely, she had enjoyed it all.
Tyrell did not let her linger in her thoughts for long. He stood up and helped her to her feet, getting himself dressed and giving her a look to imply that she should do the same. Kelly actually was happy to move to get her from sinking deeper into her guilt.
She felt his seed begin to leak from her ravaged pussy and quickly reached for a tissue to dab it up before it ran down her legs. Then she slipped her underwear and pants on as Tyrell, who had briefly left the room, returned with her shirt. She took it and then paused a moment as he had not brought her bra back in with him.
Kelly assumed he had just missed it and innocently asked, "My bra?"
Tyrell stepped in close and tweaked her still bare nipples before answering, "My wife don't wear no bra."
Kelly's nipple flared at the thought and she let out a heavy breath of excitement before taking her top from Tyrell's hand and slipping it over her shoulders. She then froze right before buttoning it and said in an alarmed tone, "But my father..." her voice trailing off.
Tyrell took over the buttoning of her top as he answered her, "Your old man ain't gonna be looking at his daughter's tits."
Kelly accepted this answer if for no other reason than her peace of mind and nodded in agreement.
Their morning sexual escapades had taken them through breakfast and into lunch, and Kelly was surprised that she was not hungry. Then she giggled to herself that it probably because she had swallowed Tyrell's cum. She gave him a quick glance without him noticing and then, without saying anything, stepped to the passenger seat of her car. The unspoken message was clear to both of them: Tyrell was in charge and she was ok with that.
They drove in silence as Tyrell tuned the radio to his favorite rap/hip hop station and then in seeming no time were pulling into the hospital parking lot.
Once parked, Tyrell stepped out of the car and stopped by the front bumper, waiting for "his wife" to join him. Kelly felt the heat of desire rekindle inside her as she sidled up to "her husband" and walked to the hospital door with his arm draped over her shoulder.
The same older black gentlemen was working the visitor badge desk as they walked up. He smiled at them, then stole a glance at her braless tits and then gave an approving look to Tyrell. His subtle glance aroused Kelly and she became acutely aware of the effect her appearance could have on others. She enjoyed the feeling.
As they made their way to the elevator and to her father's hospital room, Kelly couldn't help but think everyone was looking at them. She started to just brush it off as them being an interracial couple. Then she thought about her braless tits and feeling them sway within her blouse as she walked down the hallway. Ultimately she realized that she liked the looks she was getting, and the reasoning didn't matter. In fact, she felt quite alive and invigorated walking down that hallway with Tyrell against her.
In the room, Kelly's father was once again in an out of it during the hour they were there for this visit. He would barely awaken, say something neither of them would understand, then drift back out again. This, plus the fact that Kelly really had become significantly detached from her father because of her upbringing, essentially meant if any conversation was going to take place, it was going to be between her and Tyrell; her father was not going to be part of it.
Tyrell seemed to recognize this at the same time. He was leaning against the wall by the window and motioned for her to join him there. Kelly, who was sitting in a chair on the opposite side of her father's bed from Tyrell, responded to his gesture immediately by standing up, which she internally admonished herself for doing, and then made her way over to him. She could not explain why she was behaving like this and felt as if she were a high school underclassmen being beckoned by the star senior quarterback.
Kelly stepped up to him with her back to her father and tried to display an air of inquiry as to why he summoned her over. Tyrell smiled at her and Kelly felt her defenses weaken, and they further crumbled when he grabbed the backs of her arms and pulled her a bit closer. Kelly wanted to stop him and tried to say something about her father being there, but her voice was too late, because her defenses completely collapsed when Tyrell tweaked her left nipple. She let out an audible moan at the sensation and silently prayed that none of the hospital staff heard her.
Kelly attempted to bring her hand up to stop him from fondling her like this, but couldn't seem to muster the willpower. Tyrell continued to smile, and then he leaned in close and said, "My little bitch, you want to stay here and continue this waste of time, or would you rather get out of here and make better use of it?"
Kelly's mind was spinning out of control at this situation. Here she was in her father's hospital room with a black man who just a little over a day ago she didn't care for now tweaking her nipples. The same black man she had sucked off earlier that morning and then fucked. Her response to Tyrell's question was a movement of her head which nearly matched the confusion going on inside of it. In essence, she didn't know what to do. And that meant it was up to Tyrell.
Tyrell turned her around so she was facing her father and, putting his hands on her hips and pulling her back towards him so his hard cock could be felt in the small of her back, leaned in close to her ear, "Tell daddy that you leaving now."
It took a few seconds for her voice box to finally speak the words, but she was finally able to sputter out, "Daddy, I leaving now." It was only after she heard a light chuckle from Tyrell that she realized what she had said, and she giggled herself.
The next few moments of leaving the hospital room and riding the elevator all were in something of a blur for Kelly. Her face was flushed with excitement, her pussy now back to life and seemingly begging for attention, both of which, in her mind, seemed to be contributing to everyone they passed staring at them.
The final stop at the visitor's badge desk was a special event unto itself. That same elder black man was seated at the desk and he again appraised her as she walked up. Maybe it was because of the arousal she was feeling or maybe because of the look he was giving her, but Kelly could not help but put on a subtle sexy display as she seemed to glide to the desk. Her nipples, unsuppressed by a bra, seemed to be drilling holes in the front of her top, and she could feel the gentle sway of her tits with each step she took. She stepped up before him and gently slid their visitor passes towards him. At that same time Tyrell stepped up and again laid his arm over her.
Kelly looked at the man, and in a hushed whisper said, "Need to cut today's visit short. My husband has something better he wants to do."
The elder black man took in a deep measured breath and then glanced from Kelly's eyes, to Tyrell, to Kelly's tits, and then back to her eyes, before finally responding, "It would seem he does have something better to do." He nodded politely to her and then turned towards Tyrell, "Enjoy the rest of your afternoon." to which Tyrell nodded and then led Kelly out the door.
Kelly exited the hospital door under Tyrell's arm. She felt good. She felt alive. She felt naughty. She looked up at Tyrell as soon she felt the sun upon her and giggled in delight at how she was feeling.
And then a moment later her phone rang. It was David. She was immediately irritated with him and looked up at Tyrell, "It's David again." She felt embarrassed that he was calling her again and she shook her head at Tyrell to indicate it.
Tyrell shrugged his shoulders as they continued walking and kind of chuckled which only seemed to further Kelly's irritation with David.
She briefly debated letting it go to her voicemail, but figured that would only cause a bigger issue when she actually spoke to him, so on the final ring before it switched over she answered. She barely masked her irritation in her voice, "Yes?" Then she took a deep breath and said in a more even tone, "Hi David. Everything ok?"
"Yes honey, I was just hoping you'd call after we texted this morning, that's all." David replied.
She looked at Tyrell, who still had that smirk of satisfaction on his face, and then replied to David, "Sorry, I guess I got distracted." She giggled to herself that wasn't entirely a lie as her thoughts were focused on Tyrell since the night before.
Then, looking directly into Tyrell's eyes, she lied to David, "I have to go. We just got to the hospital and I can't have my phone on in the room."
Kelly said these words at the same time they arrived at her car. She stood there looking up at Tyrell as her husband was quick to accommodate, "Sorry honey. Hope the visit goes well." Then he paused and trying to be funny to insure she wasn't angry with him, said with a silly chuckle, "And let me know how things go if you remember me."
Her face turned to a naughty grin as she stared at Tyrell but spoke into the phone, "Don't worry, I'm sure everything will go fine. Have a good day." And she hit the call end button.
Once she put the phone away, Kelly reached up and put her arms around Tyrell's neck. She said to him, "That was my husband from home. But I can't have him interrupting my time with my husband from here can I?" Tyrell replied by bending down and planting a kiss directly on her lips.
Twenty minutes later, Kelly was bent over the arm of the couch in the living room Tyrell shared with her father as he pounded her pussy from behind. Her pants were still wrapped around one ankle and she was still trying to slip her arm out of at least one sleeve of her top.
Tyrell, who didn't bother to put on any underwear before they left the house, had an easier time of preparing. He just simply needed to unbutton his already sagging jeans and they fell to the floor, readying his cock for action.
Kelly's pussy welcomed its return and her orgasm began the moment his cockhead slipped inside her moist lips. It took no time for him t work up to speed, and she was amazed at the feelings of his balls swinging into her clit as they fucked.
She came two more times before he splashed another load of jism inside her womb. And when he pulled himself from her pussy and sat down on the couch, Kelly did not need to be told to clean his cock; she immediately began lapping their collective juices with her tongue before sucking him into her mouth to make sure she got it all.
Kelly then turned herself around so she could lay on the couch with her head in Tyrell's lap, and the next she knew, she had fallen asleep and two hours had passed. The intensity of passions during the day had exhausted her and she didn't even realize it because she was high on adrenalin and excitement.
When she awoke, naked and alone on this strange couch, she was startled and bolted upright to catch her bearings. Tyrell was seated at the edge of the couch, still in his naked glory, with an amused smile on his face. He gently touched her shoulder and said, "Nice of you to come back to earth."
Kelly giggled at the sight she must have portrayed and she felt her face flush with shame. And then she began to focus on what she had done earlier with Tyrell. Her sexual endorphins had returned from their peak and she became acutely aware that she had cheated on David multiple times with Tyrell. Along with that, she was sitting there naked on his couch at that moment.
She felt her eyes well up with tears at the reality of letting herself get out control and breaking her marriage vows, even if she had enjoyed the sex tremendously. Tyrell watched she brought her hands up to cover herself and then saw her look at him with sadness and confusion on her face. He slid over on the couch towards her and gently grabbed her wrists, preventing her from covering her tits.
He leaned in close to her and asked in that wonderful, low growl of his, "You thinking about your husband? You think you should feel bad for cheating on him? Girl, had he been treating you right, you would have got the loving you need from him. You got nothing to feel bad about."
Kelly wordlessly stared up into Tyrell's eyes, processing what he had just said. Yes she was thinking about David. And yes she was feeling bad about cheating on him. But David was not giving her the loving she needed. In fact, after being with Tyrell, she was debating whether she truly had experienced sex with David at all. Sure they had fucked, or rather made love as she quickly corrected herself. But it paled in comparison to the sex she and Tyrell enjoyed. Was she supposed to go without because her husband couldn't or wouldn't step up to the task?
Tyrell could almost see the thoughts running through her mind as they looked at one another. He nodded to simultaneously validate her thoughts and acknowledge to himself that she was a keeper.
As he witnessed her expression slowly shift from sorrow to a form of acceptance, Tyrell added, "And besides, I thought we already decided that I'm your husband when you're here." It should have been a question, but he didn't pose it as one; it was more a statement.
Kelly smiled at his comment and almost imperceptibly nodded her head in agreement.
Tyrell could feel the tension relax in her wrists which he was still holding and he continued, "Now let's stop worrying about the mother fucker who can't please you and start thinking about the one who can."
The bluntness and directness of those words were exactly what Kelly needed to hear to shake her from her malaise. "I'm sorry, I just..." and her voice trailed off as if embarrassed for reacting as she did. Tyrell smiled at her and, releasing her arms, stood. He didn't say a word. He was testing her. And the moment he felt her hands cup his sack and lift his cock to her lips, he knew she passed.
Kelly began to slowly suck Tyrell's cock, using it as almost a salve to heal her confused feelings. It didn't take many strokes of his cock across her tongue before her focus completely turned to sucking him off and away from her lawful husband David.
But Tyrell didn't want her to completely forget about David. He wanted her to acknowledge him and thus acknowledge her infidelity. Doing so would make her accept things that much easier and that much more intensely. So he began to bring up David's name.
"Damn babe, I can't believe white boy don't let you suck his cock. Motherfucker don't know how to treat his bitch, does he?"
Kelly was still struggling with her emotions and didn't want to answer. But Tyrell forced it. He grabbed her hair into a ponytail and used it to hold her still, his cock still between her lips. He said firmly, "I asked you a question."
Kelly directed her eyes up towards his and Tyrell could see the surrender in her gaze. He simply stared down at her and widened his eyes as if to say, "Well?" Kelly felt her head, almost involuntarily, begin to turn from side to side as a way of replying "No." And then she felt a burning need to say it. To confirm his suspicions about her husband. Maybe it was to ease her guilt. Maybe it was to put a measure of blame on David. Whatever the reason, she needed to acknowledge it.
Kelly pulled back just far enough to let his shaft slip from her lips. She felt a string of saliva drip to her chin as she did so. Then looking up at Tyrell, she answered him. "No. David doesn't know how to treat me. He doesn't let me suck his cock."
Tyrell gave a slight smile to her answer. His smile broadened as he felt her attempt to pull forward and watched as her mouth opened slightly to attempt to resume sucking his cock. He let her loiter there a moment, letting her see that he knew she wanted his cock. Then he completed her lesson for the day with this simple question, "But I do, don't I?"
As Kelly finished saying the word "Yes", Tyrell released her hair and let her take over. She cooed gently as he freed her and she took his cock back into her mouth. She felt her flesh tingle at the eroticism of the moment and felt the surge of adrenalin course through her body. She inhaled his scent and gave herself over to the moment....
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Kelly woke with a start the moment the sunlight touched her eyes. She sat up quickly, attempting to get her bearings and figure out where she was. It was not her bedroom at home she knew immediately, and a moment later she felt a surge of heat rush through as she realized what he had done; she had spent the night with Tyrell.
In a hopeless effort to prove herself wrong, Kelly slowly looked to her left and saw his naked body lying next to her. He was on his back, only his right leg covered by the sheet, and his black cock, the cock which instantly brought to mind the pleasure it provided her, laying quietly along his left thigh. Her eyes locked on to it as it seemed to call her name.
Kelly briefly debated leaping from the bed and darting from the room, but she knew that would probably wake him. She sat for a moment and pondered her predicament, her eyes continually glancing at his shaft as it still seemed to summon her.
She knew she had to leave. She had to get away from him and return to the sanctity of her hotel room. She couldn't let last night's events continue nor could she let her husband find out. Kelly resolved to quietly sneak out of the house, clean herself up in her hotel, and then make one final visit to her father at the hospital before heading home.
Away from Tyrell.
And back to her husband David.
Delicately, like a thief in the night, Kelly slipped from the bed and began to make her way towards the bedroom door. She paused to give his cock one last glance. "Why can't my husband have a cock like that?" she thought to herself. An instant rush of excitement coursed through her at the thought of waking up beside Tyrell every morning. Finally, reluctantly, she shook her head clear and turned again towards the door.
Avoiding all squeaks and creaks in the old house, Kelly was able to successfully reach the living room and gather up her various articles which now seemed to be cast about in different parts of the room. She made herself presentable enough to race to her car and drive to the hotel and get to her room without drawing any wayward looks on that bright summer morning.
Once in the safety of her hotel room, Kelly felt the weight of yesterday's actions come crushing down upon her. Her emotions were torn. She had cheated on David. She was now an adulteress. But she had loved it. The sex was tremendous. The contrast between the meager making love with her husband and unbridled fucking with Tyrell was indescribable. But what about David? He can never find out or her marriage was ruined. Could she hold the secret? Should she hold the secret?
She slumped into a fetal position on the bed and was wallowing in her misery, switching back and forth from berating herself for her adultery and then reminiscing about the pleasure it brought when her mind suddenly flashed with the recognition that she had not showered since yesterday morning...before her betrayal of her marital vows.
Immediately she was up and moving towards the bathroom, intent on washing away her sins in the confines of the shower stall. Kelly had partially unbuttoned her top by the time she hit the threshold of the bathroom door then, upon flipping on the light, was struck at the image looking back at her in the mirror.
Her white blouse, sexily parted by her cleavage, provided just enough glimpse of her aureole to indicate there was no bra underneath. The lustful look of her mirror persona aroused her further, and she thought back to the image she must have presented to Tyrell. Her nipples hardened at the realization and she placed a hand on the bathroom countertop to maintain her balance. Once again shaking her head clear of these lustful thoughts, Kelly turned on the shower, stripped herself naked, and was soon bathed in the cascade of warm water. Though try as she might, she was unable to wash away the fact that she had cheated on David. And further, the water sprinkling off her hardened nipples only seemed to fan the flames of desire. Kelly finally reasoned with herself, like an alcoholic who swears "only one more drink", that if she were to just get herself off this last time, she could revert back to her prior self and finish this visit and resume her married life.
Like the day prior, Kelly removed the shower wand and used it to heighten her arousal. She wanted to get off. She wanted this orgasm to rock her and shake away the feelings for Tyrell which were still smoldering within her.
She felt she would succeed as she began to paint herself with the stream. As the spray of water struck her chest, her nipples sought its attention. They stiffened at the water's touch and focused her arousal upon the sensation. While her right hand brought the wand towards her pussy, her left continued to tweak her nipples, continuing the pleasure. She felt herself cresting towards an orgasm. The feeling was amazing. And when it finally peaked, her knees trembled and she leaned against the shower wall to avoid falling as her orgasm washed over her.
However, just as her mind began to come back to earth from the pleasurable cloud of her orgasm, her first thoughts were comparing what she just felt to what she experienced with Tyrell. And the cycle began anew. She came two more times in that shower before realizing she needed some other method to clear her thoughts of its sexual haze.
Kelly dried herself off and didn't bother to put on any clothes as she left the bathroom and sat on the hotel bed. She reached for her phone thinking maybe a quick chat or text with her husband might cool her flames, giggling at the irony that she felt her husband is the antidote to the arousal Tyrell was spawning within her.
At first it worked. She had missed a few texts from David that morning and it made her think about what she had done the day before. However, as soon as she started reading them, she was once again struck by the whiny nature of her husband's texts. Again she thought how he sounded like one of her girlfriends. And while this did partially squelch her desire, it only diminished her view of David and increased her view of Tyrell.
Finally, Kelly was able to summon the resolve to get herself dressed and head out to the hospital. She sent David a brief text apologizing for not calling and that she was on the way to visit her father. She did not respond to the texts from Tyrell.
At the hospital Kelly was relieved the older black man who was manning the visitor desk yesterday, was not there today. She did not want to have to answer any questions about Tyrell's whereabouts. She gathered her pass from the elderly woman manning the station today and made her way up to the room. Like the day prior, her father was in and out of it and there was nothing in the way of conversation. Still, she sat there for a couple hours just being with him and watching TV.
Stuck in her own thoughts, Kelly couldn't help but check her phone repeatedly to see if she had any texts. She only had one that she hadn't seen yet. It was brief reply from David saying "Hope today's visit goes well!" She did not have a text from Tyrell.
For inexplicable reasons, his lack of texts bothered her. Sure she had the one she ignored after getting out of the shower, but why had he not texted her again, she wondered. She debated whether her cell signal was an issue in the hospital room but looking at her screen indicated that was not the problem. Kelly then admonished herself for even having the debate about why he hadn't texted her again.
"What am I doing wondering why he hasn't texted me?!" she thought. "I need to ignore him even if he does text! I need to forget what happened yesterday! That was a mistake!"
But only a moment later her thoughts continued, "But I've never felt anything like that, and I hate to admit it I can't get those feelings out of my head." And her thoughts trailed off briefly to think back to those very feelings.
And then her phone buzzed and startled her back to the present. It was Tyrell, "Yo girl, where you at?"
Kelly froze upon reading those words and the realization this was not something she could simply ignore; she had to face this issue and put it to rest. But the thought of that petrified her. Part of her concern stemmed from whether Tyrell would reveal her infidelity based on frustration. However, that was only a part of her anxiety. Another significant part was her own resolve. Could she confront him with the fortitude to let him know she made a mistake? Her hard nipples and damp pussy caused her doubt. And the final part, regardless if she wanted to acknowledge it or not, was whether she truly wanted to put an end to things.
She decided it was time to act and she typed him a text, "I'm at the hospital", clicking send before going any further.
Tyrell responded, "Why didn't you pick me up?"
Kelly knew she should just let him know to leave her alone, but couldn't get her fingers to type the words.
After a brief moment Tyrell continued, "You ain't at the hospital thinking of this are you?" and there was a picture of his cock. His semi-hard, black cock, seemingly staring at the camera. And beckoning her.
"Tyrell," she typed and said aloud before quieting herself, "I'm in my father's hospital room! Don't send me a picture like that in here!"
Tyrell sent her a smiling emoticon and replied, "Well I wouldn't have to send it if you was here."
Immediately her mind shifted to what she would be doing if she was there and if she, instead of the camera, were staring at that cock. Kelly unconsciously licked her lips to ensure none of the saliva now pooling in her mouth had slipped out. She tried to display an act of willpower, "Yesterday was a mistake. I'm married. That should have never happened and can't happen again."
Kelly was stunned and somewhat hurt by his reply, "That's cool. If that's the way you feel I ain't gonna get in the way."
She sat staring at the phone when it buzzed a moment later. She secretly hoped this was a message expressing his desire for her. Something that would make him be the one seeking more rather than her. But instead it read, "I left a job order in your father's room two days ago. Any chance you can bring it by when you leave?"
Kelly slumped in her chair. Was he really done with her like that? Didn't the sex from yesterday have any effect on him? Was she really that inexperienced that he didn't want more? A somewhat defeated Kelly replied, "Sure. I'm going to leave now anyway."
She hadn't planned on leaving at that moment, but her sudden turn in emotions made her need to get out of there. She felt like going to her hotel room and sulking. Kelly found a small notepad on the ledge of the window where Tyrell had stood the other day and headed out of the room. She was at the elevator before she even realized she hadn't said goodbye to her father.
Kelly drove towards Tyrell's place, disappointed in herself. The hip hop station which Tyrell had put on the day prior and which she had not changed played on and she couldn't help but think of whether she had done something wrong. Then, after a few moments of berating herself for thinking this was somehow her fault, she focused on cheering herself up and not letting Tyrell know he had hurt her feelings. Instead, she wanted to leave him with the thoughts that it was him that was going to be losing out when she headed home.
She stopped a few blocks from his place, checked her appearance, made sure her clothes were positioned in a way to accent her figure, and then continued on. Upon arriving at his place, Kelly knocked on the door. No response. She knocked again. Again, no response. She was just about to text him when the door opened and there stood Tyrell just like she found him the day before, shirtless, slight sheen of sweat on his belly and his jeans positioned just above his hips. And just like when she received that text with the picture of his cock in her father's hospital room, Kelly unconsciously licked her lips.
Tyrell gave that delicious grin of his and reached down. Kelly thought he was reaching to take the notepad she was holding, but instead he grabbed her arm. His touch seemed to course through her body and, though he did not have anything more than a gentle grip on the back of her arm, she felt unable to break free.
Tyrell continued to grin at her as he said, "I'm glad you could make it girl." And with that, he stepped aside and let her through the doorway.
At that moment, Kelly felt as if there were two of her. One half of her psyche had placed the notepad in his hand and turned back towards her car without saying a word. She could almost see that part of herself walking down the driveway, crossing the street, and getting in the car. Her mind painted a picture for her of the car pulling away as she drove back to her married life. The amazing thing was, with each step and with each movement of the car, the image seemed to fade slightly in her mind.
Meanwhile, the other half of her psyche, the one now back in the room with Tyrell was still holding the notepad. And this half was now breathing somewhat heavily as she stood in his midst.
Tyrell closed the distance between them and Kelly slowly backed away until her back, both literally and figuratively, was against the wall. Tyrell leaned an arm against the wall and seemed to tower over her as he asked, "Girl, you can't deny you didn't have a good time yesterday. I see that look on your face still today."
With him standing so close and his scent filling her nose with every breath, Kelly felt her resolve begin to crumble, "Tyrell, I can't do this. I shouldn't...I shouldn't be here...I'm married." All the while saying those things Kelly could feel her heart pounding inside her.
What is it about unbridled lust that allows it to overcome your willpower, to take over your being, to trample what you once held important?
Tyrell continued to grin and then gently ran his hand under her chin to tilt her face up towards his. Kelly was full on panting now. She wanted to speak but didn't have the air in her lungs to do so. She had to get out of this house and out of Tyrell's presence or she would once again bend to his will. In one futile effort, she was able to breathlessly pant out, "Tyrell, please...my marriage...David...I can't..." and then her words were cut off when Tyrell's lips closed on hers. Even as she knew she was once again on the path to violate her marital vows, she couldn't help but accept his tongue into her mouth as she wrapped her hands around his neck.
The notepad fell to the floor.
Kelly continued her futile attempts at resistance by occasionally pulling back and mumbling something about her marriage or her husband, but then she would resume kissing Tyrell a moment later. Tyrell only groaned out an occasional "mmhmm" if for no other reason than to put her mind at ease. He was in fact listening. He was also considering what she was saying. And he particularly enjoyed hearing her get part of the way through saying her husband's name before their lips cut her words off.
They continued to kiss and then Tyrell began to slide his powerful hands, rough and calloused from his contractor work, up her sides. He gently made contact with the sides of each of her tits each time he reached the top and Kelly was eagerly awaiting him taking them into his hands. She began to twist her body gently each time in the hopes of bringing him in closer contact to her nipples. Finally, after what seemed an eternity, Kelly felt both his hands begin to massage the meat of her breasts. Her nipples leapt to his touch and her knees grew weak from the pleasure.
Tyrell's cock was now surging within his jeans and he wanted to continue what he had started with Kelly. He leaned in close again so he was pressing her against the wall and began to tweak her swollen and aroused nipples and then moved his lips to her neck. He could feel her heart pulsing the blood through her veins as his tongue caressed her flesh.
When Kelly felt his teeth gently scrape against her neck, her desire surpassed her resistance. She pulled him closer to herself, causing her head to lightly bump against the wall behind her. She ran her hands over his shoulders, on to the back of his neck and finally his head. Tyrell responded with a gentle, but forceful nip of her neck, causing a squeal of pleasure from Kelly.
That little action broke her from her trance and she gently pushed him back, just far enough so she could sink to her knees before him. Tyrell could only smile to himself at this gem he was uncovering. One of the things on Kelly's mind since her first time with Tyrell was sucking his cock. She adored it. She loved the sensuality of it. The passion. And the submission. In her mind, kneeling before Tyrell, pulling his hardening black cock towards her moist lips, made her feel more like a woman than at nearly any other point in her life.
And the moment her tongue made contact with the mushroom head of his shaft, she again experienced the no-touch orgasm she enjoyed the day before. Tyrell leaned an arm against the wall to keep his balance and let Kelly get reacquainted with his cock. What she lacked in experience she made up for with desire and that was truly something he wanted. If he handled things properly, he could mold and shape her into the woman he often fantasized her being.
As Kelly's mouth worked his shaft to full hardness, she looked up at him to try and gauge his reaction. She needed a sense of how he was feeling and if she was pleasing him. When her gaze met his dark brown eyes looking down on her, she slipped a hand inside her jeans and tried to put a finger on her clit. She nearly cried out in frustration when she couldn't get there fast enough and quickly freed the hand which was stroking his cock so she could undo her jeans. A moment later, her right middle finger was stroking her moist clit, her left hand was stroking his shaft, and her pussy was erupting in another orgasm.
When she regained her vision after coming down from the crest of her orgasm, Tyrell was smiling down at her, reassuring her inexperienced psyche that her efforts were being well received and spurring her on to continue what she had started.
Kelly again attempted to take more of his cock into her mouth and gagged slightly as she felt the head reach the back of her tongue. Her eyes welled up with tears in an involuntary response, but after taking a momentary pause, she again pushed forward and again felt the slight gagging sensation. Bizarrely, she felt a surge of excitement when she gagged. She felt a wickedness in it. And she could see the look in Tyrell's eyes that he enjoyed it as well.
Tyrell grabbed her hair and after pulling her forward into his crotch and feeling her gag once again, he pulled her back until just the head of his rod was between her lips. He could feel her heavy breathing through her nose on his wet shaft as she worked to get air back into her lungs. He reached his hand under her chin to get her to look fully up at him, then eased his cock from between her lips. He watched as she continued to gaze up at him while still searching with her mouth for his shaft.
"You learning to suck cock real good Kelly. Real good." Tyrell said as he watched her tongue reach in vain for his cockhead while she slowly nodded her head before replying, "Thank you."
He brushed his cock briefly against her lips and heard her moan gently before he continued with his talk, "I'm glad your whiteboy never let you suck him, because then you might not be with me." She ever so slightly shook her head no as if to disagree with him. Tyrell continued, "Tell me Kelly, what's his name again?"



He could see her momentary pause as if not wanting to answer in an effort to forget about her husband while she was here with Tyrell, but her being with him was the exact reason Tyrell wanted him on her mind. He wanted her to compare what she had at home with what she had here. He knew her husband would lose that competition.
Kelly swallowed gently and licked her lips before beginning to answer, "His name is..." and just as she was about to say "David", Tyrell pushed the head of his cock between her lips and she moaned again.
"I'm sorry Kelly, what is it?" he replied, leaving the head of his cock touching her lips.
This was now stimulating Kelly in a way she couldn't quite comprehend. The thought of her husband and her infidelity was horrifying just hours ago, but now there was sexual buzz to it. Kelly delayed answering only long enough to push his cock into the back of her mouth again, then she slowly pulled back and replied, "My husband's name is David." Then she gagged on his shaft once again.
Tyrell growled out quietly in that deep voice of his, "Say his name again."
Kelly's eyes fluttered at his statement. She pulled back just far enough so her lips were barely around his cockhead, then said, "David." She barely got his name out before she began to cum again.
Tyrell took advantage of the moment and scooped her off the floor and bent her over the arm of the couch, sliding her loosened pants down her legs as he did so. He then slid his cock between her soaked pussy lips and buried himself inside her.
Feeling her pussy stretch around the black shaft, Kelly hung her head and gripped the worn cushions on the couch as she moaned out, "Oh fuck yessssss." The fullness she felt was something David could not provide and even if he could, the crude manner which Tyrell was giving it to her was something David would never do.
Tyrell continued to pound her pussy bringing her off two more times before pumping his own seed inside her. Kelly wasted no time after feeling his orgasm subside before she turned around and fell to her knees before him, sucking his cock clean.
The remainder of that afternoon and evening continued with them fucking all over the house until they finally fell asleep exhausted from the day's exertions.
The following morning, Kelly again awoke slightly disoriented at her surroundings when the day's first light shined through the window. And like the day before, she was seized with guilt, though not quite as extreme. Still, she debated what she was doing. As much as she loved the sex, she was jeopardizing her marriage with each act.
However, she could not stop thinking about how Tyrell made her feel. How his cock seemed to be made for the sole purpose of pleasing her, and she for the same purpose for him.
She saw her phone laying on the floor next to the bed and reached for it. She needed something to occupy her mind until she could muster the will to get out of the bed. Maybe a game of solitaire. Maybe checking emails. Maybe a friend's post on Facebook.
In fact, she should have left her phone where it lay, for when she flipped it over there were four unread text messages from her husband David and one missed call. The texts, all displayed a sense of concern from her husband, but to his unknowing regret, also displayed a sense of weakness. A weakness which markedly contrasted with Tyrell's strength.
9:28 pm: "Honey? You didn't call. Did you forget about me?"
10:17 pm: "Sweetheart, you are making me nervous not being able to reach you."
11:21 pm: "Honey, please call when you read this!"
1:04 am: "Kelly, I am tossing and turning in bed not knowing if you are ok. Please call or text..."
It was the last one that really did it. The time stamp on that text was probably very close to the time she was tossing and turning, or more appropriately, being tossed and turned in Tyrell's bed. She smiled at the not too distant memory and then suppressed a light giggle at the symmetry of the situation.
And then Tyrell's cock seemed to call out to her again. And this time she answered.
Quietly setting the phone back down on the floor, without offering a response to the texts or listening to the voicemail, Kelly slowly turned towards Tyrell and took a deep breath through her nose, pulling in his scent. She unconsciously licked her lips as she gazed at his cock, watching as it grew in her sight as she brought her face closer and closer. With one final breath to inhale his scent, Kelly lowered her face to the black shaft and gently captured the head between her moist lips.
She heard Tyrell's sharp intake of breath as he felt her begin to suck his cock and it was like music to her ears. Her limited experience with him usually had her kneeling between his legs, but this time she was at his side as she blew him. Kelly turned her head slightly so she could make eye contact and realized his eyes were still closed though he had a subtle grin on his face.
Kelly's naiveté led her to believe Tyrell was still asleep so she decided it was an opportunity to truly explore his cock with her mouth. In reality, Tyrell had awoke the moment her lips touched his shaft and he was now content to just lie back and see where this little morning treat went.
This was the first time she had him in her mouth without him being fully hard and she marveled at the sensation of it hardening on her tongue. She was able to take him all the way and relished the feeling of his pubic hair touching her lips. Kelly continued to slowly bob her head up and down on his shaft, feeling its length grow and fill her mouth.
Kelly ran her tongue up and down his cock, tracing each bulging vein before slurping his shaft into her mouth again, and then starting the process over. Her drool was coating his now fully hardened rod and she began to work to take more and more of it into her mouth. Though she gagged each time he reached the back of her mouth, it did not dissuade her from pushing for more.
She kept glancing up at him to see if he was awake but each time she found his eyes closed.
Kelly continued to push his cock to the back of her throat, challenging her own gag reflex and working to suppress it. When she finally felt it breach her throat, she moaned out in pleasure and was joined by Tyrell. She pulled back slightly to take a breath of air and then pushed forward again, holding him in her throat. Kelly began to work him in and out of her throat, enjoying the sensation nearly as much as Tyrell. Her lips slid from the base of his cock to the head, following each contour of his shaft and its veins.
This time when she looked up at him, she saw his eyes gazing into her own. She winked at him as she saw his smile appear on his face. Then she turned her focus back to his cock. Kelly pushed him into her throat once more.
She felt Tyrell put his hand gently on the back of her head and she enjoyed how he just rested it there rather than attempt to control her pace, this meant to her that she was doing things right.
Kelly began to rub his balls, feeling their fullness and awaiting them to expend themselves into her mouth. Using her eyes alone, Kelly asked for Tyrell to release his seed into her mouth. Tyrell complied.
His balls contracted within his scrotum and launched his ejaculate up his shaft. His sperm spurted from his cockhead onto Kelly's waiting tongue. She swallowed greedily to make room for more. And more she received.
They were late in getting to the hospital that day, not arriving until after lunch, and only after Tyrell shot his second load of the day into her pussy.
The braless Kelly, airing a sexuality her husband had never seen, gave a flirtatious smile to the elderly black volunteer who was back on duty after his day off yesterday. She left him with thoughts of envy for what Tyrell must enjoy.
In the room, Tyrell was never more than an arm's length away from Kelly. And Kelly wanted it no other way. Paying any meaningful attention to her father was nearly impossible. First, like each visit, he was never really conscious. Second, Tyrell continued to touch her and it only kept her libido burning.
The visit itself was brief. Tyrell suggested they leave and Kelly was happy to comply. And when she leaned over to say goodbye to her father, Tyrell stepped up behind her, grabbed her hips and rubbed his cock against her ass. The sheer naughtiness of that act had her panting.
Like the previous visits, Kelly felt all eyes were on her as they made their way to the elevator and back to the visitor's desk. She could feel her nipples bulging against her top. She felt a sexy sway to her walk. She knew she should be doing neither of these things visiting her father in the hospital. But she couldn't help it. In fact, she didn't want to help it.
At the visitor's desk Kelly handed their passes back to the black man who seemed a bit shocked at the brevity of the visit. Kelly glanced to make sure no one was within earshot, then winked at the man and motioning her head towards Tyrell said, "If that room had one more bed, we wouldn't be leaving right now." The man's sharp breath was similar to what she heard from Tyrell a few hours earlier when she locked her lips around his cock.
Immediately upon stepping outside, Tyrell put his arm around Kelly and pulled her close. She sidled up to him instinctively. They headed out of the parking lot and Tyrell decided to expand Kelly's increasingly flexible boundaries.
He stopped the car at a 7-11 which had a handful of young black men milling about at the entrance. He pulled up the pump and told her to go in and buy a six pack of beer and some food for dinner. Kelly was both intimidated and charged at having to walk through the gauntlet of men. Their reaction to her stepping out of the car which Tyrell was driving made it clear they knew she and Tyrell were fucking. And similar to their restaurant visit the other day, this excited her tremendously.
It also made her feel somewhat stripped naked, as if these men not only knew they were fucking but had somehow seen them fucking. Her nipples, hardened at these thoughts, were clearly braless as she excused herself between the now silent men and stepped through the door.
She came outside after purchasing what Tyrell had requested and also the gas, and found Tyrell in conversation with the men. Tyrell told her curtly, "Go put the stuff in the car then come back over here and meet my boys."
For fear of inability to speak, Kelly could only nod her response and then did as she was instructed.
She returned and sidled up to Tyrell both as a bit of a security blanket and just because she was aroused. Tyrell had evidently just finished telling them something about her because as soon as she wrapped her arm around him he said, "Bitch here for a few days visiting her old man in the hospital. Ain't ya?"
Kelly was at first struck by his referring to her as "bitch" but then quickly ran through what had occurred over the last few days and that word was hardly anything to get worked up over. She replied somewhat meekly, "Yes, I got here a couple days ago."
Tyrell then dropped the bomb of her infidelity with his next sentence, "Glad she made the trip alone too. Her husband probably shit himself if he had been here last couple days!"
The words hit Kelly like a sexual anvil. There was no denying it. Everything Tyrell had just said was true. And how could she possibly deny it with her arm wrapped around him and her braless tits pressing into his side. And just like that a different persona in Kelly emerged. She smiled up at Tyrell and then gave a coy glance to the men before saying, "You got that right!"
The men laughed at her comment and then bumped fists with Tyrell. Their laughter, which she viewed as directed at David, and their banter with Tyrell soaked her pussy. It made her feel as if each one of them desired her. As if each one wanted to be in Tyrell's place. And the thought of being lusted after like that was like a drug. She gave them another sweet and sexy smile as Tyrell ended the conversation. "Later boys. Need to take care of things while I got the chance."
The men each gave some sort of goodbye to Tyrell and she could feel their eyes on her and heard their murmurs directed towards her. As she got in the car she gave them another smile and a wink, then waved her fingers as she closed the car door.
Kelly was desperate to not say a word to Tyrell at how excited she was because she was fearful he would continue the conversation. But she needn't say a word. Her earlier behavior, coupled with her heavy breathing and hard nipples told Tyrell all he needed to know.
They weren't back in his place 10 minutes before his cock was again inside Kelly's welcoming pussy as she rode him on the couch. Her pants were on the floor and her blouse still on but open as she slid her pussy up and down his shaft. Similar to her inexperience at sucking cock, riding it was also something relatively new to Kelly. But just like tasting it, this was something she quickly came to enjoy.
Tyrell had his hands on her hips, controlling the pace while Kelly used her legs to kind of bounce herself up and down. She was far too new at this to do it anything more than gently, but she felt so good to be pleasing him in this manner. Tyrell gently tightened his grip on her hips and brought her to a stop with his cock fully buried inside her.
Kelly could see the look on his face that there wasn't a problem, and she was slightly grateful to give her legs a break. Fully seated on his lap, Kelly was just above eye level with Tyrell as she felt his fingers begin to tweak and gently roll her nipples. She bit her lip and closed her eyes at the sensation.
When Kelly's eyes opened, Tyrell locked on to them and said, "You gave the boys quite a treat this afternoon," leaving the words to hang in the air as he gauged her reaction. Kelly didn't speak or knowingly react. But Tyrell could feel her body respond as she replayed the thoughts in her mind.
Tyrell continued, "Tell me Kelly," as he tweaked her nipples again, "You liked walking past those niggas didn't you? You liked the idea of teasing them, huh?" The word "niggas" shocked her when she heard it. And she was equally shocked at the realization he could tell she liked walking past them. But she didn't want to admit it.
"I could see it in your eyes girl. I could feel it when you stood next to me. Heart pounding, heavy breathing. No sense denying it Kelly." He paused a moment and then began to slowly hump his hips upward as he continued to roll her nipples. Then he added, "Say it Kelly."
And with those words, Kelly began to orgasm.
Her mind went back to walking past those men. With her eyes closed as she came, she imagined them reaching out as she stepped through them. They were much closer in her thoughts. Their hands reached out. They brushed against her breasts. One even tweaked a nipple similar to what Tyrell was doing now.
And she finally gave in. "Yessss...yesss...I enjoyed it..."
Satisfied with her admission, Tyrell put her on her back and began to fuck her in earnest. Kelly's tits jiggled as his hips slammed into her ass cheeks. The slapping sound of flesh on flesh filled the room. The only thing that overwhelmed that sound was Kelly's orgasm, "Ohhhh...fuuuckkkk...yessssss!!" as her pussy spasmed.
Tyrell's cock followed suit and he pumped his seed into her pussy. He let his cock soften slightly inside her before pulling out and leaning himself back on the couch. Kelly was already moving as he was reclining himself back. She slipped from the couch to her knees and began to clean his cock with her tongue. She could feel his seed at her pussy lips as she did so.
Satisfied she had cleaned him properly, Kelly climbed back up on the couch herself to catch her breath. Then she got up to make the two of them a meal out of the food she had bought at the 7-11. She didn't bother to dress.
A few hours later, after a brief nap and watching television naked while exploring each other's bodies with their hands, the two lovers were back at it. They moved to the bedroom and Kelly had used her mouth to harden his cock completely. Tyrell had her get on her hands and knees and she expected he was going to take her doggy style.
And then she felt some warm gel drip in to the crack of her ass. She froze for a moment confused. "He couldn't have cum," she thought to herself. And then she realized he intended to take her ass.
Kelly looked back over her shoulder with the look of panic on her face. Tyrell grinned at her and said softly, "Relax, girl."
She continued to stare at him with a concerned look on her face even as she nodded at his words.
Tyrell continued in a quiet measured tone, "I'll go easy. And I know you gonna love it." With those words, he began to ease his mushroom head into her ass.
Kelly felt the uncomfortable stretch and it only increased her anxiety. She gripped the sheets and buried her face in the pillow. She wasn't sure she could continue.
Tyrell recognized what was going on and continued to take it slow.
Then, things began to change for Kelly. Her body began to respond to his cock in her ass. It began to welcome it. Slowly, she began to push back against Tyrell. Her ass was taking more of his cock and when he wrapped a hand around her hips and began to finger her clit, she began to cum. The grip on the sheet and face in the pillow were now actions of pleasure. And she again realized Tyrell was right, she was loving it.
Tyrell continued to fuck her ass as she experienced her first orgasm with his cock in her ass, and then he decided to pump his cum inside her.
To his surprise, Kelly wasted no time in turning around and taking his cock into her mouth to clean him. While he had every intention of having her do it, he thought it would take a little prompting first. And he grinned down at her as she bathed his cock in balls with her tongue to lick up and remnants of sperm not pumped inside her.
She lay on the bed relishing the sensations her body had and still was experiencing, before getting up to go to the bathroom and clean herself up. Slipping into the living room to grab her phone, Kelly she saw a few more missed texts and calls from David. She didn't bother to respond. She didn't want her husband to ruin the feelings she was experiencing with her black lover. She put the phone on the shelf of the headboard and laid down with Tyrell. The two of them fell asleep not long after that.
The next morning began like the morning before. Kelly woke first and then immediately slipped her mouth down to Tyrell's cock. She was stunned with herself at how much she wanted to have him in her mouth. She actually debated whether she would have to start doing this for David when she returned home, but then shook that silly thought away as he would never understand and never match up.
Kelly was bobbing up and down on his cock when she heard her phone buzz. She naturally froze a moment as if to debate what to do but Tyrell gave her head a gentle nudge which told her to keep on blowing him.
What she didn't know was that Tyrell had grabbed her phone. When she had pushed his cock back into her throat, he held the phone before her eyes and she saw the caller ID "David".
The effect was instant.
Kelly began to cum.
Kelly's mind became enraptured with the thought of David as she sucked off Tyrell. There was no way David could possibly know what was going on, but the idea still excited her beyond belief. She kept her eyes locked on her husband's name for as long as she could while her orgasm washed over her. As her orgasm began to ebb, she saw the "missed call" appear on the screen.
Tyrell, seeking to exploit both the situation and Kelly's obviously fertile mind, gently used her hair to pull her mouth free from his cock and said, "Call him back."



A string of saliva dripped over Kelly's lower lip and connected to Tyrell's cockhead as she turned her gaze to meet his, as if to ask "Are you serious?" Secretly inside she wanted him to be serious. She felt a burning desire to make this call. She wanted to hear her husband's voice as her lips were touching Tyrell's cock.
Tyrell didn't use words to answer her silent question. Instead, he just continued to hold the phone out and nodded towards it. Kelly held out her tongue and followed the string of saliva towards his cock and, after capturing it all, smiled at Tyrell and said "Ok."
With her free hand, the hand that was not still in the process of kneading Tyrell's balls, she punched in her pin and then took his cock to the root as she waited for the first ring.
Kelly had just pulled her mouth free from Tyrell's shaft as her exasperated husband answered on speakerphone, "Kelly honey?! Are you ok? I was frantic here without you answering my texts or calls."
She grinned up at Tyrell before answering David, "I'm fine honey. I've just been busy and have had a lot on my mind. I guess I wasn't paying attention to the phone."
Kelly felt Tyrell flex his cock so she ran her tongue around the head her husband replied, "I'm just glad to hear you are ok." He paused before continuing "So, is the visit going ok? Do you think you'll stay there tonight too?"
Kelly gave her own delayed answer as her tongue was following the most prominent vein up Tyrell's shaft as her husband asked the question. "Yes honey, the visit is going fine." She stared into Tyrell's eyes as she continued, "And yes I plan on staying tonight also. I think it is doing me some good."
Her naïve husband again made mention that he was happy she was ok and was about to say something else when Tyrell again flexed his cock in her hand. Kelly abruptly cut David off, "Honey, I hate to cut this call short, but I need to go. I will try to remember to text or call you later."
David replied with a slightly hurt sounding, "Ok. Talk to you later. I love you." To which a hurried Kelly replied, "I love you too." And then she clicked the end call button a moment before she began to cum.
As her orgasm took over, Tyrell released his own seed into her mouth. Her mouth, partially open from her own orgasm, accepted the first blast on her tongue and a bit of his sperm slipped over her lower lip and on to her chin. Instinctively, she quickly closed her lips around his spurting cockhead and captured the rest of his sperm in her mouth, swallowing it with pleasure.
Kelly's eyes were smiling at Tyrell as she finished draining his balls into her belly. Then she looked up at him and said, "Thank you for making me talk to him. I needed that. I didn't know I did, but I do now."
Tyrell pulled her up and Kelly tucked her head into the crook of his shoulder. She lay there, eyes closed, running her hands along his chest and belly as she relished the earlier moment. She didn't feel guilty. She felt naughty. Somehow, the shaming of her husband like that, even if he had no idea of what was going on, was a sexual thrill for her. And she was happy it brought pleasure to Tyrell also.
After a bit Kelly got up to make Tyrell some breakfast and then told him she was going to go to her hotel to get her things. As she drove, she reflected on what she had done over the last few days. About how her world had changed. How her marriage had changed. And how she herself had changed. She resolved that she would enjoy the moments while here, and then figure out what the future held later.
She showered and changed in her room, and was slightly disappointed in the clothes she had to wear. They just didn't present the sexy image she wanted to give to Tyrell. So when she packed her things, she opted to not check out of the room. Instead, she went shopping for a couple more risqué and sexy outfits, then returned to the room to change.
The Kelly that arrived at Tyrell's place a couple hours later, was markedly different than the one that grudgingly showed up just a few days before. She wasn't dressed overly sexy. Unless it was compared to her former self. The jeans she now had on were a bit snugger and hugged her curves wonderfully.
Similarly, her top presented a beautiful image. It was white button down top that was slightly sheer and in the right light and direct look, would show that she was braless underneath. She left the hotel with a new sexier bra pushing her breasts up, the spaghetti thin straps obvious under the sheer top.
Tyrell was pleasantly surprised at Kelly's appearance as she stepped through the doorway. Kelly briefly modeled the clothing for him and then they headed out, presumably for the hospital. Along the way they passed the same 7-11 as the day before. And the same young black men were standing outside. Tyrell, who was driving, noticed Kelly give a lingering glance in the direction of the men as they drove by. Then at the next traffic light, he pulled into the left lane and made a U-turn.
Kelly's eyes shot open wide and she was a bit uncertain of how to react. Had he caught her looking? Was something going to happen here? Would he mention her arousal from yesterday?
All these thoughts and more raced through her mind as the car came to a stop. Kelly was breathing heavily as she began to open the car door and get out, when Tyrell stopped her. "My wife don't wear no bra remember?"
Kelly looked at him in shock. Did he really expect her to take her bra off with this top on during the day in front of these men? His emotionless stare gave her the answer. And just like that Kelly was removing her bra and dropping it on the floorboard.
With the bra off, she sat still in the passenger seat seemingly unable to open the door. The jolt of the driver's door slamming shut shook her from her reverie and she knew she needed to move. Stepping out, Kelly had to brace herself against the car door from the rush of emotions her body was feeling.
She was nervous. Embarrassed. Aroused. Scared. And excited. All at the same time. But it was arousal and excitement which were winning the moment.
When Kelly finally looked in the direction of the men, she saw Tyrell standing with them and they were all staring in her direction, waiting for her to join them. She did.
By the time she reached Tyrell's side, Kelly's nipples were at full on attention. She felt as if she could literally feel the blood coursing through her veins. And she briefly debated whether she might actually orgasm upon reaching them.
As she sidled up to Tyrell, the men made no bones about looking at her tits. All she could do was smile coyly at them and watch their eyes dance from her nipples to her eyes. She was in a fog and wasn't sure if they weren't speaking, she couldn't hear them, or if she just couldn't process their words. Whatever the case, she had no recollection of anything being said until Tyrell said it was time to go.
Tyrell led her back to the car and she was rubbing her pussy through her jeans by the time he was sitting in the driver's seat. He glanced at her with a grin and said, "The hospital or my place?"
Kelly replied in a breathless hoarse voice, "Your place." And then, as the car began to move, she glanced at the men staring at the car and waving at them mouthed, "Bye."
An hour later, the window air conditioner was struggling to keep up with the warm Virginia summer as Kelly again found herself bouncing her pussy up and down on Tyrell's shaft. She had cum twice already and was cresting towards her third orgasm as she felt Tyrell's cockhead expand while it pumped his seed into her pussy.
Following another day of fulfilling sex, Kelly again woke Tyrell with a blowjob before the two of them headed off to the hospital. She was wearing her snug jeans and a nice form fitting pull over top. Her perky nipples declared her lack of bra to the elderly black man handing out the visitor's passes. He appreciated the greeting.
Shortly before the visit ended, a doctor came in to greet her and said since her father's situation wasn't changing and there wasn't much they could do other than monitor and feed him, they suggested he stay a few more days and then they could arrange hospice care at the house. They needed to free the bed. This was an immediate dose of cold water on what had been an otherwise arousing start to the day.
When Kelly and Tyrell left the hospital, she realized she needed to return home for a few days as her help in making the arrangements to get her father settled back in the house would be required when that time came. She needed to get home to pack more clothes, let her husband know what was going on with her father, and, as much as she didn't want to admit it, get away from Tyrell before things really got out of hand.
She explained all of this to Tyrell who, knowing he had already awoken the sexual monster within her, feigned disappointment with her decision, but said he understood.
After checking out of the hotel room she had barely slept at, Kelly headed for home from Tyrell's place about an hour later. She thought about her behavior over the last few days and her thoughts on it seemed to change with each mile marker she passed. There was no denying she enjoyed it. No denying she had cheated. No denying she was now unfaithful. And no denying she was already missing Tyrell's lovely black cock.
She drove on. Hip hop radio playing. Towards her husband David. Braless.
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Kelly felt her braless tits jiggle slightly as she drove, the movement causing her nipples to continually brush against her top and fanning the heat which she was trying to quell. The sensation made it very difficult to clear her thoughts of her experience with Tyrell and to bring her focus back to her husband. Further complicating things was her wandering mind as she glanced at the various other cars on the highway.
She couldn't help but wonder whether each black man she saw had a cock as impressive as Tyrell. Or if any of the white women had experienced the raw sexual pleasure to which she had been treated the last few days. She felt a bizarre sense of pride at the thought that probably none of those women had enjoyed anything remotely close. She had a hard time suppressing the smile forming on her lips.
Kelly was probably 30 minutes from home when she felt the weight of her infidelity begin to make its presence known. She debated whether David would notice anything different about her, as if she had some scarlet lettering upon her forehead declaring "I cheated on you!" She wondered if her own reaction upon seeing him was for her to blurt out those very words. Finally, after not being aware of the last few miles of road as she was lost in her thoughts, Kelly decided she needed to stop at the next rest stop to get herself together or risk driving off the road in a haze.
A few minutes later a blue highway sign appeared and she followed its lead and parked her car. Kelly sat for a bit to collect herself and then realized she needed to put a bra on before she arrived at home as her husband David would question this unusual twist in her manner of dress. She quickly retrieved one from her bag in the backseat and then made her way towards the building's restroom.
Just as she was about to enter the rest area building, a black man stepped out and held the door for her. Kelly offered a reflexive smile at his gesture and then felt her cheeks flush as she saw his eyes move to her hardened nipples which were rather prominently displayed without a bra. Kelly's smile broadened as the man glanced up at her eyes and nodded his head; an appreciative reaction to the sexual image she presented. Her smile was still fixed on her face as she stepped inside the building.
Kelly made her way to the bathroom and glanced at herself in the mirror. The image staring back at her was different than what she was used to. Part of it was no doubt the result of her nipples gently bulging under her top, but there was another element, a look in her eyes; a look which she found both exciting and of slight concern as she debated whether it would jump out to David in the same manner it seemed to be jumping out at her. She paused a moment and then reasoned she was imagining or embellishing things, then made her way to a stall to strip her shirt off in order to don her bra.
A few minutes later, armed now with a sweet tea to accompany her for the rest of the way, and her sensitive breasts supported by her bra, Kelly was back in her car and merging onto the highway.
When Kelly pulled into her driveway, her heart was pounding with anxiety. She sat in the car calming her breathing and then finally took the inevitable plunge which she knew she couldn't avoid. On slightly unsteady legs Kelly made her way to the door of her home. In an ironic twist reminiscent of her meeting with Tyrell, when Kelly pushed the door open, her husband David was immediately there to greet her.
The husband and now unfaithful wife hugged and when David pulled back to look at her, Kelly braced for him somehow realizing she had cheated. Instead of the accusation she feared, David just kissed her and said he was going to the car to get her bag. Kelly stood there frozen in place as she watched him step out the car oblivious to his wife's recent conduct.
She was still standing there as he made his way back inside and David jokingly said "You haven't been gone that long have you? You still know where everything is right."
Kelly's mind clicked at those words. While she offered a smile and little giggle at his joke, in reality she felt like she had been gone a long time. Those few glorious days with Tyrell had implanted themselves in her in a way which somehow expanded the timeline. Even David looked different to her. Kelly stood there smiling as David brought her bag to their bedroom, then she shook her head clear and followed him.
He had just set the bag down near the hamper and seemed intent on emptying it for her when she told him she could take care of it. She was anxious that her clothes might somehow declare her behavior to him.
Kelly began to empty the bag as David dutifully inquired about her father, his house, the car ride, and so on. As they talked, Kelly kept glancing at the mirror waiting for the "Unfaithful" bubble to appear over her head like in some silly video. Kelly made sure to make no mention of Tyrell in order to not give David any reason to question anything.
The couple left the bedroom and sat on the couch together, David picking up with the show he had been watching and Kelly sitting next to him. Immediately she drew a comparison between her husband and Tyrell and internally scolded herself for doing do. Still, the thoughts continued and she envisioned Tyrell pulling her face down to his cock as he sat there watching TV. A grin formed on her lips when she glanced at David and thought to herself, "That's something you'll never do."
Around dinner time David asked Kelly if she felt like going out to eat. She readily agreed as it might offer some welcome distraction from her meandering thoughts about still being with Tyrell. A half hour later their car was pulling up to a restaurant and Kelly's mind was once again struck with fear. Could anyone there have seen her out with Tyrell the other day? Had anyone also visited a patient at her father's hospital and recognize her?
Again Kelly scolded herself for being so foolish to think like that, and the stream of thoughts ended with her finally concluding, "Stop it. None of these people have any clue I am fucking Tyrell." That thought caused her to giggle out loud and when David asked what she was laughing at, she just shook her head saying it was nothing.
Once seated, Kelly began to gain comfort her secret was secure. All those people around her, her husband directly across from her, and none of them knew that earlier that morning she had sucked off her black lover. None of them knew her pussy had been filled with his seed. None of them knew he had taken her anal virginity. None of them knew any of it. Throughout their dinner, all of this combined to serve as a measure of freedom for her, and only increased the feeling of naughtiness she was beginning to enjoy. It also continued to chip away at her intentions to return to respecting her marital vows.
After dinner as the evening wore on towards bed time, Kelly again had a wave of anxiety hit her as she wondered what she should do if David initiated sex. She was fearful he might notice something was different about her after fucking Tyrell so frequently over the last few days.
In the end, it was guilt more than desire which prompted Kelly to welcome David's advances. But she felt a strange desire the moment they kissed and their tongues touched. She thought back to her tongue receiving Tyrell's cum just hours earlier. Though she knew there was no way there could be anything remaining, the thought excited her tremendously. It served to spawn her desire to actually continue their sex.
Kelly was actually a bit amused as her husband went through his normal ritual of his sexual routine. A period of time kissing. A period of time squeezing her breasts and sucking her nipples, and then slipping inside her and cumming rather quickly. It was markedly different from what she experienced with Tyrell.
Tyrell 'gave' by taking her. Tyrell laid out expectations which she sought to achieve. Tyrell generated lust in her by his look or his touch. David inspired none of that.
Kelly had never thought of it before and probably never would have, had she not had her recent experience, but it was probably why until a few days ago, she didn't really think of sex in such a powerful way. She went through the motions with her husband. She fucked Tyrell.
She was barely through this string of thoughts when she felt David tense up and begin to cum. She wondered if she had even made a sound during this brief little exchange and made a conscious effort to express a moan of enjoyment to avoid hurting her husband's feelings.
Unlike her time with Tyrell, Kelly made no effort to clean her husband's penis with her mouth. She instead handed him the box of tissues after removing one for herself to clean her pussy. She couldn't help but giggle at the comparison between the two men when David got up to throw his tissue away and Kelly handed him hers.
David was soon fast asleep as Kelly lay next to him. Her husband's penis did nothing to get her off, but it did rekindle the fire for an actual fucking and she had no desire to sleep. As if on autopilot, Kelly picked up her phone and pulled up the recent string of texts she exchanged with Tyrell. There she found what she was looking for, the picture of his hard black cock which he had sent her at the hospital.
Kelly lay next to her clueless husband as she gazed at the picture of her desire. She rubbed her clit to two wonderful orgasms but it did not quench the need to have a cock, a real cock, inside her pussy. Grudgingly, she put the phone down and resolved to get some sleep, telling herself she would need to confine her lust for Tyrell to these little solo masturbation sessions.
The next morning, Kelly woke up and intended to block Tyrell from her mind. During the day she stayed active by shopping or just running errands. She and David discussed options on what to do with her father and she also spoke with her brother. David had tried to talk Kelly into getting her brother to fly out and take a turn at her father's place so the burden was not all on her, but she rejected his ideas citing the agreement she and her brother had made based on where they lived. These things all served to keep her mind at bay.
At night however, when things began to slow down, Tyrell once again emerged into her thoughts. It usually began when she started the process of getting ready for bed. She couldn't help but reflect on how her marital bed was essentially for sleeping, while Tyrell's was for fucking. The end result was her falling asleep with thoughts of Tyrell either fucking her or her riding him.
She had tried to initiate sex with David on the second night but was concerned how he might respond to this suddenly forward behavior. Would he question what got into her? Would she somehow reveal some new skills which would expose her infidelity? Or worse, would he not respond to her advances and only confirm her growing belief that her sex life with her husband was forever inadequate. She opted to avoid all the issues and decided she would give it some time before pushing things any further.
Right after Kelly made her decision to let some time pass, her phone buzzed. It was a text message from Tyrell: "Missing me?"
She wanted to be angry at his arrogance in asking that question. She wanted to say no; that she was happy to be home with her husband. But she couldn't type the words. It wasn't just that she couldn't make her fingers do it, it was also the moisture she felt in her pussy at the thoughts Tyrell's text had generated.
Kelly tried to take the innocent route in her response, "Tyrell, you can't text me like this. David is right next to me."
Tyrell provided a playful mocking answer to her dilemma, "Awww. You wishing it was me laying there?"
"Tyrell, please!" Kelly pleaded.
"Girl, get your ass to a place where you ain't gotta worry about him!"
As Kelly read Tyrell's commanding reply, David rolled over and asked if everything was ok. Kelly seized the opportunity to get out of bed and continue the chat with Tyrell. "Everything's ok David. One of my friends is texting. I'm going to go to the living room so you can get to sleep." With that, she leaned over and gave her unsuspecting husband a kiss before getting out of bed to chat with her lover.
She gently closed the bedroom door behind herself and then nearly hopped into the living room in an almost teenage excitement. Kelly plopped herself on the couch then quickly replied to Tyrell, "I'm up and in the living room. He was asking what was going on!"
Tyrell replied with a simple smiling emoji, and then sent a second reply, "Call me"
Kelly's left hand slipped below the waistband of her pajama shorts as she read that command a few times. Then she clicked the call button.
Tyrell answered in that deep voice which she had come to adore, "Whatcha doing girl?"
Kelly could not believe the excitement she was feeling at the moment. She tried to think back to a first date in high school or some other event which had given her the same butterfly sensation she was currently experiencing. She replied in a sexy whispered purr she didn't even intend, "I was just getting in bed. David was lying next to me."
She didn't know why she felt the need to add that last line, and whether it was for her or Tyrell's benefit. Probably both.
Tyrell continued in his bedroom voice, "Mmmmm...I like the sound of you getting in bed. Of course if I was there it wouldn't be to go to sleep."
Kelly unknowingly let out a low moan as her fingers gently stroked her clit to thoughts Tyrell's words spawned in her mind. Her finger gently circled her clit as Tyrell continued, "You touching yourself girl?"
"Mmmhmmm..." Kelly moaned in response.
"Keep it going babe. Cum for me, girl...cum for me."
And that was all it took. Kelly's pussy climaxed in response to the arousal she was feeling and Tyrell's command. Her breasts arched towards the ceiling as she humped her pelvis to meet her pleasuring finger. All the while she held the phone to her ear and listened to Tyrell's alternating breathing or moaning. The sounds were heavenly.
As Kelly settled down, Tyrell asked, "I like the sound of that girl. But you need a cock to really get you off. Ain't that right?"
She smiled as he spoke, but before she could answer she saw movement out of the corner of her eye. It was David. "Everything ok honey?" he asked.
Kelly heard Tyrell chuckle on the phone and felt a slight sense of embarrassment which evolved into irritation that David was there. In a very real way he was intruding on her time with her lover. She looked back at David, who was standing in the kitchen looking at her in the living room through the nook, and said, "Everything's fine David. I'll be in bed in a few minutes. Go back to sleep."
David somewhat sheepishly nodded and then stepped away towards the bedroom as Kelly and Tyrell, like a teenager busted by her parents, giggled at the situation. After a moment, Kelly told Tyrell she needed to go to avoid any issues. Tyrell agreed and they said their goodnights.
The next few nights found Kelly and Tyrell engaging once again in sexual texts or phone calls, though these were done with more discretion and away from David.
On her fourth day home, Kelly's phone buzzed a bit earlier than normal and she quickly grabbed in anticipation of more sexy playtime with Tyrell. That quickly fizzled out when realized it was the hospital calling to say they decided home hospice was the only option for her father and they wanted to transport him to his house no later than the next afternoon while they worked on longer term hospice plans.
The rapid turnaround in emotions from what she thought that call was, coupled with this short timeline was overwhelming. While the hospital was going to coordinate transport and help set up the necessary care, they were not going to make her father's house ready for what was to come. She needed to get there and rearrange whatever was required in preparation for his arrival.
She broke the news to David about having to leave for the hospital while gathering her clothes at the same time. Kelly's mind was racing as she packed and she was only partially listening to David as he expressed his concerns. It was only when there was an extended period of silence did she realize he was waiting for an answer.
Kelly turned to David and said "I'm sorry, what did you say?"
David stepped up to her and put his hands on each of her shoulders saying, "Would you like me to go with you?"
Kelly took a few moments to comprehend his words as the hands being on her shoulders brought her thoughts back to Tyrell and the gentle pressure he would apply when he wanted her on her knees before him.
She quickly got herself back on track and told David, "No honey. I will have enough to manage and don't want to have to worry about you getting back for work. I don't have to worry about anything until school starts getting closer."
David nodded his understanding and told Kelly he was going to take her car to fill up the gas tank. She gave him a quick peck on the cheek in gratitude and then watched as he left the room. Once hearing the car back out of the driveway, Kelly sat down heavily on her bed.
Her heart was pounding with the potential of what was to come. She was almost embarrassed at the reaction she was having. She had just received a phone call about her father's deteriorating health, yet she was aroused because the situation was going to put her back with Tyrell. The dampness in her pussy told her she was looking forward to doing just that.
With David gone, Kelly grabbed her phone and stared at it a few moments. She needed to contact Tyrell to let him know, but wanted to try and hide the arousal she was feeling. She keyed in Tyrell's contact information and felt her nipples rise and pussy flush when she heard his voice. She could tell from the sound that he was still in bed. And she immediately mentally transported herself to being there beside him. Or on top of him. Or beneath him.
As excited as she was, Kelly needed to get to the point of the actual visit before the conversation went anywhere else, "Hi Tyrell. My father is being sent home from the hospital tomorrow. I am coming up this afternoon to get things ready."
Tyrell responded, "Girl, you can 'come' here any you want."
Kelly gave a nervous, laughing reply, "Tyrell, stop that. This is serious."
"Don't worry about me girl. I'll be just how you want me."
Kelly was struck by the double meaning of his last statement and was unsure how to respond. She chose the innocent route, "Thank you."
She sat back again and could not escape the arousal she was now feeling at returning to Tyrell. Her body was involuntarily responding in anticipation. She briefly debated going into the bathroom to get herself off before finishing packing, but didn't want David to return home midway through. Instead, she picked out some of her sexier clothes and put them in the bottom of her bag, then quickly covered them with clothing David was more familiar with. She convinced herself that it was best if she do so 'just in case'. Shortly after she finished packing, Kelly heard the car pull up and then a moment later David was in the house. After a brief discussion where she provided her plans, Kelly and David exchanged a hug and a kiss and then she was pulling out of the driveway.



Kelly was barely 10 minutes into the trip when Tyrell began to take over her thoughts. It seemed with each mile her anticipation only grew. And the thing is, she was enjoying it. She switched to the radio station he had programmed. She reflected on what they had done and what more was in store.
About 15 minutes from his place Kelly pulled off at a rest stop to go to the bathroom, and while in there, she paused in the stall and removed her bra. She giggled to herself at the role reversal in how going home to her husband David she felt it necessary to put her bra on, while on this trip to her 'black' husband she needed it off.
Being alone with one's thoughts can be productive but dwelling too long sometimes can lead to obsession. When Kelly finally put the car in park at Tyrell's place, she was falling into the latter category. She had spent the last 15 minutes of her trip, with her now braless tits jiggling with every bump in the road, debating on what the next few days held, and just how much more she could experience.
The Kelly that got out of that car was a far cry from the one who had got out during the first trip. That 'early version' of Kelly did not have the sexual thoughts this 'new version' had racing through her head. That version had never experienced Tyrell's black cock and this version could only think of having it once again. Instead of moving with trepidation, Kelly now moved with confidence. She was there for a purpose and a desire.
She momentarily paused at the front door to debate knocking, and then decided to just let herself in. When she stepped across the threshold and her nose was filled with Tyrell's rich male scent; she felt a surge of sexual adrenalin run through her. She had the urge to call out his name but opted instead to just seek him out. Kelly found him on the bed, on his back, his cock semi-hard and laying on his left thigh. He had a big grin on his face.
Kelly's mouth began to salivate as she took in the sight. She moved towards him, her face angled towards his cock as she glanced her eyes up at his. The mutual desire was palpable within the room. Neither exchanged a word as she swooped in on his ebony shaft. The first physical contact between the two of them was her dragging her tongue from the base of his cock to the head, before she wrapped her lips around him and pulled him into her mouth.
Kelly tempered her lust to begin a slow and deliberate blowjob. Her head bobbed up and down and she could occasionally feel saliva slip from her lips and down his rod. Her hands began to caress his full testicles and stroke his shaft. Tyrell's moans of pleasure began to reverberate within the room, increasing her passion.
Her mouth remained locked onto his cock until she felt his balls contract and begin to pump their seed into her sucking mouth. An orgasm bloomed for her as the first rope of cum bathed her tongue. She swallowed it to make room for more as she crested with him.
Kelly was breathing heavily through her nose as she finished sucking him dry. She gently pulled her mouth free from his cock, giving the head a gentle and loving kiss, before turning her gaze towards his.
"Hi honey, did my black husband miss me while I was away for a few days?"
Tyrell's smile was the answer she wanted to receive. Kelly was still fully clothed as she slid up the bed and sidled up next to him, placing her head on his shoulder as they lay together. She recounted her trip back to her house and playfully told Tyrell he must have corrupted her sexually because of her complete lack of attentiveness during her sex with David. They shared some laughter at the experience and Kelly admitted she was grateful to Tyrell for letting her know sex could be this good.
After this little conversation, Kelly realized she had yet to check in with her husband and felt a wicked desire to do so right there. So she pulled her phone from her back pocket and dialed David's number.
"Hi David, I just wanted to give you a quick call to let you know I made it safely."
Tyrell's slight chuckle rumbled through as her head was so close to his chest. "The traffic? Oh the traffic was fine. I'm going to settle in here for a bit and then contact the hospital." She looked up at Tyrell as she continued; "It'll probably be a full few days so I might not be able to contact you as much you'd like. You understand right honey?"
Kelly exchanged a smile with Tyrell as they listened to David's naïve response over the speaker, "I understand Kelly. Let me know if you need anything."
"I will. Love you." And with that she hung up the phone.
Kelly sat up and removed her top as Tyrell said to her with a laugh, "A full few days huh? I like the sound of that."
She responded with a naughty smile, "I think I'll like the feel of it even better." And then once again brought her adulterous lips to his cock. Kelly sucked him hard again, then removed her pants and straddled his cock. She gently spread her labia with one hand and positioned his cockhead with the other then looked up at Tyrell with a smile as she was about to slip him inside her, when she noticed he had her phone in hand and was videoing the act. She immediately began to cum at the realization and pushed down on his cock; her pussy swallowing him inside.
Kelly's orgasm continued to bloom as she felt his entire shaft inside her. She ground her extended pussy lips into his pubic hair, feeling the gentle scratch on her clit. Then she began to ride him hard, bouncing her pussy up and down on his lap. Her pent up desire from the last few days was being released.
Tyrell simply lay back and alternated watching and videoing as she rode him. He was amazed at his good fortune for making the effort to finally seduce her as his gambit was paying off. As he felt his own orgasm approaching Tyrell grabbed Kelly's hips to slow her down, then, with the phone videoing, said, "I'm getting ready to cum bitch, where you want it?"
Kelly looked at Tyrell then glanced at the phone before answering, "Fill my pussy up loverrrr..." as she came again.
Tyrell required no further encouragement. His cock erupted, pumping his sperm into her welcoming love canal. The camera captured it all, to include Kelly's loving tongue bath of Tyrell's semen covered cock after she slipped off him.
A few hours later a naked Kelly wrapped up the phone call with the hospital planning her father's transport to the house. The following morning, shortly after Kelly woke Tyrell with a blowjob, the hospital called to say they were sending a nurse over in advance of the transport to make sure the house was set up properly and to answer any possible questions Kelly might have. They explained that her father would be in the house for a short, but undetermined, period of time while the hospital worked to get him a room at a full time hospice facility.
The young Filipino nurse, both confused and seemingly a bit jealous of the interracial couple, told them a nurse would be by each morning and evening to check on him and help with any things they required. Kelly and Tyrell thanked her for her assistance and then enjoyed a laugh about her reaction to them once she had departed. A short while later the two of them were at it again with Tyrell pounding his cock into her pussy on the same couch the nurse had been sitting on.
When the transport ambulance carrying her father arrived, Kelly couldn't help but feel a dampening cold sensation wash over the earlier sexual excitement the house had been charged with. The medical technicians moved her father to his room, set up the necessary equipment, answered any final questions and then were on their way. It didn't sink in until after they had left that one or both of them had to remain at the house the entire time her father was there to make sure they could respond should any of the equipment dictate. For the first time over her multiple nights with Tyrell, they went to bed without having sex first.
That next morning however, as the sun illuminated the bedroom, the normal routine between Kelly and Tyrell resumed. She woke first and, immediately after a brief stretch, kissed her way down his abdomen to his cock. She now had come to love the sensation of a cock being in her throat as she worked to get him off.
Kelly had just finished swallowing his full load of semen when her phone buzzed. She was initially going to ignore it thinking it was her husband, and then realized it could be the hospice nurse. Sure enough, they were calling to let her know they would be there within the hour. Kelly took that time to make Tyrell some breakfast, shower, and tidy the house up a bit before they arrived.
Once the nurse arrived, Kelly marveled at the skill and efficiency displayed as the nurse cleaned her father, replenished his IV, checked all the systems, and then moved on, presumably to do the same for another patient.
When Kelly stepped out of the room with the nurse, she felt a slight sense of guilt at having spent no time in her father's room since he had returned. However, as she reflected on his indifference and aloofness towards her growing up, there was an almost "serves him right" thought running through her mind.
Those thoughts were extinguished the moment the nurse's car left her street when Tyrell stepped up behind her and began to rub her tits and grind his cock into the small of her back. Kelly surrendered herself to the moment and just leaned back into Tyrell's chest.
Tyrell continued his tit massage as he undid his pants, then he slowly turned Kelly around as he steered her towards her knees. As she knelt before him, he grabbed the bottom of her t-shirt and Kelly raised her arms as she descended, allowing him to remove her top in one action. Any consideration that her father was in the house was removed the moment she felt his cock slide across her tongue.
Kelly sucked his cock until it was fully hard then brazenly stood and stripped herself naked. She then bent over the arm of the couch and wordlessly offered Tyrell her pussy. Tyrell took the offer and buried his cock in her moist snatch.
After pounding her to three orgasms over the course of a 10 minute fuck, Tyrell pumped his seed into her pussy and then decided it was time for another step in the white teacher's tutoring session. While she was sucking his cock clean of their mixed fluids, Tyrell told her he wanted her to take a run to the store to get him some beer. Completely under his spell and with her mouth full of cock, Kelly agreed.
She sat up and wiped her mouth before giving his cock one more smooch, then scampered to the bathroom. They joined a few minutes later in the bedroom as Kelly was removing a bra from her suitcase. Tyrell immediately walked up and removed the bra from her hand, stating clearly, "I already told you, no bra when you with me. Understand?"
Kelly wanted to protest about going shopping without a bra, but then thought back to the feeling she had at the rest stop when that anonymous black man gazed at her braless nipples pushing out of her t-shirt. Her desire to disagree left her at once and she just nodded.
Ten minutes later, her pussy still leaking with a hint of Tyrell's cum, and her nipples rock hard from the arousing fuck she had recently experienced, Kelly was at the traffic light directly across the street from the gas station. The same gas station where Tyrell had put her on display in front of those young black men. And those same young black men were standing outside. Kelly had no idea Tyrell had placed a phone call to ensure she would have a "welcoming committee" when she arrived.
Kelly noticed them the second she pulled into the parking lot and she felt a surge of excitement. Without Tyrell, however, she wasn't sure how to act. She wasn't even sure if she should get out of the car or go to another store. But then they all turned to look at her. And her decision was made.
Kelly parked the car and slowly got out, breathing heavily, and hoping the redness she felt in her cheeks was not as obvious as it seemed.
Immediately the men greeted her. "Hey girl! Ain't you Tyrell's girl?"
Kelly smiled in response and couldn't help but step towards them as she moved towards the door. As she got closer the men parted a bit but then closed off her path, essentially surrounding her. Kelly could feel her breathing pick up and, to her mild embarrassment, felt her nipples surge. She swallowed heavily in nervous excitement as one of the black men stepped up closer, and as if reading her mind, said, "Nothing to be nervous about girl. We just happy to see you." He then paused and looked at the others before casting a glance at her nipples then back to her eyes, "And it looks like you happy to see us too."
Her growing arousal made her unable to formulate words to respond and she didn't realize she was nodding her answer until the man continued, "Thought so baby. Tyrell a lucky mother fucker baby. Damn."
Kelly's cheeks flushed further and her nipple surged anew as she gave a sexy smile and bit her lip. Her reaction drew murmurs of approval from the men and then the leader spoke again, "Tyrell must have you running errands for him so we best be letting you go. Don't want to get in the way of any loving you gonna give him."
Just as he said this, he turned sideways in a manner which brought him closer to her and for a moment Kelly thought he was going to lean in and kiss her. Instead, she felt his hand on the small of her back as he guided her forward. Kelly turned to look at him and then the others as she said in a voice which now seems able to turn even the simplest phrases sexy, "Thank you."
An emboldened Kelly stepped into that convenience store feeling on cloud nine. She quickly found the refrigerated beer area and loitered a bit longer than necessary with the door open, acknowledging the response from her nipples as they felt the cold air. She did nothing to hide herself as she paid, inwardly enjoying the stare given by the young white clerk behind the counter.
When Kelly walked out of the store, instead of walking directly to her car, she took a brief detour to where the four black men were standing. Holding the six pack in her right hand, Kelly let her eyes dance from one man to another as she said, "I have to get back to Tyrell. I'm here for at least a few days. I'm sure I'll see you again."
She stepped away with sweet little wave and gentle smile.
Kelly drove away in disbelief of what she had just done. Why had she flirted with them like that? Would it get back to Tyrell? And how would he react if it did? She didn't want him jealous or upset in any way so she debated whether she should just tell him, before giggling at how different her attitude was when it came to Tyrell and her husband David. As she put the car in park she opted to not say a thing as it was really just slightly different from the interaction Tyrell himself had encouraged.
The adulterous wife moved with a bit of a spring in her step as she carried her black lover's beer into the house. Tyrell was seated on the couch, smiling as he tapped out a text, when she walked in. Kelly stowed the beer in the fridge then walked out to give her lover a kiss. A few moments later and the pair were passionately making out.
Tyrell had Kelly moaning with lust as he tweaked and played with her nipples beneath her top. The combined effect of Tyrell's skilled touch and the flirtatious interaction Kelly experienced with the men at the gas station had Kelly raring to go. In what was becoming an increasingly natural action, Kelly slipped from her seat on the couch to her knees before Tyrell. As she did, Tyrell grabbed the bottom hem of her top and Kelly raised her arms, essentially slipping out of it as she knelt. She at once began to remove his jeans.
It was at this point, whenever she sucked his cock, that Kelly began to tune out the world beyond Tyrell's groin and her own mouth. She felt the drool begin to pool in her mouth. She felt her tongue begin to slowly glide across her lower lip as it waited in desire to taste him. And she watched as his shaft emerged from within his pants.
Immediately her tongue snaked out to tickle his urethra and then swirl around the thickening mushroom head of his cock. Her lips soon followed her tongue as she first kissed and then wrapped them around his cockhead. She pushed forward, gently following the contours of his hardening shaft as she worked to push him into her throat. Kelly continued her descent until she felt his cock breach the back of her throat and then her lips touch his pubic hair. Her mouth full, she could only smile with her eyes.
Kelly felt Tyrell's hand come to rest on the top of her head as she began the slow bobbing up and down on his cock. She slowly adjusted the position on her knees to allow her fingers access to her pussy and so she could look up at him as she blew him. Tyrell nodded appreciatively as they made eye contact and then reached down with his right hand to gently tweak her left nipple.
The combined effect of her finger strumming her clit and Tyrell's cock sliding in and out of her mouth had Kelly on the brink of orgasm. And when a second black cock appeared in her peripheral vision, her orgasm erupted. Kelly let out a low, almost guttural moan as her orgasm washed over her. She slowly dragged her eyes from this new black cock to look up at Tyrell. He simply smiled at her and then gently motioned with his head for her to look at it once again.
When she did the cock was only inches from her mouth and she debated whether she could feel its heat. She still had not acknowledged the owner of this cock's face as she nursed the crown of Tyrell's shaft. Kelly's eyes were transfixed on the new cock as she felt Tyrell's slowly sliding out of her mouth. A moment later, in synchronized fashion, as Tyrell full withdrew his shaft, he simply steered her mouth towards this new black dick as it pushed forward replacing Tyrell's in her mouth.
Kelly began to cum again as she welcomed this second black cock into her mouth.
She didn't bother to look up at the cock's owner. At first she just pretended it was Tyrell. But as she continued to suck it off, she became more aware of the subtle differences between the two cocks and the realization that she was actually comparing the different feel of two black cocks in her mouth began to bring her off again.
"That's right my little bitch," Tyrell began, "you can't deny it. I knew it from the moment I saw you."
Kelly realized with a shock just how readily she had accepted this new cock into her mouth. That shock was followed by the second realization of just how easily she fell into the role Tyrell was creating for her. And her orgasm continued to bloom.
Her moment of confirmation came shortly after Tyrell had pulled her mouth back to his hard cock. She had been bobbing her head up and down on his shaft for a few minutes when she slowly pulled back and moved to the other cock. She did it without any prompting from either man. She did it of her own volition. She just knew it was the right thing to do.
That simple act, moving her head six inches to the left, was a declarative statement to all in the room. Tyrell stood from the couch and the man who possessed the cock she was now sucking took his seat. Kelly's mouth followed along with him.
When the man sat, she felt Tyrell's hands grab her hips from behind. He began to work her pants down over her hips and thighs. She helped to the best degree she could but she would not stop her oral pleasuring. Her mind was reeling in anticipation of Tyrell's cock slipping inside her as she sucked off this second cock.
As she felt the crown of his shaft press against her drooling seam, Kelly finally looked up to see who she was blowing. It was one of the men from the gas station. The one who had led their brief chat and who had placed his hand on the small of her back. As Tyrell buried his cock in her, Kelly's eyes hooded over as she came again.



The man she was blowing waited until Kelly had begun to come down from her orgasm, and then grabbed the sides of her head bringing her oral ministrations to a stop, his shaft still locked between her sucking lips. Careful to not let himself slip from her mouth, he slightly pitched her face towards his so they were more directly looking at one another, then said, "Name's Rashad, little bitch. And Tyrell wasn't lying about your talent girl. I'm just surprised your husband doesn't keep this to himself."
Kelly blushed at the statement, but then couldn't help herself. She slowly pulled back from Rashad's cock, giving it a long and loving lick, and then said, "My husband has no idea about this." She bit her lip in excitement before continuing, "Tyrell has taught me everything I know." Then she leaned forward and took him to the root.
Rashad groaned in pleasure and reared his hips up to meet her mouth as his balls tightened up in his sack. A moment later they began to pump their fill into Kelly's mouth. She gulped each rope down with passion.
Tyrell, hearing her words and then listening to her swallow Rashad's seed, took a firm grip of her hips and then buried himself in her pussy as his own cum filled her womb.
Kelly began to cum again; moaning around Rashad's now spent cock, then pulling free when her lungs begged for oxygen. She took a breath of air and then groaned out a "Fuuuckkkkkkkk..." as she felt the warmth of Tyrell's seed spread inside her pussy, her head resting on Rashad's inner thigh.
Once things had settled down a bit, Kelly felt a wave of embarrassment at being naked before Rashad, and at having sucked him off like that without even really knowing him. But Tyrell seemed to sense this and pulled her up on to his lap so she could curl up with him. The sensation of being in his powerful arms eased any anxiety she was feeling.
A while later, in her naked glory, Kelly made the men a late lunch and closed her eyes for just a short bit as the two men snored on their own chairs. She woke with a start when she realized she needed to get herself and the place cleaned up before the hospice nurse arrived.
Kelly began to move around quietly straightening things up all while trying to not disturb her sleeping lovers. She caught herself and giggled slightly as she thought that. "Lovers". A few short weeks ago, the only man she had been with was her husband. Then Tyrell entered the picture. And this morning, Rashad. Instead of being ashamed at her behavior, Kelly instead felt a surge of arousal; almost bordering on pride.
Somewhere in this process Tyrell woke and asked her what was going on. Midway through her response Rashad woke and asked "What the fuck you talking about, hospice nurse? Which one of you needs a fucking nurse?"
His almost alarmed reaction caused both Kelly and Tyrell to giggle slightly. Then Tyrell turned to her and motioned for her to respond.
She felt her face flush with what she was about to say, as if just coming to a level of realization herself. "Uh, Rashad, my father is here. He's in the upstairs bedroom. He's in failing health and is being transferred from a hospital to a hospice care center soon. A nurse comes in and checks on him twice a day."
Rashad looked at both of them like they were lying before saying, "Bullshit. Ain't no way your old man here. What the fuck he be here for anyway? And you being all sexy and shit downstairs? No fucking way." There was a hint of aroused curiosity in his voice as he talked about Kelly's recent behavior.
Tyrell answered, "It's true bro. I worked with her old man. Fucker wasn't much of a father to my girl here, but she still seeing this through." He then looked at Kelly as if asking if she had anything to add.
Kelly did. "No, he wasn't much of a father. But it was either me or my brother that had to be here, and he lives too far away to take time off. Plus, me being a teacher and having the summer allows me the time." She then smiled at Tyrell and also at Rashad as she finished, "And I think this little experience has provided some fringe benefits."
Rashad still didn't believe a word of what they were saying so Tyrell again stepped in. "Don't believe us mother fucker? Come take a look yourself." He gently grabbed Kelly's arm as she frantically threw her t-shirt on over her head and then led the way towards the room her father was staying in. "He fucking out of it, so ain't gonna be no conversation, but you can see he in there."
With that, Tyrell pushed the door open and Rashad was stunned to see they were telling the truth. His look of surprise caused a giggle from Kelly, which turned to a slight moan of approval as Tyrell draped his arm over her shoulder, and she turned to look at him with a smile.
Tyrell had a fiery look in his eyes which initially caught Kelly off guard. But when she glanced in Rashad's direction and saw a similar look, her mind momentarily froze. Then she heard Tyrell's voice, seemingly coming from afar, "What time that fucking nurse due here?"
Kelly's breath caught in her throat as she knew what that question implied. She knew it was probably at least 30 minutes, but couldn't bring herself to answer. Tyrell, without words, answered for her. There was enough time. He gently nudged on the adulterous wife's shoulders and Kelly fully realized what was to happen. She paused only briefly, before slipping to her knees before Tyrell and Rashad, her unconscious father only 10 feet away over her right shoulder.
The wicked naughty arousal she felt were beyond words. Her mouth was dry with the raw excitement, yet she felt as if she were salivating at the same time. Her heart was pounding and her breathing heavy. She could not believe what she was about to do.
But when their black cocks appeared, she lost any reservations.
Looking up at Tyrell with submission, Kelly opened her mouth and took his cock in. She sucked his shaft until it was coated in her saliva and then shifted her pleasure to Rashad's cock where she repeated the treat. Her breasts swayed within her shirt, enflaming her nipples with each gentle rub against the fabric.
She began to take each cock to the root, holding them in her throat as she moaned around their cock. Though lost in her own world, Kelly was also aware of the ticking clock and the fact the nurse could show at any time. Somehow this only served to further arouse her.
Both men themselves beyond excitement at what they were feeling and witnessing, would not last long enough to make the nurse's arrival an issue. It was Rashad who went first. Kelly had just moved to his cock with a theatrical moan and pushed him into her throat as he began to cum. She held him there as she felt his cock flex with each eruption of semen into her belly. Her lungs begged for oxygen but her desire to please him took precedence.
Rashad finally pushed her sucking mouth from his cock and Kelly took a large gulp of air before focusing her attention on Tyrell. She took him all the way at first, and then backed off enough to just suck the head, using her hands to stroke his length. Her wedding ring occasionally flashing in the corner of her eye as she held Tyrell's gaze with her own. A moment later and he bathed her tongue with his jism and she swallowed it down heartily.
Kelly remained on her knees after swallowing them and tried to collect her thoughts, almost in a sense of denial. But the looks of the two men denied her any refuge. She gave into the moment, "I can't believe I just did that." as she glanced over her shoulder at her father. She smiled mischievously as she looked back at Tyrell and Rashad and repeated herself, "I can't believe I just did that."
The threesome moved away from the door and Kelly quickly cleaned the area up, finishing just five minutes before the Filipino hospital nurse arrived. Kelly watched the diminutive woman run through her checklists as the heavy loads of her two black lovers sat in her belly.
When the nurse left, Kelly felt the eyes of both men on her. She looked at them with a devious grin and then said, "You guys are a bad influence on me."
As if on cue her cell phone rang; it was her husband David. Her grin remained on her face as she looked at the men while answering the call, "Hi honey...yes, I'm doing ok..."
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The days until the hospital finally found Kelly's father some long term hospice care continued with a similar routine which altered Kelly's sexual mindset completely; she woke Tyrell every morning with a blowjob, fucked him in the afternoon, and then capped the evening with him taking her in whatever method they happened to perform. By the time the transport ambulance left her father's house for the final time, Kelly viewed good sex as a requirement in life. Tyrell had turned her from the woman who had occasional casual sex with her husband, to a woman who needed to fuck regularly.
Unfortunately, along with this realization was the acknowledgment that she needed to return home to her husband David, lest he make an unannounced trip to her father's house and catch her in the throes of her new found passion.
Tyrell, knowing this moment was coming, couldn't help but smile as he watched her inner turmoil run its course. He knew she was hooked now. He knew there was no 'real' going back to her former life. He knew she wanted his cock as bad as he wanted her pussy. And he knew from the expression on her face that it wouldn't be long before they worked out just how to make that happen.
The day after her father had been taken to the hospice care and she had finished swallowing Tyrell's morning seed, Kelly knew she had to come to terms with the situation. She continued to suck and tongue bathe his cock as she worked up the nerve to actually break the news that she had to leave. Tyrell smiled down at her as he watched her internal emotional conflict rage.
Finally, Kelly pulled her mouth away from Tyrell's cock and looked up at him. Her voice slightly quivered as she spoke. "Tyrell," she paused to steady her voice, "Tyrell, as much as I don't want to leave, I have to get back to my husband. I...I...I'm so torn on what to do! I can't stay but I don't want to go!"
Tyrell pulled her up onto his chest as he spoke. "I don't want you to go either, but you know your husband gonna start wondering what the fuck's going on if you don't get home soon."
He intentionally chose words that would emphasize to Kelly that David was the reason their fun had to end. He wanted that sentiment to work put up a bit of a barrier between the two of them. A barrier he could exploit.
Kelly could only nod in agreement. Then she spoke, more to ease her own frustration than anything else, "I still have another month and a half before school starts up again. I can make at least a couple trips back up here. I'll make the trips during the week when David won't be able to join me."
Tyrell grinned at her willingness to be so deceptive then gave a response which generated a playful swat from Kelly, "You damn right you gonna make some trips here. You can't deprive this cock of that pussy for too long!"
*******
Three days later, Kelly was home in her marital bed with her mind fixed on Tyrell's black cock. No matter how hard she tried or what she ended up doing, her mind wandered back to the raw sexual pleasure she experienced with Tyrell.
When she made the bed in the morning she thought how neat the covers had remained overnight compared to what the blankets were like in Tyrell's bed after they spend the night together. Rubbing her hands across her nipples in the morning shower had her wishing it was Tyrell's fingers tweaking them instead. Even when she attempted to do mundane housework such as vacuuming the floor her mind drifted to his cock as she gripped the handle of the vacuum. Her days generally ended by her fingering herself to an orgasm which only served to up the ante for the next day.
Through all of this, she feigned a lack of desire the couple times David attempted to have sex. She blamed her response on her father's situation and she just didn't feel like it. Of course, her real reason was she knew sex with David was no match for fucking Tyrell.
Kelly's marital vows faltered again when she finally ended up texting Tyrell on her fourth night home. It was an innocent text, simply asking how he was doing, but it inspired all the naughty feelings she had so recently been experiencing and attempting to suppress. She giggled to herself like a schoolgirl as she clicked send, and she could feel her breathing and heart rate accelerate with excitement. She didn't have to wait long for a reply.
About 10 minutes after sending her text, her phone buzzed with a wordless reply from Tyrell. He simply sent a picture of his hard black cock seemingly staring at her through the phone's camera. Kelly's mouth began to water at the sight and she simply stared for a few moments before nervously looking around to make sure David was nowhere nearby.
The buzzing from Tyrell's second text startled her and she nearly dropped the phone. There was no picture this time, just a text "Missing me?"
Kelly laughed as she realized she answered "Yes" out loud before typing the word in response to him.
A moment later another message appeared. Tyrell had sent a gif of a black cock sliding in and out of a bare white pussy. It was a close up shot and Kelly was struck by the eroticism of the act. Her hand made its way into her pants and she began to rub her clit as she watched.
A few moments later and she received another gif. Again, a black cock sliding into a shaved pussy. This time, the black man's hand was laid out where the woman's pubic hair had been. Then a third message came, "This could be you if you was here."
Kelly initially had a jealous reaction thinking that might have been Tyrell's cock fucking another woman. She quickly shook those thoughts and realized they were just things he found on the internet to arouse her. "I know it could," she replied, "and I wish it was me."
She paused a moment before adding, "I'll try and come back up in a few more days. Is that ok?"
Tyrell smiled at the obvious desperation in her text; the bitch was good and clean hooked! He let her dangle without a response for about 10 minutes, then answered, "Yea, just make sure your hub stays the fuck home." He paused a moment and then sent another text, "See that clean pussy in those pics? I like that."
Kelly trembled with arousal immediately upon realizing what it was Tyrell wanted her to do.
The following morning, minutes after David had kissed her goodbye and left for work, Kelly was in the bathroom starting the process of removing her pussy hair. Having no experience in this before, she was a little unsure of what to do. But a few clicks on the internet solved that problem. Her hands were shaking as she began to clip away at the hair, knowing she needed to steady them when it came time to actually use her razor.
That evening she broke the news to David that she was returning to see her father for a day or two but that she would be back by the weekend. He urged her to wait for the weekend when he could join her but Kelly insisted she go now so they could relax together once she had returned home.
Kelly was on the road 15 minutes after David left the following morning. The overnight bag she packed contained no bras, no panties, and only clothing she felt would Tyrell would find attractive. She delighted in the sensation of her tits gently swaying within her button down top as she drove.
As Kelly stopped at the last traffic light before Tyrell's street, she quickly tapped out an "I'm here. Call you later" text to David. After seeing the delivered message appear on her screen, the once faithful wife completed her shift into Tyrell's lover. She closed her eyes for a moment and took in a deep breath and then slowly exhaled to complete her transformation. She arrived at Tyrell's five minutes later. A new woman.
Tyrell was perched by his window as he saw Kelly pull up. He watched as she parked her car and then saw a seemingly new woman emerge. There were still vestiges of the prudish woman he had broken just a few short weeks ago, but her sexual confidence was now obvious. He watched as Kelly strode to the door. Her braless tits gently dancing inside her top. Her nipples aroused and awaiting playtime. The skirt she had selected exposing her lovely legs. This imagery caused Tyrell's cock to harden.
Kelly didn't bother to knock. She stepped inside and with a sexual purr, called out, "Tyrell baby...I'm here." She had barely finished the last syllable when Tyrell stepped into her view. He was shirtless. His powerful chest, lean and ripped from his work and exercise, made her breath catch. The top button of his jeans were undone and Kelly felt her heart begin to race. Part of her wanted to race across the floor and leap into his arms. Or fall to her knees. But the other part held her anchored in place as her eyes drank in the sight of him moving towards her.
As Tyrell closed to within the last few feet, he smiled at his conquest. And Kelly then sunk to her knees.
Her hands grabbed at his jeans and slowly pulled them open as she gazed up into his eyes, "Hey baby...mmmm" were the only words she could get out before her lips closed around the head of his cock. Kelly was so far gone in lust that she had no idea just how much her mouth was watering at the sight of Tyrell or the anticipation of what was to come. As she pushed his cock into her mouth, saliva was forced out. It crested her lower lip and hung there, swinging gently as she worked more of his chocolate shaft across her tongue.
The strand of saliva thickened and lengthened the deeper she took him until it finally made contact with her chest and slipped into her cleavage. She felt it slowly work its way down between her tits. She relished the sensation.
At the same time, Kelly was working to open Tyrell's pants to gain better access to him. Once satisfied that she had pulled his pants completely open, she brought her hands up to stroke him, severing the string of saliva which then became lube for her grip.
Tyrell once again marveled at his conquest. He stood there, looking down at Kelly as she obediently looked up at him with his cock in her mouth. He didn't move, letting her do all the work. The only effort he made, other than to present himself to her, was to rest a hand on the top of her head.
He was amazed just how good at cocksucking she had become in such a short time. And the sensation and sight was too much for him to last. The first words Tyrell said to her since her arrival were, "Here it cums little bitch...swallow me!" And his balls began to pump his seed into her mouth.
Kelly felt her own orgasm begin to bloom as she upped her suction and swirled her tongue on the sensitive underside of his cockhead as she milked his balls for all their contents. She swallowed with each rope of cum to make room for more, savoring the taste as she did so. The look of pleasure on Tyrell's face only served to enhance Kelly's own. As Kelly realized his orgasm was ebbing, she pushed forward and took his cock to the root into her throat. She felt his knees slightly buckle and heard him groan out in pleasure as the last of his load pumped into her throat.
When Kelly was certain she had swallowed all he had to offer, she slowly pulled back, easing his cock from her throat and sat back on her heels. She winked at him as she pulled in a deep breath. Then she smiled and said, "Miss me?"
Tyrell didn't verbally respond, he simply smiled as he walked backwards towards his couch where he sat down roughly. Kelly remained kneeling with her sexy smile still on her face for a few moments before she stood. She said to him, "I have a surprise for you." Then, grinning naughtily, she added, "I hope you aren't too tired to receive it."
Tyrell motioned for her to move in front of him and said, "What you got for me? I'm not too tired my little bitch."
Kelly, who was moving the moment Tyrell directed her to, continued to sexily sway towards him. "Are you sure?" she baited him. "I'd hate to show you my surprise and not have you ready for it." Both knew she was simply teasing him, but it served to spice the mood further.
Standing in front of her black lover, Kelly began to slowly unbutton her blouse. She had never had any experience at doing any seductive striptease, but giggling to herself she realized that any woman should be able to at least hold a man in place if he was aroused enough.
Kelly unveiled her tits to Tyrell and studied his expression as she let her blouse fall from her shoulders to the floor. She then pivoted slowly to give Tyrell a side view of her body before turning her back to him and looking at him over her shoulder with a sexy gaze. Her hands reach back for the small retaining button and zipper on the back of her skirt. She unfastened the button and slowly lowered the small zipper.
She watched as he shifted in his seat and saw as his cock slowly began to rise. Kelly slowly dragged her skirt below her hips and offered a sexy shimmy of her ass as if to assist easing herself from the skirt's confines. Once free of her hips, Kelly let the skirt fall to the floor and pool at her feet. She was now completely naked before her lover.
"Are you sure you are ready for your surprise?" It was question that did not need to be asked as his cock was now approaching its full hardness, but Kelly couldn't help but continue the playful act. As Tyrell nodded his approval, Kelly slowly stepped away from the skirt, leaving it in a ball on the floor. She continued to pivot back to facing him as she said, "I hope you like it." And with those words she stood before him, gently running her hands down her naked breasts, across her flat belly, where they came to rest at her freshly shaved pussy.
Tyrell's affirmative groan let her know he liked her surprise. He punctuated that by taking hold of his hard cock and pointing it first towards her and then the ceiling. The motion was a natural beckoning for her to move to him and climb on to his lap. Kelly followed his wordless instruction to the tee.
She straddled his thighs as she climbed on to his lap. Her breathing was heavy with anticipation and excitement as Tyrell positioned his cockhead at her pussy lips. Though desperate to have his cock stretch her pussy again, she could not help but move slowly to both take in the sight and increase the building intensity. Finally, she lowered herself enough for him to come in contact with her wet channel. She had a burning desire to sink her full weight down in order to bury him completely, but she opted to savor the moment and allow him a slow penetration.
The moment his cockhead slipped past her labia her orgasm began. It continued as she felt him slipping deeper and deeper into her until her clit touched his pubic hair. And then the intensity of her orgasm reached its crest. Kelly's hands reached down to grasp at Tyrell's pectoral muscles as she threw her head back in pleasure. She ground her pussy into his pelvis as she came.
Though Kelly could not honestly say if her shaved pussy actually made any difference in the power of this particular orgasm, she could not help but acknowledge it was spectacular. When she finally glanced down to see his black shaft buried in her shaved snatch, she was immediately reminded of the videos Tyrell had sent and began to cum again.
Tyrell remained still, simply presenting her his cock on which to ride. Kelly did not disappoint. She quickly began to rise up and down his shaft before ultimately beginning to nearly bounce upon his lap. Her tits danced before his eyes as she was completely lost in the moment, almost unaware of him being there except for the cock providing her such pleasure.
When she began to slow due to fatigue and needing to catch her breath, Tyrell grabbed her hips to momentarily pause her with himself buried to the root, then he quickly maneuvered her so she was now on her back on the couch and him above her. He then began to piston in and out of her welcoming cunt. Kelly splayed her legs as wide as she could to give her lover as much access to her pussy as possible. As Tyrell felt his own orgasm brewing he reached down and tweaked both of Kelly's nipples which spawned a new orgasm for her as his cock began to pump its seed inside her.
When he finished emptying his load into her womb he held himself deeply inside her and watched as she continued to tweak her own nipples as she came down from the euphoric high they had just mutually experienced. When her eyes finally opened to see Tyrell's smiling face above her, he slowly withdrew his cock and Kelly immediately slipped from the couch to her knees to suck his cock clean of their combined juices.
A short while later Kelly found herself curled up on the couch taking a quick nap to recharge after the incredible greeting she and Tyrell enjoyed.
When she woke, Tyrell told her to get dressed so they could take a run to the store. Kelly complied quickly and checked her appearance in the bathroom before leaving the house. It wasn't until the car was pulling away from the curb did Kelly think about possibly seeing Rashad again and what reaction he might have to seeing her. Her clit seemed to sparkle at the thought.
Tyrell and Kelly pulled up the little store at the gas station and sure enough Rashad was outside with two of the black men she had seen there before and one new man. Kelly's nipples were still perky in her top from her earlier fun and they only further surged with excitement as she got out of the car.
As soon as Rashad saw her walking towards them, he said something to the three men he was standing with and she soon felt all of their eyes upon her. Kelly felt her face flush with embarrassment while at the same time feeling her nipples come to further attention under her top. Her mouth was dry and her breathing heavy as she walked with Tyrell, the ogling of the men apparent and spawning conflicting emotions in the young wife.
The men greeted Tyrell with the familiar fist bumps or greetings but never actually looked at him. Their eyes remained focused on Kelly. Rashad, waiting for the others to finish greeting Tyrell, stepped up to Kelly and pulled her in for a hug. He leaned his mouth down to her ear and whispered, "I been missing you girl. Nice to see you again."
Rashad's breath on her ear, the clear implication of his words, and his embrace enhanced Kelly's dilemma. She feared she would be unable to hide the arousal she was feeling and knew her nipples would be a dead giveaway. She tried to think of something to say to Rashad as he stepped back, but could only look up at him with slightly hooded eyes and say, "Uh, nice to see you again Rashad."
The moment Rashad moved away one of the other men moved in for a hug of his own. The second familiar face followed and then the new man she hadn't seen before today. By the time she had finished hugging all four men, Kelly's pussy was soaked and she was having trouble processing what the men were saying. Thankfully, at least at that moment, they were not talking to her so she didn't need to respond. Instead, they were talking to Tyrell. About her. And their eyes remained on her.
Instead of this being somewhat intimidating or viewing this as any kind of problem, this little event became a moment for Kelly to continue to let down her guard. She felt herself easing into the situation and the environment. Allowing herself to further park the "David's wife" persona and bring the woman she felt like now to the front.
Rashad broke the silence. "Back here visiting your father?"



Kelly paused a moment and let her new identity answer, "That's what my husband thinks. But actually my father went to hospice a couple weeks ago." She watched the other men's reaction out of the corner of her eye and then finished her thought, "I haven't seen him since the day after you were at the house."
Rashad nodded his head, Tyrell gave a slight grin of approval, and the other three men stood there wondering what they had just missed. Tyrell looked at Kelly and saw the excitement in her eyes, then spoke, "Tell you what, we just here to pick up some brew. How bout we go back to the house to celebrate her old man getting a new place to sleep?"
Kelly's mind was reeling at the possibilities from what Tyrell just said when two of the men standing there began to complain, "Fuck man, this shit ain't fair! We about to head off to work!"
Tyrell responded, "Not my problem. Besides, my little bitch still gonna be here tomorrow anyway. Ain't that right?"
Kelly could not formulate words to respond so she just nodded in agreement.
In what seemed like just moment later the jolt of the car door closing reminded her of her situation. She was now seated in the passenger seat of her car next to Tyrell which was still relatively new but not that unusual. But in the backseat were Rashad and one of the "regular" black men she had seen at the gas station; she still didn't know his name.
Kelly closed her eyes a moment and let it sink in that they were all headed back to the place Tyrell had shared with her father to undoubtedly have sex. Try as she might, she could not bring herself to deny she was actually excited about the prospects of what was to come. And a smile formed on her face.
Within the confines her seatbelt would allow, Kelly turned to look back at the men seated behind her and said to the man she did not yet know, "Well, I know Tyrell and Rashad, but I'm afraid I don't know your name yet.", she let the unspoken question kind of hang there with a smile on her face.
The man sat there with a grin of his own for a moment which made Kelly initially wonder if he was going to actually tell her before responding "Name's Michael."
Her existing arousal, combined with being in the car with these three black men with the near certain probability that the four of them were going to have sex, and the way Michael's eyes stared into hers made Kelly lose her breath slightly. She took a moment to pull in some air before replying, "Well it's nice to meet you Michael." She had a burning desire to shimmy her fingers under her skirt to touch her clit as she turned to face forward.
Leaning back into the seat, she had a fleeting thought about David as her wedding ring caught her eye. Unbeknownst to anyone else in the car, Kelly twisted the ring around on her finger so the diamond was on her palm side, and used that to gently touch her skirt right above her clit. It remained in that position for the few remaining minutes of the trip.
Once parked, Kelly had to take a measured step from the vehicle as she felt almost drunk from the anticipation of things to come. She paused at the right front passenger side of the car and grabbed Tyrell's bicep at the elbow as he passed in front of her. The act again made her think back to David but that thought was quickly swept away as the voices of the two other black men caught her ear.
She followed Tyrell inside with both a sense of trepidation and excitement. She had no idea of what was expected or if she was going to be up to the challenge. She was forging new ground so quickly she wondered if she was able to keep pace with herself! The weight of things hit her a bit when the three men took seats in the living room.
This was the first time Kelly had a look at multiple potential lovers ahead of time. She thought back to the first time Rashad appeared when she thought his cock was actually Tyrell. The second time she was with Tyrell and Rashad it was more of impromptu session because of the men's desire to take her in immediate proximity to her father. This was different. It was clear they all, including her, returned to the house for sex. But how to go from this point to that was something Mrs. Kelly Harkins had zero experience in.
So she took a more familiar route to collect her thoughts. She smiled at the men and asked if anyone wanted anything to drink. Tyrell, sensing the conflict within Kelly but also knowing she was excited about what was to come, responded for all by telling her to grab them some beers.
When Kelly returned, Tyrell had her serve the others first then bring him his. As she came back to him, he caught her wrist and gently pulled her towards him. Moving her torso forward with her legs being blocked by either his legs or the couch had the natural, and Tyrell's desired, effect of having her essentially fall forward towards his chest. The sudden action caused a giggle from Kelly and had the unexpected result of breaking the tension she had brewing.
Once she was braced against him, her mouth moved to his and their tongues began to dance. Tyrell's fingers immediately reached up to tweak her nipples and Kelly let out a low moan of desire. Without breaking the kiss, Kelly slowly went from the awkward standing position with her knees locked, to a more comfortable kneeling stance with her face now tilted up to Tyrell's. Her breasts slid down his chest and gently rested against his lap as her position shifted.
When she felt the bulge of his cock against the underside of her tits, Kelly's hands seemingly instinctively moved to work to free it. She wanted it in her mouth.
Michael's throat clearing in response to what he was witnessing momentarily shocked Kelly back to the reality that it was not just her and Tyrell in the room. But she was already too far gone to come back. Instead, she opted to pique her own arousal. Once Tyrell's cock was free of his jeans' constraints, Kelly broke the kiss and began to slowly to kiss her way down his chest towards his erect shaft. While doing so, she shifted her gaze towards Michael, making eye contact with him as her tongue came in contact with Tyrell's cockhead. At that precise moment, Mrs. Kelly Harkins was gone.
Her eyes slowly danced between Michael and Rashad's eyes as she wrapped her lips around Tyrell's bulging cockhead. The men stared, enthralled by the sight before them, as Kelly lightly bobbed her head up and down Tyrell's cock, taking just a little more than the head in her mouth as she enjoyed the looks on their faces. After a few moments of this, Kelly winked at the men and then turned her gaze to the owner of the cock she was pleasing.
Tyrell, grinning with both pleasure and a seeming sense of pride, nodded his head to her in approval of her action. And with that Kelly pushed down, taking his cock into her throat. The groan of the three black men, Tyrell from the pleasure he was experiencing and Rashad and Michael from what they were seeing was nearly musical to Kelly's ears.
As Tyrell's pubic hair grazed her lips Kelly gently shifted her head from side to side, as if working to take more of his impressive cock into her throat. She then slowly drew back, slurping at his shaft and leaving it glistening with her saliva as she did so. She pulled in a deep breath through her nose and then took him to the root again, her lips never releasing his cock from their grip.
Kelly's focus on sucking Tyrell's cock was broken when she sensed the shadows on either side of her and realized both Rashad and Michael had moved from their seats. She pulled a hand from Tyrell's shaft and slipped it under her skirt as she saw both men had freed their cocks. She glanced at Tyrell with a wordless query and he simply nodded.
Kelly took the unspoken command for what it was: "Suck my friends' cocks."
She pulled her mouth from Tyrell's cock with a pop and sat back on her heels briefly. She looked up at both Michael and Rashad as she salaciously licked her lips. Then, offering them both a wicked smile, Kelly leaned in and took Rashad's cock into her mouth. She sucked his cock and caressed his balls for a few moments before turning her attention to Michael. The realization that he was her third lover, no, third black lover she corrected herself, finally pushed her past her limit and the long brewing orgasm struck. Her left hand braced against Tyrell's left thigh as she held Michael's cock with the right.
As she came down from her orgasmic high, Kelly felt Tyrell's hands at work unbuttoning her top. She looked at him with the head of Michael's cock still in her mouth and smiled as best she could. Once all the buttons were undone, Kelly, keeping Michael's ebony shaft in her mouth, pulled her hands away from his cock and let her blouse fall from her shoulders. Her already hard nipples surged again with excitement at being freed. And at being put on display for yet another man.
Kelly didn't wait for Tyrell to remove her skirt. She unzipped it herself and shimmied out of it, never releasing the cock she was sucking from her mouth. Only once she was completely naked did she pull her mouth free. She smiled at Tyrell and took hold of his hard shaft with her left hand, holding it pointed to the ceiling. Then, like a stalking cat, she climbed on to his lap and positioned her moist pussy lips atop his pulsing cockhead. Then she slowly eased herself down, her pussy swallowing his cock into her womb.
Another orgasm erupted in Kelly and she ground her hips into his lap as she rested her forehead on his collarbone. Tyrell grabbed hold of her hips and set her pace for riding him as both Michael and Rashad each began to tweak a nipple and play with her tits.
The sexual energy then exploded. Kelly began to bounce on Tyrell's cock as she switched back and forth between sucking off the other two men. As she was switching from Rashad to Michael, a strand of saliva and pre-cum that had been hanging from her lips splashed across her naked tits and she began to cum again. She buried Michael's cock in her throat as she did so, and held him there throughout her orgasm. A moment later, Michael joined her in cumming. He grabbed the sides of her head and humped forward as his balls spewed their ejaculate into Kelly's sucking mouth.
Though desperate for breath, Kelly continued to milk Michael's balls for all the sperm they had to offer. When he finally released her, she pulled back slowly and relished in the sensation of fresh air filling her lungs. She gently coaxed a bit more seed from the head of Michael's cock and gave it a wet kiss before turning her lips to Rashad.
After watching the lust filled spectacle before him, Rashad was more than ready to pop, and the moment Kelly slipped his cockhead into her mouth, he did just that. His seed splashed on to her tongue to join Michael's. Kelly sucked him to completion then finally swallowed the mouthful of jism both her black lovers had provided.
Still working her hips to fuck Tyrell, Kelly turned her gaze towards him. Her eyes were slightly hooded from the sensual pleasure she was basking in. Her cheeks were slightly flushed from the physical exertion. And there was a drop of sperm clinging to the lower right part of her bottom lip. Tyrell's eyes took in the image of lust before him, and then watched as Kelly snaked her tongue out to lap up the wayward drop of sperm from her lip. And his cock erupted inside her.
Kelly ground her hips into Tyrell's lap as she felt the warmth of his cum spread inside her love channel. She rubbed her clit and joined him in orgasm. She slid her sloppy pussy from Tyrell's cock and then sunk to her knees before him, using her mouth to lick their mingled juices from his shaft.
**************
Two hours later, Kelly was again bouncing her married pussy up and down on a black cock. This time the cock belonged to Michael. Rashad had just finished in her ass, after which she gave his cock a tongue bath, and Tyrell had cum in her mouth. She was now focused on pleasuring Michael.
When Michael's seed finally emptied into her pussy, Kelly continued riding him until her own orgasm was complete, then she slipped off him and took him into her mouth; she cleaned his cock of their combined spend.
Flopping heavily on to the couch from taking on the three men, Kelly took a deep, relaxing breath, then reached for her cell phone. Her giggle caught the attention of the men who were also relaxing around her. Tyrell looked over at her, "What's so funny little bitch?"
Kelly's face reddened when she realized she had giggled aloud. She didn't want to answer but soon felt the eyes of Rashad and Michael upon her. Their looks expressed the silent command, "Answer him."
Kelly bit her lip a moment and then replied, "My husband called." She paused for a second then continued, "Four times. And he texted twice."
Though she tried to fight it, she couldn't help herself. She giggled as she looked at the face of each of the three black men. "I guess he misses me." With that, the men joined her in laughing.
She was able to resist their effort for her to call him by expressing a need to go to the bathroom. But an hour or so later, after having a drink and some food, the men began to have their energy restored and they repeated their desires to return David's call.
Kelly giggled at their request, but pushed back saying, "I can't call him now. What if he hears one of you?"
Rashad replied, "Come on little bitch. We can be quiet. Besides, the look on your face says you want to make the call."
Kelly couldn't deny it. There was something inside her that was compelling her to make the call. That same something that made her giggle aloud instead of suppressing it and not letting them know. That same something that had her tell the truth about how many times he had called instead of just making something else up. There was something there.
She glanced at each of the three men one more time before pausing to look at Tyrell a bit longer. Then she glanced at the phone and back to Tyrell. Then she hit the call button. At the first ring she whispered to the men, "Ok, shhh."
David answered on the second ring. His somewhat frantic greeting was the only part of the conversation not played out over the speakerphone. Kelly's mind was reeling from the sexual tension and the arousal she was feeling at the shaming of her husband. Her mind was having a hard time rectifying the conflict. But there was no doubt she was incredibly turned on.
She lied to David about being too busy with the visit and working out arrangements that she didn't hear his call. And that she needed to wait until she was in a good mental place before returning it. Those two statements were not in fact total lies. She was busy on the visit and was now in the right mental place to make the call. But her father's hospice care situation had nothing to do with it.
To mask any potential sounds, Kelly told David she was now driving and had him on speakerphone. She then slowly glided naked across the floor towards Tyrell. As her naïve and clueless husband David rambled on about missing her and being nervous, Kelly settled on to Tyrell's lap sideways. She held the phone at arm's length as she presented Tyrell her tits to suck.
Feeling his thick lips and wet tongue lock on to her nipple as David blathered on nearly drove Kelly over the edge. She paused long enough to shift so his lips moved to her other nipple. As she did, she felt his cock begin to stiffen against her ass cheek. She knew what she needed to do next.
Kelly slowly pulled her breast away from Tyrell's mouth and slipped to the floor between his knees. She looked up at him with a fire in her eyes then motioned with her finger for him to remain quiet. Kelly then set her phone down on Tyrell's abdomen and used both hands to stand his cock up straight. She swirled her tongue around the head of his shaft as David continued talking. Kelly offered an occasional statement or sound to let her husband know she was still there and (not really) listening, before she suddenly pushed down and took Tyrell's cock to the root.
The sensation had Tyrell thrusting his pelvis up to meet her and the phone fell to the floor. Kelly held his cock in her throat as she turned her eyes back to Rashad and Michael for help with her phone. One of them grabbed it and held it next to Kelly's mouth as she pulled back from Tyrell's cock. David now shifted to asking "What happened? Are you ok?"
Kelly rolled her eyes in a look of embarrassment and then told David the phone had fallen to the floorboard and that probably meant she should go. Her unware husband agreed and they exchanged I love you's. His was said with him sitting home on the couch alone. Hers as she was kneeling naked before three black men, one whose cock was pressed against her lips.
David was making himself ready for bed as his wife emptied the three sets of balls into her body before going to sleep herself.
***********
When Kelly finally left a couple days later, she did so without going once to the hospice facility to see her father. She was just too busy satisfying Tyrell, Rashad, and Michael. Like her earlier visit, she really had no desire to leave though she knew staying any longer would run the risk of David becoming curious or possibly making an unannounced visit which would be disastrous.
The remainder of Kelly's summer followed a similar pattern. She'd make the trip to "visit her father" every Tuesday morning and returning home Thursday morning. She always did this during the week so David couldn't accompany her. She told him the same thing every time he asked, "I want to save the weekends for you and you wouldn't be interested in these visits anyway." Neither of those reasons were particularly true but he bought it, so all was good. The intervening times between her visits were filled with nearly daily sexual texts, phone calls, and sexy pics. All combined, Kelly's worldview, particularly as it related to her husband, changed dramatically.
Over those trips Tyrell "introduced' Kelly to the other two members of the gas station parking lot crew. Like Tyrell, Rashad, and Michael, Louis and Lamar fucked her exceptionally well and occupied all of her time so a visit to her father was not possible. She didn't care though. She was getting what she wanted.
Kelly, realizing her summer would soon end as would her freedom to fulfill her newfound passion, began to look for teaching positions near the area where Tyrell lived. She could play it off as being concerned for her father and needing to be closer to his hospice facility. She knew this would force David to either look for work himself or to extend his commute. But she also knew that he would probably bend to her wishes. The thought of giving up her newly discovered love for black cock and returning to her old life never entered her mind as a possibility.
Shortly before the start of the new school year, Kelly received a call for an interview at a school just a short distance from Tyrell's place. It was a somewhat rundown school, serving primarily minority students, but the administration was too happy to have a white teacher from a well to do school looking to take a position there. She planned the interview during one of her scheduled visits with Tyrell. She figured she'd keep all details on the possibility from David until after the interview and she had time to assess the prospects for actually taking the job.
And once again, it was Kelly who learned something about herself in this process.
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Kelly was incredibly nervous about the job interview, the transition to that school should she take the job, and David's reaction to all of it. But at the same time, she couldn't help but be aroused at the possibilities of being more available to Tyrell. She giggled before adding, "And his friends." to her thoughts.
The week prior to her interview, on one of her visits to Tyrell, Kelly opted to take a drive by the school so she had an idea of its surroundings and such. As she did so, she marveled at her own response of "I could do this..." as it being a worthy accommodation to continue the sex she had been receiving. The thought of the rundown nature of the school or the massive change in her comfortable suburban lifestyle a distant second to her newfound priorities.
It was still summer so there was no student activity and only administrative workers or others getting the building ready for the school year were present. She sat in her air conditioned car in the parking lot shortly before lunch, gently massaging her clit and reminiscing on the fucking she had received from Tyrell shortly before heading to the school as she considered this change in her life. She chose right before lunch as she knew from experience at her own school that she should get a look at who works there as most would undoubtedly leave the building to get some food.
Sure enough, she was there only 5-10 minutes, idling in her car, as people started to emerge. Most immediately turned right on the sidewalk towards what she assumed to be teacher parking. And as she suspected everyone she saw was a woman and black, save for one older, overweight white woman who was parked relatively close in what was probably secretary parking. Kelly thought about how the woman looked sorely out of place.
After a little bit, Kelly felt she had enough of an understanding of things and was ready to leave so she figured she should just quickly finish rubbing herself to orgasm before heading back to Tyrell's. She dipped a finger into her slit and brought a droplet of his cum to her mouth as her other finger continued to stroke and massage her clit. Still staring at the doorway to the school and imagining herself heading in there every morning, her orgasm began to erupt as a taller, fit, and casually well-dressed black man stepped from the building. His timing was perfect. Her eyes remained fixated on him as she came.
As she came down from her orgasm, Kelly realized he must be the principal or something similar as he seemed to have preferred parking. She smiled inwardly as her thoughts roamed to, "I think I could get used to working for him."
The following day, when Kelly had returned home, she broke the news to David that she wanted to pursue a job at a school near her father's facility and was going to interview during her next visit the following week. David was stunned by this news and torn on how to respond. He thought about his own job, the idea of moving, and the overall chaos that comes with these types of changes. He wanted to protest and remind Kelly about how her father had been aloof during her childhood and that he didn't warrant this much upheaval in their lives. However, David didn't offer any of those concerns. Instead of asserting himself and address the insanity of what she was proposing, he opted to dance around the edges of the issue. His effort failed miserably. In the end, he ended up bending to what Kelly wanted to do and at the same time confirming the biases which has been building up within her when comparing her husband to Tyrell. And once again her husband came out on the losing side of that debate.
********
Kelly spent those few days at home switching back forth from being excited about the potential benefits of taking the job at that school and being closer to Tyrell to being concerned about her ability to follow through on actually making the move. The thought of ending her newfound sexual awakening and returning to her previous life was never really considered an option.
The day before the interview Kelly stood in her living room with David; he was about to head off to work, she up to Tyrell's. The contrasting emotions between the two could not be starker. He was troubled with anxiety. She was bubbling with excitement and anticipation. David gave her a kiss goodbye and hug, then a less than enthusiastic "good luck" before he headed out the door. Kelly was texting Tyrell that she was on the way as she watched her husband get into his car.
Ninety minutes later, Kelly was on her knees in front of Tyrell swallowing a load of his seed which she had just sucked from his balls. Only after that did she text David to let him know she had arrived safely.
That evening, Kelly opted to call it an early night to be well rested for the morning interview, but not before she and Tyrell enjoyed a spectacular fuck.
As was now her custom, Kelly woke with the first rays of light spilling into the bedroom window and rolled over to take Tyrell's cock into her mouth. She sucked him to completion then got out of bed to shower.
Abuzz with both arousal and anticipation, Kelly pulled into the school parking lot ten minutes before her scheduled interview time. She wanted to arrive early to settle herself down and get prepared. After calming her nerves, Kelly stepped out of the car and walked confidently into the building. She was greeted by the overweight white woman she had seen during her last visit. The look on the woman's face confirmed one thought that had been dancing around in her head; she was out of place in this school. For whatever reason, that unspoken conversation between the two of them generated a wave of confidence in Kelly at the life adjustment she was about to embark upon.
The woman presented Kelly some paperwork to either sign or initial when she caught movement out of the corner of her eye. The principal, dressed in similar casual, but professional clothes, was entering the office area with another younger black man, around Kelly's age beside him. Kelly was struck by her initial instinct to eye them up and down and she hoped they did not notice. However, the two men were doing their own 'appraisal'. They stopped in their tracks upon seeing her and she felt a flush of embarrassment and arousal at the look in their eyes. Her face reddened in response.
Mr. Robinson, the principal, immediately stepped forward with an outstretched hand to greet her. He played off the awkward look with a subtle, "Sorry for that reaction Ms. Harkins. Not often we have lovely white women applying to work here."
His greeting only furthered the redness in Kelly's face and she shyly smiled before offering a "Thank you."
Mr. Robinson then motioned to the younger black man and introduced him as Jake, one of the gym teachers. Kelly couldn't help but swipe her eyes over Jake's physique and concluded that his body reflected an appropriate appearance for a gym teacher.
Mr. Robinson asked if Kelly wanted anything to drink before they began the interview, which she declined, then he asked Jake to excuse them so they could step into his office. Kelly could feel Jake's eyes appraising her body and it only further fanned the flaming embers inside her.
Just as the two of them stepped away from Jake, the office area door opened and Kelly heard a familiar voice. "Hey, Kelly! Is that you? You looking to get a job here?!" It was Rashad, obviously excited, in the doorway. She turned and saw Rashad there in a utility uniform, apparently a maintenance worker, standing there with an ear to ear smile.
Kelly couldn't help but return the smile based on the pleasure she had enjoyed with Rashad over the last few weeks, but she quickly remembered where she was and shook those thoughts from her head. She cleared her throat and responded, "Hi Rashad. Yes, I am here for an interview with Mr. Robinson," as she nodded deferentially towards the principal before continuing, "I'm hopeful!"
Rashad's smile seemed to brighten further and Kelly felt her face flush again and her nipples surge. Her excitement was nearly bubbling over at the multiple stimuli she was experiencing. She swallowed and took a deep breath and then looked towards Mr. Robinson with an expectant look. Mr. Robinson gave a nod of knowing agreement towards Rashad and then motioned to Kelly towards his office.
Kelly briefly shifted her gaze from Mr. Robinson to Rashad in a silent way of saying goodbye, and in that moment saw as he stepped from the office area to talk to Jake. Her imagination began to run wild at what the two of them were discussing; she just knew it was about her. Her thoughts were broken a second later when she felt Mr. Robinson's hand on her elbow, "Kelly? Can we continue?"
She again shook her head clear and then looked up at Mr. Robinson, who now seemed much closer to her, and nodded, adding, "I'm sorry. I guess I was just surprised to see someone I knew here." Then she quickly gasped at the possible double meaning of her words and added, "I mean, I just, um..."
Mr. Robinson chuckled as he continued steering her into his office. "It's ok, Kelly. I understood what you meant."
At this point Kelly was sure she had already failed the interview. The look on her face must have said it too because a moment after Mr. Robinson closed the door, he then closed the gap between the two of them. He stepped right up to her and gently, but firmly, took her arms in his hands as he looked down upon her, "Relax, Kelly."
In direct contrast to what Mr. Robinson had just said, Kelly felt her breathing and heart rate increase at his actions.
Mr. Robinson smiled at her, a different smile from what greeted her earlier. This was a smile of power and desire. A smile upon discovering a hidden gem. She stared up at him wondering if he knew about her real motivations for taking the job there. If Rashad has said something. Or frankly, if she was that transparent.
Then, with all those thoughts racing through her mind, coupled with being so close to this powerful black man, something clicked within Kelly.
And she just surrendered to the moment and smiled up at him.
In contrast to his smile of power, hers was a smile of submission. She was convinced Rashad had already shared stories about her with Mr. Robinson. Her brain connected the tales she imagined Rashad telling to the look she was receiving from her prospective new boss. For a moment, Kelly wasn't sure exactly what to do.
Then she made a spontaneous decision. She locked her gaze upon his for a few brief seconds and then, pitching up on her toes, she planted a kiss on his lips. She came back to settle on her heels again and continued staring up into his eyes to read his reaction.
Kelly knew there were really only a couple of real responses he might have, each with their own ranges. He could obviously have a negative response by having her removed from the office, whether by telling her to get out; having the overweight secretary escort her out; or calling the police.
Or he could respond positively by accepting her gesture as an awkward but nervous action and then either ending or continuing the interview; acknowledging she was caught off guard by the responses she faced from both Jake and Rashad and rescheduling the interview; or he could essentially confirm the fact that Rashad had already made mention of her and let this little scenario run a few more minutes to see what, if anything, lies beneath the surface.
He chose the latter.
Kelly, recalling her college sociology classes, studied his facial expression to see if she could determine the path he would choose. Mr. Robinson's jaw was set but his eyes were locked upon hers. They were emanating heat like warm black coals. A moment later she noticed the slightest grin appear on his face.
Finding the response she sought, Kelly smiled and winked, then slipped to her knees before Mr. Robinson. Kelly was delighted when she freed his cock to find it already hardening and deliciously black. She pulled it free from his pants and underwear as she sucked in her breath in excitement. Then she turned her eyes towards Mr. Robinson and stared into his eyes as she planted a wet kiss on the head of his cock. Another new black cock for Kelly to welcome into her mouth.
Kelly's eyes remained fixed on his as she slipped her lips over the swollen mushroom head of his cock. Completely surrendering to the moment, Kelly forgot about her interview and instead focused all of her attention on the cock in her mouth.
She leaned forward and took as much of his shaft as she could before pulling back and taking a deep breath. She then repeated the process, taking him further and further, and bizarrely enjoying the light gag reflex as his cockhead reached the back of her throat. However, it wasn't just the cock in her mouth giving her so much pleasure. It was the low hum of pleasure from Mr. Robinson which let her know she was doing a good job.
Mr. Robinson rested one hand on the top of her head and the other he held on his hips in somewhat of a superman pose. He slowly eased his hips back and forth in a gentle fucking motion which Kelly synched with her oral ministrations. Their dance became a slow mouth fucking which had Kelly drooling.
As the pool of saliva and pre-cum collecting in her mouth began to ooze over her lower lip, Kelly swallowed what she could and then felt an erotic surge when she reflected on how the day's events so quickly changed. She really did arrive at the school with the intent of it being a regular job interview. Granted, her purpose for taking the job was to put her in proximity to her black lover, but she didn't intend for a blowjob to be part of the process. But she wasn't about to complain; Mr. Robinson's cock was delicious.
The string of saliva now gathering at her chin brought her out of her little daydream and Kelly knew she needed to remove her blouse or risk a rather large wet spot which she would have trouble explaining when she left the office. She quickly worked the buttons and shrugged the blouse from her shoulders and a moment later she felt the cool drip of saliva reach from her chin to her tits.
The mental image of her drooling while sucking a black cock only served to further ignite Kelly's arousal. She pushed forward and took the last couple inches of Mr. Robinson's cock into her throat and felt his pubic hair at her nose and lips. She then let out a deep, low moan and that was all Mr. Robinson could take.
Her left hand was cradling his balls as she felt them pull up into his sack and she knew he was about to cum. She reached up and grabbed an ass cheek in each hand and held him buried in her throat as he pumped his seed directly into her stomach. She had a mild no-touch orgasm of her own as she felt his shaft throb on her tongue as his balls emptied themselves into her.
When Kelly was certain he was through, she slowly pulled back and nursed the sensitive head of his cock to be certain she had swallowed all of him, then she planted another kiss on the crown of his head and rocked back on her heels. A wicked smile of lust and satisfaction spread across her face.
Mr. Robinson was balancing himself on the backrest of the chair he expected her to sit in during the interview as he caught his breath. A similar look of satisfaction coupled with amazement on his face. He chuckled lightly as he said, "Well Kelly, it appears you really want this job. And I have to say, you have extremely impressive qualifications."
His words brought Kelly back to the reality of why she was actually there, since her focus had shifted completely, once she got going, to simply sucking his cock. She lightly giggled and simultaneously flushed with embarrassment. She wanted to reply but didn't know what to say. Should she say she had no intention of doing what she just did? That couldn't be entirely true since she essentially initiated it. Should she say she didn't know what came over her? Well, that was at least close to truth but what would that do for her job chances? Or she should just thank him for letting her suck his cock and then go about her merry way? That would of course probably mean no job and that might mean less Tyrell. Kelly tried to think of something to say but then Mr. Robinson spoke again. He spoke as if reading her mind.
"It seems to me what just happened wasn't exactly what you had in mind when you set up the interview. But I have to commend your improvisation and particularly your skill. Are those traits I can come to count on should I hire you?"
Kelly's embarrassment altered to arousal and her own sense of amazement at how Mr. Robinson had shifted things back to something approaching a normal interview conversation. She smiled at him and responded and played along, "Thank you. I've recently discovered some of these skills and intend to continue to develop them. So you can most definitely count on them."
Mr. Robinson continued, "Now, looking at that rock on your finger it looks like you married to a white boy. That going to be something I have to worry about?"
Kelly giggled before responding, "He won't be any problem at all. He knows nothing about this side of my life. He thinks I'm taking a job here to be closer to my father while he is in hospice."
That drew a chuckle from Mr. Robinson. "I'm guessing that's not true?"
Kelly, realizing she was probably actually now part of what was the closest thing to an interview she would participate in that day, answered honestly, "Well, my father is in hospice, but that's not why I want to work here. I met his business partner this summer. And he's, uh, he's shown me a whole new side of life. So, my father is really just a nice excuse." She closed her little statement with a naughty smile and watched as Mr. Robinson grinned.
He continued with another question, "So, I take it Rashad and your father's business partner are friends?"
Kelly's face reddened with the realization that she actually was as transparent as she feared, but she nodded and bit her lower lip.
Mr. Robinson smiled at her unstated admission. He paused a moment and then said, "Good. Looks like we only have a couple more things to cover in this interview then." He reached down and held out his hand for her to take and then helped her to Kelly to her feet.
Kelly stood up, unsure of what was expected, but she was more than willing to follow his lead. Mr. Robinson reached behind her and undid the button on her skirt and let it fall to the floor. He then shifted some things around on his desk and, smiling at Kelly, motioned for her to take a seat in the space he cleared. Kelly was now on fire with lust. She kept her eyes locked on his as she backed her way up on to the desk and then sat there, leaning back on her arms with her legs slightly spread a naughty smile on her face.
Mr. Robinson stepped up between her legs and slowly pulled her panties off. She debated whether he could feel the heat from her pussy. His cock, already semi-hard, was just inches from her channel and seemingly staring straight at it. She was hoping at any moment he would step forward and slide himself inside of her. Instead, he paused, "Now Kelly, you stated your husband knows nothing about this side of your life, and that he won't be a problem. How about if we give him a call and let him know you got the job?"
Kelly was caught off guard by both his admission that she got the job and his request to call David. At first she paused a moment to make sure she heard him correctly and then felt her pussy gush with excitement once she realized she had. And calling David in these situations was no longer as farfetched an idea after doing it multiple times with Tyrell and his friends. She also recognized this could be an actual test Mr. Robinson was administering.



Kelly beamed at Mr. Robinson as she reached for her purse and grabbed her phone. As she found David in her contacts, she spread her legs wide and said, "Anything for you, Boss." as she pressed the call button.
The combination of Mr. Robinson's cock touching her wet labia as her husband answered the phone nearly pushed Kelly over the edge. She had to stifle back an orgasm and couldn't speak at first. Mr. Robinson, listening via speakerphone, could only lightly chuckle as he heard David say multiple times, "Hello? Kelly? Are you there? Can you hear me?"
Mr. Robinson gently removed the phone from Kelly's shaking hand and slid just a bit more of his cock inside her. He paused a moment to let her settle herself, then moved the phone arm's length away as David continued to query if she was there. He leaned in close to Kelly's face and said, "Tell him you got the job and that you'll call him later. Then let him know his wife loves him."
Kelly, fully entranced under Mr. Robinson and his black cock's spell, nodded her agreement and then watched as her phone came back into view. She followed it as Mr. Robinson moved it in front of her face and then locked her eyes on his. She then spoke to her husband. Her voice was a mixture of excitement and sexual pleasure. "I got the job honey!" She paused a moment to see if he had anything to say, inwardly knowing this was not the news he truly wanted to hear, before she continued, "I'm going to lay down for a while and relax. I'll call you later." She then reached down with both hands for Mr. Robinson's hips and gently pulled him forward. His cock slid fully inside her as she said, "I love you honey..."
Mr. Robinson clicked the end call button and casually dropped the phone in the file tray on the desk. He held himself fully buried in Kelly's pussy as he watched her orgasm wash over her. He thought to himself, "Rashad was right. This bitch is a hot one and really does get off on shaming her husband." He watched as Kelly's eyes fluttered back open as her orgasm ebbed, and then he grabbed hold of her hips and began to fuck her pussy.
Kelly welcomed each and every thrust of his black cock. She reveled in the slapping of his haunches against the cheeks of her ass. She briefly wondered if the overweight secretary in the main office could hear anything of what was going on and then giggled to herself that she didn't really give a fuck. She wrapped her legs around his lower back and spurred him on to fuck her. Laying on the hardwood surface of Mr. Robinson's desk as he stood before her fucking her, made her feel oddly on display. It also made her want to put on a bit of a show. She began to pinch and tug at nipples and squeeze her jiggling tits. The diamond in her wedding ring would occasionally catch the light correctly and sparkle which is exactly what she felt her pussy was doing.
Mr. Robinson fucked her good and long before pausing with an unspoken question. Kelly knew what was on his mind, "Fill me up baby. Put that seed where it belongs."
A moment later and Kelly felt his cock throb and the warmth of his cum pulsing into her pussy. The sensation pushed her over the edge yet again and she joined him with her own orgasm. When he finally finished, Kelly smiled her now familiar wicked grin and then watched as he slowly withdrew his cock from inside her. She didn't hesitate in her next action. She slipped from the desk to her knees before Mr. Robinson and took his cock into her mouth. She sucked him clean of their combined juices and then smiled up at her new boss, "Thank you for hiring me."
************
An hour later and Kelly was again on her knees, this time sucking off Tyrell. She had arrived at his house from the interview and Tyrell was still at a job site so she opted to hop in the shower to clean up before her lover got home. She didn't bother to dress after drying herself off. She simply padded into the main area of the house, naked in all her glory, to await his return.
She was heading from the kitchen to the living room with a glass of ice water when she heard him close the truck door outside. Kelly broke into a broad smile and returned to the kitchen to grab Tyrell a bottle of beer. She popped the top, brought it with her back to the living room and set the bottle on a coaster on the coffee table. She then knelt on the floor beside the table.
When Tyrell walked in he found the naked, smiling Kelly kneeling on the floor and a cold brew waiting for him. "Damn little bitch, ain't this a pleasant welcome home."
Tyrell dropped his job binder on the small table next to the door and then stepped over and stood before Kelly, putting his hands on his hips. Kelly's heart was pounding with desire that her lover was home and she could barely contain her excitement. With slightly shaking hands she began to undo the belt and zipper of his jeans. As his pants fell from his hips and his cock came into view, she felt Tyrell reach for the beer and then a cold drop of sweat from the bottle splash against her naked shoulder. She giggled lightly at the sensation as she planted a kiss on the head of Tyrell's cock before looking up at him and saying, "Welcome home baby."
His cock was quickly hardening as she slid it into her mouth and within two strokes across her tongue it had reached its full presence. She pulled back until just the head remained in her lips, then locking her eyes on Tyrell, she pushed forward until she had his entire cock in her mouth and throat. She suppressed her gag reflex as she reveled in the sensation of taking his cock fully. Kelly pulled back only far enough to be able to take in some air through her nose before taking his cock into her throat once again.
She could taste the sweat on his shaft and smell his musk from a hard day's labor as she sucked him off. At that moment she wanted nothing more than to please Tyrell and swallow his load. She began a slow mouth fuck. His shaft never more than halfway out of her mouth as she bobbed her head up and down.
Kelly continued to take him into her throat with each stroke and began a deep hum as she felt him reach the back of her tongue. The incredible skill which she was displaying caused Tyrell to groan and a moment later, he dropped his free hand the back of Kelly's head and began to pump his cum into her sucking mouth. Ordinarily, Kelly enjoyed feeling his load pump itself on to her tongue. But since just over an hour earlier she had throated Mr. Robinson as he fed her, she wanted to provide the same treatment to her main lover. One rope of Tyrell's jism coated the back of her tongue. Kelly then pressed forward, taking him to the root, and the remainder of his seed was pulsed into her throat and directly into her waiting belly.
When she swallowed all he had to offer, Kelly withdrew his cock and gave it a loving kiss as had now become her custom and looked up at Tyrell who was still attempting to regain focus in his vision from the intensity of that orgasm. He lightly stumbled over the nearby couch, his pants still around his ankles, and flopped down, "Fuck, girl, you can suck cock!"
Kelly beamed with pride at his compliment and was just exuding happiness at how the day was playing itself out. She knee walked over to Tyrell and placed her hands on his left knee and rested her chin on them, then told him, "I got the job baby!"
Tyrell smiled and reached down to tweak one of her nipples as he said, "Nice. Means there going to be a lot more of these days huh?"
Kelly sounded something like a school girl as she agreed with his question, "You got that right!"
Tyrell waited a beat and then decided to test the waters a little bit. "What's hubby gonna say about all this?"
Kelly blinked in response to Tyrell bringing up David and paused a moment as if pondering the question. Then she looked into Tyrell's eyes and responded. "I guess we'll just have to figure that out won't we?"
Tyrell nodded in understanding and then asked, "He know yet?"
Kelly was busy planting little kisses on Tyrell's cock and belly area and hadn't fully heard what he said. She looked up at him with a confused look on her face and Tyrell repeated his question. Kelly opted to not tell Tyrell about her sexual phone call with Mr. Robinson and continued her little loving kisses as Tyrell shifted in his seat. She said, "I let him know I got the job, but it was a rather brief call."
A moment later and her cell phone appeared on Tyrell's belly. Her gaze trailed from it up to Tyrell's eyes and she saw that mischievous, naughty grin which she had come to adore. She knew what he wanted. And in fact, she wanted it too. If not, she would have told Tyrell the phone call was more complete.
She slowly dragged her tongue from the tip of his still semi-hard shaft up to his belly button as she typed in the pin on her phone. Then Kelly drooped her head back down to take the head of Tyrell's cock into her mouth as the phone rang and she waited for her husband to answer.
When he finally did, Kelly simply released Tyrell's cock and in a sweet, innocent voice said, "Hi honey. Did I catch you at a bad time?"
David, who was torn with anxiety with her infrequent calls, was relieved to finally hear her voice. He had no ability to comprehend the fact that his wife was naked and kneeling before a black man after having just sucked him off. He quickly responded, "No, honey. Of course not. You can call me any time. In fact, I wish you would call more often."
Kelly had resumed her tongue work on Tyrell's body as her husband spoke and it was driving Tyrell crazy. His cock, even though it has just erupted in Kelly's mouth, was hardening again.
She gently used her teeth on his shaft before releasing it and saying to David, "I wanted to let you know I got the job and that I'll be able to start this school year too."
David was slightly confused as to why Kelly was telling her for the second time that she had the job, but he chalked it up as her just being excited. Starting that school year was not welcome news to David as he secretly hoped having to start so quickly would make her change her mind. But when Kelly let those words hang there, they begged for a husbandly response. And David grudgingly replied, "Well, congratulations honey. But this is going to be a bit of a challenge for us. Will you be home tonight so we can talk about things?"
Kelly looked up at Tyrell with his cock still in her mouth and raised her eyes to Tyrell in a silent question. Tyrell, understanding the situation, simply nodded his response and he watched as her face slightly saddened but accepted his answer. She slowly pulled her mouth from Tyrell's cock and responded to her unknowing husband, "Yes, honey." She paused a moment and then added, "And thank you for understanding." before winking at Tyrell.
David, of course, did not understand. He didn't get her motivation for making this rather significant change, for the difficulties it would bring to their respective lives, or any of it. He also lacked the backbone to stand up for himself. So he simply replied, "Ok, text me when you leave."
Kelly ended the phone call with Tyrell's cock still touching her lips. She then carelessly dropped the phone to the floor and climbed up on Tyrell's lap. Positioning his now hard shaft at her adulterous pussy lips, Kelly paused and said, "Let me ride this fucker one more time before I head home to my husband." And with that, she pushed down and took his full length inside her. Kelly then proceeded to ride him until he pumped his seed inside her welcoming love canal.
**************
As Kelly drove home, she was aware of the wetness in her pussy from Tyrell's seed as well as the load of his in her tummy which she had swallowed. She felt a sense of wickedness wash over her as she pulled into her driveway. Even as her infidelity and experience had been increasing over the last few weeks with Tyrell, this last trip marked a rather large turning point which she could not ignore. She thought to herself, "I looked for and accepted a job for the sole purpose of being closer to Tyrell so we could continue our affair."
She paused a moment and giggled at the end of that thought. Seated in the driveway getting her things together, she spoke aloud to herself. "I'm not having an affair with Tyrell. We are fucking. He shared me with his friends. There is nothing more to our relationship than that. It's fucking sex." As she said the last part, David appeared in the doorway of the house and Kelly giggled again as she spoke the last of her thought to herself, "Oh yeah, and I'm fucking my new boss."
With those last words spoken, Kelly opened her car door to go greet her husband David who was now halfway down the walkway to the car. As with each previous visit, she was struck with a realization that David now looked differently in her eyes. He was diminished somehow. And as with each previous trip, her realization only served to increase the intensity of desire she felt burning for her newfound lifestyle.
Putting those thoughts momentarily to the side, Kelly stepped into David's embrace and kissed him on the lips. She desperately hoped there were no remnants of Tyrell's seed remaining for David to detect but she quickly squashed that concern as he would have no point of reference to make the discovery.
That evening over dinner and obviously troubled David tried to beat around the bush of his concerns with Kelly's job change. He never flat out disagreed with her choice as he should have from the start and now his meek objections only served to stiffen Kelly's resolve. Still, she heard him out as she mentally crafted her own argument.
David, who was still ignorant of Tyrell being in the picture, continued to debate with her about the only motivation he knew for her desire to move; tending her father's affairs while he remained in hospice. David tried to use the fairly sound reasoning that to upend the lives they had made simply to move closer so she could visit her father was unreasonable considering how aloof he had been during her upbringing. Why she should be there for him when he was rarely there for her, her brother, or her mother? Was the occasional visit to him worth the upheaval they would face in her moving?
Kelly listened patiently to her husband's concerns, noting that he never truly put his foot down or took control of the situation, and giggled internally to herself about how David still thought all of this was based on her father in the first place. In fact, other than the single visit she made to her father when he was transferred from the hospital, she had not been back to see him once on any of her trips.
When David finished she finally responded. "David, honey, I understand your concerns. And I realize this will be difficult, but it is something I have to do. I can't go back now." She suppressed a smirk as her mind conjured up the phrase 'once you go black you don't go back'.
She continued, "We'll make this work. This last trip I stayed at my father's house. I can continue to do that for a while as we look for a place that is suitable for us. I'll be there during the workweek and then we can get together on the weekends. The time we spend together is usually on the weekends anyway, so it's not all that much of a change." She had to nearly bite tongue with that last line as the change for her was significant. Big and black significant!
They continued to talk the issue through and David ultimately came around to her reasoning. Kelly, now relieved and excited that she had worn her husband's resistance down, got up from the table and stepped around to him for a hug. She thanked him for understanding and gave him a loving kiss on the cheek before excusing herself to go to the bathroom.
Once the bathroom door was closed, Kelly sent a quick text to Tyrell, "He's not happy but he bought it. I'll be back in a few days. Don't run away on me!"
Tyrell responded back 10 minutes later. He sent a pic of his hard black cock with the message, "This ain't going nowhere."
Over the next few days Kelly bided her time at home. She and David went to dinner, to a movie, and discussed more about the arrangements they would have to make with this change. She even took a few trips to the mall to purchase some additional sexy clothing to compliment her growing wardrobe. Throughout all of that, she couldn't get her mind off of being back in bed with Tyrell. Part of it was just the longing for good sex. But a larger part was due to Tyrell texting her nightly, right around bedtime, with some sexually laced message. Sometimes he included pictures, sometimes just words. Whatever the case, Kelly couldn't wait to be back with him and her nights usually ended with her rubbing her clit to orgasm as David slept without a clue beside her.
The day before she was planning on heading back to Tyrell's place, Kelly and David were having lunch when her cell phone buzzed with an unfamiliar number. Her initial instinct was to ignore it thinking it might be a telemarketer, but she couldn't help but wonder if it was Tyrell simply calling from a different phone. She fought the urge to excuse herself from David and ended up answering the phone while still seated. Her heart was pounding in anticipation of hearing Tyrell's voice on the other end.
Instead, she heard, "Hello, this is Margaret calling from the board of education. May I speak with Ms. Harkins?"
Kelly immediately had a sinking feeling that something had gone wrong and the job was no longer hers. She steeled herself to that possibility as she imagined the woman from the school being on the other end and replied, "Hi, Margaret. This is Kelly Harkins."
Margaret answered, "I'm sorry to bother you Ms. Harkins, but Mr. Robinson asked me to contact you. Do you have a few minutes to speak with him?"
Kelly's anxiety was peaking now as she responded, "Of course. Is there anything wrong?"
The reply from Margaret eased her anxiety but still kept her heart pounding. "Oh no. I'm sorry. Mr. Robinson just wanted to inquire about setting up another meeting with you before school starts."
Hearing this response, Kelly looked at David and covered the phone as she told him "The new school is calling. Give me a couple minutes." Then, standing and stepping away from their table, Kelly replied, "Ok, thank you. I have whatever time he needs."
Margaret put her on hold a moment and just as Kelly stepped outside of the restaurant, she heard Mr. Robinson's voice appear on the other end of the phone, "Hi Kelly. I hope I'm not disturbing you."
Kelly answered before she thought, "You aren't disturbing anything. I'm just at lunch with my husband."
It was only after she heard Mr. Robinson chuckle did she realize the implication of what she just said, and she ended up joining him with a slight giggle of her own.
Mr. Robinson continued, "I was wondering if you were in the area or if not, when you might be back. I was hoping we could meet for a little bit before the year starts."
Kelly felt a dampness in her pussy as she listened to her new boss and a smile appeared on her face as she imagined just what he might have in mind. Without thinking about it, Kelly lowered her voice a bit as she replied, "Actually, I'll be back in the area tomorrow for at least a few days. I can meet you whenever you would like." She hoped her reply didn't come across as too forward and bit her lip as she waited on him to answer.
There was a brief pause and Kelly was about to say something else when Mr. Robinson put her mind at ease, "I appreciate your eagerness Ms. Harkins. How about if you contact me directly when you arrive in the area? We can work out our meeting then. Can I give you my cell number?"
Kelly felt the flush of excitement spread from her cheeks down her neck and to her nipples as she listened to him speak. She paused to take deep breath before responding, "I'll put your number in my phone right now, Mr. Robinson. Is there any particular time that is better for you?"



Mr. Robinson replied with a slight chuckle, "The sooner the better, Ms. Harkins. Don't you agree?"
His words only served to enflame the passions already burning within Kelly, particularly his use of "Ms. Harkins". Kelly responded in a somewhat voice, now husky with arousal, "I'll let you know the moment I am approaching the area. I'm looking forward to it."
His smooth response of "As am I, Ms. Harkins." partially took Kelly's breath away.
Kelly settled herself and then replied with words that assured both of them they were viewing this visit in the same manner, "I'll see you tomorrow, Boss."
And with that the call was over. Kelly got herself back under control and then made her way back to her husband. David, silently wishing the call meant a change of heart at the school, was waiting somewhat anxiously as Kelly returned.
Kelly studied David's face as she walked back to their booth and noticed the look. Rather than alter her mood it only seemed to enflame it. She sat down and said, "That was the school. The principal wants to have a meeting when I arrive tomorrow." She paused and then said in a somewhat defiant way, "I still have the job." She punctuated her statement with another bite of her food.
Her increasingly weakened husband just nodded in response.
*******
The following morning Kelly gave David a rather hurried kiss and then hopped in her car to make the trek to her "other" life. When things had first begun, she was aware of the transition occurring as she was around the halfway mark. Now, the transition began as she shut the car door. She tuned the radio the XM station Tyrell listens to and started to shift her mindset to her new self.
About 30 minutes from the school she called Mr. Robinson's cell. She had considered texting but felt a phone call was more appropriate. Mr. Robinson answered in his ever calm manner, "Ms. Harkins. Thank you for calling. I'm looking forward to your arrival. When can I expect you?"
His words were rich with anticipation and desire and Kelly felt her pussy grow moist. She was grateful there was no traffic nearby as she squeezed her thighs together. She took a breath and replied, "Hi Mr. Robinson. I'm about 30 minutes away. Should I meet you at the school?"
"I will text you my home address Ms. Harkins. I'd like to meet you there." Kelly was about to reply but Mr. Robinson continued, "And one more thing Ms. Harkins, when you address me in situations such as this you will call me Boss. Do you understand?"
The subtlety of his admonishment, and the meaning with it, nearly caused Kelly to orgasm. She desperately wanted to slip a hand down to her clit to rub herself off but she knew that would be pushing her luck on the highway. Instead, to the best of her ability, Kelly steadied her voice and responded, "I understand Boss. I've received your address." She was nearly breathless from excitement as she finished her statement, "And Boss, I'm looking forward to seeing you."
"I know you are Ms. Harkins. As I am you. Just let yourself in when you arrive."
"Yes, Boss. See you shortly." Kelly could not help but increase the speed on her cruise control setting upon ending the phone call.
Just under 25 minutes later, Kelly Harkins was pulling into the driveway of a nice brick home at the end of a cul-de-sac. The yard was immaculately kept and there was a nice arrangement of flowers under the picture window in front of the house. She was a bit tentative not seeing any cars in the driveway and wasn't exactly sure about just walking in the house without knowing he was home.
She sat in her car a moment to collect her thoughts and then decided she would listen to her Boss' direction and just let herself in. The 10 yards or so she needed to walk from her car to the front door served only to further whet her desires. It was a combination of things that was doing the trick. She had left her husband home just a couple hours earlier telling him she was going to visit her father. On the way she and her Boss had a conversation with clear sexual implications and now she was making her way to the front door of his house to let herself in.
Kelly's hand was shaking as she reached for the pewter colored handle on the door. She twisted it and slowly pushed the door open, immediately feeling the cool air from the air conditioned home wash across her body. She felt her already hard nipples surge in response.
Kelly took a tentative step inside and the softly called out, "Boss? It's Kelly. Are you here?"
There was no immediate response and Kelly's anxiety grew slightly but she continued inside and closed the door behind her. Once again she called out, "Boss? Are you here?"
Then, across the well decorated living room in the hallway on the far side Mr. Robinson, her Boss, appeared. He was dressed casually, but still smartly, wearing a polo with some Dockers. "Ms. Harkins, nice of you to join me. Please come inside and make yourself comfortable."
Mr. Robinson crossed the living room floor as he spoke and Kelly felt dry mouthed at the excitement raging within her body as he approached. She stood motionless for a moment and then set her purse down on the table just to her right. She became aware that she was looking at him with her mouth partially open and quickly closed it as she felt herself turn red.
Noticing this, Mr. Robinson smiled slightly and then reached a hand out to her. Kelly instinctively put her hand out to meet his and he closed his hand around hers. She felt the near electric charge as the two of them came in contact. He looked into her eyes for a moment and then pulled her in close, putting a hand on each of her hips. He was now essentially looking down on her in a fashion similar to in his office on the day of her interview. It was a look that drove her wild on that day and it was having the same effect today.
Mr. Robinson slowly slid his hands up her sides until they were just under the sides of her breasts. The bottoms of his hands where they met his wrists were pressed gently into the sides of her tit flesh. Kelly felt like her chest was heaving with each breath due to her excitement. She was torn on what to do. She felt as she couldn't speak. Part of her wanted to leap up, wrap her arms around his neck, and begin kissing him. But there was something in his eyes that indicated yet another test. And Kelly decided on the answer.
She smiled at him, winked, and then sunk to her knees before her new boss. Right there in the middle of his living room floor, as Kelly began to undo the belt and buttons on his pants, Mr. Robinson looked down at her and said, "Mrs. Harkins, I do believe you are going to prove yourself as quite a good hire."
Kelly had just pulled his cock free as he completed his statement. She looked up at him and planted a wet kiss on the head of his growing shaft. Then she said, "I do hope to prove myself worthy, Boss." And with that, she slid his cock into her mouth.
Mrs. Kelly Harkins proceeded to bob her mouth up and down the hard black shaft of her new boss' cock. All the while her eyes remained locked on his. She fondled and gently massaged balls, cradling them in her hand.
Her weeks of worshiping Tyrell's shaft had matured Kelly's cocksucking skills. She still had tricks to learn no doubt, but she was nowhere near the novice she was when the summer began. Each downward plunge onto his shaft pushed it closer to the back of her mouth. Kelly released his scrotum and slid each hand around behind Mr. Robinson and gripped his buttocks. Her eyes still on his, she gently but firmly pulled forward.
And his cock breached her throat. Kelly briefly debated who had the better sensation, him or her. But that thought was quickly swept away as the two of them fell into a rhythmic dance; Mr. Robinson gently fucking her face as she guided the action.
As she tasted his pre-cum and essentially worshipped his cock, Kelly reflected on how grateful she was for meeting Tyrell and the changes he brought out in her. Just two months earlier she would have never imagined herself blowing her husband, let alone anyone else, yet here she was delivering the second to her boss. And each occurred the only two times they were in other's presence.
Even in her limited experience, she could tell from the general movements of Mr. Robinson that he was getting close to cumming. He effectively confirmed this when he put a hand on her head and gently pushed it back just far enough so only the head remained in her mouth.
Kelly maintained her liplock but still managed a wry smile up at him. She then began to nurse on the mushroom head of his ebony rod. She watched in seeming slow motion as his eyes briefly squinted and his mouth opened just slightly as she felt the head of his cock flare on her tongue. And then just like that his ejaculate blasted into her mouth.
She was alive with need and, though she had a desperate urge to rub her clit, she felt it more important and appropriate to suck him through his climax and provide him the greatest possible pleasure. She succeeded. As his orgasm ebbed, Kelly felt Mr. Robinson sway gently before her and realized she had provided him such an intense orgasm than he needed to find a seat lest his knees give out.
She gave his cock one last plunge into her throat and then released it with a pop and a loving kiss on the crown of his shaft. She smiled up at him as she finished swallowing his seed and watched as he sort of staggered to the couch next to them. Mr. Robinson flopped down on the couch and looked at Kelly, "Mrs. Harkins that is quite possibly among the best blowjobs I have ever received. It is very fortunate that you have decided to join my staff as I have every confidence you and I will be sharing many more such experiences."
"But first," he continued, "we need to cover some expectation management." He then gently pulled her up from her knees so she was seated next to him and kind of leaning against him. Once settled, Kelly nodded her head, still feeling the euphoria she had come to learn from sucking black cock and surrendering herself to whichever lover she was with.
"Kelly, I believe my nephew Rashad and his friend Tyrell have discovered a diamond in the rough in you." He paused and looked at her to let his words sink in. It took a moment, but he could see her mind connecting the dots. She started to speak but he calmly put a finger to her lips to silence her. Kelly was struck by the realization that even that simple act excited her.
Mr. Robinson continued, "I was in a bit of disbelief when Rashad and Tyrell told me about you. I frankly found it a little too good to be true. But when Tyrell showed me his cell phone video, I came to believe."
The mentioning of the cell phone video made Kelly catch her breath and she looked up at her new boss with surprise with a mixture of anxiety and arousal.
He smiled as he saw her response. "You didn't think he would keep that to himself did you? As a matter of fact, I think you should know that video got you the job before you even interviewed."
Kelly's head was spinning at these revelations. Try as she might, she was unable to formulate a response to what he had just said.
Mr. Robinson again pressed his finger to her lips and she stopped considering what to say. He then took a slightly more directive tone. "Ms. Harkins, I haven't yet decided what your full-time duties will be. However, you will start your day, each and every day, in my office. We will start our workdays together. Do you understand?"
Kelly nodded in silence.
Mr. Robinson watched her as he spoke. He could see the burning lust in her eyes and he resolved to give both Rashad and Tyrell the highest praises the next time an opportunity arose. As he looked at her, he gently raised his hand to tweak one of her nipples through her blouse. She immediately moaned in pleasure. He repeated the tweaking and received another moan.
Her reaction caused his cock to harden and he watched as Kelly's eyes began to dance back and forth between his eyes and his hardening shaft. He gave a gentle smile and then subtly used his hands to steer her so she was again between his legs.
Kelly was completely under his spell and she looked at him as if waiting for another command. Her new boss obliged. "Mrs. Harkins, your new boss' cock is again hard. Please show me one of the things I can expect when we start our day."
Kelly immediately broke from her daze and moved into action. She quickly shed her slacks and moved to straddle his hips. She reached between her legs to find his shaft and then guided it to her drooling pussy. Just a few short moments later, and Kelly was bouncing up and down on Mr. Robinson's cock, riding her new boss until she felt the warm bloom of his seed erupt inside of her.
When Kelly left Mr. Robinson's house, after she had drained the last bit his balls could offer, he was sleeping on the couch. His impressive cock, laying against his left thigh, was now recovering from its own workout. Even in its partially flaccid state Kelly had a hard time taking her eyes off it even as she dressed.
She quietly let herself out of the house and completed the last bit of the trip to Tyrell's. She was uncertain if, or how, to broach the topic of him knowing Mr. Robinson. As she reasoned it, her efforts to get the job at the new school were nothing more than a means to an end. She had applied at that school with the genuine intention of working there even if the primary purpose was for proximity to Tyrell. But her interview and subsequent meeting with Mr. Robinson altered all of that. Her new boss knew of her. He hired her based on information Tyrell and Rashad had shared. Those things considered, Tyrell certainly wouldn't mind and probably expected the results her meetings with Mr. Robinson produced.
As Kelly parked her car in front of Tyrell's place, she couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement at the twists and turns she had experienced since the summer began. She stepped from the car and as she closed the door, she looked to the house and saw Tyrell standing in the doorway. She smiled and walked towards him.
She no sooner crossed the threshold of the doorway before she sunk to her knees before Tyrell. Kelly quietly worked his jeans to free his cock. Then she took it in both hands and planted a wet tongue kiss on the expanding head. She looked up at her lover and said, "Mr. Robinson said hi.", then she took him into her mouth.
Tyrell gave Kelly a knowing smile and a subtle nod and then just leaned back to enjoy all that her mouth had to offer. Their adventures had just begun.
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The final couple weeks of the summer were a blur for Kelly. Shuttling back and forth between her home with David and her growing affair with Tyrell and her new boss Mr. Robinson, gave her a growing fear that she may inadvertently blurt out something in David's presence to reveal her secret. A secret which would destroy her marriage and dramatically alter her life further.
This glorious, sex-filled summer changed her as a person. It changed her outlook on life. And probably most significantly, it changed her view on her husband David and married life. She recognized that the collision of her two worlds was inevitable. So, she had two choices: go back to her life before this "summer of enlightenment" or figure out some other option.
Kelly knew there was no going back. She needed help. And the only one of the men that seemed a reasonable choice to provide any ideas was Mr. Robinson. Tyrell, Rashad, or any of the others would be too fixated on the short term and things would result in disaster. Kelly decided to take the plunge. She phoned Mr. Robinson.
"Boss, it's Kelly. Have you got a few minutes to talk?"
Initially when he saw Kelly's name pop on his phone, Mr. Robinson's cock began to harden and his mind began to wander to the fun times ahead. Quickly, however, he could tell from the anxiety in her voice that something was up.
"What's going on, Kelly? Everything ok?"
Kelly felt an immediate wave of relief wash over at his response. "I'm fine. I think. I'm just in a bit of a quandary here with the summer coming to an end and..." She paused, unsure on how to appropriately broach the topic. "...I'm concerned that the side of me I've discovered this summer will be hard to hide from David. I mean, I just, I..."
Mr. Robinson let her discomfort hang in the air a moment then he spoke. "Kelly, I'm glad you called. The first thing I want you to do is relax. You've learned a lot this summer. About yourself and about sex. There is nothing wrong with that, so don't beat yourself up over it." He paused a moment, then continued. "I tell you what. You are up here again tomorrow I believe? Am I right? This weekend is Labor Day. You are going to drive up separately from your husband anyway. Come by my place a couple hours early and we discuss this a bit further before he gets here. I'll have a little 'welcome back to school' get together at my house tomorrow night. That ok with you?"
Kelly was already in something of a trance listening to his voice on the phone. It took her back to the various memories of the summer and she readily agreed to his suggestion. So entranced was she, that she didn't even stop to consider the possibilities of what could happen with David in proximity to her lovers. She cooed out a "Yes, Boss. Thank you. I'll see you tomorrow."
When David got home from work later that day, she told him that Mr. Robinson wanted to meet him and said that he was hosting his annual "back to school" party. She explained to her naïve husband that it was a good opportunity to get to know some of the people she was going to be working with. David was still resistant to this whole thing happening but reluctantly agreed.
The following morning, Kelly was on her knees in Mr. Robinson's living room bobbing her mouth up and down on his cock as he discussed the party. Her pussy was smoldering as she listened to his voice.
Mr. Robinson's plan was rather simple, but still held plenty of risk. His idea was to have a party where Kelly, David, and her new found flock of lovers would attend. Of course, there would be others present, but none would have any idea that Kelly had slept with any of the black men.
Mr. Robinson's logic was to put all the characters in the open. This would allow for Kelly to namedrop the men in the future in front of her husband. It would also expose David to the men. No doubt this would cause challenges, but Mr. Robinson was sufficiently experienced to know that the first encounter could be built upon. Finally, he wanted to bridge the gap between Kelly's two worlds. Keeping them fully separate was not going to be possible so managing the meeting was the only real option.
Kelly attempted to listen and found herself nodding and offering "mmhmms" to what Mr. Robinson was saying but in reality, she was only paying attention to the black cock sliding across her lips and tongue. She adored the sensation. She loved how the head plugged her throat and periodically cut off her oxygen. Each time she felt it breach her throat she debated how she had lasted until this summer before experiencing the feeling. Silently and inwardly, she blamed her husband.
It wasn't long before Kelly's soft wet tongue, warm mouth, and caressing lips brought Mr. Robinson to the brink of orgasm. She could feel it coming. The head of his cock flared. His balls pulled up into their sack. And the majestic eruption began.
The explosive pulses of his seed bathed her tongue. Kelly swallowed quickly to make room for more. And Mr. Robinson's balls delivered. Kelly felt a mini-orgasm as each rope of his cum burst into her mouth. When she had emptied him completely, she slowly pushed his shaft into her throat one more time and then slowly pulled back.
He was dry.
When Kelly's focus came back, she realized with a sense of pride that Mr. Robinson was staring at her awestruck. She smiled then licked her lips and asked in an innocent voice, "Do you really think having him here is a good idea?"
Mr. Robinson was still settling his breathing as he tucked a lock of her hair behind her ear and nodded his head saying, "He'll be fine. It will put him at ease seeing you in your new surroundings." He paused as he watched the concerned expression on her face change slightly before adding, "He'll get to meet some of your new co-workers and my wife can be quite charming."
Kelly was stunned at that last statement. She suddenly felt very vulnerable kneeling between his legs in his living room as if Ms. Robinson could appear at any moment. She blurted out in an anxious voice, "You're married?"
Mr. Robinson gave a slight chuckle before responding, "Yes I am. But don't worry. Elaine is very understanding. She's very focused on her medical profession and lets me have my fun. She just has no interest in participating."
Initially, Kelly found that answer bizarre. But then she realized she was kneeling between her boss's legs after having just sucked him off as they discussed how to best introduce her husband to her new friends. Maybe it wasn't so bizarre. She watched Mr. Robinson's expression change to a slight grin as he seemed to read her thoughts and she couldn't help but giggle. She gave his cock once last kiss and then stood, "I better call him and go back to my father's house so I'm there when David shows up." Both shared a laugh as she headed out the door.
Kelly had put her clothes and luggage away and straightened her father's house up a bit in time for her husband to arrive. The irritation and discomfort on his face was obvious and Kelly again questioned whether she was doing the right thing. After all, he was her husband and she did love him. But he could just not deliver what she needed for this newfound sexual appetite of hers.
She walked David around the house to get him oriented and casually mentioned the "spare room" which actually belonged to Tyrell. She offhandedly mentioned that her father used that to house co-workers on occasion. She had already fixed the room to appear as if no one was living in there. Still, she thought to herself, this is going to be very complicated for the couple nights David was going to be there.
Once the little tour was over, the married couple settled down on the couch to watch some television and unwind from their respective drives. It wasn't long before Kelly heard David lightly snoring next to her. She turned to look at him as he dozed and wandered just what the night would hold. She hoped whatever Mr. Robinson had planned for them would work out and that David would leave after the weekend none the wiser.
A couple short hours later and an anxious Kelly and a nervous David were heading out the door to go to Mr. Robinson's "welcome back" party. Kelly was wearing a tight set of jeans along with a somewhat form fitting t-shirt bearing the school logo. The shirt wasn't as tight as she had become accustomed to wearing while on these trips, but with David around she needed to make changes.
When they arrived at Mr. Robinson's house and she got out of the car, Kelly's heart was pounding with excitement and nervousness. She was even anxious about holding David's hand for fear of her palms being clammy. Unbeknownst to Kelly, David was feeling the same way. There were already four other cars there beyond Mr. Robinson's and she wondered which one belonged to whom.
As they got to the front door Kelly gave David a final quick smile and then rang the bell. A couple moments later and a very attractive and very well-dressed black woman answered the door, "Hi, I'm Elaine Robinson. You must be Kelly and David. Please come in."
Elaine greeted both David and Kelly with a welcoming handshake and a friendly smile which helped to melt the anxiety each of them were feeling. The two of them stepped into the house and were immediately greeted by the aroma of good food. The dining area had a long table set up with multiple buffet trays holding a variety of appetizers and heavy hors d'oeuvres.
Upon noticing the layout, Kelly looked at Elaine with a mix of shock and embarrassment. She was about to apologize for not having prepared anything when Elaine touched her arm and as if reading her mind, put her at ease, "Relax, Kelly. You weren't supposed to bring anything. My husband hosts this event each year and I contribute by purchasing the food. This is our way of saying thanks for all you do."
The look on David's face was of equal surprise. But the look also yielded something else. He was more relaxed. Kelly could read the expression as if it were saying, "Maybe this won't be so bad after all."
At that moment, Mr. Robinson stepped around the corner. Kelly felt her pussy pulse at seeing him and silently admonished herself for that feeling with both her husband and Elaine standing right there. Before she could speak, Mr. Robinson extended his hand to David and said, "You must be the lucky man. Kelly is a special talent and I'm glad to have her here. I'm Booker Robinson."
Kelly's cheeks reddened at the realization that she was just learning his first name even though she had sex with him an unknown amount of times. Mr. Robinson answered the unspoken question when he said, "My parents kind of pre-ordained me to work in education when they named me Booker." Then he thanked Elaine and told Kelly and David to grab some food before saying, "Let's introduce you to those you don't know."
Once Kelly had some food on her plate, Mr. Robinson gently took her arm and led her to the back deck where three black women, none of whom Kelly had met yet, were talking. Kelly immediately caught the look on each of their faces that they weren't too pleased with Kelly joining them. Mr. Robinson calmly introduced her to Monique, Michelle, and Deborah before he steered her across the deck. Off to the side, Tyrell, Rashad, and Jake were standing and talking, each with a beer in hand.
Kelly felt her heart begin to pound with four of her lovers all being around her at once. She felt her nipples surge to attention as if attempting to summon at least one of them to touch her. The sudden dampness in her pussy was another sure sign of her arousal.
At this point Mr. Robinson played things brilliantly. He introduced Kelly to both Rashad and Jake, and each played things off as if they'd never met. Then he turned towards Tyrell and said, "I believe you two may have already met. He worked with your father, I believe. I hope he is doing ok."
Kelly gently squeezed her legs together to stave off some of her burning desire to rub her clit before responding, "It's nice to meet you Rashad and Jake. And yes, Mr. Robinson, Tyrell and I have met. He actually helped me get settled when I first come up when my father had to be hospitalized." She turned to Tyrell, "Thank you again."
David, who to this point had not spoken or been spoken to, felt a need to speak. He turned to Tyrell and said, "I wasn't aware. Thank you for helping her." The naivete of his comments brought a smile to Tyrell's face and nearly a chuckle from Rashad before Mr. Robinson shot him a look. Each of the black men shook David's hand and, once the greetings were over, Mr. Robinson excused himself to see what was going on inside.
Kelly's rush of excitement did not diminish when Mr. Robinson stepped away. If anything, it may have increased. She could not shake the thoughts of Tyrell, Rashad, and Jake scooping her up, plowing past David and bringing her inside so they could enjoy each other's bodies.
David felt vulnerable once Mr. Robinson walked away and asked Kelly if she wanted something to drink in a futile effort to move her away from the other three men. Kelly unknowingly defeated her husband's plan when she responded, "Yes, honey. Thank you. I'll take a beer, please."
That brief little exchange set something of the tone for the evening. Kelly heard the men kind of laugh under their breath as she had effectively told her husband to fetch her a beer. She watched as David turned to go grab her drink and when she turned back to the black men, she saw them smiling and nodding their heads. It stimulated something in her.
As the party continued, the three black women from earlier had left and David was made to feel more and more out of place. It really was more a matter of being an afterthought. He was desperate to get Kelly and him out of there, but it was apparent she was enjoying herself. So rather than further risk embarrassment, he opted to remain silent.
It was around 10pm when Elaine came out of the house to tell Mr. Robinson that she was going to turn in for the night. Kelly was a bit buzzed at this point and just offered a smile and a wave as Elaine said goodnight to those that remained. Mr. Robinson escorted Elaine into the house and when he returned it was just him, Tyrell, Rashad, Jake, Kelly, and of course David. Mr. Robinson also had a handful of cigars.
He handed one to everyone there except David who declined. David was surprised to see Kelly take one but assumed she would just hold it. Mr. Robinson stated, "Ok, folks, you regulars now the drill. For you Kelly," he made a pointed look towards David before looking back to Kelly, "we have a little tradition here. After my wife goes to bed, we smoke some cigars as a way of saying goodbye to summer." He paused a moment and then asked, "Are you in?"
Kelly was smoldering with lust being around her lovers. She was so focused on being around the men, that it took her a few minutes to understand and then respond to Mr. Robinson's question. She quickly blinked as if coming back to the present and then said, "I'm in, but um, I've never smoked a cigar before. Or anything for that matter."
David was in disbelief that she said she would do it and was about to say something when a couple of the men laughed at her response and Rashad said, "Never? Nothing?"
The redness in Kelly's embarrassed cheeks was masked by the darkness as she responded, "No. Seriously. What do I do?"
Mr. Robinson took the initiative. He took the wrist of the hand Kelly was holding the cigar and slowly used it to guide the cigar to her mouth. His touch further fanned her flames. She felt a fresh surge of wetness in her pussy and briefly scanned the eyes of those around her to determine whether they could detect her scent.
As the cigar came into view, its color and shape brought to mind the cocks between the legs of the men there with her. She then giggled to herself at the realization that while the color was somewhat of a match for her lovers, its size only really compared to her husband.
Mr. Robinson was still holding her wrist when he said, "Actually Kelly it's quite simple really. Just wrap your lips around it and give it a gentle suck."
That comment brought a laugh from everyone but David. Mr. Robinson continued, "Just a little suck though. Until you get used to it. And don't inhale."
Kelly was again under Mr. Robinson's spell and simply nodded as she finished putting the cigar to her lips. Mr. Robinson flicked his lighter and Kelly gently sucked as instructed. The first wave of smoke she pulled in caused her to cough and the gathered men laughed. She giggled herself and when she looked to her side to find her husband nervously pacing, she only laughed harder. "Relax honey. It's just a cigar." Then she turned back to Mr. Robinson and asked in an innocent voice, "Just a gentle suck?"
Her question drew murmured responses from the men and she knew right then they were feeling the same way she was.
As Kelly worked to get the hang of it, the sensation of wrapping her lips around that cigar and gently sucking on it only increased the lust Kelly was battling. She couldn't help but imagine it being one of their hard black cocks each time she put it to her lips. She wanted nothing more than to drop to her knees right there and suck the closest possible one. She craved one of them, any one of them, all of them, would feed her their seed. But none of that would happen tonight. Her husband was there.
Kelly was about halfway through the cigar when she realized she was truly tempting fate now. She needed to call it a night. She was aroused beyond measure being around the men and there was nothing she could do about it with David there. In addition, David would at some point reach his limit. She decided to say her goodbyes and do some damage control with her husband.
The ride back to her father's house was silent. David was irritated, embarrassed, and frustrated. Kelly was irritated and frustrated also. But Kelly was far from embarrassed. Instead she was horny. And she knew she still had a couple days before David was gone and her needs satisfied. Until then however, she knew she had to put David's mind at ease.
The married couple got out of the car and she put out her hand for her husband to take and turned to him saying, "Thank you for helping me get acquainted with my new co-workers. It would have been more awkward if you weren't there." She looked at him to gauge his reaction and it seemed he was buying it. She continued, "I know it wasn't easy for you not knowing anyone. So, thank you."
David, still slightly frustrated, said, "It's ok. Are you sure you are going to be all right working with them?"
Kelly recognized at once he meant her being white and them being black and she called her husband on it. "You mean because they are black?"
David immediately regretted his question and said, "I'm sorry honey. I didn't mean that. I think I'm just tired and a little concerned. Let's forget about it, ok?"
Kelly inwardly giggled to herself at his naivete and agreed to let it go.
As they climbed into bed that night, Kelly realized Sunday couldn't end fast enough. She was desperate for David to head back to home so she could get herself stuffed full of hard, black cock. With those thoughts running through her head, she thought she might have a hard time falling asleep. Thankfully the alcohol she had consumed at the party made sure that was not an issue.



The following morning, Kelly woke to the smell of breakfast and noticing the bed next to her empty, realized that David was downstairs making it. She giggled to herself as another stark contrast between her husband and Tyrell was brought to mind. Tyrell always fed her breakfast in bed in the morning, but the meal he provided came from his balls.
With that thought still percolating in her brain, she lazily got up and grabbed her phone to check the time and found two texts from Tyrell. The first simply said, "That mother fucker leaving soon?" The second included a picture of his cock with the statement, "So you can take care of this."
Kelly's pussy immediately pulsed in response to the sight of Tyrell's cock. She responded, "Believe me; I'm looking forward to him going too! Hopefully soon." She waited for a few minutes to see if he would reply and when he didn't, Kelly put her phone in her pajama pocket and went to join David in the kitchen.
The married couple ate breakfast together and engaged in light conversation but both had their minds elsewhere. Kelly was eager for her husband to leave and David was concerned about leaving. They cleaned up the dishes together and try as she might, she couldn't shake the thought of any of her lovers being there to scratch the itch she had growing inside of her.
She finally opted to hop in the shower to get herself off in the hopes that would temporarily tame the burning flames within her.
It did. Briefly.
She got herself off twice in the shower and took her time blow drying her hair before heading back out to the living room wearing just her bathrobe. David was sitting on the couch playing solitaire on his phone when she walked in. He looked tired.
At first, Kelly was afraid she might have left her phone lying around and one of the men had called. But she casually tapped the pocket in the pink bathrobe to feel it was securely in there. She walked over and sat on the couch next to him and before she could say a word, he turned to her and said, "Are you sure this is going to be ok?"
Any lingering doubts Kelly might have had were defeated at that moment. It was that very timid attitude that defined the stark contrast between her husband and her lovers. She looked him in the eye but didn't bother to answer his question. Instead, she took the opportunity he presented.
"David, honey, I know this is a lot for both of us. It's going to take time to adjust. Why don't you head back to the house? I'm anxious too and I don't want us to fight."
David was worn out from not sleeping well the night before and knew she was right. They would almost certainly be fighting shortly if he didn't find something to occupy his mind. He nodded his head and said, "You're right. Let me gather up my stuff and I'll head out." He leaned over and kissed her gently on the cheek and then headed to the bedroom.
For a brief moment, Kelly felt a pang of guilt. Yet as she debated those feelings, her hand, acting almost as if it had a mind of its own, was pulling her phone from the pocket of her bathrobe. She quickly found Tyrell in her contacts and sent him a quick text, "He's getting ready to leave."
Kelly beamed when Tyrell responded within a minute, "Text me the moment he gone."
The quickness of his response and the directness of his message told Kelly a lot. Tyrell was missing her too. She replied, "I will."
Twenty minutes later Kelly was rapidly tapping out a text to Tyrell as she watched David back his car out of the driveway. Without waiting for a reply, Kelly stripped off the more demure bathrobe she had worn in her husband's presence and put on the sheer version she had bought to wear for Tyrell. She was almost giddy with excitement and anticipation.
As she paced the room, the sensation of her nipples rubbing against the sheer material of her robe was fanning her embers. She debated how she should greet him. What should she do first? Should she let him take her right there in the living room or should they head to the bedroom? She knew none of these questions were really hers to answer; Tyrell would decide. Then the closing of a car door brought a smile to her face. It was followed in rapid succession by two more doors closing.
Tyrell was not alone.
For some unknown, almost instinctive, reason, Kelly sunk to her knees and faced the front door. That simple gesture provided a greeting no words could achieve to the three men that walked through that door.
Mrs. Kelly Harkins, the submissive white wife, was ready to be used for their pleasure.
Tyrell was the first through the door. He stopped in his tracks when he saw Kelly. Rashad and Michael bumped into him from behind and began give him mild harassment for causing their little collision until they too saw Kelly.
Kelly's sexy smile, as tempting as it was, still did not capture the essence of what she was feeling. She was desperate for release. She needed black cock. She needed to be taken. To be handled. To be used. To be fucked.
She was grateful David had left. He was not capable of offering any of what she was craving at this moment. But Tyrell, Rashad, and Michael were.
Tyrell took the initiative. He walked up to Kelly, watching her breasts gently heaving with her panting breath, and simply nodded his head. Kelly understood his command. She reached up and began to undo his jeans. She felt the rush of excitement grow as the two other black men stepped up on either side of Tyrell. Her pussy pulsed at what was to come.
She freed Tyrell's cock and then took a slow, steady, and measured breath through her nose to take in his scent. It was animalistic. It was primal. It was what she needed.
Her head swooned with the rush. Kelly then snaked her tongue out and gave a slow swirling lick of the head of Tyrell's rapidly surging cock. She then glanced up at both Rashad and Michael and then down to each of their crotches. Her eyes made it plain; "free your cocks for me."
Both men quickly worked to do just that as Kelly began working Tyrell's cock into her mouth. Rashad was out first. Kelly pulled her mouth from Tyrell's shaft and transferred it to Rashad's.
Salivating from the moment she heard the doors close, it had only increased since the men walked in. Now, with them nearly surrounding her and the chocolate rods hardening before her eyes, her drool began to spill out over her bottom lip.
She wrapped her lips around Rashad's shaft and let her saliva coat it. She bobbed up and down a few times and then turned her head, while still keeping Rashad in her mouth, over her right shoulder to look at Michael. He had a stunned look on his face at what he was witnessing.
Kelly pulled her mouth from Rashad's shaft with a pop and then fully turned towards Michael. She smiled up at him and said, "Miss me?" She then repeated the loving treatment she had just provided Tyrell and Rashad. Michael was not prepared to provide any verbal response to Kelly's statement. Instead, he just did what seemed most natural. He placed a hand on the top of Kelly's head.
This simple act was the tipping point for the excitement Kelly was feeling. She immediately began to cum. She tried to keep her mouth locked on Michael's shaft but only partially succeeded. Her mouth hung open as she came and a long string of saliva hung from her chin. It dangled as Kelly's climax ran its course, and then broke free and draped over her right breast as she began to suck Michael's cock again.
She looked up at him; her eyes hooded over from the lingering sensation of her orgasm, and smiled the best she could with her mouth full.
Kelly, without ever releasing her liplock on Michael's shaft, steered him towards the couch to his right. Once he sat down, she shifted her gaze towards Tyrell, and now that she was more fully bent over, hiked the robe up over her ass cheeks. It was a plain invitation for him to fuck her. To be sure he got the message, Kelly gently shimmied her hips.
Tyrell was already moving before the hip shimmy. He fully removed his pants and knelt behind the married slut before him. He took hold of his cock and ran it up and down the soaked lips of Kelly's pussy. It seemed to open of its own accord as if in attempt to pull him inside.
Not to be left out, Rashad moved to sit next to Michael on the couch so Kelly's ravenous mouth had access to him as well. Tyrell waited for the brief moment it took for everyone to properly position themselves and then he slipped the head of his cock inside Kelly's adulterous pussy.
She came immediately, and didn't stop until his entire shaft was buried inside her.
Tyrell held himself fully embedded and noticed that at that same moment, Kelly had taken Rashad fully into her throat. He backed out slightly and swatted her ass as he said, "Little bitch, you just had about 20" inches of nigga cock inside you at the same time. You was made for this."
His words, her thoughts, the sensations she was experiencing triggered an explosive orgasm. She took Rashad fully into her throat again and Tyrell, realizing what was happening, buried himself in her once again.
Kelly's body was shuddering with the force of her climax. Her airway was completely blocked by Rashad's shaft, and though desperate for oxygen, she was more desperate to see this incredible orgasm through. She held him in her throat, milking him with her tongue and Tyrell with her vaginal muscles, as the climax washed over her.
The three black men were in awe of what they were witnessing. This seemed to be a full body orgasm if there was such a thing. They watched as her body shivered with its primal release and then Rashad realized the redness in Kelly's face. He reached down and grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her mouth free of his cock. Immediately Kelly sucked in a gasping lungful of air.
All three men reached the same conclusion at the same time; Kelly was about to pass out from Rashad's cock in her throat. Tyrell was the first to speak, "What the fuck you doing, little bitch? You forget you gotta breathe?"
Kelly was still catching her breath but offered a quiet laugh and then said, "Just keep fucking me." She then transferred her oral attention to Michael's waiting cock.
The three men exchanged a brief look of wonder at the passion Kelly was displaying then turned their full attention and focus to her. Tyrell began to hammer her pussy from behind and Kelly took turns throating Michael and Rashad's cocks. With this intensity, no one lasted long.
It was Kelly's next orgasm which triggered Michael to cum next. She had his cock in her throat when her climax struck and the guttural hum she emitted was a sensation that drove him over the edge. He grabbed her head and began to pump his load down her throat. Kelly felt his shaft expand as he ejaculated and reveled in the thought he was cumming directly into her stomach.
When she was sure he was finished, she pulled back off his cock and briefly gasped for some air before taking Rashad into her mouth. She didn't need time to adjust as she had been taking him and Michael to the root repeatedly. So, when Kelly's lips touched his pubic hair this time, Rashad didn't hold back. Like Michael, he also grabbed her head and began to cum. As she felt the first pulse of Rashad's cum pump into her, Tyrell grabbed her hips and buried himself in her pussy. And the warmth of his seed was erupting inside her as she hungrily gobbled Rashad's load down. Having drained all three men in rather rapid fire and having cum an unknown number of times herself, Kelly was spent. She leaned forward and rested her head on Rashad's belly as Tyrell slowly finished fucking her. Her eyes were closed but a blissful grin was planted on her face.
Her daydream didn't last too long. Tyrell eased his cock from her dripping seam and gave her ass a gentle swat with a "Damn bitch, you a good fuck." seal of approval on their fun. His statement was met with grunts of agreement from both Michael and Rashad.
Kelly felt Tyrell's cum begin to leak from her stretched pussy and futilely cupped a hand over her sex and felt the warm mixture of their juices coat her fingers. She twisted herself free and lay on her back to help stem the flow as she brought her sticky fingers to her mouth. She smiled to herself as she realized she had now tasted all three of them today.
Her reverie didn't last very long. Tyrell said, "Little bitch, Mr. Robinson is on his way over to pick you up."
Kelly propped herself up on her elbows with a concerned look, "Is there something wrong?"
Rashad laughed before Tyrell could answer so Kelly looked to him for an answer. Tyrell nodded to Rashad to continue and he did. Rashad said, "Nothing's wrong. He was looking forward to seeing you when your husband left."
Kelly grinned in silent reply and nodded her head in understanding, amazed at the rush of excitement she instantly felt. Then she thought back to what Tyrell had said just a short while earlier; "You was made for this." Maybe he was right.
That thought in mind, Kelly slowly rose to her knees, gave each of her lovers' cocks a kiss, and then said, "I better get cleaned up before I go." She paused and giggled, "Never want to disappoint the Boss." She then got to her feet and headed for the shower, a natural sexy sway emerging as her new manner of walking.
She debated what lay ahead as she showered being careful to clean herself as much as possible to be fresh for Mr. Robinson. Was he going to take her back to his place or join the party inside? Should she be forward with him like she was with the other three or did he prefer to take the lead? Was this even a sexual adventure at all or was his visit actually about work? These thoughts and more danced in her head as she washed her body.
After drying off and blow drying her hair, Kelly selected her outfit. She chose a snug pair of jeans and a form fitting t-shirt she wouldn't have dared wear in front of David. She was about to put a bra on when she considered Tyrell being in the living room. She knew she would have to pass by him and the others, and that it had already been made clear by Tyrell that bras were not to be part of her wardrobe. Kelly tossed the bra into the nearby hamper and pulled the t-shirt over her head. Her nipples seemed to surge to express their agreement with her decision.
Kelly felt as if she was gliding as she stepped back into the living room. Rashad was the first to see her and his "Oh fuck" upon seeing her told her all she needed to know. She looked good. His reaction was replicated by the other two men as she came into their view.
Kelly smiled at their appraisal of her appearance and gave a playful pirouette in the center of the living floor in response. She didn't have long to wait, for a moment later her phone buzzed with a text from Mr. Robinson. She glanced at her three lovers and said, "Better not keep the boss waiting." and then she skipped out the door.
A fresh surge of arousal washed over her as she saw him through the windshield, sitting in the car. His stare through his sunglasses left her with the sensation of being the prey and him the predator. Yet she continued to walk towards his car, her smile broadening. She wanted to be his conquest.
The coolness of the air conditioning further hardened her nipples as she slid into the passenger seat, "Hi Boss, how are you doing today?"
Mr. Robinson, his gaze locked on her since the moment she stepped into his view, replied, "I'm doing fine, Kelly. I hope you are doing as good as you look."
Kelly turned to face him fully, the seatbelt she had just connected carving a path between her breasts, and said, "I am doing wonderful. It's been quite a lovely day so far." She punctuated her response with a sexy wink, knowing that he almost certainly knew what she had been doing just a short time ago.
His eyes took advantage of the image she presented as he drank in the beauty of her full breasts straining against the t-shirt. He gave her a subtle nod and then a sly grin before pulling out of her driveway and onto the road. Kelly was initially grateful for the tinted windows so her neighbors wouldn't see her driving off with a black man, but then inwardly giggled as she realized that, unlike her home with David, she had nothing to hide here.
That thought in mind, Kelly undid the seatbelt and leaned towards Mr. Robinson, her mouth moving towards his cock. Mr. Robinson saw her movement and kind of chuckled as he said, "Yea, you gonna work out just fine." He then shifted in his seat to allow Kelly to free his shaft and wrap her lips around the head of his cock.
Kelly lacked any experience at sucking cock in a moving car, but it only hindered her slightly; her unmistakable enthusiasm easily made up for it. She didn't even realize they had parked until she finished swallowing his load and sat up to use her fingers to wipe the corners of her mouth before licking them clean. She then looked at Mr. Robinson curiously.
"Where are we, Boss?"
He didn't give her an answer. He put his spent cock away, zipped up, and said, simply, "Let's go."
It was a simple statement, a command actually, spoken by a man accustomed to giving them, and she felt compelled to obey. She hopped from the car and had to take a few quick steps to catch up with Mr. Robinson who was already closing on the door of the apartment where they had parked.
She didn't bother to ask again and it wouldn't have mattered anyway, for a moment later the apartment door opened and she saw who was inside. Jake.
Kelly nearly lost her footing at seeing Jake and what it meant; he was going to be included in her growing stable of lovers. At this realization, she was stunned at her own immediate acceptance of this fact. She felt the heat grow within her and a flushed redness appear in her face. She locked eyes with Jake and offered a welcoming, if not inviting, smile. His return smile and accompanying appraising look at her, only served to further fan her flames.
All these stimuli prompted her response, "Hi Jake. How have you been?"
Did that sound inviting? Did she mean it to sound that way? Could he see right through her as she thought he could?
Jake seemed to let her thoughts dance in her head before responding, "Been fine. And much better now that you are here. Come on inside."
Jake only slightly moved aside as Kelly stepped across the threshold of the door, forcing her to slightly rub up against him. The heat from his body was evident. She wondered if he could sense the same from her, though she slightly giggled to herself how her heat seemed to be emanating from between her legs.
Kelly was nearly full on panting as she heard Jake close the door behind her and the two men exchange a murmured greeting with one another. She turned to face them and silently hoped her desire was not as apparent as she felt it to be. However, her hard nipples, seemingly attempting to burn through her top, removed any doubt as to what she was feeling.
She nervously and somewhat awkwardly smiled at the two men. Though her sexual horizons had dramatically expanded over just the last couple months, she was still inexperienced at responding to these situations. She had no idea what to do and felt embarrassed because of it.
The look in her eyes must have communicated these thoughts to Mr. Robinson who, as she is now becoming accustomed, asserted himself as her boss. He didn't use words. He simply motioned with his hand for her to come to them. It was actually more of a single curl of his finger that did it. Immediately upon seeing it, she was moving in their direction.
She took the few steps towards them and then he used that same finger to have her pirouette in front of them. She recognized the gesture instantly as a means for Jake to get the full view of her appearance. Her face reddened with excitement even as she smiled in obedience. Her eyes danced between the two men as she slowly, and sexually, turned herself in a circle for them.



Kelly's heart was beating a mile a minute at this point. She felt nearly crazed with desire. She wondered if she was being tested. Was she to initiate things? Was she to wait? Was she even there to have sex with them at all? Or was this simply some little trick to toy with her fragile psyche.
She received her answer a moment later.
Mr. Robinson, who had shifted himself just to Kelly's left, leaving her nearly facing Jake, leaned into her ear and whispered, "Ms. Harkins, introduce yourself to Jake. Properly."
If Kelly was not filled with such nervous anticipation she would have came at his words. Her eyes briefly glanced at her boss as she processed the meaning of his command. Then she turned her attention fully to Jake and smiled up at him. She said, "Hi Jake. I hope we will enjoy a good working relationship together." And with that, Mrs. Kelly Harkins sunk to her knees before her new co-worker.
She fished his cock from his shorts and planted a wet, loving kiss on the swelling crown. Then she sucked him into her adulterous mouth. Kelly found herself sucking Jake's cock with a need to prove her worth. It wasn't just a matter of getting him off. A part deep within her needed him to know she was worthy of this delightful sex. That she was not the humdrum wife she was before this summer began. She giggled to herself as she realized none of them even knew her before this summer began.
Kelly was lost in her thoughts and in her actions when she heard the telltale groan from Jake, which was the precursor to his orgasm. She pushed forward again, feeling his pubic hair gently tickle her nose and his shaft fill her throat. Then she gave a little hum of her own and the vibrations in her throat, directly surrounding his cock, pushed Jake over the edge.
She felt his hands grab her hair as his cockhead swelled and then began to ejaculate his hot seed into her mouth and throat. Kelly gulped down every rope of cum his balls provided. Still, she sucked for more. When his orgasm was complete, Kelly licked his shaft clean of any possible remnants and then smiled up at him. She realized that there was nothing on this earth which compared with sucking the cum from the balls of a black cock.
Kelly shifted on her knees towards Mr. Robinson, but he held up his hand to stop her. He explained, "Kelly, we have one more errand to run before I get to enjoy you." Then he extended his hand and helped her to her feet. She had no idea what he meant by an "errand" but she couldn't help but wonder if it meant something to similar to what she had just done. Her mind raced and she smiled inwardly to herself as she considered that she had already been with all of "her" men this morning.
Though anxious and curious, Kelly did not ask what her boss meant and simply wiped her mouth daintily and then followed him out the door. She was surprised to find Jake accompany them. The three of them walked to Mr. Robinson's car and without being told, Kelly slipped into the backseat as Jake took the front passenger seat.
The two black men remained silent as Mr. Robinson drove. This only increased the sexual tension brewing within Kelly. Being taken to Jake's so she could "introduce" herself by sucking him off was an incredibly arousing moment for her. She hoped that when she was done one, or both, of them would fuck her. Instead, she now found herself in the car driving somewhere with them. Desperate to know what was happening, yet too submissive to ask, her mind worked to fill in the blanks.
Her lack of familiarity with the area didn't help things either. It was only when the school came into view did she have any sense of where they were. The men still remained silent as Mr. Robinson wheeled into the parking lot and then Jake finally spoke, "Yea, we're good."
Kelly wanted to shout out, "What does that mean?!" but still remained silent.
The only thing she saw were two cars haphazardly parked in the back of the lot near the basketball court. Mr. Robinson slowly drove his car in the general direction of the two cars before parking about 100 feet away. It was as if he was attempting avoid making their presence known.
Kelly was so fixated on figuring out what was going on that she didn't even notice the four young black men shooting baskets on the court. She became aware of them when Jake turned to Mr. Robinson and said, "Yea, he's there. In the red shorts."
Kelly's mind was now reeling. Who were they talking about? Why did they care? What did this have to do with her?
She found out a few moments later.
As if acting on an unspoken agreement, both Mr. Robinson and Jake got out of the car and slipped around to both get in the backseat with her. She quickly forgot about anything beyond the backseat of the car as she hoped one or both of them would give her the release she was craving. Instead, the close presence of the two men, and the ensuing conversation only served to arouse her further.
Once again, Mr. Robinson was in the lead. He put his arm behind her and leaned in close. She felt his breath on her ear and neck as he spoke. "Mrs. Harkins, see those young men playing hoops over there?" as he motioned in their direction with his hand.
"Yes, sir. I see them." Her breath was panting and ragged.
She felt Jake's hand now on her right thigh as Mr. Robinson continued. "See the young nigga in the red shorts? He's got some mad ball skills but can't seem to stay focused on school work. If he can't get his school work done then he can't play ball for the school. And if he can't play ball for the team, well then we probably won't compete for the playoffs this year. Ain't that right, Jake?"
Kelly was now staring out at the boys playing basketball but slightly tilted her neck in Jake's direction in invitation for him to continue what Mr. Robinson was just doing. He picked right up on it. "Yes, sir. We definitely need him out there. I'm hoping we can find a way to motivate him to focus."
Kelly's breathing picked up further. Were they suggesting she be his motivation? Were they suggesting she use her charms so he could play? And was she actually getting aroused by the thought of doing exactly that?!
Mr. Robinson spoke again. Once again using her formal married name which, for reasons she didn't understand, drove her mad with desire. "Mrs. Harkins, do you think you can help out the young man and by doing so also help out your new school?"
Her breath caught as she came to realize her suspicions were correct. However, she was struck at how the question didn't actually bother her. Before she could even answer, Mr. Robinson reached up and tweaked her left nipple and she finally could no longer hold back. "Please, I need you to fuck me. Either one or both of you. Please."
Mr. Robinson chuckled in reply and said, "In due time, Mrs. Harkins. Answer the question first. Can you help that young nigga out?"
Her eyes looked back out to the four of them. She didn't even know which one they were talking about. Was it the one in red shorts? He looked taller and bigger than the others. Was it one of the two wearing the black shorts? The one who just sat on the bleacher to smoke? Did it even matter which one? What was the question again?
She turned to Mr. Robinson with desperation and confusion in her eyes. She didn't know what to do.
And then she felt her phone vibrate in her purse.
She glanced at it and then back to Mr. Robinson. He simply nodded as if granting permission. Kelly reached in and pulled out the phone and noticed it was a text from her husband, David. She saw this was the fifth text he had sent, none of which she had replied to. She giggled at that realization and then held up the phone to Mr. Robinson. "It was my husband. I guess he's been trying to get hold of me."
That increasingly familiar rush of excitement at shaming David washed over her as she spoke those words. She held the phone a moment until Mr. Robinson gently removed it from her hand and dropped it back in her purse. The message was clear. David was not a priority.
Kelly was now becoming desperate for some release. All these things coming together at once was almost overpowering for her. Still, Mr. Robinson and Jake did not relent. They simply kept touching her body, keeping her teetering on the edge.
In an effort to regain some level of her senses back, Kelly blinked hard and then asked, "Do you want me to tutor him?"
She rubbed her thighs together as she waited for the reply. She heard Jake kind of chuckle before Mr. Robinson spoke, "In a manner of speaking, yes, Kelly. Tutor him."
Then it dawned on her exactly what he was suggesting. Mr. Robinson wanted Kelly to seduce the young man and use her sexuality to keep him focused on school. She quickly glanced to Mr. Robinson and said, "But, he's, he's just a, a student. I can't..."
Mr. Robinson put his finger to her lips to shush her as his other hand found its way to her drooling pussy. He whispered into her ear, "Yes you can, little bitch. You were made for this."
Kelly came at those words and the overwhelming stimulation she was receiving.
She humped her spasming clit into Mr. Robinson's fingers as she came with the realization that he was right. Tyrell had said those same words to her. She couldn't deny it then either. And here she was, in the backseat of her boss' car as he fingered her while a fellow teacher sat on her other side freely running his hands all over her body. It was impossible to deny.
Her eyes were drawn back to the young men on the basketball court. They looked so fit. Their young black bodies glistening with sweat. She unconsciously licked her lips as she drank in the sight.
But could she do this? Could she seduce a student even if he were of age? Her mind was reeling with the possibilities, both good and bad, of doing exactly that. Concern for her marital vows were long gone. That disappeared with the first taste of black cock. But this was another level. Or was it, really? Was it really all that much different? She paused a moment as all these thoughts raged through her mind. And then they were broken by the buzzing of yet another text message on her phone.
It was that text that made her resolve set. Kelly turned back to Mr. Robinson and in a calm, sure voice, oozing with sexuality, Kelly said, "What would you like me to do?"
Mr. Robinson smiled at her acceptance and said in a matter of fact tone, "Do what you were made for."
Mr. Robinson gently tweaked her left nipple and smiled at her. He followed that with, "Mrs. Harkins, I think you know what I want you to do. I want you to make that young nigga appreciate what school can offer. Do you understand?"
Kelly swallowed heavily. Mr. Robinson was a master of using her full married name to exploit the lust swelling within her. She looked to him with her doe eyes and nodded slowly. She was panting.
Mr. Robinson pulled one more string of Kelly's weakness before seeing if she would take the next step. He grabbed her phone from her purse and, using a combined sneer and command, said, "Text the white motherfucker back. Make sure he knows not to bother you anymore today."
So wrapped under his spell was she, Kelly only nodded as she mindlessly reached for her phone, never taking her eyes from Mr. Robinson's. Finally, she tapped in her code and sent a note to her husband. She made no effort to hide the texts she had received or the one she was sending. She bluntly told David, "David, please stop with the constant texts. I will call you or text you later tonight." The chuckles from the black men on either side of her removed any doubt as to whether they were reading what she was typing.
Kelly didn't bother to wait for a reply from her husband. She simply dropped the phone back in her purse and looked to her boss with anticipation.
Mr. Robinson grinned at her with desire in his eyes and slowly nodded his head as if confirming Kelly's understanding of things. He tweaked her left nipple again as he spoke softly to her, "Mrs. Harkins, I do believe you are going to be a model teacher. Now how about if we continue this discussion at my place. It would seem to me we have a lesson plan we must create. Would you agree?"
Kelly was only able to nod her head in agreement.
As Mr. Robinson moved back to the driver's seat, Kelly heard her phone buzz once again as if it were a million miles away. She didn't pay it any further attention.
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Kelly's Labor Day weekend concluded the way it had begun; swallowing the seed from a black cock. This time it was Tyrell. It wasn't his full load, however. He had pumped that into her pussy. When he had finished, she had climbed off his lap and went to work cleaning his shaft of their mingled juices. It was something she had come to crave.
When she had fully cleaned him, she sidled up next to him and settled down to get some sleep before her first day of work at the new school. And just like that, reality hit.
Her first day of work!
Instantly her mind began racing at what was to come. She had no idea what she was supposed to do! In her former school, every summer about a month before class started, the teachers got together to work on class rosters, room assignments, and all the essentials necessary for a class to function that couldn't be done when school had actually started. She had done none of that preparation. In fact, she didn't even know what class or grade she was slated to teach!
Then her thoughts shifted to why she didn't know. Her heart pounding with anxiety, Kelly silently scolded herself for her behavior over the summer. She had sex with five different men, all of them black. She had cheated on her husband and even actively shamed him, even if he remained ignorant of her efforts, and she had loved every minute of it.
Five different men! She had been with one man until that lifechanging encounter with Tyrell. Since that moment, sex took on a new meaning. In fact, it took on almost its own sense of purpose. She began to coordinate her schedule around it, and ultimately, she altered her professional life to accommodate it. She had left her rather posh teaching job in the idyllic suburban setting for a more urban school just so she could have ready access to her lovers. And to top it off, her new boss, Mr. Robinson, with his own majestic black cock, wanted her to seduce a young black student to 'inspire' him to focus on his education!
Kelly wrestled with these thoughts and what it meant for her future. Most prominently, what it meant for her starting tomorrow. She only knew she was going to start her day in Mr. Robinson's office as he had said to her when they concluded her interview. That thought brought a momentary smile back to her face.
But what about after that? And what about David? She reasoned with herself that she could keep this all secret from him while living apart. But what if he made a surprise trip? What if she suddenly found him sitting in the living room as she came out from the bedroom with Tyrell in trail?
Kelly silently got out of bed, being careful not to wake Tyrell, and slipped into the living room. She stared out the living room window for a few minutes and slowly tried to settle her mind. Then a thought struck her. She grabbed her cell and called David.
Her husband answered immediately. "Hi Kelly. Is everything ok?"
Kelly smiled as she heard his voice and answered honestly, one of the few completely honest statements she had said to him over the last couple months, "I'm fine. Just feeling a little anxious about tomorrow."
David, as is his custom, tried to ease her anxiety and reassured her she would be fine. Her husband really was a good man, and Kelly welcomed his efforts as it did work to put her mind at ease. But somewhere in his sweet nothings, Kelly was once again reminded of the contrast between him and the men she spent the summer giving herself to. David was unknowingly losing this battle.
After a little bit more conversation, Kelly thanked David for easing her mind and told him she needed to try and get some sleep. They said their goodnights and David smiled at being able to give his wife some peace of mind, as the naked Kelly strode back to Tyrell's bed. She slipped under the covers without even making her lover stir.
The next thing she knew her alarm on her phone was going off. The dull vibrating sound only woke her, and it took her a moment to orient herself after she shut it off. She giggled to herself at how the last voice she heard last night was her husband's but the first man to greet her today was Tyrell.
Kelly felt a slight surge in her anxiety about what her first day would bring but it was now competing with the naked Tyrell lying next to her. It took Kelly only a moment before deciding her next step. She slowly pulled the covers down to reveal his naked body and then got up on her knees as she felt the saliva pool in her mouth.
She hovered her face over his semi-hard cock for just a moment as she slowly inhaled his scent. Then she planted a wet and loving kiss on the head of his cock. Tyrell awoke with a start. Even after having experienced her wake up repeatedly when she visited over the summer, it was still something of a shock for him.
Kelly licked the crown of his cock and smiled up at her lover. She said, "Sorry to startle you, baby. But now that I'm here, you can expect a wakeup like this every morning." She paused a moment and then continued, "How about if you feed me my breakfast and then I go make yours?"
She didn't wait for a response. She just pushed his cock into her throat and went to work for her morning meal.
The presence of Tyrell's cock in her mouth prevented Kelly's mind from focusing on work. Her world was reduced to pleasing Tyrell and it didn't take her long to complete the task. She heard the sounds and felt Tyrell's body shifting and she knew he was there. She pushed down to take him fully and felt his balls pull up into his sack as they began to pump their lifegiving seed into her throat. She drained his balls completely.
Kelly concluded her blowjob by licking around the crown of his cock to ensure she captured all he had to offer, then she got out of bed. At the doorway she looked back over her shoulder and watched as Tyrell rolled over to go back to sleep.
She then hopped in the shower to get ready for her first day. As the water washed over her body, the anxiety returned. Her professional life was battling for control with her sex life. There was nothing she could do. She had to just do her best to keep from panicking and see what the day brought.
An hour and a half later, after carefully dressing and then making the relatively short drive to the school, Kelly pulled into the school parking lot. Summer was still in control of the temperature, so it was still quite warm when she stepped out of her car. She was dressed in a tasteful, but still sexy, sundress in the school colors of blue and yellow. Blue was always a good color for her, and she hoped the elegant yellow floral pattern would mask the potentially risqué sleeveless and fitting cut of the dress.
Kelly took a deep breath and then set out with confidence towards the school's main entrance. She had arrived early and there were a limited number of cars in the parking lot. She noticed Margaret's older car in the same spot where she had first seen it and Mr. Robinson's sleek, clean car parked right next to it. Her breath caught at the sight knowing that in a few moments she would be with him.
When she got to the front door, she realized immediately that she was off to a bad start. The door required a swipe card for access and she did not have one. Kelly's face turned red as she thought how this was always accomplished over the summer at her previous school and she wondered if she had missed an appointment. She began to look for a button or intercom or whatever button she had to press to gain the attention of someone inside when the door buzzed and then clicked open. She was in!
Kelly grabbed the handle and pulled the door open and then paused to take a deep breath to compose herself, before crossing the threshold. She expected Margaret would be the first person she would see, but waiting behind the second set of doors was Mr. Robinson. Her heart began to pound the moment their eyes made contact.
Mr. Robinson's smile was always disarming and today was no different. He reached out his hand and said, "Welcome to your new school Mrs. Harkins. Please join me in my office so we can get the day started right."
Once again, his use of her married name, this time in an open setting, caused her heart to flutter. What was it about that that caused that reaction within her? She didn't have time to think about it any further as Mr. Robinson had already steered her towards the administrative area where his office sat.
Kelly greeted Margaret who was seated behind a computer terminal before following Mr. Robinson into his office. He paused for a moment and said to Margaret, "Margaret, please hold all calls while I give Mrs. Harkins a brief orientation to the school, and please contact the security office and let them know I will be escorting her there shortly to get her swipe card."
Kelly barely heard Margaret's "Yes sir." response before he closed the door.
The moment the latch closed, Mr. Robinson changed into the persona she had become accustomed to over the summer. He stepped up to her and looked at her from head to toe as if appraising her. Had something like this happened at her previous school, she would have been out the door in a flash and on the phone with the school administration's human resource department.
But this wasn't her former school and frankly, Kelly wasn't her former self. In fact, rather than cause any offense, Mr. Robinson's appraisal only served to excite her.
Kelly smiled at her boss and put a hand on her hip as she cocked her head slightly to the side as she asked in a sweet tone, "Do you approve?"
Mr. Robinson gave a slight chuckle and nodded as he said, "Very much so, Mrs. Harkins, very much so."
She needed nothing further. There was no need for foreplay. No need for any additional stimuli. He had made it clear how she was to start her day during her interview. Now it was time for her to act.
Kelly closed the two feet distance between them as she slipped to her knees. Her eyes remained locked on his as she worked his belt and zipper to free his cock. Mr. Robinson made no effort to assist. He simply stood there with his hands on his hips watching his favorite new employee learn her place.
When his cock came into view, Kelly could not help but take in a deep breath of air. She pulled it on through her nose, taking in his scent. Oh, how she has come to love this side of herself.
She gave the head of his cock a wet kiss and then ran her tongue from the base of his shaft to the head, her saliva quickly filling her mouth. It spilled over her bottom lip as she sucked the head into her mouth. She scooted back slightly to make sure she didn't spoil her dress with anything that might drip from her chin.
Maintaining her eye contact throughout, Kelly worked Mr. Robinson's entire shaft into her mouth and throat, and her eyes hooded over in pleasure when she felt his pubic hair tickle her lips and nose. She pulled all the way back as she drew in air through her nose and then reversed course, again swallowing him completely.
Mr. Robinson would have liked for this to go on all day, but he couldn't risk the questions that might arise if they did not leave his office soon, so he gave himself into the moment. When Kelly pulled back to take in another lungful of air, he said, "Here it comes, little bitch. Take my load." And then he put a hand to the back of her head and gave a gentle nudge.
Kelly knew what that meant. She pushed forward and engulfed him completely and then began to rub his balls. She felt them pull up into his sack and then welcomed the first rope of his seed into her throat. The pulsing of his shaft on her tongue is something she has come to crave. She held him buried in her throat, her lungs begging for air, as she sucked him dry. Only when she knew he was complete did she pull back.
She leaned back on her haunches, pulled in a lungful of air, and smiled up at him and then said sweetly, "Good morning, boss."
Mr. Robinson chuckled and nodded as he tucked his cock back into his underwear and slacks. Then he helped Kelly to her feet as he pressed the button on his phone to reach Margaret. "Margaret?"
Margaret answered the unspoken question immediately, "They are ready for you, sir."
Mr. Robinson turned to Kelly and said, "I'll escort you to the security office to get your picture and swipe card.", and he began moving to his door.
The word "picture" struck Kelly out of the blue. Was she still presentable? She didn't have much lipstick on, but was it smeared from sucking his cock? Were her lips swollen like they usually were after a weekend with her lovers? Would all of this be captured on an image she would wear on her lanyard for the rest of the year?
These thoughts raged through her mind as Mr. Robinson opened his office door.
Kelly quickly used the fingers of her left hand to wipe her lips of any potential leftovers from Mr. Robinson's cum as she slid the right down her dress to make sure it was not hunched up. As she did this, she took quick hop steps to catch up with Mr. Robinson who was already striding out into the broader administrative office.
When Kelly crossed into that area and took in the view of the now bustling hallways through the glass partitions, she was amazed. She was only in his office maybe 15 minutes, yet in that time the school seemed to come alive. The hallway had people, teachers she assumed, setting up signs directing the soon-to-be-arriving students this way and that, while some students who had already arrived were assisting and taping arrows at the hallway junctions.
Mr. Robinson was moving with purpose and didn't bother to introduce to any of the teachers they passed who all gazed at Kelly with a rather surprised look. Kelly's heart was pounding in fear they could tell something had gone on, but her more reasonable self, told her the looks were based on her being a new face. A new white face at that.
They quickly rounded the corner, Kelly a pace behind, and the security office was on the left. She froze for a moment hoping she would have just a little longer to compose herself before entering the office, but that was not to be; Mr. Robinson already had the door open.
Kelly followed him and was greeted by an older, rather stern looking, black woman named Sandra, who seemed to already be in a state of irritation. Though neither Sandra nor Mr. Robinson exchanged any spoken words that Kelly could make out, Sandra picked up on his look and pointed to her right, saying, "Jayden is at the workstation, sir."
Following Sandra's motion with her eyes, Kelly turned and saw a young black man slowly rise from the hidden position behind the workstation. He was tall, athletic, and his eyes were locked on to Kelly. Kelly swallowed heavily in response to the buzz of excitement his blatant appraisal aroused in her, and then a moment later she realized who he was.
Jayden was the student Mr. Robinson expected her to tutor.
Kelly felt paralyzed at this realization. Did Jayden know about her summer? Did he know of her and Mr. Robinson? Of Mr. Robinson's plans for her? Was he in on it? And most immediately, was all of this apparent to him as they stared at one another?
Mr. Robinson didn't let her immobility last long. He took one step towards her and said, "Mrs. Harkins, it appears we have fortunate timing. Jayden Thomas is volunteering in the security office to start the year. Coincidentally, he is one of the students I am looking for you to tutor. Mr. Thomas is a fine athlete, but he struggles academically. I'm hoping you can remedy that." He paused a moment and then said, "Jayden, this is Mrs. Harkins, our newest teacher. Mrs. Harkins, Jayden Thomas."
And just like that, Mr. Robinson was gone.
Kelly's heart was full on pounding now. It was almost too much to process. Having just sucked off Mr. Robinson in his office prior to coming to this office, meeting the student she was expected to tutor, and that unspoken arousal stemming from her lovers using her full married name. It was only 7:15am and she was already on overload.
Her little reverie was broken when she heard Jayden speak, "Nice to meet you, Mrs. Harkins.", as he extended his hand. Kelly regained her composure and reached out to Jayden in kind, her petite white hand disappearing in Jayden's massive paw.
When Kelly responded, "You too, Jayden." it sounded to her more like the voice of one of his teenage girl classmates rather than one of his teachers and she felt the heat of embarrassment appear on her cheeks. His subtle grin confirmed her suspicion.
Jayden still had that grin on his face as he pointed towards a chair facing the computer, "Take a seat. Let me get your picture." It wasn't a request. It was a command. And like she had learned to do over the summer, she obeyed. Kelly nodded her head and moved to the chair and took a seat.
She inwardly cursed herself for so quickly responding to his direction and vowed to herself to not be so easily manipulated. However, that vow lasted only a moment as Jayden stepped behind the desk and said rather bluntly, "Face the camera.", and she found herself doing just that. She felt her face redden again, but before she could steel herself, Jayden said, "Smile for me." and she instantly did so.
Jayden seemed to wait a second longer than necessary before clicking the button which only made her face redden further. When he finally did take the picture, Kelly was concerned about her appearance in the picture and asked Jayden if she could see it before he printed in on her swipe card. He smiled and said, "Come around and take a look."
This time, Kelly moved a little more slowly to appear as if she were in control of the situation. But it didn't last. When she saw the redness in her face, she wanted to ask if another shot could be taken, but she hesitated and Jayden again took charge, "Looks good to me. You don't like?"
Kelly looked at him, and again heard that teenage girl voice as she said, "My face looks red. Can I take another, please?"
Jayden looked at her with a stone face at first, then to the picture on the screen and back to her. His second look bore a smile. He nodded and simply pointed at the chair on the other side of the desk.
Kelly felt as if he could see right through her. For some reason, that thought made her giggle slightly as she considered if he could see through her, would he be able to notice that she had just sucked off the principal?
Her face reddened yet again, and she took a brief moment to adjust her clothing in the hopes that would let the redness die down before finally taking a seat.
Jayden again smiled at her and Kelly was amazed at how these simple looks were arousing her. Still grinning, Jayden said, "You look fine. Ain't nobody gonna see those clothes anyway. Now let me see that smile again."
It may have been that moment where Kelly's mind shifted to acceptance and desire of what was to come with Jayden. She wasn't sure what exactly did it, but she couldn't mistake it. Maybe it was getting over the nervousness of leaving Mr. Robinson's office so quickly after sucking him off. Maybe it was the interaction she had with Jayden and his seeming command of her. Or maybe it was the fact that she actually was a slut at heart. Whatever it was, she had no doubt she would be on her knees and on her back for this young man in the not too distant future.
This time, Kelly's smile was a bit more than the standard "for the camera" look. It almost certainly wouldn't be obvious once the image was printed on the small card, but she felt it in her expression. And from the look on Jayden's face, he could tell too. He matched her smile with his own.



Once the second picture was taken, Jayden said, "Come around and take a look. Let's see if you like this one better." His voice sounded differently now for some reason.
Kelly stood and moved with a sexy, confidence now. It was as if things were somehow on the table between the two of them. It wasn't openly stated, of course, but somehow it was out there.
Once behind the desk and looking at the screen, Kelly felt as if she purred out, "Yes. That one is much better. Thank you, Jayden."
This time Kelly didn't move away. She stood there, right next to Jayden as he set up the system to print her swipe card. She felt in control and yet dominated at the same time. She could tell he recognized the change in her attitude and saw the tell-tale signs of arousal in him. This empowered her. The control her sexuality had over him.
At the same time, she felt his dominance. At any moment he might tell her to do something and she would respond to his demand. It was a bizarre combination. A combination she enjoyed.
Kelly stood there in silence as Jayden finished preparing her card. He retrieved it from the machine and stood to present it to her. Kelly took the card and looked at her picture on it. Then turning her eyes upward to meet his, she said, "We will have to set up our tutoring schedule soon. Can't have you missing out on the season, can we?"
It was unmistakably flirtatious. Her professional self was scolding her new persona for being so overt and sexual with a student. Particularly one she had just met. But her sexual self was in control at this moment. It was overpowering her professional persona.
For a brief moment, Jayden's youth came into being. He looked at her with a sense of awe. She considered the fact that she might be the oldest woman he had the potential of being with, and it made him nervous for the briefest time. However, Jayden proved himself to be a force to be reckoned with when he quickly composed himself and said, "The sooner the better, Mrs. Harkins."
Kelly involuntarily sucked in her breath at his use of her full married name and again felt her face flush red. She smiled innocently at Jayden and said, "Thank you for the card, Jayden. I will see what Mr. Robinson has in mind for us." And with that, she walked out.
Kelly made a beeline for the women's faculty restroom. Thankfully no one was inside as she slipped into one of the stalls and dropped her panties to the floor. Her fingers were immediately rubbing her clit which responded with an explosive orgasm. Her shuddering climax ended a few moments before she heard the door open and heels clicking across the floor. She quickly scooped her panties from the floor, then had a naughty thought. She stuffed the panties in her purse and opted to go without.
Amazingly, when she came out of the restroom, Mr. Robinson was standing in the hallway. Kelly was confused at first until he spoke and told her that Jayden had called to let him know they were done. Mr. Robinson's presence, so close to her body's recent release, only furthered the stimulation she was still feeling. She didn't know if it was her imagination or reality, but she felt as if he knew what she had just did.
Mr. Robinson extended his hand forward in a gesture of 'this way' and said, "Walk with me Mrs. Harkins. Let's get you familiar with your new school and discuss what lay ahead."
Kelly nodded and said, "Yes, Sir."
He led her throughout the building, pointing out the various sections; math in this hallway, science over there, and so on. He was careful to have them duck from sight as the bell between periods rang. She was amazed at how adept he was at handling this little tour.
Mr. Robinson led the two of them down a hallway which was just around the corner from the gymnasium and not all that far from his own office. They paused outside an office door as he pointed down the hallway and said, "See that door? That is the side door to my office." Then he gestured to the door they were standing by and said, "And this is your office."
Kelly looked at him with surprise. "I get my own office?"
Mr. Robinson nodded and said, "Mrs. Harkins, the other faculty, particularly the black women we have working here, sometimes take issue with 'outsiders' coming on to our team. They view it as something of a threat and sometimes as a bit of a 'takeover'. I felt that giving you some separation might make the transition a bit easier."
Kelly felt herself nodding even as she considered that this special office might only make things worse.
Before she could say anything, Mr. Robinson continued, "And since you'll be doing tutoring of Mr. Thomas, I figured a little private area might do the trick."
Kelly nodded again and then asked, "But, I won't be tutoring him all day. What about the rest of the time?" He looked at her with a slight grin and she felt her face flush as she thought about what she would be doing to start each day.
Mr. Robinson said, "Well, Alysha will be going on maternity leave in a couple months. This is her second time giving birth during the school year and you know what kind of problems that poses for staff scheduling. I'm going to have you take over her class, but in the meantime, I want you to work on some special projects in addition to tutoring him."
Now Kelly was really confused. 'Special projects' at her other school was sometimes a code for giving someone mundane jobs.
Her boss recognized the look at once. He touched her arm and said with a chuckle, "Don't get the wrong idea. Your skills will be put to great use. In addition to tutoring Mr. Thomas, I want you to observe what goes on around here and offer suggestions for improvement. You bring a unique outside skill to this building which I think will be of great use."
He then closed the space between the two of them as he opened the office door. Kelly's libido was peaking once again at his close presence, so she offered no further questions to what he had just said. It's meaning slipping past her completely.
Mr. Robinson guided her into her new office and closed the door behind them. She saw the standard office desk and set up, but was surprised to see a nice couch on the side wall. As Kelly looked at the couch, she felt Mr. Robinson step up behind her. His hands on her hips and then his chest against her back. The bulge of his hardening cock making its presence known in the small of her back.
He spoke softly, but in command, into her left ear. "How about if we break this couch in, Mrs. Harkins. I bought it for your office the day after I hired you."
Kelly's arousal made her knees weak. She leaned back into Mr. Robinson for support, and slowly nodded.
Mr. Robinson's hands slid up her sides to cup her breasts from below. He gently squeezed them and tweaked her nipples as Kelly turned back over her shoulder to kiss him. Her lips never caught his as once she responded to his touch, he was moving her towards the couch.
Kelly simply followed his lead and spun around to face him. As she did, the back of her legs hit the front of the couch and she soon found herself seated before him. She was struck by how this position brought her back to her very first time with Tyrell. Him standing before her as she was seated on his couch. She smiled to herself at how far she had come since that first time just a few short months ago. Then she pulled out Mr. Robinson's cock. And a moment later her lips were wrapped around the chocolate head.
Kelly began a slow blowjob but knew Mr. Robinson probably wanted, and she agreed, to christen the couch with his cock inside her pussy. She pulled back with a loud sucking pop and smiled up at him as she leaned back and spread her legs, revealing her lack of panties.
Mr. Robinson gave her that subtle nod and wicked grin of his and said, "Mrs. Harkins, you are going to be my favorite employee." Then he joined her on the couch and positioned his cock at her pussy.
Kelly's body responded. Her hips humped upward and caught the head of cock and seemed to suck it inside of her. Her orgasm began at once. And continued as he slowly slid inside her.
Mr. Robinson eased forward until his cock was fully buried in Kelly's pussy, and then he paused. Kelly began to slowly gyrate and shift her hips as she looked up into his eyes. She almost pleaded with him, "Please fuck me, Boss. Don't tease me. Fuck me."
Mr. Robinson smiled and nodded, then began to do just that. Along the way, though he kept his voice low, he began a slow banter with Kelly. "Bitch, ain't nothing like fucking a white boy's wife. Nothing. Especially a looker like you. As I said, you was made for this."
Kelly was meeting his thrusts and increasingly turned on by his words. Everything to this point had proven his sentence to be true. She reflected on how much she enjoyed sex now. How often it was on her mind. How her husband David provoked none of those thoughts within her. She considered at how she was actively working to learn to be better for the men. And even now, with Mr. Robinson's cock stretching her adulterous pussy, she found herself debating what Jayden might be like.
A fresh orgasm bloomed at that thought. As it did, Mr. Robinson slid himself in to the hilt, and he began to cum. Kelly felt the warmth of ejaculation spread inside her and a smile brightened her face.
And then she silently stated to herself, "Maybe I was made for this."
----
A few hours later, after busying herself with gathering office supplies and learning more about the new school, Kelly found herself alone in the office with her thoughts. She quickly found herself thinking again about whether she truly was "made for this." It certainly was seeming likely. Unless her mind was actively involved on a task, her thoughts seemed to continually drift back to Mr. Robinson, Tyrell, Rashad, or anyone of the others. The school environment only compounded her problem. She wasn't looking at the young black men as students. She was checking them out in a similar manner to how they were looking at the new white teacher walking the hallways. It was arousing and scary at the same time.
Kelly was considering masturbating and began to debate whether getting up to close the office door or heading back to the bathroom in the teacher's lounge was a safer bet, when she heard footsteps and voices moving in her direction. She quickly sat up and put her hands on the computer keyboard to present a professional image in the event someone passed by or stopped at her door.
As they came closer, she realized one of the voices was Mr. Robinson. Her heart began to flutter, and her pussy moistened further. She took a deep breath to settle herself and also chastised herself for responding in such a manner. She already had sex with him twice that day; the first time was sucking him off when she arrived and the next was on the couch in her office. She had to get a grip. Yet, Kelly's eyes drifted to that couch as she reflected on the experience.
Mr. Robinson and whoever he was speaking with stopped just outside her door. She could clearly make out Mr. Robinson's voice but figuring out the other person wasn't as easy. That person must have been facing away and were also speaking with a slightly lower voice. It didn't sound like Rashad and the two of them talking in the hallway seemed unlikely. Jake was a possibility and the thought of him paying her a visit stimulated her further. Before she could put her finger on it, the two of them stopped talking.
An immediate sense of frustration struck her. Weren't they coming to see her? Wouldn't Jake or Rashad want to know where her office was? And if the answer to those questions was no, why did it bother her so much?
Kelly wanted to jump out of her seat and look out the door to see who it was and where they had gone, but she forced herself to remain seated. Her inner thoughts were at war as she silently scolded herself, "Get a grip and calm down!"
However, that sentiment was washed away a moment later when Jayden appeared in the doorway. "Nice office, Mrs. Harkins. Ok time to visit?"
Kelly was nodding before she even understood the question.
Jayden confidently stepped into the room and up to Kelly's desk. He didn't say anything. Instead, he just looked at her, fixing on her eyes at first and then slowly moving downward. He wore no expression, short of the perpetual slight grin which seemed to be just the way he looked rather than intentional.
Kelly felt herself swallow nervously and a fresh flush of embarrassment washed over her face. She wanted desperately to take control of the situation. To act as the teacher, the responsible adult party, but she couldn't. She was simply captivated. The thoughts which were dancing through her mind just a few moments ago were now in control. She again scolded herself, "Stop acting like this!"
But a moment later, Jayden locked his eyes back on her and gestured with his hand for her to come towards him.
Kelly was on her feet instantly.
She put up one more failed effort to assert herself, but her words were doomed by her contradicting actions. She said to him, "Jayden, please don't come in here and not say anything or attempting to boss me around." Yet at the same time she was saying this, she was moving around the desk following the silent direction of his hand. She didn't even fully acknowledge him closing the door until the latch clicked.
Kelly turned eyes to the door then back to Jayden. In that instant, he had closed the short gap between them and grabbed her arms. Though his grip was not tight, she nevertheless marveled at the strength of his hands. She looked up at him and with quavering voice, said, "Wha-what are you doing Jayden? You-you shouldn't be touching me."
Jayden smiled at her, his 6'3" height dwarfing Kelly by nearly a foot. Then he said what was quickly becoming the magic words. "Yes, I should, Mrs. Harkins. You was made to be touched."
Her knees weakened as her mind rapidly fluttered through events of her first day. She had started it on her knees in Mr. Robinson's office, sucking his cock. She then had a non-sexual, but intensely flirtatious introduction to Mr. Jayden Thomas, before Mr. Robinson had brought her to her office and fucked his cum into her. And try as she might, all those engagements, whether physically sexual or just simply flirtatious, served to keep Kelly aroused and stimulated throughout the day. Collectively, they broke her will to resist.
She looked up at him with passion in her eyes, "Did you lock the door?"
He smiled down at his high school teacher and shook his head no. "I just closed it. You go lock it."
Kelly nodded and did as her student instructed.
Her hands were shaking as she pressed the button on the handle to lock the door. She could not process the desire which was burning in her at this moment. What was it? She had just met him earlier that morning. Yet at the same time, all she wanted to do was please him. How could this be happening?
Kelly turned back towards Jayden and paused. In one last unconvincing effort, she said to him, "We shouldn't be doing this. I'm a teacher and you are a student." But at the same time, she was moving right back to him.
Jayden smiled and said, "That's right. And that's what makes this so fucking hot."
Kelly was done. She fell to her knees in front of Jayden and sought to free his cock. She had to have it. And the familiar words of Tyrell, Mr. Robinson, and now Jayden rang in her eyes: "You was made for this."
When his cock sprung into her view, she felt no truer words had been spoken.
She looked up at him with a combined devious and submissive expression before planting a wet kiss on the head of his hardening shaft. Then, reversing the teacher-student roles, she said, "I hope I pass your test.", before taking his cock into her mouth.
This was all the tutoring Jayden needed. When he felt the sensation of her soft lips closing on his cock, he swore his gratitude for Mr. Robinson and vowed to buckle down on his schoolwork, as long as he had the opportunity to spend more time with the lovely Mrs. Harkins.
For her part, Kelly forgot about tutoring. She forgot about where she was. She forgot about everything except for the hard, delicious, black cock sliding in and out of her mouth.
She took her time sucking and licking the shaft, coating it in her saliva, before pushing forward and taking him all the way into her throat. She relished at Jayden's groan of pleasure. A groan she has elicited from each of her men. She inwardly giggled to herself at the thought that her husband was not counted in that growing number of "her men".
She felt a need to prove herself to him. She was able to piece together that Mr. Robinson had set this up. Though she didn't know to what extent he had told Jayden about her, she felt it necessary to confirm her abilities. So, this blowjob had extra meaning.
Kelly began to bob her head up and down on Jayden's shaft. It was slow and deliberate. Each time she had him all, she held him there for just a second before slowly pulling back to the head. Her saliva and drool eased over her lips each time his cock pressed into her mouth and squeezed it out. She would glance up at his eyes each time she had pulled back far enough. The look of amazement on his face confirmed her hopes. She was pleasing him.
When Kelly reached up to begin massaging his balls, she knew he was on the brink. She could feel it in his body movements and hear it in the sounds he was making. She moaned out her own approval and the vibrations rippled through his shaft.
Her own orgasm began as she felt Jayden place his hand on top of her head a moment before the first rope of his seed exploded into her mouth. It was followed by another and another. Kelly swallowed to make room for more. When she had drained him completely, she took him to the root one last time and then slowly pulled back, swirling her tongue around his shaft.
She sat back and looked up at him with smoldering eyes. And he looked down at her with the combined look of amazement and that of a predator who had made their first kill. Now it was him that had a hard time speaking.
Kelly slowly put Jayden's cock back in his pants and said to him, "I hope you enjoyed today's lesson Mr. Thomas. I did."
Jayden finally found his voice. "I did. And I look forward to the next one."
Kelly nodded and said, "I'm sure Mr. Robinson will let us know the schedule. Until then, study hard."
"I will, Mrs. Harkins."
"Have a good day, Mr. Thomas."
Kelly closed and locked her office door again after Jayden left and then flopped on the couch with her hand immediately slipping between her legs. Her pussy was positively dripping with arousal. She could not believe that she had just sucked a student off, but she also could not believe how much she enjoyed it. She replayed things in her mind as she rubbed her clit to two delightful orgasms.
Kelly was still settling down from her orgasms when she heard her cell phone buzz. Her first thought was that it was David with one of his worrisome check-ins since she had forgotten to message him that morning. But when she grabbed the phone, she saw it was from Mr. Robinson with a very simple, "Call me." statement.
She unnecessarily straightened her outfit before calling him.
His smooth voice was music to her ears. He said, "You did well today, Mrs. Harkins. I believe you had a breakthrough with Mr. Thomas. It seems you have the right skills to get through to him." He paused a moment and then asked, "Would you agree?"
Kelly was panting on the other end of the phone. It was now clear to her that her suspicions were true. Mr. Robinson had set up the morning meeting and apparently Jayden had reported back to him on what happened. This realization aroused Kelly.
She took a deep breath and responded, "Thank you, Boss. I felt it was successful too. Will you be setting up our schedule?"



Mr. Robinson enjoyed the submissive nature of her question. It wasn't a matter of whether they would be meeting again, they clearly would. But it was her offer to let him pick the timing and frequency which he enjoyed. He replied back, "I will indeed. I will see you in the morning, Mrs. Harkins." And then he hung up.
When Kelly arrived at her new home with Tyrell, she debated what, if anything, to share with him. Obviously, they weren't exclusive since he had shared her. And he was the one who helped break her marital vows. However, she ultimately decided against telling him about her day. There was no particular reason.
It wasn't long after Kelly finished cleaning up the dinner dishes and straightening up the house before she and Tyrell were in the bedroom fucking. Tyrell was developing a penchant for her riding his cock and she was increasingly happy to oblige. Kelly was becoming very aware of the submissive personality which was emerging, and it found it incredibly arousing. Similarly, she was also becoming aware of the sexual power she had with her lovers and riding Tyrell gave her a sense of control.
Kelly bounced up and down on Tyrell's shaft for a good long while until she actually felt her thigh muscles begin to burn. She took the opportunity to slow the pace and keep his cock buried inside her as she ground her hungry pussy on him. She leaned forward as she did this and her tits hung to make contact with Tyrell's chest. The sight of her milky white tits resting and moving on his black chest was too much for her. She humped her pussy onto him fully and began to cum. Her contracting pussy muscles triggered Tyrell's own orgasm and his cock erupted inside her. She relished in the delicious sensation of the inner walls of her pussy being bathed in his lifegiving seed.
Kelly slipped off of him and began to suck his cock and balls clean as she has learned to do, and when she looked up, Tyrell was dozing. She smiled to herself at the look of satisfaction on his face.
She went to the bathroom and without really thinking about it grabbed her phone from her purse. She had missed five texts from David and he had also left a voicemail. She giggled to herself at first but then stopped when she realized she was probably only making things worse for him by not being there when he phoned or texted. She was giving him room to become suspicious.
Kelly quietly crept into the living room and called her naïve husband. He answered immediately with the same anxious tone he always seems to possess. She wondered if he sounded like this all the time and she was just becoming aware of it.
She apologized for missing all his messages and explained since it was her first day it was rather hectic with a lot of people to meet and things to get used to. Kelly closed her partially true apology with an innocent, "You understand, right?"
David, ever so trusting and gullible, told her he understood and just requested that she check in with him at the start and end of the day, so he knew she was safe. She agreed to do that and thanked him for being so supportive throughout this whole transition. She could hear the relief in his voice and smiled to herself at what his reaction would be if he knew the truth. They ended the phone call with a mutual exchange of I love you and then she sneaked back into bed, pressing her naked body against the naked flesh of the black lover who's bed she was sharing.
The following morning, after sucking off Tyrell in bed and Mr. Robinson in his office, Kelly made her way to her office. She had brought some personal items to decorate her desk and potentially hang on the wall if she had permission. After setting things down and arranging her desk, she stepped out to go to the bathroom and do a little hall walking to get oriented.
Unfortunately, she had yet to master the school schedule. For shortly after leaving the ladies' room, the bell rang and the hallway was abuzz with activity. As fate would have it, she happened to be in the hallway of a class which Jayden was exiting. He stepped into the hallway with another young black student and their eyes met.
Though they were still 20 feet apart and students were moving in all directions, she immediately felt her heart flutter as they stared at one another and she saw that sly grin plastered on his face. It was if in it was only the two of them in the hallway for a moment and then she saw and felt the eyes of the other student, standing with Jayden, upon her.
She instantly felt breathless as the look on his face might just as well have said, "I know all about what you did yesterday."
Kelly paused for a moment and was bumped by a female student who was following closely behind her and wasn't able to avoid Kelly's unexpected stop. The girl mumbled an irritated "Excuse me" and gave a rather cold stare in Kelly's direction before moving on.
Kelly paid it no heed; her eyes remained fixed on Jayden and the other black student now moving towards her. She didn't think it possible, but her heart seemed to pound harder in her chest. She could feel her nipples now seemingly pressing through her bra and into the thin pink and red sundress she wore. Her pussy moistened and goosebumps arose on her exposed arms. It was as if every nerve in her body was receiving stimuli.
Then suddenly Jayden and his friend stood before her. Jayden offered a smile similar to that which he gave her while issuing her swipe badge the day before. The same smile that prompted her flirtatious response to him.
The other student, whose name she did not know, stood there glancing back and forth between Kelly and Jayden as he tried to decipher the unspoken communication which seemed to be going on between the two. He did not attempt to hide his eyes from examining Kelly's body.
It was Jayden who finally broke the silence. "Morning, Mrs. Harkins. Didn't expect to see you already today."
Kelly unconsciously licked her lips to try and regain the ability to speak, but the simple act also served to generate a wider smile from Jayden. She attempted to steel herself to the look he was giving her by clearing her throat and then acting in the best authoritative manner she could muster, "Good morning, Jayden. I was just walking around to get myself oriented. I must have misjudged the time." Kelly paused a moment and then looked at the other student and said, "And you are?"
"Darius. I'm on the team with my boy here." He gave Jayden an elbow nudge in acknowledgment.
Kelly then had a vague memory of him on that fateful day when Mr. Robinson and Jake drove her to the school parking lot so they could show her Jayden. Her face flushed with the thoughts that memory brought to mind.
Her mind wandered down that path for a moment until Jayden brought her back to reality, "We down for another tutoring session soon, Mrs. Harkins?"
It was a simple question. Frankly, an innocent question unless one knew that had occurred in the first tutoring session. Kelly knees nearly buckled at the thought his question generated in her mind and she was grateful that at that moment another female student stepped up and needed them to move so she could get to her locker. This gave Kelly just a moment's distraction to try and regain control of herself.
It didn't work.
The flow of students began to reduce as they went to their classrooms, and very quickly Kelly found herself standing alone in the hallway with Jayden and Darius. She looked at both young men and wondered if they could read the vulnerability raging in her mind. She knew Jayden was aware, but what about Darius?
Jayden shifted slightly but somehow seemed to dramatically close the gap between them. He again gave her that disarming grin and said, "Well, Mrs. Harkins?"
And then she saw the look on Darius' face. She could tell he knew. She felt her face redden. She had to get away from them and clear her thoughts. She took a deep breath and then answered in a quavering voice, "Um, I don't know yet, Jayden. Mr. Robinson hasn't told me." She paused and considered just exactly how that sounded to the two of them. But it was too late to take back.
She was falling quickly down the rabbit hole.
Kelly took another deep breath and gently shook her head to clear it of the thoughts rising up within. She again tried to resort to an authoritative teacher's voice, but was only partially successful. "You gentlemen need to get to your classes." She then quickly turned and began to walk away from them in the direction of her office. She heard her heels clicking as a sense of embarrassment washed over her at the intensity of her feelings. When she reached the corner of the hallway, she turned and looked back over her shoulder to see if they had moved on to the classes as she said.
They hadn't. Rather, the two of them stood there blatantly staring at her as she was walking away. She had a sharp intake of breath at their gaze and felt her face redden anew. Kelly rounded the corner and paused, bracing herself against the wall of lockers to get her breathing and heartrate under control. Once settled, she made a beeline for the faculty restroom to wipe the wetness from her soaked pussy.
When Kelly returned to her office, she was unable to shake the erotic thoughts filling her mind. She glanced at the couch and considered that already Mr. Robinson had fucked her on it, and she had sat on it to suck off Jayden. She never once stopped to consider whether this alone time was part of Mr. Robinson's plan. That, recognizing the burgeoning sexuality in her, he might just continue to fertilize things with sex and exposure while letting her unoccupied mind help things grow.
But he was exactly right. Kelly had nothing to take her mind off things. The couch was in her field of view when seated at her desk. And since she really had no meaningful schoolwork to do, she inevitably ended up glancing around the room, with her eyes always drifting back to the couch and the experiences it had already shared.
Finally, at lunchtime, she opted to get some food. Unlike her previous teaching position, where lunch was not actually a lunch hour but just a chance to quickly intake some calories before getting ready for the next wave of classes, a claim echoed by nearly all teachers, Kelly actually had some free time. She made her way to the cafeteria and attempted to grab a simple meal and then sneak back to her office to eat privately.
However, that is easier said than done when you are an attractive white teacher in a primarily black school; Kelly stood out quite prominently. The male students were not shy about looking at their new teacher. The women, faculty and students alike, were not quite as accommodating with their eyes. Her face reddened at the sense of being on display, yet found herself glancing at the young male students to see if they were still looking. They were, and generally were involved in conversation with their classmates seated nearby. Needless to say, Kelly knew she was the topic of their discussion.
Kelly was soon on her way back to her office with a salad and a little bottle of iced tea as she again attempted to settle her heart rate. She took the opportunity to call David and check in in the hopes that would take her mind of sex. She giggled to herself at using her husband in this manner, but it did actually work a bit. In addition to his skin tone, his demeanor was in stark contrast to the black men she has been associating with all summer. She concluded the phone call with David and told him she would either text of call later, then resumed her lunch.
Just as she finished eating, her phone rang and when she answered it, she heard the smooth voice of Mr. Robinson. She held the phone to her ear and, as has now become habit, she unconsciously straightened her dress as if he could see her.
Mr. Robinson said, "How is your day going so far, Mrs. Harkins? Getting yourself adjusted?"
Kelly cleared her throat and said, "Yes, boss. I walked around a bit today to get myself better oriented." She was still trying to maintain the professional veneer.
Mr. Robinson said, "I heard. You ran into Jayden in the hallway from what I understand." He paused a moment and Kelly frantically wondered if she had somehow missed seeing Mr. Robinson. Kelly couldn't see her boss' ear to ear grin as he imagined her anxious reaction. He let her dangle for a moment longer before continuing, "Jayden told me was very impressed with your tutoring skills. A statement with which I fully agree. He asked if I could set up another session with you today. I told him I would see what I could do."
Kelly's head was spinning. Had Jayden really shared details of their experience with Mr. Robinson? It certainly seemed he had based on Mr. Robinson's statement. And how did her boss have such control over her? It was as if she were just a series of buttons and he knew all the right ones to press to put her under his spell.
In another effort to salvage a semblance of her professional self, Kelly began an effort to steer the conversation away from what Mr. Robinson suggested.
She didn't get very far.
"Well, boss, I was..."
And then Jayden appeared in her doorway.
When Mr. Robinson heard Kelly's voice abruptly stop, he knew the trap had sprung. He listened silently for a moment to gauge things and confirming his initial belief that he should have had Rashad install a hidden camera as he originally planned, before he heard Kelly's soft voice, "Oh, hi Jayden."
Mr. Robinson had to keep from laughing as Kelly spoke that directly into the phone.
She felt her face redden at the state of turmoil and arousal she was in and then continued, "I wasn't expecting. I'm on with Mr. Robinson right."
Jayden didn't say a word, knowing Mr. Robinson would set the necessary wheels in motion. He didn't have to wait long. Though Jayden couldn't hear it, Mr. Robinson said a simple phrase in a gentle, but still commanding, tone, "I'll leave you two alone."
Kelly's bewildered mind could only nod her agreement before she hung up.
Jayden, recognizing his principal was true to his word, stepped into Kelly's office and closed the door behind himself. Kelly was still momentarily frozen in place at the turn of events and was about to say something to Jayden about how the door shouldn't be closed, when he simply looked her in the eye and pointed at the couch.
Exactly what about that made her respond she'll never know, but in a flash, she was on her feet and moving around her desk to do as she was silently told. Kelly inwardly chastised herself for repeatedly being so willing to respond to what Jayden directed, but at the same time she knew it was what she wanted.
By the time she reached the couch she had fully turned into the sexual creature the men were molding. As she met Jayden's eyes, the phrase they had been saying over and over came to mind, "You was made for this." Kelly smiled to herself and thought, at least for this moment, I am.
Kelly held Jayden's gaze as she stepped towards him. Neither now had any doubt they were going to enjoy one another. The only thing in question was exactly how. Kelly, deciding she was the tutor after all, determined she would make the call. Her guiding force was the drooling pussy which had been begging for cock all day, since she sucked off Tyrell before getting out of bed, and then Mr. Robinson after arriving at school. Her married pussy wanted some attention now. Attention from something bigger than her fingers.
As Kelly got close enough, she pitched up on her toes with her mouth in search of Jayden's lips. She melted into his arms as he reached behind her to pull her into himself. Their tongues made contact and danced with one another. She felt his cock swell and press into her belly. Her nipples surged further in response.
Jayden, recognizing the conquest was already determined, took charge. He pulled back from their kiss and reached up to tweak each of Kelly's nipples still hidden under her dress. He looked into her eyes and slightly cocked his head. Kelly understood his command and reached up behind herself to unzip her dress.
It fell to the floor leaving her in only her bra and panties before her young lover.
Kelly heard the wicked and sexual intake of breath from Jayden as he drank in her sight. She was so pleased that he, and the others, found her so attractive and desirable. Still, she felt the flush of red run from her cheeks, down her neck, and onto her chest as she stood there undoing her bra and slipping off her panties before him in her office.
Jayden's eyes slowly glided up and down her body, occasionally stopping at her eyes, as he began to work to undo his jeans. He was either doing it purposefully slow, or was having a hard time ogling her and coordinating the buttons and zipper. Either way, it was taking him longer than Kelly wanted.
It was only when she stepped forward to help that she realized this is what he wanted all along. Kelly smiled up at him once she knew it. A moment later and his beautiful black cock sprung into view. It wavered and swayed like a snake beckoning its charmer forth.
Kelly slowly dropped to her knees, her mouth catching the crown of his shaft before her knees hit the floor. She let out a deep pleasured moan as she felt him slide across her tongue, and then began to slowly suck him to full hardness. She was conscious of not taking him too deep or offering to full a blowjob as she wanted him to last long enough to fuck her.
Similar thoughts were working in Jayden's mind, because as he reached his full length and stiffness, he pulled from her mouth with a pop and then spoke the first words he said since coming into the room, "We already broke in the couch, teach. Bend over your desk this time."
The raw sexuality and inappropriateness of his comments were a perfect mixture for Kelly's libido. Stepping fully out of her dress which was now pooled on the floor, the married and hopelessly corrupted teacher nodded and did as her young student demanded. She bent at the waist and glanced back at her young lover over her shoulder. An inviting and wicked grin painted on her face.
Jayden stepped between her legs and paused with the head of his cock poised at the entrance to her love channel. He looked down to take in the sight and Kelly could see the look on his face indicating she was probably the first white woman he had fucked. She recognized his expression from her own perspective the first time she saw a black cock about to slide inside her. She felt an incredible bond with him at that moment.
Kelly continued to look into his eyes as she said, "Put in me, baby. Let me be the first married, white woman to experience that lovely cock."
She used those words to stroke his ego in the event she was wrong in her belief. She wasn't. Kelly watched as Jayden's smile broadened and she continued, "Yes, baby, watch it slide in me. Drive it all the way home. Make me yours."
Jayden needed no further encouragement. He felt her pussy lips wrap around the crown and seemingly suck him inside of her. The warm wetness, combined with the view of her pink labia, was like a dream. He buried himself fully before pausing, completely seated inside her.
Jayden began a slow, grinding fuck, almost not willing to withdraw himself too much. Kelly debated whether it was because he was close to cumming or if it was just because he didn't want the pleasure to end. Whatever the case, she had to take action; her pussy needed a good hard fucking.
Kelly began to fuck back into Jayden, spurring him on. It was then she realized what was happening. He was enraptured at the sight of his black shaft piercing her white pussy. She saw him shake his head for a moment and then he got down to fucking. Soon, a sound she had become accustomed to over the summer began to fill her ears. That of his haunches slapping against the cheeks of her ass with each thrust.



She felt her long-awaited orgasm brewing. Then, with perfect timing, her eyes found the picture of her and her husband she had placed on her desk just days before. As her viewed locked on to her foolish and naïve husband, Kelly's pussy spasmed in orgasm. It was nearly overpowering, and her knees weakened as her chest sagged into the desk.
Jayden, justifiably, took her reaction as a sign of his prowess and continued to hammer into her. As Kelly peaked a second time, she felt the telltale signs of Jayden's orgasm approaching. She looked back over her shoulder again, "Give it to me, baby. Pump that seed inside me."
That was that. Jayden lunged into her, embedding himself as deeply as he could go and the two of them exploded in orgasm together. His groans of pleasure dwarfing her own and threatening to be heard down the hall. Nevertheless, she used her pussy muscles to milk his balls of all they had to offer and gently lay her head down on the desk as she felt his pace slow.
As Jayden began to pull out, Kelly offered him another treat. She gracefully slid from the desk to her knees before him and grabbed the root of his shaft as her tongue snaked out to lick him clean of their juices. The look of amazement on his face was priceless. Kelly gently and completely cleaned his cock of any remnants of their encounter before settling back down and resting her naked behind on her feet curled up under her.
Kelly smiled up at him and said, "Thank you, Mr. Thomas. Your lesson is complete for today."
Jayden grinned down at her and simply nodded, knowing he would enjoy any and all future lessons this slut had to offer.
Very quickly, however, the awkwardness of what had just occurred struck Kelly. It only took Jayden a moment to pull up his jeans and be ready to leave her office. Once ready, he began to do just that, yet Kelly was still kneeling naked on the floor with her dressed puddled off to her side.
She jumped to her feet, feeling his seed leaking from her pussy on her inner thighs and frantically grabbed her dress as she told him to wait before opening the door. Jayden gave a soft chuckle at her response and stood there grinning and looking at her naked body with his hand on the door handle.
Kelly quickly threw the dress over her head and zipped it up to make herself have a somewhat professional appearance. Throughout, she was aware of Jayden's eyes staring at her naked beauty, and though in a frantic state at possibly being caught, his gaze still spurred her libido.
When she was done dressing, Jayden gave her one more head to toe look as he nodded in approval, then he opened the door and disappeared. Kelly remained frozen in place for a moment then took two jump steps to the door and closed it behind him. She sagged into the door and tried to get her thoughts under control as she wondered what she was doing and where this was leading. She felt completely out of control, yet exactly where she wanted to be at the same time. How could that be?
Kelly slowly staggered over to her desk as the rush of adrenaline and sexual endorphins began to wane. She grabbed a couple tissues and began to wipe up the remains of their coupling, before plopping herself down on her chair to try to get her thoughts under control and take stock of where she was headed.
One thing she did know. Her adventures were not yet over.
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After Kelly wrapped her first week "teaching" at her new school, she packed her essentials in a small bag and began the trek home for her weekend stay with her husband. As she drove on to the interstate, the pangs of guilt began to arise within her. She wrestled with similar sensations all summer, ever since her first violation of her marital vows with Tyrell. Yet these were different for some reason. The fear wasn't there. The remorse wasn't there. The feeling was more subdued. Then she giggled to herself as to why she the guilt feelings were subdued. It was because other feelings were still aroused.
Thirty minutes earlier, as she was getting ready to leave the school campus, Kelly was in Mr. Robinson's office. Her boss, the principal, had her bent over his desk as he pounded his black cock into her cheating pussy.
She had greeted him with a blowjob that morning as she had every day of her first week. But Mr. Robinson knew she had to make the trip home to her white husband and wanted, as he said to her, "To give you something to tide you over on your drive."
Kelly greeted his overt statement with the playful giggle he had come to adore and then unzipped the short black skirt she wore and let it fall to the floor. Further directions from her boss were not necessary. Kelly simply bent over his desk and looked over her shoulder at him, gently shimmying her ass in invitation as she did.
Mr. Robinson nodded appreciatively and then restated a phrase which she was becoming accustomed to, but which still made her proud, "Mrs. Harkins, you are definitely my favorite teacher."
He then undid his silver slacks enough to free his majestic black cock as he stepped towards Kelly's spread thighs. He gently, but firmly gave each of her tight ass cheeks a squeeze and then applied a gently pressure to spread her further, giving him an unfettered view and access to her waiting pussy.
As much as he wanted to simply bury his cock inside her, he couldn't help but wait that one or two extra seconds to help inspire the look of need that appeared on her beautiful face. Kelly didn't verbally say anything. But her eyes told him everything. She needed him inside her.
Mr. Robinson gave her that confident grin of his that drives her mad, and pressed the head of his cock to her canal. He then locked eyes with her and sank himself fully inside her. The increasingly slutty wife's orgasm began as her lips spread and peaked as he felt his full balls swing against her clit. Her knuckles were white as she squeezed the edge of the desk and her toes curled as her body welcomed him inside.
Kelly was unable to utter a sound, her breath taken by the sensation of his buried cock. Her facial expression, however, spoke volumes. Mr. Robinson held himself fully inside her as he slowly ground his hips, watching the young teacher squirm in pleasure on his shaft.
With her first orgasm out of the way, Mr. Robinson then began to fuck Kelly. His office secretary, Margaret, had already departed for the day which meant the outer administrative door, in addition to his office door, were closed. Sound was not going to be an issue. The slapping of his haunches against Kelly's bare ass soon filled the room. It was joined by Kelly's moans of pleasure as she got her breath back.
Mr. Robinson alternated between holding Kelly's hips and swatting her ass cheeks. He complimented both of those acts with verbal taunts as well. "Your husband going to do what we been doing for you here, Mrs. Harkins? That whiteboy going to give his wife what she learns she needs this weekend?"
Kelly was shaking her head no and attempting to answer but she either couldn't get the words out due to another orgasm hitting, or Mr. Robinson making another statement or asking another question.
Her ears were filled with the sound of their fucking, her ass getting swatted, or his questions and statements. "You know you was made for this, Mrs. Harkins. You know that now, right? You know your husband can't give you what you need, right?"
There was just too much for her to process to determine the right words. So, she just responded with what came to mind, "Fuck me, boss. Fuck me with that nigga cock. Fuuuuuck meeeeee, pleeeease!"
Mr. Robinson smiled down at his conquest and responded to her demands. His tone softened only slightly as he continued, "I'm going to fuck my nut into this pussy. Then you gonna drive home to your husband with me inside you. You like that idea, Mrs. Harkins? Do you?"
Kelly nodded and erupted into her most powerful orgasm as she uttered out, "Fill me, boss. Please give it to meeeee!"
Mr. Robinson watched as her head dropped to his desk calendar and then he sank himself fully into her as his cock began to pump its lifegiving seed into her. His balls, working on this load since she sucked the first from them this morning, pulled up and emptied themselves again into her. This time into her married pussy.
The warm bloom of his seed painting her inner sanctum once again launched Kelly into orgasm. The sloppy sounds of their slick love connection now joined the chorus filling the office.
Exhausted, Kelly slumped further onto her boss' desk as she felt him slowly pull out of her. She was dreamy eyed as she slowly shifted to her knees and sucked his cock clean of their combined juices. Then she leaned back against the front of his mahogany desk, staring up at him as if looking at some sort of deity.
Mr. Robinson smiled at her and then moved to his desk drawer and retrieved a pair of Kelly's panties. She had no idea where or how he had got them, but she simply nodded her head obediently as he said, "Put these on and wear them home to your husband. Understand, Mrs. Harkins?"
The brake lights in front of her broke her from her reminiscence of the afternoon's events just as she was moving a finger to her pussy.
An hour later, a tired, but still horny, Kelly Harkins pulled into the driveway of the home she shared with her husband, David. She saw his car parked there. The living room light was on. She knew he was inside. Part of her missed him after not seeing him all week. Part of her wanted to jump from the car and rush to him. But at the same time, another part of her held her in place in the driver's seat. It was the last instruction given to her by her boss.
"Text me when you get to your driveway, Mrs. Harkins."
Kelly sat in the car in the driveway looking at her front door as she replayed his statement. He didn't say when she got home. He specifically said, "driveway." He had something in mind. And Kelly grinned as she grabbed her phone.
She tapped out the quick text, "In the driveway, boss."
Mr. Robinson smiled at the obedience of his teacher/project. He then tapped out his own reply. "Good girl. Thank you for listening so well."
His simple praise brightened her smile further.
He continued, "You were magnificent this week, Mrs. Harkins. Magnificent. But I have one more thing I want you to do for me before I let you go in and see your husband."
Kelly was breathless. Thankfully autocorrect helped her shaking fingers finish her response, "What is it, boss?"
Mr. Robinson waited a beat knowing it would increase her anticipation, then typed, "I want you to dip a finger in that lovely pussy of yours to collect some of my seed. Then I want you to send me a pic of you cleaning that finger with your tongue. Can you do that for me, Mrs. Harkins?"
Kelly was foolishly nodding her head as if he could see her. She glanced again at the front door to her home, making sure her husband did not appear, then undid her seatbelt and slowly moved her hand up her skirt. The wickedness of doing this in her driveway, her husband likely to step out that door any moment, was driving her mad.
She slowly slid her hand between her parting legs. Gently touching her inner things as she did. She used her right hand to shift her wet panties to the side and the middle finger of her left hand to do as Mr. Robinson instructed. The simple touch of her finger to her labia and clit nearly pushed her into another orgasm. But she withheld the need. She needed to accomplish what her boss wanted and couldn't risk her husband preventing that.
Her finger coated, Kelly picked up the phone from the dashboard mounted cradle and quickly turned on the camera. The wicked smile she saw staring at back her in the camera caused her next action. She slid the control to video and pressed record. Her finger poised just beside her lips, Kelly repeated the words in her original text, "I'm in the driveway, boss." And then she licked her finger clean before pushing it fully into her mouth.
She stopped the recording and texted the video file to her boss. Kelly sat in the car a moment awaiting his reply. Expecting a text reply, she was startled when the phone rang in her hand and she nearly dropped it. Upon seeing it was Mr. Robinson, her heart rate and breathing picked up. She didn't even get a chance to greet him before he spoke.
"Good girl, Mrs. Harkins. Thank you for listening so well. Now go inside and kiss that husband of yours."
Kelly could barely utter out her response, "Yes, boss." And then he was gone.
Kelly felt as if she were shaking with excitement from head to toe as she stepped from her car. She took a moment, before closing the door and attracting David, to take a deep breath to try and settle herself. Then she closed the door and began the slow walk to the front door. Surprisingly, she made it all the way inside before David appeared. He was preparing dinner for the two of them.
His gesture, while intended to be sweet, only served to mark the contrast between him and "her men". She giggled internally to herself at that thought and then remembered Mr. Robinson's last instruction. She was to kiss David.
Undoubtedly, Mr. Robinson intentionally had her lick her finger of his ejaculate prior to going in and kissing David. He wanted her to lips and tongue lingering of his taste before she greeted her husband. In that instant, Kelly knew what she had to do.
She quickly pulled out her phone and said to David, "Let's take a selfie of our first 'reunion' kiss."
Her naïve husband smiled brightly, completely unaware of his wife's ulterior motive and stepped in close to kiss her. Kelly had to fight to keep her tongue from snaking from her mouth to his as that would be totally unusual behavior for her. Actually, she thought with an inward smile, totally unusual for the woman that left earlier that summer to see her father. But that was a different Kelly.
Instead, Kelly puckered up sweetly for her husband and, keeping her eyes on the camera, clicked a few pictures of them kissing 'innocently' before the two of them hugged. David then grabbed her bag like a gentleman and began to ask about her trip when Kelly was struck by the realization that she had not put her bra back on after leaving Mr. Robinson's office. Thankfully, it was a cool September twilight and she had a light sweater on which served to cover her hard nipples.
Kelly quickly excused herself, "Sorry, honey. I really need to use the bathroom after that drive.", and she scampered off as David smiled and nodded. Heading to the master bedroom, Kelly quickly grabbed a bra and before slipping into the bathroom. She stripped off her top, leaving herself naked from the waist up and then sent a copy of the picture of her kissing her husband to Mr. Robinson. "He's happy to see me.", it said.
Mr. Robinson replied back quickly, "Good girl, Mrs. Harkins. It's nice to see you greeting your husband. Enjoy your time there. And I look forward to seeing you Monday morning."
His comment made her smile, but at the same time made her realize she needed to shift back to the 'old' her. To the wife David knew. She slowly put her bra on and then slipped her top back on. She took a long look at herself in the mirror to make sure nothing was amiss. That there were no tell-tale marks of her infidelity for her husband to see. Kelly then took a deep breath and stepped from the bathroom intent on getting through the weekend.
That thought lingering her mind, "getting through the weekend", only served to complicate things. While happy to see David, she couldn't help but judge him against how she spent the last week. He was kind, he was gentle, and he was reliable. But he wasn't what her body, and increasingly her mind, were craving.
Kelly wanted the alpha male. To be more specific, the black alpha male who took what he wanted. And she wanted to be used by the black alpha male. To be bent over a desk and fucked. To be told, verbally or non-verbally, to get on her knees before him to suck his cock.
David, though a good man, was not the black alpha male and would never do what Kelly sought. He would never take her like that. He would never tell her how to dress. And he would never share her with his friends. He didn't know it, but he now fell short of his wife's newfound expectations.
Kelly sat across from her husband as they ate, still in her wet panties stained with Mr. Robinson's cum, loosely recapping her first week. That simple thought of her wet panties was driving her wild. She had to overstate some things and outright lie about other things in order to not give David any suspicion. It wasn't until talking to him did she realize how little, other than sex-related activities, she did the previous week. That thought, however, was empowering.
He then recounted his week and how much he missed her, something she realized she had not said to him. Then David uttered the words that splashed across her mood like a cold bucket of water. "I've been looking at places to live and jobs near where your father is hospitalized so we don't have to spend so much time apart. Maybe we can talk about that this weekend?"
Kelly's initial reaction, which she thankfully suppressed, was one of indignation and frustration. She didn't voice it, but she thought, "And put a damper on my fun?"
David noticed the change of expression on her face and asked what was wrong.
Kelly quickly shook her initial thoughts from her head and said made up another ruse, "I'm sorry. You mentioned my father and my mind just flashed to him being in the hospital." In reality she didn't even remember the last time she visited him.
The two of them finished eating quietly without much more conversation and then cleaned up the dishes together before settling down to watch a movie.
Kelly used the time to relax and just mentally work through some of the things that had changed in her life recently. David couldn't see his wife's smiling face or dreamy eyes as she reflected on just how much her life had changed over the course of that summer. He also couldn't see her occasional glances his way as she continued to draw contrasts between him and her lovers. Her reverie was broken when her phone buzzed.
The screen showed, "Mr. Robinson" 1 attachment.
Kelly couldn't resist. She whispered to David, "I have to take this. It's work," and told him to keep watching when he asked if he should pause it. She smiled to herself at how her thoughts had her so enraptured, that she wasn't even sure what they were watching. She calmly walked around the corner towards the bedroom and then darted inside once she was out of David's sight.
She quickly opened the attachment and on the screen was a five second slow-motion video of a large black cock being stroked by its owner. She immediately knew it was him. She had become very familiar with that cock recently. Particularly the up-close view. Kelly immediately began to salivate.
Mr. Robinson saw the "Read 8:17" notice appear under the message and sent another text. "Let me see those milky white tits."
Kelly frantically looked to the door and then went into the bathroom. She pulled off her blouse and then was frustrated at the two second delay caused by removing her bra. Without even thinking about the consequences of sending a picture of this sort, Kelly proudly put her tits on display and sent it in reply to her boss.
Mr. Robinson chuckled with pride as her picture popped on to his phone. He could tell she was a keeper with a solid future ahead of her. He wanted to get her aroused, which he clearly had, and then leave her a bit frustrated that she couldn't quench her desires with only her husband around. He texted back, "Mmmm...missing those, Mrs. Harkins. Have a good night..."
She wasn't ready for the conversation to end. She stared at the video a bit longer, desperate for another text from her boss to appear. It did not. Reluctantly, Kelly put her bra and top back on, then made her way back to the living room and her husband.
She had to bite her tongue when David asked, "Everything ok?"
She simply nodded and then said, "It's fine. Just someone from work adding me to their phone. I thought it was something else."
The movie ended about an hour later and the two of them caught up on another series on Netflix they were watching before deciding to head for bed. Kelly knew this was a big moment. She knew he would be expecting sex. And she knew it was inevitable. But she wondered if would be able to tell about her activities.
Was her pussy going to give her secret away? Would her pussy let his white penis know that it now belonged to black cock? And could she go through the motions in a convincing enough fashion to still make David think he satisfied her? The only one of those three questions which she could fully control the answer to was the last one. And she giggled to herself at how that had been the case their whole marriage anyway...she just didn't know it until this summer.
During this reunion coupling, Kelly became aware for the first real time of just how staid and plain her sex life with David was. They kissed. He then gently felt her breasts. He would smile at her from time to time and ask if she was doing ok. It honestly took a willful effort on her part to not demand he either fuck her or get off her.
One thing did serve to ease her frustration and lighten her mood. It was when David reached into his headboard for a condom. She watched as his nervous and shaking fingers worked to open the package quickly. He couldn't tell that the smile on her face was her reaction to this being something she never had one of her lovers do. Instead, her husband thought it was of her desire for him. His white penis would have wilted in shame had he known the truth behind her expression.
Though it had been hours since Mr. Robinson filled her pussy with his seed, the recent memory of that wonderful fuck and the leftovers of that coupling served to keep her pussy far wetter than the desire being generated in her by her husband. All that in mind, Kelly knew she had to put on the front of the good wife. She was already tempting fate in so many ways that one minor slipup might expose everything.
As David slipped the condom on this penis, Kelly reached up and touched his cheek and whispered, "I love you." She really did. It wasn't a lie. How she could justify her behavior and say she still loved him; she did not know. She just knew that things had changed. She needed more than that condom-clad white penis could offer. But for this weekend at least, she would make do. David didn't need to know any of that.
Still smiling at her husband, Kelly spread her legs slightly, not nearly as much as she had with her lovers, and whispered, "I've missed this." She almost then reached down to spread her pussy lips for his entry, but had to stop herself. First, she had never done that for him. And second, as her smile brightened further at the thought, it probably wasn't necessary.



Thankfully, it was over as quickly as she anticipated. Within a minute David was spurting into the condom as Kelly feigned enjoyment at his penetration. She really couldn't call it more than that. David's panting and heavy breathing in her ear served as a marked contrast from one of her lovers being perched up on their arms to watch her or banging her from behind with "Fuck yes, bitch" being called out as they filled her.
Kelly let out a moan of satisfaction as David pulled out and then she watched as he stripped off his condom and cleaned his penis with the nearby tissues. She smiled at the thought of her cleaning him being another treat he would not enjoy.
Surprisingly, Kelly fell asleep rather quickly afterward but woke a few hours later somewhat startled at where she was. She reached for her phone on the nightstand next to her and, after glancing at David to make sure he remained asleep, she opened the photo folder. Her left hand holding her phone, her right hand slipped down into her pajama bottoms. She latched on to the slow-motion video of Mr. Robinson stroking his cock as she fingered herself to orgasm. Kelly licked her fingers clean and then closed the video before settling back down to sleep.
The rest of the weekend dragged on. She enjoyed David's company, but her newly discovered persona wanted more time to express itself. She exchanged texts with Mr. Robinson during the day Saturday and again on Sunday. He was intentionally brief, but teasing, with her, knowing it would only serve to keep her fires burning. It was driving her mad with and only furthering the growing dissatisfaction with her husband since she knew he was incapable of giving her what she now craved.
When it was finally time to head back on Sunday afternoon, Kelly could barely control herself. David interpreted things as her being nervous about returning to work, but it was actually quite the opposite. All day she was willing that clock to hit 5pm which was the time she had told David she was leaving. Finally, the hour struck.
She had already packed her bag that morning and stuffed a few more items of clothes and things she realized she was missing, then watched as David brought them out to the car. As he did so, Kelly texted Mr. Robinson, "I'm about to head back. Finally!", coupled with a smiling emoji.
Mr. Robinson was waiting. He responded, "Call me when you are on interstate."
Kelly responded as David walked back in the house, "Yes, boss."
A short while later, after kissing her husband goodbye and putting her bags in the car, Kelly was driving faster then she should, to get back to Mr. Robinson. Her phone tucked safely in the dashboard cradle, Kelly dialed Mr. Robinson's number the moment she hit the interstate on-ramp. Her nipples hardened and her pussy moistened when his smooth voice emanated from her car speakers and filled her ears.
"Hello, Mrs. Harkins. On your way back?"
"Hi boss. I am. Just pulled on the interstate."
"Around exit 147 if I'm not mistaken, right?"
Kelly was confused at first by his question, but still answered, "Yes. Why do you ask?"
Mr. Robinson didn't answer directly. Instead, he just said, "Excellent. Call me back when you pass the water tower at exit 122."
Still confused, Kelly could only respond with a "Yes, boss.", before they hung up.
Kelly was grateful for the light traffic and just under 30 minutes later she was again calling Mr. Robinson. And like earlier, she felt the surge of excitement as his voice filled the car. "Hi, boss. Just passed the tower. Um...". She wasn't sure what else to say. Was he just looking for travel updates? Traffic? Her expected arrival time?
Mr. Robinson responded, "Pull off at the rest stop at 117." And then he hung up.
Now she was really confused. What did he have in mind? She didn't recall any association with anything at that exit and knew none of the others lived near there. So, what was it?
A few minutes later she pulled off the interstate at exit 117 and into the rest stop. She parked, her car idling, and debated calling him or what she was supposed to be doing, when a nice black SUV with tinted windows rolled up in front of where her car was parked. The driver's side window came down and there was Mr. Robinson.
Kelly was stunned. She hopped out of her car and nearly ran to his window. Her voice expressed her excitement and confusion, "Hey boss! What are you doing here? Is this your car also?" The SUV being different from what she had grown accustomed to seeing him drive.
Mr. Robinson smiled at her and she could feel his eyes once again appraising her. He didn't answer her questions. Instead, he said, "Damn, you look fine." Then with a motion of his thumb he said, "Get in the back."
Kelly eagerly gabbed the door handle and got ready to hop in the back in the hopes of being joined by her boss. She was shocked to see Tyrell sitting there. She paused only a moment. Then smiled and climbed in with Tyrell as he greeted her, "Whassup, little bitch?", and began to free his cock from his pants.
Though she had fully expected Mr. Robinson to join her, Kelly was not disappointed that it was Tyrell. He was her first after all, she thought with a giggle.
She didn't waste time with foreplay. Once his black cock was visible, she lowered her mouth to greet it. As her lips wrapped around the head and she felt that delicious wicked sensation she's only experienced with black cock, she sensed the SUV beginning to move. She momentarily popped the cock from her mouth and said, "My car?"
Tyrell's hand guided her back to his shaft as Mr. Robinson said, "Don't worry about it."
She gave it no further thought. Her attention devoted to the cock at her lips.
A moment later, the SUV was reaching highway speed as Kelly bobbed her head up and down on Tyrell's chocolate love stick. The deeply tinted windows gave her all the privacy she needed to ply her considerable skills. She forgot about being in the car, about being on the highway, about her husband, and about all things not involved with getting Tyrell to cum in her mouth.
Her saliva drooled freely from her mouth and down his shaft, slickening her hands as she stroked him. His balls were also soon coated as she fondled them with love. Soft jazz played over the speakers, but the sounds of her sucking and throating Tyrell served as the vocal track.
Kelly began to get the telltale signs with her newfound experience. She felt his balls begin to pull up into the sack. The head of his cock expand. Tyrell's hand come to rest on the back of her head. And then his announcement, "Here it come, little bitch.", as he erupted in her mouth
Kelly greedily captured every spurt of his seed and savored the richness and taste, before she swallowed him down. She continued to nurse on the head of his cock to ensure she had drained him fully. So devoted was she, that she did not realize they had come to a stop until she finally pulled herself away from his shaft.
When she looked out the window, she was surprised to see they were not back at the original parking lot. She had fully expected Mr. Robinson had just taken a short drive and for her to get back to her car, but it was nowhere to be seen.
Then the SUV door opened and Rashad slipped into the backseat with her. She looked at him with a stunned expression as Tyrell got out the other door. She barely had time to process this as Rashad began to free his cock and the SUV once again began moving.
Kelly didn't say a word. Her eyes danced from Rashad's eyes to his hands working to free himself. Once his cock came into view, Kelly's lips went to greet it as she did with Tyrell. The eroticism of this moment was enough for Kelly to orgasm without physically stimulating her clit or pussy. The sheer sexuality pushed her over the edge. She was in the backseat of her boss' car as he picked up her lovers so she could suck them off. All after coming off a weekend visit home with her clueless husband.
Rashad was not as accustomed as either Tyrell or Mr. Robinson to the skills of Kelly's mouth. The latter two enjoyed routine blowjobs from the cheating wife, but Rashad could only enjoy her as the situation permits. Still, he could noticeably tell a significant improvement in her performance and passion as she blew him. And as with Tyrell, Kelly's drool and saliva, mixed with the remnants of Tyrell's load which remained in her mouth, soon worked to coat Rashad's shaft, lubing her stroking hands.
Kelly was fully alive with desire and wanted nothing more than to feel Rashad pump another load of life-giving seed into her mouth. She began to take him deeply into her mouth and throat and hold him there as she gently hummed. As with Tyrell, she again received the signatures of a pending orgasm. She breathed in deeply through her nose, then plunged down fully onto his cock.
Rashad erupted. His hips humped upward and his semen spewed from his balls and pumped into Kelly's belly. She couldn't taste it, but she imagined the feeling of his ejaculate splashing into her stomach to join what Tyrell had just fed her. Another no-touch orgasm washed over her body.
When Rashad was finished, Kelly pulled back and sucked in a gasp of air. She glanced out the window and was not entirely surprised to see they had stopped again. She giggled to herself as she wondered just how long they had stopped, but then was surprised when she caught sight of her car.
Had they really returned to the original spot? Were they just driving up and down the highway like this?
But then she realized there were at an entirely different place from where she originally stopped and from where Tyrell and Rashad had swapped places before her mouth. Her shock was increased when she saw Jake get out from her car and make his way towards the SUV she was in with Mr. Robinson. Rashad was already making his way to her car and she noticed Tyrell behind the wheel.
Kelly glanced at Mr. Robinson's smiling eyes in the rearview mirror and she gave him a wicked smile back. Mr. Robinson greeted her response, "We figured you deserved a welcome back after the weekend."
She didn't have time to reply. Jake was now in the SUV with the door closed and Mr. Robinson had them moving again. She smiled at Jake and said a simple, "Hi Jake.", as she found his cock already out and waiting on her. With her arousal reaching levels she didn't know possible, Kelly leaned in and gave the head of Jake's cock a wet and slurping kiss. Kelly then began to suck him off in earnest as she thought of just how truly slutty it was to suck black cock from exit to exit as she returned from visiting her husband. It wasn't long before Jake's seed joined Tyrell's and Rashad's in her belly.
When Kelly pulled her mouth from Jake's now drained cock, she was somewhat surprised to see they were at yet another off-ramp. She had expected to have pulled up to either Mr. Robinson's house or the house she was temporarily sharing with Tyrell. In fact, she was hoping that was the case so Mr. Robinson could take her inside and fuck her senseless.
Somewhat confused, she glanced out the window again and saw her car parked off to the right, then she looked to Mr. Robinson's eyes in the rearview mirror. Was he going to join her in the back next?
As in reply to that unspoken question, the door on the left side of the vehicle opened and Kelly's jaw dropped.
It was Jayden Thomas.
The young black stud looked at her with a knowing and appraising grin on his face, knowing he was about to yet again experience the pleasures his new teacher was learning to provide. Jayden slid onto the seat and offered a traditional greeting so in contrast with what had been going on to this point, "Hello Mrs. Harkins."
Kelly nervously stammered out her own greeting in response, but then was sent reeling with what happened next.
Jayden reached into his pocket and as he withdrew his hand, he said, "You left this in your car when you first got out." It was her cell phone! Jayden paused a moment to look at the screen, then turned back to Kelly with a devious smile and said, "Looks like your husband's been calling. We was getting a kick out of us answering."
Kelly was frozen at that moment with combination of excitement, arousal, and anxiety. She could barely even breathe and she thought her heart might leap from her chest. What did he just say? Did he just say they answered her phone with David calling? No, they couldn't have done that. That would have ruined things for everyone. Kelly shook her head a moment to clear it and said, in a squeaky, nervous little girl voice, "What did you say? You didn't answer it, did you? I could never explain that to him. He's just too..."
She paused, already knowing she said too much.
Mr. Robinson's chuckle broke the silence before he said, "He's just too what, Mrs. Harkins? Too much of a whiteboy to not know what his girl was made for? You were made for this. We know it. And you know it too. It's his loss of he doesn't know it. But he ain't here, is he?"
Jayden sat there silently as this little exchange took place. He watched as his young teacher/tutor/sex partner shook her head no to Mr. Robinson's query. And then he freed his cock.
Kelly's attention was immediately diverted to his hard, black shaft. She took a momentary glance to Jayden's eyes and then leaned over to take him into her mouth, the fourth black cock she was pleasuring since pulling off at that first exit.
It was surreal and almost too much for her to mentally process. Four cocks. Four black cocks. In one day and all on the highway. While her boss drove her as she pleasured them. Exit to exit, cock to cock. Fuck, she felt like a slut. And loved the feeling.
Kelly's oral skills were now quite good, particularly compared to the novice that she was when the summer began. She inwardly giggled to herself that Jayden never knew that girl. By the time Mr. Robinson set the two of them up, Kelly was experienced at sucking cock. She began to bob up and down on Jayden's shaft slowly working him with a loving passion. He seemed to be lasting a bit longer compared to her experience with him the past week. She wondered if being on the highway was distracting him. If so, she needed to redirect his attention.
Kelly began to take him nearly fully with each downward plunge. She felt his pubic hair graze her lips each time. She held him a bit longer and pulled back with her cheeks hollowed from her suction. When Jayden's hand came to rest on her head, she knew he had forgotten about his surroundings. And she knew his release was imminent.
Sure enough, the head of his cock expanded as his balls prepped for release. And then his seed bathed her tongue. She was still receiving his load as she wondered how she had gone so far in life without experiencing this sensation. She slowly jerked his shaft to milk him of his contents and then happily swallowed all he offered her.
This time, Kelly was not surprised to see they had stopped yet again. Her only question was just what was next in store for her. Jayden got out of SUV and Kelly sat there alone in the backseat for a moment wondering if anyone else was going to join her. Mr. Robinson let her sit there with those thoughts in her mind before he patted the passenger seat next to him. Kelly immediately heeded his request and was soon seated next to her boss.
The SUV again started to roll with just her and Mr. Robinson in the car. Kelly's eyes were fixed on him awaiting instruction. He let her sit there in anticipation a moment as he navigated back on to the highway. Then he turned to her and said, "Call your husband."
Kelly looked at him confused at first as if she didn't understand him. Mr. Robinson glanced at her phone then back to her eyes and raised his eyebrows. Kelly then understood. It took her a moment to briefly get her composure, then she unlocked the phone and dialed David's number. He answered immediately.
"Hi Kelly. Everything ok? You didn't answer my calls."
Mr. Robinson smiled as he was listening in over the speakerphone.
Kelly looked at her boss and said, "Sorry honey. I left the phone on my purse. I just saw you called after I stopped for a drink."
She exchanged a mischievous glance with her boss at her comment and then continued, "Why did you call? I told you I would let you know when I got there."
Her marked change in tone was designed to put David on the defensive. Naturally, it worked. "Sorry honey. No particular reason."
She didn't respond and let the silence hang there a moment. She felt so wicked at doing this with him and she could not explain it.
After a few more awkward seconds of silence, David said, "Ok, well, you are driving so I'd better let you go."
Before responding, Kelly smiled at her boss and then pulled her top over her head, freeing her tits. Then she said to her husband, "Yes, that's probably a good idea. I'll let you know when I'm there."
David, oblivious to the behavior of his wife said, "Ok. Travel safe. I love you."
"You too." She clicked the end call button, dropped the phone in her purse and said to her boss, "I need to fuck."
Mr. Robinson smiled, reached over to tweak one of Kelly's exposed nipples and said, "That's exactly what I have in mind, Mrs. Harkins."
A short while later, Mrs. Kelly Harkins was bouncing her married pussy up and down on her boss' black cock in his living room. Her clothes lay in a puddle on the floor as he physically violated her marital vows while verbally reminding her of what she was doing. His street language was far different from the professional language he used at school. "You was made for this, little bitch. You was made to ride the nigga dick. Not be tied down to some little dicked whiteboy. You learned that yet, Mrs. Harkins?"
Kelly didn't want to answer him. She HAD learned. She knew he spoke the truth. But if she said it, it would make it more real. She knew there was no going back. She knew being monogamous with David was no longer realistic. Her vows were forever violated. But admitting it seemed to take things to another level. Even with all she had done this summer, verbalizing it was just that much more.
Mr. Robinson could see it on her face. The inner turmoil. The conflict. The tug of war of her libido and her conscience. It was time to strike.
He grabbed her hips and froze her in place as she had him fully embedded in her pussy. She looked at him, panting, an unspoken question on her face.
Mr. Robinson said, "Tell me, Mrs. Harkins. Tell me what you learned in your summer school."
Kelly tried to move. She tried to resume fucking to hopefully avoid admitting it. But he held her in place.
"Boss, please. I want to fuck." Kelly felt his chuckle rumble through his torso and his cock fully buried within her.
He gave her that smile of his and said, "I know you want to fuck. That's what we are talking about, isn't it? You being made to fuck. Fucking the nigga dick. Not the whiteboy."
Kelly didn't realize she was slowly nodding her consent to what he had just said.
Her boss picked up on it. "You want to keep riding me, girl? You want to keep bouncing that married pussy on my dick? Keep enjoying car rides like the one you just had?"
Kelly continued to nod and said, "Yes. Please. Let me keep riding you. Please."
The desperation in her voice was apparent. She was close to breaking. Mr. Robinson released his grip slightly and let her rise up and then take him fully inside her again. And again, he captured her in place. "Then you only got one thing to do for that to happen. You just have to admit the truth. You ready to admit that truth, Mrs. Harkins? Ready to admit it so we can get back to doing what you made for?"
She was hypnotized by his words, by her feelings, by her thoughts, and by the sensations in her body. She couldn't possibly give this up. It just wouldn't last. She looked at him with one final act of desperation. One final non-verbal plea of reprieve from having to speak.



He offered nothing but a knowing grin in return, and with that, Mrs. Kelly Harkins' will to resist broke.
Mr. Robinson watched as her expression changed from anxiety and nervousness, to the animal desire he witnessed over the summer. He slowly relaxed his grip on her hips, providing her freedom of movement. He felt her pussy clench down and swore he felt her wetness drip from within. He felt her slowly begin to grind on his shaft.
Kelly took a deep breath and surrendered. In a husky whisper, Kelly admitted the truth, "You are right, boss. I was made for this. My pussy belongs to nigga dick. Now please fuck this pussy with that nigga dick." And then she erupted into her most powerful orgasm to date.
Her boss, eager to reinforce her admission, began to do just that. He flopped Kelly onto her back and began to fuck into her with long, deep strokes. He was relentless. The sounds of their fucking filled the room. By the time he emptied inside of her, Kelly had nearly passed out from the intensity of her multiple orgasms.
He slowly pulled out of her ravaged pussy, his cock coated with their combined juices, and moved to present himself to her mouth. A dreamy-eyed Kelly opened her mouth to suck him clean.
Kelly woke with a start about an hour later, still on Mr. Robinson's couch, still naked. A light blanket covering her.
Mr. Robinson was seated in his recliner, wearing only a pair of shorts, smiling at her. Before she could say anything, he spoke, "You were incredible today, Kelly. And I'm glad you finally came to admit the truth. Wouldn't you agree?"
Kelly was at first caught off guard by his use of her first name, rather than her marital name. But he was right. She felt relieved. Unhidden. Free. She felt her face flush red in embarrassment, before she smiled at her boss and nodded, saying, "Thank you. Yes."
It was dusk now. The light in the room slightly dim, enhancing the sexual atmosphere.
Mr. Robinson motioned with his hands for Kelly to lower the blanket to expose her breasts and Kelly grinned at him as she complied. Then he patted his lap, wordlessly telling her to come to him.
Her earlier admission seemed to alter things. It was no longer in question. No longer in doubt. Not a subject of any more debate. Regardless of whether or not it was stated while in the throes of an orgasmic passion, Kelly was clear in her language. Now, even after waking from her much needed nap, it was also clear in her mind. Kelly Harkins was a different woman.
Offering her boss a cunning grin, she slowly removed the blanket from covering any portion of her naked body and began to move towards her him. She padded forward, as graceful as a cat, her body motions falling in line with her newly stated perspective. Her tits gently jiggling with each seductive sway of her hips. She felt radiant as his eyes drank in her sight.
She delicately sat on his lap and draped an arm over his shoulder, her naked tits just below his chin. Her nipples, already hard, responded further at they felt his aroused breath drift across them. She was almost willing him to take one between his lips and very nearly presented one to him for that purpose. But she stopped herself. She inwardly smiled at her reasoning, "He will decide when."
Mr. Robinson marveled at the change in her demeanor and persona. They really had struck gold. He told himself that he had to remember to commend both Tyrell and Rashad on their evaluation skills. Then he refocused his attention back on the naked wife seated on his lap. His words, spoken as if paternal, were laced with sexuality.
"So, let's continue the conversation we were just having. How was summer school this year, Kelly? Educational and enlightening I do hope."
Kelly was nearly squirming with arousal on his lap. His words, his voice, her nakedness, and her memories were driving her wild with desire. She played further into the role with a little girl voice, "I liked it very much, Daddy. I learned a lot."
He responded, "Mmmm...Daddy. I like the sound of that." He paused, watching as she internalized how she would now address him. He began to caress her naked thighs, coming ever closer to her swollen pussy. Then he continued. "But there is still so much learning yet to do. So many new lessons. So much more discovery."
Another teasing pause as he stared into her eyes and ran his fingers gently across her shaved pubic area. "Are you ready to continue learning, Kelly? Are you ready to discover all that you've been missing?" His middle finger was approaching her clit. Her anticipation was building. She wanted to answer but she knew he was not yet done.
Mr. Robinson paused a moment, his finger tantalizingly close to her pleasure spot. He then continued, his tone shifting slightly, making the importance of his words clear. Kelly gazed into his eyes as he spoke, hanging on every word, "Kelly, from this day forth, you will do what you were made for. I will guide you. Instruct you. And you will follow my guidance. A new world of pleasure will be opened to you."
He paused again, his finger hovering over her impatient clit.
She felt as if she could feel the heat, he was so close. She wanted nothing more than for him to touch her. To give her release. She was fully and completely under his spell. Kelly flexed her ass cheeks, raising her pussy slightly, in an effort to make contact.
Mr. Robinson leaned forward and gave her nipple a gentle kiss before turning his eyes back to hers. He could tell she was hooked. He had one more barrier to fully sever and he knew she was ready. "Kelly, are you ready to be educated further by me and my niggas, while you provide tutoring services to the niggas I put before you?"
Kelly was mindlessly nodding, entranced by everything he was saying.
"And Mrs. Harkins, finally, are you ready to do all this without that fucking husband of yours having a clue?"
Kelly could take no more. She was desperate for release. The condescension towards her married life in that last sentence broke her from her trance. She looked at her boss and said, "Yes, Daddy. Please. Teach me to be what I was made for."
His conquest complete, Mr. Robinson sucked her hardened nipple into his mouth as he lowered his finger to her waiting clit, and watched as Kelly erupted in orgasm.
When her climax was complete, Mr. Robinson turned her face to his and said, "Kelly, I am going to give you a ride back to your place. The boys were kind enough to drive your car the rest of the way while you were otherwise occupied. That was very nice of them, don't you think?"
Kelly was still panting as she nodded her head in agreement.
Her boss continued, "When we get there, I want you to do something for me. I want you to thank them for the education they have provided this summer. And I want you to tell them how you want to continue the program which we have begun. That you have so much more to learn and that you want them to join me in helping teach you. Can you do that for me, Kelly?"
Kelly was still breathless. Her arousal still burning and his words and the thoughts they provoked only increasing the heat. Her lips were nearly pressed to his as she said, "Yes, Daddy. I will do that. I want to thank them. Fuck, I want to thank them."
Mr. Robinson gave her lips a gentle kiss and then slowly balanced her as he stood the two of them up. He held her hips as she stood naked facing him and said, "Then let's get going, shall we?"
Kelly nodded with a naughty smile on her face as she stared at her boss. Then her face slightly soured and a pout appeared. Mr. Robinson asked what was wrong.
She motioned to the plain t-shirt and pants she had worn on her trip. She said, "I had to wear that to get out of the house and away from David. I did pack some sexier clothes, but my bag is in my car."
Pleased at the sad expression on her face, Mr. Robinson smiled and touched her cheek gently, saying, "It's ok, Kelly. Let's just get you dressed."
The two articles of clothing she needed to put on took no time and she was ready in a flash. Or thought she was. Her boss held up a finger and then stepped into the kitchen, reappearing a moment later and motioning her to him. She moved without question or hesitation.
Mr. Robinson pulled a pair of scissors from behind his back and said, "This should do the trick.", as he made a cut in the shirt from her neckline down to the middle of her cleavage. The swells of her inner breasts were now evident. He took a step back and nodded his head in confirmation, "Yea, that definitely does the job."
He stepped in close again and gave each nipple a tweak. "The boys are definitely going to appreciate your gratitude, Kelly. Let's go show it to them."
Kelly's entire body was buzzing with stimulation as Mr. Robinson wheeled his SUV towards her place. How couldn't it be? She had her mouth bobbing up and down on his shaft the moment they pulled from his driveway. The scent of her earlier oral performance still permeated the air.
Mr. Robinson waited to park before pumping his cum into her mouth. Kelly happily swallowed his load, then sat up and daintily dabbed the corners of her mouth with her fingers, before licking them clean. As he reached for his door handle, Kelly gently touched his forearm and pulled her phone from her purse. She called her husband.
"Hi David, I just wanted to let you know I made it her safely."
David replied, "Thank you, honey. I was wondering when you were going to call."
Kelly smiled at her boss as her husband spoke. She said, "Yea, sorry. I got here a while ago but took a quick nap and forgot to call. I'm going to put my stuff away and then get to bed. I'll text or call you tomorrow. Love you."
David was hoping for a few more minutes to talk but Kelly's words made it clear she was expecting to get off the phone. He replied, "Ok. Thank you, honey. I'm glad you made it safely. Love you too."
With that, Kelly clicked the end call button and dropped her phone into her purse. She smiled at her boss, awaiting his reaction.
Mr. Robinson grinned at his diamond in the rough before saying, "That's my girl. Now, let's go express your gratitude, Kelly."
Kelly nodded and stepped from the SUV, then took in a deep breath as she thought about what was to come. She heard the men's laughter and voices spilling out from inside and she could feel her pussy respond to the sound. With each step towards the door, the voices grew louder, and her passion rose.
The moment Mr. Robinson's hand touched the doorknob, the sounds from within ceased. He pushed the door open and used his arm to gesture her inside as if conducting her to a seat.
Tyrell, Rashad, and Jake, now seated in silence, all turned their eyes to Kelly as she walked inside. Her body was fully alive. Their gazes enriching the sensations she felt. They were clearly taken by her appearance. Pleased by the display she set before them with Mr. Robinson's assistance. Whatever he had done to modify her clothing was only one piece of the puzzle. The sexuality she exuded completed the picture.
Kelly felt as if she glided to the center of the room and then felt Mr. Robinson step up next to her, draping an arm over her shoulder. Kelly leaned into him comfortably.
Mr. Robinson told the seated men, "Gentlemen, Kelly and I had a brief discussion after we saw each of you earlier today. And she has some things she would like to say to you. Kelly?"
Kelly didn't think she could possibly be more aroused than this moment right now. She was in a room with four black men who have each enjoyed her sexual charms. Men who have shown her pleasures which she never thought possible. She made eye contact with each of them, a sexy smile on her face, before she finally purred out her words.
"I owe each of you a thank you. A thank you for helping me discover parts of me I didn't know existed. And if you will be so kind," she paused for breath at the thoughts which her words were generating, "if you will be so kind as to continue my, um, my education."
The men were mesmerized and sat in silence, hanging on every word.
Kelly continued by turning her eyes to Mr. Robinson briefly, "Daddy helped me understand my summer program was just the start." Then she turned back to the men, each of them clear now as to who sat at the top of the ladder, "He said that there is much more to learn, and I intend to be the best possible student."
Then Kelly took a step forward and pulled her top over her head and dropped it unceremoniously on the floor. She swore she could feel her nipples surge further with excitement at being exposed. She concluded her little statement in a little girl voice, "Will you teach me?"
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Tyrell, Rashad, and Jake sat there stunned at Kelly's words and actions. They had all enjoyed her skills all summer, so it wasn't a surprise in her desire. It was the open admission that caught them off guard. They sat there staring at the half-naked woman before them.
Mr. Robinson stepped up behind Kelly and slid his hands up her sides and cupped both breasts from underneath. He gave each nipple a gentle, but firm, tweak and felt Kelly shudder in pleasure at the sensation. He then leaned down and whispered in Kelly's left ear, "Tell the boys what you made for, Kelly."
Kelly leaned back into her boss briefly and took a deep breath. She felt a bizarre mixture of her teacher persona and her emerging sexual self. Her career in education taught her how to focus the attention of a room. Though that had always been with much younger students. Not men roughly her own age whom she had fucked number times.
She fixed her gaze on each man in turn, utilizing a well-practiced expression to fully capture their attention. At the same time though, she was somehow able to convey a sense of submission. Maybe it was words she had just spoken. Maybe it was that she was now half-naked before these men. Maybe it was because everyone knew what this night held in store. Whatever the case, Kelly knew what she had to do.
She smiled sexily as she completely surrendered herself to her new persona by saying in a sexually laden purr, "I am married to a white husband, but I was made for the nigga dick. And I'm here for you tonight."
Silence, broken only by heavy breathing, filled the room until Mr. Robinson spoke, "That's it, little bitch. I'm glad you finally learned your place." He then used his hand to gently turn her face towards his as he continued, "Now go prove your words are true."
Kelly, looking back over her shoulder, stared dreamily into her boss' eyes as she listened to his command. She felt drugged. Her heart was pounding. Her breathing labored. Every portion of her flesh yearning for attention. She nodded her head and then turned back to the men. The sexual smile once again gracing her face.
Kelly slowly went to her knees in the center of the room and then extended her arms and used her fingers to beckon the men towards her.
The men were momentarily frozen in place, but then seemed to move in unison as they stood and moved towards Kelly.
Mr. Robinson stood a few feet back, watching, observing, and just seeing how things would develop. He couldn't have been more pleased.
The men stepped forward, seemingly being led by their cocks as they approached Kelly. Once inside her reach, Kelly fully straightened up on her knees and leaned in to kiss the jeans-laden crotches of each men in turn. Kelly glanced back momentarily at Mr. Robinson, a naughty smile brightening her face, before she turned back to the men and reached for the zipper of the closest man to her.
She glanced up and saw it was Tyrell, her fingers working to free him. She giggled as she met his eyes and said, "It's appropriate you are first. After all, you were my first. Outside of marriage that is."
Kelly held his gaze until she pulled his gorgeous black cock into the open, then her eyes shifted to the hardening ebony shaft, and she felt a rush of renewed excitement at the sight. She unconsciously sucked in a deep lungful of air and licked her lips, before planting a wet and loving kiss on the crown of Tyrell's cock.
She then leaned back slightly, still holding Tyrell's cock in her left hand and glanced at Rashad and Jake on her right and left. She dropped her eyes to their crotches, asking them without words to pull their cocks out also. When she saw their hands respond, Kelly smiled and winked at the two of them, then leaned forward to take the head of Tyrell's cock into her mouth.
Her moan of pleasure set the tone of the evening to come.
It wasn't long before Kelly had bathed the cock of each of the black men with her lips and tongue. All except for Mr. Robinson who stood off to the side watching. She felt an odd sense of pleasure feeling his eyes upon her. She would occasionally glance in his direction to make sure he was still watching. She felt a need to make her display as pleasurable for him as it was for the cocks she was sucking.
Kelly maintained a balance of sucking one cock while stroking the other two. She swapped them in her mouth frequently enough that they remained slick with her saliva and their increasing pre-cum.
She was in the process of taking Tyrell into her throat when she heard, and then felt, Rashad's approaching orgasm. His cock was giving her the telltale signs of its preparation for release. Kelly glanced up at him and his facial expression confirmed her suspicion.
Kelly quickly pulled her mouth from Tyrell's shaft and quickly shifted to Rashad, her mouth never closing. The sight of her open and hungry mouth coming for his cock, and then the sensation of her soft lips wrapping around the head pushed Rashad over the edge. His cock began to spew its cum into her sucking mouth.
As it had since her first experience, the sensation of a cock emptying itself onto her tongue was like an intoxicant for Kelly. The power of the ejaculation. Each jet of cum pulsing with such force. The feeling in the back of her mouth and back of her tongue as his seed bathed them. All this coupled with the understanding that it was her behavior, her performance, that caused all of that to occur served to further embolden her emerging persona.
Kelly released Tyrell and Jake's cocks and focused her mouth and hands on Rashad to bring his climax to its fullest potential. She wanted everything he could provide.
Rashad's hands came to rest on Kelly's head as he came. In part to guide her actions. But also in part to keep his balance lest he stumble from the tremendous pleasure the slut kneeling before him was providing.
His orgasm now complete, Kelly gave the head of Rashad's cock one more gentle suck, then pulled back and gave it another wet and loving kiss, before glancing up at him with a sexy smile and a wink. She then transferred her attention to the two remaining men.
It was inevitable that the other two would cum quickly now. Watching her milk Rashad's balls and then turn her attentions back to their own cocks was just too much. They wanted to get off. She wanted to get them off. And the night was still young to enjoy one another some more.
Jake took the lead. He gently, but firmly, grabbed Kelly by the hair and pulled her mouth to his cock; he was ready for release. And like Rashad, as Kelly wrapped her soft lips around his cock, his shaft began to expand and his balls emptied themselves into her mouth. Kelly sucked him through his orgasm.
After giving Jake a glance like she did with Rashad, Kelly briefly glanced in Mr. Robinson's direction to make sure he was still watching. He was. With his cell phone in hand. She was momentarily stunned at the thought he was taking pictures or video, but at the same time she felt a rush of excitement. She smiled at him and puckered her lips briefly before turning to Tyrell. Kelly cooed to him, "Are you ready, baby?"
Tyrell nodded and responded, "Fuck yes, little bitch. Suck my dick."
Kelly smiled and then opened her mouth. Mr. Robinson's video caught her response, "Aaahhh...mmmpph." She didn't stop until she had him fully in her throat, and a moment later Tyrell's cum was on its way to joining Rashad's and Jake's in her belly.
Happy that she had satisfied the three men, albeit, for now, she turned back to Mr. Robinson. This time, looking directly at the camera. A performer's rush washing over her. She said, "What about you, boss? Don't you want to play?"
Mr. Robinson responded with a light chuckled and then said, "How about if you stand up and lose the rest of those clothes?" It was a statement not a question. And Kelly took it as such.
She stood up, directly facing Mr. Robinson and his cell phone camera, and did just as she was instructed.
Mr. Robinson nodded appreciatively, and said to Kelly, "Now, come show how you greet me every morning."
Though standing there naked after having sucked each of the men off twice already that day, for whatever reason Mr. Robinson's statement served to make her cheeks burn red. Had he told them about that? Were they aware that she gave her boss a blowjob every morning?
Kelly put that all out of her mind and smiled at her boss. Her eyes danced from his to the camera. She was unsure if it was on or not, but if it was, she wanted the resulting video to be good.
She again glided towards Mr. Robinson like a cat. When she reached him, she knew what she needed to do. Kelly half turned to the other men in the room and adopted her teacher persona.
"Class," pretending as if she were standing in front of a traditional classroom, "I want to show you how I start my day." She glanced at Mr. Robinson and then the camera before continuing, "Each and every day, right after arriving at school, I go straight to my boss' office. And once in there," she said as she slowly sunk to her knees, "I greet him just like this."
Kelly began to undo her boss' pants as she glanced over her shoulder, increasingly enjoying the scene she was acting out. She said, "See, a black cock, particularly one that is as gorgeous as this one, needs loving every day. And I," she paused to plant a kiss on the head of his cock, "I am here to provide that loving." She looked up at her boss and said, "Each and every day."
Those words spoken; Kelly began to provide the loving blowjob she had just declared. It didn't take long. Mr. Robinson had just watched her suck off the other three while filming it all. His arousal only increased as she did her little play acting. When he felt her heated breath and wet lips upon his cock, there was no reason further to wait. He slid himself into her mouth and throat and let himself release. Kelly swallowed all he had to offer.
This display got the other three men ready to go again, and things quickly evolved into an all-out gangbang, each taking a turn in her pussy, her ass, and her mouth.
As Kelly was sliding her sloppy wet pussy up and down Tyrell's shaft, her husband David was home with growing anxiety. He just didn't feel comfortable being away from Kelly this long and for an uncertain continuing period of time. He wanted to find a way to get them back together, but didn't know how. Compounding this, he was not a fan of where she was living or her work associates. At her former school, she seemed to always be in the company of other women. However, at the party he attended which Mr. Robinson hosted, Kelly was surrounded by black men.
In fact, at the very moment he had that thought, his wife was once again surrounded by black men. However, unlike the first time which was relatively innocent on the back deck of Mr. Robinson's house, but yet still served to start the pangs of anxiety, this time Kelly was welcoming the simultaneous orgasms of Tyrell and Jake into her body. Specifically, Tyrell in her pussy and Jake into her throat.
Kelly climaxed at the sensations she was experiencing at the same time her husband was tossing and turning in bed from his own feelings.
Kelly, after fully swallowing Jake's load, slid off of Tyrell and, keeping her legs tightly clamped together, began to suck and lick Tyrell's cock clean of their combined flavors. Once satisfied she had licked him clean, she glanced over her shoulder at Rashad and then rolled onto her back. She gave him a sexy smile and said, "Come on, baby. Your turn."
She was taking a bit of a risk, she knew, but she had this undeniable belief that Rashad enjoyed sloppy seconds. It seemed to reveal itself on her summer visits and she decided to put it to a test tonight. If the idea didn't appeal to him, she would apologize and go clean up, and that would be that. But she didn't believe that to be the case. She had to know. This was an educational experience after all, she giggled to herself.
Sure enough, Kelly's splayed legs and cum-filled pussy were too much for Rashad to deny. Whatever the other men thought of him didn't matter. He could only think of burying his cock inside her used pussy. After only a moment's delay, he did just that.
Kelly, her suspicions confirmed, welcomed him inside her. She wrapped her legs around his torso and her arms around his shoulders and neck, and whispered, "Fuck me, baby. Add your seed to what is already in there."
Rashad looked Kelly in the eyes and gave a somewhat mischievous grin, telling her without words that she had figured him out, and began to fuck her intensely. Kelly simply offered a smile and her welcoming body in reply. Rashad's load soon joined Tyrell's in her love canal.
At home, David could take no more. He just had to hear Kelly's voice. He knew she might be irritated. He hoped she wasn't fully asleep. He had no idea she was naked with four drained black men lounging with her.
The buzzing of her phone sounded a good distance away muffled in her purse. Kelly almost ignored it, but knowing it was too late for telemarketers, that meant it was either a wrong number or potentially something important. It was the latter.
She got to it just before it went to voicemail.
"David? Is everything ok?"
"Yes, honey. I've just been having a hard time getting to sleep. I'm really having a hard time with this separation."
Kelly was still completely naked as were her four lovers. Her eyes swept across them as she heard her husband's voice. The majesty of their black skin and pleasing cocks momentarily causing a delay in responding to her husband.
Mr. Robinson was the first to recognize the call. He smiled at her and patted his thigh. He wanted her to come sit on his lap while she spoke to her husband. Kelly was headed his way by the time his hand tapped his thigh the second time.
Once again, a side of her she did not know existed began to make its appearance. She settled down naked on her boss' lap and draped an arm over his shoulder as she spoke to her husband in a loving tone, in complete contrast to the wanton display in the room.
"I know, honey. The separation is hard for me too." She smiled at her boss and then at the other men before continuing, "It's a learning experience for both of us."
Rashad started to laugh at the double meaning of her words and Tyrell slugged him in the arm as Mr. Robinson glared at him.
David picked up on it, however. "What was that?" His anxiety rising.
"What? That laugh? Just the TV. I'm turning it down."
As David began to speak again, Mr. Robinson closed his lips around her left nipple and gave it just gentle suck. Kelly squirmed with pleasure and didn't hear anything her husband said, "I'm sorry, honey. Can you repeat that? I almost dropped the phone."
"I was just thinking maybe I could make the trip there this time. Save you the trouble of having to drive. What do you think?"
Kelly didn't know why, but she turned to Mr. Robinson for a response. He nodded, both in agreement and in appreciation at just how much under his spell this lovely woman had fallen.
Though Kelly was not seeking the visit quite as much as David, she put on a happy voice and said, "That would be sweet of you, honey, thank you." The phone call ended shortly thereafter; a naked Kelly still seated on her boss' lap.
The content of that phone call planted an idea in Mr. Robinson's mind. But he didn't let on quite yet.
Kelly didn't remain there for long. At least seated and motionless. The naughty nature of that call stirred everyone's libido and Kelly was soon bouncing up and down on one black dick after another as those she was not fucking took turns at her mouth. Mr. Robinson filled her pussy first this time, while she swallowed Jake and Tyrell. Then Rashad had another sloppy go at her pussy which the others took notice of this time. As he was fucking her, the others began to have fun at his expense about Rashad "likes getting his dick dirty.", and things along those lines. Kelly simply smiled up at him and said, "Don't listen to them, lover. Just fuck me."
Rashad did just that.
The following morning, after sucking off Tyrell to start her day and then once at the school, making her way to Mr. Robinson's office to do the same for him, Kelly was presented with another challenge. As she knelt on the floor in front of her boss' desk, licking her lips to make sure she left no remnants of her blowjob exposed, Mr. Robinson said, "You wearing panties, little bitch?"
Kelly was dressed in a simple blue blouse with a black skirt with blue stripes. The outfit fit her body to perfection. She looked up at her boss, wondering if this was going where she thought, and nodded, "Yes, boss. Why?"
Mr. Robinson motioned for her to stand, then said, simply, "Leave them here."
Kelly felt a rush of new adrenaline at the thought. Then she did as her boss directed. She felt the heat in her face as her face flushed red when she handed him the panties and watched as he stepped behind his desk and dropped the panties in the top desk drawer.
Her boss then looked at her and said, "Have a nice day, Mrs. Harkins."
Kelly walked out of that office, through the administrative area and into the main hallway, certain someone would know she was without panties. She was desperate to look around to see who was staring at what she felt was an obvious sight, but she held her gaze forward. She quickly became aware the looks she was getting were the same looks she had been getting since day one; the black boys with desire, the black girls and teachers with somewhat contempt.
With each step she became more aroused at being naked under her skirt and no one, save her boss, knowing any better. How would the look of those black male students change if they knew? Or the black girls and teachers? The boys would know doubt look at her with even more lust. This combination served to empower her sexually. And she enjoyed it.
She began to relax slightly, falling more into a comfortable stride as these thoughts ran through her mind. Kelly decided to up the teasing a bit. Picking one black boy at random, she smiled and winked as she passed by. His reaction was priceless. Kelly heard it but didn't react as she walked on.
"Dude, she just winked at me. No shit. I'm serious, she winked at me."
Kelly smiled all the way to her office thinking of the reaction she generated in that young man.
The smile was still fixated on Kelly's face as she logged into her computer. There was an email waiting from Mr. Robinson.
"Mr. Thomas will be in your office for his tutoring session during third period. Please make sure he is aware of what was left behind in my office. Then, this afternoon, you and I have an appointment."
Kelly's pussy pulsed with the thought of Jayden being in her office in just a short while. But she also had to wonder what Mr. Robinson meant by 'appointment'. Had he said meeting instead, she figured that would have meant a quickie after lunch. Appointment seemed to have a different connotation in her mind. Exactly what, she did not know.
Her brief thoughts were dashed when her phone buzzed with a text message. She assumed it was Mr. Robinson at first, but the screen displayed David with a simple, "Morning, honey." message. She smiled as she read it and felt a pang of guilt as she considered exactly what has been going on and the fact that David was actually a good husband. Still, there was the undeniable sexual aspect that was missing. She had no idea she possessed such a sexual appetite, but now that was she was aware, there was no way David would satisfy it.



She reasoned for a moment on how to respond, the decided to call him. She wanted to avoid exchanging a ton of texts, but she also wanted to hear his voice without any of the others around. For inexplicable reasons, her husband seemed to sound different when she was in the presence of her black lovers. It obviously wasn't his doing because he didn't know anything about them. But her ears seemed to hear him differently. She wanted to test that.
David answered immediately. He was clearly happy to hear from her, "Hey, Kelly! This is a pleasant surprise." He paused a moment and said with a touch of concern in his voice, "Everything ok?"
Everything was ok until that moment. Couldn't they just have a normal conversation without him being like that? Granted, it was wonderful that he always looked out for her well-being, but that almost inaudible whininess as he asked that question really bothered her.
Kelly took a deep breath and tried to let that go as she responded, "Yes, honey. Everything is fine. I saw your text and figured I'd call instead. How are you doing?"
She licked her lips as she finished and tasted some lingering remnants of Mr. Robinson's cum and smiled.
David's response was another triggering event. "Fine. Just missing you being here."
Kelly caught herself before she lashed out, reminding herself of her husband's good attributes, and then said, "David, look, it is very frustrating for me to hear that every time I call. I know you mean well, but sometimes it comes off as more of a guilt thing. Can we please just stop with that?"
David was stung by that little critique but reasoned that it could be interpreted that way and offered her an apology. Trying to lighten the mood, he then asked, "I really wasn't expecting your call. Shouldn't you be in class already?"
Kelly realized the call may have been a mistake as he was right. She would be in class teaching if she were at her former school. Her husband had no idea of the unique 'tutoring' arrangements her principal had established here. She thought quickly and said, "Actually, I'm starting out doing some tutoring right now. One of the other ladies is going on maternity leave soon and I'll be taking over her class."
"That's great to hear, honey. I'm sure you'll make a difference in those you tutor. They can learn so much."
Kelly smiled at his words and at the memories they conjured up. She glanced at the couch in front of her desk. She ran her hand gently along the wood desktop. She looked at the carpet in front of and next to her desk. All places where Jayden Thomas had either fucked her or she sucked him off as part of her tutoring skills which her husband was now praising.
Kelly's increasingly wicked mind started to assert itself in the conversation. "Thank you, honey. You know this is a primarily black school. So, the main student I have been tutoring is a young black man. He's a very good basketball player but needs help to focus on his academics to stay on the team. Mr. Robinson, the principal, you remember him, don't you, honey? Well, he set me up to tutor the young man. He's a fast learner as long as he is properly focused."
As soon as she stopped talking, she felt the urge to touch herself, but didn't. She needed to listen to what her husband was saying.
She caught up midway through what she assumed was his first sentence, "...fast learner. With you teaching, how couldn't he be?"
Her husband's words of praise for her tutoring skills and her student's results were all so innocent to anyone unaware of reality. But to Kelly, who obviously knew exactly what was going on between her and Jayden, David's words were a bit of an aphrodisiac. She let herself pretend he knew the truth and was praising her for her sexual skills instead of her tutoring skills.
Kelly upped things another notch. She lowered her voice slightly and said, "It doesn't bother you that I am tutoring a young black athlete?"
David was caught off guard by the question and particularly the tone of her voice. He felt a curious stir in his penis. He nervously responded, "Uh, um, why do you ask that?"
Kelly smiled as she could almost visualize his awkward discomfort. She continued in that same low voice, "Well, I know sometimes husbands have issues with their wives teaching in smaller settings. I mean, a classroom is one thing. But sometimes in one on one, two on one, or four on one settings," she couldn't help but smile at her reference to the last evening's fun, "it makes husbands feel a little, uh, uncomfortable. You're ok with that, though right, honey?"
David was now shifting in his chair at work. His penis hard for reasons he could not understand. He cleared his throat a few times to try to get his focus back. He reasoned that he was having this issue due to being separated from her for a while now.
He finally answered, his squeaky voice and inability to complete a sentence letting Kelly know that she had aroused him, "No, um, I mean, sorry honey. It's fine. I mean, I guess, I just wasn't, I don't know. I guess I wasn't ready for that question." David took a deep breath as he considered what to say and just how foolish he sounded. He really had no idea how to respond. After a few moments of silence between the two of them, him shifting awkwardly on his seat, and Kelly smiling widely with the sense of power she was wielding, David finally offered, "Look honey, I hate to cut this short, but I have to go. I um, I have a meeting to get to. Maybe we can talk later?"
Kelly ran her tongue across both lips, seeking another taste of Mr. Robinson's seed before she responded, "Sure, honey. Maybe we can talk this afternoon or something. Have a nice day."
She smiled as she heard a befuddled David clumsily respond with his own goodbye.
Once the call was disconnected, Kelly tweaked each nipple through her top and said aloud, "Fuck, that felt good." Then she glanced at the clock. Jayden Thomas would be there in 10 minutes.
****
Jayden was right on time. He walked into Kelly's office to see her leaning sexily with her butt against the desk. She had one foot crossed over the other, and her hands on the edge of the desk. An unmistakable mischievous smile on her face.
Jayden, still adjusting to the potential of his new teacher, momentarily paused in the doorway.
Kelly smiled and said, "Come in Mr. Thomas. Please close the door behind you." Her words were those of a professional teacher. Her tone of voice, however, was that of a woman burning with sexual desire.
Her student never took his eyes from her body as he reached a couple times before finally getting a grip on the door to close it.
Once the door was fully closed and locked, Kelly said, "Sit down, Mr. Thomas.", as she motioned to the couch. Jayden was a bit off guard now. She looked hot as hell, but her voice sounded like a teacher.
Kelly could see there was the slightest sense of confusion on his face as he moved. She let him sit and then said, "I met with Mr. Robinson this morning. As our meeting was wrapping up, he told me what time I should expect you in here this morning."
She paused again, watching his reaction. She could tell he didn't know if this was going to be good or bad.
She stood from her leaning position and began to move slowly across the office floor. She didn't close the distance between the two of them. It was almost a walk of a lecturer talking to students while deep in thought.
She was kind of looking away from him as she said, "Mr. Robinson also gave me specific instructions."
Kelly then turned back to Jayden and closed the gap between them. Her movements were quick, but graceful, and Jayden was almost stunned at how she was suddenly right before him.
Kelly smiled at him and surreptitiously grabbed part of her skirt as Jayden's eyes remained locked upon hers. She slowly began to creep the hem up, all the way holding his gaze as she spoke.
"He was very clear with me. He wanted me to let you know his instructions and how I spent the last hour or so since leaving his office."
The hem creeping higher and higher. Still his gaze never wavered. Kelly was blazing with desire.
"I left his office after following the first step of his instructions and slowly walked the hall. It was filled with your fellow students, mind you. But I walked that hall on my way here, just like I am now."
She paused again. Her pussy now completely uncovered with the hem of her skirt balled up in both hands.
Kelly said, "Would you like to know what his instructions were, Mr. Thomas?"
Jayden was hypnotized. He nodded his head and watched Kelly's smile broaden. Then followed her eyes as she slowly lowered them.
And his eyes found her naked, shaved, and waiting pussy before them.
Kelly said, "Mr. Robinson had me give him my panties, Mr. Thomas. Then walk the hall to my office. His specific instructions were for me to let you know that."
She paused again and his eyes looked to her as if waiting for her to say more. She smiled and said, "And now that you know that, Mr. Thomas. Will you fuck this pussy?"
Jayden sat staring, unsure of what do at first. He had spent all last week in this office with Kelly, and she had sucked him off yesterday on her way back from visiting her husband. As good as all those times where, she seemed to have reached another level today.
Kelly's second request, "Will you?" broke him from his stupor. He immediately stood and began to undo his jeans. Kelly smiled sweetly and said, "Thank you, Mr. Thomas." as she slid her butt up onto her desk and spread her legs to give her student access.
The young black man stepped up between his teacher's spread thighs and lined his black cock up against her pussy lips. They seemed to be opening themselves to welcome him. He was not about to reject the offer.
He slowly slid the head in and watched as Kelly propped herself up so she could watch him enter her also. It was a beautiful sight as her pussy swallowed him. Jayden continued pushing himself in until he was fully buried inside her. Then he paused and looked at his teacher's face.
Kelly's eyes were hooded with pleasure. Her mouth open as if gasping for air, but she was not breathing. It was an image of ecstasy and Jayden felt a surge of pride that he was causing it.
While Kelly's facial expression clearly indicated her pleasure, she needed more than for him to simply be buried within her. She flexed her pussy muscles and said, "Come on, baby. You can look all you want, but I need you to fuck me."
Jayden didn't delay any longer. He grabbed hold of each of her spread thighs and pulled them to his sides for leverage, then began to fuck Kelly hard. It was clear this was on his mind, probably since she drained his balls yesterday on the highway.
Kelly linked her ankles behind his back and began to spur him on. With her heels and with her words.
"Yes, baby...Yessss...Fuck me...fuck meeeee...Just like that...yesssss". Her voice trailing off as she reached her climax.
The slapping of his haunches on her ass cheeks was now a familiar sound in this office after only one week. She relished in the sound and thought back again to how long she had gone without good hard sex. She had no intention of ever going back to the strait-laced life she was living before Tyrell broke her. To punctuate the point, Kelly looked up at Jayden and said, "Fuck me, baby. Fuck your cum into me."
It was too much for Jayden. Try as he might, he just couldn't hold out. Kelly was just too much.
Kelly saw his battle and smiled up at him. "It's ok, baby. Don't hold back. You fill this pussy when you are ready."
The young black man needed no further encouragement. He sank himself fully inside her as he began to ejaculate. His sperm launching from his cock to bathe her insides. Kelly lay there, legs splayed, as Jayden finished fucking her. His motions were slowing as his balls were drained. She gently squeezed her pussy muscles and watched the boyish smile appear on his face when he felt it.
When he pulled out, Kelly slid from the desk to her knees before him. Gone were the reservations she once had about having cock in her mouth, particularly after it being inside her and coated with semen. She bathed him with her tongue, leaving him glistening with her saliva.
As Kelly ran her tongue around the head of his cock, she glanced up at him and saw the look of hunger return. And she felt his shaft began to stiffen once again. She smiled at her young lover and said, "Mmmm...these balls have another load for me?", and then she began to suck him in earnest.
Jayden's shaft was fully hard again in no time, the majestic recovery powers of an 18-year-old cock.
Kelly began to work him into her mouth and throat. She would take him fully, then pull back, cheeks hollowed with suction as she took in air through her nose. Then she would repeat the process. The slight head rush she was receiving from not getting enough air was another form or arousal she was discovering.
She continued to massage his balls with her left hand, while using her right to wrap around him and grasp his ass cheeks. She would either hold him place or gently nudge him forward based on the sensation in her mouth and throat.
Then he was ready again. She felt the crown expand and prep for release. His balls, squirming in her hand, got themselves ready. And then Kelly took him fully into her throat.
Kelly felt that indescribable sensation of his cock expanding and then begin to pulse its seed into her mouth. He was so fully buried that she barely tasted him. His semen going straight into her belly. Her nose was pressed into his pubic hair, and she could not pull in any air. But it didn't matter. She was where she wanted to be, doing what she wanted to do.
Their coupling, from the moment he walked in the door, to her draining him a second time, lasted only 20 minutes. Kelly was ready for a third go but didn't want to tempt things. She kissed his cock one last time and then smiled up at her lover. She said, "Thank you for letting me tutor you, Mr. Thomas. I am learning a lot myself. But I think you already know that, don't you?"
Jayden smiled, both with boyish wonder and a bit of arrogance. He said, "I'm glad Mr. Robinson hooked us up. I'm doing better in school too. No shit."
Kelly giggled and said, "No shit. Well that's good to hear. I'm glad I can be of help."
He paused, he had more to say, but was hesitant.
Kelly stood and moved him over to the couch, before sitting beside him. She looked at him with concern and said, "What is it, Jayden? Everything ok?"
He looked at her sheepishly and said, "Yesterday in the car. When your husband was calling. I thought that shit was hot. You know, if you was to answer him while, you know, I was there."
It took Kelly a moment to realize what he had just said. She initially thought this was going to be bad. Once she processed it, she smiled at him and said, "You mean, you wanted to hear me talk to him?"
The confident, young, black athlete was revealing an inner fetish to her. It just happened to coincide with a fetish she discovered she liked also. He looked at her kind of sideways, debating how to answer before he nodded with that same boyish smile from before.
She lowered her voice slightly and said, "Would you like me to call him now?"
It was one of those rare moments since meeting him that he looked uncertain on how to respond. But Kelly knew the answer. She smiled at him and moved to the other side of her desk to grab her phone. She held it; her eyes locked on Jayden's as she came back around the desk towards him.
She watched as he shifted in his seat and imagined that is probably what her husband was doing when they talked just before Jayden came in. She reveled in that thought. And the thought that David was clueless that he was about to once again unknowingly play the cuckold role in her and her lovers' fantasy games.
Kelly looked at Jayden, his eyes matching her own in sexual fire, and said, "Take your cock out again. I want to see it when I talk to him." She paused and said in a more seductive voice, "Excuse me, when I talk to my husband."
Her subtle correction was for the pure purpose of this little game. Jayden knew who she was talking about. But she wanted to drive the point home. For him and for herself.
Jayden quickly pulled his cock free. Kelly was amazed that it was semi-hard once again. She glanced at the time on the phone and reasoned that they had time for another go after the call. But the phone call would have to be kind of quick. She giggled to herself, "kind of quick...just like David."
Kelly stood and let her skirt fall from her hips and then pulled her blouse over her head. She then found David in her contacts. She pressed the call button and said to Jayden, "Ready?", as she heard it ring, before she pressed the speaker phone. button.
David answered on the second ring. "Hi honey." Kelly heard him start to speak and then abruptly stop. He was probably about to ask if everything was ok which he was chastised for just a short while ago. He then said, "Uh, you are calling again so quick."
Kelly looked at Jayden and saw his face expressing the same sentiment. His cock was now reaching full hardness yet again.
She motioned for Jayden to stay quiet and then said to her husband, "Yea, I wanted to call back and say I shouldn't have been so short with you earlier." She paused speaking as she draped a leg over Jayden's hips. Her pussy, still soaked with his seed from their last fuck just a little bit earlier, was now hovering over the head.
Kelly looked at Jayden as she reached between her legs with her free hand and pointed his cock into position. Then she continued with David, "I know you didn't mean anything by it. It was just an awkward moment."
Her pussy once again opened to accept Jayden's hard black cock inside her. She held the phone at arm's length away from both of them to avoid their excited breathing being heard.
David's voice sounded much further than arm's length away once Jayden was fully buried. Kelly pulled the phone back close in time to hear him say, "It's ok, honey. I know you have a lot going on too." He paused before adding, "I hope today's tutoring session goes well."
That was almost too much for the two of them. Kelly knew she had to end the call so this fuck could be ended right. She said, "It'll be fine. It always is." She paused to catch her breath, then continued, "Ok, I really need to get off now. My student will be coming any minute."
Both she and Jayden had to fight from laughing at her choice of words.
David replied, "Ok, good luck. Thanks for calling! Love you."
Kelly's "Love you too." was barely finished when she clicked the end call button and then dropped the phone. She then looked down at Jayden, his cock fully inside her, "Did you like that, baby? Did you like me calling my whiteboi husband? He has no idea I'm a different woman than he married. He has no idea I belong to the nigga dick now."
And with those words, both Kelly and Jayden erupted in one of the most intense orgasms they've ever enjoyed. She rode him hard through their mutual climax. His balls once again pumping a load into her.
Kelly licked and sucked his shaft clean after their last coupling, and then slipped her clothes back on as Jayden pulled his jeans up. A moment later the bell rang indicating the end of third period.
When the hall was cleared, Kelly slipped out of her office and into the faculty restroom to clean herself up. She couldn't resist bringing a fingerful of Jayden to her lips as she did. She had no idea what Mr. Robinson meant by appointment, but she wanted to be ready and presentable for whatever it was. She was then struck by the fact that she was making sure her pussy was presentable. She giggled and shrugged to herself and finished cleaning up before heading back to her office.



Her cellphone lay where she dropped it. She picked it up and smiled at it. It was somehow more than just a device now. It was almost a partner in her escapades. She thought of the various phone calls to David, him having no idea on what was going on her end of the line. She kind of giggled at how she really didn't know what was happening on his end either, but she certainly knew how to read his voice and he was not having quite the same amount of fun as she was.
Kelly logged back into her computer to see if Mr. Robinson had sent her any more information on this "appointment". He had. It was another simple email, "Be out on the far side of the parking lot at 1030."
She looked the clock and realized she had about half hour. Did he have plans on her going somewhere? Or them enjoying a quickie in the parking lot? Certainly, that didn't seem reasonable. Doing anything like that on school property on a school day would be crazy for both of them. Getting caught would almost certainly find that story on the news.
She was debating the best time to get out of the building without attracting attention and figured the best time would be then next time all the students were moving about. She wasn't really concerned about the students questioning things. But she had no desire to run into any other staff member who might be curious. The chaos of moving students would provide sufficient cover.
Her plan worked and she was standing at what she considered the far side of the parking lot by 10:25. She felt a little like a secret agent as she tried to remain out of sight while also trying to keep an eye out for whatever Mr. Robinson had planned. She was relieved when she saw him pulling up in the same SUV she spent the day prior sucking off the black men. That memory triggered another spike in her seemingly never satisfied libido.
Mr. Robinson pulled up and Kelly hopped in the passenger side, hoping that was the expectation. He immediately began to drive and asked, "I heard you had some fun tutoring this morning."
Kelly felt her face blush at his comment and was frankly amazed that he had found out so quickly. Did he and Jayden have some sort of direct line?
She smiled, turning to him and saying, "Yes it was fun. Jayden wanted me to call David." She paused and said, "Did he learn that from you?"
Mr. Robinson laughed quietly and said, "I think you'll find many black men that like shaming a white husband while they are enjoying the skills he doesn't know his wife possesses."
Kelly gave him a sexy smile and admitted, "It was quite fun...So where are going?"
Mr. Robinson put a hand on her leg, slightly raising her skirt so he could put it on her bare flesh. Kelly was grateful she paid attention to cleaning herself up. He patted her thigh gently, then let his hand come to rest as he said, "Just taking a quick trip to talk to someone for a bit, and I wanted you with me."
She smiled at her boss and rested her hand upon his and the two of them drove with the soft jazz playing over the car stereo. She looked out the window and took in the sights. It was so different from where she had been working. She smiled at the thought that her duties were so different also.
A moment later Mr. Robinson was pulling into the parking lot of an urban bar and grill. Kelly looked at him confused but he just smiled and motioned with his head that she should follow him.
Kelly's first instinct was to climb over and follow him out the driver's side door and then shook her head in disbelief at how devoted she was to his instructions. She jumped out the passenger side and kind of hop stepped to catch up with him as he was reaching for the door. The closed sign still displayed.
She couldn't help but ask, "Are we here for drinks?"
Her boss just laughed and said, "Just come inside, little bitch."
She smiled at him and the nickname she was becoming increasingly familiar with from the men, and then stepped in the door.
The interior was as she would expect. Subdued lighting. Dark colored walls with almost a cloth-textured appearance. There were some albums or vinyl records affixed here and there, and some pictures of various athletes or entertainers in other places. The place was a bit rundown, but certainly had personality. She wondered just what had gone on in this place over its lifetime.
These thoughts were running through her mind as she followed Mr. Robinson down the main hallway. Kelly heard sounds coming from elsewhere, but she didn't actually see anyone. That is until a black man who looked very much like Tyrell rounded the corner.
He glanced at Mr. Robinson, but his eyes locked on Kelly. She felt her face turn red and was silently grateful the lighting in the place wouldn't make it so obvious.
The man stepped up to the two of them and shook Mr. Robinson's hand while still keeping his eyes on Kelly. His look was intensely flattering and continued to serve her arousal. He finally spoke, "So, who have we got here. This who my brother been talking about?"
Kelly looked at him, unsure if she was supposed to answer or Mr. Robinson, since his eyes remained on her. She opted to remain silent. Her boss would let her know when she should speak. That thought sent a shiver through her.
She continued looking at the man and wondered if "my brother" meant Tyrell. It was certainly a possibility based on resemblance.
Mr. Robinson cleared things up a moment later. He replied to the man as one showing off a prized possession, "That she is. This is Kelly. Kelly, this is Tyrell's brother, another nephew of mine, Marcus."
Marcus smiled at her and extended his hand, saying, "Nice to finally meet you, girl."
There was so much left unsaid in that greeting that Kelly wondered how much he knew about her. She assumed he knew nearly everything and he now just had a face and body to go with the stories he heard. Strangely, this didn't bother her as much as she thought it might.
Kelly gave Marcus a sweet smile in return and said, "It's nice to meet you too, Marcus." She paused a moment and then asked, "Is this your place?"
Marcus was still looking her up and down when he replied, "Sure is. It was my father's place, but he handed it down to me when he passed." He gave Mr. Robinson a brief glance and smile as he said, "Didn't figure my brother could keep it running."
There was the slightest pang of irritation within her at Marcus' insult of Tyrell, but watching the two men laugh that comment off let her know it was probably common banter.
Then, just like that, they were moving again. Kelly suddenly found herself with Marcus' arm draped over her shoulder as he led them further inside the bar. She instinctively put her arm around his lower back to avoid it being trapped between them.
Marcus led them to a nice booth towards the back, probably a booth where the regulars set up their routine perch. Mr. Robinson slid in on one side and then Marcus directed her to the other. He then slid in next to her. His arm again over the back of the booth behind her.
The two men made small talk, none of which Kelly could follow and she briefly wondered if she was there just as a companion of her boss or as eye candy. However, just as she finished with those thoughts, Mr. Robinson looked at her and said, "I have to run next door. See you in a bit." And just like that he was gone.
Marcus turned so his front was facing Kelly the best he could in the booth and said, "What do you want to drink?"
Kelly was still reeling from Mr. Robinson's abrupt departure and took a moment to respond. She finally said, "Water, I guess. I'm working."
Marcus laughed and said, "I'm working too. Now what do you want to drink?"
Kelly swallowed heavily in both nervousness and excitement. He was obviously expecting her to have more than water. She finally said, "A beer, I guess."
Marcus called out to an unseen figure, saying, "Yo, get me a brew. And a light beer for my girl here."
His broad frame and close proximity essentially blocked anything else from Kelly's view. And his left arm extended behind her was now paired with his right arm on the tabletop, his hand touching her arm. Kelly was breathing heavily with nervousness and excitement, and Marcus seemed to be continually ratcheting both of those sensations up.
He leaned just a little closer to her as he spoke, "My brother sings your praises to me all the time. It's nice to finally get a look at you, girl."
Kelly smiled at him and kind of dipped her head in embarrassment.
Marcus put his hand under her chin and pitched her face back up towards his own. He stared into her eyes and Kelly could tell he knew exactly what had gone on over the summer. It was like she was an open book that he was reading just by looking at her.
A black hand, attached to an unseen person, slid two beers on to the counter and then disappeared.
Marcus continued, "My uncle also been going on about hiring you. The way the two of them talking, I had to get him to bring you by."
He paused a moment and gently grabbed her left hand, his thumb and forefinger finding her wedding ring and casually manipulating it. He caught her eyes again and said, "I hear a whiteboi put this on here."
Kelly couldn't speak to answer him. She was having trouble drawing in enough air to breathe properly let alone talk. And his reference to her marriage only furthered that dilemma. She could only nod in response, her eyes never leaving his.
Marcus shifted slightly and closed the gap between them. He spoke again, his voice now lower, deeper, something of a whisper, yet still in command, "I also hear he knows nothing about what you learned this summer, huh? That true, girl?"
Kelly hypnotically nodded again.
"You gonna show me what you learned?"
Kelly finally found the will to respond. A single syllable answer. "Yes."
Now it was Marcus nodding. A nod of conquest. He slid from the booth, Kelly's hand still in his as he helped her slide off the bench. He made a hand gesture to someone she did not see before turning back to her, "Let me show the rest of my place."
Kelly then dutifully followed Marcus' lead, her hand still in his, down another hallway before ending up in an office. It was also dimly lit, but probably for current purposes, and not for conducting actual business.
With practiced ease, Marcus swiped the door closed behind him and then pull Kelly in tight, her breasts pressing into his midsection. "What you say we get to know each other a bit better, girl? My brother and my uncle wasn't shitting about you looking fine, but performance is what matters in my book."
Whether that was a challenge, a voice of doubt in what he had heard, or just something to say, Kelly was intent on giving him a performance to remember.
Her hands, which were still resting on his hips after he pulled her in, slipped to the front and found his belt and quickly began to undo it and his slacks. They soon fell to the floor. Kelly immediately felt his cock spring free and slap against her belly. He was not wearing underwear.
She glanced down to confirm and then back up at him, a wry smile on her face. Marcus laughed and said, "No use wasting time wearing any of those. I understand you learned that too."
Kelly nodded briefly, then dipped her head to plant a loving kiss on the crown of Marcus' shaft before taking him into her mouth. She knew him for all of about 15 minutes, and here she was already sucking his cock.
Kelly's oral skills, non-existent prior to this summer, were now a force to be reckoned with. From sucking off Tyrell nearly every morning she woke in his bed, to blowing her boss upon arrival at the school, to the other times her lips wrapped around a black cock, Kelly was now a quite experienced cocksucker. Not only that, but it was a passion of hers. Of course, there were times when one of the men would turn a blowjob into a facefucking session, but for the most part, they let her do her thing. And she was quite good at it.
She had a bit of a ritual, not really a routine. She would start with a loving kiss to the head. A wet tongue kiss. It was almost a greeting. She always made sure the cock got a tongue bath, either before or after she sucked it into her mouth. And always, always, as she had been told, eye contact. Without fail, the black men always stared into her eyes as she worked their cocks in and out of her mouth. Maybe it was a power thing. Maybe a sexual thing. It didn't matter. It was something Kelly came to love whatever their reasoning.
Once the cock was fully hard and wet with her saliva, it was then time to introduce it to her throat. Another skill she worked to achieve. The gagging sensation, far from a deterrent, was something she looked forward to. It was something of an act of surrender to the man she was kneeling before. As if declaring, "I will do what I need, to please you."
Marcus was the recipient of all of this right now, as Kelly was determined to prove her reputation correct. "Her reputation", she giggled as she held Marcus in her throat. The reputation wasn't that of a good teacher or good wife which she was trying to uphold. It was that of a woman who knows her way around a black cock. And as she bobbed her head up and down on Marcus' shaft slowly, gently cradling and fondling his balls, her eyes gazing into his, she was proving that reputation true and more.
Marcus almost seemed to perceive what she was thinking as he calmly nodded his head in approval of her skills. Kelly felt the surge of pride at the look. Then Marcus asked, or rather stated in the form or a question, "Ready to swallow it all, little bitch?"
Kelly nodded her head in response, his use of the pet nickname the men had labeled her with confirming the depths of knowledge of her that Marcus now shared. Her eyes remained on his as her hands cradling his sack began to more urgently coax his balls to release their seed. Her suction increased as did the tickle of her tongue under his cockhead. When she knew he was on the cusp of orgasm, Kelly pushed her face forward and buried him in her throat, her nose pressed into his lower belly.
She then felt the joyful expansion of his cock and the semen being splashed into her belly. Kelly pulled back after the first couple ropes of his cum had been planted in her stomach and used her mouth and tongue to suck for more. Still staring into Marcus' eyes, Kelly could see the look of amazement on his face, his lips opened in a manner quite like her own would look if the cock she was sucking were removed.
By the time he had expended the eight or ten ropes of seed into her belly and onto her tongue, and after she had swallowed him completely, it was clear that Kelly had passed Marcus' test and proven her other lovers and their stories to him correct. She leaned back slightly and raised her eyebrows in unspoken question.
Marcus, still finding his balance after the intensity of that orgasm, smiled at her and nodded, saying, "Yea, little bitch. My boys was right. That is one fine fucking mouth you got."
Kelly didn't have a chance to respond, for as soon as Marcus stopped speaking, she heard Mr. Robinson, who had returned at some point since she began sucking Marcus off, clear his throat to get her attention. She looked at him, fully aware now that she was brought here for this purpose but still wondering how long he was standing there. "Uh, hi boss."
Mr. Robinson smiled at the slut kneeling on the floor and said, "Looks like that was a nice introduction. But we have to get back to school now, Kelly."
Kelly leaned over and gave Marcus' cock one last kiss before looking up at him from her kneeling position. With a sexy wink, Kelly said, "Nice to meet you.". Then daintily wiped the corners of her mouth with her fingers before licking them clean and then standing to join her boss at the office door. She waved goodbye to Marcus with a sweet smile and the two of them headed out to his ride. Back to school.
It was an incredible sensation to step outside into the bright day after that experience. And it only served to further Kelly's growing passion for the life she was now living. She remained silent until they were pulling out of the parking lot, and then Kelly turned to her boss with a look. It wasn't a look of frustration or anything of the sort. It was more of a question. As in, what just happened?
Mr. Robinson immediately caught on and had a guilty smile. He said, "That was a just a little test. Marcus has been going on and on about meeting you since Tyrell first told him about you. After our fun on Sunday and you coming to the realization of what you were made for, I wanted to make sure there was no doubt."
Kelly sat there staring at him as he stated his reasoning. When he finished, she cocked her head again presenting an unspoken question.
Her boss and primary mentor smiled and nodded, then said, "Oh yea, little bitch. You passed."
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Friday afternoon, Kelly was in her office licking the remnants of Jayden's cum from his spent shaft after riding him to a delightful orgasm. Her young lover leaned back into the couch with a satisfied smile on his handsome Black face. Kelly smiled up at him, reveling in the pleasure she had provided.
As she did, she thought back on the previous week and all that it involved. She had said a somewhat hasty goodbye to her husband on Sunday when Mr. Robinson called to ask when she was returning. That trip back was memorable unto itself with the multiple stops along the highway where her lovers exchanged vehicles and exchanged positions before her as she sucked them off in turn. Then, between Monday and Friday, Kelly had not gone more than 7 hours or so without the pleasure of a Black cock, whether it was Tyrell's, Mr. Robinson's, or Jayden's. Her mind swooned at that thought.
Her little reverie was broken when her office phone rang. It was Mr. Robinson. His smooth voice once again casting its hypnotic spell and it took Kelly a moment to respond.
"Uh, hi Boss. I wasn't expecting your call. I was, um, just finishing with Jayden."
She glanced at the young Black stud who recognized it was his cue to get himself ready to leave. Kelly's eyes remained on him as he finished putting himself away and gave his teacher a subtle head nod as he stepped out of her office.
Mr. Robinson gave a slight murmur of approval before he spoke, "I understand your husband is coming to town tonight. Is that correct, Mrs. Harkins?"
Kelly smiled at the surge of excitement caused by hearing her full married name, even if it were slightly diminished by the mention of her husband's arrival. "Yes, he is. I'm not sure what time though. He's supposed to call in a little bit to let me know. In fact, I thought this might have been him." She paused a moment to consider what she just said and then offered an unnecessary apology, "I'm sorry. You probably don't care about all that. But, um, why do you ask?"
Kelly's boss was proud of just how caught under his spell she had become. She was quite the catch. He replied, "On the contrary, Kelly, I do actually care about all that. I was considering inviting the two of you over this evening. A slightly smaller gathering than the previous one he attended. My wife is out of town, but that would be ok. What do you think, Kelly?"
Kelly was beginning to pick up a theme in the constant shifting of how he referred to her. Until this past Sunday when her 'lessons' finally seemed to take hold, he had been referring to her as Mrs. Harkins. But since then, after she had exposed her inner self's raw sexuality, he began to call her Kelly. Could it be that he was using her married surname as something of an aphrodisiac and then her first name when speaking to the slut within? It certainly seemed possible.
It really didn't matter anyway. She was already nodding her head when he said he was thinking of having her over that night. Kelly responded in a manner more indicative of her newfound self, "That sounds wonderful, Boss. We'll be delighted to join you. I'll let him know when he calls."
"Thank you, Mrs. Harkins. And please, stop by my office before departing for the day."
"Yes, Boss. I will.", Kelly responded, a bright smile lighting up her face.
***
When David called Kelly about an hour later to let her know he was on the way, he had no idea what his wife had been doing just a short while earlier in her office. Nor did he know what she had been doing all week since she left his side on Sunday. He was just as clueless about her summer of change where she first violated her marital vows, and then did so time and time again. He was just excited to see her, yet for some reason he was filled with a growing discomfort that things between them were changing.
He couldn't deny the feelings which were stirred during a recent phone call where she referenced tutoring the Black student. She seemed to sound differently when she broached the topic and her words and tone had him slightly uncomfortable while also causing a response in his penis. To avoid her becoming aware of his reaction, he tried to hurry off the phone. But Kelly called him back a short while later and the mischief in her voice was apparent. He just couldn't put a finger on it, and it had his stomach in knots.
David tried to mask his concerns in this phone call. He tried to not let his voice expose his anxiety. Unfortunately for him, Kelly, now with a seeming heightened sense of perception, saw right through the false bravado her husband was expressing. Ever cheery, her voice simultaneously made him smile but perpetuated his inner turmoil.
Kelly asked what time he expected to arrive, and a somewhat troubled David responded that he would be there in time for a late dinner. Her response only added to this growing anxiety, "That's perfect timing, honey. Mr. Robinson invited us over tonight. He figured it would be easier so we wouldn't have to worry about cooking or picking up food. Very thoughtful of him."
David didn't know how to respond. He had no ready plan to counter Mr. Robinson's offer. And Kelly's voice made it clear she was looking forward to the visit. He reluctantly agreed.
***
At 3:30, when the hallways were filled with students departing for the weekend, Kelly made her way to Mr. Robinson's office. She had no idea what he had in mind. And she didn't care. She just knew she would enjoy it.
She greeted Margaret in the administrative office who barely glanced away from her computer screen while saying, "Go on in, Mrs. Harkins. He's expecting you."
Kelly offered a simple thank you to Margaret and then stepped inside her Boss' office.
Mr. Robinson was seated behind his desk as he motioned Kelly towards him, while he rotated his chair 90 degrees. Kelly was beaming as she walked toward him and was pleasantly surprised when she stepped around the desk to see that Mr. Robinson's cock was out and waiting for her.
The horny teacher licked her lips and then said to her Boss in a husky whisper, "Is that for me?"
"It's all yours, Mrs. Harkins."
Kelly slipped to her knees and planted a loving kiss on the crown of his shaft. This was quickly becoming her calling card. A loving, respectful kiss for the Black cocks which gave her so much pleasure.
She began to suck her Boss off, bobbing her head slowly up and down on the shaft and occasionally pausing to lick and suck his full testicles. She was almost purring as she pleasured him. The desire to swallow his full load inspiring her.
Mr. Robinson enjoyed her oral prowess and then began to speak. "Mrs. Harkins, did you make your husband aware of our plans for this evening?"
Unwilling to remove him from her mouth long enough to answer, Kelly simply offered a "MmmHmm."
She saw the smile appear on her Boss' face as he continued, "Good girl, Mrs. Harkins. Now finish what you started."
Kelly needed no further instructions. She began to swallow her Boss' cock into her throat. A slow plunge with each downward stroke and then a cheek-hollowing suck as she withdrew. As she caressed and fondled his balls, she felt the telltale signs that they were ready for release. Her thirsty mouth was there to receive.
Rope after rope of his thick jism bathed her tongue, and Kelly swallowed to make room for more. Every time one of her niggas emptied themselves inside of her, she marveled at the size of the load and wondered why it had taken her so long to find her true self. However long it took, she was happy that she had made the discovery.
Once she had him fully drained, Kelly gave the crown of his cock another loving kiss, then smiled up at her Boss and said, "Thank you."
***
A couple hours later, a jittery and anxious David pulled into the driveway at Kelly's place. The pressure had been building upon him with each closing mile, yet he couldn't bring himself to call Kelly and try to get her to change their evening plans. By the time he put the car in park, he knew it was too late.
Kelly was also feeling jittery, but for entirely different reasons. Typically, upon returning from work, she and Tyrell would engage in some sort of sexual fun. But today wasn't typical. Today, her husband was arriving. That meant no fun with Tyrell. Frustrated at first with that thought, she smiled as she finished it with, "For now."
Kelly was still nervously pacing around when heard the car door close. She glanced out the window to see David out of the car, stretching, then reaching in to grab his bag.
Kelly watched out the window as her diminished husband approached. He looked the same, yet different somehow. He appeared more and more different each time she laid eyes on him since this enlightening summer began. But was it him or was it her?
She still loved him. But at the same time, she knew her life was on a path of its own now, and that path might be on a collision course with her marriage. What happened then?
Kelly's thoughts got no further as David stepped through the room, a happy, but awkward smile on his face. That look irritated her, but she effectively masked her irritation as she welcomed him with a warm greeting and a hug.
"Hi, honey! How was the drive?"
David cleared his throat in an attempt to sound more confident as he spoke, "Traffic was ok. I'm just happy to be here."
Kelly smiled at him and said, "Come on, let's put your bag in the bedroom."
For a moment, David thought she might be leading him to the bedroom for sex. He swallowed nervously as he followed behind his wife. He barely took the time to look around. He was fixed on the beauty and sexiness emanating from Kelly even as she was still dressed in her work clothes.
His hopes of sex were dashed, however, when she told him to put his bag down and then said, "I'm going to get changed so we can go. I don't want to be late for Mr. Robinson's dinner invite."
David could barely sputter out a "But, I thought..." when he saw Kelly grab the blue and yellow sundress hanging from the closet door. She looked at him with a smile, then disappeared into the bathroom to change.
Just over a half hour later, Kelly and David were pulling into Mr. Robinson's driveway. Kelly looked stunning. Her sleeveless sundress, in school colors, was similar to the one she wore on the first day. However, this one was a bit more form fitting and would be less than appropriate at school.
David was reeling. He had worked a full day, then driven to see Kelly, and was now accompanying her to dinner at her boss' house. He was almost desperate to express his concerns but wanted to accommodate Kelly's wishes. He had no way of knowing that it was that simple lack of assertiveness which was costing him dearly.
Mr. Robinson greeted them at the door and a moment later, Kelly had a beer in hand as her boss led the two of them out to the deck out back. On the deck, in a scene which made David flash back to that awkward encounter a couple weeks earlier, were Tyrell and Jake.
Kelly smiled brightly in greeting at the sight of her Black lovers and then turned to David, "Honey, you remember Tyrell and Jake, right? Tyrell worked with my father and Jake is a PE teacher at my school."
The continuing turn of events was almost exhausting for David. What was supposed to be a nice weekend for him and Kelly, was now seemingly lost and he couldn't regain control. Still, he smiled at the two Black men and extended a hand in greeting.
On the drive over, David had tried to come to terms with him and Kelly having dinner with her boss. Yet now, with Tyrell and Jake present, he was again caught off balance. When the conversation quickly centered around things going on at school or in the local area, David felt uncomfortably out of place. He just had nothing to offer in more ways than just conversation.
Neither Kelly nor David were aware of this element of Mr. Robinson's master plan. He wanted her to become more and more comfortable in her new surroundings, while at the same time, making David feel displaced. He was slowly inserting a wedge between the couple to ensure her life here took priority.
It was working.
As awkward as David felt, he could not help but be stirred by just how sexy Kelly was. Her playful giggle seemed to have all the men competing for her attention. Try as he might, when it came to the Black men, David was falling further behind in this unspoken competition.
Kelly's recent intimate sexual encounters with the men had her gravitating towards them even when David tried to capture her attention in his meek manner. It was an increasing challenge for her not to initiate some sort of contact or sexual activity with the men. Her stiff nipples and moist pussy were making her keenly aware just what they wanted to do, but David's presence made it impossible.
His presence was causing an additional problem. Him being in such close proximity to the men whom she had given herself to, was wildly exciting. Kelly's mind raced with the thoughts of one of the Black men bending her over the patio table and taking her from behind, as David stood there awestruck. It was such a rush of excitement, that she was debating inviting the act herself.
Instead, in an effort to divert her focus from being fucked, Kelly looked to the men and said, "Anyone need another beer?"
When she went inside to fetch the beer, David followed behind like a nervous puppy. He was desperate to try and gain control of the situation.
"Kelly, um, how long do you think we'll be here? I was kind of hoping we could have some time together."
There it was. That lack of assertion. That inability to put himself as the prominent man in her life.
Kelly looked at him with a smile and said, "I'm sorry honey. We can go soon. My Boss invited us over and I thought it appropriate that we attend. I don't like to disappoint my Boss." The true meaning of that last sentence was completely lost on David.
He nodded and then took the two beers Kelly handed him, and nodded again when she said, "For Tyrell and Jake."
All three Black men smiled as the sexy wife stepped out with a fresh beer for herself in one hand and another for Mr. Robinson in her other, while David trailed behind with beers for Tyrell and Jake in his hands. David completely missed the irony that the only one who would be empty handed at the end of this was himself. It was not lost on the others.
After about another half hour of suggestive and mildly flirtatious conversation with the Black men, Kelly realized she was pushing her luck and needed to get David out of there. David was relieved at Kelly's words. So relieved was he, that he offered to head out and start the car to get the A/C running. He felt it would give him a bit of reprieve from the perpetual awkward state he felt himself in, while also putting the departure in motion rather than allow it to be delayed.
He was on his way through the house to the car in a flash.
Once David stepped inside, he couldn't hear the laughter of the men or the giggling of his sexy wife at his expense. He also wasn't aware of her turning to them and pressing her body to theirs as their hands cupped her ass and tits. She was playing with fire and she knew it, but she couldn't resist it. She also knew her body would crave more after their touch, but she had to feel it. It felt like every cell in her body was willing her to drop to her knees and free their cocks.
Battling that urge, she looked to Tyrell and said, "I'll leave the side door unlocked. Please be quiet coming in."
David was completely unaware of the Kelly and Tyrell's living arrangements. His anxiety would have soared had he been aware. He thought Tyrell had moved out when Kelly had moved in rather than the two of them sharing a bed together.
By the time they got back to the house, the burden of the day's work, the couple hour drive, and the anxiety over the evening's events were all catching up to David. He was fatigued. Still, finally being alone with Kelly gave him a bit of rejuvenation. The couple, now viewing the world from two vastly different perspectives, sat on the couch engaging in conversation and just generally catching up until exhaustion finally wore David down.
As David was grudgingly surrendering to the need for sleep, Kelly's phone was in her purse buzzing with texts. She smiled at the subtle vibrations from the purse next to her, knowing it was probably Tyrell or maybe Mr. Robinson. Kelly turned her smile towards her husband and suggested they go to bed. That smile was a weakness for David and he momentarily forgot about the awkward evening.
The two of them got themselves ready for bed and shortly after slipping under the covers, David succumbed to sleep. He was out like a light.
Kelly waited a moment to make sure he truly was out, then grabbed her phone. A series of texts were waiting there from her lovers. It was a group chat and the general theme, as expected, were mocking statements of David coupled with various comments centered on how "a whiteboy like that don't deserve to lay claim to what Kelly offers." It was incredibly erotic to read. Then, as if on cue, another text popped in and she was greeted by the pleasant sight of Tyrell's hard Black cock with the caption, "This will be in the spare bedroom in about 10 minutes."
"I can't wait to taste it." she replied.
Kelly slipped as quietly from the bed as she could. As she tried to silently drift from the room, she thought back to earlier that summer when she first began violating her marital vows, and how on this same floor, she was dreading the creaks as she tried to sneak from the room with Tyrell sleeping on the bed. A naughty smile appeared on her face as the memory took hold.
Safely from the room, Kelly scampered to the spare bedroom and pulled her sleepshirt off over her head. The idea of greeting Tyrell naked with her husband sleeping under the same roof was too much to resist.
The sleepshirt was still settling where she tossed it when Tyrell stepped through the door. A low "Fuck yeah" growled from within him.
Kelly smiled sweetly then sunk to her knees. "Please let me suck your Black cock, baby." were her words of greeting.
Tyrell nodded in a similar manner to Mr. Robinson, then closed the bedroom door behind him. Even with the naked beauty kneeling before him, and being fully aware that he could take David in a straight up fight, Tyrell couldn't help but think of how a jealous rage could empower even a white boy like David. He paused for a moment and said, "You sure he's out?"
Kelly smiled and nodded, "Yes, baby. Once he's out, he's out. Now please don't make me wait any longer to taste you."
A moment later, the Black cock that started it all came into view. Kelly was nearly drooling at the sight. The memories and passions it enflamed. The pleasure it provided. The transformation it had spawned. Tyrell's cock was almost a being to itself in her mind.
Kelly leaned in and gave it the kiss of respect it deserved, then ran her tongue from his full ball sack to the crown as she purred out her pleasure. She gazed up at him and said, "I was dying to do this since arriving at Mr. Robinson's." And then she engulfed the head into her hungry mouth. Her first instinct was to voraciously attack him. To slurp the load from his balls as quickly as she could coax it out. But then she settled down and realized she had to make it last a bit. To savor his taste and the sensation of his veiny staff sliding across her tongue. Her freedom was inhibited until her husband returned home on Sunday.



That sobering thought in mind, Kelly began a slow and deliberate blowjob. Making oral love to his cock. It was wet and sloppy, just like he and the other niggas liked it, and as she had come to adore.
Tyrell groaned out an occasional growl of pleasure but quickly checked his voice to make sure David wouldn't awaken.
All too soon, though it was a good 10 minutes, Tyrell's balls were ready to empty themselves. Kelly was fondling them as she felt them pull up into the sack. Tyrell's hand which was resting on her head the whole time, began to increase its pressure. She heard his breathing pick up slightly. All unmistakable signs which her growing her experience knew meant his release was coming.
She craved it. The power of his ejaculation in her mouth was something she dreamed about. She began to fondle his balls more deliberately and then pulled back until just the head was in her mouth. She nursed it, running her tongue gently under the male g-spot. And then the eruption began.
Rope after rope of delicious semen burst into her mouth, filling it with its richness. She thirstily swallowed, coaxing all his testicles had to offer onto her tongue and into her throat and belly. The pleasure of feeling his climax was enough for her to experience a no touch orgasm of her own.
When she was certain she had drained him to their mutual satisfaction, Kelly pulled back and sucked in a needed lungful of air. She ran her tongue around her swollen lips and then smiled up at her lover, "Thank you for teaching me to suck cock. I had no idea how much I was missing just being with David."
Tyrell smiled and nodded, then patted the naked slut on her head in silent acknowledgment of her words. He helped her to her feet then said, "Get that sexy ass back to bed so the motherfucker don't know no better. We going to have to repeat this before he go though, you understand that, right?"
Kelly smiled and said, "I was hoping you would say that." Then she grabbed her sleepshirt and made the reverse trip, once again as silently as possible.
The wicked sensation of sliding into bed next to her sleeping husband with the taste of Tyrell's seed still on her tongue was incredible. She lay there for a moment, staring at David as she reveled in the naughtiness of it all.
***
The following morning, Kelly woke and had David head out to get them some breakfast food. She needed to give Tyrell some time to get himself out of the house without David home to hear him moving about. When he arrived home, the couple ate breakfast together and just had a lazy morning. Kelly saw the sides of David she had been overlooking since her transformation began, his kindness, his sensitivity, his politeness. All things she had once coveted and things many women would adore in a partner.
Yet, she couldn't help but contrast him with the assertiveness and dominance of her Black lovers. They were kind to a certain extent, but sensitivity and politeness were not their forte. But that didn't seem to bother her in the least. In reality, she saw that as an asset. An alpha male trait. As her conversation with David wore on, the distinction between him and her lovers exposed itself more and more.
Their discussion was interrupted by the buzzing of her phone with an incoming call. Glancing at the screen Kelly saw the caller ID: "Boss calling".
Kelly smiled at the phone then glanced up at David, "Sorry honey, I have to take this." Then she politely got up and stepped away from the table.
"Yes, Boss?" Kelly saw David's glance shift her way out of the corner of her eye. She took a few steps further away from the table.
As she did, Mr. Robinson's smooth voice seemed to glide into her ear, "How's the little bitch this morning? I'm guessing waking up this morning wasn't as much fun, huh?"
Kelly offered a playful giggle at his greeting as she continued to ease away from David. She wished she had turned the TV on so there was some ambient noise in the room to help mask her voice.
Mr. Robinson continued, "Me and the boys had fun last night. From what I understand, you did too. Is that a correct statement, Mrs. Harkins?"
Kelly squeezed her thighs together and felt her breath catch at his question. She moaned out a soft, "Mmmhmm," desperate to avoid further piquing David's attention.
Her Boss didn't miss a beat, "I'm thinking maybe after dinner tonight, we can continue where things left off last night. That sound like something you'd be interested in, Mrs. Harkins?"
The addicted wife's response was almost desperate. She wanted to shout out her desire but couldn't with David so close. Instead, she said offered a neutral but inviting, "But how?"
Mr. Robinson's low chuckle preceded his statement, "I think you can find a way for David to get a little sleepy, so he'll call it an early night."
Kelly paused at his words. Was he suggesting she drug David so he would fall asleep? And if she did, was he planning on him, Tyrell and Jake joining her at the house while David was in a drug-induced slumber? And was she actually considering doing it?
Her mind raced at her options. The option to not do it was not a consideration. Her excitement of being taken by her Black lovers under the same roof as her husband was too appealing, just like her sucking off Tyrell the night before was. Kelly thought she recalled some of her father's leftover sleeping pills in the drawer where he had apparently stored his medicine. Those would probably work. But were they expired? Would that be an issue? How could she get them to David without him noticing?
She felt tremendously wicked that she was considering this. And that wickedness only increased as she whispered to her Boss, "I think I can figure something out."
Her Boss replied, "Now that's what I like to hear Mrs. Harkins. Let me know when you sort things out and what time you want some real company this evening."
Kelly was positively breathless as she responded, "Yes, Boss."
The call concluded, David looked at his now unfaithful wife and asked, "Everything ok?" A hint of desperation in his voice.
Kelly smiled at her clueless husband and said, "Everything's fine. Mr. Robinson was just making sure we enjoyed ourselves last night." She was about to take her seat when her body demanded attention. "Excuse me honey, I need to use the bathroom." A few minutes later, Kelly's fingers brought her to orgasm as she thought of the evening's potential.
***
Kelly decided to use the remainder of the day to put David's mind at ease. The night promised fun, but significant potential for problems, so she needed the day to be smooth. They went to lunch. They took a walk in a nearby park. And they even snuggled on the couch for a bit scouting for some new series on Netflix they could binge together on their visits.
As evening approached, Kelly's excitement for what lay ahead increased. At the same time, she also felt a growing sense of nervousness about drugging her husband. It was a surreal mental competition. The thought of David struggling to stay awake as she waited for her Black lovers to arrive was an erotic cocktail. She knew it was wrong, but the sexuality was just too right for her to ignore.
David almost threw a wrench into her plans when he proposed they go out for the evening. However, Kelly was able to fend off that request when she declined, saying that they had already ate lunch out and another meal out would just not do her figure justice. She punctuated that with, "Are you trying make me fat, David?"
It was a question in jest, but still it had David scrambling to make sure she knew he had no such intent.
They shared a mutual laugh about that and then Kelly told David that she was going to get dinner ready.
Kelly felt like a foreign agent as she began to put their meal together. She attempted to carefully scrutinize the pill bottle she pulled from the drawer, checking the dosage and mentally comparing her father's estimated weight and situation with David's to try and determine what would do the job. Her nervousness had her glancing over her shoulder with every sound and it seemed the noise from the pills rattling in the bottle was being blasted out a set of concert speakers.
The dosage for her father was two pills. Kelly opted for three for David. She had to be sure it would do the job. As delicately as she could, she pulled them from the bottle then quickly secured the lid and tucked the bottle back in the drawer. Once the bottle was safely away, she glanced at the doorway leading into the kitchen expecting David to be standing there with his arms folded asking what she was doing.
He wasn't, yet she stood there staring a moment only to realize she had been holding her breath for nearly a minute. Gripping the pills tightly in her hands, Kelly let out a heavy exhale and then sucked in a lungful of air. She couldn't help but giggle at how silly all of this probably looked.
She had one more act of preparation. Crushing the pills so they could be clandestinely given to him. She didn't know if in the food or in his drink was better, but with all the stories on the news about women being take advantage of with 'dirty' drinks, she opted for that route. She could not believe she was going to do this. She consoled herself with two things. First, David was not going to be sexually abused as some women were, and second, it would reduce the risk of a confrontation if he were awake. The thought of not having the men over never entered her mind.
Kelly successfully snuck the crushed pills into David's drink and let them dissolve, then finished putting the rest of the meal together. As they sat down to eat, a rush of guilt accompanied by her inner voice questioning what she was doing arose. The internal battle of right and wrong was raging inside her. Just then, fate interceded. Her phone buzzed in her pocket.
It was a simple question packed with meaning from Mr. Robinson, "What time?"
Kelly looked at the text. She was breathless. This was the deciding moment. Call things off or give Mr. Robinson a time and get the evening's fun in motion. She gave one final glance to David who was taking a long pull from his doctored drink. With that sight, the decision was made. Kelly quickly typed back, "An hour?"
Her Boss responded, "Nice. What about him?"
"Won't be an issue."
As she clicked send on that response, David asked, "Everything ok?"
Kelly read Mr. Robinson's "That's my girl." response before responding to her husband.
Kelly felt the raging lust inside her having that little chat exchange with her Boss with David right there. She hoped her eyes, or her voice didn't betray her as she looked at David and replied, "Everything's fine. Just someone from work." She set the phone down feeling the moisture in her pussy as David nodded and took another drink.
The married couple started out in conversation as they began to eat, but David's responses and attentiveness began to drop off as the medication began to take effect. Witnessing this, and knowing what it meant for the night, only served to further Kelly's lust. She knew everything about this was wrong, from her infidelity to drugging her husband, but the desire was overwhelming. She kept up light conversation as she watched David begin to fade.
When they finished their meal, David was slurring his words and fighting to keep his eyes open. He was trying to explain his fatigue and apologized to Kelly that he might not be able to help her with the dishes. Kelly smiled and told him it was ok as she took his hand and led him from the small kitchen table to the living room. David flopped down and Kelly whispered in his ear, "Just relax, honey. I'll take care of everything."
David barely nodded in response before leaning his head back on the couch.
That sight drew the new Kelly fully out in the open. She pulled out her cell and took a picture of David and sent it to Mr. Robinson with the caption, "No issue at all."
Mr. Robinson replied, "That's my bitch."
With David sinking deeper into his drug-induced slumber, Kelly darted from the room to get herself ready for her Boss' arrival. She opted to keep things simple and David's presence helped her decision. She put on her bikini, knowing it wouldn't be on long anyway. Mrs. Kelly Harkins' persona was left behind on the bedroom floor with her clothes as her newfound persona slowly padded from the bedroom toward her sleeping husband on the couch.
Kelly sat gently next to him and whispered, "I'm sorry, David. I didn't know what kind of men I needed until after we were married. And there's no going back now." She gave him a soft kiss on the cheek, then waited for her Boss to arrive.
She didn't have to wait long. Mr. Robinson entered the house as if it were his. She was not surprised to see he was not alone. Accompanying him were Tyrell, Marcus, and a Black man she had not met. She rose from the couch to greet her lovers, stepping to Mr. Robinson first. He put his hands on her hips as she draped hers over his shoulder and behind his neck. A sultry, "Hi Boss." flowed from her lips, before she rose up on her toes to give him a kiss.
Mr. Robinson smiled and nodded, then looked to the Black men with him. He said to Kelly, "You remember Marcus, right?"
Kelly felt the flush of redness in her cheeks as she thought back on their meeting. She gently bit her lower lip and nodded, saying, "I sure do. Nice to see you again."
Marcus stepped behind her and ran his hands up her sides as she looked back over her shoulder at him. He leaned in close and whispered in her ear, "Remember that drink at my club? You didn't get to meet the nigga who brought it to you," clearly speaking about the Black man she did not know. Kelly's eyes drifted to him.
Marcus paused a beat and made eye contact with Mr. Robinson who nodded his unspoken consent, satisfied the mood Kelly was in would greet the next sentence with acceptance. Then Marcus said, "Why don't you go introduce yourself and thank him for being a good employee."
Kelly's nipples flared at feeling his breath on her neck and ear, and at the meaning of the words he spoke. She swallowed heavily, took a deep breath in an attempt to settle her racing heartrate, then slowly moved to the Black man who stood there with a sense of awe.
His expression, Marcus' words, her libido, and her unconscious husband created something of a perfect storm. Kelly felt like was aflame with lust. She moved to the as yet unnamed Black man and draped her arms and hands behind his neck as she did with Mr. Robinson. She looked up into in his eyes and said, "Thank you for the drink the other day. I'm sorry I didn't get to meet you or thank you then."
She looked to Mr. Robinson out of the corner of her eye and he winked. She turned back to the Black man and said, "How about if I thank you now?"
The Black man had his share of white women and white wives. But this is the first with an unconscious husband in the same room.
Kelly sensed his thoughts and looked back at David before turning back to the Black stranger. "Don't worry about him. He's out for the night. Time for me to express my gratitude." Those words spoken, Kelly Harkins sunk to her knees before him and freed his cock from its pants. A healthy 8 solid inches of slightly engorged Black flesh sprung into view. Kelly's mouth watered at the sight. She gave the swollen head a wet kiss, then ran her tongue from the base of the shaft to the tip, coating it completely, her saliva hanging in a long string from her tongue.
She gazed up at her new Black lover, then to her Boss, Tyrell, and Marcus, before turning back to the man with the delicious Black cock she was holding. Kelly looked up at him and knew what she wanted to do next. She smiled up at him with her lips touching the head and said, "What's your name, lover?"
The man, still somewhat in a state of shock from the speed of events, glanced quickly at the other Black men, then back to Kelly. "Name's DeAndre." No sooner did he get the words out before Kelly plunged him into her throat. DeAndre's voice boomed out, "Oh fuckkkkk." as she took him to the balls.
Tyrell and Marcus looked at him and responded nearly simultaneously, "Dude, shut the fuck up! Her fucking husband's right here."
Only Kelly and Mr. Robinson remained silent. Her for obvious reasons. Then Mr. Robinson spoke for both of them. "Relax. Little bitch said she was taking care of things, and I got to believe she did. Ain't that right, little bitch?"
Kelly slowly slid DeAndre's cock from her throat and gave the head a loving suck before releasing him for the moment. She turned to her Boss and said, "Yes, Boss. He's down for the night."
DeAndre, still rocked from Kelly plunging his cock down her throat, looked at the other three Black men and said, "What the fuck you want me to do? How I supposed to know this bitch going to do me like that?"
His response drew some mocking laughter from the others before Kelly smiled up at him and said, "I'm sorry, baby. I just couldn't resist. Sit down and get yourself comfortable. Let me make it up to you." DeAndre took the opportunity to assert himself and put an end to any potential further mocking from his peers. He moved to the vacant love seat and sat down, then said to Kelly, "Damn right you going to make it up to me. Come over here and get that mouth to work again."
The playful banter continued among the men as Kelly made her way towards DeAndre on her hands and knees. Her naughty smile lit her face as she saw DeAndre continually cast somewhat nervous glances in David's direction. Kelly put his mind at ease when she ran her tongue up his shaft and then cooed, "Forget about him, lover. Let's enjoy each other." Then she began to suck his Black cock.
Her skills, his arousal, the sheer eroticism of the evening all served to push DeAndre to orgasm quickly. Kelly relished in the sensation of yet another Black cock pumping its semen into her welcoming mouth. His load was just as rich, thick, and delicious as all the others she had enjoyed since going Black. It was a pleasure she would never tire of or give up for any reason. She swallowed him greedily.
Kelly gave his DeAndre's cock one last kiss before turning towards the men standing there watching. She smiled at her boss and said, "Who wants to fuck?"
Her eyes were fixed on her boss' as he calmly motioned with a finger for her to come to him. She stood slowly and gracefully, an aura of sexuality emanating from every move she took. She sauntered towards her boss, one foot directly in front of the other giving her bikini clad hips just the right shimmy.
As she stood before him, Mr. Robinson slowly tugged the string holding her bikini top together and let her breasts spring free. Then he slowly turned her around so her back was to him as he pulled her in close. Kelly was now facing her unconscious husband as the three other Black men looked on.
Mr. Robinson cupped her breasts and began tweaking and rolling her nipples as he leaned into her ear and whispered, "Look at that whiteboy laid out like that. Motherfucker thinking he got you all to himself. But that ain't the case anymore, is it little bitch? You got the jungle fever now, huh?"
Kelly was almost swooning at his touch and his words. She leaned back into her boss and just delighted in the sensations he was causing.
Mr. Robinson continued, "It's time we set the record straight, Mrs. Harkins. These titties, they belong to the niggas." He reached down inside her bikini to her pussy and stroked her wet seam and said, "This pussy, it belongs to the niggas." He then brought that finger, moist with her pussy juices, to her mouth, "And who does this mouth belong to, little bitch?"
Kelly had to pause to pull in a lungful of air before responding. With her heart pounding in her chest, Kelly answered her boss, "To the niggas."



"That's right, little bitch. To the niggas. That's why you on this earth. You learned that this summer, didn't you?"
Kelly almost imperceptibly nodded.
Mr. Robinson continued, "You ready for some more learning, little bitch?"
He didn't wait for an answer. He already knew it. Everyone in the room, except for David, knew it. Mr. Robinson grabbed the bikini string on her right hip and began to gently pull it as he said, "You ready to put this body to work with that whiteboy out right there?"
Kelly nodded again.
Mr. Robinson wanted more than a nod. He said, "I want to hear you say it, little bitch. You going to put this body to work for me?"
Kelly didn't need to be asked again. "Yes, Boss. Please." She felt the string of the bikini completely loosen as she responded and then felt the panties slowly sliding down her leg. She was now completely naked.
She glanced at DeAndre when she heard his intake of breath as her shaved pussy came into view. She gave him a wicked grin and then looked back over her shoulder at her boss for his next words.
He did not disappoint.
"Little bitch, go give that white motherfucker a kiss on the lips. And spread those sexy ass legs wide when you do it."
If there was an ability to get drunk by simply listening to someone else speak, Kelly was there. His words and their meaning were an intoxicant for her. She obeyed immediately and gracefully padded towards her knocked out husband.
Kelly braced her arms on the back of the couch behind David, then bent at the waist as she straightened her legs, spreading them slightly as instructed. Then he leaned towards her husband's mouth. She was fully aware her breath carried the scent of DeAndre's semen which she had swallowed so recently. It caused another spike in her arousal.
As she pressed her lips to his, she felt the firm grip of Mr. Robinson's hands on each hip as he stepped between her legs. And a moment later, she felt the crown of his majestic Black cock begin to spread her labia. Kelly erupted in orgasm.
It took all her concentration to hold herself up as that Black cock slipped into her welcoming love channel. The lips of her pussy acting in concert with his shaft to pull him in deeply. As Mr. Robinson's cock fully embedded itself, Kelly came to realize everything he had said a few moments earlier was true.
Everything.
Since her summer of education had begun, David continued to diminish in her eyes. Him being unconscious on the couch before her and her lovers, clueless to what is going on around him and her conduct, was nearly a perfect metaphor for their separate lives.
This was who she was now. Her marriage to David was just a term. Kelly Harkins was a Black man's bitch.
Mr. Robinson seemed to sense what was going on in her mind and he let out a slight chuckle as he continued to fuck her. "That's right, little bitch. You coming to realize it's all true, huh? Ain't no going back for you now, is there?"
Kelly shook her head no, then correct herself before being told, "No. Never going back."
"Who you made for, little bitch?"
"Nigga cock."
"This whiteboy ever going to get some loving from this pussy again?"
"No."
"No? You Black only now, little bitch? That what I'm hearing? You Black only?"
"Yessssss!!! Fuck yessss!!! Black only. Now fuck me. Please, fuck me!"
Mr. Robinson did just that. He began to hammer his Black cock into her, ensuring this little lesson was fully embedded in her mind.
And with that, Kelly's arousal began to overflow. She was staring into David's face as she spoke, her voice punctuated by the thrusts of her boss' cock inside her pussy, "I'm sorry, honey. But this pussy is Black only now. You're going to have to accept that. But we'll cross that bridge... when the time comes." She paused and giggled, "When you are awake."
The niggas joined her in laughter.
Kelly remained inches from her husband's face as Mr. Robinson continued to fuck her while the others stood by waiting their turn. It was an amazingly wicked situation. She was close enough that she could see David's hair shift when air was forced from her lungs with every thrust of Mr. Robinson's cock. The sight excited her tremendously.
She knew she was playing with fire doing this so close to David. The medication did its job in making him fall asleep, but there was no guarantee it would keep him sleeping. Or prevent him from stirring or opening his eyes just for a moment. Even with that risk, Kelly was unwilling to even consider stopping. And when she felt Mr. Robinson's hands tighten on her hips indicating his approaching orgasm, any other concerns dissipated. She needed to welcome his load.
A moment later, her boss' Black cock buried in her cheating pussy, Kelly felt the warm bloom of his ejaculation spread inside her. Like when a load erupted in her mouth, it was a sensation she craved. Jet after jet of sperm was deposited inside her searching for an egg.
When her boss pulled his semen-coated cock from her pussy, Kelly didn't hesitate. She knew what she was to do. She slowly turned and sunk to her knees, a smile on her face as she extended her tongue to clean him of their combined fluids. It was ritual, a responsibility, she had learned since going Black. She enjoyed every lick and suck that came with her duty.
Once Mr. Robinson's cock was cleaned and he stepped back, Tyrell and Marcus moved in. Each had stripped their clothes already and their hard Black shafts bobbed before them as the approached. Kelly remained kneeling and smiled up at the two brothers, "How do you want me?"
The brothers laughed in unison before Tyrell spoke, "Stay right where you at, little bitch. Suck these dicks."
Kelly swooped right in, taking Tyrell's cock first. The idea of sucking off two brothers at the same time was oddly arousing. For whatever reason, it increased the taboo nature of what she was doing. After placing a wet and loving kiss on the head of Tyrell's shaft, she wrapped her lips around him and slowly pushed him into her mouth and throat, delighting in the feeling of her chin making contact with his full balls.
She then reversed direction, equally slowly and measured, maximizing Tyrell's pleasure, before transferring her mouth to Marcus and repeating the process. It never ceased to amaze her just how much she loved to suck cock. She absolutely adored it. Kelly glanced at David, his head still slumped against the back of the couch, and scolded him with her eyes for denying her this carnal pleasure. But then, looking back up at Marcus and Tyrell, she realized David could never truly give her this pleasure. It wasn't just sucking cock that she loved. It was sucking Black cock. And as Mr. Robinson had been drumming into her brain, she once again agreed that it was what she was here for.
As if on cue, Kelly heard Mr. Robinson's voice, "Little bitch. Smile for the camera."
Kelly looked to the side and there was Mr. Robinson holding up his cell phone. It was almost too much to comprehend. Here she was, on her knees, a Black cock in hand, and a Black cock in her mouth, with her husband unconscious as the backdrop. The camera caught a magical picture of the cheating wife's mouth slightly sagging open as an orgasm washed over her.
It didn't take long for the brothers to feed her their loads. Kelly had truly become and amazing cocksucker during her summer mentorship program, and even the Black men's arousal was spiked at her behavior with David right there. It was an act of conquest as much as sex.
Marcus went first. Kelly took him to the balls as his cock erupted straight down her throat into her waiting belly. She concentrated on feeling the pulses of shaft as his testicles emptied themselves into her. Once certain he was finished, she pulled back and sucked in a lungful of air, delighting in the slightly lightheaded rush she experienced while Marcus' cock cut off her oxygen.
Tyrell, though not quite as experienced as Mr. Robinson at reading Kelly, despite the fact he enjoyed her growing sexual skills the most, still noticed that slight grin on her face as she pulled in that air. Her eyes were closed and she probably didn't even know what her expression displayed. But it was apparent to Tyrell and Mr. Robinson.
The two of them exchanged a glance before Tyrell guided his Black cock towards Kelly's waiting mouth. In one smooth stroke she had him all. Tyrell began a slow throat fuck, pulling his cock out just enough for her to capture little breaths of air. He felt her right hand squeezing his thigh as her left massaged his balls. Fuck, she is good, were the thoughts shared by each of the four Black men in the room.
Tyrell pulled back just a bit more to let her take a slight breath then pushed forward fully and held Kelly's head against his crotch as his balls erupted. It was amazing to feel the pressure of her right hand ease as her oxygen was depleted, but her left hand remained diligently coaxing the seed from his testicles. When he finally finished feeding her his load and pulled back, Kelly sagged forward as she took in a desperate breath of air.
Mr. Robinson smiled in delight as Kelly used Tyrell's legs for balance and offered a gasping, "Fuck yesssss." to capture the sentiments of everyone, except David, in the room. She truly is a keeper.
Another couple hours of sexual fun was enjoyed by everyone before Kelly knew she was starting to truly tempt fate and risked David waking. She asked for help in getting David to bed before capping the night with Mr. Robinson again claiming her married pussy from behind with David laid out asleep beside them.
The following morning, David woke, still a bit hazy about what had gone on the night before. He had no real recollection of anything going on after dinner and began to offer Kelly an apology. Kelly rolled over to face him and gave him a dreamy smile, telling him not to worry about it. David had no idea it was Kelly slipping back into bed after sucking off Tyrell to start the day that finally woke him from his drug-induced slumber.
David got up and staggered to the bathroom and Kelly waited until he was out of sight to quickly slip her sleepshirt back over head to cover both her naked body and the various red blotches and handprints which served as reminders of last night's fun. There would be just no way to explain things away without David becoming suspicious.
Kelly found herself moving somewhat gingerly on her trek from the bed to the bathroom and then the kitchen. She smiled and thought to herself, "They really made me work for it last night." Then smiled again as David still somewhat shakily rounded the corner to join her.
Nothing further was spoken about the night before. David, who felt a sense of embarrassment and shame at falling asleep so early, couldn't bring himself to address the issue. Kelly, feeling delightfully wicked at the deception she successfully pulled off, just reflected silently on the pleasures that night had brought.
They ate a quiet breakfast together, sat on the couch to watch some TV and talk, then went out together to grab lunch. It became clear to Kelly that things within her had changed markedly. She found herself checking out every Black man she saw. Not just looking at them. But appraising them. Assessing their physical traits. Imagining how they might be in bed. It kept her pussy wet and nipples hard throughout her innocent little lunch with David.
Around dinnertime, her phone buzzed with a text from Mr. Robinson. She was already filled with anticipation at the thought of Mr. Robinson or one or more of the others joining her once David left and was hoping this text would confirm things. The text was Mr. Robinson's typical direct and to the point manner, "What time he leaving?"
Kelly read the text, then excused herself to go to the bathroom so she could respond freely. Her pussy moistened as she quickly tapped out, "Probably right after dinner. Maybe an hour. Coming over?"
"Not tonight little bitch. But I'm going to have Elaine stop by with a little gift for you."
Kelly was both disappointed and excited. She was hoping he would come over so they could fuck, but the idea of him sending his wife over with a gift, even though she had no idea what it was, was quite arousing. She replied with a simple, "Yes, Boss." before heading back to David. It wasn't all that bad. She knew Tyrell would be there to give her the fucking she so desired.
As David prepped to leave, he felt the anxiety building up again. Try as she might, Kelly just could not sufficiently mask the excitement that he was leaving so she could get back to what she was increasingly considering her 'normal' self. She ended up walking him to his car and giving him a sweet kiss goodbye and stood there watching as he drove off. She smiled and waved as she took a picture of him driving way. David naively thought it was loving gesture on her part. He did not realize that the picture was sent to Mr. Robinson with the caption, "He's leaving."
***
A short while later, Elaine Robinson arrived at Kelly's door. She had a box in hand. Kelly was curious, but happily invited Elaine inside and accepted the gift. Elaine said, "My husband got this for you. He wants you to wear it to work tomorrow. Hopefully it fits properly."
Kelly smiled as she opened the box. Even though her own thoughts regarding her marriage have dramatically changed since the summer, she still found Elaine's role in her husband's life curious. She really didn't care though. Elaine was a very kind and professional woman, and honestly seemed completely comfortable and at ease with things. Kelly reasoned that if it didn't bother Elaine, why should it bother her?
Inside the box was a very simple outfit; a black skirt and a white, button-down blouse. And when Kelly tried it on, she noticed the skirt was relatively simple. Sure, it fit more snugly but there really is only so much flexibility in design that exists with a skirt. The top, however, was different. Kelly noticed it immediately upon buttoning it. It had to be designed specifically for her.
Fastening every button fit the top closer to her skin. The topmost button was essentially in horizontal line with her nipples. The next button down was just below the curve of her breasts and nearly on contact with her upper torso. Each subsequent button followed that tight line. It outlined her torso to perfection.
The back and sides of the top ended where it met her skirt, right in line with her hips. But the line of the buttons down the front extended below the line of the skirt and, through some naughty design, seemed to form an arrow pointed directly at her pussy. Kelly stared at her image in the bathroom mirror and wondered if it was just her imagination, but when she stepped back to the front room to show Elaine, it was clear it was not an aberration.
Elaine's eyes fixed on the formfitting nature of the top on Kelly's breasts then walked her eyes down to 'the arrow' pointing at her pussy. Her eyes then found Kelly's as she said, "That looks perfect, Kelly. Exactly as intended."
Kelly felt her cheeks flush with a combined sense of embarrassment and arousal before she spoke. "He wants me to wear this to school? But what about... the students... the other teachers? Won't it cause..."
Elaine shook her head gently and said with her quiet confidence, "Let your boss worry about that, Kelly." She didn't have to say anything further. Kelly knew she was going to wear it as she was told to. It excited her tremendously.
***
The following morning, after draining Tyrell's balls with her mouth, and getting herself ready for the school day, Kelly stared at the image looking back in the mirror. The outfit truly was amazing and accentuated every curve and her flat belly to perfection. She paused long enough to take a selfie so she could enjoy the sight further, then grabbed her purse and headed out the door.
Kelly was buzzing with excitement as she drove. She was putting quite a bit of faith in Mr. Robinson by venturing into school dressed as she was. No doubt the students, particularly the Black male population, would ogle the display she was presenting. But she had already become somewhat used to that in the course of this short school year. She was really the only young white woman teacher so her standing out was rather normal. And being quite attractive while casting a natural sexual aura only added to things.
However, it wasn't really the reaction of the students which gave her pause. It was the other teachers, all of whom were Black women. They weren't the fondest of her being in that school and had treated her rather coldly or with some standoff since she arrived. This outfit would not help that situation. Putting the car in park at the school, Kelly took a deep breath and said aloud in the car, "Fuck them. They aren't my boss." She giggled to herself at the bluntness of that statement and then got out of the car with a renewed sense of confidence.
She made it about 15 feet past the small cluster of cars she was parked near, when she could sense the heads of the students milling about turning in her direction. She felt a wave of butterflies in her stomach, which were very similar to those she felt on her first day. However, unlike that first day, these served to inspire confidence in her. Mr. Robinson had chosen this outfit for a purpose. A purpose she did not yet know, but it was clearly having an impact on those that saw her in it. She was no longer walking across that parking lot, but rather she felt almost as if she were gliding.
By the time Kelly reached the main door, her pussy was soaked. Being openly stared at by the young Black men served to arouse her tremendously, even if they were accompanied by looks of scorn, or was it jealousy, from the Black women. Whatever the case, she knew where she needed to be. In her boss' office.
Stepping in the administrative area, Kelly was greeted by the familiar face of Margaret. On this day, however, it took Margaret a moment to actually offer her a greeting, her voice caught by the sheer sexual beauty Kelly was displaying. She finally stumbled out, "Good morning, Mrs. Harkins. He's, um, he's waiting on you."
Kelly smiled and winked at Margaret before stepping to Mr. Robinson's door. She took a deep breath in effort to temper her excitement and then turned the knob and went in.
His greeting was everything she had hoped it would be. Kelly closed the door behind herself as she heard her Black boss say, "Fuck, little bitch. That looks better than I thought it would. Damn, you fine."
Kelly's face flushed red with the slightest bit of embarrassment but even greater arousal. Her nipples flared to attention making themselves even more prominent under the tight blouse, and she briefly debated if the moisture in her pussy would begin to run down her legs. She smiled sweetly at Mr. Robinson and said, "I'm glad you like it." before she did a slow pirouette before him so he could see her from every angle.
This impromptu subtle, but real, exhibitionist act Kelly displayed was playing right into Mr. Robinson's desires. He looked at his prize and slowly nodded his head as he said, "Come over here and say good morning the right way, girl. Damn."
Kelly was already moving at his first word. She gracefully went to her knees before him and was happy to see his pants were already undone as if awaiting her arrival. She smiled up at him from the position she had become so familiar with since starting every school day like this, and planted a loving, wet kiss on the crown of his Black shaft. She cooed out a gentle "Good morning." to his cock before giving it a complete tongue bath.
Once his majestic Black cock was coated with her saliva, she went to work, sucking him deeply into her mouth before pushing him into her throat. This was something she had come to adore. And every time she did it she could not help but contrast things with her husband David, who always refused any consideration of her sucking his white pecker. It always made her giggle.



But she quickly dismissed thoughts of David from her mind. She had a Black cock to please. Kelly then began to suck off her boss with earnest, taking him deeply into her mouth and throat repeatedly. She was craving his load as much as he wanted to give it to her. That combination of mutual lust brought Mr. Robinson's climax along quickly.
As Kelly felt the head of his cock expand in her mouth as it prepped for release, her own orgasm began to crest, and a moment later, as his cock pumped rope after rope of delicious, rich semen into her mouth, Kelly joined him in orgasm. She swallowed her boss' morning load, gave his cock a loving kiss, then helped put him away in his pants.
Mr. Robinson asked her to stick around for a few minutes, then buzzed Margaret, saying, "Margaret, is Ms. Jones here?"
"Yes, sir."
"Please send her in."
Kelly was instantly self-conscious. Who was Ms. Jones? What was she doing here? Were there any remnants of Mr. Robinson's cum still on her lips? Was it obvious she just sucked him off? There was no time to answer even a single one of those questions before the door opened and a Black woman a few years older than Kelly walked in. She immediately looked at Kelly and gave her that notorious look one woman gives another in assessing them. Instead of furthering Kelly's concerns, it oddly emboldened her.
She smiled at Ms. Jones and said, "Good morning, Ms. Jones." The somewhat condescending look on Ms. Jones' face disappeared as she now had no idea what position Kelly held. Kelly felt a rush of power watching that change.
Mr. Robinson excused Kelly and told her he would come by her office when this introduction was done. Kelly walked out of the office with a smile and headed to her office. Once her door was closed, Kelly slipped a finger inside her panties and gave her hungry clit a gentle touch which brought her to orgasm. She sat on her couch with a rather dreamy look on her face, her fingers still gently toying with her sex as she savored the remaining taste of Mr. Robinson's cum on her tongue.
Her buzzing phone broke her little reverie.
It was Mr. Robinson texting, "Little bitch, be by your car at 10am."
The rush of excitement and being bluntly told what to do like that always aroused her and she replied back with a simple unquestioning, "Yes Boss."
Kelly chose a good advance time to sneak out without being noticed, a particular challenge considering her provocative outfit, and was seated with anticipation in her car by 9:58. She watched as Mr. Robinson stepped out of the building and then received another text from him. "When I pull up, get in quickly."
A moment later he was pulling up and Kelly once again giggled at feeling like a secret agent as she got out of her car and snuck into his, careful to keep her head low just in case. Without being told, she sunk low in the passenger seat in silence until they were off school grounds and safely out of sight. She didn't stop to think that the window tint prevented the need for any such action.
She looked at her boss and said, "Where are we going? Back to Marcus' pub?" She could hear the excitement in her own voice.
Mr. Robinson smiled and responded without looking her way, "Patience, little bitch. You'll see in a couple minutes."
Sure enough, a few minutes later she did find out. They pulled into an apartment complex she had passed by since moving here but had never paid much attention to. Mr. Robinson parked in front of a unit then got out with saying a word. She instinctively followed.
Mr. Robinson unlocked the door and stepped inside with Kelly right behind him. They were in the kitchen of a small one-bedroom apartment, lightly furnished with the essentials.
Kelly looked at him and said, "What is this place?"
He motioned for her to come closer and explained things. "This is a little crib me and a few of my boys keep. You know Elaine doesn't have an issue with me playing, but she only lets me take it so far in the house. One of my boys has the same issue. Two others do their running around the more traditional way without the wives knowing. This little place gives the four of us space to play."
Kelly smiled up at him, her excitement evident, and replied, "And are we here to play today?"
"Oh yea, little bitch. We definitely going to play. But first we need to have a little conversation." He could tell by the look in her eyes and rosy color of her cheeks that she was completely and hopelessly addicted to whatever it was he was going to say.
Kelly nodded in response without a word.
Mr. Robinson continued, "Jayden has really taken to your motivation talents. He's paying more attention; his studies and his improving grades are making colleges focus on his talents on the court. You're really making a difference for the young man. And I think you're enjoying the benefits too, huh?"
Kelly giggled nervously in agreement.
"But we can't risk ruining a good thing, Mrs. Harkins. Him visiting your office might start generating questions that none of us want to answer. So, this little place here can help that out. Would you agree?"
Kelly's breathing picked up noticeably with his use of her married name, before she tempered it enough to ask the question he knew was coming. "Yes, but, um, I, uh, what about class? I mean, I uh, getting back and forth to the classroom might be even worse. Won't it?"
The confusion and desperation in her voice and on her face was almost priceless. She was absolutely hooked!
Mr. Robinson took some mercy to ease her internal conflict since he knew there were a couple other challenging issues that lay ahead. He said, "Good question, Mrs. Harkins. That's where Ms. Jones comes in. I hired her to take over in that area."
Kelly's jealous reaction was somewhat amusing, "What do you mean? She's going to be working with him?"
Mr. Robinson chuckled. "No, Kelly, no. Ms. Jones does not have the necessary skills to work with him. That's entirely your department. She's going to take over in the class when Alysha goes on maternity leave. This will free you up for tutoring."
He waited a beat then continued, "See, you know Darius, Jayden's friend. He's a baller too. And when he found out Jayden's secret for his grades, well... let's just say he wants to improve his grades so he doesn't lose his spot on the team."
Kelly's mind was in turmoil. Her level of arousal was making coherent thought difficult. She leaned back against the kitchen counter to keep her balance. Was he suggesting she start fucking Darius too? And using this apartment for that purpose? What about teaching?
She didn't have time to formulate any response before Mr. Robinson continued by tugging at the string of giving a student a better future, "You're making a difference for these young Black men. Giving them a chance to get out of this area. Break the cycle for them. Tutoring here can do that. Not in the classroom. You want to be part of that, don't you, Mrs. Harkins?"
His smooth words and close proximity coupled with the raw sexuality of what he was suggesting had her wild with desire. This combination had Kelly nodding her head throughout his little speech. And Mr. Robinson took that as his cue.
He leaned in closer to her and gently slid his hand between her legs and felt them slowly part to give him better access. He whispered in her ear, "How about if you pose for me in this outfit? I want to get a better look." Then he stepped back and sat on a kitchen chair.
Kelly dutifully complied; she was desperate for his cock. She took a deep breath and let a sexy smile light up her face as she posed sexily before him. The feeling of displaying herself for him empowered her. When he motioned for her to remove her panties, she didn't hesitate. As they slid to her ankles, she teasingly hiked the hem of her skirt up, playing to the atmosphere.
Mr. Robinson smiled and took in the view. He was proud of what his efforts had created. She just needed to cross this last bridge and there would be no questions from this point forward. He leaned back and put his hand on the crotch of his pants and watched as Kelly unconsciously licked her lips. Then he got his signal. His cell phone buzzed.
Kelly heard the buzz and a look of concern appeared on her face which only worsened as he reached into his pocket to pull out his phone. She was concerned that call was going to interrupt their fun. Her voice was almost a pouting little girl, "What is it? We don't have to leave, do we?"
Mr. Robinson grinned and shook his head at the white slut posing before him. "No, little bitch. Something much better."
On cue, the front door opened and Lewis, one of the Black men Mr. Robinson shared this little sexual bungalow with, walked in.
Kelly was frozen between wanting to hide and wanting to jump her boss to continue what they came here for. Her momentary paralysis was relieved when Lewis stepped close to her while speaking to Mr. Robinson, "Damn, Book. You wasn't kidding. She is fiiiinnnne."
Kelly nervously glanced to her boss who had that mischievous grin she had become accustomed to on his face.
Mr. Robinson nodded to his friend and said, "You ain't seen nothing yet." He then locked eyes with Kelly and said, "My boy Lewis rents this place with me." He let his voice drop ever so slightly into a more commanding tone, "Give him a nice welcome, Mrs. Harkins."
In that millisecond of thought, a barrage of memories and images flashed through Kelly's mind. Since she first started cheating with Tyrell, who then shared her with his friends, which led to her fucking her boss and then Jayden, Kelly held up a measure of reserve. A continuously crumbling wall of resistance to her continued infidelity. But for reasons unknown, Mr. Robinson's words flipped a switch inside her.
There would never be any words adequate for Kelly to describe what came over her. At its most base level, it was simple.
Her boss spoke.
She listened.
Then she complied.
That his statement meant for her to give herself to this Black stranger whom she had known for all of a minute, was secondary. That she was now burning with desire to please her boss AND Lewis was primary. It wasn't that she just wanted to do this. She felt a need to do this. She was crossing the little bridge that Mr. Robinson was hoping she would.
Kelly slowly turned her smoldering gaze from her boss to his friend. Her body followed and she was now directly facing Lewis. She stared into his eyes and spoke in a sultry tone, "Do you like my outfit, Lewis? Mr. Robinson had me wear it today."
Lewis' eyes ran up and down Kelly's sexy body as he shifted his rapidly hardening shaft in his pants. He was about to reply to Kelly's provocative question, but she took things up a notch before he could respond.
"You'd probably like to see me out of it better though, wouldn't you?"
She didn't need a verbal response. It was apparent that was why they were all here. So, Kelly just continued with her sexy smile and began to slowly undo her blouse. She was unconsciously squeezing her thighs together as her body yearned for this new Black cock to slip inside her as she unfastened the buttons. Once undone, she pulled her blouse open and took a deep breath as the excitement of this moment washed over her.
Her nipples were hard and prominent, begging for attention. And Lewis' eyes gave them that necessary attention.
Lewis then moved his eyes to Kelly's and spoke to her for the first time since he entered the apartment, "Come over here, girl. Let me see if you feel as good as you look."
Kelly put on the sexy smile, which was becoming her customary look, and took the few short steps towards Lewis. When she got to him, she draped her arms on his shoulders and laced her fingers behind his neck. She said, "Do let me know, Lewis."
Lewis took that open invitation and put his hands on her hips, then slid them up her sides to her full breasts. His thumbs found her swollen nipples with precision and then gently caressed each as he watched Kelly's eyes close partially with the pleasurable sensation. He glanced over at his longtime friend who had set up this carnal meeting, and he nodded. Kelly was fulfilling all the hype he had heard to this point.
Lewis leaned his mouth close to Kelly's as his fingers joined his thumbs at her nipples. He gave each a gentle, but meaningful tweak. Her hooded eyes gazed into his as he spoke, "Let's see if this mouth lives up to its reputation.", and then he removed his hands from her tits and put them on his hips.
The insinuation was clear, and Kelly understood it completely. She closed the brief distance between their mouths and gave Lewis a quick peck on the lips before sinking to her knees before him. Kelly freed his cock, which had reached its full length in the sexual play that had just occurred, and placed a loving kiss on the swollen head.
Kelly looked up at her latest Black lover with her lips pressed to the head of his shaft and winked. Then she slowly pushed his cock into her mouth. She didn't stop until she had him fully buried in her throat and she felt the now familiar tickle of pubic hair on her lips and chin. For added emphasis, Kelly hummed gently and the slowly pulled back to just the head. She gently nursed it for a few seconds, then took him deeply again.
Lewis was almost thankful he had to get back to work so he didn't have to make excuses as to why he came so quickly. But there was no way he was going to last with Kelly providing this level of oral pleasure. He put his hand on the top of her head and said in a soft, but commanding, tone, "Swallow my load, girl. Don't miss a fucking drop."
Kelly gazed up into his eyes and nodded the best she could with a Black cock in her mouth. She held his gaze as her lips and tongue worked to draw his load from his full testicles into her hungry mouth.
She didn't have to wait long.
His balls pulled up into his sack and began to release their load onto her tongue. The sensation spawned Kelly's own orgasm as she felt her mouth fill with his semen. Each rope, each splash, each taste confirmed what Mr. Robinson already knew, and what Kelly was coming to fully accept.
She truly was a whore for Black cock.
Kelly swallowed Lewis' load and then kissed his cock one final time, for this day at least. She knew she would see him again. Then she turned to her boss who smiled at her. While watching her performance with Lewis, Mr. Robinson had pulled his cock from pants. It was hard and pointed towards the ceiling, awaiting her attention. She didn't make him wait.
She moved like a cat from her kneeling position before Lewis to straddling her boss' cock, pausing only to let her skirt fall to the floor. She lined his hard Black shaft up with her soaked love channel and let her body settle on to his lap, her pussy welcoming him inside her. She began to ride him. Slowly at first, but then letting her passion take over. She was soon bouncing up and down on Mr. Robinson's lap as she felt Lewis' eyes taking in her performance.
She only slowed when she felt his orgasm approaching, making sure to have him fully seated inside her as he came. Then she joined him in orgasm.
Once both were complete, she slowly slipped off of him and immediately took him into her mouth to suck him clean.
Kelly was still breathing heavily from riding him as she heard the apartment door and looked over to see Lewis still staring at her as he let himself out. She gave him a wink and watched the door close, then focused her full attention once again on Mr. Robinson. She looked up into her boss' eyes as she said, "How are you going to explain me being gone all day?"
Mr. Robinson smiled at her question. The topic had clearly been on her mind this entire time, yet it didn't give her any pause in sucking off Lewis or fucking him. He knew she had crossed that little bridge.
He looked at her and said simply, "Leave that to me, little bitch." He paused a moment, grinned and said, "Here's a key to the place, Kelly."
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The morning after being given keys to the apartment, Kelly swallowed Tyrell's morning load, then set about getting herself ready for the day. Mr. Robinson had texted her the night before telling her what outfit he wanted her to wear. He called for a simple black skirt with her white sleeveless, button-up blouse. She had modeled the outfit for him before and he had taken a liking to it. After the final check in the mirror, she was off.
Kelly pulled into the parking lot filled with nervous anxiety. She was excited for the additional freedom the apartment would provide for her sexual fun, but she was also nervous about the professional implications on her teaching career. Could her boss realistically have her not report to school grounds every day?
Those thoughts were quickly dashed as she turned into the parking spot in front of the apartment and saw Mr. Robinson's car already parked. The rush of sexual excitement that washed over her at the realization he was inside waiting was incredible. She needed to measure her steps to the door to avoid running.
Kelly clumsily bumped into the door when she tried the door handle expecting it to be unlocked. It wasn't. She hastily pulled out her key and opened the door. The smile lighting up her face only brightened when she saw her boss leaning against the counter in the small kitchen. "Good morning, Boss."
"Come on inside, little bitch. Come say good morning over here."
Kelly closed the door behind her and made her way to him. She gave her boss a gentle kiss on the lips then gracefully slipped to her knees. Kelly giggled to herself at how she had been starting her workdays like this since the school year began and she wouldn't have it any other way. And it was her second cock of the day already.
Freeing his cock from his business pants, Kelly gave the swollen head a warm, wet kiss and whispered a sexually laden "Good morning to you too."
Then she went to work.
She looked up into her boss' eyes and began giving the entire black shaft a tongue bath and then repeated the process on his full testicles. Once his entire cock and balls were coated with her saliva, Kelly sucked the head into her mouth and began to hungrily suck him off. She never broke eye contact.
Kelly worked her boss with all the experience her newfound self could offer. Her drool and saliva, combined with the copious pre-cum from the head of Mr. Robinson's cock, served as the perfect natural lubricant. Where her mouth wasn't sucking her left hand was stroking as her right hand cradled and massaged his balls. It wasn't long before she felt the telltale signals of his release approaching and she redoubled her efforts, taking him fully into her mouth and throat.
She took him to the root and gently hummed as she felt him put his hand on the top of her head. A moment later, she felt the powerful throb of his shaft as his testicles launched their load into her mouth. Jet after jet of his delicious semen coated her tongue and made its way down her throat into her belly. Kelly continued to massage his balls and suck his shaft, as she gently purred to coax all his balls could offer. Certain he was finished, Kelly pulled back enough to suck the head one last time then swallowed what was not ejaculated straight into her belly. She then smiled up at her boss.
Mr. Robinson's eyes were partially closed and his mouth open as he recovered from Kelly's incredible blowjob. He finally opened his eyes and smiled at her.
A smile illuminating her face, Kelly repeated the words she said to him when she walked in the apartment just a few short minutes ago, "Good morning, Boss."
Mr. Robinson reached a hand out to help Kelly to her feet as he said, "Damn, little bitch, that mouth was made for nigga cock."
Kelly giggled in slight embarrassment and pride at his comments as she stood. She'd heard it before or something like it from each of the Black men she had been with, but it never failed to make her feel so alive and vibrant. She winked at her boss and said, "This mouth learned on nigga cock."
They both shared a laugh at her husband's unknowing expense as Mr. Robinson steered her towards the couch in the small living room. Mr. Robinson used his hand to stop her in place in front of the couch as he took a seat. He reached over to the table beside the couch, picked up a tiny remote, and turned on some music. Kelly didn't recall noticing the small cube speakers which were now putting out some impressive sound.
The beat and rhythm of the music had a natural sexual dance feel to it, and Kelly wondered if that is what her boss expected her to do. Her silent thought was answered when he gave a subtle head gesture which told Kelly to do just that.
Kelly had obviously danced before, but never in an overtly provocative way. Sure, there had been times maybe when she was with David at some sort of wedding event or something similar where she played things up a bit, but how much can one really do at someone else's wedding? And with family and friends around to boot. Besides, David might not have responded appropriately anyway so she never pressed it. Any other times dancing was when she was out with friends, maybe back in college.
Still, her adrenalin and arousal spiked at the look in Mr. Robinson's eyes. His desire for her was made plain in his gaze. It made her want to do nothing more than please him, in any way he wanted. And her dancing is what he wanted.
Kelly began to slowly feel the music. She felt her cheeks redden in mild embarrassment at being this center of attention, but that sensation was quickly being tamped down by the pride and power she felt as she watched his reaction to her movements. His responses emboldened her. Her increasing confidence in her actions drew more positive reactions from him. It was almost a perfect system.
Kelly followed what can best be described as instinct as she began to tease Mr. Robinson with her moves. She made bashful eye contact with him as she played with the button on her blouse. Dipping her head or turning away like a shy schoolgirl as if she were debating whether or not to continue. She had never been to any kind of strip club, so she had no idea if what she was doing was the right "routine". But she could tell that her boss seemed to like it, and that's all that mattered.
By the time she pulled her blouse fully open, Kelly was lost in the moment. She was breathing heavily from arousal and her pussy was begging for his cock. She knew he would take her when he was ready, and she continued her impromptu striptease.
She was grateful that she had chosen one of her sexier bras this morning. It was one her husband had never seen. It was essentially sheer and had just enough material to cover her nipple, and the darkness of her aureoles was apparent as she glanced down to look.
Kelly playfully tossed her blouse to her "fan" and began to tease him by slipping that small piece of material covering her nipples down to give him a glimpse. She was teasing him, but also herself as she was delaying removing her skirt.
By the time her bra landed on the couch, Kelly had found a groove. She was in a new and undiscovered part of herself. It felt so right, and Mr. Robinson's appraising look confirmed it.
Kelly held her hands up slightly as she dipped her head and moved to the beat, her white tits swinging gently and her hair partially covering her face. She wished she could see herself from his perspective. She felt so sexy.
It was time for the skirt. Time to shed the last of her clothing. Kelly slowly turned so her back was to her boss as her fingers found the small clasp keeping her skirt up. She unhooked it, then coyly looked over her shoulder at him as she hunched her ass back in his direction. She watched as he nodded then she slowly smiled and began to shimmy the skirt down.
Once it was over her hips, Kelly turned to face him once again and raised her hands as they were earlier. She let the subtle gyrations of her hips and gravity work together to let the skirt fall to the floor. Mr. Robinson's guttural groan of approval let her know she had hit the right marks.
When Mr. Robinson picked up his phone, Kelly was secretly hoping he would begin filming her so she could watch the performance she was providing later. But instead, he held it up and motioned with his hand for her to come forward.
Kelly did as she was told.
Mr. Robinson said, "Little bitch, my boy Lewis a little jealous listening to this music and thinking about what you doing. Be a good girl and say hi to him."
Kelly smiled sexily at her boss and purred out, "Hi Lewis. I'm just having a good time dancing this morning for Mr. Robinson." She realized after she said it that she said "for" instead of "with". But that is exactly what was happening, and it didn't bother her one bit.
She heard Lewis chuckle through the phone, then he added, "That's something I need to see."
With those words, the apartment door opened, and Lewis stepped inside.
Kelly jumped briefly at the surprise of the door opening, but she didn't stop, hesitate, or pause beyond that. Instead, she turned slightly so Lewis could get the view he came to see. It was one of the most arousing moments she had experienced that did not involve physical contact.
Kelly glided towards Lewis who stood just inside the now closed door. She reached out a hand towards his, then led him to the couch near her boss. She was fully naked now. No more stripping to offer, but she could still perform a sexual dance for her two Black lovers. This dance would not last long. She knew that if they did not take her soon, she would have no choice but to beg for one of them to fuck her. The bulges in her their pants made clear they shared a similar mindset.
Her boss spoke first. "Little bitch, don't seem fair that Lewis walked out last night watching that married pussy of yours riding my Black cock, does it? I told you we shared this place. And that means we share what's in this place. You showed him what that mouth can do. Now I think it's time he learn what that pussy can do. Would you agree, Mrs. Harkins?"
The trigger words of her marital name hit their familiar spots to increase her arousal. They were compounded by the slight chuckle from Lewis.
Kelly moved towards him and said in a sexually laced tone, "What do you think, Lewis? Would you like that? Me showing you what I've learned from my boss? My boss has taught me quite a bit about myself these last few months. Taught me that I'm made for the Black man. My poor white hubby thinks I'm still his devoted wife. But Black cock changed that. Want to put that gorgeous Black cock of yours where it belongs? Inside the pussy the white boy thought would remain his?"
Lewis has been removing his pants from the moment she started speaking. By the time her little devotional was complete, his hard Black shaft was freed. He pointed it straight up towards the ceiling and then said, "Fuck yes, bitch. Give it a wet kiss then climb on board."
Kelly did just that. She bent at the waist, keeping her legs straight and put a hand on each of Lewis' knees. She lowered her mouth to his cock and planted a wet and loving tongue kiss on the crown. She soaked the head of his cock with her saliva then straightened back up before him.
She smiled at him as she straddled his hips and grasped his shaft with her left hand, using her right on his chest to balance herself. She momentarily gazed into his eyes and said, "I like to watch it slide in too."
Kelly positioned his cock at her wet and hungry pussy lips, and watched as they parted and welcomed her latest Black lover inside. As with the others, her orgasm began almost at once and continued as her cheating pussy swallowed him whole. Kelly ground her pussy on him as her climax eased and then she began to ride him.
She smiled at him and said, "How do you like it, Lewis? Want me to ride you slow or do you want it hard and fast?"
Lewis was almost in awe of the sexual being now fucking him. She was far from the innocent princess her pretty face conveyed. He said, "Do me slow, little bitch. Ride it nice and slow."
Kelly nodded and replied, "Mmmmm, you got it."
As Kelly began her slow fuck on Lewis' cock, he said, "Let me see that ring, little bitch. Show me what that white boy gave you as you have my cock inside you."
Kelly smiled and held her ring up, sexily tapping her fingers on her tits.
Lewis reached up and squeezed her tits as he looked at Mr. Robinson and said, "Bitch is definitely a keeper, Book. Sexy as fuck and she likes being naughty."
Kelly giggled at his statement and continued to ride him.
Lewis gave each nipple a tweak as he said, "I love these milky white tits too. But I got to ask you, Book, why ain't you got them decorated yet? These babies calling out for some jewelry, brother."
Mr. Robinson grunted out his agreement before speaking to Kelly. This thought had been on his mind since the beginning. "What say you, girl? Ready to take that plunge for me? Ready for those nipples to sport some bling?"
Kelly was silently hoping this question would not be asked. The idea of getting her nipples pierced, as sexy as that mental image was, scared her. It seemed horribly painful. Still, she could not deny the eroticism of the idea. Nor could she bring herself to deny her boss' desires.
She pressed herself fully down on to Lewis' cock then turned her gaze to Mr. Robinson. "If that's what you want, boss. I'll wear your bling." Then she began to climax.
The intensity of her climax coupled with her raw sexuality combined to push Lewis over the edge. He didn't ask about pulling out or any such nonsense. He simply grabbed her hips and thrust his cock into her.
That initial pulse of semen spurting into her love canal launched Kelly's orgasm anew. Her hands were on his shoulders and her head slumped down as the sensation washed over her. It was something she knew she could never live without.
Kelly continued to ride him through his impressive orgasm, using her now skilled pussy muscles to milk him dry. When she felt his grip lighten on his hips, she knew he was complete, and only then did she slow her grind. She caught his gaze again and smiled sexily before saying, "Thank you, Lewis. That was a good fuck."
Lewis stared up at her and smiled as he caught his breath.
Kelly waited a few moments before sliding off of him and slipping to her knees where she proceeded to suck his cock clean. She felt as if she were in a dream state as she heard Lewis say to Mr. Robinson, "This bitch is definitely a keeper, Book. She knows her place."
Mr. Robinson replied, "No shit, bro. She wouldn't be here if she ain't learned her place already."
Once certain she had completed her duties, Kelly excused herself to go to the bathroom and came back to find Mr. Robinson finishing putting his clothes back on and Lewis already gone. It was an instant disappointment.
Her expression must have been apparent as both Black men looked at her and kind of chuckled before Mr. Robinson said, "Get yourself dressed, girl. Need you to assist with a class this morning."
Kelly began to lightly object, "But Boss, um, I should probably shower or something."
Mr. Robinson chuckled and said, "No. No time. And you'll be fine for this class. Now get those clothes on."
Kelly couldn't help but giggle at that last comment. She quickly put her clothes on then spent some time in front of the bathroom mirror making sure there were no obvious telltale signs of her morning fun, then stepped out to declare herself ready.
Mr. Robinson's appreciative head nod confirmed that sentiment.
Outside the apartment, Mr. Robinson led her to his car and they headed off. Mr. Robinson explained his plans for how he needed her help. He told her there was an annual mentoring session each fall for the senior athletes who had hopes of an athletic scholarship. The intent of the session was to help ensure they focused on their academics. He said he made a point of mentioning she would be there, and he hoped that would impact attendance.
Kelly giggled and looked at him asking, "Come on, Boss, I'm sure me being there won't have any impact." But even as she said it, she thought about her escapades with Jayden. How much she enjoyed them. How much she looked forward to them. Then she had a shocking thought, "he doesn't expect me to fuck them all, does he?" She quickly turned to look at him as that thought raced through her mind.
Mr. Robinson smiled at her, reading her mind through her facial expressions. He answered her question before she asked, "Relax, Kelly. These young niggas just need a little eye candy from their favorite white teacher. You can do that for them, can't you?"
Kelly turned red at the realization that her thoughts were so transparent to him. She offered an embarrassed smile then a gentle, "I can do that."
***
David was in turmoil. He was having a very difficult time with he and Kelly living apart and that was only compounded by his inability to make routine contact with her. This was never a problem he faced when she lived in their house. But now, it always seemed her mind was elsewhere, or she was late to answer the phone, or it took a number of texts to finally get a response. This was unlike Kelly.
Sure, she told him the arrangements with her father were consuming her time as were discovering her new area and learning new job. Still, she used to always have her phone handy. What made things change since moving there? And why did she take that job in the first place? These thoughts and more, kept him from getting a good night's sleep for weeks now and something had to be done.
He finally worked up the courage to talk to his boss about taking a little time off. His boss Jason, a Black man of about 40, was expecting something. David had been looking worn out since Kelly took the other job. Jason had always found Kelly very attractive at the company holiday parties and could never figure out how David landed her. When he first heard about Kelly's father's situation, Jason sympathized with their predicament. But when she announced she was moving up there for the school year, Jason almost instinctively knew something was going on. Whatever the case, he needed David to get himself right so he could get back to his job properly. If that meant a little time off, then so be it.
Jason agreed to David taking off shortly after lunch and being gone the next day as well. David reasoned this little surprise trip might serve as a welcome change of pace for Kelly. He was right, but not in the way he was hoping.
***
As David was approaching his boss about getting the time off, Kelly and Mr. Robinson were pulling into the school parking lot. Per the usual routine, he dropped her off in the teacher parking area and then drove off to his own spot. Kelly was running through the instructions he had provided her on the drive over. She actually found it quite simple and was concerned that she might not live up to his expectations.
Kelly entered the school while classes were underway, so the hallway was quiet. She made a beeline for her small office, not wanting to get caught in the crush of students when the bell between periods rang. She took off the simple flats she had worn when she left her house and looked at the heels Mr. Robinson gave her in the car for her to wear in the class.
She was immediately grateful for a few things. First, that she had recently painted her toenails. The heels were open-toed so her nails would be on display. Second, the heel wasn't the over-the-top stiletto which might make it difficult for her to walk. Finally, they were actually quite comfortable with their simple ankle and toe straps. She again marveled at Mr. Robinson's acumen when it came to women's clothing.



Kelly put the heels on and timed her exit from her office to coincide with the final stragglers of students making it to their rooms for the next class. She made a quick stop in the student restroom to avoid any faculty contact, and checked her appearance. The slight red hue on her cheeks displayed her arousal and nervousness. Then she headed for the room Mr. Robinson had mentioned.
Outside the door, Kelly's heart was pounding. She knew on the other side of that door were at least a dozen young Black men; the dominant senior athletes in the high school. Just the kind of men which the summer and early school year had taught her she had a craving for. She knew that Jayden would be in the room, the young Black man who she had fucked and sucked off numerous times. Had he shared their story with anyone? He had to have mentioned it to his close friend Darius. But were there others? And who?
Whatever the answer to those questions, Kelly had instructions from Mr. Robinson which she had to keep. She took a deep breath, glanced down at her rock-hard nipples which were bulging through the sheer bra and sleeveless blouse, momentarily admired the additional cleavage she was displaying by the one extra button being undone, and then turned the door handle to step inside.
The young men, who to this point were engaged in typical high school banter as they waited for the session to begin, began to fall silent when they noticed Kelly enter the room. The first few to see her immediately stopped talking which drew the attention of the others towards what they were looking at. A wave of silence swept across the room. The only thing interrupting the silence were the rhythmic clicking of Kelly's heels as she strode towards Mr. Robinson who was standing with Jake at the front of the room.
She let that sound dominate the room as she walked with a mixture of confidence and sexuality in her stride. The rush she experienced from the way she had captured their attention was incredible. Any uncertainty as to how she would be received left her with the same speed the voices stopped speaking. The complete focus the men had on her would be an aphrodisiac for any women. For Kelly, it took her further down the path she had been walking the last few months.
It was as if every erogenous point in her body was awake. She felt her nipples surge anew and every subtle shift inside her sheer bra were stimulating. The rubbing of her thighs with each step stoked the burning need within her pussy. She was grateful she had put panties on in her office because she was certain her pussy juice and the remnants of Lewis' cum would be leaking down her thighs soon.
Kelly waited until she had made it halfway across the room from the door towards Mr. Robinson before she smiled sweetly in the assembled students' direction and purred out, "Good morning, gentlemen."
A collective groan was their reply.
She stepped to Mr. Robinson's side and hoped her heavy breathing was not too obvious to the young Black men. She swore her heartbeat was audible, it was pounding so hard.
Mr. Robinson put an arm around her, a normally completely unprofessional act between a principal and a teacher, unless of course they are fucking on a daily basis, and said, "I know you all of you have seen Mrs. Harkins around the campus this year, but not all of you have had the pleasure of being with her."
That statement momentarily startled Kelly. He wasn't expecting her to fuck them all here and now, was he? She saw some of the boys shift in their seats and saw the look on Jayden's face which said, "I have."
Mr. Robinson continued by shamelessly admitting why Kelly was there, "I figured it would be a good idea for Mrs. Harkins to join us this morning while Jake discussed some options with you. Never hurts to have a pretty woman walking around and it obviously helped motivate some of you to attend."
The subtle chuckle from the assembled students confirmed his beliefs and again sent a rush of arousal through Kelly. Was she really an attraction making them attend? Was her boss actually using her as an object of desire for students? Why was she hoping the answer was yes to both questions and why did that arouse her so?
Mr. Robinson turned his head to Jake and told him to go on with the presentation, and at the same time he slowly slid his hand from being over Kelly's shoulder to the small of her back. He gave a gentle push indicating for her to move forward.
Momentarily uncertain, she quickly connected all the clues that had been laid out this morning and walked toward the rows of assembled Black students. They were seated in four rows of four seats each with only the one corner seat remaining empty.
The sight of the 15 young, athletic, testosterone-driven, Black men was intoxicating. The sound of their breathing and shifting in their seats as they looked at her was breathtaking. The scent of bodies, some still lightly covered in sweat from their morning workout, filled her nose. She began to crave their touch and their taste. All of these things were quickly transitioning Kelly into a sexual animal.
She stepped between the first two rows of men, making eye contact with each of them, a slight grin on her face. Clearing the first row, one of the boys she just passed muttered to the boy next to him, "She must be cold." The couple boys surrounding him who heard it laughed quietly. None thought Kelly could hear it, or if she did, that she would say anything.
Kelly slowly made her way to stand in front of the young man she knew had made the comment. It was clearly in reference to her hard nipples bulging through her blouse. But, if Mr. Robinson wanted her there for her sexual charm, she decided she would have some fun with it. She said in mock admonishment and with a bit of a pout, "Who thinks I'm cold?" raising her hand as if indicating how they should respond.
None dared to raise their hand. None wanted to admit to staring at her nipples, and none could foresee the twist that was about to occur.
She took a couple steps to the side until she was standing in front of Jayden's desk and said, "So, then who thinks I'm hot?" Jayden, who could read Kelly by now, immediately raised his hand. Kelly smiled at him and put a hand on his arm and then began to walk around behind him, gently sliding her hand up his arm and across his shoulders as she made her transit. She cooed a simple, "Thank you, Jayden."
Kelly then stepped in front of the young man who made the initial comment. She reached down and took his hand and placed it on her bare arm. Staring him directly in the eyes, she asked in a delicious whisper, "Do I feel cold to you?"
The young Black student, she didn't recall his name, cleared his throat, but could not speak. He was captivated. He just shook his head no. Kelly winked at him and then said, "Trust me, I'm not." as she stepped away. The other boys looked at their stunned friend and all gave some version of quiet mocking laughter, while also wishing it had been them who had just experienced that little exchange.
Kelly made her way back to Mr. Robinson and stepped right into his arm this time. It was becoming clearer how the future might play out now and Mr. Robinson's next words only emphasized things. He glanced down at Kelly, recognizing the lust in her eyes, and then said to the students, "Athletics might be your ticket to college, but you still need to some schoolwork for that to happen. I've hired Mrs. Harkins here for the specific purpose of helping tutor those of you that need it. And I've been quite happy with that decision."
He turned his gaze back to Kelly and said, "Now, Mrs. Harkins, let's get out of here before you cause any more distractions from Jake's presentation."
Kelly giggled at his comment and then looked to the infatuated students and realized she was fully on board with Mr. Robinson's intentions. She offered a sultry smile and then said, "Mr. Robinson is right. Let me know if I can be of any assistance."
Then the two of them were off. Like when she walked in, the only sound was the clicking of her heels with all eyes locked on Kelly until she was out the door.
***
A half hour later, Mr. Robinson and Kelly were parking behind Marcus' club. It was just past noon and Kelly was surprised they were there so early in the day. Mr. Robinson led them through the rear door rather than the front, and upon entering, Kelly realized the place wasn't open yet. Tables were being wiped down and the floor being swept, and just the general practices that occur in a business before the doors are opened to customers.
There were a few Black men, some older and some in business attire, sitting at the bar or at a table, and Kelly was quickly able to deduce that these men were 'regulars' who came to the club before the crowds appeared, to either drown their sorrows or just catch a break from their daily grind. All their eyes turned towards the back door as the sunlight momentarily spilled inside as they looked to see who had just entered. She had a brief sensation of being an intruder into their private world, but that thought was quickly dashed when all eyes, once they had readjusted from the light, remained on her as she strode in on Mr. Robinson's arm.
It gave her an electric feeling.
The employees all gave Mr. Robinson a wordless greeting of head nods, and he held up two fingers by way of instruction to the bartender to get them some drinks. It wasn't DeAndre today, but another Black man. Though no words were exchanged, a water for him and a slightly watered down daquiri for Kelly were on the way.
Kelly hadn't noticed Mr. Robinson's gesture and was surprised when she was presented with a drink. She started to question drinking so early in the day, but a look from Mr. Robinson quelled that thought. She took a hesitant sip and felt more of her former inhibited-self chip away.
Mr. Robinson led her to one of the tables with a Black man somewhere between the two of them in age. He paused briefly to pull a chair out for Kelly and then said, "Keep my friend Warren company while I take care of some business." He paused a moment and then said, "Be nice to him, Mrs. Harkins."
Kelly felt her already brewing arousal increase with his use of her married name as introduction. She watched him step away without a look back and then turned to Warren who had his eyes on her tits. Her tits with impossibly hard nipples which were obvious under her sheer blouse.
The combination of being in this bar at this time of day, with a drink in hand, and Mr. Robinson dropping her at this table with this Black stranger unabashedly ogling her body was an incredible rush of excitement. She felt the moisture in her pussy and giggled to herself as she debated whether it was from her or Lewis from earlier in the day.
Before she could even process those thoughts or say a word, another Black man stepped up to the table and said, "Damn, Warren. Booker wasn't kidding when he talk about this fine lady." Like Warren, who was nodding his agreement to the words he just heard, this Black man had no reservations about letting his eyes take all of her in.
The dim light in the bar masked the redness in her cheeks as she relished the sensation of them looking at her like that. She inwardly giggled at the reaction some crazed feminist might be having at this moment, but then pushed that foolish thought out of her mind. She smiled at Warren then the nameless Black man standing beside her and said, "You're so sweet. My name is Kelly. Kelly Harkins."
Warren spoke for the first time, "We know your name girl. Book been singing your praises for a while now. We thinking he been bullshitting us til today. Ain't no denying it now though."
The other Black man added, "Got that right." as he pulled out a chair to sit. He then made a quick head motion as he said to Kelly, "Stand up, girl. Let us take a look."
Every bit of her upbringing should have been in revolt at them ogling her and talking to her in this manner, yet she didn't hesitate in obeying. Kelly stood and then took the offered hand of the still nameless Black man who then used it to guide her motions. Apparently satisfied he had appraised her sufficiently, the man said simply, "Fuck yeah, boy". Then he sat down and said, "Name's Rayford.
Before Kelly could say a word, Rayford turned towards the bar and said, "Yo, Big E. Come on over here bro. Need to meet someone."
Kelly's mind was on overdrive now. Had Mr. Robinson really shared stories about her with these men? They clearly had some idea about her, and were being rather shameless in how they looked at her. Those thoughts raging through her mind were coupled with the additional thoughts that she hoped the real her matched the stories they'd heard.
She watched as the man Rayford had called made his way over. He was a big imposing Black man. "Big E" seemed an appropriate name. She couldn't help but wonder if the "big" was applicable everywhere.
Big E had to be at least a foot taller than her. He stood next to her chair and her face was just above his waistline.
Kelly was finding it hard to keep her composure with the arousal she was feeling. She couldn't help but be flirtatious. She looked up at him and said, "I can tell what the 'Big' is for. What about the 'E'?"
All three Black men gave a form of grunting approval at the provocative question. It was something of a confirmation that what they had heard from Mr. Robinson was true.
Big E swept a lock of Kelly's blonde hair behind her ear, far more delicately than she would have expected from a man his size, as he said, "Eric, girl. Name's Eric. Everyone calls me Big E though."
Kelly offered him her sweetest smile and said, "It's nice to meet you, Big E. And you too, Warren and Rayford. I guess y'all are my chaperones while Mr. Robinson takes care of his business?"
She was being intentionally flirtatious. She wanted to live up to whatever it was Mr. Robinson had shared with them. She wanted them to desire her more than they already did. She knew they would enjoy her growing skills at some point. It was really just a matter of when. Mr. Robinson had taught her that too.
Big E smiled at her words and then reached down and grabbed her left hand. His thumb and forefinger gently swirled her wedding ring around, "Nice rock. Where's the white boy at?"
Kelly's eyes watched the ring rotate on her finger and, upon hearing Big E's question, felt a pang of remorse over how she was treating David, even if he didn't know it. The feeling didn't last long though. How could it when her pussy was still tingling from the sensations of Lewis filling her pussy just a short while ago, the display she put on for the Black students, and these three men viewing her as they were?
Kelly almost giggled at the contradiction presented by Big E's reference to her marriage and the thoughts of Lewis having fucked her earlier. Now, surrounded by three other Black men who were shamelessly viewing her as a piece of meat upon which they wished to feast, her response to the question became more obvious.
Her chest was almost heaving as her breathing tried to keep up with her growing excitement. She made a point of looking around the room, then made eye contact with each man in turn before locking eyes with Big E as she responded, "I don't see him. Doesn't look like he's here." She paused a beat for effect, then added, "Is that ok?"
All three men chuckled in that subtle manner she was coming adore in Black men. Big E responded, "Fuck yeah, girl. Ain't him we caring about anyway."
Kelly was so entranced with the men and the flirting that she hadn't noticed Mr. Robinson had returned. He seemed to just suddenly appear a few feet to the side of the table. She saw him and was momentarily concerned that he might have been upset with her flirting with the men, but she should have known better. He had driven her here for a reason and the look on his face confirmed it.
Recognizing his expression, Kelly smiled at her boss then looking at each of the men, said, "Looks like my Boss wants me to get back to work. It was very nice meeting you." As Kelly stood, she gave her boss a wink before giving a somewhat stunned Warren and Rayford soft kisses on the cheek. She turned to look up at Big E and said, "I can't get up that high, sweetheart. Can you meet me halfway?", as she rose up on tiptoes.
Big E chuckled his appreciation and dipped down to meet her, presenting her his cheek as a target for her lips.
Kelly responded with another soft kiss on his cheek along with a somewhat breathy, "Thanks, Big E. Hope to see you again." almost directly into his ear.
The deep growl that rumbled from Big E's chest in response was almost magical.
Satisfied she made a sufficient impression, Kelly made her way to her boss and took up position next to him. Her left breast and hard nipple were pressed into Mr. Robinson's right arm as she leaned into him. It was already obvious from the stories he had apparently shared and her flirting today, but Kelly wanted to leave no doubt in the men's minds that Mr. Robinson called the shots.
Kelly strode out on Mr. Robinson's arm in the same manner she came in. Her nipples were hard and her pussy moist as she clung to his side. The Black men she left in her wake simply smiled and watched her walk, knowing that one day soon, Mr. Robinson would share her with them too.
Though it was still early afternoon by the time they left Marcus' bar, Kelly was unwilling to let sunlight delay her passions any longer. The moment the car doors were closed, she leaned over into Mr. Robinson's lap and began to free his cock.
Her boss chuckled at the intensity of her desire. Obviously, the excitement of teasing the students and this little excursion served to further fan Kelly's libido. He didn't say anything or make any movements other than to drive his car. His reward was feeling Kelly's hungry lips closed around the growing head of his cock. He settled in for a nice, slow ride back to the apartment as she worked to suck the cum from his balls to feed her growing addiction.
On a nearby cul-de-sac just beyond the school zone signs, Mr. Robinson released his load into Kelly's mouth. She was voracious in sucking him off and his load matched her effort. She joined him in orgasm as she swallowed all he had to offer.
When she pulled back and looked up at him, her eyes still hooded with pleasure, neither of them said a word. Kelly smiled and licked her lips and Mr. Robinson grinned and put the car back in drive. They were in the apartment parking lot two minutes later.
***
Kelly was braless and panty-less as she drove home after leaving Mr. Robinson's car, having stripped both off at Mr. Robinson's instruction. She was grooving to the hip hop station she had taken a liking to as she reminisced about her day's fun. Her nipples were engorged and she was looking forward to getting the house to play with them as well as give her clit some pleasure and some release.
But as she rounded the corner, she found David's car sitting in the driveway. "What the fuck is he doing here?" she said aloud upon recognizing the car. The fact her first emotion at seeing her husband was there was frustration instead of happiness was completely lost on Kelly.
To gather her thoughts, Kelly passed by the house then placed a call to Mr. Robinson. His smooth voice filled her car through the Bluetooth connection with her car audio. She told her boss what was going on and giggled when he laughed and said, "What's the matter, little bitch? Ain't you excited to see your hubby?"
She was almost pouting as she replied, "I just wanted to go inside and take care of myself after you having those men tease me this afternoon."
Her honest sharing of what she was thinking was not lost on her boss. "I guess you wanted more than a little tease, huh, girl?"



Kelly giggled when she realized she couldn't deny it and opted to change the topic. "I just don't like him surprising me, that's all."
Her boss knew she was just making excuses now. He chuckled and said, "I tell you what. How about if we give him a surprise of his own?"
"What do you mean, Boss?"
"You still on the road or are you at the house?"
Kelly was intrigued now. She replied, "Yes, I'm still on the road. I drove past when I saw his car. Why?"
"Keep on driving, little bitch. Head to your, uh, your classroom."
Kelly paused for a moment, then giggled at his reference. She headed for the apartment.
Pulling into the lot, she expected to see Mr. Robinson's car, but it wasn't there. She let herself inside and was about to call him when the door opened. In strode Big E.
Kelly was caught completely by surprise and Big E could tell by the expression on her face. He smiled and said, "Had a friend of mine tell me I might find a hot looking woman in this place. Boy wasn't lying neither."
His words made her smile and his presence aroused her. Like in the bar, Kelly was breathing heavily once again. She could feel her pulse coursing through her veins. She smiled at him as he closed the distance between them. He had been there less than a minute and it was already clear what was going to take place. And she wanted it.
Kelly tried to settle her breathing, but it was futile. She smiled up at Big E who was now right in front of her. "Hi Big E. I was wondering when I'd see you again." It was impossible for that not to come out in a sexual manner.
And Big E noticed. "After seeing you at Marcus' place, I figured the sooner the better." He paused and looked her up and down then added, "And I'm hearing you ain't exactly in a rush to get home neither." He punctuated that with a chuckle.
"No rush at all, Big E."
Kelly loved that Big E's cock lived up to his nickname as she was bobbing her head up and down on it. They hadn't moved from the spot of their little conversation. She had only sunk to her knees before him. She had come to adore sucking Black cock and Big E's was a magnificent tool to work on.
Her oral lovemaking was interrupted when Big E pulled his shaft from her mouth and moved her to the bed. Kelly smiled at him over her shoulder as he bent her at the waist and stepped up behind her. She loved the take charge attitude.
Big E lined his Black cock up with her swollen and wet pussy lips and then said, "My friend who sent me tells me that white boy that put that rock on your finger looking to surprise you. Says I should send you home to him with a little surprise of your own. What you think, girl? That sound good to you?"
Kelly could feel his cockhead brushing against her pussy. It wanted inside her and she was attempting to move back to welcome him. But he kept her at distance. He wanted a response first. She looked back at him and gave it, "That's right, baby. Put that cock in me and send me home fuuuuullllll....Oooohhhh fuck yessss!" Big E didn't let her finish before burying himself inside her.
Any other purpose of existence was lost on Kelly other than her body accepting Big E's load. It seemed he was of similar mindset as he fucked her relentlessly. Kelly was enjoying her second orgasm when she felt him pull her in tight and then the telltale warm bloom of his seed being launched into her pussy. Exhausted from the fast but intense fuck, Kelly dropped her face to the bed and mumbled breathlessly, "That was good, Big E. Very good."
Big E gave her ass a contented slap and grunted out his agreement. He held himself inside her and said, "You have something else to do, right bitch? Ain't pulling out til I know you know your responsibility."
Kelly's blonde hair had fallen over her face and she could barely see as she attempted to look back at him. "Bring me that Black cock, baby. Let me suck it clean."
"That's what I'm talking about, girl. That's what I'm talking about."
Kelly gave his glistening cock a tongue bath, cleaning him of their combined flavors as Big E placed a call to Mr. Robinson on speaker. "Hey Book, you wasn't kidding about our girl here. She took care of business real good. I'm hoping next time won't have to be so hurried."
Mr. Robinson gave a knowing chuckle in response and then spoke to Kelly, "Little bitch, grab those sexy panties you wore this morning and put them back on before heading back to meet the white boy. Make sure you call me when you put the car in park."
Kelly's mind was reeling. Why did this feel so right? Why wasn't she protesting? Why was she nodding her head to his statement then replying, "Yes, Boss."
Big E stood there watching as she got herself dressed and Kelly couldn't help but make it a bit more sensual than simply putting on clothing. She loved the way his eyes took her in, and she wanted even this to be special.
She didn't remember anything about the ride back to the house. She was actually surprised she got there safely. Putting the car in park, Kelly called Mr. Robinson as she was instructed.
"I'm here Boss."
"Good girl. Now, it looks like your husband is a little anxious about what his wife is doing while she's away, but he doesn't have the balls to just ask. Looks like he might be trying to catch you doing something he doesn't think is right."
He let those words hang there and Kelly felt a mix of emotions. She was a bit frustrated that Mr. Robinson was right, but she also felt a sense of embarrassment for the same reason; David was right to be anxious about what she was doing. Ironically, it was his sneaking around that was the biggest irritant for her.
Mr. Robinson could tell when she didn't reply that he was painting the right picture for her. He lowered his voice slightly and said, "Now little bitch, go inside that house and greet your hubby after his long drive. When you take those panties off, make sure you leave them somewhere so he can see them. We can talk later." And then he abruptly hung up.
Kelly sat in the car a moment to collect her thoughts. She had no doubt she would do what Mr. Robinson had said. She glanced down and saw her braless nipples prominently displayed against her top. David would have to notice, but she wondered what his reaction would be. She almost wanted him to say something. She almost wanted to catch him gawking at her hard nipples and hear him ask where her bra was. She couldn't explain why. She realized at that moment that is what Mr. Robinson had in mind with her panties.
Kelly got out of the car and headed towards the front door, moving with a bit of the sexy walk she had begun to adopt since being seduced by the men. David, after hearing the car door close, stepped to the door and saw her approaching. She watched as the smile plastered on his face shifted to a bit of confusion as he saw she was braless, and then back to a smile. A now forced and somewhat uncomfortable smile.
Kelly waved sweetly at him as headed up the few steps.
When she reached the doorway, David pulled the door open with his eyes trying to stay focused on hers, but feeling the inevitable pull towards her bulging nipples. Kelly didn't help things when she opened her arms wide, causing her blouse to tighten against her chest. Her happy sounding, "Hi honey! This is a surprise.", masked her true sentiments towards this unexpected visit.
David was processing too much information to take note. His excitement at seeing her. The beautiful image she presented to him. And those hard nipples. That combination consumed all available brain cells.
As they came together in a hug and he felt her soft breasts press into his chest, David felt his penis surge in excitement. Kelly's mind was also pre-occupied and paid it no heed. Her thoughts were on her moist pussy as she felt a surge of Big E's load leak into her panties. As she felt it, she immediately thought of Mr. Robinson and how this must have been exactly what he wanted. She smiled at his foresight.
Kelly leaned back, still keeping her body against David's as she looked up at him. For the first time, she noticed his eyes attempting to sneak peaks at her chest. She wanted to giggle at his boyish glances but at the same time wanted to laugh at his inability to simply look at her openly.
She did neither.
She just smiled at him and said, "Let me go change out of my work clothes into something more comfortable." She noticed the flash of concern on his face as she mentioned this being work clothes, but he quickly caught himself before responding. Instead, he nodded politely and stepped back to let her head to the room to change.
Kelly strode sexily across the room, knowing David was watching her walk and no doubt having trouble processing where this new stride came from. She glanced at him over her shoulder before stepping into the hallway and her suspicions were confirmed.
His face said it all.
She grabbed a pair of shorts and a simple pullover shirt and then stepped into the bathroom to change. Seeing herself in the mirror, Kelly was momentarily awestruck. The image looking back at her radiated sexuality. Her nipples were hard and proud. Her cheeks flush with vibrance. Her eyes filled with mischief. Kelly took the visual in for a few moments then removed her skirt.
When she pulled her thong down, Kelly realized what Mr. Robinson intended, and saw just how much foresight he possessed. For right there in the crotch of her panties, right where any suspicious and questioning mind might look, was a large wet spot, punctuated by a glob of thick, white semen. Courtesy of Big E's Black balls and Mr. Robinson's wicked mind.
She laid the panties on top of the rest of the clothes already in the hamper, wet spot facing up. Then she put on the clothes she just selected. She didn't bother with panties, preferring the naughty freedom. But before she put on the shirt, she went back to her dresser and grabbed a bra. She knew David had noticed her braless coming into the house from work, and felt a need to further toy with him by wearing a bra now. Would he react? Say something? Hint? She doubted he would do any of that.
As she stepped from the bathroom, she took one last look at her panties and saw the part of Big E's load that had leaked out of her staring back. She gave it a smile and a wink, then headed out to play David's innocent bride.
Kelly watched as David looked up from the couch to see her coming and then saw his eyes briefly glance to her tits. Whether he was hoping to see her braless nipples or just checking to see if she was now wearing a bra, she may never know. But she did notice the momentary blink of confusion before he caught himself and awkwardly diverted his gaze.
David knew he was busted. He knew his attempt to steal a glance was seen by Kelly. Instead of just owning it and making a comment about her not wearing a bra before or wearing one now, or even just being open about looking at his sexy wife, he did what has become his trademark. He excused himself and said he had to go to the bathroom. In other words, he was running away. However, in this particular instance, he was only running from one confusing circumstance to another.
David entered the hallway cursing himself for how he handled that situation and stepped into the bathroom to collect his thoughts. However, his efforts were thwarted by the healthy load of Big E's cum seemingly staring up at him from the crotch of Kelly's panties.
He froze in place and looked at it. He had never seen panties full of cum before, so it was not obvious what he was looking at. But his intuition and his instinct were barking in his ear. He slowly began to reach for them, then stopped. He started again and stopped again. He started to lean forward to see if there was as a scent he could detect, but he stopped this also. He repeated each of these acts multiple times before he just stood and stared once more.
David was working to convince himself that this was probably just a normal occurrence in Kelly's panties, and this is the first time he had noticed it. Women wear panty liners for a reason, he told himself. Still, no matter how hard he tried there was a part of his mind that would not settle down. He was in that bathroom far longer than he realized when he finally gathered the will to reach for the panties.
He gently grabbed them, making sure to not make any contact with the wet spot and began to bring them closer for a better look. He vaguely recalled the scent. Is that what she smelled like? He then considered whether that wet spot may have been from Kelly in response to seeing him. His mind latched on to that thought and he felt himself begin to relax, but his mental gymnastics and time delay then reared their head. For just as his trembling hand began to stabilize, Kelly knocked on the bathroom door and then opened it.
Kelly's not-so-innocent question "Are you ok, David?" was caught off midway as David jumped at the intrusion. He instinctively closed his grip to not allow the panties to fall and his fingers now shared the contents of Kelly's panties. Kelly momentarily froze, then brought her hand to her mouth in a futile effort to stifle her giggle.
She looked at her husband who was now mortified at being caught and asked, "David, what are you doing with my panties in your hand?"
David had no answer. He had no legitimate response to that question. He was literally caught with his hand in the cookie jar. "I, um, I was, um, I didn't..." were the most coherent responses he could offer.
Kelly stared at him a moment, then felt a naughty grin appear on her face as David stammered his way to an excuse. She stepped closer to her shamefaced husband as she let part of her new personality emerge, "Are you inspecting my panties, honey? Finding everything you're looking for?". Moving directly in front of him she almost purred out, "Or were you planning on using them for something else?"
David was totally and completely caught, and did not have the backbone to assert himself to try and take control of the situation. He looked at Kelly and said, "I'm sorry. I just saw them and..."
Kelly offered him a sympathetic smile and gently touched a finger to his lips as she whispered "Shhhh. It's ok. You go ahead and use them. I'm done with them for today anyway." She offered him a naughty smile and then winked.
David's pecker was hard since his arrival and only slightly wilted when she caught him holding the panties. But her tone of voice and sexuality quickly brought him to his full, yet meager, hardness once again. He unsuccessfully tried to explain himself again, but he just couldn't think clearly enough to form sentences. The combination of shame, arousal, and being caught had his brain tied in knots.
Kelly continued, "I wish I had known. I would have been leaving those for you long ago."
David realized she thought he was going to use them to jerk off. He wanted to tell her that wasn't the case, but he had no other explanation for why he was holding the panties. And the thought of rubbing her panties on his penis was arousing.
Kelly could read his conflict and it excited her tremendously. She stayed close to him and continued in her sexy soft voice, "Is that how you've been keeping yourself at bay with me being gone?"
"No, Kelly, I was just, um, I saw, well, I..."
Kelly again touched her finger gently to his lips and offered a reassuring, "Shhh. I shouldn't have barged in on you. You were just in here a long time. But, I'll leave you two alone." She offered another naughty smile and a gentle giggle. Then she stepped from the room and quickly closed the door behind her.
Within two steps she had her phone out and was texting Mr. Robinson, "I caught him with my panties in hand! You knew that was going to happen, didn't you?"
Her boss replied back with a laughing emoji and Kelly thought that might have been the end of things for the night. She found out differently shortly.
David was still in the bathroom holding the panties and wondering just what happened. His penis was fully hard in his pants from the little interaction with Kelly and, bizarrely, from the idea of jerking off with the panties. It was something he had never done. Why was this in his mind now? Was he actually considering doing it?
The ringing doorbell caught both Kelly and David off guard, for vastly different reasons. Kelly seemed to almost intuitively know that it was Mr. Robinson on the other side of that door, and she was moving to open it at once. David nearly leapt out of his skin at the sound of the doorbell. His first instinct was to put the panties in his pocket and go to the door, but he stopped short. Instead, he paused for just a moment, then dropped them back in the hamper and headed to the door. His mind was so muddled that he didn't stop to consider that he wasn't home and that there was zero chance whoever was at that door was there to see him.
David rounded the corner into the living room as Kelly opened the door. He felt a rush of anxiety as he saw Mr. Robinson step inside. He was followed by another Black man. David had met him on an earlier trip, but he couldn't recall the name. He debated hustling back to hiding in the bathroom, but he couldn't do that. He had already been spotted by Mr. Robinson who was standing uncomfortably close to Kelly.
"David! Good to see you again. I wasn't aware you were making a visit or I would have postponed tonight's meeting. I hope you understand."
David cleared his throat and did his best to step up to the situation, "Uh hi Mr. Robinson. It was an impromptu visit." He paused, then added for inexplicable reasons, "I suppose I should have called first."
He cursed himself for adding that last line since he was visiting his wife. He shouldn't need to call ahead!
As if reading his mind, Mr. Robinson chuckled and said, "No reason to call ahead to visit your wife. I can't blame you for wanting to see her."
David felt his face turn red at his comment and heard Kelly's gentle giggle in the background. Was she laughing at him? When he looked at her, he noticed she was sidled up to the other Black man. She was holding his left arm and essentially pressing her tits into it. David swallowed heavily and cleared his throat. His pecker was still hard.
Kelly smiled at him and said, "David, you remember Jake, right? He is a teacher I work with and was at one of the summer parties you attended."
David now had a name to go with the face and did his best to minimize the anxiety raging throughout his mind and body. "Hi Jake. Good to see you again." Was it really considering the circumstances? But he had to say something. He continued, "I suppose y'all have a meeting or something scheduled this evening?" Even saying that sounded strange.
Mr. Robinson grunted a bit at the question before responding, "Yes. We have rotating meetings where teachers get together outside of the facility to go over plans for specific students. Jake here is one of our PE teachers and wants to go over progress reports for one of the students Kelly is tutoring."
David was confused at that statement. What student needs tutoring for gym class?
Kelly recognized the look on his face and filled in the gap, "David, Jayden is a star basketball player for the school who is struggling with his academics. I am tutoring him so he can stay on Jake's team."
David nodded at the explanation but couldn't shake the angst he was feeling with Kelly still standing so close to Jake.
Kelly knew she should step away from Jake's side. She could tell by the look on David's face that it was causing him issues. But it wasn't anger she was seeing. It was a mix of nervousness and uncertainty. He was swallowing heavily and was breathing through his mouth. She felt he almost looked like he was aroused. She needed to test the waters.
"David, honey, get these men and me a beer. I have some in the fridge." She paused a moment and said, "And get whatever you'd like for yourself too."



She heard Mr. Robinson's subtle grunt of approval and felt Jake's through her own body pressed against his. Then she watched as David went to do her bidding.
As he stepped into the kitchen, Mr. Robinson said, "Little bitch, you naughty, you know that?"
Kelly put on a pouty face and said, "I hope my boss isn't disappointed in me."
Both Black men chuckled before Mr. Robinson replied, "Oh no, girl. You doing just fine."
David came back in the room a few minutes later to find Kelly seated on the love seat next to her boss with Jake on the couch. His penis presented a small bulge in the front of his shorts, and he hoped it would not be noticed before he sat down, but he saw Kelly's eyes look down then back up to him with a sly grin. He felt his face turn red as he turned to sit on the opposite end of the couch from Jake. He felt incredibly out of place. It was about to get a bit worse.
Neither Kelly nor David noticed Mr. Robinson sending his text, but a few minutes later Tyrell and Marcus were joining them in the living room.
Marcus looked at Kelly and Mr. Robinson saying, "Y'all two was out of there quick today. I was looking to put eyes on you girl." Only then did he notice David who was sitting there with a stunned look on his face. Marcus looked at David with his own confused look, unaccustomed to any gatherings including a white man, and then turned back to Mr. Robinson, "Who is this?"
Kelly's own anxiety skyrocketed at the potential for confrontation with the dismissive tone of Marcus' question. She was already breathing heavily from the men being there, but Marcus and Tyrell's arrival added a new dimension to things. She took a deep breath and did her best to make introductions, "That's my husband, David, Marcus. David, this is Marcus. And that is Marcus' brother, Tyrell."
Before David even spoke, Kelly could tell he was in turmoil. He was completely intimidated by the presence of the Black men and was desperately trying to piece together Kelly's relationship with them. Those two elements did not help add any strength to his voice as he said, "Hi Marcus. Hi Tyrell."
Marcus and Tyrell momentarily looked at him and then essentially dismissed him without a word.
Instead of offending her or upsetting her, the combination of David's weakness and the demeanor of the Black men only excited Kelly further. She couldn't explain why, but she needed to press the issue. "David, would you mind grabbing them a beer, honey?"
David turned to Kelly almost as if he had been woken from a nap and nodded his head. He needed to get out of the room anyway, and this provided a great excuse. As he stepped around the corner, he wondered just what was going. He literally felt like a fifth wheel. And when he came back, that point was driven home. Marcus was now sitting on the couch where David had been, with Tyrell seated on the recliner. There was nowhere for David to sit.
David handed each of them their beer then, in a futile effort to fit in, asked, "So do you work at the school too?" He didn't challenge or address Marcus' comment about his desires to 'put eyes' on his wife.
Marcus looked at David as if in disbelief before replying, "Fuck no! I got a club in town. Work at the fucking school. Shit!" He punctuated his response by shaking his head. The others, including Kelly, laughed at the idea of Marcus working at the school.
Inexplicably, this situation was arousing Kelly. Since her summer began, she never failed to be in some state of excitement in the presence of the men. But this turn of events in David's presence was only adding fuel to those embers. She didn't wait for Tyrell to respond to David's question as Marcus did. She felt a need to make this statement herself. She looked at her bewildered husband and said, still with a lingering giggle from Marcus' comments, "Tyrell worked with my father and shared this house with him. He has a room downstairs." She let then bombshell hang in the air for only a moment before she said, "Marcus at school. Now that would be funny."
All four Black men responded with imaginative and talk-over commentary on the prospects of Marcus working at the school with the collective takeaway being that he was lucky to have graduated when he attended. The final statement, delivered by Marcus once all other voices had quieted, spoke volumes, "I'd probably have had a better attendance record if you was one of my teachers."
Kelly thought about that statement as she reflected on Mr. Robinson having her attend that little session with the athletes earlier in the day. Maybe there was some truth in that. She smiled at Marcus and offered a sexy thank you before David registered what Kelly's comment about Tyrell. Tyrell lived here. Under the same roof as Kelly. So, essentially with Kelly. Why had she never mentioned this? David felt his throat run dry and his heart rate pick up.
Kelly could normally read her anxious husband like an old book. But the night's events were exposing some hidden chapters. Chapters that were probably never meant to see the light of day. Her mind flashed back to the panty incident just a short while ago. Was there a connection? Was it possible that David, prudish and anxious David, actually had a concealed part of himself? A perverse part? She stared at her husband a moment as these thoughts flashed through her mind.
At that moment, David's eyes met hers. And Kelly realized, from the look in his eyes, that this was not a figment of her imagination. There was something there. Something that needed to be explored. To be manipulated.
Kelly excused herself to go to the bathroom and once inside with the door closed. She sent a text to Mr. Robinson. "He's enjoying this. I think he's turned on."
Mr. Robinson replied, "The panty trick was to test the waters. Now come on back out here and let's see where this goes."
So enraptured by the presence of the Black men and by the predicament David was now in, Kelly didn't stop to think for even a moment of the potential consequences. Her marriage could be over. Her career could be over. Her reputation forever destroyed. Instead, she followed her desires indifferent to where they may lead.
Kelly walked back in the room with her mind awash in new and erotic thoughts. The idea of David being aroused by this excited her to no end, but she didn't know what was she supposed to do? She had no experience in anything remotely close to this. But in that short little walk, she decided she would do just what Mr. Robinson had said, "...let's see where this goes."
David was still standing awkwardly in the middle of the room since all the seats had been taken with the exception of the spot on the love seat Kelly had left to go to the bathroom. Kelly gave him a playful look and that naughty little giggle of hers as she said, "I'm sorry, David. You are standing there with all the seats taken. How about if you sit here and I'll sit on your lap?" as she motioned to the love seat.
David was stuck between a rock and a hard place. A very reasonable and probably appropriate answer would have been, "No. And I need everyone to get out of here so I can spend some alone time with my wife." But David didn't have the backbone for those types of confrontational statements. Instead, he took a look around to verify it was truly his only option to sit and then shrugged in almost a defeated manner and said, "Sure. Ok."
Though still feeling awkward, but desperate to fit in, David sat down on the loveseat and got himself situated so Kelly could sit on his lap. As she was about to do so, Jake said, "Kelly, I really appreciated your help today in that mentoring session."
David seized on the opportunity to try and make normal conversation. "What happened, honey? What did you do today?"
Kelly giggled and said, "I didn't really do anything. Jake was having an information session for some of the senior athletes who might be eligible for an athletic scholarship."
David was a bit surprised that Kelly had any knowledge in that area and said so, "I didn't know you had any training in that area."
Mr. Robinson and Jake kind of chuckled and then Kelly giggled which caused David to ask, "What's funny? Did I miss something?"
Kelly was hoping Mr. Robinson would offer some way out of this, but he didn't, so she answered, "I don't, David. I was just there for um, support, I guess."
This drew some additional chuckles from Jake and Mr. Robinson to which David replied, "I'm sorry, I don't get it. Can somebody explain why that's funny?"
Mr. Robinson, seated on the same loveseat as David just a couple feet away, turned to him and said, "Kelly doesn't need to know anything about scholarships for these young niggas to want to come to a class if they know she's there."
Kelly's face reddened with Mr. Robinson's words, then reddened further when she felt David look at her. She gave David a naughty, but slightly nervous, shrug and a smile and then looked at Mr. Robinson and said, "What did you call it again?"
Her boss chuckled and said, "Eye candy." Then he fixed his gaze back on David and said, "Your wife was some eye candy to get them boys to attend." Then he looked at Kelly and said, "And you're going to help tutor those in need too, right?"
Kelly was breathing heavy as she looked at her boss and said, "As promised. Whenever they need it." Her response drew a murmur of approval from all four Black men and a confused nod from her naïve husband.
David expressed his confusion, "Wait, what? Eye candy?"
Kelly felt David shift underneath her. She was certain she felt his erection pressing into the back of her left leg where it met her butt cheek. She smiled to herself as she realized her suspicions about this exciting David were being borne out. She turned to David and said in a more suggestive tone, "You know what eye candy is, honey. Those young Black men needed some motivation to attend, and I was there to provide it." She paused and looked at Mr. Robinson and then Jake and added, "And I believe you had a higher turnout this year, didn't you?"
Jake, ever a man of few words, gave a concise answer, "Damn right."
David cleared his throat in anticipation of saying something to assert his position on this situation, but he was beaten to the punch by Mr. Robinson. Kelly's boss looked at her and said, "Why don't you get up and show your husband what you did today. Might ease his mind a little. And since Tyrell and Marcus weren't there today, you can show them too."
Kelly giggled mischievously and paused for just a moment before she stood up. She gave the briefest of glances at David then stepped around the corner to make an entrance similar to how she entered the classroom. However, once she got to the center of the room she paused and said, "Wait. You have to give me a minute. I need to change to make it authentic." Then she quickly scampered to her bedroom and slipped on the outfit and heels she had worn that day.
Once dressed, she took a deep breath like she did outside the classroom, then slowly began to make her way back to the living room. The clicking of her heels on the hardwood floor brought back the memories of her morning fun. Those memories were enhanced as silence swept the living room in the same manner it had swept the classroom. The four Black men gave varying murmurs of approval, while David cleared his throat anxiously.
Kelly could feel her nipples pressing against the blouse she had worn that day. She knew being braless would make them that much more apparent and recognized that same look of confusion on David's face that she had witnessed earlier when she came home without her bra on. His look did not only convey uncertainty though. It clearly portrayed arousal.
Mr. Robinson waited until Kelly made it to the center of the room, then spoke. His comments, taking on a far more urban tone than had been expressed to this point, were directed towards the other Black men at first, then to David. "See that I'm saying? Those young niggas wouldn't miss out on this little treat now, could they?" As the men were offering their grunts and muttering approvals, Mr. Robinson looked at David and said, "What you say? You agree with the idea of giving those young niggas some eye candy motivation?"
David was completely out of his depth. He had no idea how to respond. He knew he should have asserted himself and put a stop to his wife being exploited, but he just couldn't muster the will to do so. He also knew he probably should have leapt to his feet and demanded the men leave the house immediately. But he couldn't do that either. Doing so would expose the bulge his pants. All he could do was offer a very weak, "Uhh, Kelly?". The Black men, all aware of what was going on, laughed quietly at his predicament. David felt his face turn red with embarrassment.
David's face, the Black men's laughter, and her own libido were pushing Kelly faster and faster down this unknown road. She turned to face her husband directly, and offered a slight tilt of her head as she asked in a sexual tone, "Well, David? Do you think this might have been motivational enough for those young niggas to attend?"
David was shocked at her use of the term 'niggas'. He had never heard her speak like that before. He also had never seen her behave in this manner before, whether alone with him and particularly not in the presence of others. He wasn't sure if he should answer her question or not, lest his response give away what he was truly feeling.
Kelly sensed all of this and moved in closer. "What's the answer, honey? Do you think I provide proper motivation?"
Before David could generate the will to respond, Marcus spoke up, "Fuck yea you do. I'd probably stuck around in school if you was one of my teachers."
Kelly, relishing the moment, fixed her gaze on Marcus, "That so, Marcus? This is all it takes to increase education? A white girl in heels?"
Then she pointedly looked at each of the other Black men seated in the room, finishing with Mr. Robinson, to whom she said, "I guess you were on to something hiring me, Boss."
Finally, Kelly turned her attention back to her befuddled husband. She looked him in the eyes as her words flowed in out in a husky sexual whisper, "Seems these niggas here are confirming what those young niggas appreciated earlier today. But what about you, honey? You never answered me. Am I proper motivation to come to school?"
David could feel the sweat forming on his brow. He knew he had to answer, but he knew any answer he gave would present a challenge. Agreeing with Kelly and the men would imply an endorsement of what was going on. Disagreeing could only be taken as an insult. He was trapped. Regardless of his feelings that she shouldn't be behaving like this, he knew agreement was the only path to avoid hurting Kelly's feelings. He swallowed heavily and then said, "Kelly, I'm not sure this is appropriate. Uh, and that language..."
His weak attempt to assert himself was cut off by Mr. Robinson. His tone reflected a distinct shift in how he had been speaking with David to this point. "What the fuck you talking about 'not sure this is appropriate'? You trying to say I'm forcing Kelly to do some shit she don't agree with? And what language?"
David felt all eyes on him now. The pressure was intense. Somehow, he had moved past challenging Kelly, Mr. Robinson, or anyone else in the room, and was now regretting making this surprise trip. He didn't dare make eye contact with any of the Black men, but when he looked at Kelly's eyes, her return gaze was different than what he was accustomed to. It wasn't just indifference he saw, but an almost predatory look in her eyes.
His confusion took more time than Mr. Robinson was willing to accept. "You hear me, David? You gonna answer me?"
David then rushed to respond and in doing so, surrendered all control of his situation. "Sorry, I, uh, sorry, it just seems, I don't know, it just seems she shouldn't be there to be looked at. I mean she's there to be a teacher." He fixed his eyes on Kelly and said with desperation in his voice, "Right, Kelly?"
Kelly was experiencing a sort of arousal she had never felt before. Watching David squirm in the presence of these alpha males was incredible. She craved it. A naughty grin appeared on her face as she took in David's conflict. She stared into his eyes for a few moments, and then she responded. Her message could be interpreted depending on the perspective, "I am a teacher. I'm here to make a difference in the lives of these young men, David. Motivation comes in many forms. I am here to do what works for them."
David took a breath as he debated how to respond, but Kelly continued, "I've been tutoring Jayden for a while now and it gets better every day. Mr. Robinson noticed and thought I should help some of the others in a similar way. Mr. Robinson has given me the liberty to do it as I see fit, too."
The double meaning and hidden intent of her words were completely lost on David.
To this point, Kelly's assault on David's senses was confined to sight and sound. Now she added touch. She climbed back on her husband's lap and wrapped her arms behind his neck as she moved her face close to his. Her voice was sultry as she whispered, "You think I can make a difference, right?"
The sensory combination David was facing was overpowering. Her words, her attitude, her appearance, and her thigh pressing into his bulging erection eliminated everything else from getting in the way of his honest response, "You definitely make a difference, Kelly. Definitely."
David's moment of reprieve was brief. His words were barely out of his mouth when the chuckles of the men brought him back to reality. His face turned red, and he looked at Kelly with desperation.
Kelly offered him a disarming sexy smile and then whispered, "Thank you, honey." before she leaned in and gave him a wet kiss on the lips.
David could do nothing but welcome her kiss. He was completely captivated by Kelly's demeanor and actions, even if there was a part of him inside that was saying it was not right. He could not bring himself to resist, nor could he deny the erection which was serving as affirmation of his arousal.
Just as David was closing out the world and reaching to wrap his arms around his wife to enjoy the kiss, Mr. Robinson's voice reinserted itself into the equation, "We best get rolling, boys. Looks like these two have a little catching up to do."
Kelly's mouth was still pressed to David's as she giggled and then pulled back to look at her boss and said, "Thank you, sir." She paused a moment and added, "You'll send me my tutoring schedule, right?"
Mr. Robinson chuckled and nodded and then helped usher the other Black men from the house.
Kelly watched the men leave, and then turned back to David, "Now, where were we?"
David was desperate to discuss what just happened, but he knew if he did, the night and any potential sex would be lost. He didn't have time to give a verbal answer anyway since Kelly's lips were soon pressing to his own. David happily accepted the kiss, unaware that his wife's lips and been wrapped around four Black cocks at one point or another earlier in the day.
Kelly was very much aware of that fact though. And those thoughts caused her pussy, which had welcomed the seed of two of those Black cocks, to pulse with excitement as she kissed her husband. She slowly ground her hips, increasing the stimulation on his penis. Kelly was reading and feeling David's reaction to all of this and could sense he had already passed the point of having any staying power. Mr. Robinson's statement of "let's see where this goes" was ringing in her ears. On legs wobbly from the excitement raging through her system, Kelly grabbed her husband by the hand. "Come on, honey."
David was excited beyond belief. The humiliation he had just experienced with the Black men, triggered something in him which he did not know existed. And now Kelly's actions were oozing sexuality. He was almost feeling euphoric. He seemed to rise up off the love seat and followed behind Kelly like a puppy. With each step he took, he was conscious of his penis' rubbing in his underwear. It felt magnificent. He wasn't sure he had ever been so hard.



Once in the bedroom, Kelly turned to face her husband and draped her arms over his shoulders as she pulled him for another kiss. She was intentionally working him into a frenzy. She sensed where this would lead. She giggled to herself and thought, "it's not like he'd get me off anyway." as she worked the buttons on his shirt.
David was nearly panting from desire. Kelly was as sexy as he had ever seen her. It was more than just missing her. There was something new about her. He couldn't dwell on that or anything for that matter. He was suddenly becoming very aware of the stimulation he was feeling. He had never been able to last long, but tonight had every indication of being worse.
Kelly's fingers had worked his shirt open and were now undoing his pants. David began to panic slightly. The gentle touch of her fingers on his flesh presented an incredible sensation. There was no way he was going to last once they made contact with his swollen penis.
As these thoughts raged through his overly stimulated mind, Kelly gently steered him toward the bed and pushed him back on it. His pants were now around his knees and his white penis wavering on his belly as it sought the slightest bit of stimulus for it to gain its release.
Kelly smiled at her unknowingly defeated husband and shed her blouse. His intake of breath as her tits came into view was priceless. She briefly debated whether any red marks were still visible from the couplings she had enjoyed earlier in the day, but she reasoned enough time had passed for them to disappear, and the dim lighting in the room would help mask anything that remained.
Kelly expertly dropped her skirt and slowly began to climb on to her husband's lap. She held her eyes locked on his as she straddled his hips. Her cheating pussy now inches from his penis. She reached for it and slowly began to stand it up.
David couldn't believe they were about to have sex with her on top. They had never done this before. He desperately wanted to watch when she took him inside her, but he couldn't tear his eyes from the look on her face. He watched as her lips curled into a mischievous grin as she rose up to get ready to take him. At that moment, his panic intensified as he felt her thumb rub the underside of his shaft, right at the most sensitive spot of the glans...the male g-spot.
There was nothing he could do. The curious stimulation of the night's events started him down this path. Now, the image before him was of Kelly looking like a sexual goddess about to mount one of her servants. Those two things, along with the perfectly placed rubbing of her thumb pushed him past the point of no return. David began to cum.
Instead of grunts of joy as he ejaculated, David was instead stammering out, "Oh no, not already." as his meager load splashed on to his chest and belly.
Kelly couldn't help but giggle as she continued to massage his penis through his climax. As she witnessed David's reaction, all of the earlier events were coming together in her mind. David was hopelessly hooked on what went on that evening. It had aroused him to a point where even the slightest additional stimulation drove him over the edge.
While Kelly had no experience or exposure with cuckoldry, she realized at this moment her husband apparently was one. And she also realized her own enjoyment. She could not deny her desire to be deceptive with him; to shame him without his knowledge as she had sex with the Black men while he was oblivious on the other end of her phone; to use her father's health as an excuse to relocate; and now tonight's events. She knew it was devious and wicked, but she loved it anyway.
When she was certain he finished, Kelly had a naughty smirk on her face as she asked, "I guess you were ready to go, huh?" When David could only stare at her in reply, Kelly giggled and asked, "Was it my panties? Or was it thinking of me in the classroom with those young niggas?" She didn't give her broken husband a chance to reply, she simply gestured and said, "You better clean up. Tissues are in the bathroom."
David moved with embarrassment to wipe up the spend splattered on his torso. As he did, he heard Kelly say from the bed, "What are you going to do tomorrow with me working? I don't think I can get a substitute now." She paused momentarily and then said, "And I have some tutoring to do."
David didn't answer right away. He didn't know what to say. He worked to clean himself as he debated how this trip seems like it wasn't such a good idea now. Finally, he gave an answer that seemed to sum up circumstances for each of them, "I guess I didn't think about that before making the trip."
Kelly was gently massaging her clit as she waited for David to respond. "I'm sorry, honey. Had I known you were going to visit, I might have been able to work things out." Kelly wasn't really sorry. She was already looking forward to what lay ahead with the students she was slated to "tutor'. And just where this new insight into herself and David might lead.



        Kelly Takes a Turn Ch. 12

        Kelly begins to embrace her new life.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/kelly-takes-a-turn-ch-12

Title: Kelly Takes a Turn Ch. 12

Author: Dee_Purple

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Kelly begins to embrace her new life.

Tags: cuckold, cheating, interracial cuckold

Series: Kelly Takes a Turn


Dear Readers,
Thank you for clicking on my story. This series, as the genre and tags state, is about a cheating wife involved in interracial sex. If that doesn't appeal to you or if it offends you, you might not want to read further. However, if those topics are appealing, please give this story a shot.
Feedback and comments are always welcome, but those that are hate-filled or attacks will be deleted.
Thank you to Todger for his editing support!!
DP
*************
The morning after Kelly, Mr. Robinson and the other Black men had their fun at David's expense, and after she discovered David's apparent sexual desires, Kelly was counting on the combination that her husband's stress-filled evening and his normal heavy sleeping would make him slow to wake. She was right.
Kelly slipped softly from the bed, avoided the squeaky spots on the floor, and then quietly made her way out of the room. Once the door was closed and she was a few feet from it, she dashed to Tyrell's downstairs room and was greeted by him sitting naked on the bed. He was expecting her.
The lovers locked eyes for a moment as they shared the unspoken understanding that time was of the essence. The risk was high, but the reward was as well. For Tyrell, there was nothing like getting his cock sucked by a white wife while her husband lay unknowing and asleep upstairs. For Kelly, there was just nothing like sucking Black cock.
Kelly wasted no time in getting Tyrell off. She worked him with intensity and his cock reciprocated. His balls were soon emptying their load into her mouth. Kelly happily swallowed it all down.
David had no idea that when his wife woke him, she was kissing him goodbye with the same lips that had just finished sucking off Tyrell just a few minutes earlier.
Kelly then got herself ready for work and quickly thereafter, left her naïve husband, who was still in bed, and headed out the door. The fall air was still slightly cool as she walked to her car, her mind dancing with thoughts of the night before and what may lay ahead.
She wasn't sure if she was to report to the school building or the apartment Mr. Robinson had designated as her "classroom", but her unasked question was answered a moment later with a simple text from her boss, "My office."
Kelly's reply was equally simple, "On my way."
Kelly glided into the building feeling as if she was almost floating. She had on a sleeveless and collarless white top with black pinstripes, which highlighted her breasts and trim torso perfectly. She had her blonde hair in a loose ponytail which paired with her top's lack of collar to expose quite a bit of neck flesh. The black skirt she had on hugged her ass nicely and allowed just enough airflow underneath to remind her she had no panties over her freshly shaved and moist pussy.
She greeted Margaret, who was seated customarily in her secretary chair and staring at her computer screen, and Margaret motioned Kelly towards Mr. Robinson's office. Her boss was standing in front of his desk, leaning back against it as she entered his office. She felt her pulse and breathing pick up immediately.
Kelly closed the door and made her way to him. Mr. Robinson didn't move a muscle or say a word. He stood there, legs shoulder width apart, arms folded across his chest, as he watched her move towards him. The confident power he exuded with his posture found Kelly drooling as she went to her knees before him.
Neither said a word. There was no reason. Her purpose was to suck him off to start his day. When she had completed that task, he would let her know what was next. It was that simple. And it was exactly what she wanted.
Kelly moved with a focus of her own as she undid his belt and the zipper of his slacks. She briefly gestured with her eyes and Mr. Robinson understood what she meant. The two of them were having an unspoken conversation. A level of understanding that can only be reached with repetition in performing the same thing. He momentarily raised his butt from the desk, allowing Kelly to lower his slacks enough to free his cock for her mouth.
The saliva in Kelly's mouth was about to drool over her lower lip as his shaft sprang into view. She swallowed heavily, then pulled the swollen member to her mouth. She planted a warm, wet kiss on the head before running her tongue around the crown and then down the shaft. She took both of his full testicles into her mouth, one after the other, caressing them gently with her lips and tongue, and then pulled back to begin sucking him off.
The drool finally spilled out over her lip as the shaft squeezed out all available space within her mouth. The sensation was something Kelly had come to crave. She couldn't see it, but she imagined the long string of saliva hanging from her chin swaying back and forth with each bob of her head. As she dipped her head again to suck his balls, that string of saliva wrapped under her chin and on to the upper part of her neck. Kelly moaned in pleasure.
Kelly then began her oral tribute for their mutual pleasure. The slow push of his cock across her tongue, to the back of her mouth and into her throat. The gagging sensation as her throat adjusted to him. All of these things were feelings Kelly now craved.
Her right hand fondled his balls and her left, her wedding ring always visible, stroked his shaft. It didn't take long before his testicles were ready to release. His shaft throbbed as it pulsed his load into her mouth. Kelly relished the taste and the sensation before gulping his entire load down into her belly.
Kelly had sucked off two Black men already this morning and it was only just after 8am. Her pussy was now begging for attention, and she hoped Mr. Robinson had something planned to provide it. She looked up at her boss expectantly.
Mr. Robinson was still catching breath as he smiled down at Kelly who was licking her lips to capture any remaining spend she may have missed. He settled himself then said, "How'd your husband react after we left last night?"
Kelly was momentarily caught off guard by the question as David was actually the furthest thing from her mind at the moment. She giggled and then responded, "Oh, he was ok. I actually think he was a bit, um, infatuated with the situation." She paused and debated offering any more information, but she could tell that Mr. Robinson already suspected the rest. She continued, "He didn't even make it past me using my hand before he squirted all over himself." Then she broke into a giggle which was quickly joined by Mr. Robinson's own laughter.
He playfully admonished her, "Naughty bitch."
Kelly giggled and raised both hands in surrender, before saying, "Guilty."
***
As Kelly was pleasuring her boss, David was lying in bed filled with anxiety as he reflected on the night before. His premature ejaculation was tremendously embarrassing. But he was able to partially fool himself by blaming it on seeing her after being apart from one another for the previous week. However, as frustrating as his inability to last was, it wasn't the true source of his internal turmoil.
The root of that stemmed from witnessing Kelly's interaction with the Black men in the living room. David felt there was an overfamiliarity between them. Their interaction, particularly the sexual aura which was apparent throughout the evening, was almost intimate. Some of that could be partially explained away by her being co-workers with Mr. Robinson and Jake, but their engagements extended beyond that. But how to explain what went on with Marcus, a downtown club owner? Or his brother, Tyrell, who lived in this very house?!
David dwelled on that for a bit as his mind kept being drawn back to how incredibly sexy Kelly's behavior was. Were the Black men thinking the same as he was? Was this how she behaved around them all the time? And she was braless when she came home. Why was that? Was she braless all day?
As he mulled these questions and thoughts over, David's penis came to life. He couldn't help it. Once he realized it, he quickly leapt from the bed to try and put his focus on something else. He hastily made the bed and then headed for the bathroom. Crossing the threshold, he saw the hamper. The same hamper that started similar wheels of thought in motion the day before. He suddenly had a burning desire to reach in there to see if he could find any other panties, but then considered what he would do if he found any. Would they answer questions or only create more? He gave the hamper one more glance, then went about his business.
His mind continued to wrestle with his thoughts, completely oblivious to what Kelly was doing in her boss' office at that moment.
***
A short while later Kelly was on her way to her "classroom". She almost felt as if she had a runner's high, that calm, satisfied sensation where the body seems to have just settled into the perfect groove. She was conscious of her nipples in her top and the wetness of her pussy. She knew both would be receiving additional stimulation very soon.
As she drove, her phone buzzed with an incoming call from David. She instinctively reached for it, but then stopped herself, knowing she would have no way to explain why he heard the sounds of the road when she should be in a classroom. She resolved to call him back once she was parked and in the apartment. As she settled on that thought, she came to another realization - she would call him back when Jayden was in the room. The last time they did that it really struck a chord with her student.
Kelly parked, stepped out of her car, and took a deep breath of the crisp fall air. Sometimes the weather just compliments the day's events to perfection. Heading towards the apartment door, she causally looked around to take in the surroundings. The area was non-descript. Not rundown, but not upscale either. It was just a place. Somehow it made it just that much more appropriate.
Kelly stepped inside and immediately set about removing her bra. When she left Mr. Robinson's office, he told her, "Class is in session at 9:00". Glancing at the clock she saw it was 8:58. She giggled as she realized that according to the official school schedule, Jayden Thomas' study period was to begin in 2 minutes. She fully intended to make it a worthy study time.
As if on cue, Jayden rapped on the door as the class was slated to begin. Kelly moved to the door on the prowl. She was hungry for what was on the other side. She resolved to make this a bit different than what she had been doing in the school office. Here, there was no need to be discrete or hem and haw about what was to happen.
Kelly's nipples were engorged and pressed against her blouse. She enjoyed the feeling of them rubbing against the sheer material as she moved to the door. Grasping the handle, Kelly took a deep breath and felt her cheeks flush with desire. She pulled the door open slowly and then greeted her student in a voice laden with desire, "Hello, Mr. Thomas. Please come in."
Jayden briefly glanced over his shoulder as if concerned about being watched, but once his eyes found her erect nipples under her blouse, he was locked on to them. His eyes followed them as Kelly stepped back from the door and gestured with her arm for him to enter. Once he was inside, Kelly closed the door, then closed the distance between the two of them. Jayden momentarily lost his cool confidence and took an almost stumbling step back before he set his footing and looked into Kelly's eyes, "Oh fuck yes."
Kelly giggled at his response and continued closing the distance, pausing only inches from his face. Her voice dripping with sexuality, Kelly said, "How are your studies going, Mr. Thomas? Are you keeping your grades up?"
Her student's rapidly growing arousal fed his confusion as to whether that was a serious question. He started to answer, "Uh, my, uh...", but his words were cutoff when Kelly's mouth found his.
She sucked his tongue into her mouth, and they engaged in a passionate kiss before she pulled back. Keeping her nose pressed to his, Kelly whispered, "Never mind about that. We're here to fuck, not talk about school."
Her words served as a permission slip for Jayden to shed any pretense of being there in a student capacity. He took a deep breath and his assertive, masculine voice returned. "Fuck yeah, we are." He pushed her back to arm's length and continued to take charge, "Take off those clothes, Kelly. Let me see that body again."
There it was. That masculine control. The take charge persona. The primary thing her husband lacked. She could not explain or comprehend the sensations it caused, but she craved it.
Kelly offered Jayden a sexy smile and then took another step back as she began to unbutton her blouse for her young lover. She took the opportunity to be deliberate this time. Deliberate in trying to be sexual. This wasn't just about removing her clothing. This was now about displaying her sexuality. About performing for the pleasure of the young Black man who was gazing at her intensely.
It was an incredible rush of excitement for Kelly.
Jayden's eyes were locked on her fingers which were slowly working the buttons of her blouse. He was silently willing her to move faster while at the same time enjoying the building sexual tension her pace was generating.
And then her blouse was open and her tits were free. Her nipples now captivating Jayden's attention.
Kelly heard the intake of his breath as she revealed herself. Like so much else involving her Black lovers, it increased her arousal. She continued her striptease for her young Black lover before dropping to her knees before him to greet his cock with her mouth.
She had come to adore sucking cock, but after taking care of Tyrell and Mr. Robinson already this morning, her pussy needed some attention. It needed what her mouth was pleasuring at that moment. It needed Jayden's Black cock inside.
Kelly slowly pulled back with a slurp and a pop, and briefly watched as his cock wavered before her after her mouth released it. She smiled up at her young lover as he began to express his displeasure with her stopping her oral devotion. Kelly flipped his concerns to arousal when she said, "My husband called on my way over here. I wanted to wait until you were here to call him back."
A wide grin appeared on Jayden's face which he punctuated with a "Fuck yeah."
Kelly giggled as she worked the phone with one hand while touching her finger to her wet lips to make sure Jayden stayed quiet as David answered.
She was on her knees in front of Jayden as she greeted her husband, "Hi honey. Looks like you called me earlier. Everything ok?" She was staring up into Jayden's eyes as she said this, and her tongue darted out to lap at the head of his cock when she finished speaking.
Her naïve husband, unaware he was on speakerphone, responded, "Yeah, I just wanted to, um, apologize if I was rude last night to, um, to your boss and coworkers."
Kelly didn't fully hear what he said. She was back licking Jayden's balls. She got the gist of his statement though. She slowly dragged her tongue up Jayden's shaft before replying to David, "It's ok. I know seeing four Black men in our living room and hearing them talk about me being eye candy could be an issue."
She watched as Jayden mouthed, "What the fuck?" to what he had just heard.
Kelly was really feeling empowered at this moment. She was manipulating both of them for vastly different reasons. With David, she was reminding him of what had gone on last night and restimulating the thoughts it had generated. With Jayden, she was satisfying a fetish of his with being on the phone with her husband while also getting his mind going on what last night entailed.
Jayden's silent response told her immediately she had hit the mark with him. A moment later, David's stumbling answer confirmed she had done the same with him, "Uh, yeah, well, I guess I wasn't expecting, I mean, I guess it's going to take, um, a little getting used to, I guess."
Kelly giggled at that babbling answer. Now it was time to end the call. It had served its purpose. She smiled up at Jayden as she came to her feet. She began to slowly move to the couch as she said to David, "OK, honey. I need to go. I have a student to take care of."
With those words, Kelly bent over, looked back at Jayden over her shoulder, and gave her hips a gentle shimmy of invitation. Jayden and his saliva-coated cock quickly heeded the call. As she felt him grab her hips, Kelly reached between her legs to line his shaft up with her drooling pussy lips. She placed the phone down on the cushion in front of her as she said, "I have to go, David. I'll see you later."
She vaguely heard David's response before she clicked the end call button and then felt Jayden slide himself inside her. He was soon drilling into Kelly's unfaithful pussy from behind.
It didn't take Kelly long to reach her first climax. It never does anymore since she went Black. As his fully engorged member sunk to her innermost depths, Kelly began what seemed like one long orgasm which peaked from time to time. It was bliss.
Jayden took her with experience defying his 18 years on earth. He varied between hammering into her and a slow undulating fuck, keeping her off guard and insanely pleasured. When Jayden used his right hand to cup her tit and tweak her nipple, Kelly groaned in pleasure. When he slid that hand down her tight belly, across her shaved pubic region, to ultimately finger her clit, Kelly screamed in joy. Her orgasm was so intense, her knees buckled and she probably would have slump to the floor if Jayden's cock wasn't helping support her.
Ultimately, although Jayden's technique and skills were impressive, they still fell victim to the pleasure Kelly's pussy offered.
The young Black stud felt his ejaculation brewing, and Kelly's constant purring only expedited it. He began to lengthen and deepen his strokes. Pulling almost all the way out and then burying himself inside her completely, his pace quickening as his climax approached.
Kelly could sense it. Her summer experience seemed to unlock a hidden instinct. She began to squeeze her pussy on his shaft and slowly grind her hips. And when his eruption began, Kelly fully took over for him, using her well trained pussy to coax the semen from him balls into her womb as she joined him in orgasm.
Kelly waited until Jayden had completely spent himself, then she slowly eased forward before slipping to her knees to suck his cock clean, his semen slowly drooling from her engorged pussy lips.
***
Jayden left the apartment a short while later to head back to school. He was well satisfied with his tutor and her incredible skills. Within a few minutes of him leaving, Mr. Robinson, who either was somehow watching or had heard from Jayden that he had left, texted her, "My boys at Marcus' place asking about you. Let's take a ride. Pick you up in 5."
Kelly was on the couch in the apartment as the text appeared, reminiscing about this morning's fun as she ran her hands all over her naked body. The energy was still present. The sensations still prominent. The desire still burning. This morning had happened too fast. Her boss' text provided a welcome relief to her situation. She didn't bother to think any further. She simply got up and got herself dressed so she could be ready when Mr. Robinson arrived.
Mr. Robinson pulled up and saw Kelly waiting. What a magnificent find she was. She was certainly beautiful, but the raw sexuality that was emerging was a force unto itself. He laughed at David's belief he had what it took to tame her. The white husband just had no idea what and who he had married. How could he? Kelly herself didn't even know. But she was learning. Learning she was there to please niggas. He watched as she caught sight of his car and saw that sexy smile appear on her face.



As Mr. Robinson maneuvered his car into a parking spot behind Marcus' club, Kelly giggled as she considered how her life as a "teacher" had changed so dramatically. She didn't realize she had made a sound until Mr. Robinson asked, "What's so funny, little bitch?"
Kelly was at first startled, then giggled some more. "Nothing. Well, kind of everything." She paused a moment to catch her breathing. "It's just so much has changed. It's not even noon and I'm heading to a bar. On a school day!" She giggled again. Her body alive with excitement.
Her boss looked at her and said, "You complaining?"
"Oh no! Not at all! Please don't think that! It's just amazing. Something I would never have imagined."
Mr. Robinson now chuckled and asked, "And what about David? What do you think he think about these changes?"
Mention of her husband momentarily put a chill in the air as she debated where all this would ultimately lead. But a moment later, a closing car door captured her attention and when her eyes followed the sound, Kelly saw Warren heading to the private entrance to Marcus place. She saw the other cars smattered about in the lot and wondered if one was Big E's. Or Rayford's. And which belonged to any of the other yet unnamed Black men inside. She took a deep breath, feeling almost intoxicated with the possibilities now swirling around in her mind.
She looked at her boss. She felt so transparent. Like he could see right into her mind and read her thoughts. It excited her. She looked directly into Mr. Robinson's eyes and said in a husky, sexy whisper, "Does it matter what he thinks? I'm here with you, not him."
Mr. Robinson was nodding from the moment she locked eyes with him. He let her finish and let her words hang in the air a moment just to make sure she registered what she had said, then he spoke, "That's right, little bitch. You here with me. And you learning now. Learning things about yourself that whiteboy ain't never gonna teach you." He paused a moment, watching the unspoken acknowledgment appear in her eyes. Then he continued, "We got some brothas inside who want to put eyes on you again, girl. You down with that? Down with whetting their appetite? Showing them what's on the future menu?"
Kelly was now open mouth breathing. She was almost entranced as she nodded her agreement.
Her boss looked at her and said, "I didn't hear you."
Kelly cleared her throat and shook her head a moment, before licking her lips. She let a sexy smile emerge on her flushed face as she said, "Yes, please. Let's go."
Mr. Robinson gave her an appreciating nod and then opened his door. Kelly's hand was shaking as she reached for her own door handle. It wasn't fear making her tremble. It was a nervous excitement. She went Black a few months earlier when Tyrell opened her eyes. Since then, nearly every day yielded new experiences. This trip was no exception. Though she was just at this bar the day prior, there was something new and different about this visit.
Yesterday, she entered the bar not knowing anyone and not knowing what to expect. Mr. Robinson set her up to flirt heavily with his friends and she enjoyed that tremendously. But by that afternoon, one of those friends, Big E, had fucked her and sent her home with his cum leaking from her pussy into her panties, for her husband to find. She had no doubt that experience was shared with at least Warren and Rayford, the other two Black men she had met that day. By virtue of that probable revelation, Kelly felt the men knew more about her than she could imagine.
Kelly swung her legs out of the car and set her feet to the ground. She felt the light breeze flow up her skirt to her uncovered, and still wet, pussy as she stood. Her nipples made their own presence known as they pressed for release inside her striped blouse. Glancing to her left, she saw Mr. Robinson watching her every move. The look of prideful ownership on his face. She offered him a bashful smile and then stepped to his side. They headed for the door together, his arm draped over her shoulders.
The atmosphere of the bar was nearly identical to what it was the day before. Nearly all the same 'regulars' were milling about. The same crew was doing the same chores to get the place ready for customers. And Kelly was stepping from the light of the day into the subdued lighting on her boss' arm. Yet, there was a difference. Yesterday she didn't know what to expect. Today she did.
That knowledge inspired her actions. She wasn't such a stranger in a strange land today. She had a sense of self-assurance in this still new environment.
Mr. Robinson seemed to sense it. Instead of steering her or giving her direction, he let her chart her own course. He wanted to see where she would take things. Would she be the empowered woman who recognized and appreciated her sexuality? Or would she attempt to hide from that part of her persona?
He didn't have to wait long to get his answer.
Kelly spotted Warren sitting at the same table where she met him yesterday. Presumably, this was 'his' table. Kelly looked at her boss with a wink and then headed in Warren's direction.
Warren had seen her come in and since that moment his eyes had not left her. He felt his cock begin to swell as he watched her moving towards him. It stiffened further when he saw that bright, sexy smile illuminate her face.
Kelly felt the sexual rush building. She adored his eyes on her. She had left the apartment without her bra and could feel her tits swaying and jiggling gently inside her blouse. The movement and slight friction caused her nipples to harden and press against the thin fabric. She watched as Warren's eyes took in the sight, and she made no moves to obstruct his view.
As she closed the distance, Warren, who had been looking back over his shoulder at her, turned so she was now approaching his side. He had one arm resting on the table with his hand holding his drink and the other arm resting on the back of the chair facing Kelly.
This time, Kelly didn't need any further guidance or direction. She stepped right to Warren's chair, and pressed her braless tits, with her hard nipples surging into her blouse, against the back of his forearm as she leaned in to give him a kiss on the cheek. She accompanied that kiss with a breathy, "Hi, Warren. Nice to see you again." which she essentially whispered into his ear.
Warren almost growled out a low "Damn, girl. Nice to see and feel you too." With those words, he moved the arm which was pinned between the back of the chair and Kelly's tits. The sensation of his powerful forearm dragging across her chest sent a shiver through Kelly's body. Warren freed the arm, wrapped it around Kelly's back, and gently, but firmly, shifted her to be in front of him as he said, "Now let me see and feel a little more of you."
Kelly did as she was told, the smile never leaving her face. The desire these men displayed for her drove her wild. It was almost an addictive feeling. Something she craved. She felt Warren's hands run from her hips, up her sides, and back down, his palms gently touching the outer swells of her tits. She watched as his eyes followed the path of his hands before focusing on her eyes. The lust he communicated to her with that look did not require words. Her chest was almost heaving with excitement.
She draped her arms over Warren's shoulders and steadied herself before speaking, "Like what you see, Warren?"
The Black man was fully captivated now, "Damn right, girl. And from what I hearing, Big E says you ain't only there to be looked at."
His words simultaneously stunned her and enflamed the arousal she had brewing. Big E had shared his experience with Warren. And it seemed what he had shared was a very strong 'review' of her skills. Who else had she shared it with? She thought about that for a moment before giggling to herself as she realized she now had a reputation to uphold.
With those thoughts percolating through her mind, Kelly took things up a notch herself. She took a deep breath and tilted her head in a slightly provocative way before saying, "Well, my boss has taught me that there is so much more than just being window dressing. Life is to be experienced, not just observed. Would you agree?"
Warren's eyes, which had been focused on her hard nipples under her blouse, now moved up to Kelly's eyes to get a better read of her statement. Finding her expression matching her words, Warren nodded and said, "Fuck yea, girl. I agree with that." as his thumbs each found a nipple to caress. As he did, he saw Kelly's eyelids slowly close in pleasure as she felt his touch. Her expression was soon accompanied by a low purr. Warren now knew everything he heard about her was true.
When Kelly opened her eyes, she noticed some movement as two men were walking towards her. She quickly recognized it was Mr. Robinson and Big E. She offered a sweet smile as they approached, but remained facing Warren as his thumbs made gentle swirls around her nipples. She could see the two of them speaking with one another, but couldn't make out their words.
As Big E closed the distance, his eyes fixed on her, it was clear he expected her attention, so she pivoted slightly to face him, still remaining close enough for Warren to continue touching her. Big E opened his arms in a gesture indicating a hug so Kelly full turned towards him and put her arms up in anticipation of wrapping them around his big frame. Suddenly, and unexpectedly, Kelly was airborne as Big E's large arms were lifting her off the ground. She was giggling like a schoolgirl as his hands had her by the waist and was seemingly effortlessly sending her skyward.
Almost as quickly, she felt something beneath her feet. Catching her bearing, she realized that Big E had lifted her to put her on one of the tables in the bar. She was scared for a moment that she might fall as she looked down from her perch at the three Black men before her, each bearing a wicked grin which somehow reassured her of her safety while also stimulating her. Still, she didn't know what to do.
That is, until Mr. Robinson spoke.
Looking up at her, Mr. Robinson said, "Little bitch, I was telling my boys here about the show you put on for me the other day in the apartment. They both was hoping you could put on a little display for them, show them I wasn't shitting them. What do you think, Kelly? Don't want to make a liar out of me, do you?"
Kelly was filled with anxiety as she came to terms with what her boss was suggesting. He wanted her to strip for them on that table in the bar, right then and there. That realization...that thought...nearly made her swoon. Swoon with nervousness and swoon with arousal. Still, those feelings aside, she knew she was going to do it. She wanted to do it. She felt almost a compulsion to do it. In a very real way, she was grateful that Big E had put her there. Had any of them asked, she might have demurred and missed out on what she now wanted to do.
But she was already on the table.
Their eyes already fixed on her.
There was already some music in the background.
She felt the smile already on her face and shifted her eyes from Big E, to Warren, to her boss. And then she began slowly moving to the music.
Aside from those few times she had stripped for Mr. Robinson or toyed with Jayden, Kelly had no experience stripping. Yet, here she was on a table in a bar about to strip. And during the school day no less!
As she began to slowly groove to the music, Kelly's world was reduced to the three Black men before her, two of whom she already had sex with, and the third was probably not far behind. She didn't consider that any of the employees who were milling about getting the bar ready to open might see her. She didn't yet see Marcus watching from the side of the room, but he was already familiar with her naked body.
By the time she had undone all the buttons on her blouse, she had captured the attention of all the others who were present. Any and all bar opening procedures were temporarily halted as all eyes were fixated on the young white woman who was now exposing her breasts for their viewing pleasure. Kelly shirked the blouse from her shoulders and felt the cool air from the ceiling fan spinning directly over her head wash across her naked tits.
Kelly's blouse slowly drifted to pool at her feet on the table as she began to run her hands up her exposed belly to touch her tits. When her hands reached the bottom of her breasts, her trance was broken when one of the employees responsible for cleaning muttered "Oh fuck." as he took in the impromptu show. Immediately, Kelly froze as reality set back in. She instantly went from cupping the underswells of her tits to covering her nipples with a mild look of shock on her face.
Everyone knew the moment was now broken. As Marcus glared at his employee, Big E extended his arms to help Kelly down from the table. She quickly melted into him as he lowered her to the ground and hid behind him as she grabbed her blouse from the tabletop and put it back on.
Mr. Robinson stepped up and took over buttoning her blouse and doing damage control. He understood she was now nervous and vulnerable, but also knew that she took to that little striptease very easily. He didn't want to risk its potential. He leaned in close and whispered, "Girl, that was about as sexy as it gets. I'm sorry we have to cover this body back up. Let's get you of here so I can put my eyes on it again. That sound good to you?"
Kelly nodded slowly as she alternated watching his Black fingers doing her buttons and glancing up into his face. Her nervousness at being on such display dissipated the moment she felt Big E's hands on her as he took her down from the table. And it shifted back to arousal when Mr. Robinson stepped in close to help dress her and whisper his words. Now, she was ready to get back to having some fun.
As Mr. Robinson hustled Kelly towards the door in an effort to avoid further complications, Kelly couldn't help but give a quick glance back at the Black men she was leaving behind. Each of them stood in silence with their eyes glued to her as she walked out. Their expression said it all...they wanted to see more of what they had just witnessed. The rush of adrenaline she felt when she saw their looks told her that she had a similar desire.
Back at the apartment, Mr. Robinson wasted no time in getting his favorite employee's libido raging again. He could tell she was enjoying herself when she was dancing on that table. He used that to get things going in the apartment, "Too bad that little dance routine of yours was interrupted, Kelly. What say you finish it for me now. Think you can do that, Mrs. Harkins?"
Kelly bit her lower lip in a subtle shy manner and looked at her boss with a mixture of innocence and naughtiness. The ability to pull off that look was among the many things that made Kelly such a find.
Mr. Robinson nodded slowly and then hit the power button for the small cube speakers to come to life. The room was soon with sound and Kelly quickly found the groove as her boss took a comfortable seat before her to watch her performance.
It wasn't long before the two of them were completely naked and Mr. Robinson's Black cock was fully buried inside her married pussy as she rode him. She briefly wondered if he would have a problem knowing that Jayden had already filled her with cum earlier that day. But then she giggled that silly thought away since it was her boss who had set up her student's visit.
Clearing her mind of anything but pleasing the cock inside her, Kelly began to ride him with the passions her summer of change had exposed. She rose up until his shaft was almost able to slip from her pussy lips then slid back down and pressed against him to ensure she had him all. She felt the delicious subtle burn in her legs as they began to fatigue from her efforts. Her lungs battled to pull in enough oxygen as her heart drummed on to move that oxygen to her engaged muscles.
She stared into Mr. Robinson's eyes, watching him gaze back or glance at her tits swaying to the rhythm of their fuck or at the union where his Black shaft disappeared into her cheating pussy. She reveled in the sensations and the visual of it all. Mr. Robinson had been right all along...this is what she was made for...this is what she was meant to be....
Kelly felt Mr. Robinson's hands on her hips and knew his release was pending. While he and the others liked her to ride them, when it came time for them to cum, they wanted to drive. He began to adjust the speed of her riding him to time with the sensations his cock wanted. As his grip tightened, Kelly's own climax approached. She loved to experience her own orgasm as a Black cock emptied inside her.
She felt the powerful pulses as he ejaculated, and the warm bloom spread inside her as her own climax peaked. How had she gone without experiencing this before this summer? Did she deny herself or was she just ignorant and naïve? Whatever the reason, those days were gone. This was now part of who she was forever.
Only when she was certain she had drained him completely, did Kelly slip off his cock. She gave her boss a wink and a grin before slipping down between his legs to suck his cock clean. She provided him an expert tongue bath and then looked up at her boss with a wicked smile.
Mr. Robinson returned her smile and said, "Damn, girl. How the fuck that motherfucker you married to get so lucky?"
Kelly giggled before replying, "That motherfucker I married knows nothing about this side of me."
Mr. Robinson broke into a laugh at her unexpectedly blunt response as Kelly joined him.
The school principal glanced at the clock and said, "Shit. I got to get back to the building for a meeting. Why don't you head home and toy with that husband of yours? Give him another treat with your panties and see if he has the same reaction."
Kelly smiled and pointed at her clothes lying beside the bed and said, "I didn't wear any panties today.'
"What the fuck? Why not?"
Kelly shrugged and said, "Didn't my boss teach me that he likes me going without panties?" She paused a moment as she looked at the 'busted' expression on his face, then she continued, "But I am prepared. I brought a pair to wear home just in case."
"Damn, little bitch. You a monster, you know that?"
Kelly was slipping the panties up her sexy legs as she looked at Mr. Robinson, "Would you have it any other way?"
***
When Kelly arrived home not too long after seeing her boss off from the apartment, her panties were soaked with Mr. Robinson's seed and her own leaking pussy juice. She intentionally left her bra off again to provoke some sort of reaction from David, whether via his bizarre fetish or to prompt a question challenging her about being braless. Her efforts were only adding to the turmoil already raging in David's psyche.
He had spent the day wrestling with the previous night's activities and if he was making too much of it. He was sure he was. Kelly was never one to be provocative. But how was he to rectify that with her serving as "eye candy" for those students? Or her rather 'forward' display when she reenacted entering that room. It seemed Kelly had changed since being here. Unfortunately for David, he had no idea just how much.
As Kelly approached the door, she saw David seemingly pacing in the kitchen. During her short walk from the driveway, she watched as he appeared in one window, then the next, and back again. She didn't know why but the sight made her giggle slightly as she wondered if he was still wrestling with recent events. Her suspicions were confirmed when she stepped inside and saw the somewhat exasperated look on David's face.
A brief flash of guilt struck her. He was her husband, after all. And these changes, though incredibly pleasurable for her, were troubling for him. Why did she enjoy exploiting that? The guilt, however, did not last long. It quickly began to vanish when she watched David's eyes dance from her own to her braless tits and hard nipples and back. His wandering eyes were accompanied by a fluttering mouth which seemed tempted to speak words, but was unable to formulate them.



That sight, that turmoil, for reasons she could not explain, excited her. She felt wicked, but liberated. Did she still love him? He was the same person, but was she? So much about her had changed since summer and into this school year. Her perspective on things had altered dramatically. Those were two profound questions she would need to think about. She instinctively knew the answer to the latter, but how did that impact the former?
Realizing someone needed to say something, Kelly pushed those thoughts to the side for later consideration and greeted her husband, "Hi, David. How was your day?" Even saying those words felt naughty.
David nervously cleared his throat and tried to come up with an answer which would mask his true anxiety, "Uh, hi honey. My day was, uh, fine. It was weird being here all day, I guess. You know, not knowing the area and all. And you not being here."
Kelly watched as his face turned red and then she moved to give him a kiss. It was more of a sympathy kiss than anything else. "Well, you know I had to work, and I didn't know you were coming."
"I know. I know. I didn't mean anything by that. I was just... I don't know."
Kelly looked at him with a measure of irritation. Was he always this weak? Did she find this attractive at some point? It was a source of frustration now.
After the fun day she had, she wasn't about to let him ruin it. Kelly took a deep breath and responded, "It's ok.", as if speaking to a child, "Let's not talk about that now. I'm going to go change."
In the bathroom, Kelly left her soaked panties on display on top of the other clothes in the hamper, then took a picture of them which she sent to Mr. Robinson. Her accompanying text read, "Let's see if these are in the same place later."
Mr. Robinson replied back with a simple, "Naughty bitch."
A short while later, Kelly and David sat down for an awkward dinner. The two of them were almost scrutinizing one another. He tried to mask his anxiety; she tried to play the good wife. Neither were entirely successful, but only she knew the truth. Her phone, buzzing in her back pocket as her Black lovers shared and responded to the image of her panties, didn't help the situation. Its repeated interruptions were exacerbating David's anxiety and causing flushes of arousal in Kelly.
As much as Kelly hoped Mr. Robinson would lead the other Black men back to her house, she knew if that happened it would raise too many questions in David's already overwhelmed mind. She had to just accept that fact tonight and probably the rest of the weekend. She thought about that for a moment...tonight and the rest of the weekend. In other words, she was just biding her time until her husband left. That simple acknowledgment spoke volumes about her mindset regarding her marriage.
The weekend droned on with Kelly doing her best to mask her frustration at David for being in the way of her fun. She had changed. Changed in a way she was just coming to fully understand. Monogamy with David was no longer enough. She needed more intense sex.
Mr. Robinson had recognized this long ago and had worked on drawing this persona out without alienating her. He wasn't too forceful. He established conditions and situations which allowed the real Kelly to emerge. In essence, he let nature take its course.
How David fared in all of this was of no concern to him. In fact, he was having quite a bit of fun watching Kelly's attitude towards her husband change. He had come across a number of white women in his time that needed some chocolate love at times. For most, it was a one-time thing where the woman sowed her wild oats and then went back to her regular life. Maybe she would share her secret with someone or maybe it would be confined to her memories. For others though, they, like Kelly, were changed. Those women continued in the lifestyle. Some with a knowing, and bizarrely to him, approving husband, but most leaving their husbands in the dark or leaving them behind. Kelly seemed to straddle that line. She almost seemed to want him to know while knowing he wouldn't approve. There were times Mr. Robinson felt Kelly enjoyed shaming her husband almost as much as he enjoyed watching her do it.
Mr. Robinson kept her libido raging by sending sexual text messages over the course of the weekend, knowing she could not get the satisfaction she desired from David. This worked to diminish David in her eyes and increase her passion and desires for her Black lovers. David was now more nuisance than husband.
David compounded things further when his anxiety continued to build, and he couldn't bring himself to leave on Sunday afternoon as Kelly had hoped. She was planning on enjoying herself with Mr. Robinson, Tyrell, or anyone of her lovers, when David said he was going to stay the night and leave very early in the morning.
Kelly bit her tongue and tried to mask her frustration, but she was only partially successful. She needed Black cock inside her and David wouldn't get out of the way.
Come Monday morning, Kelly was fit to be tied. David was up and getting ready to leave when she should have been sucking the morning load from Tyrell's balls. By the time David was finally leaving, Tyrell had already left the house. A somewhat icy goodbye kiss was exchanged as David began his journey home.
As Kelly and David began on their separate paths, she became acutely aware that her pent-up sexual energy needed release. Fortunately, she was on her way to work, gearing up for the pleasure of sucking Mr. Robinson's cock when her plans were thwarted by the following text from him, "Head straight to the apartment, girl. Got biz I have to take care of with administration. I'll get you some loving soon."
Kelly was crushed. She nearly had to pull off the road to get her bearings back together. She thought she was on the brink of having her desires met and then this text from her boss. She had gone all weekend without sex due to her husband being there and now this! She drove on, saddened and frustrated.
To take her mind off the situation, Kelly phoned David who was still making the trip back to their house. Though it wasn't her intent, the anxiety in his voice made her reflect on the experiences that caused it. She wondered what was going on his mind. Was her flirtatious behavior the other night too much for him? If so, he didn't say so. Would it come back to haunt her? It might, but a real part of her felt as if she had already moved on from David. Moved on to this new life. These new experiences. This new her.
Kelly had become so focused on these thoughts that she had totally neglected to pay attention to what David was saying. HIs "Kelly? Kelly? Are you there?" brought her back to matters at hand. She realized she was now pulling into the parking lot of the apartment, after having apparently driven there on autopilot. As she did, she noticed Jayden standing outside the apartment, leaning against one of the pillars by the apartment door.
Kelly felt her pussy gush at the sight of him, knowing her needs would soon be being met. She hastily told David she needed to go and apologized for choosing a bad time to call. She watched the smile spread on Jayden's face as she got out of the car, knowing a similar smile was expressed on her own. She still had the phone on speaker as she took two steps towards her Black lover whose smile broadened as he heard David on the other end. Kelly gave Jayden a signal to be quiet as she stepped up close to him. Then, pressed against her Black lover's body, gazing up into his eyes, she said to her husband, "I have to go. I love you, honey."
She wasn't sure if David could hear Jayden's chuckle before she clicked the end call button.
Kelly frantically worked the keys to open the apartment door and Jayden pressed into her from behind, whispering, "Open the door, Kelly. My dick getting ready to bust through my jeans." She never saw Jayden looking back over his shoulder as she giggled in nervous anticipation.
When the door opened, the two of them spilled inside clumsily as she spun around to face him. Their lips met with an intensely passionate kiss as her butt came to rest against the arm of the couch.
Suddenly, there was a thump on the door. Before either of them could respond, the door opened and a bewildered Darius stepped in. "What the fuck bro? Why you shutting the... holy shit! You wasn't kidding! Holy shit!"
Kelly simply turned her gaze to Darius and smiled. She had passed the point of no return. The weekend of denial had served the purpose Mr. Robinson had sought. With her body nearly touching Jayden, she said to Darius, "Kidding about what, Darius? What did you think Jayden was kidding about?"
Darius was momentarily disarmed. Kelly was a teacher after all, and he was now concerned he might have royally screwed up.
Kelly watched him and almost saw those thoughts running through his mind. She realized she probably presented a similar image to Mr. Robinson and the others when she faced her own moments of contradiction. She realized this is what Mr. Robinson was referring to when he said he would get her "some loving soon."
She continued to smile at Darius and then spoke to put things all out in the open, "Did you think he was kidding when he told you we fucked? Tutoring doesn't always require books to be effective. Sometimes it's just motivation. Think I can motivate you to improve your grades, Darius?"
Darius remained frozen in place. The look of bewilderment apparent on his face. Kelly wanted to giggle but knew that might be misconstrued with him already confused. Instead, she winked at him and took the two steps to close the distance between them. She locked eyes with his and said in a sultry tone, "Let's see." And with that, Mrs. Kelly Harkins gently went to her knees before him.
Kelly had become quite adept at freeing the cocks of her lovers from this position and Darius was no different. In seconds, his fully hard Black shaft was in view. Darius and Kelly shared a simultaneous intake of breath as this occurred. He, in amazement that a teacher had just pulled his cock out. Her, at the splendid sight of another Black cock displaying its power with the marked contrast with her white skin.
Kelly licked her lips as she looked up at Darius and whispered a breathy, "Nice."
Darius' mouth was open as he witnessed this. He couldn't believe it. The sexy, white teacher from school was on her knees with his cock in her hand! Until this moment, he thought Jayden was bullshitting him. Now he believed him. Now he realized it could be true. Or was he just dreaming?
As Kelly pulled his cock to her lips and used her tongue to bathe the nearly purple head, Darius realized it wasn't a dream. Or a dream where he was sleeping at least. "Oh fuck!" was all he thought to say.
Kelly giggled up at him, her eyes locked on his, and said, "Soon. Let's start here, hon." And then she sucked his cock into her mouth.
Her arousal at this situation was intense, so it was only a few moments before Darius' cock slid into her throat. Kelly held him buried there, using her tongue and throat to please him, until her lungs demanded air. She pulled back enough to draw in air through her nose then went right back down. Kelly found herself working him intensely as if to make sure that any stories Jayden had shared with him were indeed true.
It didn't take long. It was just too much for the 18-year-old Black student. In addition to being the first white girl he'd ever been with; Kelly was also giving him the greatest blowjob he'd ever experienced. By far. And her eyes staring into his was just like on those porn videos online. He wanted this to last but he needed to cum. In the end, she gave him no choice.
Kelly could sense he was on the edge. The telltale signs of a man's pending release to which she had become accustomed were apparent. She gave Darius another wink, then pushed forward to take him fully into her throat and gently hummed.
That was it. Darius' hands almost instinctively went to Kelly's head as he fucked her face. Kelly's hands were grasping his ass cheeks as she held him deep, feeling the pulsing of his shaft in her throat and on her tongue as he fed her his load. She could feel him in her belly and loved the idea that Darius too was a heavy cummer.
She held him until she was certain he was finished, then pulled back slowly, once again drawing air in through her nose. When she released him, she gave the head a final kiss, then squeezed that final drop out on to her tongue. Still on her knees, Kelly took on a playful teacher tone and pointed her finger in mock admonishment, "That was your first lesson, Darius. I hope you learned something."
Darius was still wide eyed in shock and did not respond. Jayden, who was watching the entire display quietly chuckled and said to his friend, "I wasn't shitting you was I, bro?"
Before Darius could answer, Kelly stood and faced Jayden. She continued her mocking stern tone and said, "And as for you, young man, you need to take a seat. We have something we need to work on."
Jayden continued with the act and put his hands up in surrender as he said, "Yes, ma'am. Whatever you say."
He moved over to the couch, freeing his own cock as he did so. As he sat down, his hard Black cock now exposed, he said to his teacher, "I have that project you wanted me to work on. Want to grade it?"
Kelly had originally wanted to put on a little striptease for Jayden when he arrived. But him bringing Darius and now being seated half naked on the couch changed things. She needed his Black cock inside her and there it was calling out to her. A striptease, as pleasurable as it would be, would just add time between now and the two of them fucking. She could perform for them later. She needed to fuck now. In a flash her clothes were on the floor.
Kelly quickly moved to him and straddled his hips. With his Black shaft positioned at her pussy lips, Kelly looked into Jayden's eyes and said, "We'll discuss grades later, Jayden. Let me make sure your project covers all the necessary points first."
The two of them shared a knowing smile before Kelly began to slide his cock into her. This time it was Kelly with her mouth hanging open as the pleasure washed over her.
Kelly held Jayden's shoulders and was grateful he had his hands on her hips lest she be tossed from his lap like being tossed from a wild horse. The two of them joined in an intensely passionate fuck before Jayden finally pumped his seed inside her. When Kelly knew he had finished, she gracefully slid off him and went straight to her knees to suck his cock clean. Only when she heard Darius mutter another "Oh fuck" did she remember he was still in the room. She gave him a wink, then went to work bathing Jayden's cock with her tongue.
Satisfied she had appropriately cleaned Jayden's cock, Kelly's attention now fixated on Darius who was standing in the center of the room with his mouth hanging open. Her eyes conveyed the wanton lust she felt. She was looking at him in a manner very similar to the way her lovers looked at her... ready to devour.
Darius was unsure of what to do. He was completely inexperienced at this. Even though Kelly had sucked him off just a short while ago and he had then watched her fuck his friend, he still could not believe what was going on. This was a teacher! A white teacher at that! He stood there staring back at her, his cock once again hard and jutting out in front of him, as his mind raced.
Kelly smiled at him and then used her finger to motion him towards her. She almost giggled at Darius' hypnotized reaction as he instantly obeyed her gesture. She watched as his pants, which he was still holding up with one hand, began to slide down his legs as he moved. Luckily for them all, he only had a few steps to take otherwise he might have fallen when his pants reached his ankles.
As he came within her reach, Kelly reached out and grabbed his cock and then leaned forward to give it a lusty lick. From her kneeling position, she looked up and met his eyes as she helped him free his legs from his pants, then, still keeping hold of his cock, Kelly sat on the couch with her waiting pussy perched at the edge of the seat. She lined Darius' shaft up with her opening and then smiled up at him as she said, "Ready for class, Darius?" She didn't wait for an answer. She could see the look in his eyes as he was locked on to her drooling snatch. He remained hypnotized at the sight until Kelly gave his ass the gentlest of nudges and he began to slide into her.
Darius was too captivated by this sexual goddess to even think about his cock sliding inside where his friend and just pumped his cum. As his cock slid inside her, it began to squeeze out the semen Jayden had deposited. The squishy sound of its displacement was a backdrop to the near simultaneous "Oh fuckkkkk" uttered by the two lovers as he sunk into her. Upon experiencing the pleasure of his cock fully seated in her love channel, Darius needed no further encouragement. Primal instinct took over. He began to fuck.
The sensations, the sight, and the situation all added up to making their coupling intense, but relatively brief. How could it not? Darius' inexperience and the fact that he was fucking his white teacher made it almost impossible for him to last too long. Darius was hammering into almost as if his life depended on it, and when Kelly began to orgasm, he could not hold back. His semen began to spurt into her welcoming pussy to join that of Jayden's which had not yet been squeezed out.
Kelly used her pussy muscles to help milk all that Darius' balls could offer. She looked up into her young lover's eyes and winked as she felt his orgasm subside. She gave his cock a few more gentle milking squeezes, then slowly eased him out of her before getting to her knees to suck him clean.
As she did, she marveled at the fact she had swallowed one load of cum and her pussy had taken two more and it wasn't even lunchtime. Kelly knew both young men would be ready to go again if they stayed any longer. While she would have loved it and would have ensured they did also, she knew they needed to get back to school lest their absence cause suspicion. Her mind raced with the possibilities this school year offered.
She saw both of them to the door, enjoying the playful banter and the looks of desire she received. Seated on the couch after slipping her blouse over her shoulders while leaving it open, Kelly checked her phone and saw she had received a text from her husband letting her know he had arrived safely at home about 15 minutes earlier. Kelly giggled to herself as he debated "Was that when I was riding Jayden or when Darius was fucking me?" It didn't matter. David was none the wiser.
A few minutes later, there was a knock on the door and Kelly leapt to her feet. She quietly hoped Mr. Robinson had arrived unannounced, or maybe Jayden had returned. Without thinking any further, she buttoned a single button on her blouse and opened the door. It was neither Mr. Robinson nor Jayden.
"Hey there, just saw your two friends leave and wanted to stop by while I knew you was here." said the unnamed Black man standing in front of her. He was about Mr. Robinson's age with deep Black skin and a stout physique. He continued, "Name's Ronald Jackson. I maintain these apartments. Just making sure you ain't having no issues here." His eyes gave no hesitation of taking in the sight before him as he spoke.
Kelly couldn't help but feel a spike in arousal. She was still simmering from the loving she had recently enjoyed with Jayden and Darius. And now she was standing in a blouse with just one button containing her tits from being on display for this new Black man. She was acutely aware that the blouse extended just below her waist to provide the only protection from exposing her pussy too.



She smiled as she did her own appraisal of the man before her, before saying, "Um, hi. My name's Kelly. You apparently do very well with your maintenance because I'm not experiencing any issues." She stood there, making no move to hide behind the door or shield herself in any way. She relished the invigorating sensation of being mildly exposed like this, exposure she would have considered scandalous just a few short months ago.
Ronald Jackson liked what he saw and upped things a notch. He nonchalantly said, "Well, as I'm here, I'd like to take a look around just to make sure." And with that, he stepped inside.
Kelly, rather than object or ask him to leave, simply moved aside as he stepped across the threshold. She watched as he strode into the room with confidence, his maintenance belt swaying beside him. She remained in the doorway, the door still open and her hand still grasping the handle.
Ronald's phone began to buzz on his hip. He stopped in the center of the room, his back still towards Kelly as he answered, "Hey Book! How you doing, brother?"
Kelly watched in silence, wondering if she heard correctly. Did he just say "Book"? As in Mr. Robinson?
"Yea, she still here." He paused a moment as he turned to face Kelly, before continuing, "Looking just as good as you said too."
Kelly was stunned. The dynamics in the room changed the instant Mr. Robinson's name was mentioned. She felt almost a responsibility to live up to whatever it was that her boss had shared about her. A naughty smile appeared on her face as she met Ronald's gaze.
Ronald's expression didn't change. He just stared intently at Kelly. The phone was still to his ear as he said, "Sure.". He then hit the speaker button and continued, "You on speaker now, Book."
A moment later, she heard Mr. Robinson's voice through the phone. "Morning, Mrs. Harkins. Jayden and Darius just sent me a text to say their tutoring session went well this morning. I'm hoping you agree."
Kelly was nodding her head, not even considering that her boss couldn't see her.
He continued, "Kelly, my man Ronald here has heard a lot about you, but he isn't sure it's all true. Anything we can do about that?"
Kelly paused only a moment. There really wasn't any doubt as to what she could or would do. In fact, she was ready to go when she opened that door and saw Ronald standing there. It's as if things became clear in that moment. This was who she was.
She closed the apartment door gently behind her and turned to fully face Ronald, undoing the lone button securing her blouse. As her top opened and her tits came into view, she said to Mr. Robinson on the phone and Ronald in person, "We can do anything he wants."
"That's my girl, Kelly. Show him what you learned this summer and why you are the best hire I've ever made."
Kelly smiled as she replied, "Yes, Boss."
Ronald rubbed his jaw as he took in the sight of Kelly's hard nipples before him. He closed the call with Mr. Robinson with a simple, "Book, she is a special one, ain't she. I'll give you a call later on, my man."
Setting the phone down, Ronald beckoned Kelly towards him with his hand as he said, "Come on over here, girl. Let me get a feel of that hot fucking body."
Kelly did as she was told and relished the sensation of Ronald's rough hands touching her naked flesh. She gave a moan of pleasure as he tweaked each nipple and then was surprised as he dipped his face towards hers to kiss her. She welcomed the intimacy and wrapped her hands around his firm shoulders and neck. As they kissed, she felt his maintenance belt fall to the floor and then his jeans being undone. Realizing his cock was now released, Kelly broke the kiss and lowered her mouth to plant a wet kiss on the swollen crown of his shaft.
She had the head in her mouth before her knees were on the carpet. Only after getting herself settled, did she finally pull back and take a look at what she was working on. "Mmmmm, nice and dark.", she cooed as she looked up at him, "I like that." Kelly then took him to the root before he grabbed her hair and gently pulled her back.
"Book's told me about your skills, girl. I can't recharge like those young niggas you just had in here. I can already tell you can work wonders with that mouth, but I ain't leaving here without fucking your pussy." He paused as if debating whether to continue before doing so. "You gotta whiteboy waiting for you at home, right?"
Kelly licked her lips to capture the accumulated pre-cum and saliva as she giggled and nodded, waving her wedding ring for him to see.
Ronald nodded and said, "Yea, that's a real treat there. I like taking what a whiteboy thinks was his."
Kelly rose to her feet and slowly padded to the couch where she bent over with her ass facing Ronald. She looked back over her shoulder at him and gave her ass a little shimmy as she said, "Then come and take it, baby." She punctuated her statement with a tap of her right ass cheek.
Ronald needed no further invitation. He grunted out a "Yea, you been trained right." as he moved towards her, his hard Black shaft leading the way. He lined himself up at her hungry pussy and paused. He got what he wanted a moment later when Kelly purred out, "Don't tease me, baby. Put it in me."
That was all it took. Ronald pressed forward and his shaft slipped past Kelly's pussy lips and into her love canal. Her groan of pleasure let him know none of this was an act. As his balls slapped up against her shaved mound, Ronald committed to letting his friend Booker know that he had done well breaking in this white slut.
Kelly hoped Ronald didn't mind that he wasn't the first inside her today. She knew she didn't care. With that thought, Kelly erupted in orgasm where she seemed to remain for the duration of their fuck.
Ronald, living up to the title of being a maintenance man, hammered into her pussy with a relentless, driving pace, his heavy balls swinging back and forth. He kept a firm grip on her hips, holding her in place as his haunches slapped against her ass cheeks. Ronald knew his purpose, in addition to enjoying himself, was to further Kelly's addiction to Black cock and further reduce her inhibition to taking new cock inside her. He was successful on all fronts. He had been in the room less than 10 minutes and was already inside her and had her climax once and on the brink of a second. He held his own orgasm off until he felt she was peaking again, then he joined her by emptying his balls inside her as her body shook with her own climax. He held himself balls deep until she was completely done.
On cue, Kelly responded to Ronald's swat of her ass cheek as he pulled out by turning around and immediately taking him into her mouth to clean him. She licked and sucked him with such passion, that Ronald had to make a conscious effort to step back lest she get him hard and ready to go again. As much as he wanted that, that was not what Mr. Robinson had tasked him with.
The last sight Ronald saw upon leaving the apartment, was Kelly, laying on the couch with her legs slightly splayed, gently rubbing her clit with her left hand as her right played with her nipples. She smiled at him as she brought a fingerful of cum to her lips as he stepped out the door. Stepping around the corner, Ronald quickly tapped out a text to his friend, Kelly's boss, Mr. Robinson, "Book, you wasn't kidding. Bitch is a keeper."
Mr. Robinson provided a simple reply, "Damn straight, bro. I got some good times planned."
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Returning to the house that night with her husband finally gone and back at the home they shared a couple hours away, Kelly reflected on the day's events. She had been with Jayden and Mr. Robinson, and now added Darius and Ronald Jackson to her stable of Black lovers. Along with that, she had the incredibly arousing, but short-lived, experience of dancing on that table at Marcus' club. Now, she was back at the house her father had lived in and she was going to cap off the evening with Tyrell, the Black man who had started this whole situation in motion.
Kelly fully recognized that Mr. Robinson had superseded Tyrell's role in her life. She giggled at how she followed Mr. Robinson's direction whether it was regarding school or her behavior away from it. He truly was her boss. Still, she could not deny the gratitude she felt for Tyrell for opening her eyes to this new side of herself. A side which she might have never discovered had he not broken down those inhibitions she once had. And Kelly expressed that gratitude with Tyrell's Black cock being the last one inside her every night and the first she sucked off in the morning.
On this night, Kelly led Tyrell to the bed they now shared with the intention of getting his cock inside her. Tyrell knew it and always relished the nights Kelly's husband, David, left. He could tell the whiteboy had already lost the war for who his wife preferred. David just didn't know it yet. And Kelly was always a bit more aroused when David was finally gone.
Kelly was completely naked as she pushed Tyrell onto his back, a wicked smile illuminating her face. She crawled up towards him from the foot of the bed and between his legs. Tyrell simply laid back, his hands behind his head, watching as Kelly moved towards him on the prowl.
As she drew closer to the source of her pleasure, Kelly began to kiss his upper thighs, her eyes locked on his. Kelly offered a naughty grin as she extended her tongue to make contact with his hard shaft. She saw the look of pleasure on her lover's face as she ran her tongue from the base to the head where she planted a wet and loving kiss. Kelly was heavily salivating as she took the head into her mouth, and she felt her drool begin to coat the hand she was now using to gently stroke him.
Kelly used her mouth to just make sure he was fully ready for her pussy before she gave the head one more kiss and continued her journey up Tyrell's body, pausing briefly to suck each of his nipples. The naughty smile reappeared on her face as she straddled his hips, her hungry pussy poised over his pussy pleaser. She reached down with her left hand, her wedding ring prominently displayed, as she lined him up to slip inside her. She momentarily slid him back and forth across her clit a few times, before putting him at the opening of her love channel.
Kelly then let gravity slowly work its magic as he slid inside her. She began a slow bounce on his cock, savoring the sensation of each and every stroke. Her pussy, now resized for the Black cocks of her lovers, welcoming him inside.
Tyrell watched as she worked to find a steady rhythm, then he said to her, "Glad hubby is gone, huh?"
Kelly giggled a moment and said, "I thought he'd never leave."
Tyrell smiled and nodded before saying, "Yea, poor whiteboy's wife just ain't the same as he remembered now. She's found out there's a whole lot more than what he offers. Ain't that the truth, little bitch."
Kelly couldn't help it. His words, so crude and blunt, were so true. She hesitated answering, only because she had an orgasm washing over her as the realization hit home. She pressed down, taking his cock fully inside her pussy, as she trembled with a powerful climax. Then she looked into Tyrell's eyes, her own blazing with lust, and said, "Absolute truth, lover. Absolute truth."
Those words spoken, Tyrell rolled Kelly onto her back and began to fuck her hard. The bed squeaked and strained, and the headboard rattled against the wall as he hammered into her. Kelly's breathless moans and soft cries complimented the sounds coming from the bed. It was glorious. And Tyrell could not hold back from pumping his load inside her.
Jet after jet of voluminous seed was launched into her. Her body accepting it. Seeking it. An internal balm for her needy pussy. Tyrell's pace eventually slowed as his orgasm was complete. And then he slowly pulled out and flopped on to his back.
After cleaning his cock of their combined love juices with her mouth, Kelly sidled up against Tyrell and was quickly asleep. Her day full of sexual fun was exhausting and now complete.
***
Kelly's husband David had a far from restful night's sleep. He drove home with a growing ball of angst in his belly, concerned over Kelly's familiarity with the Black men, and it only intensified in the quiet bedroom where he didn't have traffic or the road to occupy his mind. His mind was whipping back and forth, wondering how familiar she was, and how familiar he wanted her to be. He debated what she was doing right then. He desperately wanted to call or text her, but what if she didn't respond? What if he called and he heard voices in the background?
He had tossed and turned all night and struggled to get out of bed. He felt a raging arousal within him, but his penis wouldn't stay hard due to his anxiety. He felt trapped.
***
Kelly was blissfully unaware of her husband's struggles. She woke Tyrell in the morning with a blowjob before getting herself ready and going into work to suck off her boss, Mr. Robinson, in his office. Then she headed to the apartment which served as her "tutoring" office where she would entertain Jayden and Darius, who, on Wednesday, introduced another student athlete to the carnal pleasures Kelly could provide.
Dwight, an 18-year-old senior basketball player who stood 6'7", towered over Kelly. Yet, even with that size advantage, it still took Dwight a bit of time to 'find himself' as his mind was in disbelief that what he heard about Kelly was true. Like Jayden and Darius before him though, the sight of her naked body and the sensation of her warm mouth closing around the heads of their cocks removed all doubt.
The remarkable thing about the height difference, was Kelly only had to slightly bend at the waist to take Dwight's cock into her mouth. She rested her hands on his hips for balance as her mouth explored every inch of his shaft. She paused her sucking only long enough to get him seated in order "To make sure you are comfortable when you are ready to cum." Then she went back to blowing him and ultimately swallowing his load.
It was on this Wednesday, about a half hour after she had given Dwight his first blowjob by a white woman, when Mr. Robinson texted her. "Kelly, I need you to come into the building this afternoon. Don't show up until after school is out though. And remember that dress I got you with the black and white design? Wear it. Park on the backside of the building by the gym entrance. Door will be open."
Kelly was intrigued but knew better than to ask for any additional details. She sent a simple, "Yes, Boss." reply. Then she headed back to the house to get herself ready for whatever Mr. Robinson had in mind.
***
Kelly arrived at the school after the last bus had cleared the grounds and a limited number of teachers' cars remained in the parking lot. She drove to the back of the building as instructed and saw Jake's SUV and one of the school doors propped open with a rock.
She made her way to the door, anxious to find out what lay ahead, and took a deep breath before stepping inside. She giggled to herself as she realized she had no idea where she was or where to go since she had spent very little time in the actual building. She was standing in a somewhat dimly lit hallway which was probably an access door the janitors used to take out trash and what not. Since there was no one there to greet her or guide her, Kelly decided to just make her way down the hallway in the hopes of finding Mr. Robinson.
She came to an intersection and to her right she saw what appeared to be an opening which led to the gym floor, so she headed in that direction. As she got closer, she was at once relieved to hear voices, yet concerned about who they belonged to. Was this who she was supposed to meet? Or would these be students or faculty who would wonder where she was coming from? She paused a moment and then considered that they must belong to whoever was responsible for that door being propped open. This gave her a sense of confidence and she continued on her way.
Sure enough, she was soon at one of the secondary doors leading to the gym. There were the typical doors leading to the locker rooms. The doors connecting to the hallway and another to the office, and then this door which is often overlooked since it is rarely used when school is in session. Peering through the small glass porthole on the door, she noticed the faces of some of the athletes who had attended that scholarship session where she was their motivation. Kelly immediately felt the surge of arousal. And once she saw Jake and Mr. Robinson appear among the gathering, she knew she was in the right place. She took another deep breath, and then pulled the door open.
As she stepped across the threshold and her heels made that distinctive sound upon contacting the gym floor, all voices stopped and looked her way. Her nipples instantly flared to attention and her pussy moistened in anticipation. Over a dozen sets of hungry Black student eyes were now gazing at her. it took all her strength to avoid wobbling from the overpowering sensation.
Mr. Robinson soon stepped to the side with Jake and motioned Kelly towards them. Her nipples unhindered by a bra, were prominently displaying themselves against the thin fabric of her dress. Each step she took causing her breasts to jiggle slightly and the physical stimulation combined with the mental stimulation she was feeling from the stares of the students was driving her wild.
Kelly barely had a voice when she finally reached Mr. Robinson's side as she said, "Hi, Boss. I assume I am in the right place?"
Both Mr. Robinson and Jake chuckled at her question before her boss answered, "Yea, you're in the right place. I figured we could get some pictures of you and the students you're tutoring. Do some pics now and then again later in the year with those that follow your unique style. Think we can do that, Kelly?"
Kelly glanced at the students who were all still looking at her. She could see Dwight and Jayden talking with a few of the others nearby occasionally glancing at them as they spoke. She couldn't hear what they were saying but was confident it was something about her. She turned back to Mr. Robinson, "Pictures? What do you mean?"
Her boss laughed again and said, "Relax, girl. I'm not talking about anything crazy. I just want these young men to stand with the woman who is looking to make a difference in their life. Nothing more than that."
Kelly couldn't tell if she was happy or disappointed. A real part of her wanted there to be more than that. She glanced back at the students and then said, "Ok. That sounds like a nice idea."
As she said that, Jake spoke to the gathered young Black men. "Alright boys, like I said earlier. Ms. Harkins is here and we gonna got some pics her with you since she is doing her part for your future. You down with that?"
The young men let loose a chorus of agreement in various forms and statements which made her smile, and then Jake waved her over.
As she got closer, she suddenly noticed a skinny white kid, probably a freshman or sophomore, standing near a camera on a tripod. He was the photographer. She didn't recall seeing him before and the open mouth look he had on his face gave her an indication this might be his first time seeing her too. She gave him a smile and then walked over to Jake for her instructions.
Jake told the Black students to get ready like they had talked about and as they did, he said to Kelly in a quiet voice, "Go tease that whiteboy. Make sure he gets some good pics."
For some reason, those words struck a chord with her. She looked at the white kid, who was clearly nervous and somewhat out of place, and she saw a younger image of her husband. She moved to him, her sexy saunter, which drew murmurs of appraisal from the Black students behind her, was almost intimidating to the white boy she was approaching. She stopped a few feet in front of him and momentarily debated if the kid was going to pass out. She smiled and said, "Hi. I'm Ms. Harkins. What grade are you in?" Her voice oozing sexuality.
The kid stumbled out, "Um, I'm uh, I'm a freshman."
A couple of the Black boys heard his fumbling response and laughed.
Kelly heard them too and had to hold back a giggle of her own. Still staring at the overwhelmed freshman, she said, "Are you going to be sure to get some nice pictures of me with my students?" She watched as his eyes danced from her eyes to her hard nipples. It was very similar to David the other night.
"Uh yes. Yes. I'll, I'll, do my best. Yes."
She gave him a sweet and sexy smile and leaned in closer as she said in a sexy whisper, "Thank you. Make sure you get me in the right light." And then she winked at him. His frozen reaction was priceless. Part of her wondered if she was going to see a wet spot form on the front of his jeans. This time she did gently giggle.
Kelly made her way back over to Jake who pointed to a spot in the middle of the 14 Black students. She noticed the spot was between Jayden and Darius, and directly in front of Dwight. "Well, that didn't take too long to get around.", she thought to herself.
Kelly nodded and headed to where Jake had pointed. Getting to the front of the group, she looked at Jayden and the young man in front of him and decided to let her own words add to the stories she suspected of being shared. She said, "Excuse me gentlemen, can I squeeze in that little opening?"
There was a mixture of groans of desire and anxious laughter as they processed what she had said. Jayden, ever the leader, shifted his stance slightly and gestured with his hand as if a host showing one to their seat. However, the space he provided left her no choice but to rub up against him. The students standing around Jayden were filled with jealousy as they watched the sexy teacher's breasts slide across their classmate's chest. Those behind her were too infatuated with her ass to notice anything further.
Jake and Mr. Robinson had thought this out pretty well. The four tallest students, probably basketball and maybe football she thought, were standing behind her while there were two others on each side of her, and then another handful in front of her. At Jake's direction, the students in the front each took a knee.
Kelly was now surrounded by 14 athletic and fit Black students who were entering the prime of their sexual lives. She could feel the heat emanating from their bodies. Her nose picked up their various scents. She would occasionally feel Dwight's breathing on the flesh exposed by the open back of her dress. This experience was on a whole other level from the eye candy displayed she made just a week earlier. The thought that she had already been with three of them with the others aware and almost certainly not far behind was almost overpowering. Like when she first walked into the gym, Kelly had to consciously maintain her balance to avoid wobbling from the arousal and thoughts she was experiencing.
The similarly overwhelmed freshman photographer gave her something else to focus on. The poor boy was completely intimidated being around these upper classmen, and his desire for her was only adding to his dilemma. He was fumbling around getting the camera in position and knocking or bumping the legs of the tripod as he frantically tried to gain control. Kelly giggled and then said, "Relax, sweetheart. We aren't going anywhere." The Black students surrounded her chuckled as they watched the boy's face redden.
He eventually settled down long enough to start snapping pictures. None were too racy. Unless you consider the unusually close proximity of a teacher with students. Kelly's favorite, which she couldn't wait to see, had her standing with a beaming smile on her face, and her arms looped inside those of Jayden and Darius who were standing with their hands on their hips. Dwight was standing behind her with his hands resting on her shoulders. Her intuition told her it was a sexy shot. And the look on the young photographer's face confirmed it.
When Mr. Robinson felt enough pictures were taken, he waved Kelly to his side and told Jake to lead the young men out. Kelly followed her boss as he walked over to the wide-eyed freshman. He told the kid, "I'm going to take a look at the pictures to make sure you didn't take any that will be a problem. Understand?"
The young man was intimidated and aroused by the combination of his principal speaking to him like this and the gorgeous teacher in the sexy dress standing next to him. He could only nod his assent.
The three of them went straight to Mr. Robinson's office to connect the camera to the computer to review the pictures. Kelly felt her arousal surge as they stepped into his office where she started each workday on her knees with her boss' cock in her mouth.
Mr. Robinson quickly had the camera connected and was scrolling through the digital photos. Kelly was standing beside him with her left breast gently pressing against his shoulder as he sat at his desk. Her right breast and its hard nipple were making themselves known through the blouse she was wearing. The teen photographer was standing a few feet back looking aroused and a bit nervous.
Kelly felt it odd that he was so nervous, but chalked it up to the anxiety that accompanies being in the principal's office. However, after scrolling through a few pics, the reason for his concerned state became clear. Nestled between the shot of her casting a naughty grin in Jayden's direction and another pic of her gently biting her lip as her eyes met his, was a closeup, full-screen, zoomed in shot of Kelly's chest. Her hard nipples prominent through her top.
The photographer's intake of breath was a second ahead of Mr. Robinson's chuckling, "Thought so." as he turned to look at the boy and then to Kelly. Kelly couldn't help but giggle and gently covered her mouth with her hand before casting somewhat of a mischievous grin at the teen.
Mr. Robinson turned back to Kelly and looked up at her as he asked, "What do you say, Kelly? Think we can let the boy keep this one for services rendered? It appears to be quite a closeup." He punctuated that with another chuckle.
Kelly couldn't help but go with it. She giggled and looked at the photographer as she said, "Well, I guess it wouldn't be a problem. It's not like it shows my face or anything. But you'll know who is in that picture, won't you?" Then she winked at him. The sigh of relief from the boy was audible and comical.
Mr. Robinson removed all the other photos to a folder on his computer and left that one remaining. He unplugged the camera and handed it to Kelly. She smiled at her boss, instinctively knowing what to do. She stepped close to the teen and handed him the camera. She gave him a sweet smile and said, "Thank you for taking the pictures. I hope you enjoy that one in particular."
The young man's hands were trembling as he took the camera, and what was probably a prize possession stored on it, and looked at Mr. Robinson. The school principal stared at him for a moment as if to silently tell him that tonight's events would not be discussed any further, before he said, "Get out of here, kid."



He was gone in a flash.
Kelly was consumed with unrequited lust at this point. She walked to the office door to shut and lock it. Turning back to her boss, she reached behind herself to unzip the dress and let it fall to the floor, leaving herself completely naked. Her boss nodded and muttered a grunt of pleasure as he watched her return to him on the prowl.
She stepped to the side of his desk, her ass facing him, and bent over with her hands on the credenza holding his office printer. Spreading her feet and giving her sexy ass a light shimmy, Kelly looked back over her shoulder and said, "I need your cock inside me, Boss."
Mr. Robinson needed no further invitation. He was on his feet and undoing his slacks as he advanced on his inviting target. The moist velvet glove of Kelly's pussy was soon wrapping around his hard Black cock. He slid himself home in one slow stroke and felt the trembling sensation of Kelly's orgasm hit her immediately.
His entry was the only slow stroke he applied. The eroticism of the late afternoon demanded a hard and fast fuck. Mr. Robinson locked his hands on her trim hips and began to hammer his cock into her. His balls were slapping against her clit with each thrust as his shaft buried itself in her now resized pussy. He could tell there was no going back for this slut.
Kelly's moans of pleasure and extended, "Yessssssssss" confirmed his thoughts.
"Let me see the ring, little bitch."
Kelly immediately responded to her boss' command by resting her left hand on the printer.
His voice now breathless, Mr. Robinson rasped out "That's my girl. Now here comes my nut." as his cock began to pump his seed into her. Kelly again shook with orgasm as she felt the powerful pulses of his ejaculate entering her body.
Kelly squeezed, caressed, and milked his balls of their contents with the control of her pussy muscles. When his thrusts had settled, Kelly eased herself forward gently and went to her knees, her mouth open and accepting of his soaked shaft. She licked and sucked him clean with delight.
***
Mr. Robinson watched as she put her dress on, and Kelly could not help but try to do it in a sexy manner. There was a real exhibitionist side of her emerging. He helped her zip up her dress the final few inches then, still standing behind her, said, "We gonna take a ride. You got a promise to keep."
Kelly was unsure of what he meant, but nodded anyway. She was soon following Mr. Robinson out of his office and out the front door of the school as twilight settled on the area. Jake and his SUV were waiting for them. As Mr. Robinson climbed into the front seat and Kelly opened the back door, she was only mildly surprised to see Tyrell and Marcus already inside. She had a feeling tonight was going to be special.
The SUV wasn't quite out of the parking lot when Kelly was kneeling on the floorboard pulling Tyrell and Marcus' cocks from their pants. Streetlights and headlights periodically illuminated the backseat as Kelly's head bobbed up and down on the Black cocks before her. Her pussy, still full of Mr. Robinson's cum, was slowly leaking into her wet panties as she shifted her mouth from one shaft to the other.
Lost in her reverie, Kelly had to be called back to the present when Mr. Robinson declared, "We here, little bitch. Let's go."
It was only then that Kelly realized they had pulled into a parking lot, the light emanating from the towering poles in the lot largely subdued by the deep tint of Jake's windows. All four Black men got out of the car as one, Tyrell and Marcus stuffing their still hard cocks into their pants as they did. Kelly felt a pang of disappointment at not being able to finish them and started to apologize, "Boss, can't I have a few more minutes to take care of...." and then she saw the flashing neon sign for the business where they parked.
Even with half the letters burned out, she knew what this meant. It was time to get pierced. Time to wear Mr. Robinson's bling. To continue her inexorable walk on her new life's journey.
All four men chuckled as she reached out and put a hand on side of Jake's SUV to steady herself. The thought of her nipples being pierced with the silent declaration of her new life aroused her from the moment the topic came up. But the act of being pierced horrified her. She had sensitive nipples to begin with. The thought of a needle...she dipped her head and swallowed heavily.
Mr. Robinson stepped close. He put one hand on the small of her back and the other he used under her chin to tilt her face towards his. His touch, gentle and reassuring, eased her anxiety somewhat. His calm and soothing voice took her the rest of the way, "Relax, Kelly. We talked about this." Then, as if reading her earlier thoughts, he said, "This is another step in your coming out party. Letting the world know who you really are. What you really made for."
She could not explain how the rational side of her brain subordinated itself to his words, his touch, or his intent. Nor could she explain how aroused, though still scared, she was at what was to come. As she stared into his eyes, she realized this was something she 'needed' to do as much as something she wanted to do. Her boss was right, "This is who I am.", she thought to herself. Kelly put a brave smile on her face and nodded, before adding, "Let's make it official."
The four Black men, all playing a role in her evolution, chuckled quietly and offered murmurs of "Fuck yea." or "Yea, Little Bitch." or some other similar phrase.
Ten minutes later, after signing some forms, Kelly was in the back of the shop, topless. The four Black men she arrived with were surrounding the chair which she was now seated in, watching, as a fifth Black man, bald and heavily tattooed, gently rolled her nipples in his fingers.
Kelly was looking down, her throat dry from anxiety, watching as she noticed he was not wearing gloves. As they made eye contact, Kelly's brain could only formulate one word to ask the question her mind was trying to convey. "Gloves?"
The Black man chuckled and looked at the other men gathered around before turning back to Kelly. His face was close enough to her own she could feel his breath as he spoke, "In a minute, girl. I like to get them standing up, skin on skin. And my boys here say you like it that way too, am I right?"
Kelly felt her face blush and she could only nod, even though she knew he wasn't referring to rubber gloves.
The man's smile brightened, and she was momentarily disappointed as he let her nipples go and reached for the box of gloves. As he said, "Have to wear them for this part, girl.", Kelly's face reddened as she realized her face did not mask the disappointment she felt.
The piercing itself was painful, but thankfully brief, and the arousal and sexuality she felt looking at herself in the full-length mirror with a barbell in each nipple was incredible. She could not believe she had done it. There was an additional feeling she was trying to place but, at first, couldn't name it. Then, still marveling at the sight, it came to her...the piercing was a badge of honor.
Like Mr. Robinson said outside in the parking lot, "Let the world know." That is what she saw now. A declaration. A statement. As these thoughts raced through her mind, she felt someone coming closer. Over her shoulder in the mirror, she saw Mr. Robinson, a broad grin on his face, approaching. She returned his smile in the mirror.
She looked back over her shoulder at her boss, who was now immediately behind her, and said, "Thank you." Two simple words that spoke volumes about where Kelly was on her sexual journey.
Mr. Robinson didn't verbally answer, but the look in his eyes acknowledged what she said. He paused a moment, looking at her tits intently, then said, "Damn, they look fine." His statement was soon echoed by the other Black men present. The final comment coming from the man who did the job who stated, "Some bitches just made to wear them."
Kelly's face reddened as the five men stared at her, but she still had a naughty smile on her face.
Before they left, Kelly was given the necessary instructions on keeping her nipples clean while they healed and also to be aware they were going to be sore. That last part was something she had already figured out. A moment later she realized that statement was directed more at the men then her. Still, even with the soreness and tenderness, Kelly could not help but enjoy the sensation of her dress sliding across her nipples as they walked back to Jake's ride.
Concern about David's response to seeing them, and in fact, David himself, was the farthest thing from her mind.
***
David had given up trying to text Kelly after three unanswered texts over the last couple hours. He had no idea Kelly, and her lovers heard her phone buzzing in her purse with one of the texts as she sat topless awaiting her piercing. He had no idea two of her lovers looked at one another and quietly laughed as they saw Kelly ignore it. He had no idea his wife was about to modify herself to make a declaration about her new self. The only thing he did know was that he was in for another restless night.
***
Kelly and her four Black lovers were soon in Jake's SUV and on their way to Kelly's place. Kelly could not wait to get there. The sexual aura from the earlier photo shoot, her unfinished blowjobs she had been giving to Tyrell and Marcus, and then ultimately her nipple piercing, had her burning with desire. She was seated between Tyrell and Marcus in the backseat and the two of them played upon her frustrations by continually removing her wandering hands from their crotches.
By the time they eventually parked, Kelly could take no more. She was working to remove her dress before they even reached the front door. And she was quickly naked and on her knees upon crossing the threshold. The men followed her in and chuckled at the desperation Kelly was now displaying.
In a flash, four hard, throbbing, Black cocks were standing at attention for her. Kelly hungrily slurped the one in front of her into her mouth and reached out to take the next two closest in each hand. She looked up to see it was Jake she was blowing and Tyrell and Marcus on her right and left. Mr. Robinson was behind her, gently tapping his shaft on her cheek or on the top of head.
Kelly adored sucking cock, but there just seemed to be an unspoken understanding between all of them that tonight was for fucking. Mr. Robinson, ever the leader, took the initiative when Kelly turned to take him into her mouth by instead grabbing her head and simply saying, "On the couch on your back, little bitch."
Kelly quickly complied.
Mr. Robinson moved with a confident purpose as he stepped up between her splayed legs and ran the head of his cock up and down her soaked pussy lips. He watched as Kelly's eyes went from her new piercings to what he was doing with his shaft. "Looks nice, huh, girl?"
Kelly nodded and offered an almost whimpering yes response.
As he slowly slipped the head inside her, he asked, "Like that new jewelry, Kelly?"
"Oh, fuck yessss... yes. I love them. And I love your cock in me. Please fuck me."
Mr. Robinson chuckled lightly as he slowly teased her with his cock. He intentionally kept just the head inside her as she was desperately attempting to raise her hips so her pussy could get more. He asked, "Yea, I'm liking the new jewelry too. Makes those nice titties of yours look even better. Don't you think?"
His teasing was driving her mad. She wanted him fully inside her and she wanted to watch it happen and she wanted to see her rings. She just couldn't make it happen. "Yes. I just wish I could see them better while you fuck me."
That was what he was waiting for. "Oh, you want to watch those rings dance while we fuck? I think we have a solution for that."
Mr. Robinson turned to Tyrell who was already in motion. In seconds, he had the big flat screen television on and was projecting his phone to it. The phone that was now capturing Kelly's pleas.
Kelly was oblivious to it all, her focus on getting more of him inside her and getting a better view of her tits, but she couldn't crane her neck enough to see them as she wanted. When Mr. Robinson pulled out and sat on the couch next to her before telling her to climb up on his lap, Kelly happily complied, knowing she would be able finally take him all. She was quickly on him, reverse cowgirl, with her left hand guiding his cock to where it belonged. As the head slid inside her once again, and Kelly's pussy began to welcome him in, Mr. Robinson said, "Take a look at that TV, girl. Tell me if you like what you see."
Kelly was unprepared for what she saw; the sight was overpowering. "That's me... that's me on the TV." Her body quivered at the amazing visual of her naked body with her boss' cock buried inside her.
"Yea, girl. That's you. That's you on the big screen riding my dick."
Kelly was transfixed, unable to tear her eyes away from what she was seeing.
Mr. Robinson ran his hand up her belly to cup one of her tender tits, pausing just below the recently pierced nipple, "And look here, Kelly. What do you think of your new jewelry? How's that looking on there."
Kelly was panting as she replied, "Beautiful. So sexy."
Mr. Robinson let her take in the visual, gently humping his cock into her as she stared at the screen.
She immediately responded by beginning to slowly slide up and down on his shaft. Kelly felt as if she was having an out of body experience as she watched herself fuck on the television. She was so detached, she didn't even realize she was saying her thoughts aloud, "I'm on the television fucking... on the television..." as she began to orgasm.
The three remaining Black men stood smiling and nodding in accomplishment and satisfaction with one another as they took in the sight. After a few minutes, Jake looked at Marcus and Tyrell, then stepped to Kelly and presented her his cock. She didn't hesitate in taking him into her hand and then into her mouth. Her eyes remained fixed on the screen.
What had been a subdued exhibitionist fetish, was now beginning to fully emerge into the light. Mr. Robinson could see this reflected in the look in her eyes on the screen. He began to capitalize upon it. "That's it, little bitch. You looking good on that screen. Watch yourself ride my dick and sucking that nigga's cock."
Kelly was inspired by his words. She pushed forward to take more of Jake's cock into her mouth and throat while keeping her eyes fixed on the screen. Ordinarily, she had her eyes locked on those of her lover, but she couldn't tear her gaze from the television display.
Jake looked down at her and said, "Ready for my nut, little bitch? Ready to taste what you been working for?"
Kelly nodded, her slight whimper of submission barely audible over the combined slurping of her pussy and mouth.
Jake took a handful of her hair and gently pulled her mouth from his cock. That was enough to finally cause Kelly to look away from the TV and up at him with pleading eyes, concerned she might have done something wrong. Jake saw the look of desperation and chuckled, saying, "Don't worry, girl. You didn't do nothing wrong. Now open that mouth and watch me pump my nut in there."
Kelly did as she was told. She opened her mouth and slightly extended her tongue, presenting a warm and wet target for Jake's cock. He laid the head on her taste buds and began to pump his shaft. As he did, Tyrell zoomed the camera to the perfect view so that the head of Jake's cock and Kelly's mouth dominated the screen. Jake held just enough of her hair to keep Kelly from completely closing her lips around his spurting cock so that his orgasm would be visible.
The sight of Jake's cum erupting from his balls into her mouth brought Kelly to her own orgasm. It was a magical sight. She felt like a porn star. It was feeling she enjoyed.
Satisfied that the seed was sufficiently planted, Jake released his grip on Kelly's hair and watched as she lunged forward to take him all the way to the balls as she milked him the rest of the way through his climax. Kelly swallowed his entire load.
When Jake stepped back, Kelly's eyes immediately went back to the television, and she began to watch herself fuck Mr. Robinson with intensity as Tyrell handed the phone off to Jake. The image on the screen jostled about and was momentarily pointed at the floor until Jake positioned it properly. Once he had, and the image of Mr. Robinson buried inside her appeared on the screen, Kelly groaned out an appreciative "Yessssss..."
The closeups of Tyrell and Marcus' loads erupting to her mouth soon followed and the screening concluded with the grand finale of Mr. Robinson's cock filling her pussy. The streaks of his cum coating his Black shaft each time he withdrew before Kelly pressed down to take him inside her once again.
***
Kelly finally checked her phone when it was just her and Tyrell left. The two of them were in bed and Tyrell was drifting off to sleep after Kelly had ridden him to a spectacular orgasm. His seed was still leaking from her ravaged pussy as she lay on her back looking at the screen. Instead of being upset or nervous, she instead giggled as she realized how many times David had texted and how she had missed each one. She thought back to what she was or might have been doing as each ignored text arrived. She realized her relationship and marriage with David were now irreparably altered.
Those thoughts in mind, and with one of her naked Black lovers lying beside her with his cock still glistening with her saliva after she had cleaned him with her mouth, she finally responded to her husband. "Hey, David. Sorry I missed your texts." She paused before adding a shameless lie, "I left my phone in the car. I was wondering why you hadn't texted or called."
David felt both a wave of relief at her reply and wave of anxiety at the same time. Could she have really left her phone that long without noticing? Yet he did not challenge her. He simply replied, "I'm just happy to hear from you. I thought something might have happened."
Kelly giggled as she thought to herself, "Something did happen. But you wouldn't understand." Instead, she sent a much more innocent, but no less anxiety-causing reply, "I'm sorry, honey. I've just had my hands full with students and I've been forgetful."
Her giggling woke Tyrell. "What you doing girl?"
She turned to him and said, "Texting with David. I guess he was trying to reach me." She concluded her statement with a naughty smile.
Tyrell laughed and said, "That whiteboy ain't got a clue, does he?"
Kelly smiled and shook her head no. But then she held up one of her newly pierced tits and said, "But these might be one."
Tyrell laughed again as he replied, "Don't seem like you give a fuck."
She thought a moment and realized Tyrell was right. She really didn't. Her marriage and her outlook on life had changed the moment when Tyrell took her over the summer. David was now relegated to a secondary role. Kelly looked at Tyrell and said, "I think you are right."
Her phone had buzzed with three texts from David as she and Tyrell had this little exchange. The last, which made her giggle anew, simply read, "Kelly? Are you there?" It had only been a few minutes, but her anxious husband was concerned about her disappearing again so even a short period of time gave him angst.
Kelly felt the change in her attitude course through her fingers as she began to type a response. "Yes, I'm here. Relax. I'm busy and can't always have my phone in my hands."
Tyrell noticed the change in her tone and chuckled, "Fucker getting under your skin, huh?"
For reasons she can't explain, his words, capturing her mindset perfectly, aroused her. She looked at him and her eyes conveyed her arousal to Tyrell. Her phone buzzed in her hand with an apology text from David.



She looked at the phone, then at Tyrell with a devilish grin on her face. Then Kelly hit the call button.
David answered nearly immediately, "Kelly? I'm sorry." He had no idea his weak apology was spoken over the speakerphone.
Kelly knew his anxiety from the night he discovered her panties and then the intense teasing that followed. She felt a need to toy with that now. With her hand stroking Tyrell's now hardening Black cock, Kelly spoke into the phone in a sultry voice, "It's ok, David. I know this is a challenge for you. I'm living here, you're living there." She paused a moment to lock eyes with Tyrell, "And the last time you were here you saw the Black men I work with or that I have met since being here." She paused again, that sentiment speaking volumes to her anxiety-ridden husband.
She continued, increasing the sexual tone of her voice, "Are you afraid I'm being a bad girl, honey? Do you think I'm being naughty?"
When she heard David's stumbling reply and the catch in his breathing, she knew she had struck the right note in his mind. "What... what... Kelly? Um, I, um, no. I just am, was, um, nervous. I don't, um, think that."
Kelly giggled as she shifted in the bed, her mouth now hovering over Tyrell's surging shaft. Her tongue flickered out to tease the head before she spoke, "Are you sure, honey? That took a long time to get out."
David was struggling to reply. His white penis was now hardening as he heard her sexual tone.
Kelly didn't let him answer before she continued, "Do you think I'm cheating on you, honey? Do you think I've been with one of the Black men that were at the house that night?"
"What?!" David breathlessly screeched out. Her tone was driving him wild. That, coupled with his sleepless nights and the shifting emotions he had been experiencing, had him like putty in her hands. "I don't... I don't think that, Kelly. I'm just confused."
Kelly's lips had closed around the head of Tyrell's swollen cock as her husband struggled to speak. She pulled back, careful to not let out a slurping sound, and then she said, "Aww... What are you confused about? I'm just lying here in bed talking to you."
Tyrell was quietly chuckling as he listened to Kelly's manipulation of her husband. He guided her mouth back to his cock when she finished speaking and David's rambling reply began.
"I'm sorry, Kelly. I know you wouldn't cheat on me. I'm just being, I don't know... I'm just missing you."
Kelly almost felt a pang of guilt hearing his words. Almost. But this phone call was more entertainment than anything else. And she had Tyrell's cock in her mouth.
David continued, "You haven't mentioned your father in a while. How is he?"
Kelly froze for a moment. She had completely forgot about her father. It was his situation that set this course of action in motion and her justification for moving, and she hadn't visited him in a couple months.
That question ended the fun of the conversation. Kelly answered with what she hoped was correct, "He's doing fine. No changes." She didn't want to continue this talk, so she quickly added, "Listen, I need to go to sleep. Have a good night, David."
David cursed himself for bringing up her father and causing the abrupt end to the call. "Ok, you have a good night too. Love you."
"Love you too." Kelly tapped the end call button then looked up at Tyrell, "Have another load for me, lover? I could use a bedtime snack."
Tyrell gave a laughing, "Fuck yea, girl. Go for it."
Kelly smiled at him and then began giving a voracious blowjob. She was rewarded a few minutes later with a healthy load of African American seed in her mouth. She happily swallowed it all.
As Kelly sidled up with Tyrell, she giggled, "My poor hubby."
***
The following day, Kelly accompanied Mr. Robinson on a trip to Marcus' club. Mr. Robinson once again pointed her in the direction of the tables where Warren and Rayford were seated and said to her, "Go say hi to your fans. See if they like the new jewelry. I'll be out in a few."
Kelly giggled at the description of them as her "fans", then winked at her boss and went about doing as she was told. Warren and Rayford had seen Kelly walk in and happily watched her head in their direction. Kelly could see them speaking quietly to each other but was too far away to hear anything. However, she knew she was the topic.
Sauntering over to them, it was obvious they noticed her new rings bulging through her top. She smiled and looked down, making it clear she knew where they were looking. Turning her gaze back to each of them in turn, Kelly said, "I see you notice my new jewelry. What do you think?"
Both men chuckled before Rayford replied, "Gift from your husband?"
Kelly giggled and bit her lip and responded, "No, baby. In fact, he doesn't even know. Do you think he'll like them?" She was deliberately baiting them.
Warren took the bait and baited her back, "What if he don't? Going to get rid of them?"
Kelly giggled and shook her head, "Fuck no. These are a gift from my boss." which drew laughter from both men and a naughty smile from Kelly.
Warren said, "Course, can't really see them through that blouse now, can we?"
Kelly bit her lip again, playing the bashful part to a tee, as she glanced over her shoulder as if looking to see if anyone else was watching. In fact, her impromptu table dance the day before and watching herself fuck on the television last night had awoken the exhibitionist within her.
She turned back to both men and said in a sexy whisper, "I guess my blouse does hide them, doesn't it?" With that, her fingers moved to begin undoing the top buttons.
Rayford and Warren both glanced at one another then fixed their eyes on her nimble white fingers working the buttons on the blouse, now biting their own lips in anticipation.
Kelly slowly pulled the blouse open and watched the two older Black men leer at her now exposed tits. "What do you think? Like them? They are still sensitive to the touch, but you can each gently touch them if you'd like. I'd like that."
They needed no further invitation; Rayford went for the right and Warren the left. Kelly's knees wobbled as she felt their thumbs circle the recently pierced nipples. She delighted in the sensation and the lust in the eyes of Rayford and Warren.
A moment later, she felt hands on her hips and looked back over her shoulder to see Mr. Robinson standing there. She sagged back into his chest as a mild orgasm washed over her body.
Her boss held her steady and let it pass before saying, "Show's over for now, niggas. My girl and I have to take a stroll. Patience, niggas. Patience." With that, he reached around Kelly and buttoned her blouse from behind and then led her down the mysterious hallway he typically disappeared into. She had no idea what to expect, but soon found the area appeared to be under some level of construction. She didn't ask any questions though; it wasn't her place. And her mind was still trying to focus from the pleasure she had just experience with Rayford and Warren.
Crossing through an unfinished doorway blocked by a plastic tarp, Kelly followed her boss up a few short steps and then stepped out into a dimly lit room where they appeared to be on a platform of some sort. She could see the lights of what looked like a sound system a few feet from Mr. Robinson who was moving towards it.
Her boss pressed a few buttons and she could hear speakers around her come to life as power reached them. A ring of soft lights surrounding the platform from above and below lit up and Kelly was fully illuminated in a warm glow. The lights were soft, but bright enough that Mr. Robinson was now essentially a person who she couldn't readily identify. She could vaguely see him move again and music began to now come from the speakers. She had the sense the speakers could produce far more sound than being emitted, but were essentially set for a more intimate tone for Kelly and her boss.
As all of these factors came together in her mind, Kelly realized this little platform was actually intended to be a stage. A stage for performing.
She saw Mr. Robinson approach closer, his features now partially displayed in the light, as he said, "Dance for me, girl. Show me what you couldn't finish on that table the other day."
It took only a second for Kelly to respond. She enjoyed stripping for him in the apartment. And she had enjoyed that impromptu performance which he had just mentioned. Now these worlds were merging together in a proper setting. Kelly instinctively began moving to the music.
Her boss took a step back into the shadows so only the reflection of his eyes or the buttons on his suit coat would catch the light from Kelly's stage. Kelly worked the buttons of her blouse as she had in the bar a few minutes earlier, except this time, she was a bit more deliberate. More seductive. More teasing. All things she considered necessary to strip for pleasure.
It wasn't long before her top was off. Her eyes caught sight of a chair on the stage and tossed the blouse to it. Her skirt soon followed. Kelly was now fully naked on the stage. She exulted in the sensation it provided. Her hands roamed freely up her tight belly to cup and gently squeeze the underswells of her tits. Then they made their way back down towards her shaved pussy, coming tantalizingly close to fingering herself.
She heard Mr. Robinson's groan of pleasure as he watched her perform. Bizarrely, it didn't seem to come from where he was standing but she attributed that to her sexually saturated mind and the music coming from the speakers.
Kelly began to get fully into character. She moved towards the edge of the stage and whispered out to her boss, "Going to tip me, lover? Going to tip me while I dance for you?" She regretted not having a garter on to complete her ensemble, but she had no idea this was going to occur.
She heard another groan of pleasure and smiled, happy that she was hitting the right notes in her rookie performance. Kelly then turned her back to her boss and began to shimmy her ass for him, bending at the waist slightly and spreading her legs wider as if inviting him to fuck her from behind. As she did, she couldn't help but drag a finger across her swollen and throbbing clit. Her own groan of pleasure joined that coming from the dark floor before the stage.
When Kelly turned back around, she swore there were now two or three others standing beside or near Mr. Robinson, but the lighting situation made it possible for her to know for sure. It startled but excited her at the same time. She had a flashback to watching herself on TV the day before and she enjoyed the thought of others watching.
Kelly continued to dance, but studied the area by her boss trying to determine if she was just imagining things. When she finally put her hand up to shield her eyes from the lights surrounding the stage, she realized she was not imagining anything. She still couldn't make out who they were, but Rayford, Warren, and Marcus had joined her boss to watch her perform. The sight nearly made her knees buckle.
The four Black men appeared to have a brief discussion, then Kelly saw three silhouettes moving towards the stage. Her heart was pounding, and she wondered if it was making a visible impression of its pulsation in her naked chest. Neither the approaching men nor her pounding heart discouraged her from continuing her display.
She felt vibrant, alive, and intensely aroused as she felt their eyes upon her. And when Rayford, Warren, and Marcus stepped close enough so she could identify them, those sensations only increased. Kelly smiled at the men, two of whom she was teasing just a few minutes earlier, and one of whom she had fucked numerous times. She gently shimmied her tits as she cooed, "Like what you see, lovers? Am I putting on a good show for you?" Kelly was intoxicated with the power she was feeling.
Marcus stepped to the edge of the stage and reached a hand out, rubbing it down her right calf. "Lean down here, girl. Let me touch those titties."
Kelly did as he requested, swooning as Marcus' rough hands touched her sensitive tits and still sore nipples. Her smile let everyone know how she was feeling.
Marcus continued, "Yea, girl, you looking right in place up there dancing. I'm having this addition built onto my club. You gonna be on my stage when it's done, girl?"
Kelly looked at each of the men and focused her attention on them. Her nipples, sporting her new rings which occasionally gave a dazzling display when they caught the light, were impossibly hard. She wanted each one of these men to touch them. To tug her rings. To feel their lips on them.
She gazed at the men. The look in their eyes conveyed lust. Desire. Passion. It emboldened her. This was a new feeling she had never felt before. And it was a feeling she didn't want to do without. Kelly moved back to Marcus and said, "I'd love to dance on your stage, baby. If," and she motioned towards her boss still standing in the back, "Mr. Robinson says it's ok."
Marcus already knew the answer for that. He had already had this conversation with Mr. Robinson this summer when the shop next door closed and he took over renting the space and the renovation work began. Mr. Robinson used that time to bring Kelly into the lifestyle. His patience was now being realized.
Mr. Robinson recognized the moment. He stepped forward with Kelly now tracking his approach. Her already pounding heart seemed to pick up the pace as she watched him come closer. He walked past her and climbed the few short steps to the side to join her on the stage. He remained at the back edge, mostly still concealed in the darkness.
Kelly stopped her dance and looked at her boss, trembling with excitement. She saw the smile on his face. The look of satisfaction and accomplishment. Pride. She watched as he reached into the pocket of his pants and pulled something out, before extending it her way. It was a garter.
Kelly smiled and moved closer to reach out and take it from him. She kept her eyes on him as she slowly slid it up her right leg. Feeling it snug itself against her thigh, Kelly felt a rush of adrenalin. It was as if this simple act completed her transition to a stripper. Those thoughts in mind, Kelly pivoted towards the Black men watching by the side of the stage.
She glided to them, gracefully and sexually. The garter on her leg almost had a presence unto itself she was so acutely aware of it. Reaching the edge of the stage, Kelly extended her right leg, subtly thrusting the garter towards the men.
They didn't hesitate. Each pulled a bill of varying denominations and tucked it between the garter and Kelly's naked thigh. Mrs. Kelly Harkins now officially stripped on stage for money.
She turned her attention back to her boss who was still in the shadow watching. Kelly watched as his hands moved to his belt and begin to open his slacks. Kelly felt her mouth immediately begin to fill with drool. Glancing back at her boss' eyes, Kelly saw him slowly nod and she knew what was expected. She went to him like a moth to a flame.
With no thought of the spectators still watching, Kelly went to her knees before her boss and gently grabbed his cock in her hands. She held it as it if were a precious gem, then she lowered her wet lips to it and gave the swelling head a kiss. Kelly looked up at her boss to see the pleasured smile on his face and extended her tongue to run a long, wet lick from his balls to the crown of his cock. As she did, she noticed motion out of the corner of her eye.
The men who had been watching her dance, had now moved closer to watch this new show. This much more intimate show. Completely lost on Kelly was the fact that Mr. Robinson remained largely hidden in the shadows, with the exception of his cock jutting into the light in which Kelly was illuminated. The earlier feelings raging through her veins when she noticed the men watching her intensified anew as the men watched her give a tongue bath to the Black shaft before her. She turned to face the men with Mr. Robinson's cock still in her hand. Her tongue was dancing out, licking the tip of the swollen crown as she smiled at them.
Kelly winked at the men watching, then looked up at her boss and said, "Hold on tight, lover." And then she took him into her throat.
The collective groan of the men communicated their appreciation.
Kelly began to give her boss an intense blowjob, taking him to the root and back repeatedly. She was pleasuring him, herself, and her audience. They watched with rapt, jealous attention. The beauty of Mr. Robinson being hidden and only his Black cock truly visible, enabled the men to envision their own cocks enjoying the pleasures that Kelly's lips, tongue, and throat were providing.
She switched her gaze back and forth from Mr. Robinson to the assembled Black men, keeping them all under her spell. When she felt the telltale signs of her boss' pending climax, she focused her full attention back to him, her eyes locked on his. She nursed the head until his release was imminent, and then she buried him in her throat.
His cock erupted. His balls releasing their load directly into her belly as her mouth and throat worked for more. Kelly had a hand on each of his ass cheeks and her nose buried his pubic hair, locking him in place as he ejaculated his full load into her.
The groans of pleasure and jealousy of the watching men soon fought their way into Kelly's hearing. So focused on pleasuring the cock in her throat that she seemed to lose all contact with her other senses.
Swallowing him completely, she pulled back to squeeze the last drips of seed from his shaft on to her tongue and then licked him clean. She smiled at her audience, toying with the obvious lustful desires.
Kelly wasn't sure what was to happen next, but Marcus spoke up, "Sorry niggas, matinee's over. The boys working on this room gonna be back from lunch soon. I know they'd appreciate some of this show, but I can't have them fucking up their work cause they distracted."
A frustrated Rayford expressed himself and Warren when he said, "What the fuck, bro? My dick hard as a fucking rock now."
Marcus gave a quick look to Mr. Robinson who subtly nodded before he spoke to the two other men, "I know what you feeling bro. I got the same situation. But I'm thinking our girl's gonna be back on this stage soon enough. And maybe her boss will be a bit more sharing next time." He then turned back to Mr. Robinson and said, "Am I right?"
Mr. Robinson chuckled and said, "Damn right.'
None of them bothered to ask Kelly's opinion, and she was just fine with that.
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Stacy Madden was excited for her upcoming company training. She'd only been an employee at the company for a few months and was already selected for the two-week seminar. She had worked hard since being hired and tried to distinguish herself once the training discussion began. So, she had no concerns that she was selected based on merit.
But she also knew that Darrell almost certainly played a role also.
Darrell was a classmate of hers in college and she felt he had the hots for her. In the classes they shared, she always felt he was checking her out and, quite honestly, it made her feel good. However, she was happily married for six months to Tim, her college sweetheart, and had no reason to do anything but appreciate Darrell's routine looks. Plus, Darrell was Black. Stacy never really considered being with a Black man.
Darrell was a nephew of one of the higher-ups in the company and would also be attending the training with Stacy. Once he found out she would be joining him, Darrell was obviously excited, but it didn't come across in any time of sexual manner, primarily because Darrell kept talking about being able to see his uncle and how he wanted to introduce them. Darrell's uncle, Draymond, or Uncle Dray ran operations at the training location.
Tim knew Darrell from seeing him around campus when he was with Stacy, and he always felt a little uncomfortable since he saw the looks. So, he wasn't quite as excited that Darrell would be with her over the course of the training. Along with that, he knew Stacy had an outgoing personality and liked to have fun, and all that combined to make him a little queasy about her trip. But he couldn't deny it was a great opportunity for her and he had to let it go.
So, on Sunday, March 1st, 2020, Stacy was boarding a plane with Darrell and headed to the company training. She and Darrell were not seated near one another and didn't see each other until they landed. They met up at the baggage carousel.
As Stacy was approaching, she saw Darrell waiting for his bags while engaged with a friendly conversation with another young Black man. Both sets of eyes turned to watch as she walked up. She felt the flush of redness at their looks but smiled and greeted them both. Darrell introduced her to James who was also attending the training. James and Darrell clearly knew each other but he worked at a different location, so she had never met him.
All three of them were staying at the same hotel and each had a separate rental car which were soon following one another to the building. As they were checking in, both Darrell and James suggested going to get some food after they dropped off their bags and Stacy reluctantly agreed. She was hungry but felt a little awkward going out with the two men just because she wasn't sure how it would sit with Tim.
Both Darrell and James seemed to sense her reluctance and Darrell said, "Come on, Stacy. It's just some dinner. No harm in that between co-workers. Plus, you got to get to know my boy here.", giving James a subtle jab to the ribs.
Stacy smiled and knew she was being silly. They agreed to meet downstairs in about an hour to head out for food.
In her room, she called Tim to let him know she arrived safely and then they just made small talk before she hung up and then got herself cleaned up. On the elevator ride downstairs, she couldn't help but feel a bit of excitement at going out to dinner with two other men. She couldn't recall a time she was out with a man other that Tim since they had started dating, other than maybe her father.
Both Darrell and James were waiting on her and again she felt their eyes as she stepped off the elevator. Regardless of today's politically correct culture, it felt good to see the looks they gave her.
Darrell drove and picked Plaza Azteca since they knew there should be plenty of TVs on the wall to watch sports. Once inside, Stacy excused herself to go to the bathroom and came back to find that they had ordered a margarita for her and beers for themselves. The drinks arrived a moment after she sat down.
Stacy was a bit concerned as margaritas were a weakness of hers. Still, not wanting to be awkward, she accepted the kind gesture and the three of them had dinner.
It really was an insignificant event, but she did feel rather scandalous sitting there with two men other than her husband. Actually, a bit more than that as these were Black men. It seemed they were actually drawing a bit of attention, though that was probably all in her mind.
As dinner went by, Stacy was feeling good and enjoying the banter between Darrell and James, and also the break from the routine with Tim. The familiarity the two men shared served to quickly break the ice between everyone at the table and Stacy had a brief recollection of being back in college and just having fun.
The conversation turned a little more suggestive and James ultimately brought up how Stacy kept herself in such great shape. Stacy turned red, but admitted to being a fan of running and cycling and how she felt it important to keep oneself fit. At 5'4" and 120lbs, she was doing quite a good job of it.
She couldn't help but feel the sexual tension building at the table and excused herself to go to the bathroom again. Inside, she looked in the mirror and scolded herself for letting herself feel that way. She had no intention of things going further and decided that dinner that night would be a one-time thing and that she wouldn't participate in other events outside of the training seminar.
Returning to the table, the men were clearly ogling her, and she sat down with an appreciative smile, but said nothing to either encourage or discourage them. A short while later, she suggested they leave and though the men gave her playful grief, they agreed, and Stacy was soon back in her hotel room. She felt a burning desire to pleasure herself and shortly after entering the room, Stacy was fingering herself to orgasm.
The next morning, Stacy went for a run on the hotel treadmill then got herself ready and headed off to the training. Both Darrell and James were there to greet her and the jovial banter from the night before began again when each was putting on their name tags. The men were actually quite fun.
Training went on as training often does and some parts were flat out boring. On breaks, she found herself gravitating once again towards Darrell and James. It was actually an interesting social experiment as she noticed she was the only woman engaging in conversation with men; women tended to congregate around women, and men around men. Yet, here she was joking with two Black men. That thought kept popping up in her mind during future lulls in training.
That evening, and the next two evenings, she begged off going to dinner with them as she didn't want to give the wrong impression. Since she hadn't got herself 'in' with the other women there from the start, she found it difficult to get in now and thus ended up having dinner by herself and then calling Tim once she returned to her room. She was a few hours behind him, so it worked out well as he was generally getting in bed when she called.
On Thursday, the men worked on Stacy to get her to join them, and she again opted out, but by Friday they had worn her resolve down. She decided to join them and she had a blast. They went to dinner and then hit a club next door. She had a little more to drink then she was used to but had a great time dancing, something Tim does not like to do. As everyone's inhibitions loosened up with the alcohol, Stacy's bubbly and fun personality began to fully reveal itself. The men were clearly taken by her.
Before the night went too long, she excused herself and called Tim from a quiet spot outside. She didn't tell him what she was doing as she knew he was a little uncomfortable with Darrell and didn't want to cause an issue. When she went back inside, both asked her where she was and she casually said, "I was just calling Tim to say goodnight."
For whatever reason, this prompted a little laughter and fun being poked at Tim by both men about her being out and him tucking himself in. Those scandalous feelings from a few nights ago and together with the alcohol she had tonight, served to have Stacy joining them in guilty laughter.
Stacy was quite buzzed when the Uber driver dropped the three of them off at the hotel. The male driver gave her a look which she interpreted as he thought she was going back to their room to fuck them, and it only served to excite her a bit. She opted to not join them at the hotel bar and heard one of them make an offhand comment about Tim as she was getting on the elevator.
Stacy fingered herself to orgasm before calling it a night.
Saturday, Stacy intended to keep a low profile and was going to run the treadmill and then either hang out in her room or just go do some local area sightseeing. She made it as far as the treadmill. As she was wrapping up her run, Darrell walked in to use some of the weights offered in the hotel gym. The man really has a nice body and now Stacy was doing some of her own ogling. She tried to be discrete, but none of it slipped past Darrell.
He quickly struck up a conversation with her about whether she was hungover and just about night before in general. Stacy ended up sticking around for a bit and before you know it, she agreed to go out with the two of them again that night. She mildly scolded herself on the elevator back to her room but at the same time couldn't deny that it was fun to be out with them.
Saturday night was a repeat of Friday night and Darrell made a joking comment about whether Stacy had any such drunken weekends since college. She gave the honest answer that Tim wasn't such a fan of drinking and that evolved into Darrell and James making some slightly condescending comments towards Tim. Stacy was having fun and a bit tipsy, so she only giggled a bit at their comments.
When she went to excuse herself to call Tim, he again became the butt of some jokes as she walked away and again when she returned. The partying night went on with increasingly flirtatious behavior and then they called for a ride.
She repeated her routine from the night before and fingered herself to another orgasm in her hotel room after being dropped by the Uber driver.
Sunday, Stacy was adamant to herself about not running into either Darrell or James. She went out for breakfast and avoided the hotel gym just to be safe. However, at lunchtime, she needed to get out of her room and decided to take a run at a local park. She didn't even get out of the hotel before running into Darrell.
He was quite happy to see her and said, "Hey Stacy! Glad to see you. I'm about to take a visit to my uncle's place. He's a big dog in the company. Care to join and meet him?"
Professionally speaking, how could she refuse?
She agreed and asked Darrell to give her a few minutes to change and before long they were in his car heading to his uncle's place. It was just her and Darrell and the two of them made light small talk about the weekend, as Stacy attempted to make the point of how she doesn't usually party like that. Darrell kind of laughed that off and she couldn't help but join him since it was pretty clear she had a great time.
Stacy was a little hesitant about James not being there. Not that she was necessarily seeking his company, but she was a somewhat reluctant about showing up looking as she and Darrell were dating.
Soon enough, they were pulling up to a gorgeous house and Stacy was quite impressed. Darrell explained how he hadn't been there in a really long time and couldn't wait to get inside.
As they parked, standing on the large steps leading to the expansive front porch, was a Black man about ten years older than her and Darrell. Stacy assumed it was a son of Darrell's uncle, making him a cousin. However, upon introductions, she was stunned to find it was the uncle!
"Uncle Dray! Great to see you again!", as the two men shook hands and embraced.
Stacy watched with a smile on her face and then noticed that Darrell's uncle had his eyes on her the whole time. She felt her face turn red and shyly glanced at her feet before looking back up at him. She had to admit, the lustful and desirous looks she had been receiving from Darrell, James, and now Darrell's uncle was starting to have an effect on her. It made her feel sexy and desired. Feelings that had started to push her professional goals into the backseat just a bit.
Darrell then turned to her and introduced her to his uncle who reached out and took her hand in his. Warmth and power exuded from that simple touch. And he made no secret of looking her up and down. Sexual harassment was obviously not a concern of his and, Stacy giggled to herself, she really didn't mind those eyes taking her in anyway.
Greetings complete, the three of them made their way into Dray's gorgeous home. He gave them the obligatory walkthrough, refamiliarizing Darrell to the place and giving a bit of a more explanatory talk to Stacy.
Something about this man was striking a chord with her, but she didn't know what. He had an easygoing manner coupled with his raw confidence. Clearly, he was stunningly attractive, and he felt something similar towards her based on his glances her way. Obviously, his money didn't hurt, but that had never been a factor for her. Whatever it was, it was stirring her insides in a way she hadn't felt in a long while.
The three of them eventually settled down to reacquaint or get to know one another and Dray got everyone some drinks. Like Darrell getting her a margarita without asking on the first night out, Dray didn't ask what she wanted either. He just came back in with a beer for each of them. It was another notch in Dray's belt for her.
A couple hours and a couple beers later, Stacy was feeling good. She had loosened up further and felt as if she was now just hanging out with friends as opposed to professional associates. She couldn't deny the desire that she hoped Dray would attempt to make a move on her, even if she would have to reject it based on her marriage to Tim. She felt as if he were toying with her, and it was driving her crazy. It only served to increase her flirtatious behavior.
They three of them ordered pizza and Dray was now being unmistakable in his teasing with her. He was always within arm's length, and she was having a hard time resisting touching him. As the laughter and fun ensued, she made her playful swats of his arm last just a little longer than normal.
All too soon the night came to an end and it was time to say goodbye. She watched as Darrell and his uncle did their man handshake and then embraced and was licking her lips in anticipation and hope that Dray would pull her into his arms also. She was not disappointed.
Dray stepped up to her and extended his arms. Stacy felt as if she melted into him. After a nice hug, he pulled back slightly and said, "I'm hoping you'll come by again before the seminar is over."
Stacy was breathlessly nodding, her mouth too dry to speak.
It was somewhat of an awkward drive back to the hotel with Darrell for Stacy. He clearly had noticed the connection between Stacy and Dray. It was impossible to hide. For him, it was a welcome turn of events at the potential of getting somewhere with Stacy. For her, she didn't want to off the "wrong impression."
A short while later, safely tucked away in her hotel bed, Stacy's fingers again took her to orgasm, the thoughts of Dray, and a bit of Darrell, on her mind.
The following day at the seminar she met up again with Darrell and James as Darrell was recounting the fun from the day before. James was a little envious which made Stacy feel good and only added a little further to the sentiments that had been brewing since the trip began.
However, shortly after lunchtime everything began to change. The stories of the virus began to really pick up steam. There was debate about cancelling the seminar and that just kind of dominated events. Things moved at such speed from that point, that the decision to cancel the seminar was made the following morning. Stacy tried in vain to make travel arrangements home, but with all of the chaos in additional travelers and fewer flights made that a futile effort.
Compounding things, being trapped in the hotel with all of these strangers was no longer an appealing option. She met with Darrell and James in the morning and Darrell suggested they go stay at his uncle's place. He had the room. It would limit contact with others, and they could have a good time until they could travel. It was a good suggestion, but the butterflies immediately came to life in Stacy's belly.
She texted her husband and let him know about the seminar and about the travel, but she omitted the part about Dray's place. She had to figure out a good way to present that.
Early that afternoon, Darrell confirmed things with Dray and he, James and Stacy checked out of their rooms, and she and James returned their rental cars. Stacy was a ball of nerves on the ride over. She found Dray tremendously attractive and fun, and those same sentiments were growing for Darrell and James. All of these feelings further enflamed by her nightly masturbation sessions. And she knew they would party while at Dray's place which meant things would only grow. But, there really was no other option.
She was so lost in thought that she didn't even realize they had arrived until Darrell shut off the car. Her first sight upon stepping out of the car. Dray. Casually dressed in clothing perfect to compliment his body and to go with the warm afternoon. Stacy's breath caught as she saw him.
It was Stacy who Dray greeted first. He grabbed her bags with no effort and hauled them into the house, showing her to the room she would occupy.
After putting her bags inside, he seemed to linger in the doorway making casual conversation.
His attractiveness and flirtatious nature were all welcome stress relievers compared to what was being discussed on the news. Stacy didn't want him to leave any more than he did. The two of them shared some subtle laughs before he ultimately excused himself so she could unpack.
The moment Dray left, Stacy's first inclination was to close the door, strip off her pants, and finger herself to orgasm. She resisted the urge and decided instead to use the unpacking process to let her feelings settle down. It worked to a degree.
When she finally ventured out of the room, an hour or so later, Stacy had on a simple pair of shorts and an unintentionally sexy sleeveless white top. Her selection of clothing complimented her fit athletic form perfectly. Dray, Darrell, and James were in the living room talking until she stepped into the room. Then they fell in silence looking at her.
Try as she might, she could not help the flush of embarrassment from washing over her face at their reactions. She attempted to mask it with a smile but that only accented her beauty further.
Dray did not waste time. He was seated on a love seat facing Stacy as she walked in. He slid over a bit and patted the seat next to him. There was another equally comfortable chair without anyone on it in that same room, but Stacy couldn't seem to help herself. She knew she shouldn't do it. She knew keeping some distance between her and Dray would have been more appropriate. She knew the other chair was the proper choice. Instead, she made what her mind convinced her was the right choice. She briefly met Dray's eyes, then dipped her head slightly, and with a sly grin, she bit her lip as she made her way to his side.



It was as if the wheels of an invisible system were set in motion with that simple act.
After some drinks and playful banter amongst the four of them, Dray picked up his cellphone and asked who wanted Italian for dinner. He placed the order and the fun evening continued.
Maybe it was the alcohol, maybe the jovial nature of things, maybe it was some other unknown factor joining in to form this erotic combination, but Stacy could not shake the arousal that was building up within her. The amazing thing was those feelings were not confined to just Dray. She was feeling differently about Darrell and James now too. She recalled Darrell from college and from when they first started working together and how he always seemed to be checking her out. He was doing the same now. However, during those earlier times, while flattering, it wasn't as arousing as her current sensations. She could not help but glance at him from time to time to let him know she knew he was looking and that she didn't mind.
It was the same thing with James. She only met him at the seminar. But she soon found herself responding to his glances in a similar manner to that which she was doing with Dray and Darrell.
Stacy was internally wrestling with these sensations and what was causing them. Clearly, all three men were attractive and sexy. And all three had that animal magnetism she found so sexy in alpha males. But was there more? She hadn't been the lone woman among three men for any reason probably since grade school. Could that be a factor? What about being able to just relax and party a bit without having to worry about her husband Tim getting uncomfortable with her increasing flirtatiousness as the alcohol let her guard down? That was certainly a player in this. But as she scanned the three Black studs before her, the real factor began to raise its head in her mind; the taboo nature of interracial sex.
She had never sought it nor was it a major fantasy of hers. At least that she was aware of. But she could not deny that at this very moment, she had never been more aroused in her life. Drinks and laughter can only account for so much of that. So wrapped up in her own world was she, that she didn't even realize she was nearly panting as these thoughts percolated in her mind.
The sound of ice filling another glass brought her back to reality and with that, she excused herself to go to the bathroom. She needed to get her head back on straight and get some professional focus back, "These are co-workers", she internally berated herself. That personal scolding lasted until the bathroom door was closed. The reflection in the mirror made it clear the men were seeing the same arousal she was futilely attempting to downplay inside.
Her eyes conveyed a seductive gaze. Her nipples were prominent even with a bra on. Her skin was flush with a healthy pink hue, clearly indicating a robust blood flow to the skin. Stacy stared at herself for a few moments, almost in admiration while telling herself that it was all just the drinks talking. She almost believed that until she lowered her pants to sit on the toilet.
Her panties were soaked. Doused by the continuing drool from her aroused pussy. She could wait no longer. Stacy dragged a finger slowly across her wet clit and welcomed the orgasm it brought on. It was a powerful one. Among her most intense. Along with the others she'd experienced since being on this trip. She came down from her climax and, after using the toilet, stood to look at herself one more time in the mirror. She whispered aloud, "Watch yourself, girl. This could get out of hand." Those words spoken, she washed her hands and made her way back to the living room.
The heads of all three men turned to watch her come back in. The shy grin appeared back on her face, ironically coupled with a confident stride.
Stacy was feeling good.
She was headed for a seat next to Dray again when Darrell patted the seat next to him and said, "How about you sit next to me for a bit, Stacy? I'm getting kind of jealous over here."
Stacy looked at Dray who grinned with a shrug of his shoulders. Stacy smiled at both of them and turned towards where Darrell was seated. She had taken a couple steps and was thus kind of committed to sitting with him when she realized he hadn't moved over like Dray had. Their space was a little closer. She paused only a moment though, unwilling to say anything about it.
When she sat down, Darrell had to raise his right arm to give her enough space. And since he couldn't hold it up forever, he ended up draping it over the back of the chair behind her. That simple, and one could consider it innocent, act, again altered the dynamics within the room.
Stacy had directly contributed to these changes by following Dray's lead from the outset, and now, after just fingering to orgasm in the bathroom, sitting so closely with Darrell, a man who has been giving her lustful looks since college. Obviously, it was only a matter of time before Darrell's arm slid off the back of the couch and onto Stacy's shoulder. Initially, she kind of shrugged to have him remove it and then gave him a bit of a look, but soon enough it was back. This time, there was no shrug, and the look was quite different from the initial one of warning.
To try and settle her arousal and focus away from her growing thoughts about the men, Stacy suggested playing a game and asked if Dray had any. He admitted he had very few to consider but Darrell mentioned Cards Against Humanity which he had given as a Christmas present the year before. Stacy tried to defer knowing the often crude content of the game, but, as they all reminded her, the game was her idea.
The game went a couple rounds with its crude questions and answers when it was Stacy's turn and her question was, "How am I maintaining my relationship status?"
The answers were played perfectly by the men, leaving Stacy with only suggestive and more suggestive choices: "Watch porn", "Masturbation", and "Road head".
Stacy was in a slightly drunken giggle about reading the question she drew, but that evolved into a more sustained and embarrassed giggle when the answers were revealed. The men joined in, and it took a few minutes to get everyone back under control.
Stacy playfully begged for mercy in having to answer but there was not a sympathetic ear to be had.
She paused, not knowing exactly to proceed, when Dray said, "Read the question and answers aloud, Stacy. Don't be shy."
Stacy looked at him with a grin and read the question to them, then stalled for more time by touching each answer card in turn. She got to the "Road head" card and moved it to the side saying, "This one's out."
The men laughed and Darrell said, "What's wrong, girl? Too dangerous?"
Stacy laughed and answered before she thought better, "It's not me. It's Tim, he thinks...oh my gosh..." and her face turned scarlet, as the men laughed. Stacy couldn't help but giggle herself.
This time James chimed in, momentarily controlling his laughter, "Oh shit! He thinks what? He thinks it's dangerous?"
Stacy was still giggling when she looked to Dray for some reprieve. He gave her none and instead asked his own laughing question, "Come on, girl. You got to give up the goods on this. What's his issue? He suffering from whiteboy disease?"
She looked at each of the men, her arousal returning in force, as she replied, "No. I mean, he's ok. Oh my gosh, I can't believe this... I can't even think straight, and you have me answering this..." She paused to laugh and take another sip of her beer.
"I really shouldn't be talking about him without him here to defend himself."
More silence. The men knew they had her. It was just a matter of letting her say it.
Stacy sat there a moment and then relented, "Ok, fine. He doesn't, he doesn't like, oh my gosh, he doesn't think oral sex is right. There, ok?" She paused to glance at each of them and then said, "So this card is out." Attempting futilely to get back to the game, even if there was still more embarrassment to endure with it.
Darrell jumped in, "Wait a minute. I hear you right? He don't like getting his dick sucked?"
Dray slugged him in the arm and said, "Come on, boy. Have some decency." But even with that statement he made no act to redirect the conversation. Instead, he just looked at her with an almost unspoken command to continue.
Stacy took a deep breath at both the look and the sensations whirling in her mind and body. There was something cathartic about this. Something of a release. She felt almost compelled to continue even without the looks they were giving her, but she didn't understand why. This, combined with the alcohol, prevented any further resistance.
It was only a few seconds but seemed an eternity before she heard her own voice speaking, "You heard me right. He doesn't think it's right. His upbringing, I guess." She paused, and only furthered things along with her effort to try and break the tension she was feeling, "It's certainly not my doing."
She once again turned scarlet and dropped her head in her hands as she laughed at what she just said, adding, "I can't believe this...I need to just shut up."
All three men offered their opinions over top of one another that she should do just the opposite.
Stacy stood on slightly wobbly legs and excused herself to go to the bathroom. She felt the eyes of the men on her as she moved. Inside, the door safely closed and locked, Stacy quickly slipped her hands inside her panties and brought herself to another climax. She stared at herself in the mirror as she did. Images of the three men standing naked around her, danced through her mind. Even in her slightly drunken haze, she debated how she was going to endure the rest of the trip without getting fucked. She then flushed the toilet, touched herself up, and headed back to the living room. To the men.
Like last time, conversation stopped as she stepped through the threshold. The abrupt nature of them stopping made it clear she was the subject of whatever they were saying. She knew it, but something about their looks fanned her flames a bit. She smiled at the men and said, "I think I'm done embarrassing myself with that game tonight." She paused just a moment and picked up a card before saying with a smile, "But...who played masturbation?"
James threw his hands in the air in victory as Stacy giggled and shook her head and tossed the card at him.
When the game was cleaned up, Stacy said to the men, "I need to go to bed. I can embarrass myself again some other time. Plus, I need to call Tim before he goes to bed."
They each said their goodnights and then just before Stacy rounded the corner towards her room, Darrell called out, "Hey Stacy?"
She turned and looked him with raised eyebrows as if asking what he wanted.
Darrell extended his arms to the other two men seated with him and, with a barely concealed smile on his face, said, "Tell 'Roadhead' we said goodnight too."
The three of them then burst into laughter and Stacy just smiled and shook her head, "Goodnight, guys."
Stacy went through her nightly routine with the slight awkwardness that comes with being in a different bathroom. Soon enough she was under the covers, cellphone in hand about to call Tim. She found him in her contacts but stopped herself from calling when she thought of Darrell's 'Roadhead' comment.
It really was funny even if it was at her husband's expense. She settled down and hoped he wouldn't pick up on the slightly drunk time in her voice. If he did, she told herself to just blame it on being tired.
The two of them shared a brief call to talk about the pandemic and the ongoing restrictions, and she told him she still had no idea on her ability to travel. She conveniently omitted any mention of her staying at Dray's place. She promised to call sometime the next day and then they hung up.
Stacy was grateful Tim didn't ask if she had been drinking and was proud of herself for masking it so well. She felt a rush of devious excitement at the thought of getting away with that though she had no idea why. That rush was followed by a second wave at the use of "Dray's place".
She was staying at the home of another man. A Black man. And two other Black men were there. Even if they were all sleeping separately, this was still very out of character for her, and it made her feel naughty. She liked that feeling.
A few moments later, for the third time that night, Stacy fingered herself to orgasm. Her hand remained tucked inside her pajama bottoms as she fell asleep.
Stacy woke with a start in the morning at the unfamiliar surroundings. The adrenalin rush, and resulting throbbing head, reminded her of the drinking she had been doing the night before. These thoughts then evolved into the other things that had gone on the night before and Stacy found herself giggling with embarrassment in bed. That she was able to laugh it off actually eased her mind. Her options were limited anyway, so she decided to get up and see about breakfast.
It was 8AM but the house was still quiet. She assumed the guys had stayed up into the night, so she quietly made her way to the kitchen. She saw a box of pancake mix in the pantry, and in an effort to show she understood last night was all in fun, she opted to make enough pancakes for everyone to enjoy.
Stacy enjoyed cooking and was feeling good as the thought of the men waking up and the dynamics of the day changing. It was exciting for her. An excitement that Tim could not replicate no matter how hard he tried. How could he be expected to take on the personalities and interactions of three different men. She understood all of this, but she was still wrestling with the mixed emotions that come with realizing her husband couldn't keep up.
Still lost in thought, she was startled when Dray entered the room and said, "Good morning," which he quickly followed with a laughing, "Sorry, Stacy. Didn't mean to startle you."
Stacy smiled at him and said, "Sorry, I was just lost in thought. Good morning, Dray. And thank you again for letting me stay here and get out of the hotel." Then she motioned to the stove and said, "I hope you like pancakes."
Dray nodded in appreciation and said in a rather suggestive tone, "Oh yea. Now, had I known I could wake up to this I would have invited you here from day one."
Stacy smiled at him but with the look in his eyes, she couldn't tell if the "this" he was talking about were the pancakes or her. The possibility of it being the latter aroused her and she momentarily squeezed her thighs together, before replying, "Just my way of saying thank you.", and then turning back to the pancakes.
Dray stepped up a little closer and admired the sight before him. Stacy was wearing a simple pair of cotton short shorts, very comfortable for sleeping and lounging, and an oversize t-shirt which almost came down to the bottom of the shorts. The cut of the pajamas accented her fit body perfectly. She was certainly a sight to behold, and Dray hoped he was going to see what was under those clothes before long.
Dray was wrapped up in checking her out and didn't really notice the awkward silence that developed. That is until Stacy looked over her shoulder and caught him staring. She smiled and turned red, more flattered than offended.
He smiled and put his hands up in self-defense and said, "Sorry, Stacy. You caught me looking."
Stacy smiled at him again and said, "It's ok. I'm not one of those feminist types." She cut herself off from saying more and flipped the pancakes.
Dray wasn't going to get caught again so he said, "Sleep well last night? I hope you were comfortable."
"Very much so." Then she giggled and said, "That is until this morning. I think I had a bit too much to drink last night."
Dray waved a dismissive hand and said, "Just a little party. Plenty of time for that with this shit going on." Then he paused and said, "What'd your husband say? He have any issue with you staying at my place?"
Stacy looked at him with a guilty expression and said, "Not really. I think he thinks you are older. I just told him you were Darrell's uncle."
At that moment, Darrell walked into the kitchen. The sexual tone was obvious, but it didn't deter him from getting in the conversation. He said, "Who you talking about? Told who?", as he stepped up to look at the pancakes on the griddle.
Stacy's face was red again, so Dray responded, "Her husband."
Darrell laughed and said, "Oh yea, Roadhead."
Stacy smiled and playfully swatted Darrell's arm with her free hand. Then she heard James' voice, "Roadhead. That shit cracks me up."
She turned around and put her hands on her hips in a maternal fashion, and said, "Come on, guys. Leave him alone."
None of them said a word. Their eyes were locked on her hard nipples bulging under the oversize t-shirt. Her hands being on her hips stretched the shirt to just the right amount where her nipples were prominent.
It took a moment for Stacy to notice their eyes, and when she did, it was a sexual rush. She glanced at each of them in turn, her hands remaining on her hips as she did. She felt her pussy moisten and her heart rate pick up. She said to the men, her words in a sexually laced purr, "Hope you boys are hungry."
She smiled as she heard their groans of desire.
The atmosphere over breakfast was fun, but not as intentionally sexy as had been the case the night before or even just a few moments earlier in the kitchen. It seemed to be clear now that there was sexual tension at play that everyone enjoyed. The casual looks of the men. The air of masculinity they conveyed. The desire they seemed to hold for her. Her own femininity. These things, along with the taboo nature of them being Black and her being white and her having a husband, all had her at a slow simmer.
Needing some personal time to give some separation to the thoughts bubbling in her mind, Stacy opted to clean up the dishes and kitchen by herself, and then went for a nice run, before showering, where she again fingered herself to orgasm, marveling at how often she seemed to need to do it on this trip. She hung out in her room checking email and just browsing the internet until lunch. She admittedly was hiding, but she also couldn't be silly about it.
When she finally emerged, the three men were sitting in the living room with ESPN on the TV, and once again they stopped talking as she appeared. She felt her face flush red again, but also thought to herself how a girl could get used to this.
She smiled at them and said with a mocked frustration on her face, "I assume you are all sitting around waiting for me to make you lunch too?"
Darrell, always the first to chime in, smiled and said, "Well, if you are offering?"
She smiled and shook her head, but did end up making their lunch.
Afterward, Dray suggested they go out back and take a dip in the pool. Stacy loved the idea of being able to enjoy some pool time, and had even thankfully packed a bathing suit in case she decided to use the hotel pool. But now circumstances were a bit different. Had the sexual tension crossed an imaginary line where each of them donning a bathing suit might make things awkward? Would their looks of desire become that much more apparent? Then she smiled inwardly as she thought, 'What about my own looks?'
Stacy really had no good reason to avoid the pool and didn't want to end up being lumped in with "Roadhead" as some sort of prude, so she hesitantly, but happily agreed. A short bit later, like the last few times Stacy walked in the room, all the men's eyes turned her way as they all stopped talking. Except this time, she wasn't entering a room. She was stepping out back to the pool. In a bathing suit which hugged her skin. She felt alive. Exposed. And incredibly aroused.



The men drew their own clue about her state of mind, by her bulging nipples, which seemed to be threatening to bore holes in the snug yellow top. Each of the men, nearly one after another, shifted in their seats to give their hardening cocks room to grow.
Stacy couldn't help but notice the looks in their eyes and again felt her pussy moisten. She had no idea that she had already crossed the line from which there was no return.
The four of them splashed about in the pool, using a beach ball to improvise a game of volleyball. The game had the effect of making Stacy's tits jiggle in her suit. The sight was a welcome one for the men. The sensation of her nipples sliding against the inside of the suit, a welcome one for Stacy.
The urge to masturbate began to grow in her as the game progressed, and she eventually had to excuse herself to "go to the bathroom." She laughed off the natural male jokes about just peeing in the pool, her desire to climax overpowering her. She raised a hand to acknowledge when one of the men suggested she bring them out some beers.
Safely in the bathroom, Stacy pulled the little sliver of cloth hiding her pussy aside and circled a finger around her clit. Then she exploded in orgasm. She had to stay seated on the toilet for a moment to get her bearings back. She glanced at herself in the mirror and smiled at the sexual woman staring back. She was getting used to the sight.
When Stacy came out with four beers standing tall on a tray that she found in the kitchen, the men all smiled in appreciation. She didn't know if it was the beers or her, they were smiling at. Whatever the case, she liked it.
The afternoon of drinking began a couple hours earlier than the day before, and Stacy was feeling a comfortable buzz by dinner time when Dray called for delivery. The joking carried on and she was just having a fun time. She wasn't even thinking about work or Tim for that matter. That is until Darrell brought him up.
"So, Stacy, what would Roadhead think of you partying with us? Think he'd be looking to drag you out of here?"
To their surprise and her own, Stacy didn't correct the nickname her husband was now saddled with. She just giggled and said, "This would be a challenge for him for sure. It's just not his way."
Stacy was struck by the matter-of-fact way she said that. There was no hint of defending him or trying to deflect the question. She spoke honestly and it felt good. The subtle laughter of the men confirmed her belief that they thought so too. It spurred her on a bit.
"He's just kind of a homebody. I mean, don't get me wrong, he's a great guy and all, just not really a partier."
Darrell nodded his head in appreciation of her candor and said, "Roadhead don't know what he's missing if he ain't seeing this side of you, girl."
Stacy shook her head and laughed, "Oh, please."
Darrell continued, the other men's looks confirming they felt the same, "I ain't shitting you. You fine. You know I had my eyes on you since college. And now we here and he's not."
Bizarrely, those words and that statement were like an aphrodisiac for Stacy. It was as if the buildup of the last few days was finally reaching its full strength. She was almost powerless to stop it.
She took another sip of her beer, her eyes moving to each man, then she said with a giggle, "Roadhead. He wouldn't know how to handle that nickname."
It wasn't her intention, but she left a door open for another suggestive comment. This time from Dray.
"But you can handle it, right, Stacy?"
Now she was getting flustered. Her arousal, the alcohol, and their comments were clouding her judgment. Was he referring to Tim's new nickname or road head itself? She unconsciously licked her lips at the last time she had sucked cock. The boyfriend before Tim. She really had enjoyed it. Though she never did blow him on the road. Though that did seem really exciting.
Stacy shook her head clear of the thoughts that had taken over her brain and said, "I'm sorry, Dray. What did you say? Handle what?"
That second question opened another door. The first was a simple request for him to repeat himself. However, adding that second one gave him space to alter the meaning of the question. Letting him define or redefine "what" from either the nickname or something more explicit. Was her subconscious doing this on its own?
Dray took the bait. He smiled and lowered his voice slightly, "Road head. Can you handle it?"
The eyes of all three Black men were boring into her. Her heart was racing. She was almost panting. She wondered if there was perspiration on her forehead.
She wondered to herself, "Could this really be happening? Am I about to go down this road with them?" Her last thought caused her to outwardly giggle, "go down this road". Well, if that wasn't the perfect phrase for this moment.
When Darrell asked, "What's so funny, Stacy?" she instantly turned red at the realization that laughter was out loud.
She was now officially on overload. She was expecting some sort of 'check engine' light to blink before her eyes. Was there steam leaking from her ears? Or was it just her pussy? She felt like putty in their hands, and it was honestly exactly what she wanted to be.
For reasons inexplicable to herself, Stacy decided to tempt fate and answer Dray's question, "I can handle it."
Dray leaned in a little closer and said, "Your boy's new nickname or actual road head?"
Stacy was breathing heavily as she swallowed even though there was no saliva in her dry mouth. She did not recall a more intensely sexual teasing in her life. She took another deep breath and said, "Either. But he's not here."
Did she say that last part as an excuse or an invitation? Even she wasn't sure.
Dray took the invitation, "But you are. And so are we. Care to prove you can handle it?"
Her eyes darted to each man, before settling back on Dray's. She replied, "With who?"
She could not believe those two words just came out of her mouth. "With who?"?!?! Did she really just say that to three Black men? Was she offering road head to them? And why was this so fucking arousing to her? She was desperate to make a dash for the bathroom to finger herself once again. Even with her lust-filled and clouded mind she realized that she had masturbated more frequently on this trip then she ever recalled doing in the past.
Was it them? Darrell? James? Dray? It couldn't have just been Dray. She fingered herself every night she returned to her hotel after being out with Darrell and James. It had to be them in general. Fuck, these Black men are hot. As these thoughts were ricocheting in her mind, her eyes noticed all three of them raise their hands as if saying, "Pick me."
And at that exact moment, Stacy's will to resist collapsed. Her hand and pussy could no longer wait for her to make the trip to the bathroom to meet. This sexually laced conversation coupled with the sheer sexuality being exuded by the men was too much. Stacy slid her hand inside the waistband of her shorts and down to her pulsing clit as she said, "Oh fuckkkkkk.", before she began to intensely climax.
It was surreal for all of them. The sensation was overpowering for Stacy. It was as if a weight was lifted from her shoulders. They had been baiting her and tempting her since this trip began, before Dray upped things a notch when she met him. And then since leaving that hotel and staying at Dray's place with them, there was no escape. A constant sexually energized onslaught on her senses.
The men, each still with a hand in the air, sat there watching the sexy blonde finger herself to orgasm before them. When Stacy came back to her senses, she was horrified at what had just occurred. She had just masturbated to orgasm in front of the three of them. And they were still looking at her. Amazement on each of their faces.
Wide-eyed with embarrassment, she leapt from her chair to flee the room.
Stacy entered her bedroom and attempted to close the door, but Dray was there, blocking it. He gently grabbed her wrist and pulled her in close to him. Stacy was torn between needing to isolate herself from all humanity for the rest of her life and needing a shoulder to lean on. Dray's shoulder was inviting and right there before her. She chose to lean on him.
Dray didn't say a word. He simply wrapped his powerful arms around her and held her close. Comforting her. Trying to ease her embarrassment. But also keeping her fire glowing.
Stacy spoke first, her face pressed to his chest, "I can't believe that just happened. I am so embarrassed!"
Dray moved back slightly, pitching her face up to his, "Shhhhh...don't be embarrassed, Stacy. That was one of the most erotic things I've ever seen. I'm sure I can speak for Darrell and James too."
He paused, watching her eyes. Reading her reaction. Then he continued, "Damn, girl. You just gave a big boost to three male egos out there." He paused with a gentle laugh and said, "Not to mention a boost to something else."
Stacy laughed and swatted his chest playfully, her mind already a bit more at ease. She looked up at him with a bit of pleading in her expression as she said, "How am I supposed to face them again? Or you, for that matter? The only thing you'll think about is what just happened."
He smiled at her. A sexy smile. A smile of desire. He said in a quiet voice, "Girl, that's been on my mind since the moment I met you."
Stacy was now feeling weak in the knees. She sagged into him slightly.
Dray knew she was now his. He smiled and said, "You think I'm the only one with sexy thoughts? My boys out there feeling the same. Come on back out there. Let's keep partying. What do you say?"
Stacy considered what he said. He was right. The air of sexuality was thick the whole trip. Still, it was an incredible embarrassment. But what could she do about it now? She was going to be at Dray's house until this situation was over, and she couldn't stay in hibernation the whole time. She slowly nodded her understanding.
Dray gave that gentle laugh again and said, "Besides, Roadhead isn't here so he won't know any better."
His mention of Tim and his nickname caused her to giggle and the tension was broken. Stacy nodded and then said in a quiet voice, "They won't laugh at me?"
Dray looked at her in amazement. "Laugh at you?! Let me tell you, the last thing on any of our minds is laughing at you. Believe me."
The two of them shared one more look before Dray turned toward the door. He held her hand in his and Stacy fell in behind him, almost using him as a shield. Her heart was pounding in anticipation of how the men might respond.
They entered the living room, Stacy in trail, her hand still in his, as Dray made their way to the love seat. He guided her to sit and then sat with her, his arm over her shoulders. Stacy instinctively sidled up to him. She didn't view it as anything sexual, at least at first. Her intentions were purely for comfort and to put her mind at ease.
However, feeling the heat of his body, the hardness of his muscles, and just the general sensation of another man's arm around her reignited the simmering flame that was burning this whole trip. She shyly glanced at the other two men who were trying to make things not awkward in their own awkward way.
It was probably less than a minute of silence which actually seemed much longer, before Darrell, as expected, broke the ice, "Feeling better, Stacy?"
Stacy grabbed one of the love seat pillows and playfully tossed it at Darrell, punctuating her errant toss, with a giggling, "You jerk!" Then she immediately covered her face as Darrell caught the pillow before it hit the beer bottles on the table.
The four of them then laughed and the tension was lifted.
Darrell, still with a smile on his face, stood and asked, "Who needs a refill?" He didn't wait for an answer as he went to the refrigerator and grabbed four beers.
When he handed Stacy hers, she realized that she had not washed her hands since her last masturbation session. That simple thought gave her a naughty thrill.
The drinking and joking carried on as it had the prior night and up to her little episode, and Stacy felt herself increasingly comfortable around the men and, particularly, being sidled up to Dray. The sexually laced banter soon returned and Stacy, though she wasn't as verbal about it as the men, still giggled with them.
It was around 9PM when Stacy remembered she needed to call Tim. She began to excuse herself to do so when Dray asked where she was off to. Still leaning against him, she looked up into his eyes, and felt that animal lust within her, and said, "I need to make a phone call."
Dray smiled at her and said, "Who you need to call?"
Darrell and James were now quiet, watching, listening. They wanted to see how this played out.
Stacy glanced their way and then took a deep breath before answering, "Tim. I told him I would call tonight."
Dray continued with that smile and asked again, "Who?"
Stacy looked at him, her slightly drunken state not letting her catch on at first. She said, "Tim."
She heard Darrell kind of give a snorting laugh and then she realized what they wanted to hear. She giggled and said, "I told Roadhead I would call him tonight."
The three men laughed, and she giggled in embarrassment and excitement.
She once again attempted to stand to excuse herself to call, but Dray held her in place, "Go ahead and call him. From here though."
Stacy squirmed at the sudden rush of arousal his simple command caused within her. It was a combination of his calm, but direct statement of what he wanted her to do, along with the Tim being involved unknowingly. She didn't realize it until Dray told her, but she wanted to do this. She wanted to be seated with the three Black men, sidled up to Dray, as she called her husband.
She looked to Dray and then Darrell and James in turn before saying, "You guys will be quiet? You won't let him hear you, right?"
There was now clear arousal on the faces of the men. She wondered if the expression on her own face matched theirs.
She grabbed her phone and giggled quietly, saying, "I can't believe I am about to do this." And then she pressed the call button.
Tim answered right away and as Stacy was responding, Dray gently moved her hand to see the touchpad and pressed the speaker button. Stacy looked at him with an open-mouthed expression, but quickly resumed her conversation. She had missed whatever he had said at first and hoped it was nothing important, "Hi honey. I just wanted to give you a quick call before I went to bed."
She glanced at each of the men in the room, holding her finger to her lips in a shushing manner.
She could barely understand what Tim was saying. The pounding of her heart in her ears was making it difficult to hear.
Then she had a naughty idea. She faced Dray as she said to her husband, "Darrell's uncle has been really kind to let me stay here. Don't you think?"
Dray was smiling ear to ear now.
Tim responded, "Sounds like it. I assume you are comfortable. Do you need me to send you anything?"
Dray leaned in and whispered in her ear, "Have Roadhead send you some more comfortable clothes. No business going on here."
Stacy was almost panting again. She said to Tim, careful to omit using his new nickname, "Honey, I think I might need you to send me some more comfortable clothes. I have mostly business outfits with me. Maybe we can pick stuff out tomorrow?"
Tim began to respond again that he was happy to do so as Dray leaned in and whispered in her ear, "Tell Roadhead goodnight."
Stacy's arousal could not be concealed. She took a deep breath, a futile attempt to settle her heart rate and said, "Ok, honey, I'm going to settle in and read. You have a good night."
Tim paused a moment, slightly caught off guard that the call was ending so quickly, but he replied, "Ok you too. Love you."
Stacy was staring blankly into the room as she said, "Love you too."
Dray reached over with one hand and tapped the end call button. His other hand was sliding down between Stacy's legs.
Stacy looked at Dray, then to Darrell and James who were watching everything intently, then back to Dray. When her eyes met his, she slowly parted her thighs, and Dray's hand was tantalizingly close to slipping into her panties.
Her physical self was surrendering to the moment. Her mental-self was attempting to present a weak argument against it. Her physical-self won the battle.
She was still staring into Dray's eyes when she saw him dip his face towards hers. Stacy offered no resistance. In fact, she welcomed Dray's tongue into her mouth. She dropped the phone and then wrapped her hands around the back of his neck and held him tight as they kissed.
The movement in the corner of her eye caught her attention and her mental self again tried to rise to the challenge. She saw Darrell and James leaving the room. She pulled back from kissing dray in a futile effort to put a stop to things before it got completely out of hand. Instead, she saw Darrell looking at her as he headed from the room. The look was of lust. And jealousy. He wanted to be where Dray was. The expression on his face conveyed that beyond the ability of any words.
Stacy froze. A million thoughts raged through her mind at once. She shouldn't have let this get this far. She should have put a stop to things long ago. She should have found a way to get home instead of letting herself be lured into this situation. But she couldn't deny she was enjoying herself. Enjoying the reactions of the men. And how much she had enjoyed that kiss with Dray.
Stacy looked at Darrell a moment longer and saw the smoldering look of desire in his eyes. It prevented her ability to speak. She felt Dray's fingers under her chin turning her face back to him. She looked into Dray's eyes and saw that same look of smoldering desire. But his gaze was different than Darrell's. Where Darrell had a look of jealousy, Dray had a look of conquest. A moment later, their lips came into contact again, and her mental self completely surrendered.
The war was over.
As both Darrell and James disappeared from sight, neither Dray nor Stacy needed to exchange words about where this was now going. Dray reached down to pull her shirt over her head and Stacy's hands immediately followed to unclasp her bra.
Stacy had dashed full sprint across the imaginary sexual line and realized there was no going back. She slipped from the chair to her knees before Dray and looked up at him. Her gentle eyes were now filled with lust. She smiled at him and said, "It's been a while since I've sucked a cock. I have some making up to do."
Dray gave a confident nod in response to her statement, then said, "No sense wasting any more time is there?" as he freed his cock from his shorts.
Stacy looked at his hard Black shaft which seemed to be calling her name. She gave it a wet kiss, and then followed that with another slurping kiss. This was the first cock in three years to meet her lips. And her first-ever Black cock. She was salivating heavily.
The contrast of her white fingers wrapped around his dark shaft was erotic beyond words. She whispered, "It's beautiful" as she opened her mouth to take him in. The sensation of his warm column of flesh on her tongue was driving her wild. And when she turned her gaze up to meet his, the look in his eyes pushed over the edge. Stacy climaxed without being touched.
Dray, marveling at her skills, looked at her and said, "You sure It's been a long time, girl?"
Stacy was afraid he might have been disappointed or that she might have lost her touch since dating Tim and his refusal to indulge in oral sex. Dray's simple question resolved all of that. She popped her mouth briefly off his cock and said, "Too long." and then she went right back to sucking him off.



Stacy enjoyed sucking cock, though she had never done it to completion and never swallowed cum. Tonight, both of those things were going to change. She went at him hungrily. It was as if to prove herself. To prove it was Tim that was the issue and not her.
The sexual tension had built up in both directions. Dray's cock was ready to unload, and Stacy's passion just expedited things. Dray gently put his hands on her head and Stacy realized tonight she was going to swallow cum for the first time. The thought served to embolden her further.
Stacy became intent on sucking him off. Her inexperience and his size meant she could not take him all the way, but she made up for that with passion. She recalled some years ago when one of her girlfriend's was sharing her experience sucking cock and she was stressing the importance of eye contact. Stacy put that to practice with Dray. When their eyes met, his gaze nearly melted her.
She bobbed up and down on his shaft, feeling her hand get slick with her saliva. The sounds of both of their moaning or the occasional slurp as her suction pulled in some air filled the room. Stacy could tell by his shifting posture that he was getting close.
Stacy brought her other hand up to rub his full testicles. She was excited and anxious about their release. Would she choke? What would it taste like? Could she really do this? Those thoughts and more raced through her mind and then were eclipsed when she saw the expression his face and felt his hand touch her head. His release was imminent.
A moment later, she felt the first blast into her mouth, followed quickly by another and another. She had no choice but to swallow as more was still to come. Feeling his load slide down her throat into her belly was indescribable. She felt an incredible sense of power rush through her. Stacy sucked him to completion, then gently licked the head to coax anything remaining into her mouth. She enjoyed sucking his cock tremendously.
When Stacy pulled back and smiled up at him, Dray looked at her and said, "Yea, girl. Roadhead don't know what he's missing." With that, Dray bent down and scooped her up into his arms and headed towards his bedroom. Stacy was about to discover something else she'd been missing.
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Dray brought Stacy to his room and, holding her just above the mattress, dropped her gently on her back. Her tits jiggled as she stared up at him. The internal war that was raging in the living room just a few minutes earlier, attempted to bring itself back to her mind. She looked from his eyes down to his cock, still semi-hard and still wet with her saliva as it jutted out from his unzipped shorts.
She unconsciously licked her lips and then turned her gaze back to his. She watched as he slowly unbuttoned his shirt, his eyes never leaving hers. Her conscience was telling her to get up. To say what they had just done was a mistake and that she couldn't take it any further. That she had a moment of weakness and things had to stop.
But her libido was whispering loudly and drowning out her already wounded and defeated conscience. Her libido was telling her that she had already crossed the line. What difference did it make now? Why hold back? Why not enjoy what Roadhead, Tim, she chastised herself, couldn't or wouldn't provide?
All the while she watched as his chest slowly came into view. His sleek Black chest. Fit and firm. His nipples so dark. His abdomen, not the ripples of a six-pack, but still toned and the mark of a man who maintained himself.
Stacy's eyes again drifted further down to his Black cock. It was now nearly fully hard again. Proud and strong. Ready to please. She swallowed heavily, the taste of his earlier orgasm still on her tongue.
As Dray tossed his shirt to the side, Stacy looked into his eyes again. Dray was moving slowly. It was almost as if he was giving her time to decide. Time to flee. Or was it time to commit? To commit herself to this moment, wherever it may lead.
Stacy already knew the answer. She wasn't going anywhere. With their eyes locked together, Stacy moved for the first time since being dropped on the bed. She extended her arms and spread her legs in invitation.
Dray nodded in victory, then stepped between Stacy's spread thighs. He had not said a word since picking her up in the living room. He didn't have to. His actions spoke for him. He took his hard shaft in hand and gently tapped it a couple of times on Stacy's swollen clit. Stacy squirmed in pleasure and anticipation.
Would he be gentle? Could she handle him after her mundane sex life with Tim? Would she please him? These thoughts and more tore through her mind. She reasoned that if she was able to please him with an inexperienced and out of practice blowjob, then she had to at least be capable of being an acceptable fuck.
Stacy glanced down to see his Black shaft seemingly staring up at her, letting her know, without words, who was boss. She reflexively smiled at the thought. The contrast in skin tones was a stunning sight unto itself.
Dray moved the head of his cock down the couple of inches to her opening. Again, he paused. He stared into her eyes, daring her to stop him. Instead, he saw the look of hunger in her eyes. He lined himself up, feeling her wet pussy lips on the crown of his shaft. He gently nudged forward, and the head slipped inside her.
Stacy's guttural moan told him everything he needed to know, and her facial expression did the same. Her mouth was frozen in an O-shape, but she was neither taking in nor expelling air. It was as if the pleasure had frozen her in place. He slid further inside her and flexed his cock, watching as her facial expression began to change. Her eyelids drooped and the O-shape of her mouth softened slightly but remained. She sucked in a giant lungful of air and slowly exhaled.
Dray sunk himself further before pulling back slightly and pushing back into her again. Stacy was torn between watching his cock slide into her and throwing her head back in pleasure. She opted to watch. Dray noticed her fixation and spoke for the first time since entering the room, "Looks good, huh, Stacy? Looks right, doesn't it?"
Stacy could only nod in response.
Dray chuckled softly and said, "Yea, it does. Ready to take it all, girl?"
Stacy looked up at him, a mixture of wanton desire and anxiety. She was having trouble forming words. She wanted this desperately now, but also knew her experience was lacking.
Dray read the expression and said, "Don't worry, Stacy. I know what I'm doing."
For whatever reason, his words did the trick. Her anxiety was gone. She again nodded and said the only word she was capable of, "Yes."
Dray nodded in agreement and then slowly began to fuck her, pushing his hard Black shaft deeper and deeper into her welcoming pussy. Stacy was on the brink of climax the entire time he was speaking, and she peaked the moment his movements began. She declared it with a resounding "Oh, fuuuuuuuuck yessssssssss!"
Her orgasm relaxed any inhibitions or unknown resistance she was presenting, and his cock was soon fully inside her. Dray let her adjust as he gently worked himself back and forth, and then as her second orgasm was cresting, he began to fuck her in earnest. She announced her second climax with a refrain similar to the first.
Satisfied Stacy was now fully hooked, Dray pulled out and lay back on the bed, his erection proud and tall. He looked at Stacy, "Time for you to ride, girl. You have to earn your keep."
Stacy giggled at his words, but was already moving to do just that. She took his cock in hand and held him up straight as she used the other hand on his chest to balance herself. She didn't even stop to think that the hand holding his shaft was displaying her wedding ring. She hovered her pussy over him and then began to lower herself down on him, feeling that delicious pleasure as he slid home.
It wasn't long before Stacy was bouncing up and down on Dray's lap, riding him to her third and fourth orgasms, before Dray finally unloaded inside her. Stacy collapsed on top of him, panting. The pounding hearts seemed to be colliding with one another through their heaving chests.
Stacy was dreamy-eyed at the pleasure she had just received. Her brief reverie was broken when Dray gave her ass cheek a little swat and said, "You have one more thing to do, girl."
Stacy was barely able to raise herself off of him, before she looked at him and said, "You can go again already?"
Dray chuckled, "No. That's going to take a while." He shifted so he slid out of her, then he added, "You need to clean me up." and he motioned with his head towards his cock.
She intuitively knew what he meant. He clearly wasn't talking about her getting a towel to wipe him up. He wanted her to suck his cock clean. Bizarrely, though she had never done anything of the sort, she wanted to do it. Stacy smiled at him and then moved into position, her tongue snaking out and bathing his shaft clean of their combined juices.
When she finished, she didn't bother to leave the room. She sidled up next to Dray and fell asleep with his arm draped around her.
***
Stacy woke with a start in the middle of the night when she realized she was in bed with Dray. The earlier sexual rush had worn off and now, lying in bed with him, the reality of her cheating was becoming clear. She didn't know what to do. She wanted to bolt from the room, but couldn't deny how good it felt to have Dray next to her. She wanted to berate herself for cheating on Tim, but couldn't deny the pleasure she had experienced. She was torn.
She lay there, staring at the ceiling and glancing at Dray's sleeping body, dimly lit by the ambient light in the room, before finally deciding to return to her room. She slipped quietly from the bed and, grabbing her clothes, crept as quickly and quietly as she could back to the confines of her room. Stacy had no idea Dray was awake and watching with a confident smile as she left.
Once safely secured in her room, Stacy flopped on the bed as her mind wrestled with itself about what had just occurred. She had cheated on Tim and experienced the greatest sex she ever had. She expected guilt to overwhelm her. Yet, while she felt it chirping in her ear, she could not deny she had tremendously enjoyed her time with Dray. She fell asleep with those thoughts.
***
That morning, Stacy woke with the sun and debated her next move. Should she stay or should she go? It ultimately came down to the fact that starting the journey was the easy part. Arriving home with the uncertainty abounding from the pandemic was a totally different matter. She opted to stay. And in an effort to make Darrell and James think nothing untoward had happened last night, she decided to get up and do just as she did yesterday and make breakfast for everyone. It was a well-intentioned, but naïve plan.
She let herself get caught up in the making of the eggs and bacon, but when she heard movement indicating the men were up and would be in her presence soon, her heart rate began to pick up. How would they look at her? How would she look at them? Would it be obvious to Darrell and James that she and Dray had fucked? Would someone say something about it? It was too late to worry about it now.
Dray was the first to step into the kitchen. Stacy looked over her shoulder at him and smiled as innocently as she could muster. Innocently, if you consider she had sucked him off and fucked him just eight hours earlier. Dray's return look did not have quite the same predatory intensity it had last night. It was there, but softer, probably so as not to alarm her.
Stacy's cheeks flushed with arousal at seeing him and at his look. She almost intuitively knew this was a futile game of resistance, but she still had to try, if for nothing else than to say she did.
Dray's eyes slowly glided to her tits where he noticed Stacy was wearing a bra. The bra was part of her effort to cage the animal she felt prowling within herself. Dray returned his gaze to meet her own. He simply raised his eyebrows with the universal symbol of a question.
Stacy took in a sharp, quick breath as if preparing to say something, but then realized, what was she going to say? How could she verbalize the purpose of her wearing a bra today without it implying or being interpreted as some sort of acknowledgment or desire of the sex they had? And why did his look fill her with such a feeling of angst that she had disappointed him?
Stacy dropped her eyes and turned back to finishing making breakfast.
A moment later, Darrell and James walked into the room together. Darrell, as usual, was the first to speak. "Yea, I could get used to this. Pretty lady making breakfast."
Stacy offered a giggling "Morning, guys.", without turning around as she heard Darrel and James exchange hand slaps.
Seconds later, the only sound filling the room was the sizzling bacon and the eggs Stacy was scrambling, and she suddenly felt the full weight of the men's presence. The memory of the night before flashed into her mind. The shaming of Tim; the embarrassment of her orgasm in front of the three of them; her sucking off Dray; and then the spectacular fuck he gave her. In an instant she was breathing heavy from her memories and thoughts alone.
Stacy tried to focus herself. Tried to get her thinking and feelings under control. She scolded herself for the thoughts running through her mind, and then took a deep breath to settle down. Believing she had succeeded, she picked up the two heaping plates of bacon and eggs and turned around to bring them to the table. The sight of the men, the look of desire in their eyes, coupled with her own thoughts and feelings, rendered her plans to settle down moot.
She momentarily froze and then almost wobbled from the rush of arousal she felt. None of the three Black men had any delusions about what was happening. Their own erections made that clear to them. They could see Stacy was battling arousal of her own. The difference was, they had no qualms about revealing their desire. Stacy, however, had a husband to worry about. Not to mention there were three of them and one of her. The only question was, could she hold out?
Stacy tried to get a conversation started in the hopes that it might take everyone's mind, or at least hers, off of what seemed to be the focus of attention. She asked, "Anyone got any plans for today?"
There was a pregnant pause before the three men laughed at the question. Stacy immediately realized the reason for the laughter and joined in, "Sorry. Stupid question, I know. Everything's closed."
Dray spoke up, "Nothing wrong with us hanging out again today." Then he turned his full-on gaze to Stacy and said, "I know I had a good time yesterday."
Stacy could feel her face heat up as it turned red. She wasn't aware of it, but she was slowly nodding her head in agreement with Dray. It was only after catching the knowing smirk on Darrell's face that she realized what she had done. The heat returned to her face which gave way to a nervous giggle.
With that, she turned to grab the tongs sitting atop the plate of bacon. The same tongs Dray had already set his eyes on and was moving to take. Their hands reached it at just about the same time. Hers, then his over top.
His touch was enough to cause a catch in her breath. Clearly, what she had experienced the night before was still fresh in her mind and her senses. Dray didn't move his hand. He held it in place, keeping her hand in his. He offered a hushed whisper, "This looks familiar, huh?"
Stacy seemed to feel the physical sensation of Darrell and James in the room. She knew she could hear their breathing. Or was it her own? She wasn't sure.
She wanted to say something, but was afraid of what would come out, or what it would sound like. So, she just sweetly smiled. She had no idea she was nodding as she did.
As breakfast was wrapping up, Stacy's phone, which was sitting on the table, began to buzz. Tim was calling. Before Stacy could react, Darrell reached over and hit the answer button followed by the speakerphone button. There was nothing for Stacy to do except greet her naïve and clueless husband.
"Hi honey. Everything ok?"
Tim responded, oblivious to the fact his words were being heard by the three Black men seated with Stacy, "Yea, I guess. I just had a hard time sleeping last night. I was thinking about you."
Just a week or so earlier in another setting, those words would have been met with happiness. But at this moment, with Darrell making a sad mocking face as he listened, Stacy had to suppress a giggle.
She knew she should have picked up the phone and left the room to continue the call. Instead, she played right along with the views of the men around her.
"Aw, do you miss me, honey?"
With those words, and Stacy's apparent willingness to play along, Dray got into the act. He picked up a slice of bacon off of Stacy's plate and dangled it in front of her about eye level. It was as if he was teasing her with a treat.
Stacy glanced at him with a wry smile then opened her mouth. Dray moved the slice closer then pulled it back as Stacy moved to capture it. The two of them were now playing a game of keep away. She couldn't help but giggle, and that prompted a reaction from her husband.
"What's going on, Stacy?"
Stacy covered her mouth and opened her eyes wide when she realized Tim could hear her. She giggled out a response, "Sorry, I'm eating breakfast and I missed my mouth." The subtle chuckle of the men in the background followed.
Tim's delayed, "Oh, ok.", let Stacy know he had heard them. It also let her know he was uncomfortable with it. But he was not one for confrontation, so she knew that was about as far as it would go. She smiled and shook her head at his naivete.
Her husband's reaction, his unwillingness to voice what was on his mind, to skirt around the issues, triggered something in Stacy. Surrendering to the moment, she tapped the mute button on the phone, then opened her mouth wide and extended her tongue with an accompanying, "Aahhhh."
Dray grinned and slowly lowered the slice of bacon to her outstretched tongue.
Stacy was so enraptured with the raw sexuality of what was happening, that she mentally blotted out the presence of Darrell and James, as well as her husband on the phone. However, once she closed her lips around the bacon, she heard Tim on the phone, "Stacy? Stacy? Are you still there?" which was immediately followed by mocking chuckles from the men at the table.
Rather than put a stop to things, Stacy couldn't resist stirring the pot a bit. She made eye contact with each man in turn and then hit the unmute button, "I'm still here. Just having a hard time eating and talking on the phone for some reason."
Tim offered a polite laugh before saying, "Ok, I don't want to ruin your breakfast."
Upon hearing that, Darrell laughed and said, "Fucking Roadhead." Everyone seated at the table laughed at his comment, but Stacy was quick enough to hit the mute button before Tim could hear his new nickname.
But he did hear "Fucking..." before Stacy reacted. He asked, "What was that?"
Stacy could have made something up, said it was nothing, or chosen any number of other things to say, but at this moment in time she couldn't help herself. "That was Darrell. We are all having breakfast together." She paused a moment before adding, "Darrell, his Uncle Dray, and James." Why she felt the need to make her husband aware that she was seated with three other men was beyond her.
The concerned tone in Tim's voice was apparent in his reply. "Oh, uh, ok. I didn't know."
Stacy eased her confused husband's mind with a simple, "It's ok. How could you know?" She paused a moment before adding, "But I better go before I make a mess."
They said their pleasantries, all with the men listening unbeknownst to Tim, and then hung up.
Immediately after Stacy clicked the end call button, Dray chuckled and said, "Roadhead know how naughty you are?"
Stacy stood, plate in hand and a sexy grin on her face, and said, "Roadhead's never seen this side of me, and honestly, I haven't either."
Dray grinned at Stacy's use of the nickname they had given her husband, and nodded in satisfaction at the attitude she was now conveying. He and Stacy held each other's eyes as Darrell and James, watching this dance play out, nodded discretely at the table. Dray spoke, "Well, since we've already started out discovering new things, maybe we should continue."
Stacy felt the flush in her cheeks, the catch in her breath, and the surge of adrenalin at the implications of that statement. She took her time putting the plate in the dishwasher, her well-toned ass facing the men, as she collected her thoughts and her bearings. She was raging with desire. Her sexual experience with Dray last night, her subtle disrespect for her husband on the last couple phone calls, and now this gentle tease was driving her wild.
Her mind struggled to explain things, but it all kept coming back to being around these men. These virile Black men. Even having these thoughts right now as she tried to rationalize what was going on had her breathing heavier. Yet, she couldn't resist.
She straightened up, her nipples so hard that they were making an impression in her top even through the bra, and said to Dray, "I suppose you have something in mind?"



She knew she was goading him. Tempting him to expand her newfound horizons. Daring him to lead her down the path she was not yet ready to walk on her own.
Dray stood from the table and watched as Stacy's eyes traveled down his torso to his rapidly hardening cock still tucked away in his shorts. He nodded slowly and said, "In fact I do have something in mind." and then he turned and stepped out of the kitchen area.
Stacy was caught off guard by him walking away. She expected his words, but him leaving was far from expected. She once again realized Darrell and James, who've been largely silent spectators to this point, were still sitting there. She glanced at them with confusion on her face. One shrugged his shoulders and the other raised his eyebrows as if to confirm her confusion.
She then did the first thing that came to mind. She hastily followed in Dray's steps to see where he was going. As quickly as she went after him, she was still not fast enough. She caught a glimpse of his heel as he turned down a hallway. Did her answer somehow upset him?
When she turned to follow him down that hallway, she noticed the interior garage door was open. Was he going somewhere? Did she remind him of something he was supposed to do? Was he retrieving something from the garage? She stepped to the doorway to look inside and found him standing at the opened driver's side door of his black SUV. He was staring at the doorway as if in anticipation.
Stacy froze when she saw him looking back at her. She took in a deep breath of air to speak, but then stopped. What was she going to say?
It didn't matter anyway. Dray remained a step ahead of her. Without saying a word, he motioned with his hand for her to join him.
Stacy was moving without any further thought. As she got to the passenger door and pulled the handle, she stopped and looked down at her clothing, then through the open doors to Dray, "I'm still in my pajamas."
He chuckled and nodded, before adding, "I see that." He paused a beat and said, "Get in."
She was quickly seated in the car, amazed at how ready she was to obey his direction. She remained silent as they pulled out of the garage and down the driveway. It wasn't until they were on the long stretch of road about a mile from Dray's house before she finally asked, "Where are we going?"
Dray slowly turned to face her, a devious yet inviting grin on his face. Stacy couldn't help but smile back. Dray's smooth voice filled her ears, "We've been talking about new things, right? Seems like we need to take care of something else you been missing out on." As he spoke, he slowly adjusted his seat then used his eyes to guide hers towards his crotch.
He wanted road head.
Stacy's facial expression danced between disbelief of what he was suggesting and arousal at the thought of doing it. She was open mouthed breathing as she stared at the bulge in his shorts. When she eventually looked into his eyes, all she could think to say was, "But it's daylight. The windows...."
To which Dray responded by tapping on the driver's side glass, "...are tinted. No one gonna see you." He paused a moment and added, "Don't tell me this ain't been on your mind."
He was right. It had been on her mind. As were the sensations and memories from last night's experience with him. Stacy unconsciously licked her lips and then grinned at him. She had made her decision.
Recognizing the look, Dray smiled and nodded then said, "Get to work, girl."
Stacy undid her seatbelt and scooted her knees under herself on the seat. Reaching over to undo his shorts, she realized he too was still in his pajamas. There was no zipper or buttons. Just a very accommodating cutout. She slid her hand inside and immediately felt the warm flesh of the cock that was rapidly altering her view on sex. She offered a sexy smile and a giggling "Convenient." as she pulled his shaft into view through the opening.
Staring at his cock, her mouth now heavily salivating, she said, to know no one in particular, "I can't believe I am about to do this." Stacy then planted a loving and wet kiss on the bulging crown of Dray's gorgeous Black shaft.
Seconds later, she was bobbing up and down on his cock, oblivious to the fact this was occurring on the road. That is, until Dray had to turn, and the inertia caused her to shift backwards towards the passenger door. She pulled off his cock with a pop and giggled, "Don't crash.", before going right back to sucking him off.
Dray took that statement for exactly what it was; her acceptance of what was going on. He decided to make good use of that. He held off from nutting in her mouth, simply enjoying the pleasurable sensations, as he maneuvered the SUV back towards his house. Stacy was too far gone in her task to do anything but occasionally giggle as the motion of the vehicle caused her to shift in various unexpected directions.
Approaching his street, he slowed the vehicle so he could focus on what he was feeling before he exploded in her mouth. Stacy, though inexperienced, was passionate about what she was doing, and that passion helped her not let a drop of his semen leak from her lips. She gently nursed him and bathed him with her tongue to ensure she had his entire load. Satisfied she did, she sat up, daintily touching the corners of her mouth as a smile lit up her face.
Then she noticed they were pulling back into his driveway. Knowing she would very quickly be encountering Darrell and James inside the house caused a rush of anxiety. Would they be able to tell she had just experienced her first-ever time giving road head? Would Dray announce it, or would they just be able to tell? She licked her lips as she pondered these thoughts then giggled to herself as she realized she had thought "first". Not last. Not only. But first.
As the garage door closed behind them, Stacy felt as if she were once again being wrapped in her safe cocoon. The little island in which only four humans existed, her, Dray, Darrell, and James. Her husband, Tim, was only two time zones away physically, but in reality, in her cocoon, he was much further away than that. The anxiety she felt as they drove up the driveway, was evolving into a sexual rush of desire. As if she had somehow come of age by the deliciously wicked act she had just performed with Dray.
Dray said nothing. Everything about his movements and actions conveyed normalcy as they each got out of the SUV. He paused briefly at the front of the vehicle as he waited for Stacy to step ahead of him as the pair took the next few steps to the door leading inside. He reached over her shoulder for the handle and his chest came in contact with her back, sending a pulse of arousal through her already excited body.
Inside, they didn't make it very far before Darrell appeared. He claimed to be checking out the noise, but everyone knew he was simply waiting for them to return. "Where'd you guys go?"
Dray replied, "Wanted to take Stacy for a ride. Let her see the area."
Stacy quickly looked at Dray in response to that statement since she had only seen about the first mile. The rest of the time her face was buried in Dray's lap.
Darrell, seemingly knowing the truth, had a different tone in his voice as he asked, "So, Stace, what do think? Nice area?"
Stacy was desperate to come up with something to say, but Dray beat her to it, "I think she liked what she saw." Then he looked her directly in the eyes and said, "Am I right?"
Stacy was in a desperate struggle as to how to answer. Her body was not helping her thought process. Her pussy was positively flooding from her arousal. Her heart was pounding and she was breathing heavily. So heavily, in fact, that Darrell actually joked, "Damn, Stacy, Uncle Dray make you run next to his ride?"
She gently giggled, but before she could answer, Dray said, "Far from it. I'd say Stacy is about the perfect passenger. Humming along to the music and talking only when necessary."
Dray was clearly insinuating what had gone on during their drive. Did Darrell pick up on it? Stacy wasn't sure of the color of her embarrassed face, but she believed it had to be approaching tomato-like. However, when she finally gained the willpower to look into Darrell's eyes, she realized she had nothing at all to be embarrassed about. His eyes conveyed an intense passion and desire.
Any embarrassment she felt vanished when she saw that look. It was similar to his expression the other night. He wanted to experience what Dray had experienced. He wanted to be in his uncle's position. The combination of what she had just enjoyed with Dray, the tease of this conversation, and Darrell's lust, stirred something in Stacy. Sexual empowerment.
The butterfly wanted to emerge from her cocoon.
She looked at Dray with a wicked smile then looked to Darrell. She couldn't see herself, but she knew the burning desire her eyes must have conveyed as she said, "It didn't seem like that ride needed much talking." Then she winked and walked away, swaying her ass sexily with the hope both of them were watching. As she got to her bedroom door, she heard James join the other two, "I miss something? What the fuck's going on?"
Smiling at what she heard, and aroused from what she experienced, Stacy closed her door, flopped on her bed and slipped her hand inside her panties. Her pussy was soaked, as it had been since this trip began. It only took one finger swirl around her clit before she erupted in orgasm.
As she lay there recovering, Stacy reflected on what she's been feeling over the course of this trip, and particularly what she had experienced over the last 12 hours or so. She had committed infidelity. Cheated. Violated her marriage vows. In addition, she condoned or even joined in with the men's mockery of her husband. She knew she should have been embarrassed and ashamed of her behavior.
Yet, while she did have a sense of guilt and shame, those two sentiments had direct competitors: lust and arousal. She wanted to deny it. To say this was all wrong and it can't continue. But she couldn't. For, while her mind worked valiantly to convince herself that this whole experience was a mistake and it needed to end, her finger was still tracing a lazy circle around her throbbing clit.
She fingered herself to one more climax then acknowledged that regardless of how she felt about things, good or bad, there was no turning back the clock or undoing what had been done.
That realization in mind, Stacy dozed for a short nap.
***
When she woke, she was startled to find her hand still inside her panties. She giggled, but then quickly got up to make some lunch. The house was quiet, and the men were not around. After letting her lunch settle, she decided to go for a run to try and sort the conflicting emotions she was feeling. A short bit later and Stacy was off.
When she returned, the house was still quiet, so she decided to give Tim a call to try and talk to him without the men around. She also figured she could use the time to help him pick out some clothes to send her way. She mistakenly felt she now had control of her libido and desires.
Stacy set her phone on one of the granite kitchen counters and grabbed a glass and some ice water from the refrigerator. She took a refreshing drink and then hit the button to call Tim. Before the phone even rang the first time, her well laid plans began to crumble.
As she looked out the window over the kitchen sink, she saw Darrell and James in the backyard. They were both shirtless as they tossed a football back and forth. They must have been out there a little bit because their bodies were glistening with sweat. They looked magnificent and Stacy felt her breath catch in her throat at the sight.
Dray was not out there but he soon made his own presence known.
The phone just started to ring when Stacy felt Dray approach from behind. He reached and tapped the end call button as his chest pressed into her back. She was now gently pinned between him and the countertop, and she felt his hard cock pressed into the small of her back. She was about to say something when she felt his hands slide up her sides to gently cup under her tits. There was no thought of protest from her. The only sounds she could make were a gentle groan of pleasure at his touch.
Dray leaned in close and whispered just inches from her ear. She could feel his breath as he spoke. "Enjoying the sight, Stacy?"
Stacy couldn't form the words to answer. She was caught spying on Darrell and James and had no realistic excuse.
It didn't matter. Dray wasn't expecting an answer to that question anyway. It was his next one that mattered, "Like that car ride as much as I did, Stacy?"
He heard the same gentle moan as when he touched her tits, but this was accompanied by a subtle head nod.
"What's that, Stacy? I didn't hear that answer."
Stacy leaned back into his chest, her head leaning into his shoulder with her eyes closed as she softly offered her reply, "Yes."
Dray wasn't satisfied with that. "Yes, what?", as he gently squeezed her tits.
"Yes, I liked that car ride."
Dray nodded, "Just the ride? Or what you did on that ride?"
"What I did."
Dray's whispering in her ear was driving her positively wild with desire. He knew it and he continued to use it to fan her flames, "Tell me what you did, Stacy."
"I, I gave you road head."
Now it was Dray's turn to moan, "Mmmm, yea you did. And it was fucking great. Fucking great. Wasn't it, girl?"
"Mmmm... yes... yes it was."
Dray moved a little closer so his lips were now touching her ear. He continued, "And now you were calling Roadhead after giving me road head, huh?"
Stacy couldn't help it. She gave a sexy giggle at the question before answering, "Yes." She paused a moment and then added in a little girl pouty voice, "But you hung up."
"I did, didn't I? Well, go ahead and call him now. I won't hang up this time."
Stacy nodded without saying another word; she was completely under Dray's spell. She straightened up and grabbed her phone, then tapped the call button. Her eyes were heavy with desire as Dray continued to squeeze her tits from behind. When she fully opened them, she looked out the window to see Darrell and James had stopped throwing the football and were now staring into the window at her.
She froze for a brief second. They were watching. They could see Dray fondling her tits. She had no idea how long they'd been watching, but there was no denying what was going on. The butterfly did the only logical thing that came to mind. She smiled. Her desire apparent on her radiant face.
Watching their reaction, Stacy pushed things a little further. The phone rang once before Tim picked up. As he did, Stacy picked up the phone so both Darrell and James could see it as Tim answered. She might as well have invited them inside.
A moment later they were inside. They were the only two that had really moved. Dray stayed pressed against Stacy with his hands still sliding up and down her sides, and she was fighting to avoid passing out from excitement.
Stacy didn't actually hear what her husband said when he answered; he had to repeat himself. Her mind was already on overload. The emerging butterfly was asserting control.
She turned her head to face Darrell and James as she replied to her husband with a simple "Hi honey." as she offered the two of them a wicked and conspiratorial smile. She punctuated that by raising her free hand to her lips in a shushing motion.
The two Black men were happy to comply.
Her actions confirmed to Dray that Stacy was rapidly losing any inhibitions. He took hold of her hips as he took one step back, allowing enough room for him to rotate her to face him. Then he closed the distance, his hard cock now pressing into her belly through his shorts.
Stacy smiled at Dray as she draped her free hand over his shoulder, her other hand holding the phone slightly to the side. She heard Tim from what seemed 1,000 miles away calling her, "Stacy? Are you still there? Stacy?"
Stacy giggled when she heard her husband, then answered, "Sorry, honey. Must be the signal here."
When Tim started to say something, Stacy pretended to not hear him and talked over him, "Tim, before we lose connection again, I need you to send me some clothes like we talked about. Ok?" She glanced to her side as Darrell mouthed, "Tim? Roadhead."
Tim was oblivious to Darrell's antics and Stacy's return smile as he spoke with his words coming out over the speakerphone, "Ok. But um, I'm not sure what you want me to send."
"I know. I'll pick things out. Just go to my dresser."
Both Darrell and James covered their laughs in response to Stacy's tone ordering Tim around.
Stacy was becoming increasingly emboldened. The presence of the men, Tim having no idea what was going on, and Dray still being pressed against her, were all combining to drive her wild. Things she never imagined doing were now something she almost craved.
Tim had to repeat himself three times to regain his wife's attention, "I'm here, honey. What do you want me to send?"
Stacy led Tim through the drill of picking out some t-shirts, warm weather blouses, and shorts before Tim innocently asked a question which further aroused everyone, "What about uh, you know, uh, any bras or panties?"
Dray stared into Stacy's eyes and shook his head no.
Stacy had to settle her voice before responding, "No, honey. That's ok. I can just wash what I already have here."
Dray then motioned with his hand that it was time to end the call.
Stacy nodded her understanding and then added, "Can you get those clothes boxed and mailed today? I'll text you the address when we hang up."
Tim had an uneasy sense about things, but couldn't place it. So, he simply did his patented move of taking the path of least resistance, "Sure. I'll do that right away."
Stacy smiled and offered a truthful, but still mocking, "Thank you, honey." Then she added, "I better go. I need to shower. I just got back from a run and am a little sweaty. Have a good day, ok?"
"You too, honey. I'll text when I've mailed everything."
Stacy ended the call then looked at Dray, "I do need to shower." It was both a statement and an invitation.
A few minutes later, Stacy was on her knees with the warm shower water cascading off her back as she sucked Dray's cock. She worked him to full hardness, then stood and turned around, presenting her waiting pussy to him without saying a word.
Dray took a moment to appreciate her firm fit ass facing him then said, "Like getting fucked in the shower, huh?"
Stacy looked back at him over her shoulder and said, "Yes. But Roadhead doesn't."
Dray chuckled at her unprompted use of her husband's derogatory nickname, then added more fuel to the fire. "The whiteboi have a dick or what?"
Stacy giggled as she answered, "Not like yours. Now please fuck me."
Dray smiled with the realization Stacy was now changed forever. Even if she attempted to revert to her monogamous ways, her time with Dray would linger in her mind. The memories would make their presence known. But he knew it was unlikely she would truly return to her former self. Her offering her pussy to him said more than words alone could ever do.
Those thoughts in mind, he put his left hand on her left hip then used his right to line his cock up to her beckoning pussy. The shower water was now splashing where their bodies were joining together. It rained down on her lower back and shapely ass, while also hitting where his shaft juts out from his groin. The sensation expanded both of their pleasure.
When Stacy felt the head of his cock press into her opening, her knees nearly buckled. She had a hand braced on the shower wall in front of her and to her left for stability. It offered only momentary assistance since Dray shifted his hips forward a bit and his cockhead slipped inside her. Stacy groaned out a refrain she was now becoming quite familiar with, "Fuck yesssssss."



Dray let her adjust and enjoy the sensation, then sunk himself fully inside her. He felt her sag as a climax began to erupt inside her and strengthened his hold on her hips to avoid her slumping completely to the shower floor. It wasn't long before his haunches were slapping against her soaked ass cheeks, as the shower water splashed about and added to the cacophony of sounds.
Sensing her next orgasm building, Dray removed the shower wand from the holder and, from below, aimed the water flow where their bodies joined to become one. Stacy found the combination of his cock inside her and the pulsing water against her clit overpowering. She groaned out a near guttural "Oh fuuuuckkkkkk." as her body shuddered in climax. Dray waited until she peaked, then began hammering into her as he released his own ejaculation erupted.
Dray pumped his seed fully inside her, then gently swatted her ass as he slid himself out of her overflowing slit. He slowly rotated her so she was facing him and then simply nodded downward with a wicked grin on his face. Stacy returned the look, then went to her knees to suck his cock clean of their combined juices.
Dray exited the shower first and was out of the bathroom by the time Stacy emerged. She looked at her blurred image in the slightly fogged mirror and saw the image of a sexual woman looking back at her. She liked what she saw. This woman had a red flush radiating down from her neck to the top of her chest. Her nipples were swollen with arousal. She could see her still rapid heartbeat pulsing in her neck. And the smile of desire was beyond description.
When she glanced down however, her eyes immediately caught sight of her wedding ring. It seemed to be staring back at her. She felt as if it was almost chastising her for her recent behavior. For cheating on Tim. For not only succumbing to sexual desire outside of her marriage, but inviting it in the shower. She stared at the ring, her mind and body wrestling with one another.
After a few moments, Stacy found the will to stop staring at the symbol of her fidelity and devotion to her husband and back to her reflection in the mirror. Most of the steam had cleared, but that only further revealed the image of the sexually aroused woman looking back at her. It was a powerful sight, both visually and mentally.
Reaching for her clothes, Stacy noticed that the shirt, shorts, bra, and panties she had set on the counter, were now just a shirt and shorts. Dray had taken her bra and panties when he left the bathroom. She glanced at the mirror again. The steam had dissipated further, and the wicked smile was still staring back. It remained on her face as she put on the two pieces of clothing Dray had left for her.
After dressing, Stacy headed into the living room and heard the men's voices go quiet. Her hair was still wet and combed back. Her nipples were still erect from the shower sex and hardened further upon being back in the presence of the men. It was obvious to her that Darrell and James knew what had gone on in that shower. Whether Dray had told them, or they heard her sounds of pleasure, or both, the look in their eyes spoke volumes. She debated if the smile she saw in the mirror was still on her face. She felt certain a version of it was.
She resisted making eye contact with Darrell and James, and briefly headed towards the vacant recliner in the corner between the couch where Darrell and James were seated, and the love seat which Dray was seated upon.
She only made it a few steps before Dray extended an arm indicating he wanted her to sit next to him. Even though she had just offered her pussy to him in the shower, she was desperate to resist the invitation. She wanted to tell him no. To tell him that everything she has done to this point was wrong. To tell him that she was a married woman and that she could not continue to cheat on her husband. All those thoughts were racing through Stacy's mind but were quickly trampled under the foot of her raging libido as she sat down on the love seat next to Dray and felt his arm drape over her shoulder.
His touch increased her breathing, and she wondered if it was apparent to the three Black men seated around her. Stacy attempted to steal a quick glance at Darrell and James to gauge their awareness. It was a naïve act. Both of them were staring at her with desire in their eyes. Her reaction to their gaze was obvious and the two of them added a wicked grin to their hungry stare. On instinct, Stacy smiled back.
Dray used his free hand gently under Stacy's chin to turn her face to his. They were just inches apart. She should actually feel the air from his mouth as he spoke, "Tell me Stacy, you have the kind of fun you having here on your days off with Roadhead?"
Stacy was having a hard time processing what he was saying due to her excitement. She could feel the artery in her neck pulsing frantically as it tried to race blood to her oxygen-starved brain. "I'm sorry...what? What did you say?" She heard a subtle chuckle from the side as either Darrell or James was amused by her predicament.
Dray didn't miss a beat. He was now gently rubbing his finger under her chin as he spoke, "I said, you have this much fun when you home with Roadhead?"
She swallowed heavily and took in another deep lungful of air before slowly shaking her head no.
Dray smiled and continued, "No, huh? That's too bad. But you getting to learn new experiences here. Experiences Roadhead can't provide. Am I right, Stacy?"
Another silent response. This time a nod.
The Black man now dominating her vision and her life grinned at the hypnotized stare he was witnessing. "That's right, girl. Roadhead been denying you too much fun." He felt her gently nod in agreement, then spoke up in a jovial tone, "Darrell, why don't you go grab some beers out of the fridge. We need a drink to celebrate firsts."
Stacy looked at him as she felt the embarrassment wash over her face. She nervously giggled, "What? I mean... celebrate?" Now she was almost certain he had told Darrell and James about her giving him road head, but it had remained unspoken in her presence, and she was now anxious it was going to become a topic of conversation.
Dray said, "Hell yea, celebrate. Can't let new accomplishments go overlooked!"
Stacy covered her face with her hands as she giggled in combined shame and arousal. "But Dray..."
Dray responded in a calming and reassuring tone, "Nothing to be embarrassed about, girl. Not a thing."
Just then, Darrell reappeared and presented an open beer bottle to each of them. As Stacy took hers, she looked up at him with pleading eyes.
Before she could say anything, Dray held up his bottle and said, "To firsts!", which was quickly echoed by Darrell and James as they too raised their bottles and tapped them together. Stacy remained red-faced and silent until the three Black men looked at her expectantly. She sighed heavily and giggled before raising her drink and said, "To firsts." The three men cheered and Stacy, though incredibly embarrassed at things, felt the now increasingly familiar rush of arousal wash over her body.
Over the next couple of hours as drinks flowed and fun was had, the sexual tension remained high. Stacy was always fun when she had a bit to drink and being around these men only brought out more of that persona. Even in her slightly drunk state, she knew she was turning the men on and routinely caught them staring at her ever-hard nipples which remained free from the confines of a bra. She didn't bother to chastise them or correct them in any way. Rather, she just enjoyed the way their hungry looks made her feel.
Stacy had totally lost track of time and had forgotten to make her evening phone call to Tim. When she realized it, she sat up on the couch with a start and began to somewhat clumsily look for her phone. The men laughed at her rather manic gestures before Darrell spoke up, "Everything all right, Stacy?"
"I need my phone! I forgot to call Tim. He's probably pulling his hair out."
Darrell laughed and said, "Call who?"
Stacy was busy moving the couch cushions around, so she didn't catch his look. She responded, "Tim."
James chuckled and said, "Who the fuck is Tim?"
Now Stacy understood. She briefly paused her search and looked at the men. Their repeated encouragement for her to use that nickname was having an impact on her. For reasons she could not understand, it was exciting her and she wanted to play along.
She glanced at each man in turn before saying in a soft tone heavy sexual temptation, "I forgot to call Roadhead. Have any of you seen my phone?"
Darrell gave her a devious grin then slowly held the phone up. That began a playful game of keep-away between the two of them where he used his longer arms to keep the phone out of her reach. Before long, the two of them flopped on the couch and Stacy ended up nearly laying across Darrell's chest at one point before she realized it.
When she did, their eyes were inches apart and she could feel the breaths of his laughter on her cheeks as he held the phone just out far enough away. Stacy paused her efforts and looked into Darrell's eyes. She was learning to play their game. She spoke in a soft tone, "Can I have my phone, Darrell? I need to call Roadhead so he knows his wife is ok."
Darrell stared back into her eyes for a moment, then slowly brought the phone into her reach. "You'll call him from here?"
"From right here. I promise."
Darrell nodded in conquest and then moved the phone closer as if to hand it to her.
Stacy reached for it as she began to move so she wasn't still laying across Darrell's chest when he put his hand on her back and stopped her. He said, "You said, 'right here'. You promised.", while extending the phone out of her reach again.
Stacy offered one meek, "But..." but realized, in her alcohol and sex clouded mind, that she did promise she wouldn't move though she actually meant to just stay in the room. She said to him, "You promise you'll be quiet? I don't want him getting suspicious."
Darrell chuckled and said, "Suspicious about his wifey?"
Stacy playfully swatted him on the chest and said, "Can I please have the phone, Darrell?" Her tone was unintentionally provocative. She felt as much as heard Darrell's groan in response, and she just smiled at him.
As Darrell handed her the phone, Stacy glanced at both Dray and James and said, "You guys have to be quiet too, okay?" Both men nodded their consent.
Glancing at the phone, Stacy began to giggle, "Looks like a missed a couple calls from Ti... I mean, Roadhead."
The men joined her in a gentle mocking laugh at her husband's expense, and then Stacy took a deep breath and said to no one in particular, "I can't believe I am doing this again."
Then she hit the call button.
As the phone rang the first time, Stacy knew what was expected. In fact, for reasons she still did not understand, she wanted this to occur. With her eyes on Darrell, Stacy tapped the speaker button a moment before her clueless husband answered.
"Stacy! Is everything ok? I called twice and you didn't answer."
Stacy felt a sense of embarrassment for Tim at exposing him like this, but she also felt a rush of arousal. She giggled and said, "Hi Tim. Everything's ok. I just misplaced my phone and didn't hear it."
She could tell from his delayed response that he could tell she had a bit to drink. He always had difficulty with that and her now being so far away only made things that much more difficult. While she didn't intend to, her next words only fanned his flaming anxiety. "I almost didn't call since it's so late and I didn't want to wake you. But the guys made sure I did to put your mind at ease just in case."
It was her mentioning "the guys" that did it. He obviously knew of Stacy's beauty and sexiness. He also knew that when she had a bit to drink her sexuality and flirtatiousness increased. He wrestled with these thoughts as he lay alone in his bed hearing her speak. Was she drinking with "the guys"? Was Darrell attempting to make a move on her again?
Tim said nothing at first, but Stacy could almost hear his thoughts speaking for him. Finally, he almost blurted out, "The guys?" before quickly clearing his throat and saying, "I mean, uh, is Darrell's uncle, you know, uh, able to house um, everyone?"
Stacy giggled openly and replied, "Oh yes." She turned back to look at Dray and said to Tim, "Uncle Dray has a very nice house and is a very good host." Then she looked back at Darrell, her chest still pressed against his, and said, "As for Darrell, he's keeping himself under control." She paused a beat and then added, "Honey, are you jealous of me being here with these men?"
Again, it was her referencing "these men" that set off alarm bells in Tim's mind. He tried to mask it, but the whine in his voice overcame the words, "What? No, honey, no. I just know Darrell was an issue for you in the past. I didn't mean anything else."
Darrell couldn't help himself and gave a quiet mocking laugh which was clearly heard by Tim. He said, "What was that?"
Stacy giggled again nervously, caught between being found out and enjoying the ongoing deception, before replying, "Oh, that was just Darrell laughing about something."
She knew she needed to end this call before things got out of hand. She said, "Listen, honey. I better go. It's late and you need to get back to sleep and I need to go to bed myself. I'll try and call earlier tomorrow, okay?"
Tim was defeated on the other end of the phone, and he knew he wasn't going to sleep very well after this, but he also knew talking any further wouldn't do any good either. He reluctantly agreed and they said their goodnights.
As soon as Stacy hit the end call button, the men laughed and Stacy giggled, saying, "You guys are a bad influence on me!"
Darrell said, "It wasn't us doing that talking, girl." Dray and James joined in with their agreement.
Stacy giggled once again and then stood up, taking a moment to balance herself as the alcohol made its presence in her system known. Dray then made no hiding of what was next. He stepped up to her and put his hand out for her to take it, and said, "Ready for bed?"
Stacy swooned at the overt nature of his statement. He clearly wasn't implying escorting her to her room. He was asking if she was ready to go to bed with him. To fuck. She knew it. And she knew Darrell and James knew it too. Stacy smiled, took his hand, and said, "Yes."
***
Fifteen minutes later, a naked Stacy was on her hands and knees on Dray's bed as he fucked into her welcoming pussy. She was actually surprised she they had made it to the bedroom since her arousal was spiking with every step away from the couch. Part of it had to do with the obvious fact that Darrell and James knew she and Dray were going to sleep together. And part of it was looking forward to reliving the earlier sex she enjoyed with Dray.
Dray was still closing the bedroom door as Stacy was sinking to her knees to free his cock. Once freed, she gave the quickly hardening shaft a kiss and lick, before taking the head into her mouth. She began to suck his cock with intense passion, one hand cradling and massaging his balls, the other stroking the parts of his shaft that was not inside her mouth.
Dray let her work him to his full hardness, then reached down for a handful of her hair and slowly pulled her mouth off of him. He marveled at how her mouth remained open and pushing forward to take him back in. But he was ready to fuck. He gave her cheek one slap with the hard shaft then said, "Get those clothes off, and get up on that bed Stacy."
It didn't take long to strip the shorts and t-shirt she had on, and she was soon scrambling up on the bed. She looked at Dray and said, "How do you want me, lover?"
Dray loved to see the eagerness she displayed. He briefly debated if it was just his cock or if humiliating the whiteboi she was married to, played a role in how horny she was. He didn't take the thought any further. There would time for that later. He looked at her and said, "Doggy style, Stacy."
The two of them enjoyed an intense fuck with Darrell and James aware of the coupling from downstairs. Stacy's repeated groans of climax were finally punctuated with Dray's own exclamation as he emptied himself inside her. When Dray pulled out and lay back on the bed, Stacy immediately moved to suck his cock clean before curling up beside him for the night. There was no thought of returning to her own room tonight.
***
The following morning, Stacy awoke only slightly startled at being in bed with Dray. She didn't bother to try and sneak off or deny anything. There was no point. A few minutes later and Dray was also awake. Upon making eye contact with him, Stacy felt a rush of excitement. This time, there was no alcohol to blame or other dramatic buildup which she might use as an excuse. There was none of that. She was naked and in bed with Dray after having fucked him before going to sleep.
The realization and plain statement of fact was more exciting than she thought possible.
Stacy smiled at her lover and whispered a soft "good morning." before a wicked thought came to mind. She slowly peeled back his covers to expose his naked body fully. She found his dark rich skin tone extraordinarily beautiful. It only became more so when she placed a white hand on his chest to truly display the contrast between their flesh.
Stacy's mouth soon followed her hand. She gave each of his nipples a gentle suck, before kissing her way down his abdomen towards his rapidly hardening cock. Her hand found it and began to slowly stroke it before her lips found the head. She whispered, "And good morning to you too." directly to the crown before taking him into her mouth.
She began to make slow oral love to his cock as her hand stroked the shaft or massaged his balls.
Dray lay back and enjoyed the sensation. He marveled at what had been unexpectedly released in this beautiful married woman now pleasuring him. She had clearly surrendered to the inevitable now. Whether for the long term or just while staying here, he couldn't be sure. But he fully intended on exploiting what had been discovered, while he had the opportunity.
Stacy worked him with her growing experience driven by her intense passion to please him. The only time her husband entered her mind was when she smiled to herself at how she had never done this for him. She then dismissed him from her mind as she realized that was his fault and not hers, before focusing all her thoughts and energy and the task at hand and in her mouth.
Dray's cock soon erupted and fed her his morning load which Stacy happily, and rather greedily, swallowed.
Stacy finished swallowing him, they gave him a bit of a loving tongue bath, before looking back up at him and saying once again, "Good morning,", this time with cum-laden breath.
Dray smiled and said, "That's a way to start the day right."
A few minutes later and the two of them left the bedroom together.
As they stepped into the hallway, Darrell was exiting the hallway bathroom. The look of realization and confirmation on his face. Stacy couldn't help but sound sexy when she said, "Morning Darrell." It was impossible for it to be heard otherwise with her hard nipples still throbbing from having sucked off Dray a few minutes earlier and a grinning Dray behind her putting his hands on her shoulders. The visual alone spoke volumes to Darrell.
Once downstairs, Stacy made the four of them breakfast again with the ongoing playful banter of her doing it because she was a woman. They finished eating and Dray said, "Got your phone, Stacy?"
She looked at him with a naughty smile and nodded, she had a feeling what was coming next. He said, "How about if we clean the dishes and you make a phone call."



She knew who he wanted her to call but couldn't resist the fun, "And who exactly would you like me to call?"
"Your husband. Tell him how you're doing."
All three pairs of eyes were on her as she said, "You want me to let Roadhead know I'm doing ok?"
The mocking snickers from the three Black men confirmed things for her. She was going to do it anyway. In fact, she was looking forward to it. She just wanted to play along. She had no idea she was setting the stage for more discussions later.
She dialed Tim's number and put the phone on speaker. He answered, oblivious to being on display, and said how happy he was for her to call and that he hoped he didn't sound irritable last night.
The Black men listening laughed and were playfully shoving one another at what they heard.
Stacy told him he had nothing to be apologizing for and then offered her own apology primarily for the benefit of the men in the kitchen with her, "I'm sorry too. I had a bit to drink last night and just totally forgot about you. I mean, calling you."
More laughter from the men which Tim heard.
Tim's anxiety spiked at hearing that and was at a loss for words temporarily. He finally sputtered out, "Um, that's, uh, ok. What, um, what are you doing now?"
Stacy answered honestly, "We just finished eating breakfast and the guys are cleaning up. I cooked. They clean. Works out well."
Three pairs of eyes were back on her with accompanying smiles.
Tim started to say something else, but Stacy really was not interested in a conversation with him at the moment. She knew the situation was dangerous, so she said, "Ok, I just wanted to check in. I'll try and be better about calling tonight."
More snickering from her housemates before Tim and Stacy ended the call with traditional pleasantries, all for the men to hear.
She clicked the end call button and then looked at the men with raised eyebrows and a cocked head as if asking, "How was that?"
Darrell was the first to speak, "You a naughty thing, you know that?" to which James chuckled.
Dray chimed in with almost a statement of declaration, "Nah, she ain't naughty. She's just keeping the whiteboi's mind at ease. She playing the good wifey on the phone for him."
Stacy smiled and couldn't resist taking the bait, "Are you suggesting I'm not a good wife to my loving husband?"
Dray chuckled and said, "Actually, I think you being a perfect wife for that whiteboi. He's there, you're here, and you learning things while you're here to boot. Am I right?"
Stacy giggled and said, "Yes.", without any further thought or consideration that Darrell or James might be curious.
But a moment later, Darrell said, "What'd you learn here, Stacy? He talking about the 'firsts' we celebrated last night?"
The questions, though she should have expected it, caught Stacy off guard. She didn't know what to do. After coming out of Dray's bedroom with him this morning, she had no doubt that Darrell knew she was fucking him. And she was certain he had shared that with James. But she was completely unprepared to say anything.
However, Dray had other ideas. He was slowly nodding as he stepped to Stacy's side while Darrell asked his questions. Dray put an arm around Stacy's shoulder and then turned his full gaze on her while speaking to Darrell, "Yea it was. Our girl here a fast learner." He paused a moment then said to Stacy, "Why don't you tell these niggas here what you learned yesterday, when we went for a ride?"
Stacy's eyes widened with shock at his statement. First, his reference to Darrell and James as niggas, but also, did he really just ask her to tell them about her sucking him off in the car? Or fucking in the shower? Had he already told them about both?
She nervously turned her eyes to the two men to gauge any reaction they might be having to what Dray was saying. Both were staring back at her. In anticipation. The intensity in their eyes caused her to momentarily lose her breath.
Stacy looked back at Dray. She was struggling to speak. "But, but... I...."
Dray chuckled at her confusion. "No buts, Stacy. No secrets in this house."
"Um, uh, we, uh, we went for a ride in your car." She was desperately trying to think of something to say other than what she had done.
Dray chuckled again, "Yeah, that's right. We went for a ride. What did you see on that ride, Stacy?"
Stacy was involuntarily licking her lips and swallowing repeatedly as the anxiety and sexual tension built. She was unable to form words to respond.
Dray leaned in closer and spoke in a subdued voice, toying with her emotions, "What did you think about the big red house on the corner? Or the trees in the park?"
"Wha... what? A red house?". Her voice trailed off in confusion. She had not spent much time looking out the window.
Her Black lover locked eyes with her as he said, "You didn't see the red house or the park, did you, Stacy? What were you looking at instead? What were you focused on?"
Stacy's eyes were hooded over as the sexual stimulation was peaking within her. Her memories intense. She could think no further than answering his simple questions. Her worldview and mindset were now only focused on Dray's eyes and responding to him. She finally offered a breathless, and somewhat confused answer, "No red house. Or park. Only you."
"You need to be more specific, Stacy. You ain't talking to the whiteboi you married to. Was it all of me, Stacy? Or a certain part of me?"
It was his devious smile punctuating his questions and the reference to her husband that made Stacy melt. Her hesitance to answer openly melted with it. She offered her own devious smile as she spoke, "Your cock."
Dray nodded in satisfaction, then put his fingers gently under her chin and turned Stacy to face Darrell and James. He whispered in her ear, "Tell them."
Stacy sucked in a deep breath at the realization they were still there. She felt an incredible sexual rush at knowing they had heard her. It was empowering. She could feel that devious smile she had seen in the mirror the night before forming once again on her face. She took another deep breath and then said, in a clear, unhesitating fashion, "I gave Dray road head in his ride.", before sagging slightly into Dray's shoulder as the weight of what she just said hit her.
Their reactions were priceless. They only served to further fan the flames burning within her.
Darrell nodded somewhat triumphantly as his eyes bored into her, while James said, "And from the look on that pretty face, I'm guessing you liked it,"
Stacy nodded gently before offering a soft, "Yes."
Darrell added, "Yea, you did. No denying that look." He paused briefly and added in a husky, aroused voice, "That was the first, but I'm guessing it won't be the last."
Stacy silently shook her head to confirm he was right. She was intoxicated with lust.
All three of the Black men in the room could tell. They knew this was a moment to exploit. Darrell continued in a more urban tone, "Well, if it ain't gonna be your last, I'm guessing the rest gonna have to happen here too since that whiteboi back at home ain't got what it takes."
James chuckled at the comment as his eyes remained fixed on Stacy. Then he spoke up, "What's that whiteboi's name again?"
Stacy had a moment of confusion on her face as her brain tried to process why they were talking about him suddenly. She finally found some voice as she replied, "Tim."
The three men gave a mocking laugh. Obviously, that was not the expected answer. She realized it a moment later and a naughty grin appeared on her face before she replied, "Roadhead." She couldn't help but giggle after saying it.
Dray turned her face to his and in an almost sympathetic voice, said, "You mean Roadhead isn't going to enjoy road head from his wife."
That question brought more mocking chuckles from Darrell and James. Now Stacy felt the need to add to it. She shook her head no as she said, "He wouldn't know what to do."
"But now you know what to do, don't you?" She wasn't sure if it was Darrell or James that said that. It didn't matter anyway since it was clear that thought was on all of their minds.
She smiled and said, "Yes." in a soft voice.
The unified nod from Darrell and James let her know, without words, that they had an expectation they would experience her road head skills themselves.
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Over the next few days, Stacy continued partying with Dray, Darrell, and James, and continued the mocking phone calls to her husband, Tim. Stacy's mindset and attitude had evolved so much in this short time, that the only time she actually referred to Tim by his given name, was when she was on the phone with him. Nearly all other times she referred to him by the derisive nickname given to him by the Black men: Roadhead.
Unfortunately, other, more serious, realities were setting in also. Dray, having a higher-level position in the company, had to start coordinating to get some levels of business flowing again since no one knew the duration of the pandemic, and staying closed forever was unrealistic. On Stacy's personal side, the urgency in Tim/Roadhead's voice to have Stacy home was become more apparent during each phone call as well.
However, this recently discovered side of herself still got a vote in things. Since that first night in Dray's bed, Stacy spent every subsequent night there, taking his Black cock into her adulterous pussy. Every morning, her unfaithful mouth sucked him off to start their day. In between, hiding her newfound sexuality became impossible, and Stacy enjoyed the lustful looks and sexual banter with Darrell and James. All of these experiences, though only part of her life for less than two weeks, felt as if they were part of her being forever. There was no going back to her former life.
Yet, there were more changes to come.
As the lockdown was midway through its second full week, the foursome again partied into the night. Stacy placed her dutiful phone call to her husband before resuming drinking and having fun with the three Black men. Later, in bed that evening, shortly after he emptied himself into her pussy, Dray set her next round of changes in motion.
He said to her, "Stacy, you know travel's gonna open up again soon, and Roadhead's gonna be expecting you home. But I'm thinking that whiteboi doesn't get the job done where it counts. You gonna be able to put this genie back in the bottle?"
Stacy rolled towards her lover and smiled. "I was thinking about that too. I don't know what I'm going to do when I go back. I just don't." Her voice trailed off.
Dray leaned in close to her. He had that naughty smile back on his face, "Tell me, girl. You having fun partying with the niggas, huh?"
She looked up at him as she felt her face flush. She debated how to answer, but then she realized she had answered this question with her actions every night for the last week. What words could she say that would change what had gone on? She nodded and offered a sweet and innocent, "Yes."
Dray chuckled gently and said, "Good to hear you finally admit it." He paused a moment then spoke the words that would take Stacy's evolution to another level. "Well, I don't think that genie wants back in that bottle. So, the issue now is, what's the genie gonna do?"
He paused again and watched as she stared up at him, hanging on every word. He continued, "We know the whiteboi can't get it done."
Stacy quickly blurted out, "But I..." before her words were cut off with Dray gently pressing a finger to her lips.
"Let me finish.", he said. "We know the whiteboi can't get it done. And we know you having fun with us." He paused, "Am I right so far?"
She nodded. She didn't speak or try to interrupt. She hoped Dray had a solution to the coming dilemma.
He said, "Good. We understood on that part. So, it just seems you need to figure out a way to get some dark chocolate when you back home." He paused again, watching her facial expression as the thoughts raced through her mind.
Dray lowered his voice slightly and said, "And I know someone there that can hook you up, too. Keep that dark chocolate itch scratched. Take care of what Roadhead can't."
Stacy was so fixated on his words and the idea of taking on a Black lover at home, that she didn't even consider who he might be talking about. She said, "You know someone where I live?"
Dray chuckled again before replying, "I do. And so do you." He paused and watched the look of confusion transition to a look of surprise.
Stacy's mouth dropped open and she said, "Darrell?"
Dray smiled and nodded. "Darrell. That nigga has had you in his sights since college, girl. You know it and I know it. The fucker would talk to me on the phone about you."
That last sentence struck a chord with Stacy. She said to Dray, "He did?" The tone of the question was asking for more details.
"Fuck yea, he did. Said you wasn't interested in giving him the time of day back then. Didn't seem to bother you here none, though. Seems like you having fun with him here."
Stacy's face reddened with embarrassment about how she might have been rude to Darrell. He really was a nice guy and a lot of fun. She always kept him at arm's length in college and even started that way on this trip.
Dray watched as she reflected on his words. He knew she was feeling a level of guilt regarding her behavior towards Darrell. He watched as the redness slightly faded in her cheeks then returned. He knew her thoughts had shifted from guilt to something else. He smiled and said, "I saw that guilty look on your face. But now you thinking about something else. Now you thinking if he can get the job done, huh?"
Stacy's face reddened further when she knew she was busted. She let out a nervous giggle and was about to speak, but then she just smiled. What could she say?
Dray smiled again and said, "Look, girl, I know two things. I know that nigga been wanting a piece of you since he first seen you. And I also know he's got to be better than that whiteboi who's waiting on you."
Dray laughed as he said the last part and Stacy couldn't help but offer another nervous giggle.
Dray lowered his voice once again and said, "Make that nigga's day tomorrow, girl. He does the job, you know you got someone who can scratch your itch when you home. He doesn't do the job, you know you gotta find someone else." He paused a moment before adding, "Because we both know that itch ain't going away."
Stacy nodded in agreement with the last statement. Still, she felt the need to offer a counterargument and said, "But what if..." before Dray cut her off again. His tone was stern, but not scolding or yelling. just matter of fact. He said, "Stop with the fucking buts. You gonna live your life or you gonna 'but' your way through it? Up to you." And with that he laid his head on the pillow and turned off the nightlight by his bed.
A few moments of silence passed in the dark room before Stacy said, "Ok."
***
While Stacy and Dray were having that tremendously enlightening conversation in Dray's bed, Tim was home alone. Another restless night of sleep underway. He was filled with fear and anxiety driven by thoughts of what Stacy was doing. She just didn't sound herself when they talked. And she was never truly alone, the voices of the men seemingly always right next to her. At times she even sounded as she had been drinking.
He knew a component of this was simple jealousy. But was there more? Was it his own insecurities or was there something actually going on? Was there a side of his wife he didn't know?
Every night his thoughts led him down this rabbit hole. Each night had its own twists and turns. Some nights, like this one, his white penis hardened at the thoughts his mind conjured up about what she was doing. And some mornings, he woke with a wet spot in the groin of his pajamas as the dreams in the rabbit hole revealed something about himself.
***
The next morning, after that rather profound conversation, and with Dray's morning load already in her belly, Stacy was downstairs preparing breakfast for the men. Throughout the night, Stacy replayed that conversation in her mind. She thought about what Dray had said and about just how right he was. But she also considered her marriage. How continuing this sort of behavior would impact it. And what about Roadhead? She giggled softly as she realized she had actually thought Roadhead instead of Tim.
A moment later she heard a sound behind her, and with the smile from her thoughts still shining on her face, she turned to see who it was. It was Darrell. He was leaning in the doorway just looking at her.
Looking at Darrell, Stacy saw him in a whole new light. Her behavior to this point was moving her in this direction, but Dray's words the night before had crystalized things. She felt as if their roles of hunter and hunted had reversed. She loved the feeling.
Stacy was wearing one of Dray's t-shirts with nothing underneath. She had taken to wearing one of his shirts after her sleeping with him was no secret. The shirt came down slightly below her well sculpted ass cheeks and displayed her braless nipples to perfection. She watched as his eyes drank in her body and she felt the familiar rush of excitement at the intensity of his gaze. She made no move to hide or conceal herself. When his eyes finally reached hers, Stacy offered him a naughty smile and then said, "Good morning, Darrell."
"Nice shirt."
Stacy smiled, "It's Dray's. He's letting me borrow it."
Darrell nodded, then asked, "Called Roadhead yet?"
Stacy giggled, "No. I was waiting for everyone to wake up."
Darrell chuckled at her comment and nodded appreciatively. The air was quickly thickening with sexual tension, in part due to Darrell's ongoing lust for Stacy, and in part due to Stacy's new, and lusting, outlook of Darrell. The two stood in silence for a bit when, as if on cue, Stacy's phone buzzed.
She picked it up off the counter, looked at it and then looked at Darrell with a naughty smile, "Guess who's calling?"
"That Roadhead?"
Stacy nodded and moved to answer the call, but Darrell held up his hand to stop her. "Don't answer."
Stacy looked at Darrell confused, knowing how much the men enjoyed her calls with her husband.
Darrell stared directly into her eyes before continuing, "Don't answer it. The whiteboi can wait."
Stacy was instantly captivated. She had spent the night and this morning debating Dray's suggestion about Darrell, and this conversation and Darrell's final statement completed her decision. She responded in a sexy flirtatious whisper, "You don't want me to answer Roadhead?", as she set the still buzzing phone back down on the counter.
Darrell delighted in her actions and words. He shook his head no with a devious grin on his face.
Stacy turned to the phone as it stopped buzzing and said, "Sorry, honey. Darrell said no."
While Stacy was speaking to the now still phone, Darrell closed the distance between them, enjoying this game the two of them were playing and sensing his long-held desires for Stacy may be coming closer to reality.
Stacy turned to look at him and felt her heart pounding in her chest like it had that first night with Dray. He was now just a foot away from her, well inside her personal space as she looked up at him. She debated if he was going to kiss her. Her lips opened slightly, in part to get more air and in part in hopeful anticipation of the kiss.
Her phone beeped. Darrell reached over to grab it. He held it up for Stacy and said, "Guess Roadhead left you a voicemail."
Stacy didn't say anything she just glanced at the phone and then nodded.
Darrell spoke, his voice a soft deep tone, "Going to listen to it?"
Stacy was so aroused she felt might actually start drooling. She hastily swallowed and replied, "When you tell me to."
Her response brought a smile of joy to Darrell's face. He set the phone back on the counter. Every fiber in Stacy's body knew what was coming next. She wanted it. She craved it. She fully anticipated him dipping his head to kiss her and pull her into his arms.
Unfortunately, a moment later, James' voice could be heard heading toward the kitchen, "Smells like breakfast!"
Darrell and Stacy's momentary reverie was broken. Stacy quickly turned back to the items being prepared and Darrell moved to the refrigerator in an awkward effort to look like he had been doing something.
James was not that naïve. He made it two steps into the kitchen before he said, "I interrupt something?"
Darrell quickly replied, "Shut the fuck up, bro."
Stacy giggled at his response, both at just the humor in his statement and in relief that he had revealed nothing else. She glanced over her shoulder at James, who she found staring at her ass, and said, "Morning, James."
James nodded, his eyes not leaving her ass, as he replied, "Morning, Stacy." When she turned back to the food, he added, "Daaayyyummm.", clearly approving of her appearance.
Stacy smiled to herself at his reaction, and then realized something. She needed to get to the bathroom quickly. With her sucking off Dray before getting out of bed, and then her intense, but brief, interaction with Darrell, and now James' appreciative gaze and comments about her, Stacy's pussy was flooded. She needed to go tend to that before her wetness made itself known to all. She asked the men to keep an eye on things and said she would be right back.
***
Dray eventually joined them and the four of them ate breakfast, enjoying the memories of partying the night before, and thinking about what to do that night. As they did, Dray eased himself back slightly from being the center of Stacy's attention. In a very subtle, but real way, he was ceding that position to Darrell.
Darrell didn't waste the chance. Though he knew the answer based on their earlier fun, he looked at Stacy and asked, "Made your call to Roadhead yet?"
Stacy giggled and then remembered the voicemail, "Oh! I forgot. He called earlier and I didn't answer." She quickly grabbed the phone and said, "Ready?" There was no debate or question as to whether this should be done. No thought to trying to preserve some dignity for her husband. It was all about just having fun at his expense.
The Black men laughed and nodded, and Stacy pressed play. The voicemail was nothing special. It really only served as a source of comedy for the men and as a source of unknown shame for Stacy's husband. When it concluded, she turned to Dray and asked, "Should I call him back?"
Dray continued the subtle shift of moving Darrell to the fore, by making eye contact with him and raising his eyebrows in question. Stacy turned to follow Dray's look and waited for Darrell's response.
Darrell paused a moment as he looked into Stacy's eyes. He saw the mischief in them. He smiled and said, "I think the whiteboi can wait a little more." James laughed at the statement and bumped fists with his co-worker. Darrell shifted slightly as he asked a pointed question of Stacy, "Unless you feel the need to check in with him."
Stacy was gently shaking her head no as he started speaking and offered a soft, "He can wait." the moment he finished. She heard Dray's subtle chuckle and James' more mocking laugh from what seemed like a great distance as she stared at Darrell.
Darrell nodded, letting her know that was the right answer.
***
When Stacy returned to her room after breakfast, still feeling the excitement from the sexual banter she experienced with the men over breakfast, she set about her morning routine of getting ready. She always brought a glass of water with her so she could take her vitamins and birth control pills since she didn't like to do it in the presence of the men. Grabbing the little clutch she used to hold these pills, she opened it to find she only had a two-day supply of either remaining. Today's and tomorrow's. She hadn't considered being here this long and only packed enough to get by for this trip plus a couple more in the event she got stuck at an airport.
She momentarily froze in panic as if somehow not having enough BC pills was going to make her instantly pregnant. She settled herself and then tried to put some thought as to what to do. She quickly dismissed the idea of asking Roadhead, Tim, she giggled to herself, to send any. She giggled as she thought about explaining that to him. "Honey, if you don't mind, can you send me a couple weeks supply of birth control pills. I'm fucking these Black guys here and didn't bring enough. Oh, and sorry for missing or ignoring your calls." Yea, that wasn't an option.
Trying to get an emergency supply at a local pharmacy would present its own challenges since they were either closed or under siege due to the pandemic. So that was out.
The most obvious solution was to avoid having any further sex with Dray...or Darrell. But, while the most obvious, it came with its own difficulties. First and foremost, she didn't want to stop having sex. Plain and simple. She enjoyed fucking Dray.
Then there was the option of condoms. She intuitively knew that was out. No way Dray would go for that. She could just feel it. He wasn't like Tim, who she often made wear a rubber, sometimes even while on the pill. And being honest, she preferred Dray fuck her bareback anyway. There was no way she was going to ask a man of his caliber to put on a rubber.
She took a last look at the pill, then popped it in her mouth as she thought, "I have a couple days."
***
That evening, as the drinks began to flow, Stacy's mind was hung up on two things. First, was she really going to fuck Darrell and what would he be like? And second, how exciting it would be to have Dray or Darrell, or James for that matter, fuck her unprotected and fertile pussy. The thought of their sperm seeking out her vulnerable egg was incredible. Her mind imagined the egg hanging on the end of a branch that was dipping closer and closer to a pool of their sperm, as the little swimmers leapt from the pool to try and make contact. The idea fascinated her.
Then, in a moment of embarrassment similar to one earlier on this trip, the men had said something to Stacy and she was so lost in her fantasy that she did not hear them. She was staring blindly forward thinking about her belly swelling with child when she suddenly saw someone snapping their fingers in front of her eyes. She shook her head and giggled out a "Sorry." as the men laughed.
Darrell said, "Still with us, Stacy?"
Stacy felt her face turn red and she said, "I guess I was just lost in thought." She glanced in Dray's direction and saw him looking at her as if he knew what was going through her mind. Part of her wished he did.
The four of them sat down to play cards and drink, and it wasn't long before Stacy was feeling a bit tipsy. It gave her just enough courage to start flirting a bit with Darrell. Flirting was totally unnecessary since all she would have to say to him was, "Ready?" and he would have jumped at the chance. But she couldn't resist the tease. What she didn't realize was that she was also arousing the libido of the other two men at the table.
The card game eventually evolved into a confused merger of spin the bottle and truth or dare. The men never missed an opportunity to turn the conversation in a sexual direction or towards mocking Tim who Stacy had long since stopped defending.
Eventually, the topic of the best sex they've ever had came up. Stacy remained silent and let the men discuss their conquests, and giggled and shook her head no when asked if her husband was her best partner. Darrell couldn't resist and said, "Then who was it? Guy before him?"



Stacy knew both Darrell and James knew she was fucking Dray. Yet, she was still hesitant to admit Dray was her best partner by far. She was trying to figure out a way to say it without saying it, when Dray upped the ante. He said, "While she's thinking, what about this? Either one of you two been with a white bitch yet?"
Stacy giggled and playfully swatted Dray's arm at his reference to "white bitch".
It took Darrell and James longer than usual to answer and she realized their answer was no. They had never been with a "white bitch". For some reason this triggered a real sense of excitement in her.
Dray seemed to sense that excitement and fed into it. Continuing with Darrell and James, he said, "Shit. Need to change that." before turning to face Stacy. She felt the eyes of Darrell and James on her as well.
Dray continued with Stacy, "So, what's your answer? Who's the best fuck you've had?"
Just two weeks ago, Stacy would have never imagined being in a conversation like this, particularly with men. But today, it felt almost necessary. She was still holding her playing cards in her hand as she thought of what to do. She put the playing cards on the table and then realized that, metaphorically, that is probably what she needed to do in response to the question.
Stacy took a sip from her beer bottle, followed by a deep breath, then she briefly glanced into each of the men's dark eyes, before looking back to Dray. All three Black men sat stoically, waiting for her response. It was clear to all that this was a big moment.
Stacy let out a bit of an embarrassed and nervous giggle before beginning to answer, "Well, it's not like I have a lot experience, ok. I mean, I only had a few boyfriends before Ti..., I mean, Roadhead." The three men had a quiet laugh, but none of the men uttered any other sound. They didn't dare interrupt the flow.
"And let's just say, uh, Roadhead tries hard, but....", she let her voice trail off. More laughter, which helped ease Stacy's anxiety.
The forthcoming answer was obvious to all, yet Stacy was spoiling for time and enjoying the tease. After all, she had already admitted to sucking Dray's cock in the car. She took another sip from her beer before continuing, "But there is one guy who was amazing." She paused as if reflecting on a long-held memory. "He just seemed to know what I needed before I even knew. He helped open my eyes in so many ways."
She could hear the men shifting in their seats; Darrell and James from arousal, Dray's arousal accompanied by pride.
She paused again; this time longer than James could handle. He said, "And?"
"And I don't know what I'm going to do when I leave here." She hadn't admitted to it being Dray, but it was clear.
Darrell responded, "Maybe you just need to find that same thing at home. And I ain't talking about Roadhead."
Stacy turned her gaze fully to him. She set both elbows on the table and rested her chin on her left hand. She said to Darrell, "And do you have any suggestions?"
Now Darrell leaned forward with his own elbows on the table. It was something of a flirtatious standoff between the two of them. His eyes conveyed lust mixed with the slightest warning that she should not be toying with him. "As a matter of fact, I do."
Stacy's face brightened into a sexy smile, "I'm intrigued."
At this point, Dray made eye contact with James, and with a subtle head movement, he indicated that they should leave Stacy and Darrell and give them the freedom to find where their conversation was headed. Stacy did not notice their quiet departure. She was too fixated on her increasingly intimate exchange with Darrell.
Darrell, however, had seen them leave. He had sat staring at Stacy, but watching them from the corner of his eye. Once they had rounded the corner, he was on his feet and on Stacy's side of the table. His movement was so quick and agile, that it took her breath away. He was now standing so close she had to crane her neck to look up at him. Darrell had asserted control in that instant.
"What you intrigued about?"
Stacy was now open-mouth breathing, but her looking up at him was forcing her to swallow repeatedly, even though she felt her mouth was dry. It made her arousal all the more apparent. She attempted to reply to his question, "I'm, uh, I, uh....", but she couldn't find the words.
Darrell smiled down at her. It wasn't a condescending or arrogant smile. Rather, a smile of desire and understanding. In a very real way, he knew how Stacy felt. When he first met her in college, he was transfixed by her beauty, and he lusted after her. Now she had lust in her eyes for him.
As he smiled and Stacy continued to stumble for something to say, Darrell gently moved his thumb to her lips to silence her. It was a fateful move. As he touched them, her stammering stopped. But he held his thumb there a moment longer, the two of them with eyes locked on one another. Then he watched as her lips moved softly, almost involuntarily, to a pucker and then she was gently kissing his thumbprint.
Stacy felt it happen, but she wasn't sure she had actually controlled it. She stared up at him as his lips pulled further back into a wicked smile, before his head nodded subtly. Taking in his expression, she felt the pressure of his thumb on her lips increase slightly. Instinctively, Stacy slowly parted her lips to accept his thumb into her mouth.
She slid her tongue out, just slightly to the first knuckle of his thumb, before she smiled back at him, imagining the visual she was presenting. Stacy then winked, and slowly wrapped her lips around his thumb, sucking it with enough pressure to let him know she wanted where things were headed.
Darrell moaned out his approval, adding, "I been waiting for this since I first saw you in college."
His words, his way of looking at her, her time with Dray, and her own newfound lust drove Stacy's next actions. She slowly pulled back, sucking his thumb the entire way before releasing it with a pop, as she gracefully slipped from sitting on the chair to kneeling before him. She smiled up at Darrell and said, "I'm sorry I made you wait."
In seconds, she had his cock free. She took it gently into her hands, appreciating its size and the power it seemed to emanate. Pointing it directly at her face, she looked at the head as if it were a microphone, then repeated the words she had just said, "I'm sorry I made you wait." She punctuated that statement with a wet, tongue kiss to the rapidly swelling cockhead.
Taking him into her mouth, Stacy bobbed her head up and down a few times as Darrell's cock reached its full potential, before pulling back with a pop. She looked up at her college admirer and did a gentle knee walk so the chair was no longer at her back, but slightly to her side. She reached over and patted the chair indicating he should sit down. She smiled up at him and added, "Get comfortable, baby." before taking the head back into her mouth.
Her fear of being inexperienced was now gone thanks to being with Dray over these last couple weeks. It was now replaced by a desire to please and to let Darrell know she was worth the wait. Stacy briefly debated stopping so they could slip off to Darrell's room to fuck, but she knew that was going to happen anyway. That is, after she finished sucking him off.
Stacy moved slightly to get herself in a more comfortable position, and then she began to suck his cock in earnest. She didn't get very far before fate intervened as it had at breakfast. Her phone, resting on the table now just above her left ear, began to buzz. She immediately knew who it was and her first reaction was to giggle. Darrell's cock was still in her mouth as she did.
She pulled back, still slightly giggling, and looked up at Darrell who was now holding the vibrating phone, "That who I think it is?" She lazily dragged her tongue around the saliva-coated head of his cock.
Darrell nodded and was moving to set the phone down when a thought popped into his head, "You ever call him back from this morning?"
Stacy was honestly surprised he hadn't already hit the call answer button. She fully expected him to. In fact, she wanted him to. But he had left the decision to her. And she made it. A naughty smile appeared on her face as she shook her head no, adding, "No, I never did. Guess I forgot."
Darrell, though he secretly fantasized about this, was not expecting her response. He couldn't let the opportunity go by. He grunted out a "Fuck yea." and then hit the accept call button.
Stacy didn't move in any way. Darrell's cock remained at her lips, once again becoming a microphone, as she greeted her clueless husband, "Hello?"
The situation was almost surreal. Here she was, on her knees before a co-worker and college classmate she had repeatedly rebuffed, with his cock in her hand and wet from her saliva, as her husband called to check on her from two time zones away. She could not believe it was happening.
As Tim/Roadhead began his now customary whine about not hearing from Stacy, Darrell did two things. First, he held the phone just far enough away where he felt comfortable the sounds of Stacy's mouth on his cock wouldn't be detected or at least obvious, and second, he used his other hand on the back of her head to pull her back to sucking him. Once she began to do so, he let her determine if and when she would release him and free her mouth to respond to whatever it was her husband was saying.
More than a few times, she heard, "Stacy?" from the speakerphone as her efforts at pleasing Darrell took priority over responding to her husband. As this happened, Darrell became increasingly indifferent to hiding his laughter to a point where Tim finally blurted out, "Honey, are you alone?"
Stacy took a deliberately long time to release the suction on Darrell's cock to finally reply, "I'm sorry, Tim, no, I'm not alone. I haven't been alone for almost two weeks now. I've been around Darrell, Dray and James every day and night." It was a statement of fact. And it could have been an entirely innocent statement too. Even one of frustration. But both she and Darrell knew it wasn't, and Tim had that strange feeling in the pit of his stomach that it wasn't either. Her provocative tone had done its job for the men on either side of the phone.
Stacy locked eyes with Darrell as she finished that sentence, then traced her tongue along ridge defining his cockhead. The thought of her husband mentally wrestling with her being potentially unfaithful aroused her rather than causing her concern. She said, "You probably just heard Darrell laughing." She paused a beat, then added, "He's watching some guy on TV get beat up."
Darrell laughed again. The TV wasn't even on. But he was watching some guy get beat up. The guy was just on the other end of the phone. And his wife was helping it happen.
Stacy suddenly leaned forward, pushing Darrell's cock deeply into her mouth. The sound of her gagging on his Black shaft and Darrell's accompanying "Oh fuck." merged together through the phone. The angst in Tim's belly grew further.
As much as she was enjoying this, Stacy knew the phone call had to end. She slowly pulled back, her cheeks hollowing as she maintained suction on Darrell's rigid cock. She released it slowly, a string of saliva mixed with his pre-cum connecting her lower lip to his wet shaft. Looking up at Darrell, she said, "Honey, it's late for you so you better get to bed. I have some make up work I have to finish here and then I'm going to bed too. We can talk tomorrow."
"Ok, Stacy. Uh, Stacy? Is everything, you know, ok?"
Stacy was running her tongue from Darrell's balls to the head of his cock as her husband asked his question. She gently sucked the head into her mouth for a moment and then released it, saying, "Everything is fine, honey. We've been taking advantage of some professional development opportunities and it's been keeping me occupied."
Darrell covered his mouth to mask his laughter as Tim responded with a less than convincing, "Oh, ok." There was a lingering defeated tone in his voice when he wished Stacy a good night. Stacy was too far gone to care. She wanted to feel Darrell's cock unload in her mouth and then him take her to bed to fuck. Still, she offered a deceptively cheerful, "You have a good night too, honey."
Darrell hit the end call button before another word was exchanged.
Stacy knelt, staring up at Darrell and watched him place the phone back on the table. She waited until he made eye contact with her, then said, "Are you ready to give me what Roadhead can't?"
"Fuck yea, Stacy."
"Feed me, lover." And then she went to work sucking his cock until his balls dumped their load onto her tongue and into her belly. Each delicious pulse pumping the thick richness she was quickly learning to crave. She swallowed his entire load, the two of them never breaking eye contact. Once sure she had drained him completely, Stacy gave the crown one last tongue kiss, then sat back on her haunches, a wicked smile lighting up her face.
Darrell was amazed at what he just experienced. His long-sought conquest achieved, and he was not disappointed in the least. In fact, it was far better than he thought possible. The combination of her skill, her passion, and her willingness to toy with her husband were an incredibly potent mixture. His cock softened only slightly, almost having an awareness of its own that there was more to come this evening.
Stacy looked up at him, her warm blue eyes sparkling with desire, "That was wonderful. I waited too long to do that. I hope you can find a way to forgive me."
"Plenty of time to make up for that, girl. Both tonight and when we back home."
"I like that idea. Let's not waste any more time, though."
Darrell stood, quickly pulled up his pants to avoid tripping over them, then reached down and pulled Stacy up into his arms. Once she was on her feet, he reached down and grabbed her just below the cheeks of her ass and hoisted her up on to his belly. Stacy followed his lead and wrapped her legs around his back and her arms around the back of his neck as he began to walk the two of them to his bedroom.
Stacy was fascinated by the realization that not only was she about to take on her second Black lover, but she was about to do it under the same roof as her first.
Darrell skillfully guided the two of them up the stairs and down the hall without a hitch. In his room, he maneuvered to the bed and then turned and sat down, steering Stacy's feet to the ground as he did. Then he simply sat up, looked at Stacy as she stood up, and he said, "Show me what you got under them clothes."
It was such a simple command. One she would not even have considered entertaining just a few weeks ago. In fact, had she heard it from Darrell then, she might have slapped him in the face. But this wasn't a few weeks ago. This was now. Now, when the salty taste of his sperm was still on her tongue. Now, when her previously faithful pussy had been fucked numerous times by Dray's glorious Black cock. Now, when she felt an actual need to show Darrell what she had under her clothes to ensure she would get the sex she needed when she returned home.
With those sexually clouded thoughts, Stacy had something of a realization that she needed to perform. Needed to make sure she cultivated the lust that had been in Darrell's mind all this time. The risk of being a letdown for him was tremendous. He might not want her if she didn't live up to expectations and worse, what if that word got out? She needed to rise to this occasion, for his pleasure and for her own.
Stacy had zero experience in doing any type of strip routine, so she fell back on a woman's old reliable instinctive skill...the tease. She brought her hands up to her chest, and even though her breasts were still covered, she bashfully covered them with her hands, bringing her shoulder up to her cheek in just the right manner. She cooed to him in a playful, innocent tone, "But, what about my husband?"
Darrell licked his lips at her little display, "He ain't here. And he don't deserve what you got."
His use of the word "deserve" struck a chord with Stacy. Dray had hinted at it and now Darrell had said it. Were they right? Is that why she was playing along so willfully in the phone calls? Even going as far as to refer to Tim as Roadhead when talking with them? Accurate or not, Stacy decided then and there that Darrell did deserve her tonight. She could worry about her husband at a more convenient time.
She smiled at Darrell before putting on a little pouty face. She briefly studied his expression before saying, "Poor Roadhead. Can't get the job done at home. And now you're saying he doesn't deserve me." She paused and pulled her top over her head, tossing it to the side, revealing her naked breasts to his lusty stare. Then she said, "Let's see if you do."
Those words spoken, Stacy moved forward and climbed up his body, forcing him onto his back on the bed. She slid her tits up his torso, and resting one hand on the mattress, moved up to present a hard nipple to his lips.
Darrell took the invitation and latched on. His suction was an instant stimulant to an already aroused Stacy and she groaned out, "Fuck yesssss" as he moaned beneath her. The pair wrestled to shed the rest of their clothing and acquainted one another with their now naked bodies.
Stacy quickly realized Darrell was not the timid lover that Tim was. Like Dray, he moved her, touched her, and enjoyed her as he saw fit, almost intuitively knowing that his actions would please her. The contrast between her Black lovers' actions in bed and those of her husband, were almost as profound as the contrast in their skin tone. It only served to further solidify the path she was happily trotting down.
It wasn't long before Darrell was between her legs with his hard Black cock ready to slide inside Stacy's soaked pussy. He took the shaft in his hand and lightly tapped it on her throbbing clit, watching as she squirmed in pleasure with each contact. He took his free hand and rubbed it over her light blonde pubic mound as he said, "Surprised my uncle ain't had you clean this up yet. We gonna have to take care of that."
Stacy had never considered shaving her pussy hair. She wasn't against it; it just never crossed her mind. Yet, with Darrell's simple declaration, she found herself nodding her head in agreement.
Darrell smiled in appreciation and spoke softly, "That's my girl.", before pressing the head of his cock at her wet and inviting seam. A simple movement of his hips had his cockhead slipping between her pussy lips. The warmth and wetness of her love canal were better than he expected, and her breathless reaction to this mild penetration let him know she wanted him as much as he wanted her.
He paused to take in the sight he had been coveting for the last few years. His thick Black shaft partially sunk into her pink pussy lips was a thing of beauty.
Stacy, who had her own enchantment with the sight of a Black cock sliding into her from her recent experiences with Dray, hiked herself up on her elbows to afford herself a better view. She remembered the earlier conversation about Darrell never having been with a "white bitch." She glanced up at him and then whispered, "Slide it in slow." It wasn't because she didn't want it hard. It was because she wanted both of them to watch his cock slowly disappear inside her.
Darrell understood this without any further explanation and did as she requested. The two of them took in the sight of him penetrating her. The sounds of her moist pussy lips sucking him in and their labored breathing was a perfect soundtrack to the beautiful imagery they were witnessing.
When Darrell was fully buried, he paused and flexed his cock, watching as Stacy's eyes fluttered at the sensation. He waited for her to settle and then locked eyes with her. He had a simple question, "Ready, girl?"



Her answer was equally simple, "Yes. Fuck me, Darrell."
He set out to do just that. Darrell used his arms so her legs were splayed with the inside of her knees against his forearms. This also served to almost pin her in place and allowed for the two of them to settle into an intense fuck. It wasn't long before the sound of his hips slapping against the cheeks of her ass filled the room.
Stacy quickly experienced her first orgasm. She offered a deep guttural groan as the sensation took hold and her legs began to quiver and her toes curled. A light sheen of perspiration began to form on her chest.
Darrell was conscious to keep his breathing measured to avoid climaxing too soon as he fucked her through her orgasm. Witnessing her squirming in pleasure and hearing her groans of delight made his breath control and self-discipline all the more important. He felt beads of sweat forming on his brow.
It was as if the two of them were exorcising the demons of the past which prevented this from happening earlier. Ironically, in addition to just enjoying a tremendous fuck, the two of them, in a very real way, were working to convince the other that they were worthy of this continuing when they returned from this trip. However, the reality of the situation was already clear even if neither of them knew it. This was going to continue quite often from this day forward.
Needing a breather, Darrell momentarily paused his fucking so he could roll onto his back. He held Stacy ass cheeks as he did and his cock remained inside her.
Stacy didn't miss a beat. She giggled as they rolled and then she began bouncing on his cock. This was another skill she learned with Dray. She had never done anything like it with her husband.
Her lungs were starved for oxygen, but she didn't let that slow her down. It only served to add to her excitement. When Darrell reached up to tweak her sensitive nipples, Stacy's guttural moans transitioned to a breathy "Fuuucckkkk yessssssss." She buried him fully inside her and climaxed again.
Neither could know, nor would either have cared at that moment, that their sounds and Stacy's cries of pleasure were heard by both Dray and James in the surrounding bedrooms. Dray was pleased with what he helped release in Stacy. James was turned on, but jealous of what Dray and now Darrell were experiencing with Stacy.
As the peak of Stacy's climax ebbed, she slowed her bouncing and began a slow grind of her hips, stirring his cock in her pussy. She leaned forward with her hands on Darrell's shoulders, looked him in the eyes with a wicked grin and asked through heavy breaths, "So, was I... worth... the wait?"
"Fuck yea, girl. Absolutely."
Stacy giggled sexily and nodded her agreement, "I'm sorry... I made you... wait. For you... and for me." Her words split as she gained control of her ragged breathing.
"It is what it is. We here now."
Again, she nodded as she repeated his statement, "We are here now." while continuing a slow hump on his hard shaft. She relished the fullness in her pussy. She paused and then added, "What about when we aren't here? What about when we are back home?"
Darrell chuckled at the absurdity of the questions. Like he was going to resist any possibility of continued sex with Stacy. While she smiled brightly at his chuckle and the unspoken agreement it conveyed, he decided to remove any doubt, "When we back home, we gonna have to make up for lost time. That's how I see it."
He paused a moment and then continued, "We only got one thing to worry about when we back home."
Now he began to slowly meet her bounce, increasing the pleasure for both of them. He tweaked both of her nipples gently as he asked, "You know what I'm talking about, girl?"
She knew. She absolutely knew. It was Tim. Her husband. Roadhead.
Darrell read her expression. He imagined the thoughts racing through her mind. He wanted those thoughts spoken. He wanted to hear her say it, and wanted her to hear herself say it.
"Tell me, Stacy. Let me hear you say it."
Stacy's eyelids were hooded. Every nerve felt alive. This whole situation was intoxicating. She smiled and then took a deep breath before breathing out, "My fucking husband."
Darrell grabbed her hips and rolled her onto her back. He began to fuck her with a bit more intensity. "Who?" He gave a few more hard thrusts. "What's that whiteboi's name, Stacy? Tell me."
Her orgasm was suddenly upon her. This was just too good. She could barely get the words out, but she knew she needed to say it. For Darrell and for herself. "Roadhead...His name...is...fucking Roadhead.....yesssssssss."
Darrell couldn't hold back any longer. Her reaction, and the intensity of it, were just too much. And damn did she feel good. He let himself go and joined her in orgasm, "Fuck yea, girl. Gonna nut! Fuuuuuckkkkkk!" as he released his cum inside her.
His balls pulled up into his sack and released their contents. Her pussy welcomed each heavy spurt of his seed inside her. Richness her husband could not provide. Thick ropes of cum painting her womb with their unique and addictive nature. It was magnificent.
Eventually, the couple began to settle from the mutual orgasm. Darrell, who had been propped up on his hands, lowered to his elbows so their chests were now in contact. Both were still somewhat heaving from the energy they had just expended. Their flesh finding a way to mold together with each breath.
Stacy was looking up at him with almost a state of wonder on her face. She was reflecting back to all the times back in college when Darrell had made subtle moves or hints to try to lure her into his grip. She debated if she would have been enjoying sex like this since that time. At the same time, she knew they probably wouldn't have survived as a couple. But, she reasoned, she had a husband for that part of her life now. Darrell, on the other hand, would work out just fine as a fuck buddy to do what her husband couldn't.
Darrell locked eyes with her and seemed to sense what she was thinking. He grinned at her and then asked, "So, I pass?"
Stacy was speechless for a moment and then giggled. It was like her thoughts over the course of this trip were obvious to all three of the Black men. She nodded and replied, "With flying colors."
Darrell smiled with pride at her response as he slowly pulled out of her. He had one more surprise coming to him. As he laid on his back, with his cock still wet with his semen and Stacy's pussy juice, he felt her moving. He was still staring at the ceiling reveling in what had just gone on while assuming she was headed to the bathroom, when he felt her grab his cock. He looked down and saw Stacy's smiling face looking back at him.
Her lips now inches from his wet shaft, Stacy said, "Dray taught me some responsibilities." Those words spoken, she began to bathe his cock clean with her tongue.
***
After that earlier phone call with Stacy, Tim didn't know what to do. He was certain something was going on. What were those sounds he was hearing? And Darrell's laughter. It was so well timed as if in reaction to what Stacy or he was saying. Was he somehow taking part in their conversation? But it couldn't be. Stacy wouldn't allow that.
He had barely touched his dinner before retrieving his pajamas from the dryer. He tried to watch television but couldn't stay focused. His mind kept going back to that call. And every time it did, his penis flared up again. He scolded himself for the way it hardened in response to his thoughts. He shouldn't be thinking this way. He wanted desperately to touch himself. To masturbate. To relieve the tension. But doing that was wrong.
He brushed his teeth and climbed into bed, grabbing the book that had been by sitting on his nightstand this whole time. The book which he had only read two pages of since her departure. Tonight was no different. The book in hand, his mind began to replay the sounds in that phone call. The husky tone of her voice. Darrell's laughter. The sound of someone gagging, apparently on the TV.
Tim never turned a page in that book. He fell asleep with the light on and his pecker hard. He woke an hour later to turn the light off, but his tossing and turning continued as the darkness seemed to amplify the thoughts racing through his mind.
His pajamas would be in the washer again in the morning.
***
Stacy was the first to wake in the morning. She looked at Darrell, who was still sleeping, and knew it was time to demonstrate another of the responsibilities Dray had taught her. She moved gently so as not to wake him with her movements, and then gave his cock a gentle, but wet kiss. She giggled quietly when Darrell flinched slightly in response.
She was a little more deliberate the next time, using her tongue to tease the head of his cock before slipping it between her lips. She didn't get much further before Darrell was awake.
He looked down at her in shock. First, from the realization that she was actually in bed with him. And second, that she was sucking his cock unprompted.
She made eye contact as she let the head slip from her mouth, but she continued to run her tongue around the edges. Then, she smiled at him and said in a seductive whisper, "Good morning." She repeated the trick of running her tongue around the head before adding, "I learned this here too. The good morning blowjob."
Darrell smiled down at her. "Go ahead, then Stacy. Show me what you learned."
Stacy did just that. She sucked him hungrily and sloppily. Sounds of her slurping lips sliding up and down his hard shaft, coupled with their moans of pleasure, filled the room.
Darrell could tell he didn't have to hold back. She wanted his nut and was actively working for it. He decided to just let her have it, and he groaned out his release.
***
Dray and James were already awake and in the kitchen by the time Stacy and Darrell came downstairs. They watched as the couple stepped into the room, their stride and their simple interactions making it as clear as their loud vocals from the night before that they now shared a new level of intimacy.
Stacy could feel the look in their gaze. She enjoyed it. She felt her nipples surge anew. She smiled as she reached the refrigerator as she asked, "I assume you are waiting on me to make breakfast again?"
Dray laughed in response, "Well, you've been doing a good job this long.
Stacy knew the response before it was even spoken. She just giggled and went about getting things ready.
Today, she was wearing one of Darrell's t-shirts. She considered the meaning of that for a moment and how it might be perceived. Yesterday she had had Dray's on and today, Darrell's. Would the men comment? As she pondered this, she happened to notice her wedding ring on her hand. The tremendous irony in seeing that ring, which was supposed to mark her devotion and loyalty to her husband as she debated the impact of wearing her new lover's t-shirt, was not lost on her.
They didn't comment. Not on the shirt at least. Their comments were reserved for when Roadhead called. Stacy had placed her phone on the table in anticipation and, sure enough, as they ate it began to buzz. Like the day before, she looked at Dray and then to Darrell. He just smirked and shook his head no.
Stacy looked at the phone and, like the day before, she didn't answer. Instead, she said, "Maybe later, honey."
The men enjoyed a brief laugh before Dray's professional responsibilities forced him to spoil the mood. The others noticed he was back in business mode as he spoke, "Sorry to spoil the fun, folks, but I've been engaged with corporate and they are expecting everyone to return home. They've booked travel for the three of you already."
Stacy, Darrell and James sat in silence for a moment as the reality of this trip coming to an end hit them. She was the first to speak, "When?" Her disappointment was obvious.
Dray responded with a similarly disappointed tone, "Tomorrow. You'll be getting emails with your itineraries later today."
With the normal mood at the breakfast table broken, the four of them concluded the meal in silence.
The three men remained at the table as Stacy stepped out of the room to call her husband. She tried to mask her disappointment as she told him, "Good news, honey. I'll be coming home tomorrow."
Tim was in the process of moving his pajamas from the washer to the dryer as they spoke. An instant wave of guilt hit him. He had allowed himself to have perverse thoughts about his wife while she was stranded on her business trip and now she was finally able to come home. He was ashamed of himself. He tried to put that to the side as he responded, "That is great news, Stacy. I'm so happy to hear that. What time?"
Stacy was doing her best to mask her own emotions, "I'm not sure yet. The company is arranging travel. I should know later today."
She didn't get any further before Darrell had stepped into the room. His presence sparked something in Stacy. As Tim was rambling on about his excitement, Stacy spoke over him, "I'm assuming they'll fly us all out together." She paused a moment before adding, "Well, me and Darrell, that is. James works at a different location and doesn't live by us." There was no reason for those last few sentences other than to be provocative.
The sentences had their intended consequences with Tim as he was suddenly speechless. Stacy let the silence linger a moment before she said, "Listen, honey, I have some things I need to take care of here since I'm leaving tomorrow. You know, washing my clothes and packing and what not. And I'm sure we'll be doing a little celebrating tonight."
The last part was said with a sexy giggle. Stacy concluded with, "I'll call sometime later once I've taken care of some things and find out my travel plans, ok?"
The tone of her voice caused the angst Tim had been feeling to return. He began to internally berate himself again as he transferred his still damp pajama bottoms from the washer to the dryer. He had just debated the shame of soiling these very pajamas the night before, and now those thoughts were returning because of the sound of her voice. "What is wrong with me?", he wondered.
He offered a confused, "Yes, honey. That would be great." Response.
Stacy was looking intently at Darrell as she ended the call, "Great. I'll talk to you later, honey. Bye."
Her husband could not see the fire in Stacy's eyes, but Darrell could. Unfortunately, he was shocked when Stacy abruptly turned and walked out of the room.
***
Stacy's mind was all over the place. Events of the morning had her emotions swinging in all directions. She started out giving a spectacular blowjob to Darrell, but had the mood spoiled with Dray's words of the trip having to end. Her phone call to her husband continued the sense of disappointment, but then when she saw Darrell watching her arousal flipped back again. She needed a minute to get her bearings.
She went to her room and sat on the bed to think. She didn't want this trip to end, but knew it had to. It was fantasyland to think she could stay here with these men and keep her job and her marriage. She grudgingly accepted that fact and decided to make the most of the day. What that meant, she was not yet sure.
Stacy settled in for a brief nap. Then, after a long and comforting shower, where Stacy shaved her pussy down to a nice landing strip, she dried off, did her hair and makeup, and then grabbed her clutch to remove her morning pills. The last vitamin she had packed and her last birth control pill. She took her vitamin, then stared at the birth control pill for a couple minutes, weighing its significance. Thinking just how different this trip might have been if she had packed less or if the trip had lasted longer. The rush of excitement at either of those thoughts was intense. She took a deep breath, quickly took the pill, then stepped back into the bedroom to get dressed.
At first, she grabbed a shirt and a pair of shorts, but paused when seeing her bathing suit still hanging on the closet doorknob. She knew at once what she was to do. She quickly put the suit on, then silently slipped from the room.
The Black men were in the kitchen discussing the trip's pending end, when they began to hear splashing coming from the pool. Dray moved to the window to look, and turned back with a wide grin on his face; "Bitch is in the pool."
He stepped outside and called out to Stacy, "Little mermaid want some company?"
Stacy giggled, "I'd love some."
Watching the three Black men step from the house, clad in just their swimming trunks, was a sight for her to behold. Stacy had her sunglasses on as she gently treaded water in the center of the pool. Her eyes danced from man to man, taking in the subtle nuances of their graceful, yet powerful, movements. Though they had sunglasses on too, she knew she was all eyes were fixed on her. Once poolside, to her pleasant surprise, each grabbed a chair and sat in a row facing her. It was almost as if they were taunting her with how they were seated.
If they were going to play teasing games, then she figured she could too. Stacy slowly worked her way to shallower water and then stood. She positioned herself so her tits were just above water level, her hard nipples pressing into the soaked top of her bathing suit. The pool water occasionally splashing lightly against her breasts and then running down the valley in between.
Each of the men gave a subtle nod to acknowledge and appreciate what they were seeing.
She smiled at them, "No one's going to get in?"
Dray spoke for all three of them, "I think we'll just enjoy the view." Darrell and James nodded at his response.
Stacy was fully heating up now. She moved a little further into the shallow end and then stood up. The water was now at waist height. She watched as the men shifted in their seats, undoubtedly to make room for their hardening cocks.
Just then, her phone began to buzz on the small glass table next to the chair she had put her towel on. Darrell motioned towards it and said, "Your phone's buzzing."
Stacy debated a moment, then couldn't help herself. She knew this is what Darrell wanted when he said that. She moved to the side of the pool where the stairs were and stepped from the pool to retrieve the phone. She felt like a goddess with their eyes taking in every movement as the water ran down every curve of her fit body. Her sexy sway served as a further form of enticement.
Getting to the phone, which had already stopped going off, she picked it up and smiled at the men.
Darrell took the bait, "Anyone important?"
Stacy smiled and said, "Just Roadhead." With a shrug.
The three Black men laughed at her blatant disrespect for her husband.
She could feel her nipples still pressing into the wet suit as she giggled at their reaction. It was a sensation that was driving her wild. She felt so on display, but also so right. The alpha male presence around her was taking her breath away.
Stacy glanced to her left at Dray who was looking at her with lust coupled with the eyes of an artist proud of the creation he had made. She reasoned that he had every right to look at her as he was. He was, after all, the one who had set her on this path.
Then she turned her eyes to Darrell who was seated in front of her. He also had lust in his eyes. But also, the look of expectation at what the future held. She knew the two of them would enjoy themselves for some time to come after they returned home.
When she turned to James, his lustful stare was mixed with some jealousy and a level of disappointment. She knew he was aware of her experiences with Dray and Darrell. At that moment, she realized he was probably hoping to have some fun too, but this morning's phone call about travel opening back up crushed that. She felt bad for him and felt the need to make things right.



Stacy quickly glanced back at Darrell and Dray, and that earlier connection where they seemed to be reading her mind now paid off. Darrell grinned and Dray gave a subtle head nod. She smiled back at them in return.
Taking a deep breath, Stacy moved over to stand before James' chair. She asked in a sensual tone, "Everything ok, James? You seem quiet."
James didn't say a word. He just looked up at her from his chair, enjoying the tease, but unsure where it was headed.
Stacy recognized his uncertainty and realized it was up to her to take the next step. This was foreign territory for her but decided to just go with her newly discovered sexual instinct.
She was grateful the pool chair James was sitting on did not have arms which allowed for her next actions. Like a graceful cat, Stacy stepped up close to James with one leg off his right hip and then swung her right leg over by his left hip. Before he could even react, she put her hands on his shoulders and was suddenly sitting on his lap facing him.
She instantly felt the bulge of his hard Black shaft pressing against the thin fabric of the crotch of her still wet bathing suit. She looked into his eyes and asked, "Did I do something?"
Before he could answer, Stacy's phone buzzed again. She looked at Darrell who held the phone in his hand.
He replied to her unspoken question, "It's Roadhead again."
As he began to put the still vibrating phone down, Stacy said, "Wait. I should answer it. Hubby's probably anxious."
Hearing this, James shifted slightly. His cock was pressing against his bathing suit which was now absorbing the water from Stacy's suit.
Darrell didn't hesitate. He pressed the receive call and speakerphone buttons, then handed the phone to Stacy.
Roadhead's voice calling out, "Stacy? Hello? Are you there?" seemed distant as the phone moved closer to her. It perfectly symbolized the role he was now playing in Stacy's life over the course of this trip. A disembodied voice far, far away.
Stacy giggled as she received the phone, then looked at James. She answered the call as if she didn't know who was calling. "Hello?"
In reality, it was better described that Tim no longer knew who he was calling.
The eagerness in Tim's voice to hear Stacy's travel plans was not lost on her or the three Black men eavesdropping on this call. it had a slight tone of a child who was impatiently waiting for a parent to come home. "Did you find out anything yet?"
Stacy nodded her head as she made eye contact with the men and smiled. A clear reference to the side of herself she had unmasked on this trip. Her expression drew smiles and nods from the men.
But to her clueless husband, she said, "Not yet. Should be soon, though."
Tim had no idea she was actually talking about James.
Stacy continued, "Look honey, I'm enjoying some time at the pool. I told you earlier I would call when I found out, ok? I don't want to scramble to find my phone if I'm doing something to tell you I haven't heard any updates."
Dray and Darrell chuckled at her rebuke of Tim, but James had to stifle his since she was still sitting on his lap. The sequence was repeated when a defeated Tim said, "Sorry. I just, well, I was...never mind. You're right. Have a good day, ok?"
Stacy smiled at James as she answered her husband, "I hope to. Talk to you later. Bye." She clicked end call without listening any further. Shaking her head in mocking disappointment with him.
Setting the phone down on the small table next to James' chair, Darrell and Dray began to open up with their comments.
"That whiteboi ain't gonna know what hit him when you get back home."
"Bitch putting that whiteboi in his place. I'm loving it."
Stacy giggled at their commentary, but noticed James remained silent. "Cat got your tongue, James?"
James started to speak but Stacy quickly touched a finger to his lips. It was time for her to make clear what was coming next. With her finger still to his lips and her eyes locked on his, Stacy said, "Mind following me inside?" She paused for effect and then added, "I need your help with something."
Those words spoken, she stood, stepped to the side of the chair and extended her hand.
James could not believe his good fortune. He was hoping he would get a shot at her, knowing both Dray and Darrell had, but he figured his chances had disappeared with the call about travelling home. Yet, here she was, seemingly offering herself to him. He didn't let the moment pass. He stood with confidence and then took Stacy's hand.
The two stepped inside under the watchful eyes of Darrell and Dray, both of whom remained in their chairs with grins of triumph on their faces.
Stacy led James into the living room where her evolution had begun. Directing him to the couch, Stacy went to her knees before him. She could see he was wide-eyed with amazement and lust. She smiled sweetly at him, then reached up and pulled the shoulder straps of her bathing suit down, revealing her tits to him.
She studied his expression before saying, "Was what you said the other night true? When Dray asked if you had ever been with a white bitch?" For some reason, using the term "white bitch" seemed appropriate. Almost necessary. She watched his reaction to the question and the term. He remained silent and fixated on her tits.
In a sultry tone, she added, "Well, if we are being honest, I hadn't been with a Black man before this trip. And now I've been with two. So how about if I check the white bitch box for you?"
James smiled brightly and nodded before finally speaking, "I like that idea."
Now Stacy smiled, "I was hoping you would.", and then she reached to pull down his bathing suit. She was not disappointed when his fully hard Black shaft came into view. She saw it had a prominent vein running its jagged course up the shaft. It drew Stacy's mouth right to it. Her tongue was soon following the path from his balls to where it disappeared just below his cockhead. Her eyes were locked on his.
Stacy began to exercise the oral skills she had learned on this trip with her third Black cock. She alternated sucking the head and bobbing up and down on the shaft, with pulling back and sucking his balls. Her saliva soon coated his shaft and an occasional slurp slipped out when air found its way through her lips.
As much as James wanted her pussy, he could not take his eyes off watching his cock sliding in and out of Stacy's mouth. His first experience with a white bitch was already a memorable one.
It was about to get more so for both of them.
Stacy was working to take as much of his cock into her mouth as she could, often gagging as she worked him, when she heard the sliding glass door leading from the pool area open. A moment later, Dray and Darrell stepped into the room. Like so many other things on this trip, another first was achieved...the first time being watched.
She felt the immediate pressure of their eyes on her. Even though she had been with both of them, having them watch her in action with James added a completely new element to things. It made her nervous and excited all at once. She put that behind her and went back to focusing her efforts on pleasing James.
Darrell and Dray didn't stay as idle spectators for long. They had come inside with a greater purpose in mind.
Stacy sensed one of them moving closer before she actually felt their touch. She felt hands on her hips moving her slightly and then those hands moved to her bathing suit. Since she had already pulled the shoulder straps down when exposing her tits to James, it was now just a matter of taking it down the rest of the way so she was completely naked. Those hands did that, and she dutifully raised each leg to allow the suit to be removed. As she did, she glanced to her side and saw it was Darrell doing the honors.
She pulled her mouth off James with a pop and looked back at Darrell and Dray. She smiled and said, "I guess it's time for me to learn something else, huh?"
All three Black men laughed, and then Dray responded, "We need to make sure you fully tested out before we send you back home."
Stacy giggled and said, "To Roadhead? I won't be doing this with him."
Darrell laughed and replied, "No, you won't with him. But that don't mean you won't be doing it."
Stacy looked at him with surprise. Did he plan on having others join in with him? The thought made her heart flutter with excitement and her breath caught. She didn't say anything further. She simply gave Darrell a look of acceptance and then slowly knee walked backwards a couple inches.
Her movement made her wet pussy an inviting target and let Darrell know she understood.
Darrell now began to assert his primacy. He stripped off his own bathing suit and got down behind Stacy, kneeling between her spread legs. He grabbed her hips and felt her shiver with excitement. His hard Black shaft pointing straight out seemingly eyeing the inviting pussy waiting before it.
Stacy was approaching sexual overload. She had a cock on her tongue and a second about to slip between her pussy lips, with a third wavering out of the corner of her eyes. All three were Black. And none belonged to her husband. She was about to take on multiple men at once.
Those thoughts alone nearly brought her to orgasm, and when the head of Darrell's cock pressed into her pussy, she began to cum. Her soft and delicate, "Oooooh fuuuuuuuckkk yesssssssss." announced to the room.
Her proclamation was abruptly cut off when James pulled her head back onto his cock. Her words transitioned to the glugging sound of a full-sized Black cock hitting the back of a white bitch's throat.
As Darrell sunk himself fully into Stacy from behind, Dray moved to sit next to James, his own cock standing tall and waiting for some attention from her.
Stacy's hooded eyes glanced up to meet Dray's and then she reached out to take his hard shaft in hand. She gave it a few strokes before she pulled her mouth from James' saliva covered rod and shifted to take in Dray's. She switched back and forth between their cocks as Darrell continued to pound into her. The only times she paused was when an orgasm overtook her.
The physical stimulation of working the three of them was perfectly complimented by the mental stimulation that she was pleasing the three of them. It was a level of sexuality she did not know existed and it was driving her wild.
Stacy used her fit legs and hips to stabilize herself so she could endure the repeated hammer thrusts of Darrell's cock into her, which allowed her the ability to focus her oral attention on the two cocks before her.
The banter of the men commenting on Stacy's sexual skills coupled with the sounds of her slurping lips and Darrell's hips slapping into her ass cheeks filled the room. Darrell added to the sounds when he began to swat her ass between thrusts. The sting of the first slap came just as Stacy was orgasming. The red handprint on her right cheek appeared as she came down from her peak.
The men were in no mood to delay things. The room was too thick with the atmosphere of sex for anyone to consider holding off. James was the first to nut. When Stacy had last shifted to Dray's cock, James was on the brink. When she moved back, her mouth open wide ready to take him and also to replenish her oxygen starved lungs, he couldn't hold back any longer. The moment her lips sealed on his cockhead he began to nut.
His hips thrust up as her mouth pushed down. Ropes of his thick seed fired into Stacy's hungry mouth. She began to orgasm with him, a deep hum in her throat letting the men know, but she remained focused on coaxing all his balls could offer before greedily swallowing his full load.
Realizing he was spent, Stacy nursed him a bit longer to make sure she had drained him completely, before moving to suck off Dray.
Darrell watched from behind and felt her pussy contract in orgasm as she welcomed James' seed into her mouth. It set his own climax in motion. He grabbed Stacy's hips and buried himself fully inside her, then he let himself go. His balls pulled up into his sack and began to ejaculate their contents into Stacy's womb. He growled out, "Take my nut, bitch!" as he came.
Stacy's orgasm began anew as she felt him flood her pussy. As it did, she lowered her mouth to Dray's shaft and began to hungrily suck him, intent on having him feed her his load as Darrell pumped his inside her. She was not disappointed. Dray began to nut immediately and Stacy sucked and stroked his shaft as her pussy milked Darrell dry.
With all three Black men now spent, and Stacy herself drained from the exertion, she momentarily laid her head on Dray's belly as she worked to catch her breath. She felt Darrell begin to pull out of her and when he did, she turned around to suck his cock clean. Her actions drawing a "Fuck yea." from the men watching.
After cleaning him fully, she rolled over onto her back on the floor, her tits gently jiggling as she settled, offering a satisfied, "That was incredible." to the men. She heard their murmurs of approval as she stared up at the ceiling for a few minutes, getting her breathing back under control and marveling at what she had just done, then excused herself to go shower again.
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Stacy was exhausted from the intensity of what she had just enjoyed with Dray, Darrell and James, and ended up taking another short nap before showering. In the shower, she decided to shave off that little landing strip above her pussy and go completely bare. That simple act was far more exciting than she anticipated. It was something of a declaration. It was an obvious statement to Darrell that she heard his desire and was responding in kind. But it was also a personal liberation that she could not fully explain. She didn't bother to think about what Roadhead might say when she returned home with a completely shaved pussy.
The house was quiet when she came downstairs in shorts and a t-shirt, her hard nipples making it clear she was braless to any observing eye. Stepping into the living room, she found Darrell crashed on the couch and James on the love seat. She didn't see Dray, but presumed he was doing the same, just in his bedroom. She quietly giggled as she thought that she had exhausted all three of them.
She had to search for her phone, unsure of where she had left it when the earlier fun began, and she ended up seeing it still on that little table by the pool. On that short little walk from the house to the pool, she reflected on the trip, the afternoon fun she enjoyed with the men, and what it meant for her going forward. The only thought she had regarding her marriage was how to keep it together considering what she had discovered about herself on this trip.
Retrieving the phone, she saw that she had a missed phone call from Roadhead and two missed texts from him, along with an email from her company with her travel itinerary. She chose to view the itinerary first.
Stacy was disappointed to see she was on a very early flight, taking off at 7AM. That meant a very early arrival at the airport in the morning, and consequently, almost certainly an early evening tonight. But she had come to learn that a lot can be accomplished even in a short time when you put your mind and body to work.
She stood there mulling that over for a few moments, reflecting on what she had experienced here. She was a bit struck with herself over the fact that she was more discouraged about leaving than she was excited about getting home to her husband. She giggled at that thought and then figured she should let Roadhead know her schedule.
She didn't call, however. She simply forwarded him the email. She figured she'd save the call for when the men were ready.
Going back inside, she found all the men had just woken and Darrell and James reviewing their flight plans. Stacy and Darrell were naturally booked on the same flight; James, who worked elsewhere, would fly out separately, but with close enough times that they would all go to the airport together.
Stacy could sense the men felt as she did; discouraged that this unexpected pleasure trip was coming to an end. They were all sitting around the living room, quietly looking at their phones. She knew she had a cure for their down mood and figured that, with an early evening ahead, they might as well start the night's festivities a little early.
She drifted past them unseen into the kitchen and grabbed a beer for each of them and herself and then headed back to the living room. She paused at the entryway and hit the voicemail button and then entered the living room. The Black men immediately broke into smiles when they realized what Stacy was doing.
Stacy stepped into the room, a wicked smile on her face as Roadhead's voice whined asking about her coming home. She had sent her itinerary after his voicemail recording. She handed each men their beer as they finished listened to the recording, and when Roadhead ended the recording with "Call when you can, honey.", Stacy giggled and did just that. Unprompted.
Roadhead answered at once. "Stacy?! I'm so happy you'll be home tomorrow!"
Stacy had set the phone down on the end table next to the couch right after hitting the call button. She needed her hands free. She was removing her clothes. Her tits were jiggling as she tugged her t-shirt over her head before answering him, "Yea, going to be early morning and long day with a mask on." She was using that as reasoning for her somber spirits.
"Oh my gosh. I didn't even think of you having to be in a mask that whole time."
Stacy had turned her back to the men as she shimmied her shorts down. She wanted her big reveal to be special. She continued with Roadhead as her ass cheeks came into view. "Not looking forward to it. I think I'll try and make it a late night here so I can sleep on the plane. That should help. What do you think?"
That final provocative question spoken, asked as much of the Black men in the room as Roadhead, she turned to face the Black men fully exposed. Three pairs of eyes moved as one to her heaving tits and hard nipples, down her flat belly, before locking on to her recently shaved pussy. An almost synchronized, "Fuck yes." was spoken by each of them.
"What was that Stacy? Was that the TV?"
Stacy giggled and said, "No. It was the guys. They're watching something and are becoming a little like cavemen cooped up here all this time."
Roadhead was unsettled now. She figured Darrell could be crude, and it probably was made worse being around two other likeminded Black men. He was momentarily speechless before finally sputtering out, "Um, is everything, you know, everything ok? Are they treating you, um, ok?"
Stacy had a beaming smile on her face as the men looked at each other chuckling and shaking their heads, before finally turning back to her. She still hadn't answered her husband's question.
"Stacy?"
She giggled and finally responded, "They're treating me just fine, honey. Don't worry about that." She gave a theatric pause and added, "Boys will be boys."
The men laughed at her comment as they adjusted themselves to allow their hardening cocks room to grow.
Dray raised a finger and slowly twirled it around, letting Stacy what he wanted her to do. She smiled and did as instructed; a slow pirouette for the men.
At some point, Roadhead had started talking again but Stacy wasn't paying attention. She finally heard him say, "Stacy?"
She giggled to herself at how many times that happened on this trip. Just how many times her husband had been speaking to her and she was completely indifferent to his words while focused on the men she was with. It excited her. And the excitement she saw in the men's eyes only intensified things.
Stacy grabbed the phone from the end table and moved towards the men. As she did, she asked her husband, "Are you going to pick me up at the airport or should I have Darrell give me a ride?"
Tim/Roadhead's mind could not shake the sexy tone of her voice. Everything she was saying was laden with sexual undertones. He was having a hard time reasoning whether this was her normal tone of voice, if it was just because he was missing her, or if something else was going on. His penis was raging now.
He cleared his throat to try and gain a measure of control of himself before responding, "I can be there to get you."
Stacy was now standing in front of the Black men who were neatly seated in a row on the couch. She motioned for them to lower their shorts as she spoke to Roadhead, "Are you sure? I don't want you to take time off work if he can take me."
The men had lowered their shorts, their hard cocks now exposed. They were each grinning from ear to ear as they watched this act unfold.
Stacy held the phone out for Darrell to take it as she went to her knees.
Roadhead's anxiety was spiking now. "No, Stacy, it won't be a problem. I can be there. I want to be there."
The desperation in his voice caused the Black men to snicker, their voices now much closer to the phone.
Roadhead again asked what was going on, but Stacy talked over him, "I already told you, it's the guys. They are just having fun and you can hear them."
She paused long enough to lean over and plant a wet kiss on the crown of Darrell's cock, pausing to swirl her tongue around the head. Then she gave Dray and James' cocks the same treatment.
Roadhead was again droning on about something, and again Stacy wasn't paying attention. With Darrell's cock at her lips, in a replay of what had gone on the night before, Stacy spoke to her husband, "Ok. But I need to go now. I need to eat and then start packing. Don't want to leave anything behind, you know?"
Tim was going out of his mind. She was driving him crazy with the tone of her voice and the men always seemed so close to her. It was as if they were part of every conversation. He finally stammered out, "Uh, ok. You'll a text me when you leave? You know, for the uh, airport?"
Stacy had taken the head of Darrell's cock in her mouth after her last statement to Roadhead, and now she was slowly pulling back with her eyes locked on Darrell's so she could respond. "I'll be sure to text. Have a goodnight, honey. Love you." Those last words were punctuated with her tongue tickling the underside of Darrell's shaft.
The last thing Tim heard was the men laughing and a brief rustling of the phone as Darrell hit the end call button. He tossed the phone to the vacant recliner and said, "Forget about that phone, girl, and do your thing."
Stacy smiled at his statement and offered a submissive, "Yes, sir." She then dipped her head and took his swollen cockhead into her mouth. She bobbed up and down on his shaft before pulling back with a pop. A string of saliva and Darrell's pre-cum hung from her lower lip and began to run down and then hang off her chin. Stacy couldn't see it, but she could feel it, and she knew it had to look sexy.
She turned to Dray and asked in a husky voice, "Are you next?"
Dray chuckled and simply gestured with his hand for her to have at it.
Stacy giggled and then moved her mouth to please Dray's cock. She kept stroking Darrell's slick shaft as she did. When she had him soaked with her saliva, she pulled back with a pop and turned to face James. A fresh and thicker string hung from her chin. She smiled at him and said, "I feel guilty about you being last all the time, James. But I'll make it worth your while."
She then began to feast on his cock, hungrily pushing him deeper and deeper into her mouth with each plunge.
Dray did not wait for any further games. He quickly moved behind her and lined himself up with her inviting and soaked pussy. He teased her by sliding his cock across her open seam to her clit. Stacy shivered with delight at the sensation. Placing the head at her opening, he gave her ass cheek one good slap which caused a giggling squeak from Stacy, then he said, "Tell me you want this dick inside you, Stacy."
Stacy had never been vocal with Tim. Sure, she might have offered the necessary moans and groans at points when they had sex, but she had never spoke to him like she had to these men already on this trip. But now, like everything else over these last couple weeks, she found a need to do as she was told.
She pulled off James' cock with a long slurping suck and then looked back over her shoulder. Her blonde hair was covering her left eye as one long lock danced in response to each heavy exhale of her breath. She responded with a voice husky with lust, "Slide that Black dick in me, baby. Fuck me good. Fuck me like Roadhead can't."
"Yea, girl. You learning the way. I'll give you what you need." Those words spoken, Dray began to slide his shaft home.
Stacy leaned into James's cock with her right cheek as she groaned out a slow, "Fuuuccckkkkk yesssssss." to the delight of the men.
Darrell and James nodded their appreciation as Stacy's breath ran out. Then James grabbed a handful of Stacy's hair from behind and lifted her head. He followed the dominant tone Dray had established, "No time for laying around, Stacy. You got some work to do."
The once faithful wife looked into James' eyes with a wicked grin on her face. She licked her lips and responded, "Sorry, baby." With her eyes still on his, she opened her mouth wide and wrapped her lips around the pulsing head of James' cock.
Darrell, not wanting to be left out, grabbed Stacy's free left hand and brought it to his hard Black shaft. As he did, his eyes caught sight of Stacy's wedding ring. The visual of her pale vanilla hand sliding up and down his chocolate pole with the symbol of her devotion to her husband sparkling in the light, was intense. He watched that simple act with an intense enjoyment that he had finally captured what he had been chasing. Darrell reached over and gave Stacy's hair a gentle tug to capture her attention, before saying, "Don't leave mine dry, girl."
Stacy looked up at him, "Sorry. Managing all three of you takes some getting used to.", then she began to suck his cock.
Dray was enjoying all that Stacy's pussy had to offer, but knew that James had not enjoyed it himself yet. He looked at the younger man, "James, why don't you come give our girl's pussy a ride. You won't regret it."
Stacy's mind was on overload at hearing Dray's words and watching James slip out from in front of her. Her lips remained sliding up and down Darrell's shaft. Dray had said, "our girl". "Our girl" as if she belonged to the three of them. However, she was not offended or troubled in any way by the comment. In fact, she agreed with it. How could she not? She had Darrell's cock in her mouth, Dray was taking a seat beside him for the same treatment, and James was about to slide his hard Black shaft inside her. She was truly theirs.
Those thoughts plus James' cock sliding into her, had Stacy's body shuddering with another orgasm. Everyone she had experienced on this trip dwarfed any she had previously enjoyed. She was grateful she was going to have Darrell to rely on to continue her pleasure.
James had already hit his stride by the time Stacy's orgasm began to ebb. The slapping of his hips on her ass cheeks filled the room along with Stacy's pleasurable moans and her slurping on either Darrell or Dray's shaft. James had his hands on each of her hips as he thrust into her, his heavy cum-filled balls swinging back and forth as he did.
Stacy pulled back from blowing Dray and said, "I need to change position. My knees aren't used to this."
Darrell laughed and said, "They better get used to this."
Stacy giggled and said, "They will, give me some time."
James added, "Ain't right that the bitch can't last on her hands and knees."
Stacy looked back at him, "Blame it on Roadhead." That comment drew a chuckle from the men. Stacy was still looking back at James, "Let me ride you." And that comment drew some "fuck yeas" from the men.
It was an offer James could not refuse. He slowly pulled out of Stacy and moved over to the loveseat. His cock was standing straight and tall waiting for Stacy's married pussy to consume it once again.
Stacy gave Darrell and Dray's cocks a loving kiss then said to the two men, "James has been patient with me. I need to show him my appreciation." Those words spoken, Stacy moved to him with the grace of a cougar, crawling towards him on her hands and now bruised knees.
James' cock was wet with the juices from her pussy, but Stacy still gave it a kiss before climbing up on his lap. She used her right hand on his shoulder to balance herself, then rose up and used her left hand, her wedding ring visible, to line his shaft up with her waiting hole. This was a sight she had seen multiple times over this trip with both Darrell and Dray, but it was her first with James. It was still intoxicating. The contrast of their skin, the slutty nature of what she was doing, and the clear infidelity of her ringed-hand holding another man's cock as she prepared to take him inside her, drove her wild with lust.
Stacy touched the head of cock to her drooling pussy lips, then she locked eyes with James. A wicked smile lit up her face. As she began to press down to take him inside her, her eyes fluttered and her mouth opened into a silent O. Her breath caught as her body relished the sensation of her pussy filling once again with Black cock.
After she had him fully in her, she slumped forward to rest her head on his shoulder for a moment and regain her breathing. Then she began a gentle gyration of her hips. She pulled back and again stared into James' eyes. The Black man staring back, almost in awe. Through some ragged breathing, Stacy asked, "Am I really... your first... white bitch, James?"
The mesmerized stud didn't speak. He just nodded.
Stacy leaned forward and kissed him gently on the lips then said, "Well, I guess... I better... make this... memorable... for both of us."
Those words spoken, she began to ride him, slowly, but deliberately, picking up speed until she was bouncing on his shaft. She was using her legs muscles for the momentum, and occasionally extending her hands to his shoulders for balance. This left her tits free to bounce and jiggle with each thrust.
Stacy knew she had an audience. Not just the Black man she was riding with near abandon, but the two other Black men who helped start her on this journey. She was performing for all of them and experiencing intense pleasure as she did.
Her legs were burning and fatigued, but she powered on. Her lungs were starved of oxygen, but she rode on. With this trip coming to an end in the morning, she wanted to leave a lasting impression on the men, particularly Dray and James since, with them living in different states, they wouldn't be sharing the same experiences she intended to enjoy with Darrell. As her mind careened through all of this, she thought of the morning to come.
She thought of the fact that she had taken her last birth control pill today.
She thought that if she had sex in the morning, it would be her first time ever without being on the pill.
She knew there was a buffer between being off the pill and returning to being vulnerable to becoming pregnant, but the thought of fucking one of these Black men while unprotected was at the peak of sexuality.
Stacy buried James fully into her pussy and exploded in orgasm. Her "Fuckkkk yessssssssssss" and involuntary shivering announced her climax to Dray and Darrell as her clenching pussy muscles did the same for James.
The sensation was too much for James. He thrust up into her and grabbed her hips with a firm grip. He held himself fully inside her and felt her pussy milking his balls of their contents. He focused on the feeling of each pulse of his seed pumping into her womb.
Stacy was focused on the same feeling. Each thick throb of his seed released millions of sperm inside her. Each little swimmer determined to seek out her egg. Her soon to be unprotected egg. Her orgasm peaked again.
Neither Dray nor Darrell knew the thoughts raging through Stacy's mind as she came on James' cock, and since that was the case, James earned some additional credibility from his two counterparts for getting her off in such an intense fashion. They simply nodded in silence, subtly awarding him respect for his skills.



As Stacy slid to her knees before James to begin sucking his cock clean, Darrell, his own hard Black cock standing tall between his legs, said to James, "Damn, bro. I was hoping for a shot at her pussy before you nutted."
Dray laughed at the comment as he got in position behind Stacy. He used his knees to spread her legs a bit and then said to the room in general, "Get used to it, nigga. I think this bitch's gonna be like this a lot from now on."
Those words spoken, he gave Stacy's ass a swat and said, "Am I right, bitch?", as he sunk his cock fully into her pussy. The air seemed to be pushed from her lungs with the thrust as she breathed out a "Fuck yessssss." The two words served the dual purpose of expressing her pleasure at what she was feeling, and as an answer to Dray's question.
Dray's thick cock sliding inside her squeezed some of James' nut out of her full pussy. The thick viscous cream dangling from her trembling pussy lips with each stroke before falling with a splat to the floor.
When Stacy's brain settled from Dray's unexpected, but very welcome entry, her first reaction was to giggle. She wasn't giggling at what she was feeling. But what she was doing. Just a couple weeks ago she was a faithful wife. However, this trip changed that. At this moment, her first Black lover's cock was squeezing the seed of her third Black lover from her full pussy. She began to climax again.
Dray gave her already red asscheek another swat as he began to fuck her hard. He had no reason to hold back or take it easy. Her pussy had adjusted to his cock over the last couple weeks and James had already opened her up today. With that mindset, Dray took a firm grip on Stacy's hips and began to pound her hard. After some good hard fucking, Dray's nut was soon swimming with James' in Stacy's womb, as she swallowed Darrell's load.
The four of them partied into the night, enjoying one another's bodies to the greatest extent. Before calling it a night just a few hours before having to head to the airport, Stacy had drained each man three times with her pussy and her mouth, taking them on in various combinations. Her favorite position was riding one of them reverse cowgirl style as the other two men stood before her and fed her their cocks.
It was actually Dray who explained to her what to do. She was riding him facing towards him when he told her to stop and turn around, citing the time and that there were three men there to please. Stacy was a bit drunk and riding a sexual high, and was giggling at Dray's comments. She dutifully turned around and quickly slid his cock back inside her. As she did, she realized the wisdom in Dray's direction. Both Darrell and James, and their hard Black cocks, were now right there. Waiting for her mouth.
Stacy smiled up at both men, licked her lips sensuously, and then took hold of Darrell's with her right hand and James' cock with her left. She gave each cock a wet kiss and slowly stroked them as she began to find her rhythm again riding Dray. Her fitness came in handy now. Her well-toned legs, accustomed to running and exercise, were paying major dividends as they allowed her to bounce up and down on Dray while sucking off Darrell and James. She would occasionally settle fully on Dray and stir her pussy on his cock when she needed to ease the burn she was feeling in her legs.
The foursome called it a night around 2am after Dray pumped his second nut of the night into Stacy's pussy, joining one each from Darrell and James. She had swallowed a load from each of them also. They were all exhausted and the men, literally, drained.
***
Just a few hours later, a groggy and still somewhat buzzed, Stacy stepped into the shower to get ready for the flight home. The hot water felt good on her fatigued muscles and served as a welcome stress relief to the chaos of the pending travel. Stacy couldn't help but notice the red marks on various parts of her body. All reminders of where the men's hands had been, how they had handled her, and just how intense the night had been. Those thoughts brought a smile to her face.
The sensation of her own soft hands massaging the soap into her skin, was a marked contrast to the hands of the men, as evidenced by the red marks they left behind. As the water began to wash the bubbles away, her hands continued to explore her body, and it wasn't long before she was fingering herself to yet another orgasm. She marveled at her body's response to physical stimulation, something new to her that she had learned on this trip.
When she finished showering and pleasuring herself, she set about getting herself ready. She was never a heavy makeup girl, and knowing she was going to be wearing a mask on the flight, it made things even easier. Nonetheless, taking care of her hair and putting on the minimal eyeliner still took some time. After taking a look at her now empty birth control pill holder, Stacy left her room in a snug pair of stretch jeans and a t-shirt and set out to make sure the men were up and getting ready. She was envious of how they simply needed to throw on some clothes, splash some water on their face, and they were ready to go.
However, from the look on their faces she could tell there was an issue. She looked at each of them and finally said, "What's wrong?"
James was silent, Dray had a mild look of disappointment on his face, and then Darrell finally stated the problem, "What's with the bra?"
Stacy felt her face blush and then tried to explain, "I can't get on the plane without a bra. And what about Tim? I mean, Roadhead? He'll lose his mind if he sees me without a bra."
Dray responded first, "Stacy, you going to be wearing a mask on that plane. Nobody going to know who you are."
Then Darrell added, "And besides, you ain't with him until you with him. Until then you with me."
Stacy's arousal was building at Dray's words and the thoughts of the anonymity the mask offered. But it was Darrell's words, or maybe Darrell's tone, that decided her actions. She realized they had a connecting flight and could worry about a bra then.
She offered the men a bashful grin and then reached up under her shirt to unfasten the bra. This time James spoke up, "Not like that. Take that shirt off first."
Stacy's bashful grin turned to a wicked smile as she locked eyes with James for a moment. Then she pulled her shirt over her head and unfastened the bra, exposing her tits once again to the stares of the men.
At that moment, felt a delicious rush of power, accompanied by a feeling of submissiveness. The power stemmed from the control she felt by exposing herself and the men's response. They were captivated by her tits. The submissiveness came from her obedience to James' statement. It was a delightful, and somewhat contradictory, feeling. She loved it.
Stacy put her shirt back on and immediately felt her hard nipples press into the material, clearly declaring themselves as bra-free. She didn't even need to look down. The look on the men's faces told her everything she needed to know.
***
Dray, who had wisely cut off his drinking early in the evening, would serve as the driver to the airport which was about a half hour away. Stacy felt an immediate sadness as the door to Dray's SUV closed. The trip was truly coming to an end. She knew it had to, but that didn't mean she wanted it to.
They had barely pulled onto the still traffic-free street when Darrell, who was seated next to Stacy in the backseat, turned to her and asked, "Stacy, what's your whiteboi's name again?"
Stacy was confused at the question since Tim had been a routine topic over the last couple weeks. She looked at Darrell and said, "Tim. You know that."
The chuckle of the two men in the front seat let her know that was not the right answer. Stacy giggled and then corrected herself, "I'm sorry. It's Roadhead."
Darrell nodded his head and said, "And how'd he get that name?" His words were joined by another chuckle from the men in the front seat.
Stacy had an idea where this was going now. She felt her breathing and heart rate pick up. She made eye contact with Darrell in the darkened vehicle and replied in a sexy tone, "I never sucked his cock in the car." She paused a moment and then added, "Or at all." Another pause before she added, "And I never sucked cock in the car before this trip."
Darrell cocked his head in a quizzical manner and then asked, "But you have sucked my cock, right?"
Stacy offered a panting, "Yes."
"Just not in the car though, right?"
Stacy could barely breathe she was so excited. She could only shake her head no.
Darrell shifted so his crotch was now facing Stacy. He looked at her and said, "Let's right that wrong, Stacy."
Stacy was nodding and moving towards him as he shifted to face her. She wanted to right that wrong too.
In seconds his cock was out. A moment later, Stacy's lips and tongue were bathing it. She was completely focused on his cock and largely oblivious to being on the road except for the odd turn or traffic light which would occasionally bring her back to a giggling reality.
It wasn't long before Darrell's balls were feeding her their contents. Stacy happily, and greedily, swallowed it all. When his orgasm had approached, Stacy's world was reduced to the throbbing Black cock in her mouth and throat. It was only after she pulled back and was licking her lips after swallowing him that she realized they had stopped on the side of the road.
James watched as Stacy finished Darrell, then got out to join her in the back. It was clear what was expected and frankly, what Stacy wanted. She felt it almost necessary to pleasure all three of these Black men with road head as a way of expressing her gratitude for helping her discover this side of herself. Stacy was happily slurping away on James' cock as Dray pulled back on the road towards the airport.
As the street lights brightened as they got closer to the airport, James' nut was joining Darrell's in Stacy's belly. She had now given road head to all three of the Black men over the course of this trip. It was an experience she intended on repeating with Darrell.
Looking out the window and seeing they were now entering the airport property, Stacy was disappointed she wouldn't be able to suck off Dray like she had Darrell and James. She looked at her first lover from the back seat and said, "What about you, Dray?"
Dray gave a bit of a chuckle but didn't respond.
Stacy knew not to pester him further. She looked out the window as the disappointment in having to return home grew inside her once again. She wasn't paying attention to Dray maneuvering them into the long-term parking. An area that provides a little more privacy for what he had in mind.
Once he had parked the SUV, Dray got out and joined Stacy in the back. She was ready to suck him dry too. But Dray had something else in mind. He pulled his shorts down and told Stacy, "Give it another ride, girl."
Stacy smiled and was quickly moving to remove her stretch jeans and panties. The confines of the SUV, while normally spacious, were a little tight, but that only served to make things that much more exciting. Her pussy was drooling for his cock, particularly after having just sucked off Darrell and James. She climbed up on Dray's lap and reached down to spread her wet pussy lips. As the head made contact, she was already on the brink of climax. And when it slipped into her opening, she came.
Her "Oh fuuccck yessssss.", a common refrain of hers over the last couple weeks, now resounded inside the SUV instead of one of the many rooms in which she was fucked at Dray's house. Her orgasm continued as her pussy sunk down to take in every inch of his hard Black shaft. When she settled, she slowly stirred her hips with him fully buried inside her. She knew she could never say goodbye to fucking like this.
As she began to slowly ride him, Dray turned her face to meet his and said, "Kind of fitting that I was the first and now the last inside you, huh?"
Stacy hadn't considered that but giggled and nodded her head.
Dray continued, "Going to miss this dick, girl?"
Stacy nodded again, "Yes. Very... much... yes." Her breathing already ragged from riding him and her orgasm.
Dray pressed further, "Going back to your whiteboi days, Stacy? Or you staying Black?"
Stacy smiled, unsure how to truly respond. She did have a White husband she had to worry about. But she knew she couldn't turn away from this kind of sex.
Dray saw the confusion and grinned. That's the reaction he wanted. He saw her conflicted. Straddling the line between the life she thought she was supposed to lead and the one she discovered on this trip. He asked, "Worried Roadhead going to spoil your fun?"
She nodded, still riding him. Her eyes locked on his.
His smile broadened. "Lots of hours in the day, Stacy. You can waste some with him, but then when the bad girl wants out..." He let the phrase hang in the air, wondering if she would finish it.
She didn't disappoint.
Through her rough breathing, Stacy confirmed what she, Dray, Darrell, and James already knew, "Then the... bad girl's... going to... get out... fuck yes... Roadhead... can't... stop me..." and then she began to cum again. An intensely powerful orgasm spawned by the pleasure of Dray's Black cock being fully buried inside her, knowing Darrell and James were watching as she still tasted their seed on her tongue, and her blatant admission that she was going to continue to fuck around and violate her marital vows.
Dray joined her in orgasm as he pumped his thick seed into her accommodating pussy.
The two of them settled down from their mutual climax before Stacy finally slid off his shaft. She went right to her knees on the floorboard of the SUV and set about sucking his cock clean of their combined juices. Satisfied she had properly cleaned him, Stacy looked up and said, "Thank you, Dray. For everything." It was an honest sentiment.
Only then did she realize she had a large amount of cum inside her which was already attempting to leak out and she was about to board a plane home! The look of realization on her face caused Dray to chuckle at her predicament. A moment later, Darrell and James who had been watching, caught on and laughed too. Stacy nervously giggled and was grateful her suitcase was handy. She quickly rummaged through to find a pad and slipped it inside her panties.
She checked herself numerous times after finishing getting dressed, then gave Dray a genuine and loving hug. "I really mean it. Thank you. For everything."
Dray appreciated the gesture and the sentiment. Though she was flying home, he knew he would get another go at her in the future, provided his nephew Darrell didn't fuck things up.
Stacy put her mask on and extended the handle of her luggage and headed toward the terminal. She could feel her nipples rubbing against her shirt and looked down to see them making their presence known. An initial wave of embarrassment washed over her. But there was nothing she could do. Her constant state of sexual excitement in the presence of the Black men had them hard. And having her arm extended behind her as she dragged the wheeled luggage pulled her shirt tighter made it blatantly obvious she was not wearing a bra.
Entering the terminal, her eyes danced to look at those of the other travelers to gauge their reactions. She was grateful to be wearing the mask at this moment. With the conditions of the time, many travelers were keeping their distance from one another. Leaving unusually wide berths of space as they walked to their respective gates. However, the primal instinct within humans can only be subdued so much.
The eyes of the men she passed invariably looked at her nipples bulging prominently in her shirt. Initially, some stole small glances and then looked away, not wanting to get caught staring, particularly those walking with their wife or partner. But it quickly became apparent to the single men, or the more daring of those with partners, that they were also hidden behind their own mask.
The anonymity provided by the masks allowed for the glances to become looks of appreciation. Looks that they are enjoying the raw, sexual beauty. As Stacy noticed this, it relaxed and emboldened her. She stopped wondering how she was being received and gave into the moment. That sense of submissive power she felt when she was told to remove her bra returned. She, and her nipples, served as magnets to the eyes of the men, and some of the women, she passed on her way to her gate.
Stacy was so lost in this little spectacle that she momentarily forgot Darrell and James were even with her. She was startled when Darrell grabbed her arm to stop her when James had to go down a different concourse then them. They embraced and Stacy whispered in James' ear that she hoped he enjoyed her as much as she did him, before offering him her thanks as well.
That simple hug restarted the physical stimulation raging in Stacy's brain. Darrell capitalized by draping his arm over her shoulder as the two continued on. The combination of them being an interracial couple and her hard and obvious nipples was now really drawing looks. The emboldened Stacy didn't shy away from the looks she was receiving, she invited them. And when the opportunity presented itself, she met the gaze of those taking in the view. She wasn't giving a look of discouragement, but rather a look that said, "I know you are looking and I don't mind."
As they approached the seating area by their gate, Stacy's nipples caught the eyes of a Black man around Darrell's age who was also waiting on this flight. She made eye contact with him, and to the best degree she could with the mask on, gave him a welcoming smile. She could immediately tell that he didn't care if he had her permission or not. He was going to enjoy the view she was offering.
It just so happened that there was an open seat directly in front of him along with another next to him, though separated by his carryon bag. Stacy looked at Darrell for direction, and he subtly gestured for her to take the seat facing him, with Darrell taking the seat on the same bench. This effectively allowed for her to be in view of both men.
The unnamed Black man, who had his loose-fitting mask below his nose, turned to Darrell with an approving head nod and said, "Nice girl you got there, bro."
Stacy felt her face redden at his words.
Darrell nodded his gratitude, and then spoke words that sent Stacy's mind racing. "She here with me on a business trip. She heading home to the whiteboi she married to." Darrell then turned to Stacy and said, "But you going home a wiser woman now, huh?"
Stacy swallowed heavily, hopeful that the anxious look was not apparent in her eyes as she nodded.
The Black man seemed to instinctively know what Darrell was referring to. Still, he chuckled and asked, "What do you mean by wiser? You educate her on something?"
Stacy was frozen with fear yet enjoying the excitement. She was grateful there were so few other travelers nearby.
Darrell, who's eyes had never left Stacy, said to her, "What do you think, Stacy? You get some education on this trip?"
Stacy could feel her mask flexing in and out with each heavy breath. This was the first time she experienced anything like this in public and it was driving her wild with excitement. She offered a somewhat meek and embarrassed, "Yes."
The man looked at her and asked, "What's that mean? How you been educated?"
Stacy's eyes darted to Darrell. They weren't really expecting her to announce her infidelity in the waiting area, were they?
Darrell let her squirm for a second, then pointed at her carryon bag. He said, "You got something in there that might help our friend understand. Why don't you show him?"
Stacy was confused as to what he was talking about, but then realized it was her bra. She took a nervous look around to see who might be looking and then slowly unzipped the bag. Her heart was pounding as she slowly pulled just enough of the bra out so the man could tell what it was, and then she quickly stuffed it back in and zipped the bag closed.



Darrell, satisfied with her display, continued, "And why is that in the bag, Stacy?"
She swallowed heavily again, "Because you said so."
The man gave her and then Darrell an appreciative nod, causing her already red face to burn hot again.
Darrell asked, "And when you gonna put that on?"
"After...After, uh, this flight. Before I get home. Before he sees me." Her head was spinning with desire now.
"Before who sees you, Stacy?"
She wasn't sure who said it. It was only because her name was used that she reasoned it to be Darrell.
"My, my husband."
Darrell chuckled and asked, "That whiteboi have a name, Stacy?"
Those words struck that mysterious chord within Stacy. She didn't know why, but there always seemed to be a statement, or a moment, on this trip, where something was said or something was done that brought her 'bad girl' out. And when it did, her embarrassment and hesitation washed away.
Stacy looked at Darrell and then at this unnamed Black man. In a husky, measured tone, she said, "His name is Tim. But we call him Roadhead. He just doesn't know that."
Darrell nodded his approval at her obedience and then just continued to look at her. It had its desired effect.
Stacy moved to the edge of her seat so she could get just a bit closer. Her shifting forward causing her tight jeans to add just a little pressure to her clit, which was already pulsing and stimulated from this ongoing exchange. She changed her husky tone to a sexy whisper, "We call him that because he never gets it. But Darrell does. I learned it on this trip."
The Black man seated beside Darrell was amazed into silence until a whisper of his own, "Shiiiyyyit."
Stacy needing to touch herself, looked at Darrell and asked, "Can I go to the bathro... I mean, can you watch my bag so I can go to the bathroom."
Darrell withheld his chuckle, pleased that her internal obedience prompted her to start asking the first question. He didn't say anything. He just nodded.
She was up in a flash and moved quickly to the first available bathroom stall where she rubbed her clit to orgasm, right there in the airport public bathroom. When she settled down, she laughed to herself how this trip was full of firsts for her.
Unfortunately for her and the unnamed Black man, the call to start boarding the plan arose as she returned to her bags. Darrell and the man were standing as she approached. As she got to them, Darrell said, "Say goodbye to our man here. He's not on flight, he's waiting on another."
Stacy felt a wave of disappointment which she couldn't really process. She didn't even know the man yet was saddened that their time together had to end. She turned to him and did the first thing that came to mind; she opened her arms for a hug. And in that airport, with strangers from all walks of life around her, Stacy pressed her body to this Black stranger and secretly wished she could do a lot more with him.
A few minutes later, Stacy and Darrell boarded the plane. They weren't seated together, which was probably just as well. She knew there was a real risk that things could get frisky on that flight if they were. And while the thought of joining the mile high club did cross her mind, she knew with the current travel advisories, that might not be a reasonable thing to try and do. So, she settled into her seat and was quickly asleep.
After landing and getting off the plane at the connecting airport, Darrell, who was off the plane first, was happy to see that Stacy was still braless and in fact, seemed to almost be relishing the moment. She walked up to him with her eyes twinkling that naughty beauty he had become accustomed to seeing over the last couple of weeks. They had about an hour to wait before the next flight and he decided to test Stacy's attitude. "Do you need to hit the bathroom to, uh, make any adjustments?"
Stacy giggled since she knew exactly what he was talking about. She looked up at him and said, "I do have to go to the bathroom, but I'll put my bra back on on the plane when we get closer. Unless you feel otherwise."
Now Darrell chuckled, "No, girl. You know better than that by now."
Stacy giggled and again made a trip the closest airport bathroom.
Darrell watched her go and then saw her take a wider path than necessary. At first, he thought there might be something wrong, but then he thought he saw the reason. He asked her when she returned, "Saw you take a little detour. How come?"
Even though she knew he was watching, Stacy's face still reddened with the question. She looked over at the group of four Black men, the reason for the detour, who were staring back at her. Then she looked at Darrell and answered, "You have me braless for a reason, don't you? That looks like four of them."
Darrell nodded at Stacy's statement, then looked to the men and nodded again and raised his water bottle in salute. The men responded in kind.
It wasn't long before they were once again in the air and when the flight was about a half hour from landing, Stacy made her way to the plane's restroom. She chose the one in the back of the plane so she would pass by Darrell's seat along the way. Her bra was stuffed inside her purse. Her nipples were announcing themselves to every set of eyes that decided to look, as if making it known they would soon be confined by her bra.
Stacy briefly debated leaving it off and greeting Roadhead braless, but that raised the potential of too many awkward questions and would certainly risk any future fun she might have. She reluctantly pulled her top off, quickly donned her bra, and then her top, before heading back to her seat.
After landing, she couldn't help but notice the number of male passengers looking her way to get one final look at her nipples. Their looks varied from disappointment to confusion as they realized the show was over.
Tim was holding up a "Welcome home, Stacy!" sign that he had drawn himself when Stacy and Darrell entered the baggage carousel area laughing about something. Their jovial nature reignited the anxiety Tim had been feeling during her entire trip. He was not expecting them to be near each other, let alone acting friendly like that. He was grateful to be wearing a mask to hide his dismay.
To make matters worse, Darrell accompanied Stacy as she walked up to greet her husband. Tim fully expected him to go to wait for his baggage and leave them alone. But Darrell clearly didn't think that way and Stacy frankly didn't seem to care. His presence stole something from the moment and the hug Tim shared with Stacy.
Tim did the obligatory asking about the flight and the travel as he hoped Darrell would leave them. When it finally became apparent he was not going to leave them alone, Tim, in an effort to break the awkwardness he was feeling, thanked Darrell for his uncle's generosity in letting Stacy stay at his house. Tim said, "I was concerned about Stacy being stuck in a hotel with all of this going on, so I appreciate your uncle opening his door for her."
Darrell replied, "It's all good. My Uncle Dray has a big place so we could spread out." Then he added a line which had Tim's anxiety raging, "And he's got a pool so we didn't have to stay cooped up inside all day.", before he looked at Stacy and said, "I know you enjoyed the pool."
Stacy was once again glad her face was hidden by the mask. First, she couldn't help but crack a smile at Tim's naïve words of gratitude, and then her face reddened with Darrell's almost antagonizing statement about the pool. Before she could reply, she was saved by the buzzer announcing the luggage was going to start appearing. The three of them moved to the carousel and soon had their bags and were headed to the parking lot where their masks were quickly removed. Darrell walked with them all the way to their car. Then, in a move that really hit home, he leaned over and hugged Stacy goodbye before adding, "See you at work." before heading off to his own car.
Tim stood in stunned silence after witnessing that. He couldn't understand how just a couple weeks earlier, Stacy could barely tolerate Darrell due to his predatory behavior, and now here she was laughing and hugging him. His stomach was in knots. However, in true Tim form, rather than address the issue directly, he waited until Darrell was out of earshot then skirted around his true concerns, "I guess, uh, things went well? All things considered?"
Stacy smiled at her husband. He was different in her eyes. Diminished in a way. She couldn't help but see the contrast between him and the Black men she had just spent the last two weeks with. It went well beyond skin tone. It was confidence. Self-assuredness. She could see Tim lacked it. Rather than seek to ease his mind, Stacy opted to toy with him instead.
"The guys were great. We spent some time at the pool during the day and played games at night. Other than heading to the airport, we never really left the house."
"So, you were, uh, with them most of the time?"
Stacy giggled, "I guess you could say that. I mean you did hear them when we talked on the phone, right?"
Tim just nodded his head and then loaded Stacy's luggage into the car.
***
At home, the married couple caught up on things that had occurred around the house and discussed what was going on around the country with the virus situation, but Stacy never really offered anything further regarding what she did on her trip. She left the thoughts of her being poolside with the Black men and playing games with them at night occupy her husband's mind.
As it got closer to bedtime, Stacy's concerns about Tim wanting some intimacy arose. Would he be able to tell that she had sex with those larger men? Then there was her shaved pussy. How to explain that? Beyond that, she didn't have a desire to have sex with him. She actually giggled at the thought. To avoid any awkward situations, Stacy told Tim she was tired from the travel and was going to call it an early night.
This was the first night in nearly ten straight days that she did not fall asleep after having a tremendous orgasm following a tremendous fuck from one of the men and her sucking off the other two. She missed the sensation badly.
The following morning, Stacy was surprisingly up before the alarm clock. Maybe it was the early night or maybe just a burst of energy, but she really had concerns she would struggle with the jetlag and time change. However, none of that was a concern and she soon found herself in the bathroom with the hot shower running. Before she stepped in, she took a moment to look at her shaved pussy in the mirror of her own home for the first time. She liked the sight.
In the shower, Stacy's fingers quickly found their way to her clit. It was becoming increasingly needy since her awakening on the trip. It demanded her attention and she was happy to accommodate. A delightful orgasm washed over her as the hot shower water cascaded down her trim body. It was a very nice way to start her first day back home.
Stacy opted to dress in a more casual style than her normal work attire. Her typical work clothing was some combination of either slacks or a skirt, with a button-up blouse and nice business coat. She didn't really need to have that professional of an appearance at work. The jacket was mainly worn to hide her athletic figure from Darrell and some of the other similarly curious, though less obvious, men she worked with. But, since Darrell had enjoyed her in all her naked glory, the need to be discrete was no longer as important. So, today, she had on a more traditional skirt and a simple pullover sweater.
In the kitchen, she fixed herself a quick breakfast of two slices of toast and then reloaded her pill holders with her vitamins and birth control pills. She stood at the counter eating the toast and then took her vitamin. She held her BC pill in her hand and stared it a moment, then took it with her to the bathroom. She gave it one last look before dropping it in the bowl and flushing it away.
When she arrived at work a little later, she was not surprised to see Darrell in the foyer waiting on her. He cut right to the chase, "How was Roadhead?"
Stacy giggled and shook her head, "Darrell, be nice."
"I am being nice, Stacy. I'm asking about your husband."
Stacy smiled and shook her head. She responded, "He's fine. I think he was a little nervous about me being around you guys so long." She paused and looked him in the eye, "You know, since you might have taken advantage of me."
They shared a laugh before one of their co-workers walked in to the foyer from outside and said, "Welcome back." before continuing into the building. A moment later, the man popped his head back out and said, "You two missed some changes while you've been gone."
Stacy and Darrell both stifled their own laughter until the man went back on his way and the door safely closed behind them. Work changes were nothing compared to what they'd experienced, but it certainly made them curious.
Getting to their desks, both Stacy and Darrell had notes on their keyboards saying, "Come by Mr. Jackson's office when you are here." Their desks were not close enough for them to talk to one another, so neither knew that the other had the same note. Stacy was a bit concerned and looked over in Darrell's direction who was already looking her way. The two of them held up their notes at the same time. It was now clear they had both received one. With a nervous shrug, they moved together to talk.
As they did, that same co-worker who had welcomed them back in the foyer and who served as the office informant, answered some of their questions without being asked. "Had some changes go on while you two were gone. We have a new boss. When all this virus stuff started Mr. Edwards kind of freaked out. I'm not even sure if he works here anymore. Anyway, they moved Mr. Jackson into his office. He's been meeting with everyone. Talking about expectations, teleworking and all that stuff."
Darrell nodded and Stacy offered her thanks before the two of them headed to the office.
Both shared the sense of anxiety that comes with meeting a new boss, and they paused to take a deep breath before knocking on his door.
Mr. Jackson quickly invited them in. The fit Black man, who appeared just a few years older than Dray, putting him in his late 30s, rose from his desk and stepped around it to greet them. The warm smile on his face only partially hid the appraising look he was giving Stacy.
He shook hands with the two of them and Stacy instantly felt a spark of excitement with her hand in his and him standing so close. She was already excited from seeing Darrell again and Mr. Jackson's presence, and the way he was looking at her, only added to it.
"I want to welcome the two of you back. As you can tell, we've had some changes in the short time you've been gone. Nothing we can't steer through though."
He paused a moment and gestured for them to sit down as he returned to his desk. He continued, "I'm sure the extended trip was a bit of a challenge, but", as he nodded to Darrell, "I know your Uncle Dray was able to get you both out of the hotel and to his place. That had to be a good thing." The last sentence directed at Stacy.
Stacy nodded, "It was. He was a great host." She felt her face redden as the realization hit that he and Dray had spoken. Had they talked about what went on? Did he know about what she had done? Why didn't that thought bother her?
Before she could say anything further, Mr. Jackson continued, "We've been teleworking with people in the office half the day and working from home the other half. Dray said you work well as a team so he said I should keep the two of you on the same schedule; mornings here, telework in the afternoon." He paused again and looked directly into her eyes.
Stacy felt her heart pounding and was certain her nipples were making themselves known even though she had a bra on. Her mouth was dry but she still felt the need to swallow. She felt her cheeks redden as he smiled at her reaction. She didn't say anything. She simply nodded.
A few minutes later the two of them left Mr. Jackson's office. She glanced in Darrell's direction and said she needed to use the bathroom. Darrell gave her a knowing look. He had become accustomed to that look. She was going to the bathroom to get off. He smiled at her and said, "Can't wait until after lunch, huh?"
Stacy gave him a naughty grin as she shook her head, "No."
***
When they left the office a few hours later, Stacy was ready for action. Her pussy, which was ready from the moment she woke, had only increased its need for attention as the events of the morning unfolded. She was soaked. As she headed towards the central office hallway, she saw Mr. Jackson in the doorway of his office watching as if waiting for this moment. As they made eye contact, he smiled and winked. She knew at that moment he was aware of everything and that realization excited her tremendously.
Still, she didn't let herself get too close to Darrell as she headed for the exit. Stepping outside, she was disappointed that he was not out there waiting. However, a moment later Darrell pulled up to the curb in front of her, a bright smile on his face, "We riding together?"
Stacy's heart was instantly pounding at the rush of excitement stemming from his question, but she still took a moment to think. Then she reached for the handle and jumped in, "We better. I know it's unlikely, but I can't risk Roadhead finding my car at your place." Immediately after saying that she paused and asked, "Wait, what about work? What if Mr...'
Darrell cut her off before she could finish the sentence, "Mr. Jackson ain't gonna give a fuck. You see the way that nigga looked at you?" Then he simply chuckled.
Stacy's face reddened at the realization Darrell had seen that look too.
Ten minutes later they were in Darrell's apartment with Stacy on her knees sucking Darrell's cock. He was seated on the couch smiling down at her, her eyes locked on his as she pleasured him. She swirled her tongue around the head of his cock and said, "I've missed this."
Darrell smiled and nodded, "It's only been a day, girl. Roadhead can't compete, huh?"
She giggled and gave his cock a quick suck before pulling back, "How can he compete? He won't even let me suck it." She giggled and took another lick of his cockhead before saying, "And besides...", before she abruptly stopped and went back to sucking his cock. She tried to catch herself before her inner thoughts were spoken, but she had already opened the door.
Darrell wasn't about to let this moment go. He asked, "And besides, what?"
Stacy attempted to just shake her head as she continued to suck his cock in the hopes that he wouldn't press the issue. She was wrong.
He grabbed a handful of her hair and gently pulled her off his cock. "I said, besides what?"
In those few seconds, a series of thoughts raced through Stacy's mind, all of which she would have never considered just two weeks earlier. First, she was on her knees sucking cock. Second, it wasn't her husband's cock. Third, it was the cock of a Black man. And finally, that dominant edge Darrell was exercising by using her hair like that to control her was exciting as hell.
Darrell could sense it. He could see the look in her eyes. There was more to that look than her husband just not letting her suck his dick. He decided this was the moment to put it on the table. He relaxed his grip slightly to allow her tongue to reach the crown. He could feel her heavy breathing on the wet shaft.
He smiled and asked, "And besides, he ain't got a big enough dick for you, Stacy? That it?"
She shook head and licked the crown, her eyes holding his gaze. She was almost daring, or maybe pleading, for him to draw this admission out of her.



"But that's not all, is it, girl. He missing something else, isn't he?"
Stacy's eyes were hooding over as her arousal was peaking.
Darrell relaxed his grip a bit further, allowing her lips to wrap around the head. Then he continued, "Tell me girl, what else Roadhead's dick lacking. It ain't big enough... and it ain't..."
Stacy couldn't deny it. There was no sense hiding it. Darrell knew, Dray knew, James knew, and now it appeared Mr. Jackson knew. She just needed to say it. She gave the head one intense suck, almost as if to strengthen her resolve, then pulled back so her lips were still touching the head in that microphone-like position she had used at Dray's. Then she admitted the truth.
"And it's not Black enough." Those words spoken, Stacy experienced a powerful no-touch orgasm as her lips made a perfect seal on Darrell's Black cock. She held him in her lips as her tongue swirled around under the head, her eyes struggled to focus but stayed locked on his, as her body shuddered in climax.
Darrell didn't move. He let events run their course before once again working to exploit her sexually overloaded brain. "That's it, Stacy. Suck that Black cock. Suck it like you were meant to."
She was doing just that. Her admission spurring her already intense arousal further. The saliva in her mouth drooling over her lips as she took him further.
Darrell continued, "Roadhead can't compete. That whiteboi don't know just how hot a bitch he's married to. He don't know what you need. But you figured it out, didn't you? You figured out what you need. What makes you complete? Tell me, girl. Let me hear you admit it."
Stacy was absolutely wild with lust and desire. She looked up at Darrell, her eyes on fire, and slowly drew back with a long suck of his shaft, before releasing it with a popping sound. And with a husky voice, she stated what was now obvious, "I need Black cock." With that admission, Stacy began to hungrily suck him off.
Her saliva and drool slickened his shaft and wet her left hand as it stroked what was not already in her mouth. Her right hand cradled and massaged his heavy balls. She could feel them squirming in her hand, eager for release. Her eyes remained on his, conveying additional meaning to the words she had just spoken.
Darrell couldn't hold back any longer. This was just too good. He saw the lust in her eyes and felt the pleasure with each cheek hollowing suck her mouth provided. He felt the tremendous build up as his nut prepped for release. And then he came.
Stacy could feel his balls pull up in the sack, as his shaft thickened slightly and the head flared in her mouth. She knew she was about to receive her delicious nectar. The first pulse of his nut into her mouth sent her pussy into her own climax, and as she did, she pushed forward taking his cock down her throat. The rest of his nut was launched directly into her belly as her moaning throat coaxed all his balls could offer.
Darrell was overpowered by the sensation. He was almost pinned in place as seemingly every muscle in his body was devoted to feeding Stacy his ejaculate. Only when he was fully drained and when Stacy released his cock from her throat, did he regain some ability to control himself. He reopened his eyes to find her still gazing up at him as she gently milked the last of his seed on to her tongue. She was smiling.
He said, "Damn, girl. That was fucking intense. Shit."
Stacy giggled and swirled her tongue around his still throbbing cockhead, "Yes it was." She continued to nuzzle and lick his cock, never letting it relax past a semi-hard state. She needed it in her pussy now.
Darrell read her look. It was a beautiful dilemma. Just a few days ago she had two other niggas on hand who could take care of her after she sucked off one of the others. Today it was just Darrell. And she was making sure his cock was up to the task.
As he recovered and got ready for round two, he decided to probe a bit more into Stacy's new mindset. "So, tell me Stacy, when did you finally realize the truth?"
She gave his shaft a long lick from the balls to the crown and asked, "What do you mean?", even though she knew exactly what he was talking about. She was buying time.
Darrell laughed, "Don't play that shit. You know what I mean. You think you was just gonna go back to the old way when you got home? We both knew that wasn't gonna happen."
Stacy smiled as her face turned red. She didn't know what to say. He was right.
Darrell could see he was right based on her reaction. He dug deeper. "You probably thought when you saw him at the airport things would be normal again, huh?"
Stacy could feel the heat in her face from the redness as she continued to lick his cock. She tried to respond but only got one word out, "Well..."
"Well, what? Shit. The whiteboi ain't got a chance." He paused a moment to let that sink in then added, "So, when did it happen? At the airport when he was looking like a fool waiting hoping I would walk away and leave you two alone? Or when you got home?"
Stacy giggled at the memory of Roadhead standing there seemingly trapped by Darrell's presence with them at the baggage carousel. She felt Darrell's cock firm up a bit in response to her giggle. He truly enjoyed shaming her husband, and she was taking a liking to it also. She gave the head a gentle suck then answered him, "At the airport... I really thought... well, I wanted... wait..."
She paused to get her thoughts together, using his hardening cock as something of a means to anchor herself. She closed her eyes and gently sucked the head to figure out what she needed to say, then pulled back, "It was at the airport. I thought when I saw him, I would feel a desire. But I didn't. I didn't even feel that guilty about what we did. And he, he just, I don't know how to explain it... he was just out of place."
She paused to give his shaft another long lick. "Even walking to the car. You were there. But it wasn't you out of place, it was him." She paused again as she sucked the head in. "In reality, I wanted..." her voice trailed off as she wrapped her lips around his cock. Once again, she was saying the quiet part out loud.
Darrell let her suck it for a moment, then he grabbed her hair and gently eased her back. He asked in a quiet whisper, "In reality, what?"
Stacy licked her lips and attempted to lean forward to take his cock back in her mouth.
He chuckled and shook his head, "No, girl. You need to answer me first. In reality, what?"
Stacy stayed silent but she knew Darrell knew what she was thinking. And a moment later he confirmed it, "In reality, Stacy, in reality you wanted to be back at Dray's place, didn't you? Back learning more about that side of you that you didn't know you had. Ain't that right, Stacy? But instead, you had to go home with Roadhead."
He said Tim's nickname with a derisive chuckle before continuing, "And how was he when you got home? He give his wife a good fucking or make love to you all prim and proper?" His tone said it all.
Stacy tried not to giggle, but she couldn't help it. She looked at Darrell and said, "Neither. I told him I was too tired."
It took Darrell a moment to process what she had just said, then he started laughing. "You shitting me?"
Stacy giggled and shook her head, "Nope." Then she put it all out there, intentionally using the words that would ensure Darrell was ready to go. "But I wasn't too tired. Not at all. I just knew he couldn't give me what I really needed. And that was a good thick Black cock like this one."
With that, Stacy went for the kill, "Now, are we going to keep talking or are you going to fuck me like Roadhead can't?"
A couple minutes later and Stacy was bouncing her unfaithful pussy up and down on Darrell's hard Black cock. She relished the openness she had shared in the living room and was now enjoying the fruits of that in his bedroom. Darrell alternated between squeezing her bouncing tits or tweaking her nipples, or simply laying back and letting her ride him.
Stacy's legs were tiring after her second orgasm and asked Darrell if they could roll over onto her back. Darrell laughed, "Bitch, I'll put you on your back any time you want it."
Stacy giggled then sunk down onto him fully before rolling in such a way that he never slipped free from her pussy. When she looked down at his cock sliding in and out of her, her eyes naturally passed over her flat belly, and the fact that she had intentionally not taken her BC pill today crossed her mind. She had gone days without it due to not packing enough on the trip, but today she purposefully went without and flushed it down the toilet.
Her imagination quickly went to work. She envisioned her flat belly swelling. First a bump appearing before it grew rounder and fuller as it swelled with a Black baby inside. She imagined the looks at work, the questions from Roadhead, and then she envisioned the proud smile of Darrell, Dray, and James, all knowing that they contributed. She exploded in orgasm.
Darrell obviously did not know what she was thinking so he just attributed it to his skill. And he employed that skill by hammering into her pussy. Sweat began to form on his brow from the exertion.
Stacy was staring up at him with hooded eyes as she seemed to be flowing in and out of orgasm. She caught sight of one particular droplet of sweat as it wound its way down his forehead, between his eyebrows and then down his nose where it dangled for a moment before it broke free. It dropped in almost slow motion, heading for her face. At the last moment, Stacy extended her tongue from her already open mouth and caught the drop.
Seeing that pushed Darrell over the edge. He emptied himself into her welcoming pussy. His seed bathing her love channel as the millions of sperm began the search for her egg.
The rush of excitement and adrenalin Stacy felt at having unprotected sex for almost a week now was incredible. The fact that it wasn't her husband she was having this sex with made it all the more intense.
Both of their chests were still heaving as Darrell slowly pulled out of her and rolled to his back. Stacy slowly slid down his torso so she could suck his cock clean. She smiled as she saw his shaft coated in their combined juices, a clear sign of a mutually enjoyed sexual coupling. Extending her tongue at the base of his shaft, she saw the head still slightly pulsing as if still ejaculating invisible sperm. She watched in awe and lust as she thought of the amount of semen that had just launched from there into her.
And her mind once again floated to that lonely, vulnerable egg awaiting just one strong swimmer to make contact...
When she had him fully cleaned, she too flopped on her back and giggled, "Who knew telework could be so much fun?"
Darrell chuckled out his agreement.
However, a moment later a wave of reality washed over Stacy. She hiked herself up on an elbow and looked at Darrell, "We can't do this every day though. I mean, don't get me wrong, I absolutely loved it, but we can't just...I don't know, we can't just spend half of every work day..." her voice trailed off.
Darrell put his arms behind his head and said, "You'd rather be at work?"
"Of course not! But at some point, someone is going to wonder why we aren't exactly getting any work done."
Darrell joked, "Maybe we just need to convince others to cover for us."
Stacy didn't hear it as a joke, "What? I can't let anyone know what is going on. They'll call me the office slut or something!"
Darrell laughed again, "Only for the brothas, Stacy."
"Darrell, be serious!"
In a flash, Darrell rose up and pulled the elbow she was leaning on out from under her. Now Stacy was on her back and he was leaning over her. It happened so quickly it took her a moment to get her bearings.
Darrell spoke in his smooth voice, "I'm just joking. Brothas in that office wouldn't know what the fuck to do if they saw this side of you. Shit, Clarence probably ain't had a hardon since before we were born. Davis is too worried about kissing ass. And who does that leave? What the fuck's the new guy's name, Jonathan or whatever. I still ain't figured that guy out."
Stacy giggled at his characterizations of the three other Black men in the office. But she soon realized he left one out. She debated whether he forgot or did it on purpose, but she couldn't help but bring him up. "What about Mr. Jackson?"
She didn't intend for it, but even hearing herself say it she couldn't tell if that was almost an invitation. The look on Darrell's face let her know he heard it the same way.
He smiled at her and gave a subtle nod, "Yea. The new boss. I think he might understand the situation. With a little convincing."
"What do you mean, 'a little convincing?' Are you suggesting..."
Darrell cut her off by gently holding a finger to her lips, "Stacy, I ain't suggesting shit. I'm just pointing out the obvious. You telling me you didn't see the way that nigga was looking at you?"
He watched as her face turned red, making it clear he was right. He continued, "I can see that look on your face. You know what I'm talking about. He no different than me, my uncle, or James. You fine, girl. Him checking you out ain't nothing for you to be ashamed of."
Stacy was breathing heavily again. Her mind was racing with all kinds of thoughts. He really was looking at her that way, wasn't he? Did he know about what she did on that trip? Did Dray share stories? What did that mean for how he would treat her in the office? Was he a good fuck too?
She jolted back to reality after that last thought. Did she really just think that?
Darrell was still looking at her with that same sly grin on his face. Like him and Dray before, she felt they could see right through her. He slowly nodded as if confirming her suspicions and then said, "In time, girl. In time."
***
That night, at dinner with Tim, Stacy was truly conflicted. Her husband really was a good man, but was he enough for her? The last few weeks seemed to have altered her in inexplicable ways. It was more than a passing fad or a fling. And it was more than the incredible sex. It was almost a lifestyle change. She thought of how willing she was to perform for the men and how much it aroused her. She reflected on how she intentionally went out of her way to walk past that group of Black men at the airport just so she could let them see she was not wearing a bra, an act she did for the men and to please Darrell. Was this who she was now?
"Stacy? Are you listening?"
Stacy shook her head to clear it and giggled. "Sorry, Tim. I was thinking about work and I guess I just drifted off. A lot to catch up on after being gone." It was only a partial lie.
"It's ok, honey. I was asking if the office plans on having you telework."
She paused before answering. Why was he asking that question? Was he curious or probing? She thought of Darrell's cock fucking her while she was supposedly teleworking earlier that day. She shrugged her shoulders and said, "I'm not sure yet. It doesn't work for everybody."
She took a drink and then added, "And we have a new boss. He seems to be open to telework, but I have to see."
Tim nodded and said, "Well, you know I'm teleworking so maybe we can..."
Stacy's giggle cut him off. She didn't mean to do it and she didn't mean for it to sound as it did, but she could see the sting on Tim's face. However, Tim's comment made her think he was suggesting they do something similar to what she enjoyed with Darrell earlier, and she couldn't help but giggle. She looked at him and said, "Sorry, honey. I didn't mean to laugh. I just think the two of us home teleworking could be complicated, you know?"
It was a rather weak attempt to ease his hurt feelings, but it seemed to do the job. A few hours later, she rebuffed her husband's attempt to have sex, claiming she was tired from being back at work.
***
Stacy spent the rest of that week flushing her BC pill in the morning then having sex with Darrell in the afternoon. Each morning was the same. She took the pill out of the 30-day pillbox and it sat next on her little plate next to her breakfast fruit, staring up at her. At the end of breakfast, it was the only thing left except for maybe some of the vines from her grapes. She would put the plate in the dishwasher and take the pill with her to the bathroom. There, she would drop it into the toilet before flushing it. It was her own little secret risk which she planned on ending one day. That little act, an act of tremendous potential consequence, excited her beyond measure, and it set the tone for the day.
That act also began to influence her clothing. Stacy had always dressed nicely for work in a manner to compliment her well-toned physique while remaining appropriate for the office. But she now found herself adding a sexy flare to her style. She replaced her slacks with skirts, and blouses she usually wore as an under layer or with a sweater over top now were the primary or uncovered. She was never inappropriate, just a couple steps closer to the edge. She relished the looks she received from her co-workers, men with their looks of desire, women with their looks of jealousy.
Each day, she arrived at work with her internal fire already burning with the memory of her birth control going down the drain, and the anticipation of the afternoon fun she was going to have with Darrell. That fire was continually stoked with the looks she received throughout the day. Finally, when it was time to depart, she could count on Mr. Jackson standing in his office doorway watching as she and Darrell left the office for Darrell's place.
At the end of that first week back, Stacy had flushed five days of birth control. She had denied her husband every night using one excuse or another. And she had sucked off and fucked Darrell every day in his apartment.
On Friday afternoon after she had ridden Darrell to a mutual orgasm, and with his seed now flooding her pussy, Stacy was laying with her naked body draped over Darrell's thighs as she sucked his cock clean when she heard a phone buzz. She eased her mouth away from his shaft and lazily asked, "Yours or mine?"
Darrell smiled down at her as he reached for his phone, "Mine."
Nodding, Stacy resumed her oral attention to the Black cock she now adored. She glanced up to see Darrell responding to a text and she smiled to herself at the profound changes she had experienced. She was naked with another man's cum in her pussy while she sucked his cock clean from their coupling and he was sending a text. Nearly everything she was experiencing at this moment would not have occurred just a month ago.
She gave Darrell's cockhead a quick suck to get his attention and then smiled up at him when he moved the phone to look at her. She licked the head and asked, "Anything important?"
Darrell chuckled and said, "Damn, girl, you naughty as fuck, you know that?"
She giggled, "I'm just glad it was your phone and not mine."
A moment later the doorbell rang. Stacy moved quickly as if to fetch her clothes before Darrell grabbed her arm, "Chill, Stacy. This is my place, not yours."
She offered an embarrassed giggle as she finished putting her arm in the second sleeve of her blouse. It was still hanging open and it was the only thing she had on.
Darrell was still laying back on the bed looking at her. He said, "Fuck, you are hot."
Stacy's face reddened at the compliment, and she glanced down to see the blouse essentially framing her tits, her hard nipples keeping the material from covering her naked breasts. She gave a bashful, "Thank you."
Darrell replied, "Why don't you go get the door?"
Stacy was momentarily taken aback. "Like this? I can't."
"Why not, Stacy? This ain't your place. Ain't going to be one of your neighbors at the door. Besides, you give me some serious cred with a fine piece like you answering my door."



She giggled again, now somewhat captivated by the idea, "But..."
"No buts, girl. You been learning to live these last few weeks. Don't stop now."
Stacy's heart was pounding and she felt the redness running down her neck to her chest. She swallowed heavily and then buttoned a few of the buttons towards the top of her blouse. She had no other clothing on. She was breathing heavily as she looked at Darrell, "I can't believe I am about to do this."
She moved to the bedroom door and gave one final look back before. The doorbell rang again as she did.
Darrell smiled, "Hurry before whoever it is leaves."
She gave him a naughty smile and headed to the apartment door.
Once she was out of the bedroom, Darrell leapt from the bed and stepped in the doorway to watch what was about to happen. He watched her move with unintended sexuality to the door, then pause as she reached for the door handle. He saw her take a deep breath as if to give herself some resolve before slowly opening the door.
As she turned the handle, Stacy could barely breathe. She had never done anything like this. She never even greeted Roadhead dressed like this and here she was opening the door without a clue as to who was on the other side. For all she knew, it might have been an elderly neighbor of Darrell's. Or maybe the police. Or someone seeking donations. Or, and she couldn't help but giggle at this thought, it might be Roadhead himself. With that last thought, she scolded herself for not using the peephole to get an idea of who it was.
In any event, it was too late. The door was already opening. And Darrell was right, this was exciting. She imagined the image she was presenting. Her nipples, unimpeded by a bra, were bulging through the soft material of her white blouse. The blouse itself only reached her hips, with the front end of buttons being the only thing shielded her shaved pussy.
She took one final deep breath then raised her eyes in greeting, "Can I help..."
Stacy could get no further. Her mouth froze and her eyes widened. She couldn't move. She remained standing in the doorway, one hand on the door handle, staring at the unexpected visitor.
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Upon seeing Mr. Jackson, her new boss, at the door, Stacy momentarily panicked. "Mr. Jackson, I, I uh, I can explain. We, I, we were..."
Mr. Jackson stepped into the apartment and folded his arms across his chest. His Black frame somehow seeming larger to Stacy in Darrell's apartment than in the office. He cocked his head back slightly and said, "Can you now? Well, go ahead. Explain. I'm all ears."
Stacy opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out. What plausible explanation could she offer? She was standing in her co-worker's apartment with only her blouse on, with two buttons holding it together, and they were both supposed to be teleworking. How was she going to explain anything?
Mr. Jackson's smile and soft chuckle brought Stacy's stammering attempt at an excuse to a halt. He held up a finger to silence her, which actually gave her a reprieve from trying to find words, and then he spoke in a soft, almost comforting voice, "Hush now, Stacy. I must say, this is an unusual discovery to make on company time."
His eyes scanned Stacy's barely clothed body as he said, "I had heard reports about you using company time for other things on your recent trip, but I wasn't sure if they were true. You and I hadn't had any, uh, experience working together before."
Stacy was now questioning whether this was a random visit. She couldn't help but believe he knew what was going on. But she could not read his intentions. Him showing up like this implied he was going to put an end to things which might mean firing her and Darrell. But his tone of voice and roaming eyes seemed to say he was not going to do any such thing and might actually want to be part of the fun.
Just then, Darrell stepped into the room. He was wearing shorts and t-shirt. Had Stacy not been there, his clothing would have given no hint of anything sexual going on. He walked over and bumped fists with Mr. Jackson and then said, "See, I wasn't shitting you."
Mr. Jackson turned his head to face Darrell and said simply, "No, you were not."
Stacy could not believe her ears. It was Darrell that had shared stories about her? She assumed, if anyone, it was Dray. Was it both of them? Bizarrely, rather than be upset, it excited her to think of the men discussing her skills.
Stacy felt the redness in her face return as the men spoke about her like this, particularly with her standing right there.
Darrell held her phone out to her and said, "Call Roadhead. Tell him you're going to be late."
Mr. Jackson chuckled at the nickname but didn't ask for any explanation. Even that had been discussed. He gave Stacy an expectant stare.
Reaching for the phone, the 'new' Stacy took over. Her hands were shaking from excitement. She held a finger to her lips to make sure the men stayed silent and then she employed the naughty phone skills she had learned at Dray's place. She put the phone on speaker and waited for Tim to answer. After he did, Stacy said in a bit of a pouty voice, "Sorry, honey, I'm going to be late. My new boss called a meeting."
"On a Friday afternoon at the end of the day?"
Mr. Jackson smiled and nodded as he looked at Darrell.
Stacy could tell another element of her 'story' was being validated with that look. She felt emboldened. "I know, honey. But what can I do? I need to get to know him and make a good impression."
Tim replied, "I know. I guess you are right. The timing just sucks."
She continued with Tim, "Things are different now. I have to be flexible as I get to know my new boss."
Tim let out a heavy sigh as he bought her argument, "Yea, you are right. I hope you won't be too late."
"We'll see. I only know there's a meeting. I don't know how long. I may text you later. I have to go now though. Bye, Tim."
"Bye, Stacy."
Stacy clicked the end call button then put a hand on her hip and cocked her head as if to say, "Well?"
Mr. Jackson nodded appreciatively, then said, "You good at talking to the white boi, but I'm not one of them. So, what else you got?"
Stacy smiled at her new boss. Rather being mortified about him catching her at Darrell's or his attitude, she welcomed it. And who was she to argue anyway after she called her naïve husband for their collective entertainment.
She said, "Well, I'm still learning. In fact, I just started learning on my trip." She paused a moment to make eye contact with Darrell. Then she looked back at Mr. Jackson with a smile and said, "But it seems you already knew that."
Mr. Jackson nodded with a silent confidence, then, in a stern but playful tone, asked, "That trip was on company time just like we are now. What did you learn while you were travelling on company time?"
Stacy suddenly became aware of her own heavy breathing. It was impossible to deny her arousal. Her nipples were almost pulsing with excitement. She knew where this was going but couldn't help but enjoy the tease. She bit her lip and looked up at him bashfully, "I'm not sure if what I learned is fitting for company policy."
Mr. Jackson smiled at the little game she was playing. He went along with it, "Sounds interesting. But you have a new boss now. I'll decide what's fitting for company policy."
Stacy smiled and said, "That's good to know."
Darrell, who had been a spectator to this little game, took the opportunity to speak up, "Stacy was a very eager student. She put her heart and soul into the education my Uncle Dray, James, and I gave her."
Mr. Jackson nodded with a knowing look.
Darrell then turned to Stacy, "Stacy, maybe you should show our new boss what we worked on."
She smiled at Darrell, then turned to Mr. Jackson, "I probably should. It was on company time, and I am still on the clock today." Then she reached and took Mr. Jackson's hand and started going to the living room. She looked over her shoulder at him and said, "But first we need to go to where Darrell and I start our afternoons teleworking."
Stacy led him to the couch, but before he could take a seat, she held up her own finger and said, "Just a second." She paused and took a deep breath to strengthen her resolve. She could not believe she was about to do this. This was not Dray or Darrell or James. And she was no longer on that life-changing trip.
She had rationalized or compartmentalized things as a means of wrapping her head around her new behavior. What she did on the trip was then. She likened it to the saying, "What goes on in Vegas, stays in Vegas." Yet, over the course of this past week she had spent every afternoon having sex with Darrell, essentially a continuation of that trip. She likened that to an affair. But now, Mr. Jackson entering things was a whole new ballgame.
If she continued what she was about to do, he was going to be her fourth extramarital lover. Her fourth Black man. All four occurring over the last few weeks. Not to mention the fact that she was now voluntarily flushing her birth control on a daily basis. If there was a moment to turn back, this was it. Or had she already passed the point of no return?
Following that split second when she raised that finger and rapidly cycled through those thoughts, Stacy slowly reached up to undo the top-most button of her blouse. She slowly glanced from Mr. Jackson to Darrell and back as she slowly worked the two buttons. Once they were freed, she lowered her hands and the natural shape of her body forced the blouse to open, revealing the inner swells of her breasts down to her belly button.
Stacy let the men take in the sight as her heart pounded in her chest, then she gently shrugged the blouse from her shoulders and felt it slide down her backside before pooling at her ankles. She was now completely naked in front of the two Black men.
Their mutual intake of breath at her exposing herself was magical for Stacy. She had heard it on the trip, witnessed it in the eyes of the men at the airport, and now here in this room. She felt empowered as the rush of sexual tension washed over her body.
Stacy went to her knees and began undo her boss' slacks. She was not turning back. She giggled to herself about another phrase, maybe not as widely used, but seemingly true nonetheless, "Once you go Black, you don't go back."
Stacy was focused on two things at the moment. Keeping her hands steady as she undid Mr. Jackson's belt and then unzipped his pants, and making sure the saliva that was rapidly pooling in her mouth did not drool out over her lips.
When she pulled his pants and underwear down, and his nice thick Black column of flesh appeared, Stacy could not help but take in a gasp of air. His shaft was meaty, hard, and had a prominent vein running along the underside. It emanated power. She licked her lips and then turned her eyes up to her new boss. She smiled and said, "Nice."
Mr. Jackson smiled, nodded, then sat down. As he did, he looked at Stacy and said, "You're still on the clock. Get to work."
Stacy giggled at the game they were playing, but obeyed his instruction. She planted a wet kiss on that sensitive spot right under his cockhead and gave it a little tickle with her tongue. Then she rose up higher on her knees and sucked the head between her lips. The saliva that had been pooling up and which she had been somewhat frantically swallowing, now slipped out from her lips and began its slow journey down his hard shaft to his balls.
The wetness created a perfect condition for an occasional slurping sound to escape her mouth when the vacuum seal of her lips slipped over that thick vein running up his shaft. It was a sound everyone in the room enjoyed.
Stacy focused at first on acclimating her mouth to this new Black cock, and adjusting the position on her knees or the angle of her head to maximize their mutual pleasure. When she found the right spot, she then turned her eyes up to meet her new boss' gaze. She was pleased to see him blink with almost surprise as she stared up at him with the look of submissive obedience while sucking him off.
Mr. Jackson was, in fact, surprised. He had heard about Stacy from his long-time friend Dray and sought more details from Darrell, but he felt some of what he heard was exaggerated or embellished stories. But there was no mistaking the fact that she was looking up at him like the world's sexiest porn star and the gleam in her eyes was anything but innocent.
Still, he needed to play the game. He looked down at her, "Damn, girl. That mouth knows its way around a cock, huh?"
Stacy pulled back slowly and moved a lock of hair behind her ear as smiled up at him, her lips still in contact with his wet shaft as she spoke, "Yes, but I'm still learning.", and then she sucked the head back in, her eyes never leaving his.
"Still learning? Aren't you married? Or do you mean learning your way around nigga dick?"
Stacy giggled and pulled back again, "Well, I guess you could say both." She gave the head another suck before releasing it, "Roadhead doesn't let me suck his. And I never had a Black cock until my trip."
Mr. Jackson chuckled at her statement about Roadhead, "What the fuck are you talking about? He don't let you suck his dick?" He was in disbelief.
Stacy shook her head no without releasing his cock.
Mr. Jackson shook his own head and said, "Something wrong with that white boi."
Stacy giggled and nodded, then pushed forward to take nearly all his cock into her mouth and throat.
The "Oh fuck!" she heard from her new boss was a sound of triumph. At that moment, she decided there would be time for talk later. She needed to suck the nut from his balls now.
Stacy began to give him an intense blowjob, taking him deeply on each down stroke and then voraciously sucking as she pulled back, her hands taking turns massaging his balls and stroking his wet shaft.
All the while, Mr. Jackson was watching her, seemingly mesmerized by the look in her eyes. He watched her eyelids flutter and fight to stay open each time his cock reached the back of her throat.
Those factors combined to prime Mr. Jackson for his release. He didn't feel any need to hold back or delay things. In fact, he was quite eager to pump his load into the mouth of the pretty, young, married, white bitch who was providing him such wonderful oral pleasure. He simply eased back into the couch and placed a hand on Stacy's head.
She knew the sign. His nut was close. She leaned in and began to suck even more hungrily, leaving no doubt she wanted what he was preparing to provide.
And then his cock erupted. Thick ropes of his seed were suddenly spewing onto her tongue and off the roof of her mouth. Stacy swallowed again and again to make room for more.
When she had him drained, she gave the head one more tantalizing suck and then a little tickle with her tongue, before sitting back on her haunches. She smiled up at her new boss, wondering what his reaction would be. She needn't have worried.
Mr. Jackson waited until his own breathing was under control before he spoke, "Damn, girl, that was something else. Niggas weren't kidding about you."
Stacy gave an embarrassed smile, but before she could say anything, Darrell's newly hard cock was poking at her cheek. She smiled up at him and opened her mouth to take him in. It wasn't long before his load was joining Mr. Jackson's in her belly.
Stacy's body remained buzzing with energy and excitement. Like her initial infidelity and first experience with Black cock on her trip, today's events served to solidify things in her mind. What her body and mind desired could no longer be explained as a simple fling or a moment of weakness or subject to circumstance. This was who she was.
She smiled at both men and offered a simple and obvious truth, "That was fun."
Both Black men chuckled before Mr. Jackson spoke, "Yes it was. Seems that trip was a learning experience for you, huh?"
Stacy felt the lazy smile on her face as her eyes shifted to Mr. Jackson's now semi-hard cock, "That trip was most definitely a learning experience. Still, I think I have many more days of learning ahead of me."
Both Black men nodded in agreement with her willing statement.
She put her left hand on Mr. Jackson's cock which was already beginning to swell again. As she did, he reached down and lightly tapped her wedding ring, saying, "That's a nice sight, right there. Love seeing a good white girl learning her place."
Stacy turned red and smiled. She didn't say anything. There was nothing she could say that wasn't already being communicated by her hand on his cock or their nut in her belly.
Mr. Jackson read her reaction and pushed things a little further, "But blowjobs don't seal the deal. They don't show the real violation of those special wedding vows, do they?" He punctuated his statement with a gentle twist of her ring. He continued, "What do you think shows that, Stacy? How am I gonna know you got more than just a fine mouth?"
Stacy's already heavy breathing increased. Her heart was pounding. She knew what he was referring to, and she wanted it too. She used her hands on his knees to push herself up, then said, "I have an idea."
She slid herself up his torso, dragging her tits across his cock and belly before she fully rose up so she was straddling him. She reached for her pussy with her left hand, keeping her wedding ring visible, and spread her wet pussy lips. She looked into his eyes and said, "Would sliding this Black cock inside me count?"
That mischievous grin was back on Mr. Jackson's face. He was enjoying the game, "That depends."
Stacy was confused and offered a pouting, "Depends on what?"
Mr. Jackson responded, "We gonna go skin to skin or you gonna try to get me wrap it up?"
Stacy giggled in response. She was fooled by his little ruse. She once again locked eyes with Mr. Jackson as she offered her answer, "I learned that lesson too. Niggas ride bare, only Roadhead gets wrapped."
Her newest Black lover laughed at her mockery of her husband and then nodded his head, "Then, line me up, baby. Show me where it belongs."
Stacy was panting. Her nipples throbbing with arousal. Her hand was almost shaking as she grabbed his cock and gently pulled him towards her soaked pussy lips. The contact of the head with her opening had her trembling on the edge of orgasm.
Mr. Jackson noticed, "Don't hold back now, Stacy. Ride that nigga dick bareback like a good white bitch."
His crude words and attitude were what Stacy wanted, and in fact, what she needed. She smiled at him, eased the head inside her, the slowly slid down the shaft until her pussy had him engulfed. When she had him fully, she breathed out a satisfied, "Fuck yes."
Stacy let her pussy adjust to this new cock, and then leaned forward to rest her hands on Mr. Jackson's shoulders for balance and leverage. Once comfortable, she began to ride him. Working the pussy muscles she had started to use on her trip, Stacy began to show her new boss exactly what she had learned. Soon enough, she was nearly bouncing on his shaft.
Even as she approached another orgasm, she realized she was focused on him. She felt almost an unspoken need to make this special for him. To make it memorable. As if needing to prove or validate whatever he had heard about her. She looked him in the eyes, her own hooded with desire, and said, "I'm...close...I want you...to nut inside...me...With me...please...."
Mr. Jackson grabbed her hips to slow her bounce, then he said, "You sure, girl?" He patted her flat belly and continued, "I nut inside this pussy and this tight belly of yours might swell up with a little nigga baby. Be sure now, Stacy, cause once I start nutting, I ain't pulling out." He had no idea about what she was doing with her birth control, he was just emphasizing they were fucking without protection.
Stacy was wild now. He had spoken the words and thoughts her mind had been toying with over the last couple weeks. The first of the men to actually verbalize the possibility, though none of them knew of what she had been doing with her BC pills. Hearing him voice it tore down the last bit of resistance she had, "I don't...want you...to...pull out...I'm already....at risk...anyway..." She didn't even realize she said the last part.
Mr. Jackson heard it though. It was made all the more meaningful with her ragged breathing. It pushed him over the edge. He grabbed her hips to hold her in place and then began to fuck his cock up into her pussy as his seed ejaculated into her pussy.
Stacy joined him in orgasm. The physical sensation his cock provided was enough, but the mental image of her unprotected egg being fertilized with his seed made her nearly scream out in joy.
When she knew he was finished, she slowed her pace slightly, milking his balls of their contents, intent on pulling each drop into her womb. Then, smiling at him, Stacy slowly slid off him and to her knees. She held his gaze as she moved, and watched his face turn to surprise as she took the shaft, still wet with their combined juices, into her mouth. She sucked him clean.
After cleaning his cock with her mouth, Stacy excused herself to go clean herself up in the bathroom. She was still unaware of what she had said about being at risk of pregnancy.
Returning to the room, Stacy found Mr. Jackson fastening his belt and preparing to leave. She was still completely naked and her nipples were still engorged, reflecting the lust that was still coursing through her body. Her chest and neck still had its red mottled appearance. That redness began to spread again as she watched Mr. Jackson's eyes scan her naked form.



Darrell, however, had a nervous edge about him. She didn't think it was possible that Mr. Jackson had given him grief for not actually teleworking. That couldn't be the case after what they had all just experienced, could it?
She was further confused when Mr. Jackson quietly said, "Let me know, huh?", before giving Darrell a pat on the back as he left.
Stacy judged from Darrell's semi-hard cock that he had not been scolded, but something was still amiss. She asked, "Everything ok?"
Darrell didn't say a word. He just pointed at the love seat next to her, and Stacy began to move to it immediately. She sat down nervously and looked at Darrell.
Darrell spoke, "What were you talking about saying 'you were already at risk'. What did that mean?"
Stacy looked at him confused and responded, "I don't understand? At risk?"
"Yea, at risk. When he said he wasn't pulling out, you said you were at risk already."
As soon as Darrell began to speak, Stacy knew what he meant and realized she must have actually said the words about being at risk of getting pregnant. Her breath caught in her throat and she started to stumble out a response.
Darrell spoke over her, "You trying some shit?"
"What? Wait, no, Darrell, wait. I didn't even know I said that. It's just that, well...Let me explain."
She paused to take a deep breath and then told him about running out of birth control pills on the trip. And that she found it so incredibly exciting she just wanted to continue for a few more days. In a nervous rush, she said, "It was just something I had to do. I was supposed to start taking them again when I got back from the trip. But then we started coming here. And it was just too exciting to not do it for a few more days."
Having got that off her chest, Stacy's voice slowed and she said, "I mean, I guess, yes, I am at risk, but there is supposed to be a safe time if you stop or miss a few days. I don't know how long or if that's even true. So, I'm not really at risk, I don't think. I promise I'll start taking them again in the morning. I didn't mean for it to last this long or to upset you. I promise. I just..." Her voice trailed off. Her anxiety was back.
"Just what? What were you going to say?"
Stacy looked at him with pleading eyes. She was breathing heavily again. She stared into Darrell's eyes for a moment and then admitted the truth, "I just can't deny the excitement of one of you making me pregnant."
When she finished speaking those words, Stacy saw the expression on Darrell's face change. There was a fire in his eyes. Not a fire of anger, but one that seemed of arousal. Was he excited at the potential of impregnating her? And was it the prospect of him particularly or was it the idea of her being Black pregnant in general?
Just then Stacy's cell buzzed. It was Roadhead. It had been a while since she lied to him about the afternoon meeting and he was undoubtedly calling for an update. She let it ring and go to voicemail, but she knew she had to get home. Pregnancy wasn't the only risk she was taking. She had to carefully manage things so her marriage didn't fail.
She looked at Darrell and saw him nod in acknowledgement. He knew she needed to leave also.
Stacy dressed in silence. She was still tremendously excited but also feeling somewhat vulnerable. Darrell watching her dress served to enhance both of those sensations.
When she finished dressing, Darrell rose to his feet and pulled her in tight. Their torsos were pressed together as he looked down at her. She could feel his semi-hard cock pressing into her belly. She was almost desperate to have him back inside her, but she knew that would have to wait. Still, she stared up at Darrell pleading with him without words to take her.
Darrell stared into her eyes with that fire still burning in his own. Him pulling her into his embrace eased Stacy's concerns, and then his words removed them entirely, "Ain't gonna give that whiteboi any of this pussy, right?"
Stacy was once again breathing heavily as she replied, "No, Darrell. I promise."
She didn't want to, but she knew she had to leave. She headed for the door and gave one lasting look back before heading for her car and home.
***
Stacy headed home with Darrell and Mr. Jackson's seed inside her while she reflected on the incredible changes the last month brought on. She felt as if she were a different person. It wasn't a feeling of regret.
Tim, or Roadhead, was also now a different person in her view. Sure, he was her husband. But he was not her "man". He had lost that title when Dray first took her at his place. But even Dray was not her "man". That title was passed back and forth from Dray to Darrell to James and now to Mr. Jackson as easily as he was passed back and forth between them. Her "man" was the man she was with at that particular time. She was so steeped in these thoughts as she drove that she wondered how she actually arrived safely.
The weekend for the married couple began awkwardly and stayed that way. Roadhead tried his best to capture Stacy's attention, but to no avail. Over dinner on Friday night, Stacy's mind was either reminiscing over her life-changing trip or reflecting on the past week at Darrell's apartment. In bed Friday evening, she had no trouble fending off Tim's meager efforts to have sex. She thought of how differently any one of her lovers would have handled her actions.
On Saturday, things entered a whole new level. Tim wasn't one that enjoyed large public gatherings or crowds, and that was only compounded with the public health concerns and the growing social restrictions, but he was trying to find a way to brighten Stacy's mood. He suggested they go to a club that evening for dinner and maybe some music. He reasoned that the ongoing restrictions would keep most people home so it might be something of a happy medium. It would make her happy and he wouldn't be too uncomfortable.
For her part, Stacy enjoyed the idea of hitting a club. She was a bit reluctant since Tim was not normally a fan of the club environment and was concerned about him whining about things, but it was his idea so she agreed. She knew she could use the change in their routine and figured it might help shift her focus away from her time with her lovers.
They were both partially correct.
Stacy chose a short black skirt and a sleeveless off-white button-up blouse as her outfit. It was an outfit equally appropriate in the office or at a club. Though she had a bra on, she opted to go without panties. She knew Tim would not make any moves to find out she was panty-less, and enjoyed the risqué aspect of the idea.
The club Tim selected had a dining area adjacent to a more expansive dancing/bar area. As expected, it was not too crowded. Those that were there were regulars or were people who needed a new venue while their normal establishment was closed.
The thumping music from the dancing area permeated the walls to where they ate. It gave an anticipatory backdrop to their meal, and helped ease the unspoken tension that things were now different between them.
After ordering, Stacy excused herself to go to the bathroom. Along the way, she noticed three young Black men who had just finished their meals and saw them direct their attention to her as she approached. Their table was at the head of the aisle where the decision to go right or left had to be made, left for the lady's room, right for the men's room. So, Stacy was essentially walking straight at them.
The scenario made her think back on her little airport adventure when she was returning from her life-changing trip. In that situation, she was traveling without a bra based on Darrell's instructions, and when heading to an airport bathroom, she purposefully walked past a group of Black men to show off being braless. As those thoughts flashed through her mind, she regretted having a bra on tonight.
Still, Stacy was able to attract their attention. She almost had felt the physical sensation of their eyes on her as she approached their table. Stacy straightened her back and had more of a stride in her gait than a walk as she moved towards the men. She made a point of avoiding eye contact until she was just a few steps away, then, using an almost instinctive skill she didn't even realize she had, she locked eyes with each man in turn and offered a coy grin before turning to the left towards the women's bathroom. As she did, she heard unintelligible sounds of approval from the men. She had a beaming smile on her face when she looked into the bathroom mirror.
When she came out of the bathroom, the Black man facing her immediately stood up and headed in her direction. He had obviously been waiting for her reappearance. His eyes were appraising her as he closed the gap.
Stacy saw him approaching and knew he was coming to talk to her. She stopped before stepping back into the view of the main dining area. She wanted to give him the chance to talk to her without worrying about her husband, or anyone else, watching. The anticipation as he closed the last few steps was intense.
The large-framed Black man was quickly standing in front of her, dominating her vision. He was maybe a foot taller than her and had this captivating grin on his face as he rested a hand on the wall and looked down at her. He didn't say anything at first. He just stood there letting his eyes study her beauty.
The pressure caused by the silence was more than Stacy could stand. She finally blurted an awkward and rushed, "Hi.", and then immediately giggled at how silly she probably sounded.
The man's smile broadened before he asked, "What's your name, girl?" His voice was smooth and confident.
"S-St-Stacy."
He chuckled at her stammering response and asked, "That with one S or two?"
Stacy giggled, "Just one. Sorry. I guess I'm a little nervous."
"Nervous, Stacy? I make you nervous? Or is it because I'm a Black man that you nervous?"
Stacy shook her head no quickly. "No, it's not that. I just wasn't expecting anyone to notice me or come talk to me."
"Not notice you?", the Black man chuckled, "Hard not to notice a pretty lady when she walks right by me."
Stacy felt her face redden with embarrassment at his words, "Thank you.", as she bit her lower lip and glanced down to her feet. She took a deep breath and looked up at the man and squeaked out, "I, uh, probably should go back to my table."
"You sure? Want to join me and my boys? We're heading into the club in a few."
Stacy was suddenly irritated that Tim was there. She was more than willing to go with the three men. Regrettably, she shook her head no and said, "I can't. My husband is here. We just sat down to eat."
The man nodded his understanding. "That's too bad. I'll let you get back to him.", and then he turned to the side and extended an arm as if motioning her forward.
Stacy remained frozen in place. She didn't want to leave.
The man chuckled again which renewed Stacy's embarrassment. He said, "Rethinking that decision?"
Now Stacy giggled, "Sorry, I better go." She took two steps forward and then looked back over her shoulder, "We'll be in the club after we finish dinner." Then she smiled and turned to head back to her table. The exhilaration she felt was incredible.
Stacy and Tim had a somewhat awkward dinner. She was unable to shake the thoughts of that man from her head and that made it difficult to carry on a conversation with Tim. Each time he would say something she had to mentally bring herself back to the table to respond. As was fitting, instead of Tim addressing the issue directly, he continued with his weak, "Stacy?" questions which only served to reinforce how things had changed in her mind towards him.
Eventually, they finished eating and headed for the club side of the establishment. With each step Stacy's anticipation grew as did the angst in Tim's belly. Neither of them was in their real element, but this was a side of herself that Stacy was discovering, whereas this was a totally foreign and uncomfortable arena for Tim.
The couple was met with a wall of sound as Tim opened the door for them to head in. Stacy stepped in and immediately began to search the area for her new friend. She was happy to see him and his two friends and even happier to see an empty booth adjacent to them. She leaned into Tim's ear as she pointed to tell him they should sit there.
The rush of excitement Tim felt at her breath on his ear momentarily blinded him to any potential trouble that might lay ahead. He simply nodded and followed Stacy as she took his hand and led him to the booth.
When Stacy saw the three Black men turn their attention to her as they did in the restaurant, a bright smile appeared on her face. Like in the restaurant, her path had to take her and Tim towards the Black men's booth before turning to their own. The three sets of eyes on the men watched her every move as she smiled at them, while a sheepish Tim walked behind. It was a good visual metaphor for her current lifestyle, Black men ahead, her husband behind.
Within minutes of sitting down, a server appeared with a beer for Stacy and a soda for Tim, though they hadn't ordered anything. When Stacy mentioned this to the server, she simply pointed at the Black men's booth and moved on.
Stacy smiled at the men in the booth and raised her glass which seemed to serve a cue for the man she spoke with earlier to come to where she and Tim were seated. He was suddenly on his feet and standing beside them. Stacy looked up at him and thanked him for the drinks as did Tim. She felt her pussy moisten.
The man, she still didn't know his name, didn't pay Tim any heed as he looked at Stacy and said, "Figured I'd make a good impression and buy you some drinks before I asked you to dance."
Stacy saw Tim's eyes open wide at the man's bold statement, but he didn't say anything in response. She debated the situation for a fleeting moment as she took a sip of her beer, and then walked through the door Tim had failed to close, "That's kind of you." She glanced at Tim a moment and then back up at the standing Black man, "My husband isn't really a fan of dancing." She took another sip of her beer as she looked into Tim's eyes. She was giving him one last opportunity to interject. When he failed to speak up, she set the beer down and turned back to the nameless Black man, "But I think I'll take you up on that offer."
Tim's expression was as if he had seen a ghost. The confusion and surprise on his face was evident. Stacy offered him her sweetest smile and then stood up. She paused to take one more drink and said to Tim, "Back in a few minutes."
The Black man led her onto the dance floor where he felt it would be difficult for Tim to keep an eye on them, then he turned to face Stacy and put his hands on her hips. When she didn't hesitate or resist, he simply offered that dazzling smile of his.
He leaned close to whisper in her ear and Stacy momentarily thought he was coming in for a kiss. He said, "Wasn't expecting this to be that easy."
Stacy giggled and looked into his eyes and he responded, "What? Me or him?"
The man laughed and said, "Either." He paused a moment, his hands still on her hips as they loosely swayed to the music, and said, "I'm Derrick."
Stacy glanced around quickly to see if Tim could see her. Satisfied he couldn't, she draped her arms over Derrick's broad shoulder and said, "Nice to meet you, Derrick." She had to suppress her desperate urge to kiss him. It was difficult. The intensity of the desire was nearly overwhelming and she thought to herself, "What the hell is going on with me? I just met him!"
Derrick, seemingly reading her thoughts, smiled and said, "Your husband know you a bad girl, Stacy?"
Stacy was stunned at his words. Had she said something out loud? Or was it that obvious how turned on she was? She was so aroused at his statement that she would have happily dropped to her knees right there and started sucking his cock.
Instead, she simply smiled and shook her head no. That simple act conveyed a lot of information. And she knew it when she felt Derrick's hands slide up her sides a bit.
This brief exchange and dance crystallized things in two ways for Stacy. First, she knew she needed to get back to the booth with her husband or risk things running out of control. There was no way she could stay in such intimate proximity to Derrick and not have things advancing too far. Second, she realized she had no hopes of returning to Tim being her only lover. Her willingness to give herself to Derrick confirmed that.
For his part, Derrick seemed to recognize things. When the song ended, he didn't attempt to prevent her from heading off the dance floor. He simply gave her his hypnotic smile and nodded his head. Then he let her lead the way off the floor.
Tim's stomach was doing somersaults as he waited and it only intensified as he saw the two of them finally approaching. Even with Stacy wearing a bra, Tim could see the nubs of her nipples bulging through her blouse. That, coupled with her breathing heavily and slightly reddened face, had his angst skyrocketing. His mind was racing with thoughts of what happened on that dance floor. Thankfully, Stacy simply looked back over her shoulder at Derrick and said, "Thanks for the dance... and the drink.", before turning to take a seat at her booth. What Tim did not see was her winking at Derrick as she spoke those words.
Stacy could see the turmoil on her husband's face and knew she was pushing things. It was a wickedly exciting sensation, but she knew they probably needed to leave. If not, there was a high probability she would end up on that dance floor with Derrick again or one of friends, and if that were to occur, she felt likely things would progress beyond the point of no return.
As she was processing these thoughts, the server came by to ask if she or Tim wanted anything else and handed them each a drink menu. Within the fold of Stacy's menu was a business card with the name "Derrick Allen" printed on it, along with his phone number.
Stacy felt her pussy moisten as the card slipped down the menu to her lap. She was staring at Tim as she grabbed it. The overt nature of her getting Derrick's number in Tim's presence was incredible. She reached for her purse to secretly stash the card away. Then she turned to Tim and said, "Ready to leave?"
"If we could, yes, please."
Stacy smiled, took another drink of her beer and nodded with a sweet smile on her face. The relieved Tim dropped a few dollars for a tip on the table and stood. Then he did something that almost made Stacy laugh out loud. He stepped to Derrick's booth and said, "Thanks again for the drinks."
Derrick looked up at him and replied, "No problem." He didn't add the word "fool" that his face conveyed. Then he turned to Stacy, nodded and said, "And thank you for the dance."
Stacy smiled sweetly and gave him another wink before she and Tim stepped outside and headed for their car.
They were only parked a few spots from the door, but a lot went through her mind in that short walk. First, Stacy was ready for action. Her mind fantasized about Tim somehow disappearing and Derrick and his friends whisking her away so they could have fun. But that was not to be. Second, she knew Tim would be of no use for what she needed tonight, but she still had to avoid things blowing up. So, she gently touched the back of his neck and said, "Thanks for taking me out. I needed that little break."
Tim gave her a somewhat forced smile, he was clearly mentally spent, and said, "Glad you had a good time."
She smiled at Tim and said, "I did." As she finished saying those words, she grabbed her phone and briefly debated sending Derrick a message. However, she reasoned that might be just too risky and it would certainly complicate her already complicated love life. Yet, she knew that Tim was not capable of scratching the itch Derrick had planted with that dance. But she knew Darrell could. Could she be so bold as to send him a note rather than wait until Monday? Should she? She felt her fingers jittering as she contemplated things. Then she heard Tim's increasingly distant voice, "Stacy?" calling her back to reality.



She looked at Tim and giggled as she offered a simple little lie, "Sorry, just received a text and was reading it." In an instant, her mind flashed through a series of mental images and feelings. Derrick approaching her as she stepped from the bathroom. Derrick buying her a drink. Tim's expression when Derrick asked her to dance. The sensation of Derrick putting his hands on her hips and her draping her arms over his broad shoulders. And finally, that powerful question about her being a bad girl. All of those factors rapidly added up to make her decision.
She was not going to contact Derrick, but she would message Darrell. When was the only question.
After arriving home and getting ready for bed, Stacy had a difficult time getting to sleep. She was both mentally and physically aroused, but Tim could quench neither desire.
Stacy woke that Sunday morning alive with anticipation. She was awake before Tim and lay beside him thinking about the morning ahead. Was she really going to contact Darrell? And was she really going to do it this morning? Would that not be a sign of desperation? She giggled and thought that she was a bit desperate. She also didn't think Darrell would mind one bit.
She picked up her phone and opened the running text thread she had with Darrell and stared at it. Then she took stock of the feelings she was experiencing. The feelings of guilt she had were still there, but they had been moved way down on her list of concerns. Her main focus was on making sure she avoided getting Tim too suspicious. She could tell he knew something was amiss, but he hadn't said anything, and she strongly doubted he would. She just needed to play her cards right.
As those thoughts crossed her mind, she was struck by how excited she felt to be cheating on him. To be unfaithful. To have violated, and looking to continue to violate, her marriage vows. It was incredibly exciting.
Stacy focused on those thoughts as her hand slid down her belly and into her panties. She enjoyed the simple sensation. Her clit felt as if it were pulsing as some sort of homing beacon, drawing her fingertips closer. She had to be gentle to avoid waking Tim. Yet, she needed to get off.
Stacy concentrated on the sensation of her fingers sliding ever closer to her pulsing bead. She tried to block out all else. She let her finger hover tantalizingly close to her clit as if teasing herself, then when she couldn't hold out any longer, she used her middle finger to slowly swirl around her love button. The sexual release was intense.
She fought the urge to hump her hips to meet her gently stroking finger since the movement may wake Tim. She was only partially successful. She minimized her upward thrusts but did not prevent them entirely. Still, she enjoyed a powerful climax without waking her husband. She smiled to herself hoping that the best parts of her day were yet to come.
Temporarily satisfied, Stacy rose quietly from the bed which ended up waking Tim.
In a sleepy voice, he asked, "Everything ok, Stacy?"
"Yes. I'm just awake. It's still early. Go back to sleep."
She headed to the bathroom and glanced back to see Tim roll over to do as she suggested. The anxiety he dealt with last night had clearly taken its toll on him.
Stacy was intent on texting Darrell, but she wasn't really sure what to say so she settled on an obvious simple message, but then hesitated until the screen almost closed before she actually clicked send.
She watched as "Morning" appeared as delivered on Darrell's phone. She was then struck by the sudden panic about whether Darrell had found someone else last night and she was now reading it. Did she just set him up for disaster? Did she overstep? She considered deleting it but that might only make things worse.
However, her fears were quickly dashed when she received a message back from Darrell, "This is a nice surprise."
The burden of her earlier concerns was lifted from her shoulders. It was a remarkably relaxing feeling, and Stacy instantly felt as if she were back in her element. She replied, "Hope I didn't wake you."
Upon clicking send Stacy realized that the thought of him texting from his bed was rather sexy and she did in fact hope she did wake him.
Darrell fed into her thoughts with his reply, "Actually you did. But I'd like it better if you were here to wake me."
Stacy felt herself blush and her pussy tingle as she read those words. Before she could answer, Darrell sent another text, "But since you did wake me, I think you owe it to me to join me for breakfast."
He followed that with another, "I make some mean scrambled eggs."
Stacy knew that his breakfast invite at his place, didn't actually mean breakfast. It meant that Darrell had the same thoughts and desires she had. She replied, "When?"
"Now seems right since we're both awake."
Again, Stacy blushed. She felt as If he could see right through her. And he probably could.
Before she could reply, Darrell sent another message, one that was direct and to the point.
"You still at risk, Stacy? Still playing your game?"
Stacy's breath caught in her throat. His statement peaked her arousal instantly. Her hands were shaking and she felt her heart pounding with desire.
She didn't have a chance to reply before Darrell texted, "Well?"
Stacy settled her hands and replied, "Yes".
"Prove it."
Stacy was caught off guard. What did that even mean? She knew he was talking about her fucking and being off birth control, but how was she supposed to prove she was at risk? Then she had an idea.
She opened the medicine cabinet and took out her pill case. She stared at it for a moment, taking in its power. It's ability to alter destinies. Then she made her move.
Stacy pressed the camera button on her phone and switched to video. She hit the record button and filmed the bathroom clock to mark the time the call was taking place. Then she panned to the case on the bathroom counter. She held the phone in her right hand as her left, its ring finger bearing her wedding ring, popped open the slot for today's pill.
Stacy's index finger scooped the pill out of its slot and she held it in the palm of her hand so the camera had a clear and undeniable view. Then Stacy slowly turned, never taking the pill out of the camera's eye.
In the background of the shot, was the open toilet. It became more prominent as Stacy's hand descended towards the beckoning bowl. Satisfied the video had sufficiently set the stage, Stacy then slowly rotated her hand and the pill tumbled, seemingly in slow motion, from her palm to the water below. It entered with a tiny splash well below the power it possessed.
A potent splash or not, today's birth control pill was no longer an option.
Stacy uploaded the video file with a one word accompanying text "Proof?". Then she clicked send.
The size of the video file and the time it took for Darrell to watch it, added what seemed an exceptionally long time for him to respond. His response was perfect, though. A closeup shot of his hard Black shaft with his hand at the base as if pointing towards the camera. He did not need to express his invitation with words.
A moment later another text appeared, "Whenever you're ready."
Stacy was ready. In fact, she was more than ready. The excitement she felt in hooking up with Darrell while vulnerable was incredible. It wasn't something a good married wife does. But, as Derrick pointed out on the dance floor last night, and Darrell well knew, Stacy was a "bad girl", so this was right. And it felt right.
She told him she'd get ready and head right over.
Darrell replied, "I'm sure you look just fine as is." to which Stacy replied with a smiling emoji, before adding, "I'm not sure I could explain that to Roadhead."
Stacy noticed Darrell's laughing emoji at her comment about her husband, but she didn't bother replying further. Her intentions and desires were clear. Getting to Darrell's place was the focus.
She debated showering, but that meant having to dry her hair which would only delay things. She decided quickly washing her face, brushing her hair, and some light makeup would do the trick. She moved with a sense of urgency, but also with caution to avoid any sounds which might make Tim curious.
She was done in a flash. Now she needed to get dressed. Based on their last texts, she knew Darrell would love for her to show up in her pajamas, but even if she were to be able to leave without Tim seeing, arriving home dressed like that was a completely different situation.
Surprisingly, she was able to get to her dresser and pull out a shirt and shorts without Tim waking. She grabbed a bra out of the hamper but didn't put it on. That was for coming home. She didn't bother with panties. Stacy giggled to herself as she thought that Tim wouldn't know any better anyway.
Satisfied she was ready; Stacy moved over to Tim's side of the bed and told him she was going to head out for a bit. Her clueless husband was rubbing his eyes as he asked where she was going, Stacy gave him a gentle kiss on the cheek and whispered, "Just some errands.", and then she left the room without looking back.
Stacy had to settle herself down on the drive to Darrell's. She wanted to get there as quickly as possible, but she could not risk getting a speeding ticket. She could not believe how aroused she was.
After parking at Darrell's place, Stacy realized she was almost speedwalking towards the door. She slowed down and giggled to herself at just how far she had descended into this new life.
She had cheated on her husband. And had done so with a Black man. Then two other Black men. She did all three of them at the same time. Then added another Black man since returning home, while flirting with Derrick last night. And doing it all while willfully avoiding taking birth control. And now here she was.
But the most surprising aspect of all of those thoughts was how much they excited her. Thoughts that drew her closer to the flame.
Suddenly her phone buzzed. It was a text from Darrell, "Door's open."
When she finished reading it, Stacy realized that had stopped walking as she reflected on the incredible changes she experienced over the last month. Could he see her? She smiled, slipped her phone back into her back pocket, and took the last few steps to the door.
Her heart was pounding as she turned the handle. Her pussy was absolutely soaked in anticipation.
She stepped inside but didn't see Darrell. Nor did he make a sound. Breakfast was not being prepared. For a strange reason, she even found this exciting. A little game of sexual hide and seek. She played along, creeping quietly through the apartment to find his bedroom.
Reaching the threshold, she found him. Darrell was lying on his bed completely naked, waiting for her. His Black cock was standing tall and proud as his hand gently stroked it. Apparently, he had breakfast in bed in mind.
Stacy leaned against the doorframe and said in a husky whisper, she said, "I guess your offer of scrambled eggs is off?"
"You didn't come here for breakfast and you know it. But don't worry, I'll make good on my offer. Just not right now."
Stacy smiled and nodded. He was right. She wasn't here for food. She decided to just cut to the chase. She took one step into the room and slowly pulled her top over her head, her tits jiggling freely as they were released from the confines of the shirt. Casting it to the side, she quickly undid her shorts and stepped out of them. She was naked in less than three seconds. The rush of adrenalin and excitement at blatantly exposing herself was dizzying.
Darrell said, "That's what I'm talking about. Damn." He paused and added, "Why don't you come on over here, girl."
Stacy offered a beaming smile, then closed the distance to his bed. Her newfound obedience coming more naturally. She was drooling and her nipples were throbbing.
She unconsciously licked her lips as she took in the sight of the thick Black shaft with two heavy testicles hanging between his thighs. She didn't realize it, but she let out a happy moan of anticipation.
Stacy didn't waste time with any foreplay. She had what she needed right in front of her. She drew close to his hard shaft and leaned over to give the head a wet and loving kiss, before saying, "Good morning."
Darrell chuckled and said, "You saying that to me or my dick?"
Stacy giggled, ran her tongue around the head, and said, "Maybe both.", before wrapping her lips around the head to suck him into her mouth.
Darrell groaned in pleasure she was providing, but he wanted more tease. He reached down and grabbed a handful of her hair and slowly pulled her mouth from his cock. The popping sound indicated the suction she had applied. He held her so just her tongue could reach the head.
Stacy turned her eyes to him in question, while sticking her tongue out to lick the crown.
Darrell, knowing it excited Stacy as well, wanted more fun at her Tim's expense as he said, "What did you tell Roadhead?"
She giggled at his question and then at the mental image she had of him lying in bed as she left. She replied, "I told him I was running some errands."
"You lying to that whiteboi so you can come over here and suck my dick?"
She offered a little grin but didn't say anything at first. But then she said, "I'm not sure he could handle the truth."
"The truth, huh? The truth that his girl prefers Black dick over what he got? That the truth, Stacy?"
His taunting and teasing was driving her wild.
Stacy took a deep breath and again locked eyes with Darrell. They were smoldering with desire much like they probably were last night. His words, his actions, and his Black cock being inches from her mouth had her arousal at its peak. She looked at him and offered an obvious answer, "Yes."
Darrell chuckled, "Yes, what? Say the magic words, girl."
Stacy rose up on her elbows, her tits swinging gently as she moved. She locked eyes with him and said, "Yes, I prefer Black cock to what Roadhead can offer. Now please let me suck your cock."
Darrell was almost taken off guard at the intensity of her statement. Still, he smiled and nodded, and said, "Go for it, girl. Show me what you made for." Then he released her.
Stacy needed no further encouragement. She began to give him a superior blowjob. She took her time. Loving him with her mouth before pushing him into her throat. She then began a slow and deliberate throat fuck. Taking him to the root and then slowly pulling back as she took in air through her nose. When she felt the telltale signs of his release, Stacy buried her nose in his pubic hair and felt the incredible sensation of his cock pulsing in her throat. His sperm ejaculated straight into her belly.
When she had him drained, she pulled back and milked the head onto her tongue to taste the last few drops of his seed, then smiled at Darrell, "Maybe I won't need those scrambled eggs after all."
Darrell chuckled in response, then replied, "Damn, girl. You got some mad skills, you know that?"
Stacy giggled as she continued to love and tease his cock with her mouth.
Darrell continued, "You sure you ain't lying? You sure you don't get home and tell Roadhead what you been doing so he can get off?"
That last question actually made Stacy laugh. "Darrell, please. You've met him." She giggled and continued, "He has no idea." She took a long lick of his cock and said, "He thinks I'm still a good girl."
"But you here being a bad girl, huh?"
"I am. I like being a bad girl. But he's a good boi. He wouldn't understand."
"Understand what? You being a bad girl? Or that his wife likes Black dick?"
Stacy giggled at his comment and felt his shaft strengthen. He was clearly aroused at the thoughts he was expressing, as was she. She decided to play right into it.
Stacy turned her eyes to his and said, "Either. He still thinks I'm the same good girl he married." She smiled and licked his cock in a teasing manner before continuing, "But all that changed when I went Black." She playfully added, "When you niggas corrupted me."
Darrell nodded almost knowingly. "Corrupted you? Or maybe just uncovered the real you."
Stacy pondered that last statement without saying anything as she continued to attend to his cock with her mouth, coaxing it back to full hardness. Then she added some more magic words to peak things further, "You know me flushing that pill this morning means I'm still at risk, right?" She gave his cock a nice couple strokes and added, "You know what might happen if I slide this inside me, right?"
Darrell was captivated by her words and actions. His cock now rock hard.
Stacy gave him a naughty smile and then added, "I guess there really is only way to find out." She paused a beat then said, "Let's see what happens." as she climbed up on his lap and gently rubbed the swollen head against her wet seam.
Stacy lined him up and slowly pushed down to take him inside her. She gently swiveled her hips as her pussy stretched to accept him until she had taken him fully. Then she began to slowly ride him. She was now fixated on the idea of being impregnated. Of Darrell breeding her.
So was Darrell, and he began to verbally express it, peaking their arousal further, "You ain't just playing around, are you, Stacy? You liking the idea of being bred, huh?"
He was right. She wasn't sure when it happened and when this went from an intense fantasy to a burning desire, but it had. Was it the rush she initially felt when she continued to fuck even after running out of pills on her trip? Was it the first few times of intentionally not taking them? Or was it this morning, when she filmed herself dumping today's pill in the toilet before sending the video to Darrell? Whatever it was, the sensation of him being inside her, the thought of his sperm chasing her vulnerable egg, and the idea of her belly swelling with child had her lust peaking.
Before she could say a word, Darrell rubbed a hand on her belly and said, "What you gonna say to Roadhead when this nice flat belly of yours starts swelling?"
Stacy immediately shuddered as an intense climax washed over her body. She visualized his words. Imagined the initial bump. Imagined it growing. Imagined the looks she would get. And bizarrely, she imagined Tim's reaction to it all. His shock. His dismay. His realization that the child was not his.
She had zoned out as these thoughts raced through her mind, as she continued to bounce up and down on Darrell's shaft. She was working to get his nut. She wanted his seed inside her.
Coming back to reality, Stacy slowed her bounce and began to slowly grind her on him as she tried to regain focus in her vision. She leaned forward slightly and put a hand on his chest and locked eyes with him. She held his gaze as she got her heavy breathing under control. Her face was glowing with passion.
When she finally spoke, any doubt either of them had about where this was going was removed, "Cum inside me, Darrell. Knock me up. No more pills for me. No more tease. No more games. I want to be bred."
Darrell needed no further incentive. He was ready to nut before she started speaking and her words pushed him further. He smiled up at her and said, "Go for it, Stacy. Get my nut. Ride that dick until I nut inside you."
Stacy did just that. And when she felt him tighten up as his balls were ready to empty themselves, Stacy pushed down to take him to the root. His pumping cock buried to the hilt. His sperm ejaculated into her waiting womb, each little swimmer seeking out her egg.
When she was sure he was done, Stacy slid off of him and leaned over to suck his cock clean before sidling up next to him as the pair caught their breath. Darrell asked, "What if I don't get the job done, Stacy? Going to rely on Roadhead to put a baby in you?"



Stacy giggled at the thought and gave a blunt, "No.", before continuing, "I'm confident you know what you're doing."
Darrell agreed, but that's not why he was asking. He perched himself up on an elbow and took a different and more direct approach, "But it ain't my baby you want, is it? You want a Black baby so the world know you now Black owned. It don't really matter who puts it in you as long as it's a brotha. Ain't that right, Stacy?"
Stacy had stopped breathing as his words came into focus and accurately painted the reality she couldn't see. She looked up at him with a distant look in her eyes as her mind accepted the truth.
Darrell read her expression and knew he had hit the mark. The thought of her being pregnant without knowing who the father was excited him more than if it was his own, and he realized he needed to set the conditions in her in the same manner he had just planted his seed in her womb. Her expression said her mind was as fertile as her body.
He said, "Yea, I can see that thought agrees with you. You ain't looking for my baby. You just want a little nigga growing inside you." He paused a moment to let those thoughts resonate, then continued, "You know what that means for Roadhead, right? Tell me what that means for that whiteboi."
Stacy was having a hard time processing the ability to speak. She had clearly understood his question and his request, but the arousal that accompanied his statements clouded her brain.
Darrell didn't press the issue at first. He just lay there with that knowing grin on his face as he watched her try to formulate words. Then he simply raised his eyebrows as if to say, "Well?"
Stacy took a deep breath and blurted out, "No more pussy for Roadhead."
Darrell chuckled quietly and said, "That's right. No more pussy for Roadhead. You a new woman now, Stacy. You a brand-new woman. You started learning on our trip, and now you know the truth. Now you know who you are."
Stacy was mindlessly nodding as he spoke. Everything he said about her being a new woman was true. She felt it. She viewed herself differently. Darrell differently. Black men in general differently. And certainly her husband differently. She was a new woman. A sexually vibrant woman who was intent on exploring her newfound self.
***
When Stacy arrived home around lunch, Tim was there to greet her. His face had the same nervous anxiety expression that seemed to be ever present now. She knew she was the cause. However, it was more a source of amusement than a point of concern. So many of her feelings towards him had changed since this new side of her emerged. She just hoped her face didn't show it.
She gave him a quick kiss hello on the lips as she inwardly giggling at the thought of how she had used those lips to suck off Darrell and then clean his cock after they fucked. She wondered if her breath still held any scent of Darrell's nut. That thought caused her to smile, which Tim actually did notice.
"Get your errands done this morning?", his voice tight with anxiety.
Stacy looked at him and briefly debated telling him exactly what she had done, but she opted against it. The deception was just too fun even if she knew she couldn't keep it going forever, particularly when she started showing. Then, as if on cue, she felt some of Darrell's nut slide from within the lips of her well fucked pussy. She stood still, cautious that a sudden movement might make it break free and splat on the floor.
She smiled at her naïve husband and assured him her errands were successful.
All afternoon and evening, Tim tried to do the niceties he felt might earn him some sex. Unfortunately for Tim, it was this very mindset that was going to get him denied. She had come to respect her role with the Black men. Their expectation that she would perform for them simply because they expected her to perform for them. Not because they were doing the dishes or folding clothes.
When they finally did go to bed that night, Stacy didn't reject him with words. She simply gave him a kiss and rolled over as her words with Darrell that morning came to mind, "No more pussy for Roadhead."
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***
Stacy's next couple of months were filled with highs and lows. The highs were spent at Darrell's apartment, whether during a workday or when she would sneak off to "run errands" on a weekend. On those days, she and Darrell, and sometimes Mr. Jackson, would spend the afternoon having sex. The sexual rush of trying to be impregnated was incredible.
The lows stemmed from her having to return to her husband afterward. She had to put on a persona she had begun to shed on her self-affirming trip a few months earlier. Reverting back to her old self was growing more difficult by the day and her interest in doing so was waning. She did draw some resolve from Darrell who routinely mocked Stacy's husband, Tim, or Roadhead as he was typically referred to. She was long past any defense of her husband and it was not unusual for her to join in or give Darrell more things to mock Roadhead about.
However, she felt her biggest low when she realized she was not pregnant. That she and Darrell or Mr. Jackson had not conceived a child. She knew they would continue to try. She knew her becoming pregnant by a man other than her husband would cause tremendous challenges. But the letdown was tremendous. In a real way, she felt personally responsible.
***
Stacy was out running errands on a Saturday afternoon which evolved more into aimlessly driving around to avoid going home and she found herself nearing Darrell's place. She hadn't called or texted or made any plans to be with him, but she couldn't help but ride by. She was in the process of telling herself to just go home when she felt a sensation come over her where her body almost said, "I'm ready. Today's the day."
Stacy saw his SUV parked and followed her body's lead. She pulled in beside him.
***
Roadhead, never a man known to put his foot down, had been worn down himself over the past few months. He stood at the window and watched Stacy leave that morning as he felt the widening gap between the two of them since her trip. She was different. Sexier, yet less sexual. She would routinely deny him sex even though her appearance and demeanor exuded sexuality. It was driving him crazy and making his naturally reserved personality that much more so.
He had only been successful in getting her to have sex twice since she was back. Twice in over two months! Both times he had to wear a condom and both times he was done in less than 30 seconds. He just didn't have the staying power since Stacy had him a constant state of arousal along with long periods of denial.
The second time was the worst. Stacy actually giggled when he started to cum. She looked him right in the eyes and was giggling as she said, "Already?"
Roadhead was still filling his rubber as he said, "S-s-sorry."
The shamed husband slunk off to the bathroom, stripped off his rubber and cleaned himself up. He could barely make eye contact in the mirror.
Roadhead's burden was actually to Stacy's benefit. His issues began to impact his desire to try and have sex which made her denying him that much easier. Additionally, she began to subtly exploit his performance issues.
Once or twice a week, with Darrell's seed inside her, she would tease Roadhead before the two of them went to bed. She would imply sex, knowing Roadhead would get overly excited, and then end up giving him a handjob, accompanied by a little giggle as he began to cum. It started out innocently, but she was doing it for a purpose. It reinforced his inability to perform which reduced his ability to try.
She would share these stories with Darrell during their afternoon encounters, or on her weekend visits like the one she was on her way to.
***
Stacy headed up to Darrell's apartment excited. She wasn't thinking about anything else. Just that her body seemed to be telling her that today was the day he would impregnate her. She didn't think to call ahead.
She arrived at his door and took a deep breath before she knocked. She needed to avoid pounding on the door. Her heart rate picked up in anticipation as she waited. She had left her bra in her car and her nipples felt as if they were throbbing as they stood proudly making their appearance known through her shirt. Her pussy was wet as it waited for its pleasure partner - Darrell's cock.
It seemed to take forever for him to answer, but it was only a few seconds. He had his award-winning smile on his face once he saw her. Before he could say a word, Stacy stepped inside and said, "I need your cock. Today's the day."
Darrell chuckled and moved to close the door and then Stacy heard a noise from inside the apartment. Someone else was there. Her heart sank at the prospect of another woman being there. She looked up at Darrell with wide eyes and then in the direction of the sound. As she did, another Black man, his arms lined with ink from tattoos, appeared, cracking open a beer.
Stacy's anxiety instantly disappeared and was replaced with embarrassment at the realization that this man had heard her blunt statement about wanting to fuck. But that embarrassment was fleeting as it as another rush of excitement took over when she saw the man openly and shamelessly appraising her.
Darrell's voice from behind her jolted her back to reality, "Stacy, this nigga is Quenton. We call him Q. Q, this is Stacy."
Stacy started to slowly raise her right hand as if to shake his hand, but Q reached down and took her left hand, more specifically, her ring finger, and slowly gave her wedding ring a little touch. He looked her in the eyes and spoke for the first time, "That's what I like to see. A wife learning her place." Q paused a moment and then added, "Heard a lot about you, girl. A whole lot."
Stacy's face reddened at his touch and his words. She didn't need to debate what he'd heard. Darrell sharing stories about her was made clear when Mr. Jackson had shown up that day a couple months earlier. She felt a smile appear on her face as she replied, "Well, I hope it was nothing bad."
The two Black men chuckled quietly at her statement which could be interpreted either way, depending on if it were them or Roadhead hearing it.
Darrell gently took her shoulders in his hands from behind her, and lowered his mouth to her ear. His touch, the proximity of the two men, and his breath on her ear and neck had Stacy's pussy flooding. He spoke softly into her ear, but enough that Q could hear too. He said, "Tell this nigga why you're here, Stacy. Tell him what we're working on."
Stacy leaned back into Darrell's touch her eyes fluttering to stay open. Fuck, she loved this. A lifestyle she could never have with her husband. She took a deep breath and licked her lips and looked at Q, she breathlessly spoke, "We're working...on a baby. I want...him to knock me up." She sagged further back into Darrell's chest.
Darrell said, "Not just me, right, Stacy? Doesn't have to be me, does it?"
Stacy shook her head which was still leaning back against Darrell's chest. "No. No, it...it doesn't."
"What's it have to be, girl? Say it."
"A Black baby."
Darrell whispered, "Can Q play, Stacy? Can Q get a shot at knocking you up?"
Those two questions seemed to set off little explosions in Stacy's libido. She took a deep breath and then almost hissed out, "Fuck....yessss....yessss...he...can."
"Tell him, girl. Don't tell me. Tell him."
Stacy's head was rolling side to side against Darrell's chest as her arousal and hormones were peaking. She needed cock. She needed one of them to fuck her. To knock her up. To make her Black pregnant.
She raised her head slightly to make sure she made eye contact with Q and then said, "Can you help put a baby in me, Q?"
Q was caught off guard. He was somewhat mesmerized by what he was witnessing. This incredibly hot white bitch that he just met asking him to fuck a baby into her. Even if he wanted to say no, he couldn't. His cock was too hard. He got his wits about him, and said, "Fuck yea, girl. I'll help you out."
Those words spoken, Darrell slid his hands down Stacy's sides and grabbed the bottom of her shirt. He again leaned into her ear and whispered, "Raise those arms."
She did as she was told and Darrell pulled her shirt up and over her head. Her gorgeous tits spilled into view, jiggling happily as they settled back into position. She smiled as she heard Q's intake of breath at seeing her exposed.
A moment later, Darrell's hands slid back up her sides to cup her breasts from behind, and again she leaned back into his chest. She used her left hand to reach back to touch the back of Darrell's head, and then turned and twisted her neck so she could kiss him. Their lips met and she was already on the brink of orgasm.
Darrell broke the kiss and started walking towards the living room, his movement guiding Stacy along since she was still pressed against him.
Stacy missed the unspoken communication between the two men. Darrell had motioned to where Q should go and a moment later, she saw him seated on the couch, his pants around his ankles. Darrell gently nudged Stacy in that direction so he too could drop his pants and take a seat near his friend.
Stacy smiled at the sight before her. Two lovely Black men with two delicious Black cocks hard and waiting for her. She debated how she let herself go without enjoying this for so long as she sunk to her knees before them. Her delight was obvious.
She knew Darrell had shared stories about her with Q and she needed to validate those stories today. She took his cock in her hand and appraised it, then looked up into Q's eyes. She held his gaze a moment and then dipped her open mouth towards his cock. She was close enough that he could feel her breath on the sensitive and pulsing head, and then she paused and said, "May I?"
Q chuckled and said, "Have at it."
Stacy smiled sweetly and said, "Thank you.", and then proceeded to wrap her lips around the head, her eyes never leaving his.
Q's next words were "Fuck yea, bitch." before he looked at Darrell and said, "I thought you was shitting me."
Darrell laughed and said, "Told you, bro."
Stacy giggled and pulled off Q's cock as she began to shift over to Darrell's. She said, "I don't know what he's told you, but whatever it was, he wasn't kidding."
Both of the Black men laughed and then sat back as the married white slut in front of them gave them spectacular head. She took turns gagging on each of them as she pushed them into her throat. The wet slurping sounds filling the room as her mouth worked them.
Darrell's experience with Stacy told him what she was doing. She was here to fuck, but first she was going to suck them off and then they would fuck. This was how they started their telework afternoons together.
Stacy was now very experienced at sucking cock. In the last few months, she had learned a lot. She knew to maintain eye contact. To always pay attention to the balls. To not rush, but to please.
Darrell had helped instill all of this in her and was proud of how she was performing. Q was simply amazed.
Stacy wanted Q's nut first. She had been kneeling between the two men, but when she felt he was getting close she scooted over so she was kneeling directly between his legs. He became her focus. She began to suck him off with intensity. Deep long strokes into her throat and then pulling back slowly. Her lips never breaking their seal.
She could read his eyes. She knew he was just about there. She took him deeply and began to hum. And then his cock began to throb into her mouth and throat. Thick ropes of his nut exploding into her belly. She massaged his balls gently, urging them to expend themselves into her. She swallowed him completely. Pulling back with a wicked grin on her face, Stacy licked around his cock to make sure nothing was missed, then she turned her attention to Darrell. His load was soon following his friends into her belly.
Satisfied she had drained both men for the moment, she sat back on her haunches and smiled up at them. Darrell took a minute and then leaned forward and reached to the back pockets of the jeans Stacy still had on. He found her phone.
He pulled the phone from her pocket and held it in front of her. He didn't say a word and he didn't need to. He just saw a naughty smile appear on Stacy's face and then she took the phone from his hand.
Q looked at her and then at Darrell with a "what am I missing expression?"
Stacy held up a finger to make sure both men were quiet, and then called Roadhead. He answered immediately. "Hi, Stacy. Everything ok?"
Q was shocked when he realized Stacy was calling her husband. When he heard the tone of Roadhead's voice, a lot of things seem to become clear and Q almost laughed out loud, but he put a fist to his mouth and silenced himself.
Stacy said, "Everything is ok, honey. I'm just going to be a while. I ran into a co-worker and we are talking. I'm probably going to be a bit. I didn't want you to worry so I'm calling."
"Oh. Um, ok." Tim's stomach was in knots instantly. Her voice just had this quality about it that made him anxious. But what could he say?
Stacy didn't let him debate it. "I'll be home later. Bye."
Q couldn't hold back after hearing that. Just as Stacy was hitting the end call button, Tim heard Q's laughter and his angst increased.
Stacy set her phone down on the table beside her and then stood up. She looked at both men and said in a provocative tone, "I trust you'll both make that phone call worthwhile?" Without waiting for a response, she stripped out of her jeans.
Naturally, both sets of eyes trailed down Stacy's body and went straight for her pussy. Darrell continued the theme of letting Q know that Stacy wasn't always like this. He was still seated on the couch as she was laying her jeans on the chair to the side, and he asked, "When did you start shaving that pussy?"
Stacy knew that question wasn't for him. He knew very well when that occurred. She smiled at him and then at Q and said, "When Dray told me to on our trip. Been that way ever since."
Darrell nodded appreciatively and Q looked at the two of them with surprise. He couldn't help asking, "What about your husband?", as he pointed to the phone. "What's he say about that?"
That caused Stacy to giggle. She hadn't really considered what he thought about a whole lot lately. In fact, her focus had mainly been on making sure he didn't get suspicious but she was now probably failing at that. She looked at Q and said, "He doesn't get a vote."
"You saying this motherfucker don't know what's going on?! He going to find out when you pregnant!"
Stacy was sidling up to Darrell on the couch as Q was speaking. Her body longing for his touch and the fucking that was to come. She felt that electricity as she ran her hand along his naked Black chest, marveling at the beauty of the contrast in their flesh. She dipped her head to gently kiss one of Darrell's nipples, then she looked over at Q and said, "We'll cross that bridge when we come to it."
She felt as much as heard Darrell's chuckle as her lips were again kissing his chest.
Stacy's naked beauty, her blatant sexuality, and her touching Darrell had Q's cock hardening once again. She made a point of looking at it and then smiled at him and said, "Looks like you are interested in me crossing that bridge."
"Fine white bitch like you? Fuck yea."
Stacy giggled and turned her attention to Q. She moved over and repeated what she had just done with Darrell, rubbing her hands on his chest and then leaning down to gently kiss each nipple. She then began to work her way lower, forging a trail of wet kisses his belly, before finally reaching his cock.
He was fully hard again.
Stacy slipped from the couch and back to her knees without ever breaking contact with Q's cock. She sucked him into her mouth for a few minutes to get him soaked with her saliva and then looked at Darrell. She didn't use words, but he understood her expression, and he nodded.
Smiling, Stacy slid her body up Q's torso, her naked breasts feeling the moisture from his cock as she moved. She straddled his hips and reached down with her left hand to line his hard shaft up with her waiting pussy.
Q's eyes, like her own and Darrell's, were locked on the sight. She touched him to her wet pussy lips and paused, feeding on the anticipation. Then she cooed out to Q, "Ready, baby?"
"Take my dick, bitch." was his reply.
Stacy proceeded to do just that. Her pussy, now well accustomed to Black cock, stretched to welcome a new partner inside her. She began to ride him with passion and intensity. Not a wild bounce, but a purposeful and meaningful fuck. The sensation of being filled with him was as powerful as it was being filled by the others. It was as if every experience was new. Every fuck was something to be cherished and enjoyed.
And she was getting good at it now. Nature might have blessed her with looks and a body that drew these men towards her, but it was the time spent with Darrell and Mr. Jackson that had taken, trained and molded a gift of nature into a woman whose skills were almost a match for her needs. If Stacy needed any confirmation of her own opinion regarding her sexual talents, the look on Q's face as she rode him wantonly was all that was required.
Her well-trained pussy was working to pleasure Q and milk his balls. She wanted his seed inside her. She was fertile and on a mission to be impregnated. Her leg muscles burned with effort as she rode him. Her lungs gasped for additional air. Her heart pounded in her chest. But she was not to be denied.
"Get it girl, work for it, show that cock what you are looking for" Darrell encouraged her from the side.
She responded, pace increasing, hands flat on Q's muscular chest for support, his own powerful heartbeat sounding against her palm, almost in sync with the loud pulse of her own body, the reverberation of her beating heart loud in her ears.
"I'm close" Q gasped. "Now's the time to jump off if you got any doubts on getting bred black."
If she hadn't been so close to orgasm, Stacy might have laughed aloud at the thought of stopping.
When she felt Q's hands on her hips, she knew his release was imminent. It was something of a telltale sign, similar to when the others would put their hands on her head before they unloaded in her mouth. With that trigger, Stacy pushed down to take him all and slowly used her pussy muscles and subtle hip movements to milk his seed from his full testicles. She wanted him as deep as possible as he nutted inside her. She held his gaze with her own as his seed bathed her womb.
Convinced she had completely drained him, Stacy slid off and flopped on to her back to catch her breath. Darrell didn't hesitate to take his position between Stacy's still spread legs. The prospect of impregnating her overcame any reluctance he might have had with sloppy seconds. His hard shaft was soon driving in and out of Stacy's pussy and pushing her to yet another orgasm.
Leaving Darrell's apartment an hour or so later, with Darrell and Q's DNA inside her, Stacy was confident the deed was done.
***
A little over a month later, Stacy confirmed things. The rush of excitement at seeing the home pregnancy test display a positive result was profound. A million thoughts raced through her mind. Fear. Excitement. Arousal. Anxiety. You name it. She sat quietly on the bathroom toilet staring at the test and trying to process things.



Not surprisingly, her first thought was not of Tim, but rather a burning desire to let Darrell know. She didn't know if the baby was his, Q's, or Mr. Jackson's; each of them had enjoyed her repeatedly over the last few weeks. But she needed to tell someone and that couldn't be her husband since there was no chance the child was his.
She took a picture of the positive test on her phone, then slowly stood to get herself dressed. This announcement could not be done via text. It needed to be done in person.
Stacy got herself ready and dressing in a way to not arouse any suspicion from Tim, and then she was off.
***
The moment Stacy left, Tim's mind wandered to where she might be going and what she might be doing. His penis, seemingly perpetually hard from lack of sex, was clouding his thoughts. Where he once lay in bed scared at the idea Stacy might be cheating on him, now his mind was moving in the direction of how exciting it would be if she were doing just that.
He couldn't help but cautiously touch his hard penis as his imagination cycled through what she might be doing. He had to let himself go every few seconds or his thoughts and his touch might cause him to ejaculate all over himself.
***
On the ride to Darrell's, Stacy pulled her bra off and tossed it casually into the backseat. Her nipples, increasingly accustomed to being free, pressed themselves into her shirt as they awaited Darrell's fingers and lips.
She parked and headed into his apartment, finding him where she usually does on a weekend; in bed, waiting for her. Stacy smiled, pulled her shirt over her head and then took her position between his legs. She was dying to release her secret, but at the same time wanted it to last just a bit longer.
She looked up at him as she began to kiss and suck his already hard Black cock. She absolutely loved having him in her mouth, and her eyes conveyed that to Darrell. He smiled at her and said quietly, "Morning, girl."
Stacy pulled her mouth from his cock and whispered up to him, "Morning, lover." She paused, gave his cock a long lick, and said, "I have a surprise for you."
Darrell chuckled and said, "These weekend trips used to be a surprise. You got something else in your bag of tricks, girl?"
Stacy smiled with her eyes as she continued to suck him off. Without releasing his cock from her lips, she pulled her phone out. Darrell assumed she was going to place another one of her patented phone calls to Roadhead. He loved her doing that, but soon realized that was not the case.
A moment later, he took the phone she presented him and looked at the picture on the screen. Stacy studied his face as she slowly sucked his cock. It took him a few seconds, but then she saw the realization appear, "This what I think it is?"
She slowly pulled back from his shaft, continuing a long cheek-hollowing suck, as he hummed out, "Mm-Hmmm." A couple strings of saliva connected her lower lip with the nearly purple head of Darrell's cock as she smiled up at him and said, "One of you niggas knocked me up. I'm pregnant."
"Holy shit! Holy shit!" sprung from Darrell's mouth before he settled himself. He continued, "What about that fucking husband of yours?"
Giggling, Stacy replied, "No way it's his." before she sucked him back into her mouth. She paused again and said, "I gave him another handjob last night. That usually keeps him tame for a few days at least, but I might have to give a bit more now or he'll definitely know it's not his."
Darrell chuckled and nodded appreciatively, but then his expression slowly changed to a more pensive look. He said, "You mean he's gonna get to fuck you?"
Stacy shrugged and said, "I don't really have a choice." She smiled mischievously and said, "He'll still wear a rubber. But at least I can pretend it broke or something."
Darrell's chuckle at her blunt statement caused her to giggle before he pointed at his cock, "No one told you to stop sucking my dick."
Stacy smiled and said, "Sorry." and then went back to doing just that as she saw him once again looking at the picture on the phone. He glanced down as she quickly wrapped her lips around it without ever breaking eye contact. He thought to himself that she was a natural and was ready for more. Her eyes looked up at him with that magical mix of innocence and deviousness. He admired the sight and his role in creating it.
He nodded at her obedience then added, "Go ahead and get my nut. Then we need to make some notifications."
Stacy wasn't exactly sure what he meant, but she didn't care. The arousal at letting him know about her pregnancy and the fact that his thick Black cock was in her mouth trumped the need to know anything further.
She smiled at him and then began to hungrily suck his cock. Her desire had built to a peak and she needed to feel him unload into her mouth. She began to take him into her throat, pushing forward until she felt that lovely tickle of his pubic hair on her nose. Only then would she pull back to the head to draw in air before taking him to the hilt again.
Her hands and his balls were soaked with the saliva her lips pushed downward with each plunge. It created a perfect combination to massage and cradle his balls to prepare them for release. When Stacy felt him put his hand on her head, the sign his orgasm was near, Stacy pushed forward and hummed softly.
That did the trick. Darrell groaned a satisfied, "Fuck yessssss." as he ejaculated into her mouth. Stacy happily gulped his full morning load down and then gently stroked him as she nursed the head to ensure she had captured every drop.
She smiled at him when she was finished, and cooed out an innocent sounding, "Thank you for breakfast."
Darrell chuckled and settled his breathing, then picked up his phone from the side of the bed and called up his Uncle Dray in his contacts. He wanted Dray, who was the first to recognize the persona Stacy had within her, to be part of this moment. He had set this process in motion so it was fitting for him to be included now.
As the phone began to ring, Darrell smiled at Stacy and, gesturing towards the phone, said, "Tell my uncle what going on with you now, Stacy." As he finished saying those words, a groggy Dray answered the phone. The time difference meant it was still early Sunday morning.
That was evident in his slightly irritated, "What you doing waking me up, D?"
Stacy paid no heed to the irritated voice. Instead, her mind immediately envisioned Dray in bed and herself next to him. She smiled at the thought and then spoke, "Hi Dray. It's Stacy. Sorry to wake you so early. I guess we forgot about the time."
Dray's tone instantly changed from irritation to one mixed with happiness at hearing her voice, but also mild concern as to why she was calling. He asked, "Hey, Stacy. Everything all right?"
Stacy couldn't help but exude sexuality in her tone, "Oh yes. Everything's fine. I'm at Darrell's and he wanted me to call."
As she was saying this, Darrell whispered in her ear, "Send him the video you sent me and the pic from today."
Stacy smiled and nodded, then grabbed her own phone to find the video file.
Dray's tone changed again now that he knew any welfare concerns he had were misplaced. He knew this was going to be something more enjoyable. He said, "Mmm, yea girl. I like to hear that. Hearing your voice in the morning was something I was getting used to."
His words combined with the mental image she had conjured up, had Stacy's pussy flowing. She replied, "I agree with that. But since I'm not there, there's something Darrell wanted me to share with you. We had a little impromptu text exchange and visit this morning, and he, well, we both think you should be part of it." As she was saying this, her fingers were preparing the text to send to Dray.
Dray replied, "I like the sound of this. What do you have to share with me, Stacy?"
She had clicked send as he spoke and heard the ping of its arrival a few moments later. Her arousal was off the charts now. She desperately wanted to be there with him and was rubbing her thighs together in anticipation. She whispered in an almost breathless voice, "Watch the video first."
A rustling sound emanated from the phone as Dray moved from lying in bed to a more seated position as he prepared to view what she had sent. Stacy decided to open the video on her own phone in an effort to watch it at the same time. However, Dray was obviously ahead of her since his "Oh shit! That what I think it is?! Oh, fuck yea, girl." was quickly announced over the phone.
Stacy gently giggled and replied to him, "Yes, that's exactly what you think it is. You niggas made a bad girl out of me on that trip. And now this bad girl is making some changes in her life."
Dray's heavy breathing was almost music to Stacy's ears. She heard the sounds over the phone begin to repeat themselves as he began to watch the video again as if to confirm what he had just seen.
Stacy let him watch it one more time and then said in a sultry voice, "Don't forget about the picture."
Dray had in fact forgotten about the picture. Stacy heard the phone shift again as Dray closed the video and opened the picture. A moment later and his response was similar to Darrell's just a short while earlier, "Holy shit! This for real?"
This time Darrell responded. "Fuck yea, it is. She come over here to show that this morning. Roadhead don't know shit yet, though." Darrell finished that sentence then turned to Stacy, "Does he?"
Stacy was panting with desire now. At first she started to shake her head no, but then realized Dray couldn't see her. She shook her head and said, "No, he doesn't know a thing. Only you two know."
The excitement in Dray's voice was obvious as he asked, "Think it's his?"
Stacy giggled and replied, "No chance. We haven't had sex in over two months." She paused and added in an almost somber tone, "Though I might have to break down and do it so he can at least think it's his."
There was a slight pause before Dray laughed, which Darrell and Stacy soon joined. The open sharing of her desires felt almost cathartic and excited her tremendously.
Dray's measured and confident tone was back as he said, "I might have to make a trip out there. Had I known about that video I would have been there already."
Stacy regretted not sharing the video earlier or having Dray around, but that moment had passed. Instead, she said, "I'd love it if you were to visit. Do you think you can? I'd love to see you again."
"I'm sure I can."
The conversation concluded with Dray promising to make the trip soon.
***
As Stacy was sucking off Darrell and revealing her pregnancy to Dray, Tim was home trying to tamp down the wild fantasies that had been increasingly dominating his thoughts whenever Stacy went out. He couldn't help but think there was something going on and he found it harder and harder to avoid it arousing him.
Invariably, his mind drifted back to when he picked Stacy up at the airport after her fateful trip. How Darrell had walked back to their car with them. How Stacy seemed both nervous and excited as they walked. How she just seemed to be incredibly sexy without any effort.
Each time these thoughts entered his mind and passed a certain point, Tim found himself frantically retrieving a sock from his drawer and slipping it over his penis to capture its eruption. Today was no different.
***
By the time the phone conversation ended, Stacy was breathing heavily, each breath streaming across Darrell's hard shaft which once again stood proudly before her moist lips.
Darrell admired the work of art he had a hand in creating. Based on her expression and the news she had just revealed, he felt it was the right time to take another step in her journey. He spoke slowly and quietly, "I think it's time to start letting the real you step into the light."
Stacy continued to look up at him, both literally and figuratively. In a very real way, she was looking to him for guidance and direction, but she didn't know what he meant.
Darrell read the confused look on her face and smiled as he sat up, gave each of her hard nipples a tweak, and said, "Get your shirt on. Let's take a ride."
Stacy was caught off guard. Take a ride? Where? However, she was already moving to do as she was told. She didn't bother to think of how she was simply obeying what he said without question. It just felt appropriate.
As they stepped outside, Stacy became aware of her braless tits gently swaying under her top. It wasn't an issue walking to his door, but it felt different, more exposed, leaving. She looked at Darrell and said, "Give me a second to get my bra out of my car."
Darrell laughed, "Fuck that. You don't need it where we're going. Besides, you look hot as fuck like that."
"But, what if...."
"What if what? We ain't going anywhere Roadhead might see you. And if I remember right, you seemed to like showing yourself off. Remember the airport?"
Stacy felt her face turn red. She knew he was right. She didn't protest any further. Instead, she thought back to that little airport adventure and felt the rush of excitement. Those thoughts racing through her mind, she got in the passenger seat of Darrell's SUV.
"Where are we going?"
Darrell didn't directly answer. Instead, he handed her his phone and told her to find Q in his contacts. She did and then looked at him with a "what next?" expression. He told her, "Text him. Ask if he at the shop?"
She nervously typed the question and sent it, then looked at Darrell, "The shop?"
"Relax, Stacy. Just going to say hi to some friends."
Stacy sat silent, breathing heavily and feeling the excitement of the unknown building within her.
They entered a somewhat more urban environment before pulling up to a rather non-descript parking lot. Outside, two Black men stood outside near a bench in front a tattoo and piercing shop talking to another Black man in his car.
Stacy looked wide-eyed at Darrell, but he ignored her concerns and hopped out his ride. He looked briefly at her and said, "Let's go." and then closed the door.
Stacy took a deep breath and then climbed out herself.
In that short time, Darrell had reached his friends and was greeting them with fist bumps and hand slaps. A moment later, four sets of eyes turned to watch her walk towards them. The sight took her breath away. And stiffened her already hard nipples. It was impossible to not see the desire in their eyes. It was also impossible to not be aroused by it.
Stacy was happy to see Q again and didn't hesitate when he pulled in close for a hug. Her already hard nipples responded to his embrace by making themselves even more prominent in her shirt. As they embraced, the man in the car, probably assuming Stacy was there for a tattoo or piercing, said, "I need to roll." and then he drove off, leaving the other Black man standing there with them.
She could tell from the look on the other man's faces that he knew that Darrell and Q had enjoyed her. She wasn't surprised or resistant when Darrell motioned towards the man to indicate she should greet him the same. She did and the man's eyes scanned up and down her body as they separated.
It was a spectacular physical and mental feeling.
Stacy, however, was confused on the purpose of the trip. Her first instinct was that Darrell might be expecting her to have sex with all of them. Her charged libido from discovering she was pregnant, her earlier fun with Darrell in bed and Dray on the phone, plus her arousal from greeting the men and their obvious lust for her all came together to make her a willing participant. But after having her greet each man with a hug, Darrell pulled her close and draped his arm over her shoulder as the men briefly spoke about some things of mutual interest.
At this point, Stacy thought she was just there for show and she played into that role. However, within a few minutes, Darrell moved things from "show" to "tell". He looked down at Stacy and said, "You got something to share with Q today, don't you?"
Stacy's face instantly flushed red at the implications of what Darrell had just said. He wanted her to say she was pregnant in front of this new man, and in doing so, the realization that she did not know the father would be revealed.
How would they react? What would they think of her? Why did this arouse her so much?
Stacy swallowed heavily and took a deep breath, trying her best to get her muddled emotions in check. She smiled at Q and said, "I'm pregnant."
Like Darrell and Dray before him, Q responded, "Holy shit, for real?"
The other man understood her being pregnant but failed to see the fullness of that statement until Darrell looked at her and said, "You don't know whose it is, but you do know whose it isn't. Tell this nigga."
Stacy was open mouthed breathing now. Her arousal obvious. She debated if the throbbing she felt in her nipples was obvious through her shirt. She leaned into Darrell for some support and gave in to the moment. With a sexy smile, Stacy panted out, "I just know it's not my husband's."
Darrell and Q exchanged fist bumps and then, on something of a time delay as they came to understand what Stacy said, the other Black man smiled and nodded as he said, "Got to love married white bitches learning their place."
The man's comment brought a naughty smile to Stacy's face and Darrell picked up on it. He looked at Q and said, "How 'bout we take my girl inside and show her around."
The four of them went in and headed for a private area designed for modesty for things like nipple piercings and more intimately placed tattoos. Once inside, the unnamed Black man moved in close to her and said, "What you say out there true? You preg and it ain't your husband's."
Stacy was already aroused from what went on outside, but this man being nearly on top of her pushed things further. She glanced at Darrell to gauge his reaction. He simply smiled and said, "Answer him, girl. No reason to be shy now."
Stacy took a deep breath and then turned her gaze to the man. She replied in a husky tone, "It's true. I don't know who the father is. I just know it isn't my husband's."
As she finished speaking, Darrell stepped up behind her and ran his hands slowly up her sides under her top. Reaching the under swells of her breasts, he said, "My boy's name here is Vincent. You told him one of the things your whiteboy husband didn't get to do in knocking you up." Darrell paused speaking a moment as his hands reached up to grab her tits and then gave each of her sensitive nipples a tweak. He lowered his lips to her ear and added, "Why don't you show Vincent one of the other things your husband don't get to do."
Stacy turned to look at Darrell, her eyes wide. She sensed this was coming, but it was still somewhat shocking to hear. Darrell simply looked down into her eyes, his expression unmoved by her concern. She turned to glance at Q. He was standing there with his arms folded with a devious grin on his face. Behind him in a glass case were rows of nipple rings of various ornamentation. She couldn't help but consider what they would like on her body.
Turning back to look into Vincent's eyes, Stacy embraced the situation. It was going to happen so why not make the most of it. Immediately to her left was one of the chairs Q's customers sit in when he's working his art. She gently guided Vincent to take a seat and then she stepped in front of him.
Stacy began to undo his pants in silence, her eyes glancing from Vincent's and then back to his crotch as his she worked to reveal his cock. Vincent's eyes were wide in disbelief. Her actions had, at least for the moment, disarmed him of his hard shell.
Freeing his cock, Stacy took a deep breath as if to take in its scent. She then smiled up at Vincent with her mouth hovering tantalizingly close to his shaft. She whispered, "My husband also never gets to enjoy my mouth." and planted a loving kiss on the swollen head. "But my niggas do." And then she wrapped her lips around the head and began to suck his cock.



Vincent offered a groaning, "Fuck, bro, this bitch for real!", as Darrell and Q nodded in understanding.
As Stacy began to suck him off, Q moved in behind her and slid her pants down to expose her wet pussy. His cock hard from her earlier announcement and he wasn't going to waste this opportunity. Stacy didn't flinch. She needed someone inside of her.
Q slid himself along her soaked lips as he said, "No sense letting this pussy go to waste. I probably be the one who knocked it up anyway."
Stacy giggled at his comment and then sighed in pleasure as he slid himself inside her. These last few months had helped her develop the skill of working two cocks at the same time and she quickly found her rhythm. The idea of fucking and sucking cock in a tattoo parlor during the day, along with the joyful pleasure of both cocks had her climaxing in no time.
And it wasn't long before Vincent's seed was painting her tongue before sliding down her throat into her belly. Stacy used him for support as Q hammered his cock into her until he deposited his load into her pussy.
Before leaving, Stacy took a few minutes to suck Q's cock clean and doing what she could to clean herself up. She felt wicked and alive as she stepped out of the shop into the daylight with that taste of Vincent's nut in her mouth and remnants of Q's nut leaking from her pussy.
***
That night at home, Stacy gave in to the inevitable. She let Tim make love to her. She made sure he had on a condom even though she knew she was pregnant. It was a symbolic gesture, but one she felt important.
As expected, Tim did not last. He squirted his meager load into his condom within 30 seconds, apologizing repeatedly as he did. Stacy didn't need the apology. She was in fact grateful he was so quick on the draw. Her body belonged to Black men. This mundane sex act was simply that. An act. An act to mask the reality of how she had changed. And an attempt to give some form of cover to her pregnancy announcement.
***
Two weeks later, on a Monday, Stacy received a package in the mail though she didn't recall ordering anything. Opening it, she found a sexy white bikini with an accompanying note, "See you this weekend, Dray."
Stacy was beside herself with excitement at the prospect of seeing Dray, though she had no idea what plans he had in mind. Whatever it was, it didn't matter. She knew she'd have fun. Her focus now was trying on the bikini. She slipped into the bathroom while Tim cleaned up dinner.
The bikini was incredible. It was the most daring she'd ever owned or even considered owning. She couldn't take her eyes off herself in the mirror. The top fit her perfectly. It wasn't scandalous, but provided a perfect accent to her breasts. The strings were nearly invisible, giving the impression the cups were simply painted or stuck to her breasts.
The bottom, however, was somewhat scandalous. Like the top, the strings were nearly invisible, arching gracefully over her hips. That wasn't the issue. It was the crotch. The thin band of material was so narrow, it struggled to conceal her pussy lips. Even simple movements had her wondering if the thing material would slip inside her.
Still, she couldn't deny how sexy it made her look and feel. It displayed her fit physique to perfection.
She debated texting Dray or Darrell to find out what was going on this weekend, but opted against it. She wasn't sure if Darrell knew and didn't want to cause an issue if he didn't. And there was plenty of time between now and the weekend.
Stacy found out her weekend plans when she showed up for work Tuesday morning. Darrell led her to Mr. Jackson's office where the two of them told her about the party Mr. Jackson intended to host at his place. They stressed that it would be a small gathering to celebrate her pregnancy. Only the two of them, Dray, Q, and her were invited. She was excited at the thought of the party and of Dray being there, but then Mr. Jackson dropped the big news. "We figured you could bring your husband too."
Stacy's mouth dropped open in shock. They expected her to bring Tim. Wouldn't he be totally out of place around the Black men? How would he react to seeing her in that bikini? And what did that mean for having fun with her lovers?
She couldn't explain it, but the thought had her excitement growing. Still, Stacy needed confirmation that she heard him correctly, "You want me to bring Roadhead?"
Both men chuckled at her use of the mocking nickname for her husband, before Darrell responded, "Lot of changes coming your way and his." as his eyes moved to her belly. He continued, "Maybe time for a bit of a coming out party."
Stacy's hand instinctively moved to touch her belly as her thoughts shifted to it swelling with child. A Black child possibly belonging to one of these two men. She took a deep calming breath, but before she could speak, Darrell added, "You got a delivery the other day, right?"
Stacy nodded and offered a soft, "Yes. But Roadhead..."
The two men made eye contact and nodded. They could read her body language and knew she would be there and wearing that bikini, regardless of the concerns she was expressing about her husband. She was just asking questions to make it appear, to them and herself, as if she was resisting.
***
Tim's world was completely upended Tuesday night when Stacy dropped two bombshells in his lap. The first, and most significant, was that she was pregnant. How could that be? They barely had sex and when they did, he had to wear a rubber. He didn't recall the rubber breaking. His mind then drifted towards what has been increasingly dominating his thoughts. Was she having an affair?
As that thought flashed in his mind, Stacy dropped the second bomb when she told him about Mr. Jackson inviting them to his pool party that weekend. Tim swallowed heavily and he felt his breathing and heart rate increase. Was it Mr. Jackson she was seeing?
Stacy had no idea of the impact her statements would have on Tim. Nor did she know that the order in which she said them would play a role. Introducing the pregnancy first had Tim's mind racing with his increasingly perverse thoughts. Thoughts new to him. Thoughts he had a hard time controlling. The mention of the pool party dove into those already primed waters. It had the effect of coupling his thoughts with those of Stacy in a bathing suit.
Stacy quickly began to read her husband's expression. She had become accustomed to it over these last few months. He was aroused. Her repeated denials had left him in a constant state of desire and then same look was evident now. It was not her intent, but it was now obvious to her. His eyes had lit up in a confused manner at her pregnancy announcement, but they really began to blaze with the mention of the pool party.
She actually found it amusing and she wondered how this would play out. She was still anxious, but Tim's reaction helped reduce her concerns.
***
It turns out, by the time the pool party arrived on Saturday, both she and Tim were burning with desire. Darrell and Mr. Jackson had intentionally denied her any sex starting on Wednesday. After weeks of near daily sex with at least Darrell and sometimes Mr. Jackson and then Q, Stacy was hopelessly addicted. Her only refuge was Tim and she knew from experience that he was not up to the task. Her fingers on her clit offered some relief, but nothing other than a fully hard Black shaft sliding into her pussy or mouth could satisfy what she needed.
Saturday morning, Stacy took time to touch up her shave to make sure that the minimal fabric of her bikini bottom would not revealing anything. Of course, defining "anything" is a matter of perspective. Where her efforts were focused on ensuring there was no protruding pubic hair, she was oblivious to what exposing a nearly fully shaved pubic mound would reveal. That was a major revelation.
Stacy was incredibly excited as she slipped on the bikini. Her nipples were happily announcing their hard presence as they bulged through the cups of her top. As she pulled the small panties up and it made contact with her soaked seam, she looked down to see if the material displayed an obvious wet spot.
She once again marveled at how sexy the suit made her look and feel before she grabbed a summer pool dress and put it on. While doing so, she giggled at how Roadhead had no idea about the bikini, and how he would see her in it for the first time just like her Black lovers. She had to stand there quietly to get her breathing and heart rate under control.
Stacy had made some snacks and appetizers the night before in part to keep her mind occupied and in part because it was the right thing to do when invited to someone's party. She gathered those items and a few other necessary things and then the two of them headed for the car. The anxiety on Roadhead's face was apparent.
They used their GPS to navigate to Mr. Jackson's house even though Stacy knew how to get there. She had spent some "company time" there pleasuring her boss and Darrell. The ride there was mostly silent. For Roadhead, it was due to his constant state of anxiety. For Stacy, it was due to excitement. Both, for different reasons, avoided speaking lest their voices give away what they were feeling.
As they pulled up, Roadhead spoke for the first time, "Are we early? I only see a couple cars."
Stacy's heart was absolutely pounding as she thought about the drivers of those couple cars. About the fun she has had with them. How in just a few minutes she would be standing with them in this spectacularly sexy bikini. And of course, Dray.
Roadhead's voice brought her back to reality. "Stacy? Is this the place? Or are we early?"
Stacy cleared her throat and said, "This is the address and we're right on time. Maybe Mr. Jackson didn't invite everyone. Let's just park, ok?"
A very anxious Roadhead offered an uncertain, "Ok." as he pulled into the driveway.
The car was barely parked and Stacy started moving to get out before she caught herself. She took a deep breath and the calmly opened the door and stepped out. Roadhead was a bit slower, but soon joined her at the front of the car. They headed to the door together.
Stacy's head was spinning with excitement. When they got to the front door, Stacy, resorting to past experience, reached for the gold handle. Roadhead quickly grabbed her arm and said in an alarmed whisper, "Stacy! We can't just walk in!"
Stacy giggled, but before she could respond she heard Mr. Jackson's voice via the doorbell speaker, "Welcome! Come on in. We are out back by the pool."
The walk through the well-furnished house seemed a long one for the married couple even though the backdoor was a straight shot from the front door. Through the foyer, past the living room, and through the kitchen where Stacy set her tray of snacks. The pool was visible once inside the house through the large bay window in the kitchen. The sight of the pool and the men contributed to the perceived length of the walk.
Roadhead was struck by the sight of only the four Black men outside. No one else. No other couples. No other women. Just the four men and the two of them. He felt instantly out of place. Glancing sideways at Stacy, he noticed she didn't have the same expression. Her eyes were fixated outside. On the men. Roadhead felt the curious tingling in his belly and his penis.
He felt awkward. Awkward at being with some of the men Stacy worked with. One of whom, Darrell, had an uncomfortable crush on Stacy in college. His attitude used to be a problem for her but since her trip, it, along with other things about Stacy, had changed. Those thoughts raced through his mind along with those that were increasingly dominating his mind of late...the changes in Stacy and whether she was having an affair.
Stacy felt Roadhead's eyes on her and, taking a deep breath to steady herself, she turned to face him. She knew his mind was probably going a million miles an hour. She dismissed the angst-ridden look on his face and said, "Guess it's just us....ready?"
She didn't wait for an answer. She turned and headed for the sliding door to the backyard. Her nipples were impossibly hard and she could feel her pussy blooming like a flower. She had a real fear that it might open like a Venus Flytrap and pull the thin band of material between her soaked lips.
She knew that stepping through this doorway into the presence of the men, into the presence of her Black lovers, would be crossing a point of no return. Stacy knew she couldn't control the men. And with what she was feeling now, she had major doubts about controlling herself. But this was a necessary step in her newfound self.
Stacy grabbed the handle of the sliding door, glanced over her shoulder one last time at her husband's anxious face, then slid the door open.
The sounds of the poolside speakers pumping out a nice steady beat greeted them both.
As he stepped through the doorway, Tim wanted to be anywhere else but here. Yet, at the same time, he felt a need to be here. His angst-filled mind was compelling him to stay. He also had a very misguided vision of putting a stop to anything that may be inappropriate.
He didn't have to wait long to fail that simple test.
Stacy had been by Tim's side until she got within a few feet of the shirtless Dray, then she threw her hands in the air and exclaimed a happy "Dray! So nice to see you again!", before wrapping her arms around the shirtless Black man's broad shoulders and nearly leaping into a hug. Dray welcomed Stacy's greeting, as he gently lifted her off her feet, having missed her touch for the few months they'd been apart.
When Dray set her back down, Stacy turned to face her husband who was standing there with a bit of a stunned expression on his face. Her left arm remained behind Dray with Dray's right arm behind her, holding her close. The fingers of Stacy's right hand were slowly tapping Dray's chest which seemed an uncomfortable familiarity for Tim. The look in her eyes didn't help ease his mind.
Stacy stared at Tim for a moment, taking in the dumbstruck look on his face, before she spoke, "Tim, this is Dray. He was very kind to let us stay at his place when everything went crazy."
Tim's mind was in turmoil. He couldn't believe what he was seeing, but at the same time he couldn't believe how his body was reacting. The sight before him was just spectacular. Stacy's dainty hand gently touching Dray's broad chocolate chest. He couldn't draw his eyes from it.
Tim took a deep breath and tried to get things back under a measure of control. He cleared his throat and extended his hand as he said, "Nice to meet you, Dray."
Unfortunately for Tim, Dray's arm was still wrapped around Stacy so he couldn't shake hands. Instead, he simply nodded.
In an effort to minimize the awkwardness, Tim only made things worse when he said, "Thanks for taking care of Stacy when she was there."
The chuckle of the other Black men and the soft giggle of Stacy made Tim realize the potential double meaning of his comment. Once again, his mind flashed to the possibility that something was going on between them.
Stacy continued with her introductions without moving away from Dray. None of the men said anything. They just gave a simple head gesture as Stacy introduced Mr. Jackson and Q in turn. Tim, of course, already knew Darrell.
Tim felt as if he were on board a small little ship that was getting pushed from shore with current taking him away. Except for the fact that he wasn't moving.
As Tim wallowed in this situation, he heard Dray say to Stacy, "Did you get my package?"
Stacy happily offered a giggling, "Yes I did!"
The Black man asked, "Well, you wearing it?"
Stacy nodded happily, a broad sexy smile on her face. Her cheeks were slightly red and her eyes alive with excitement.
Tim was confused. Wearing what? She had on a bathing suit, a pool dress, and sandals. He recognized the dress and sandals.
His thoughts were interrupted by Dray's voice, "Then let me see it."
Stacy gave Tim a single anxious glance before looking back up at Dray and then stepping back from him, giving herself room to remove the pool dress. The eyes of the four Black men and her white husband were now all on her.
Their positions on the patio made it so she was facing the men and essentially presenting her back to Tim.
Stacy reached down with her arms crossing her chest as she grabbed the dress by her hips. A moment later and the dress was off. A collective variation of "Oh fuck" or "Damn" came from the Black men as a stuttering "St..Sta...Stacy" came from Tim.
The Black men delighted in what she presented. Her tits perfectly wrapped in the snug bikini top, it's nearly invisible strings gracefully arching up behind her neck and her back. The small strip of material that comprised her bottoms working overtime to stay in pace and avoiding being sucked up into her flowering pussy. The nods and appreciative stares of the men told her everything she needed to know about how she looked.
Tim stuttering her name reminded her he was there. She glanced over her shoulder at him and saw his mouth hanging open. Up until this moment she was concerned how this would play out. Would he lose his mind? Would he throw some sort of temper tantrum? Or would he do exactly what he is doing now, stand there and stare in awe?
Dray took her hand and raised it above her head and guided her in a slow spinning motion so he, and everyone else, could take in the sight. As he did, he said in a slow husky voice, "Fits like a velvet glove." The murmurs of the men echoed his sentiments.
Stacy was beaming with joy at their reactions. She knew she looked good, but it never hurts to know that men she desires agree with her. She turned to face Tim and said, "What do you think?"
Tim was trapped. He couldn't deny she looked gorgeous because that would be a lie and it would also anger her. But at the same time, he felt the pang of jealousy that Dray thought to get her such a sexy bikini and knew her size to perfection. That latter thought relit those flames inside him that Stacy might be more familiar with these men than she let on. His quickly hardening penis prompted his reply, "You, uh, you look, great."
Stacy rewarded him with a happy smile. Turning back to the men, she saw Darrell approaching. His eyes drinking in every part of her body. He was shameless in ogling her. For the most part it was because she presented a beautiful image. But there was also the part of him that wanted to just disrespect Tim. To challenge him to stop looking at his wife like that. Tim failed that challenge.
Darrell stepped up beside her and draped an arm over her shoulder in a similarly intimate manner as Dray had earlier. In doing so, Darrell moved them so they were now facing the others, to include Tim. Satisfied they were in the right spot, he looked down at Stacy and said, "Ain't gonna fit long though, is it?"
Stacy looked up at him, her heart pounding, her nipples hard and throbbing. The excitement and anticipation were intense. She bit her lip and shook her head no. For her, it was as if Tim was no longer even there though she could see him from the corner of her eye.
Darrell said, "Why's that?"
Stacy looked from him to the others as she took a few deep breaths, desperate to get herself under control. This was far more exciting than she thought possible.
Darrell tapped his hand gently on her belly and then traced a lazy circle on it and said again, "Why's that?"
Watching that gesture made Tim realize Darrell knew. Stacy had already told him, and him asking her like that and touching her like that made it as if it were her and Darrell's announcement instead of her and Tim's. Tim was too breathless to speak, however. And the sight of Darrell's hand on her belly...



Stacy took one last deep breath so she could speak without blurting her words out. Satisfied, she said, "I'm pregnant!" Then she let out a reflexive excited giggle.
The Black men feigned surprise, but then quickly transitioned to reacting with a measure of pride customarily offered by the father of the child. Tim stood there reeling and almost wobbling as his mind processed what he was experiencing. Their voices and sounds seemed to coalesce into one for a few seconds before he finally heard one of them simply say, "Fuck yea, girl."
Tim's reverie lasted but a moment as he saw the four Black men step towards Stacy and each place a hand on her belly. The sight was nearly overpowering. The contrast in skin tones was beautiful and sexy. He dared not move because he felt his penis might explode. He couldn't figure out why he could not pull his eyes from the sight of them touching her or why he could not bring himself to put a stop to things.
Stacy seemed to turn towards him in slow motion. Darrell was now behind her, his arms extending down her sides with his hands wrapping around and placed on her belly. On her belly as if in possession of it. And of the child growing within. The other three Black men remained right next to her, one on one side, two on the other.
Her eyes were lit with desire. She seemed to be leaning back into Darrell's chest and her voice exuded sexuality as she looked at Tim and said, "Honey, get me some water from that cooler."
Tim moved to do so, bumping into the chair beside him because he could not stop looking at the sexual display before him. He reached into the cooler and grabbed a bottle of water, dripping with melted ice from the cooler, and brought it to Stacy. She still had that naughty smile on her face.
Stacy reached for the bottle but stopped inches away from grabbing it. His arousal was obvious to her now. She decided to toy with it a bit. She whispered, "You don't mind me telling these men that I'm pregnant, do you? I mean, they're going to see when my belly starts growing."
Tim's head moved in almost a bobblehead fashion as he was trying to nod and shake his head, his mind cluttered with thoughts on the right way to answer her question.
Stacy giggled and said, "I can't tell if you are agreeing or not." She paused to lick her lips before saying, "It's ok if they know I'm knocked up, right?"
The men chuckled at her crude reference and at her teasing her overwhelmed husband.
Tim started to nod before Stacy said, "Let me hear you say it, honey."
He started to speak but nothing came out. He cleared his throat and said, "It's ok."
"What's ok, honey?"
"That you told them."
"Told them what?"
More subtle chuckles from the men.
"That...that, uh, you're preg, pregnant."
Stacy giggled at the control she held over him. She winked and grabbed the still dripping bottle of water, "Thank you, honey." She paused a moment and said, "Why don't you see if these men want something too?"
Tim swallowed heavily. He couldn't describe what he was feeling. Where his rational brain was telling him to take Stacy from Darrell's arms and head home, he was completely under the power of what he was witnessing. The only thing he could seem to do was stare breathlessly at the scene and clumsily follow what Stacy told him to do.
He briefly looked at the men and asked, "Does, do you, uh, do any of you want something to drink?"
The Black men chuckled and Stacy giggled, before each of them told Tim to grab them a beer.
Tim grabbed two bottles in each hand and presented them to the men. He handed one to Q who was furthest to the right, then Mr. Jackson who stood next to him. Then he moved to Dray who was furthest to the left. Darrell was last.
Darrell took the bottle and twisted off the cap. As he did, his arms were now completely around a giggling Stacy. When he raised the bottle to his lips to take a drink, a drop of water fell from the bottle and landed on the upper part of Stacy's mostly exposed chest.
The droplet was quickly joined by another and another before the trio teamed together to begin a slow inward descent towards Stacy's cleavage. The little group didn't make it. For just as they reached the most prominent curve of Stacy's right breast, Darrell's finger swooped in and gently retraced their path. As he did, he leaned down towards Stacy's ear, his eyes on Tim, as he said, "Sorry. Looks like I dripped on your chest."
Darrell's touch of the inner swell of her breast and his whispering so close to her ear clearly displayed intimate familiarity. His eyes on Tim were a clear challenge. Darrell saw the confused and defeated look in Tim's eyes and then smiled as he glanced down at Stacy's chest, now heaving with excitement from his touch and the sensation of his breath on her ear. Darrell whispered again, "There. I cleaned it up."
The other Black men were watching the show in fascination and each subtly chuckled at what they were witnessing.
Tim felt almost paralyzed. He couldn't move to get himself or Stacy away, nor could he tear his eyes from the magical contrasting sight of their skin tones. Instead, he stood there looking foolish, his mouth moving but emitting no sound.
Stacy could see her husband's self-confidence wilting before her eyes. She couldn't understand why this aroused her as it did, but she didn't care. She knew she just wanted more of this wicked feeling. With those thoughts in mind, the new Stacy began to emerge.
She took a drink from her own water bottle and purposefully let some drip from her lips to her chest. She glanced back and over her shoulder at Darrell and said, "Oops." Her words were a clear invitation to repeat what he had just done.
There was more to this spill than the few innocent droplets from Darrell's bottle. And this water seemed to share in Stacy's thoughts as they quickly moved down the swells of her breasts into her cleavage.
Both Stacy and Darrell stared at Tim as Darrell's Black fingers dipped between her tits to the knot of her skimpy bikini top. His fingers hesitated there before moving slowly up her chest. They didn't do much to gather the water, but with Stacy's pounding heart sending her blood to every erogenous zone in her body, they left a slightly pink impression to show the path they had taken.
She held her eyes on Tim as she whispered a husky, "Thank you." to Darrell.
The other three men who had stood by watching, silent except for their occasional chuckle, began to reestablish their presence.
Dray took a soft, but firm, grip of Stacy's arm and gently moved her toward himself, saying, "Come over here, girl. Let me get another look at this suit I bought you." He pulled her close then looked down as he nodded his head, "Wish I thought to buy this when you were at my house. Would have liked to put eyes on this every day."
Stacy giggled and glanced at Tim out of the corner of her eye. He had the expression of an adolescent boy who was caught spying on girls in the lady's room. More was yet to come.
Dray also took a look at Tim and read his body language and facial expression. It was obvious Stacy's husband was completely overwhelmed. The sight prompted Dray to escalate things. He looked at Stacy and said, "Going to wear this when you teleworking with Darrell this week?"
Stacy's eyes widened at Dray's statement, but she felt a rush of excitement at Dray's words and the thought of doing just what he said. She nervously looked at Tim who was blinking in confusion.
Before she could say a word, Darrell laughed and said, "If she does, we probably not getting any work done."
Mr. Jackson quickly added, "I'm not sure the two of you are getting work done now." All four of the men chuckled and Stacy giggled as she locked eyes with her husband. She, along with the men, were daring him to react.
Tim tried, "Wha...uh, what do, uh, what does that mean?" The squeak in his voice made clear the anxiety he was feeling.
Stacy giggled and stepped towards her shaken husband. Her movements were graceful and captured the eyes of every man present. She paused in front of him and gently touched a hand to his face, "I'm sorry, honey. I probably should have said something. I've been teleworking most afternoons at Darrell's place. We leave the office at lunch."
With those words, Tim's mind flashed in full detail, to an image of Stacy and Darrell together sexually. His knees became weak and he reached to the chair beside him for balance. He felt as if all the blood in his body was surging to his penis. It made him lightheaded.
She was watching for a hint of defiance on his part. It was clear he had none. Instead, she saw him captivated with arousal by the events he was witnessing. And she saw him wobble. It aroused her.
She said, "Why don't you sit down, honey. You look a little unsteady."
The soft chuckles of the men behind her presented an incredible dichotomy to the situation.
Tim slowly slumped into the chair and looked up at Stacy, "Maybe, uh, maybe we should, uh, go home. I'm feeling, uh, a little weird."
Stacy could not explain why she was feeling the way she was. Tim was clearly struggling with desire at her being in the presence of the Black men. And him being so completely powerless to control things was driving her wild.
She bent at the waist so she was face to face with her overwhelmed husband, her hands on the armrests of the chair he was seated on. Her position and the bikini top displayed her cleavage perfectly. She kept her legs straight which essentially presented her ass to her lovers standing behind her.
Darrell didn't let the opportunity pass. He had desired Stacy for years and long held a contempt for Tim. But now he had her and she was involved in toying with her husband. He stepped up behind Stacy and pressed his fully hard cock, still confined in his bathing suit, in the inviting gap of her ass cheeks.
He put a hand on each of Stacy's hips and then looked down at Tim, "You good, man? You need a ride home?"
Tim's eyes momentarily focused on the contrast of Darrell's Black hands on Stacy's soft hips, and he swooned again. He tried to speak, "We should, uh, just, uh, go. I think, uh, I think, Stacy can drive me."
Stacy had no intention of leaving. She was far too aroused. She gently and subtly shimmied her hips to let Darrell know she liked him there, and then said to Tim, "I can't leave now honey. That would be rude to Mr. Jackson. He invited us and I can't just leave right away."
Tim mumbled, a "But, bu..."
His stuttering words were cut off by Mr. Jackson this time, "Yea man. Stacy's right. We here to celebrate. We'll call you an Uber if you can't hang."
"I can, uh, I can try to..."
Stacy jumped at the idea Mr. Jackson had presented, "No, honey. Mr. Jackson is right. We'll call an Uber and then I'll drive home in a little while."
"Are you, uh, su-sure?"
As Tim was struggling to put even short sentences together, the other Black men closed the distance, compounding his challenges. Now he was seated with Stacy leaning in front of him with Darrell behind her and the other three Black men surrounding her.
Stacy touched his cheek gently again and said, "I am absolutely sure, honey. Absolutely."
As Tim was mumbling an "Ok", Mr. Jackson was already requesting an Uber. Stacy winked and leaned over further to give Tim a quick kiss on the lips, "Thank you for understanding, honey."
When she straightened up, Darrell's hands did not leave her hips, and he didn't take a step back. This meant Stacy was once again leaning back into his chest. She stared into her husband's confused eyes and slowly smiled at him as she watched him trying to process what he was seeing and feeling.
For the next few minutes, no one said a word. The only sounds were the heavy breathing of Stacy and Tim.
The silence was broken when Mr. Jackson said, "Uber's here."
That statement was followed by Dray, "Walk the whiteboi to the car, girl." The condescension towards Tim and the command of Stacy was evident for all except Tim. He was having a hard time processing things.
Stacy's pussy surged at the command. It was magical. These men knew her better than she knew herself.
She helped her befuddled husband to his feet and directed him to the sliding glass door they walked through just a short time ago. The Black men followed.
Tim mumbled, "Are you...you sure you, uh, should stay?"
Stacy glanced back at the men walking behind them. "He's asking if I should stay?" The tone in her voice made it clear it was not a serious question.
They collectively chuckled before Dray added, more for Tim than Stacy, "You think I bought you that bikini to send you home this quick?"
Stacy giggled and said, "I'm staying, honey. Now let's not keep your ride home waiting."
The Uber was parked in the driveway with an older Black man behind the wheel. His eyes lit up when Stacy appeared in her tiny bikini and he hopped out, hoping she was his customer, and eager to open the door for her. However, his moment of glory was fleeting as Tim stepped through the doorway.
Stacy walked with Tim towards the car, each step increasing her excitement since she knew what lay ahead when he was gone. Her nipples hard and her pussy was positively soaked, the thin strip of material of her bikini bottoms struggling to keep from slipping into her seam.
The driver, his eyes locked on Stacy the whole time, opened the back door as he asked, "I thought it was only one passenger?"
Stacy giggled and said, "It is. Just him." Then, as if scripted, the four Black men stepped out on to the porch.
Stacy saw the driver's eyes shift in that direction and she turned back to confirm what he was looking at. After Tim clumsily slid into the backseat, Stacy closed the door and then locked eyes with the driver who was now staring open mouthed at the scenario his mind was playing out. She removed all doubt from his mind when she said, "Please get my husband home safely. My niggas aren't ready for me to leave just yet." Then she winked at him and headed back to the waiting men.
She debated if the sexy sway in her walk looked as good as she thought, and when she didn't hear the driver's door close, she looked back over her shoulder. The expression on his face confirmed things. Stacy offered him a sexy wink and naughty grin, then turned back to her men.
Stacy arrived at the men as she heard the door close, then she turned back to look at the car as the driver slowly backed away. She debated whether he would scrape one of the other parked cars or if he would blindly pull in front of someone driving down the street since his attention as so fixated upon her. Thankfully, he didn't.
Watching her husband being driven away as she stood in the presence of these men made her a bit wobbly like Tim was. However, unlike her clueless husband, Stacy didn't have to worry about falling down. She had four pairs of hands waiting at the ready.
The driver purposefully turned so he was facing them all as he drove away. This meant that Tim was also facing them. Stacy leaned into the Black man behind her, she wasn't sure who it was, his hands coming to rest on her hips, and waved at both the driver and her husband.
The man leaned down into her ear and said, "Fucking clueless whiteboi." It was Q. The man might not speak much, but when he did, he hit the nail on the head.
Her husband safely out of sight, Stacy turned to the Black men and said, "I think we should head inside to celebrate." The men were happy to comply.
Inside, Stacy looked at each of the men in turn and said, "Please take a seat."
The men glanced at each other with smirks and then did as Stacy requested. A rare moment of her taking charge.
She stood before them, slowly pacing and said, "First, I need to thank each of you for helping me discover myself. I had no idea about this side of me, but you did. And you helped the real me come out." She paused, to bite her lip before continuing, "There is no going back to the way I was. Not a chance. It may mean the end of my marriage and I don't care. Or maybe Roadhead will come around to serve a purpose." She giggled and said, "You all saw how he was reacting. That little white pecker of his was hard! And I suppose you expected that too and that's why you invited him."
The men laughed as she said this.
She went on, "But I imagine he's coming back to his senses around now so unfortunately, I can't stay too long. We can't have him stumbling back in the door and ruining our fun." She giggled again as she said, There'll be time for that in the future."
She took a dramatic pause and said, "But it wouldn't be right for me to leave you niggas with those hard cocks today, would it?" She tugged the nearly invisible strings of her bikini and it quickly fell to floor.
The men responded in unison, "Fuck yea."
Stacy giggled and went to her knees and looked at Dray, "You started me on this journey. How about if you get that Black cock back inside me while I suck these other three off? You niggas can send me home corrupted today just like you sent me home from our trip."
Nobody needed any further invitation. The moment she went to her knees they were pulling their cocks free from their bathing suits.
Stacy watched as Dray moved into position behind her. She watched him line up his cock with her wet seam and then she looked up into his eyes, "Slide it in me, baby. I've waited too long to feel you again."
Dray didn't make her wait any longer. He slowly pushed forward and felt her wet pussy pulling him in. "Fuck yea, girl. Just like I remembered. Can't keep wasting pussy like this on whiteboys, can we?"
Stacy couldn't speak and began to shake her head no. And then she felt a cock slapping her on the cheek. It was Darrell. He wanted his cock sucked.
And she wanted to suck it. As well as Mr. Jackson's and Q's. She gave Darrell's cock a wet kiss and then sucked him into her mouth. She got him wet and then transferred to Mr. Jackson and then on to Q. Stacy then began to take each cock deeper, eventually gagging on Darrell's shaft as she pushed him into her throat.
This entire time, Dray set a steady drumbeat fucking her as she worked the other three cocks with her mouth and throat. He let her find her groove as he reacquainted himself with her pussy.
Stacy worked them intensely. She would occasionally pause when an orgasm washed over her body, but their cocks never strayed far from her mouth. Strings of saliva and pre-cum held the connection and only broke when her climax peaked.
Her skill, her spectacular body, and the sexual intensity of earlier events left the men ready to nut. Stacy pushed them to the limit and happily swallowed the three of them before turning to smile at Dray once again. She held his gaze as he fucked his load into her.
As she was getting ready to leave, she habitually checked her phone. She giggled as she saw she missed two calls and two texts from Roadhead. His first text read that he was feeling better and was considering coming back. The second, sent about 10 minutes later, said, "Never mind. I don't have keys to your car. When are you coming home?" His two calls were in succession just a few minutes earlier. Probably as Dray was pumping his nut inside her.
She read the texts to her lovers and giggled as she read her reply aloud, "I guess I missed your texts. This bikini leaves nowhere to hold my phone. But I'm leaving now." She clicked send and said to the men, "The future is going to be very interesting, isn't it? I'm looking forward to it."



        