
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Football Widows:

A Tale of Cuckolds, Hotwives and Interracial
Sex

By Dawn O’Rourke

Copyright 2013 Dawn O’Rourke

Published by Dawn O’Rourke at
Smashwords


Table of Contents

Week
1

Week 2

Week 3

Week 4

Week 5

Week 6

Week 7

Week 8

Week 9

Week 10

Week 11

Week 12

Week 13

Week 14

Week 15

Week 16


Exert from Week 11

As the girls disrobed the two ebony gods
enjoyed the show as the ladies made a point of teasing them. They
bent over slowly with their ass’s facing them as they removed their
panties, giving the boys an awesome view of their sexy asses and
peeks at their nicely manicured cunts. Both men gave some cat calls
to praise the Hotwives as they stepped into the tub, each holding
Damien’s hand for balance. Heather fell into Terrell’s lap and
Sheri wasted no time snuggling up to Damien. Both men,
accommodating these horny housewives, were massaging their breasts
and inner thighs. The foursome held up this routine for a little
bit as they emptied several bottles of merlot.

As Terrell stood up to get more wine his
thick black cock stood at full attention. Sheri admired his manhood
stating, “Forget diamonds, that’s a girl’s best friend.” Terrell,
amused, began to grill Sheri about her experiences, as she had
given all the signs of being a real sexpot. He asked her about her
experiences, threesomes, anal play, sex toys, all of which she’d
tried, until he asked if she’d had sex with a woman. That was the
only thing, it seemed, Sheri hadn’t tried, yet… This stirred up the
boys, Terrell and Damien started prodding the two ladies into some
girl on girl action. Sheri, being an arrogant slut, was ready for
anything, but Heather was a bit flustered as she did not have the
sexual experience Sheri did and was not prepared at all for this.
Heather found Sheri very attractive, even at thirty-nine, as she
kept her slender body in shape, but she’d never even considered
having sex with her.

Heather noticed Sheri vigorously rubbing
Damien’s cock as he roughly massaged her perky breasts. Terrell
started to feel frisky as well and pulled Heather into his embrace
as he deeply kissed the curvy blonde. Before long both couples were
hot and heavy, kissing, rubbing and sucking.

“Damn, girl, check this out!” Sheri stated,
holding Damien’s cock in her hand. It was just as thick as
Terrell’s, possibly even longer, Heather guessed ten inches, but
she could not be certain. Sheri wasted little time and turned her
attention towards Damien’s throbbing cock. Damien perched on the
side of the tub as Sheri bobbed her head up and down on that dick,
stroking his shaft all the while. Heather, now sitting on Terrell’s
lap, watched the scene as she felt his cock rub against her pussy
and ass as he continued to rub her large tits. Heather could not
help but think Sheri was a fucking pro. Heather had really
struggled to go down on Terrell and Sheri looked like a chick from
a porn flick. She was a bit jealous of her friend’s “skills.” With
each bob Sheri seemed to take more and more of Damien’s gargantuan
dick down her throat and Damien had his head rolled back gripping
her head and was one step from skull fucking the talented red
head.

Terrell had seen enough, “Damn, honey, your
friend is a fucking pro. But, I bet you can do just as well.” With
that he embraced Heather in a deep kiss and moved to the ledge of
the hot tub with his nine inch cock standing proud. Heather knew
she was no competition for Sheri and her bottomless throat, but she
figured she could do better than last week. Heather began to stroke
Terrell’s cock and began to kiss the tip and shaft. After a minute
or so of this she began to lick it up and down like a lollipop.
Heather did her best to mimic Sheri as she bobbed up and down on
Terrell’s chocolate cock. At first she was only able to get the tip
and a little more, but she found that if she relaxed her throat
some she was able to take more of his cock into her mouth, even so,
there was no fitting more than half in, he was just so long! As
Heather picked up the pace, Damien and Sheri were already mixing it
up.

Damien grabbed one of the bottles of
silicone lubricant near him and applied it to the red head’s wet
pussy. The silicone based lube was perfect for the water as it is
very water resistant and does not wash away quickly. With her
throbbing pussy all slicked up she straddled Damien’s cock while
they sat in the tub. She kneeled on top of him positioning herself.
Despite her sexual prowess, Sheri was by no means acclimated to his
huge ten inch black cock. Her toys were good sized, but not ten
inches and super thick. The guys she did fuck in Mexico on her last
vacation seemed like children compared to this monster. It had been
a decade or more since she’d had a cock even close to this
magnitude and she was excited and extremely horny.

As she slowly worked his fat black cock into
her needy pussy she gasped and moaned every time she slid back down
on it. After a while the svelte red head had absorbed almost all of
that thick dark cock and the feeling was like a forgotten drug. She
couldn’t remember feeling this much pleasure for any cock ever. She
was now riding his dick hungrily as Damien squeezed her pale white
ass cheeks. The moaning and splashing distracted Heather and she
stopped sucking off Terrell and turned to see her friend getting
impaled on Damien’s Big Black Cock. The sight made Heather even
hornier as she became saturated with anticipation; she still had
Terrell’s member in her hand and stroked him absentmindedly. She
continued to watch her friend ride Damien as he massaged Sheri’s
apple sized tits and squeezed her pointy wine colored nipples.

Terrell grinned and leaned around, embracing
Heather again and pulling her back toward him. He moved his hand to
her wet pussy and began to gently fondle her clit. It didn’t take
much of this to drive Heather mad with lust. Sensing her desire,
Terrell grabbed his own bottle of lubricant and applied it
liberally to the blonde’s pretty and tight cunt. He spun Heather
around so she could ride him reverse cowgirl. Heather enjoyed this
because it allowed her to eye her friend getting fucked from just
several feet away. Heather positioned the tip of his cock near her
pussy lips and began to gently glide down on to him. She had to
start slowly, as she was still not quite use to the girth or
length, but she was so wet and ready that it didn’t take long to
get acclimated again.

Pleasure rippled throughout her body as she
focused on working his black member into her aching cunt. She
quickly picked up pace and was soon riding Terrell like a pro.
Terrell’s hands were on her firm white ass, pushing her and pulling
her deeper onto his rock hard cock. Heather was in a state of
euphoria when Sheri’s moaning became more intense. Sheri was now
riding her lover’s cock, pounding and slamming her body into his.
“Fuck me! Deeper! Fuck! Fuck! Yeah!” the red head screamed,
oblivious to her surroundings. Damien was ready to erupt.

“You like that black cock baby?” He purred
into her ear.

“I love it! Harder! Give me that black
cock!” Sheri demanded. This went on for several minutes and Heather
had even slowed her own pace to take it in. Then abruptly, Sheri
was shuddering with a massive orgasm as her hips shook and her legs
tensed up around his enormous cock. Damien, now with a big grin,
began to really focus on his own needs. He was controlling the red
head’s limp body, forcing her up and down, each stroke exacerbating
her own orgasm.

“You want my cum, baby?” Damien asked.

“Give me that cum. Give it to me,” Sheri
replied. She regained some focus and quickened her pace. Heather
was impressed, Sheri was truly an athlete. She had been riding that
dick for a while now with no break. As she moved faster and in
rhythm, Damien moaned and finally released.

“Ahhh,” he sighed, as his black cock
twitched and he filled the married housewife with a massive amount
of his sticky hot cum. His cock twitched deep inside Sheri’s body
and her own pleasure was amped up, it appeared she was in the midst
of yet another orgasm. This all made Heather very excited and she
picked up her own pace as she rode Terrell with even more
enthusiasm. She was now leaning back against his body resting and
enjoying the sensation while Terrell continued to pound her little
blonde pussy and she rubbed her own clit. He was going at a much
more rapid pace than Heather had set and the pleasure juices were
flowing strong and wet.

With her eyes closed and body relaxed
against Terrell’s chest, what happened next surprised her. Both of
her breasts were now being massaged. When she opened her eyes it
was Sheri standing right in front of her with that devilish look
Heather knew so well. But it felt nice, and once Heather gave her a
smile of concession Sheri began to suck and continue to rub on
Heather’s full D cups. As Sheri teased Heather’s nipples, Terrell,
even more aroused, picked up the pace. Heather was blissfully
enjoying all of the extra attention. One of Sheri’s hands migrated
to Heather’s clit and she rubbed fast while still sucking on one of
her huge soft tits. Heather, fully overwhelmed, finally climaxed
with a quaking orgasm and fell limply onto Terrell’s still hard
shaft. He wasn’t done and continued to work her over through her
orgasm. After she recovered she greedily and quickly slammed her
juicy cunt up and down on his thick hard cock, savoring the post
orgasmic tremors and sensations as she encouraged Terrell, who was
well on the verge of his own eruption.

Sheri, never one to be out of the action,
fondled Terrell’s balls until he was finally overcome and flooded
Heather’s hot snatch with his gooey thick jazz, Heather doubled
over with a G spot climax of her own and the couple melted into
each other in pleasure as they recovered from the intense fuck.
After several minutes of recovery the foursome sat up on the ledge
of the hot tub, each rehydrating with bottles of water. Cum still
slowly trickled out of the girls and down their thighs as the group
smiled and laughed together. Heather randomly thought about the
massive amount of cum she’d just been shot full of and finally
considered the possibility of getting pregnant with these illicit
activities, but she knew her cycle well and was pretty sure it was
a safe day to have unprotected sex. But, then again, you never
knew. Sheri, who never wanted children of her own, had undergone an
oblation a few years back, which not only rendered her infertile,
but also freed her of her monthly annoyances.

In reflection, Terrell joked with Sheri,
“Hot girl on girl action… another check off of your extensive list,
yeah?”

Sheri shook her head, “Not yet… I gave
another girl pleasure, but I have not gotten any myself, so nope,
until I climax from girl on girl action I can’t check it off the
list.”

All eyes went to Heather, who felt like she
had just been fingered out of a police lineup. “What? You want me
to eat your pussy right now? We just had sex!” Sheri stared her
down as Heather gave her a dumbfounded, wide eyed, questioning
expression. Sheri winked and spread her legs further up on the hot
tub deck. With both guys cheering her on, Heather crawled from
Terrell’s lap over to Sheri’s widely spread legs and well fucked,
cum filled, pussy.

Heather leaned forward and licked some cum
off of Sheri’s thigh, which got the boys excited all over again. As
they urged her on, Heather began to tongue Sheri’s clit, but Sheri
pushed her head back, making her pause. Heather looked up at her,
“you know,” Sheri said, “the check off is for girl on girl sex… not
just you tipping my velvet. We’ll eat each other out,” Sheri
scooted back onto the shallow patio bordering the hot tub and lay
back as Heather straddled her face and lowered herself onto her
knees, face-down into Sheri’s sticky cooch and lapped at her inner
thighs.

Sheri got started first, lifting her head
into her friends cum soaked cunt as she licked at a salty mingling
of Heather and Terrell’s cum. After a spike of pleasure and new
arousal, Heather nuzzled her tongue into Sheri’s gooey snapper,
still fresh with Damien’s cum and began to lick, and awkwardly suck
on, her stretched out pussy and tiny clit. Although both girls were
amateurs, emulating what they, themselves, would have wanted, they
learned quickly. Within a matter of minutes the voluptuous and firm
bodied housewives had each other moaning and bucking their hips
rhythmically. There wasn’t a trace of cum left on either woman and
they were, again, soaking wet as the sixty-nine went on. Soon Sheri
was overcome and rocking an orgasm, not as volcanic as the previous
from Damien, but still good. She enjoyed it as she focused on
pleasuring Heather. It didn’t take long, Heather, literally
kneeling on her friends face, doubled over as her friend sucked on
her clit, her own orgasm overtaking her, in fact, it was all she
could do to not smother her friend below. Terrell reached out and
gave Damien a fist pump, it was hard to imagine a much better
afternoon for the two bachelors.


 Week 1

When you consider what a typical person
might think a “perfect couple” entails they’d probably envision a
breadwinner, of course, plenty of money to play with and a hot wife
at home, keeping the house and kids in check. The main players in
our story, Brent and Heather, were at one time the stereotypical
“perfect” couple. Like many other households, Brent was the
patriarch of the family. He brought home a decent paycheck and was
the champion of his house. He ruled the roost. Brent, being thirty
seven, no longer lived for parties or drank excessively, nor was he
abusive at home. He negotiated with Heather here and there, but,
for the most part, gave in and she pretty much had everything she
wanted, unless what she wanted was Brent’s time and it was a
certain time of year. Heather knew that once the leaves had started
to turn, when the cooler wind pushed out the sultry air of summer,
things changed at their house. Like many other women, Heather knew
that come Fall everything in their lives would revolve around the
one bane of her existence… football. Ever since the inception of
their relationship she knew that every Sunday during NFL Football
season Brent was, effectively, a bachelor. Everything changed… he
would sleep ridiculously late, roll out of bed and into the office
to either wager money or manage his fantasy football team for about
an hour before he scrambled out of the house and to the Sports Bar
with his friends. He often left the house looking unkempt, unclean
and, occasionally, still wearing his house slippers.

Heather stayed home, tending to the house
and their twin daughters needs. As she cooked, while the girls
fought, and she cleaned, while they argued over which show to
watch, she could not help but resent that Brent was still tucked
away in their bedroom unconscious to the world. She could not
fathom how anyone could sleep through all the commotion going on
just outside the bedroom door, except maybe that he’d come to bed
so very late… in fact, he’d been coming to bed later and later
every night now for weeks. She wasn’t sure how late, as she was
often fast asleep, worn out from long days with twins. Several
times she’d been lightly woken and glanced at the clock to see wee
morning hours blazing back at her.

Finally, Brent emerged from the bedroom
dressed haphazardly in a baggy pair of khaki shorts, which had a
stain down one side, and a Minnesota Vikings Jersey paying homage
to his favorite player, Adrian Peterson. Brent’s thinning hair was
a total wreck and he grabbed a hat to cover it. At thirty seven,
Brent was still quite attractive, but his tall skinny frame and
thinning hair were not overly sexy and when he presented himself
unwashed and disheveled it just further irked Heather. Mostly,
Heather could not grasp the sad fact that her husband had such a
man crush on another adult male that he would wear his jersey in
public. It seemed very juvenile the way he carried himself
regarding this sport, like geeky tweens in their dungeons and
dragons phase. Though, she was pretty certain, most of them had
grown out of that.

Brent, true to form, bumbled over to the
computer and immediately became transfixed by the web as he clicked
on injury reports, read weather updates for games and poured over
countless other trivial bits of information for the next hour or so
(all the while ignoring Heather and the twins). Then, like
clockwork, it was a quarter after eleven and he was telling the
girls to be good for mommy as he gave Heather a quick peck on the
cheek and told her, “Don’t worry about dinner for me, the later
games don’t get over until close to seven.” Heather gave him a wry
grin, as if she did not know his routine after fifteen years of
marriage.

No sooner than the door slammed behind Brent
the twins were crying and fighting over who got to go next on the
Wii. If this were only for one day Heather could cope, but she knew
better… in fact, she knew that for the next twenty weeks she was
essentially a football widow. Twenty full Sundays where she was
expected to tend to the kids whims, alone, which sucked after doing
so for the whole week, keep the house clean and be essentially
anchored to the home, all while Brent drank a few beers, ordered
what he liked, laughed with his friends and snuck as many
cigarettes as he wanted to.

During the first few football seasons
after having the twins she had found ways to make do and had tried
to be innovative, but with the cold and prohibitive nature of Fall,
and especially Winter, finding entertainment outside of the house
became less of an option. The first year the girls were in a
stroller, but once they were mobile keeping tabs on them was
exceedingly difficult and more of a headache than it was worth,
especially while shopping. More than once the supermarket had to
page one girl or another and help Heather look after one after they
had taken off running (usually to hide in a rack of clothing). It
was exhausting. But mostly Heather was jealous. Where was
her time with her girlfriends? Why didn’t she get to go get a
massage and a facial at the spa and then do some shopping followed
by a good meal? A good meal out, cooked and cleaned up by
someone else… And this wasn’t just
one weekend it was twenty! That is almost half of a year! Brent
suggested she go out with her girlfriends and have play dates and
lunch, but a play date at the park and lunch with a group of
demanding kids is not quite the same as having a whole selfish day
to yourself. Brent hardly knew what it was like having the kids all
day. He thought it was easy, being a stay at home mom, but while it
was everything Heather thought she wanted, well… there was
something missing. This was much harder than she could have
imagined. At the end of the day she was emotionally and physically
drained.

Inundated with these many thoughts and the
constant arguing, whining and tattling of her young girls, Heather
plopped herself onto her plush bed and seethed, fully aware that
this was just the start to another agonizing season of being a
Football Widow.


 Week 2

As the twins drug Heather out of bed, just
after dawn, to make them breakfast she could already feel her
disdain for her husband and his stupid football regime rise.
Heather was a light sleeper and once woken she could rarely go back
to bed and get any quality sleep. After feeding the girls and
finding them their favorite Disney film Heather lay back into bed,
but Brent’s light snoring was all that was needed to keep her from
falling back into even a poor slumber. After thirty minutes of
snoring and Brent’s hot nostril air, Heather finally had enough and
got up begrudgingly to meet the day. The girls were still occupied
so Heather decided to check facebook and her email account.

As she got comfortable and picked up the
mouse to navigate, she noticed it was shiny, slick and greasy.
Heather was no prude and she immediately knew that Brent had been
jerking off to porn again and had failed to clean up the computer.
“Selfish Pervert!” she thought, “why in the hell wouldn’t he at
least try to get laid by me before jerking off to shitty online
porn?” At thirty five Heather was still a head turner, her sun
bleached blond hair brought out her icy blue eyes and accentuated
the deep natural tan she had acquired from a summer of swimming
with the kids every day. At five feet and six inches, and weighing
only a hundred and forty pounds, everything was in the right spot,
mostly her plump ass and her well proportioned thirty-six D tits.
She was obviously aging significantly better than her balding and
graying husband. In fact she looked arguably better now than when
they were married so many years ago. Heather grabbed a tissue and
wiped clean whatever goo Brent had left on the mouse the night
before and began to click away in the vast land of the internet. It
wasn’t fifteen minutes before the girls’ show ended and they began
to bicker about what to watch next. Heather, of course, had to
intervene and make peace.

Over the next couple of hours Heather filled
her time with mindless house work and playing referee. Brent
eventually strolled out of the bedroom, again in his saggy Adrian
Peterson Jersey, and took his throne in front of the computer in
order to manage whatever mindless banter he so reverently seemed to
care about. Without even a hug or kiss Brent made his way to the
door and shouted out, “see you later!” Her man had said less than
ten words to her the entire morning before bolting out the door, he
hadn’t even kissed the girls’ goodbye.

Heather was not sure how she had endured all
the years of being a football widow, but for some reason the start
to this season was really starting to irk her. Perhaps some of it
was simply bad timing, as her own social life was a bit stale, her
best friend and mommy buddy had moved a few months ago. Perhaps it
was that they were not as strong of a couple as they were several
years ago. In the end it really did not matter. Finally her
festering frustration was about to boil over and there was no
resolution in sight as the football season had only just begun.

In the early afternoon Heather got a
text from her friend Sheri. Sheri was a real go getter. At thirty
nine she really kept up her body, walking and running almost every
day. She was a tall leggy fiery red head who was very strong willed
and was definitely the matriarch in her marriage. Sheri had
suggested they go get dinner and drinks tonight. Heather sighed,
she really wanted to go, but
was not sure when Brent would be home. Heather texted back that she
wanted to join her, but would have to check with Brent
first.

Waiting anxiously for Brent’s reply, the
minutes ticked by slowly. After half an hour Heather called Brent,
but he didn’t answer. Heather was now officially pissed. It was at
that moment one of the twins wandered in crying, “She hit me.” It
took almost every ounce of Heather’s strength to keep from
snapping. “Just go to your rooms!” Heather shouted through the
house as she stormed into her own bedroom to collect herself.

Over the next several hours Heather tried
calling and texting Brent no less than half a dozen times. Each
time she did, to no reply, her anger escalated even more. Finally
Sheri texted Heather, “What’s up, sister?” At this point Heather
was pissed and she texted back, “Still haven’t talked to Brent,
phone must be off. Rain check? Maybe next wknd.”

Heather was clearing the dinner table when
her phone finally rang just before seven o’clock. “Hey, honey, is
everything ok?” Brent said.

“Did you forget your phone or what? I
have been trying to get a hold of you all
damn day!” Heather retorted.

“Geez, sorry, I left it in the car. What’s
up?” Brent asked, indifferent.

Heather was incensed by his arrogance.
“Absolutely nothing, now. Thanks.” Heather spat and hung up before
Brent could voice another thought.

Brent confronted Heather as soon as he
walked into the house, “what the hell was that about?” he asked,
oblivious.

“Like I said, nothing now,” Heather blazed,
“you wouldn’t have known if the house burned down or if I needed
you to get something on the way home. What if we had to go to the
emergency room? Is it really too much to ask that you keep your
phone with you when you are gone on your stupid all day man
dates?”

“I’m sorry, seriously, it was an innocent
mistake,” Brent replied, surprised by how upset his wife
seemed.

Heather just shook her head and looked away,
returning to cleaning the mess from dinner. “Only eighteen more
weeks of being a football widow,” Heather thought to herself… “what
fun.”
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Another Sunday morning arrived and the day
continued as though scripted. Brent, of course, was still in bed
and Heather was tending to the twins every whim with her blood
boiling ever hotter. Fortunately for Heather, the twins were going
over to a friend’s house for a play date that afternoon. She was
counting the minutes, thoroughly looking forward to some alone
time.

On cue, Brent stumbled out of bed dressed as
a slob and dorked around on the computer for half an hour before
giving Heather and the girls a token “good bye” hug. He was
completely oblivious to, or unconcerned by, the cold shoulder
Heather gave him. Unwashed and unshaven, he tossed on a baseball
cap and headed out the door.

Heather had the girls ready to go to their
play date around noon, regardless of the fact that it wasn’t
scheduled for several more hours. She was prisoner to the clock for
what seemed like forever before running them across town for a
short two hour reprieve.

Driving home, she really had no plan for how
to spend those several glorious hours sans kids. She had spent all
morning excited about the reprieve, but hadn’t considered how she
would fill the void. Granted there would always be something to do…
laundry, cleaning, etc… but this was her time. Those things would
not suffice.

Heather decided she would do what every
person without a real plan does to fill a void. She sat at the
computer to cruise the internet. No sooner had she started typing
the sticky keys reminded her of her absent husband. This was
getting to be a more and more frequent occurrence. She trembled at
the thought of Brent sitting at the computer with his pants half
way down, stroking his little four inch cock. She was completely
baffled. Why would he consistently jerk off instead of coming to
bed with her? Did she just not turn him on anymore? She couldn’t
make sense of it, so she shrugged it off, after all men were
typically perverted and sketchy, and continued on to facebook and
to catch up on email.

Soon she was completely updated on all of
her friends, their kids, their pets and their in-laws and decided
she would catch up on her favorite cooking website. She started to
type “cooking” in the browser, but inadvertently typed the letters
“cu” into the bar. Automatically, her web browser filled in the
website “cuckolds.com.” Heather was actually oblivious to what a
cuckold even was and therefore her curiosity of cooking was
diminished, for just a moment, and she clicked to go to the site.
Not surprisingly, what appeared to be a typical looking porn site
was laid out in front of her. Heather was by no means a prude, but
she certainly wasn’t expecting to find this. Crazy titles started
appearing, such as, “Sandi’s hubby cannot take care of her needs,”
and “Cindy prefers Big Black Cock to her husband’s little dick.”
She was dumbfounded…. She had assumed that Brent was jacking off to
some porn starlets having lesbian sex, maybe even getting gang
banged, but being demeaned by your wife? Why would he ever look at
this?

Heather attempted to blow it off. After all,
the internet is a bitch. She had been responsible for several
viruses on the computer herself. This was probably just some wrong
click Brent had made. Why would a guy want to share his wife with
another man? There’s nothing in it for him. Especially Brent, he
was so self-centered. Heather continued to recipecollections.com
and read up on several quiche recipes, but still, Heather could
still not get the whole cuckold website out of her mind. Sharing
your wife… could Brent really be turned on by such a thing? Without
even knowing it Heather’s hand had migrated to her pussy and she
considered checking into more of Brent’s browsing history. But, at
that moment, she looked at the clock on the computer and realized
she was supposed to get the girls in ten minutes. “Damn it!”
Heather blurted out as she took her hand off her now wet cunt. How
had she already wasted two hours with random internet browsing? It
didn’t matter now… she sat up, gathering her things, and charged
out the door to grab the twins, effectively ending her moment of
peace.


 Week 4

Heather finally succumbed to her nagging
curiosity over Brent’s browser history. She couldn’t fathom that
the site she found was valid, but had to know. Was he curled up at
night watching this and jerking off to this filthy porn instead of
satiating her own needs? She began to check the browser history on
a daily basis in order to find out what exactly he was watching.
Much to her disappointment the browsing history was clean, not a
single porn site was visited. In fact, she realized, few to no
websites were showing up on it. The little perv was cleaning out
the browsing history and doing the same with the auto complete
history! It would appear that last Sunday he had simply forgotten
and she’d run across the incriminating evidence by pure chance.

Heather, however, was determined… that slip
up of Brent’s had set this in motion… she was going to find out
what her man was snooping on the internet and, to be perfectly
clear, the fact that he was wiping the history clean just stoked
her curiosity. Heather had found some programs online that she
could download in order to track the browsing histories, but she
was always leery about installing new programs. Not computer savvy,
she’d been burned before with viruses and her hub was great with
the new technology. As soon as she downloaded a program, he’d know
it. But suddenly she came up with an alternative plan, just about
every Saturday night, she was convinced he sat by the computer and
jerked off (as evidenced by the sticky keyboard/mouse Sunday
mornings). She decided she would pretend to go to sleep and, when
she suspected he was up to his alone time, she would enter the
room, thereby getting not only a glimpse of what he was looking at,
but the ability to get back to the computer before he did,
therefore preventing him from clearing out the browser history.

When Saturday evening rolled around she
started her plan early by complaining at dinner that she was tired
and did not feel well. Around ten o’clock she came and kissed Brent
goodnight and went to the bedroom and turned off the lights.
Heather then flipped on her Kindle and read for a while, convincing
Brent that she was in bed, asleep. Timing was everything. She
wasn’t certain as when to surprise Brent, but she guessed about
another hour and a half would be close to the ideal time as he came
to bed so late.

Heather crept across the room and quietly
opened the door. Like a thief, she tiptoed softly down the hall.
She could already see the eerie glow of the computer monitor in the
dark office. She stealthily made her way down the hall, faintly
beginning to hear some tell-tale sounds coming from the office.
There was no doubt at this point… the disgusting perv was watching
porn. She could easily make out the moaning and skin slapping
emanating from the crude cinematography he was watching.

She was now at the door to the office,
and she paused… she realized that she was pretty nervous. Did she
really want to find out his porn fetish? What if it was
something really off the
wall, like amputee sex or what if he was watching illicit porn with
illegal teens… the thought would creep her out so drastically she
may never be able to sleep with him, her husband, again! Yet, she
was obsessed with finding out, and finally her curiosity got the
better of her. She finally mustered the courage, shoved the door
open and blurted out “Honey, I can’t sleep, can you come rub my
back?”

In the single second Heather was in the room
she could clearly see a black man on screen fucking a big booty
blonde chick doggy style. She also witnessed Brent demonstrate the
absolute most dexterity he had ever shown her by closing the
browsing window while almost simultaneously pulling up his pants in
nearly the same motion.

“Umm, yeah, I’ll be there in just a minute,”
Brent stuttered.

Heather was not about to let him clear out
the computers history, though. She sidled up behind him and started
rubbing his back. “Come on honey,” Heather purred, applying a
little too much pressure, “it’s late and I could really use a rub
down now.”

Brent, playing the part of good hubby, got
up from the computer and followed Heather to the bedroom. Heather
slipped off her short silky white robe, exposing her bare ass to
Brent and lay down on the bed. Brent climbed onto the bed, kneeling
over her and began to rub his sexy wife’s creamy smooth back. As he
worked his way down towards her lower back Heather spoke up, “My
butt is kind of sore from the bike at the gym, do you mind rubbing
it as well?” Brent, still horny as hell, gladly complied and began
to rub his wife’s curvy taught ass. To encourage Brent, Heather let
out a soft moan anytime Brent’s clumsy hands got near her pussy or
brushed her tiny tight asshole.

Brent was no dummy, he could sense Heather
was looking for some action tonight, which was pretty
uncharacteristic, but as horny as he was he really did not care
why. As he became emboldened he began to play with her pussy a bit.
Heather moaned with even more authority. She rolled over, spreading
her legs, and pulled Brent to her embracing him. She reached down
and began to play with his small, but fully erect cock. Heather
proceeded to put on what possibly might have been her greatest
acting job ever, pretending that Brent was some brazing buck,
instead of her hairy unwashed husband, sticky with jack off lube,
and fucked his brains out. The best part for Heather was that Brent
was already extremely horny from the porn and in less than five
minutes she had his little dick erupting into her pussy. Completely
unfulfilled, Heather then demanded Brent hold her so that they
could go to bed.

Heather, now determined, stayed awake until
Brent, who slept like a rock, was asleep. She was confident that
once he was asleep she would have no problem sneaking out of bed
and snooping on the computer. Predictably, Brent fell asleep in
about fifteen minutes. Heather freed herself from his heavy arms,
put on her robe and went back to the office.

Heather was no computer whiz, but was more
than competent. She began her search on the computer. First, she
re-opened all the browsing windows, just as Brent had them before
he so hurriedly closed them. Heather muted the volume, just in
case. What appeared on the computer next managed to surprise
Heather in spite of her discovery last weekend.
Cumeatingcuckolds.com was the site he was so clearly enjoying. And
to her further surprise she was being prompted to enter her
username and password. Fortunately for Heather the boxes were
already filled in with Brent’s saved login information. She knew
that this had to be a pay site. So, not only was Brent a pervert,
he was a pervert paying for his obscene fetishes.

Heather wanted, no needed, to see more. This
was so far outside her realm of reality. The site was saturated
with couples and handsome young studs. These well muscled studs
were fucking wives in front of their emasculated husbands. Most of
the Bulls were Black Men in the video previews. After clicking
around for a couple of minutes Heather decided she had to, at
least, watch a video or two… for informational purposes, she told
herself. She found one of a cute young blonde wife getting it on
with her Black Bull (as the site referred to him). As the video
started to load, Heather noticed that Brent, in his haste, had left
a bottle of silicone lubricant on the desk. The video started
slowly with the couple sitting on the bed. The lonely wife was in
need of good loving, but her selfish husband rebuffed her and left
for work. As soon as he leaves she gets on the phone and calls up
her “Black Bull.” The scene cuts to the wife answering the door,
embracing her Bull and taking him over to the couch where she
begins to eagerly suck his bulging nine inch cock. Heather could
not help herself; she grabbed the lubricant and applied some to her
finger tips. Pulling open her robe and she began to massage her
throbbing clit. She watched the woman work over this gargantuan
shaft, until the woman’s door opens and the husband barges in,
shocked to see his young wife’s lips wrapped around her Bull’s big
black cock. The wife lashes out at the angry husband, telling him
how worthless a lover he is. Then goes on to say that he is a
failure as her lover and that he can either leave and be done with
their marriage or he can stay and watch her pleasure her “new sex
partner.” The husband objects, but agrees to stay because he loves
her.

By this point, Heather was really beginning
to work over her own clit. Before long the young blonde had mounted
her black bull and was exuberantly riding his cock… all the while
making her husband her bitch by making him rub her feet and perform
various acts of submission. Heather had lost herself, she was no
longer snooping around at Brent’s porn habits she was engrossed in
her own erotic world. The blonde got fucked in various positions,
but she ultimately ended up riding her black stud reverse cow girl.
It was then that she made her pathetic husband, who was now naked,
wear her lacy panties and lick her clit while she vigorously rode
the hard black cock. This sent Heather over the edge, she rubbed
herself fast and her pussy began to really twitch as a really deep
orgasm took hold of her. She gushed all over her hand, satisfied in
a way she hadn’t been in quite a while.

Heather began to sober up and remembered why
she was there… she resumed her snooping mission. She clicked
through the video, ultimately getting near the end. She watched as
the black stud dumped his gooey cream load of cum all over her well
fucked wide open pussy. She then demanded that her husband come
over and clean her up. The website name was true to the video as
the husband began to lap up the still hot cum from all over her
pussy and inner thighs; all while being taunted by the wife. As hot
as the clip had been, Heather was shaking her head. How long had
Brent been turned on by this? Why would he be turned on by a
cheating wife who forced her husband to not only be submissive, but
wholly degraded? It made no sense to Heather. She would freak out
and probably seek a divorce if Brent was to ever cheat on her.

After clicking off cumeatingcuckolds.com she
proceeded to look at the other websites Brent had visited.
CuckoldPlace.com and darkwanderer.net were the other two that were
open. Both sites were cuckold oriented.

Heather was dumbfounded and bewildered, but
it was late and after her fantastic orgasm she felt satisfied and a
bit tired. So Heather crept back to her bed, with the mentally
ingrained image of that degraded husband licking his wife’s clit as
she rode on another man’s big black cock.

When Sunday morning came Heather knew what
was in store for the day, but she had a brief change of plans for
her lazy self-involved husband. Heather let him have his morning
sleep, which she was still jealous of, but as he was deep into his
man business on the computer Heather dropped a mini bomb on
him.

“Honey, I’m gonna need you home to watch the
girls by five-thirty today. Sheri and I are going to go for dinner
and drinks.” Brent broke his trance with the computer and turned to
Heather to object. Before Brent could utter a word Heather said
sheepishly “You know, like you suggested, get out of the house
some… go out with my friends from time to time.”

Brent knew there was nothing he could really
say at this point. Those were his words and he knew he would start
a squabble if he objected. So with a sigh he begrudgingly agreed to
get home to watch the twins.

Heather had another typical Sunday with the
girls at home. It was not like she dreaded time with the girls; it
was more the fact that she never had the same kind of reprieve that
Brent got to enjoy so frequently. Some of the reason she was so
easily upset was straight up jealousy. She wanted to have time to
herself, too… even if she wasn’t as close to her girlfriends as
Brent was to his. Their group had been getting together for years
and shared a camaraderie that was more like a brotherhood. She’d be
happy to just have a spa day and a few margaritas with a friend who
didn’t talk about football or computers.

Brent arrived at five-thirty-five. Heather
had started to have her doubts when he pulled into the drive. She
was out the door before he could even get out of his car. “Later,
honey!” was all Heather said. Without even making eye contact with
Brent, Heather sped off to the Bistro.

The ladies were meeting at the Pink Cactus,
a quaint local joint with a very light menu and an eclectic
atmosphere riddled with antiques and cool memorabilia. The place
really catered to the ladies. They got a seat on the patio, as it
was still nice outside, and ordered some Sangrias. After about
three of them Heather was nicely buzzed. Unlike Heather, Sheri was
still a bit of a wild child. She wasn’t the raging twenty-something
version of herself who would party three nights of the week, always
keeping a change of clothes in her car just in case she shacked up
with some booty call, but she and her husband, Kurt, still got
after it quite a bit. It helped that they’d never had kids. Sheri
was telling Heather about her last vacation to Mexico. Mostly, it
sounded like a pretty typical Caribbean vacation. Sheri did
surprise Heather by telling her that they had gone to a nude beach.
Heather almost burst into laughter, “was Kurt naked?”

With a big grin Sheri laughed, “Bless his
heart, yes.” Kurt was a fun guy to be around, but was by no means a
sexy man. At only five feet nine inches and pushing two-fifty, he
was relatively obese.

With a mischievous look Heather asked, “So
what was it like? I’ll bet you had all kinds of guys ogling your
rock hard body?”

Sheri beaming with a bit of pride and
replied, “I am not going to lie honey, a lot of guys were checking
me out. Some were really
sexy. It made me horny almost the whole trip.”

After recounting some stories from the nude
beach, some good and some involving people she wished had not been
on the nude beach, Heather finally interjected, “so, how was Kurt
with the whole thing? You were taking pity on him earlier.”

Sheri shook her head a bit in thought before
finally replying, “You know, he was okay with it. He certainly was
not having as much fun as me… I was getting lots of attention from
a lot of different guys and girls. I think he was a bit self
conscious about his manhood and all.” Sheri and Heather were old
friends and, like most girlfriends over time, they had already
talked about their spouses members, at least in passing. Heather
then remembered that Kurt only had a four inch cock… which, under
that big beer belly, might have been hidden completely. This mental
imagery of cock immediately took Heather back to the last cock she
saw, which was a Big Black Cock on the computer.

Heather had now finished her fourth sangria
and was definitely drunk by any measure. She had not intended to
spill the beans about her recent discovery on the computer, but the
setting was ripe and she felt pretty open after Sheri’s beach
stories. “You know,” she found herself, blurting out, “I found
something a bit surprising to me the other day. Can you keep a
secret?”

Like most everyone asked if they could “keep
a secret” Sheri replied, “Of course, you know me!”

Heather then spilled all the beans about her
discovery on the internet and gave a pretty graphic account of what
she had found. Sheri listened in awe, eyes wide, mouth open, while
taking it all in. She finally spoke up, “that is kind of fucking
hot, don’t you think! I have no idea why that would turn him on,
but damn… what freedom that would be!” Sheri’s inner slut was out
in full form. “You know, while we were in Mexico, Kurt and I were
talking one evening after going to the beach about all the guys
that obviously wanted to fuck me.”

“What did Kurt think about it?” Heather
asked.

“You know he never really answered the
question of my fucking around, which I found odd. Not that he was
encouraging, but not once did he ever tell me hell no, or really
show much negative emotion to my being with another guy… he was
very stoic about it all. And, you know that joker… he almost always
has something to say,” Sheri confessed.

Heather now shaking her head and laughing
“Who the hell did we marry? Certainly not one of those studs that
were checking you out on the beach!”

Their conversations were soon redirected,
but they had both learned a thing or two about the other,
intriguing questions and “what ifs” to say the least. It was the
best Football Sunday Heather could remember having in the last five
years.
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As Heather woke to meet another Sunday she
felt optimistic. She was taking Brent up on his advice and had
already made plans to have Sheri over later that afternoon to drink
some wine and have some girl time. Heather would drop the girls off
before noon at her parents and come home in time to make a light
lunch and prepare for a lazy afternoon of sipping wine with
Sheri.

After coming home to an empty house, she
prepared some chicken salad sandwiches for lunch and uncorked a
nice Cabernet Sauvignon she had received for Christmas the previous
year.

Sheri arrived just before one o’clock and
greeted her with her typical beaming smile. Sheri always seemed to
dress sexy, even for totally casual events. While not overtly
sexual, her short form-fitting yoga shorts and tight tank tops left
little to the imagination and she filled them out nicely. Heather
had always fostered some attraction, or at least admiration, for
Sheri because she was always the big flirt and seemed to be having
fun no matter the time and place.

Heather remembered that she had confided in
Sheri about Brent’s strange porn collection and, at some level, she
had hoped that she had forgotten that part of the conversation as,
in her sober state, she was pretty embarrassed about her hubby’s
little secret.

The ladies ate lunch and promptly put away
the first bottle of wine. Heather reloaded their glasses with a
newer and less expensive bottle, as they relaxed and enjoyed this
lazy Sunday afternoon.

After making their way through all the
typical conversation points Sheri directed the conversation back to
sex, and some lingering questions she’d had since last week’s
startling revelations. “Did you find more of your husband’s porn
stash this week?” Sheri giggled, thoroughly interested.

Heather was buzzed, but far from shit faced,
and tried to down play it by shaking her head. She replied, “No, I
have not really had much time to snoop on him this week. I kind of
think it’s probably just a passing fad, you know. Next week he will
probably be into Asian women or Cheerleaders or something.”

Sheri, now with a smirk on her face, began
to shake her head, “you think so? You think that at thirty seven
he’s just stumbled into this cuckold fantasy as a passing fad?”
Sheri, now standing, knocked back the remaining wine in her glass
and boldly went into their wine cooler and grabbed another bottle.
She held it up for Heather to acknowledge it was okay to open and
Heather gave her a nod. Sheri continued, “It’s no big deal, I mean,
everyone has their own personal fetish of sorts… some guys like
feet, others may like younger barely legal girls or really big
women… at least his interests are no worse than those.”

Heather nodded in agreement, but asked, “So,
what is Kurt’s fetish, then?”

Sheri, laughing, said, “I don’t think he has
one at this point! In fact, I think that when he got clipped they
took all the testosterone out, too! I have to throw myself at the
fat fuck to even get laid! Typically, I just play with Brutus when
I feel needy.”

“Brutus?” Heather asked.

“Brutus is my black lover… eight inches of
pure vibrating ecstasy! Two D batteries and I get rocked like a
champ,” Sheri replied, “don’t tell me you don’t have a vibrator or
dildo?”

“Well, um, I don’t,” Heather sheepishly
replied.

“O.M.G… where is your tablet? We are fixing
this shit right now!” Sheri shot back, the wine clearly
flowing.

The ladies stumbled to the computer and
Sheri navigated to Amazon, as they had as good of a selection as
anyone and she knew Heather bought things from there regularly.
“Amazon sells sex toys?” Heather spouted in disbelief. Sheri
clicked away for several minutes before finally landing on a
vibrator that was replicated to look like a real cock… in this case
a really thick eight inch Black Cock.

“And here is your new lover, girlfriend! You
will be thanking me forever!” Sheri said.

“I can’t believe for all these years you
have been content with Brent’s little dick! I would have cheated on
Kurt a hundred times if it was not for Brutus.” Sheri clicked on
the quick buy tab and asked, “So, what was that website again? I
have to see this!”

Heather, even drunk, was a bit hesitant to
spit it out, though she knew the website’s name quite well, “Um, I
don’t really remember.”

“Bullshit! Come on, woman! I want to see
this stuff,” Sheri said.

“Okay, okay, try cuckoldplace.com,” Heather
said. This website, while not tame, was a forum and getting to the
really hardcore stuff would take a handful of clicks. She was
hoping Sheri would fumble around before finding anything very
salacious. As the website popped up, Sheri was reading and browsing
the headings a bit before finally clicking on Cuckold Captions.
Heather knew that Sheri was heading in the right direction and was
powerless to stop her. The various message board headings read with
telling accuracy: Interracial Captions, Cheating Wife Captions, Bi
Hubby Captions etc… Sheri chose Interracial Captions.

The page loaded and Sheri grinned to
herself. Looking at Heather she asked, “You’ve never fucked a black
guy, have you?”

“No, but based on your tone I’m guessing you
have?” Heather snipped back in a bitchy playful voice.

“Of course! Why do you think I have
a black dildo at home? I’m
sure not every black guy is
well equipped, but every one that I slept with was. I really miss
those good hard fucks… I’ll be honest!” Sheri said.

Sheri began to click on the thumbnails. They
were different themes, but all involved black men hooking up with
someone’s white wife. Some were hardcore with the women giving head
and the captions reading, “She won’t go back!” others were more of
a hard R rating and were of women in sexy clothes with captions
like “Getting ready for her day with her black lover.” The ladies
clicked on the pictures for quite some time. The ones demeaning
small dicked husbands typically elicited laughter from the ladies,
and the hard core ones often had the girls biting their tongues as
they sent a few tingles up their spines, and into dark private
crevices.

Before they even knew it they had been
laughing and cooing over this website for more than an hour.
Heather glanced at the clock. It was nearly time for her parents to
drop off the girls. The fun afternoon was at an end and Heather was
left with the nervous and somewhat appealing revelation that a not
so small package was going to be arriving for her any day… she was
excited (and a little scared).
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Heather had checked the Amazon delivery
tracker over the next few days like it was a large money order she
desperately needed to save the farm. Finally, after investing way
too much time in anticipation, a UPS truck parked in the front yard
and rang the bell and sped away. Heather was actually embarrassed,
as though the driver knew he was delivering a large vibrating black
cock to this desperately dissatisfied housewife. Heather darted to
the front door in spite of this ridiculous (yet unavoidable)
thought as the driver sped off to his next stop.

When she picked up the package she was a bit
surprised by the size and weight of it. She found it hard to fathom
that the mysterious contents inside would soon be ravaging her
sorely neglected pussy. Yet, the whole thing was beginning to seem
less and less strange to her. Heather set the package on the table
and began to tear it open with the enthusiasm of a child on
Christmas morning. To her displeasure, even after opening the
package, the toy was still wrapped tightly inside a sealed
cardboard and plastic box. “Bastards!” Heather said audibly to the
empty house.

She opened one side of the box and held it
in the air shaking it to free up her new love toy. The dildo, still
packaged in hard plastic, thudded onto the table. “No fucking way!”
Heather thought to herself. If this was eight inches then Brent
must only be about two inches long… this was nuts, there is no way
this could possibly enter her tight pussy. Her next thoughts went
back to Sheri… if she gets off on this thing regularly her cunt
must be the size of a manhole.

Heather’s excitement toward her impending
monosexual debauchery was now tempered by the reality of seeing
this fake black monster cock. How was she ever going to use this?
In order to store it away somewhere (since there was no hope of
returning it) she grabbed some scissors and began to cut the
gargantuan dong out of the hard plastic it was confined in. When
she was done she pulled it out and took it to her closet, stashing
it up on a shelf behind some seldom used blankets and shoes. She
felt completely disheartened. After a week of anticipation her
hopes of solitary enlightenment were reduced to a completely
useless chunk of plastic hidden in the depths of her closet – much
like her sex life, a dark void touched by no one.

When Sunday came Heather finally had
something to look forward to, her parents wanted to take the girls
to a movie, freeing Heather up to relax at home for a bit. Sheri
had been hazing Heather about her toy via texts for several days.
Sheri had been texting Heather dropping hints about her “new
friend” and probing for details. Heather, still annoyed and
disappointed, didn’t respond with any gusto at all and hoped that
eventually the dildo would be something the girls would laugh about
over wine, like a gag gift. But, for whatever the reason, Sheri had
lit up Heather’s phone with texts ever since she found out she
would be home alone today. In caps she suggested that Heather
“Check her e mail NOW.” Heather rolled her eyes, frustrated, both
sexually and fundamentally.

After a light lunch Heather did sit at the
computer, not so much to appease her cock happy friend, but to do
the usual facebook, email and BS computer stuff. After facebooking
for a bit she did go to her email. She saw Sheri’s message, but
intentionally left it for last. The title simply read “READ ME.”
She opened the email and found nothing but a link.


http://www.darkwanderer.net/stories/4743/Tammy%C3%A2%E2%82%AC%E2%84%A2s-Jamaican-Awaking.html

She seemed to remember that darkwanderer was
a site that Brent had visited, as it was in his history at one
time. She begrudgingly clicked it to appease her friend. When the
page popped up she was actually surprised, she was expecting a
photo of a big black man with his cock impaling some white woman,
but instead, what she got was a rather innocent looking page with a
story on it, Tammy’s Jamaican Awakening. She already knew
where this was going, but Heather like to read so she figured why
not, it didn’t appear to be very long.

This was a short story about a couple who
took a trip to Jamaica and visited an adult only, sexually themed
resort. It started with them deciding that they would venture to
the nude beach side of the resort. It was relatively tame at first.
The couple spoke to another couple, who’d frequented the resort,
and began to get comfortable, but it began to pick up pace rather
rapidly as the wife discovered the couple was extremely kinky and
the woman was a total black cock slut. As the story picked up steam
Heather’s hand instinctively migrated to her now wet pussy.
Heather’s first thought after realizing that she was, indeed, horny
and rubbing her throbbing wet cunt was, “that slut…” meaning Sheri,
who now had her masturbating and thinking about the toy she never
planned to use. With a sigh Heather figured, what the fuck, and
before she got too caught up in the story she figured she should at
least try the thing out once. She rummaged around in the junk
drawer and found the batteries she had bought earlier in the week
and retrieved the large dong from its hiding place in her closet.
Despite being absent from the story for several minutes her pussy
was still wet with anticipation. Heather removed her shorts and
panties and exposed her neatly trimmed pussy. She put her foot on a
chair nearby and leaned back, gaining more access for the toy.

The story continued with the innocent wife,
Tammy, and her husband becoming more intrigued with the prospect of
swinging with a black bull. Finally the moment came and Tammy and
her husband were approached with an opportunity for her to get
fucked by a very well hung Jamaican. Heather had been slowly
working the large vibrator into her pussy, alternating between
clitoral stimulation and stretching out her very tight cunt. The
vibe was set to the lowest speed and the combination of vibrating
and thickness of the fake cock really began to arouse her. The toy,
once rather cool, had been warmed up by her hot pussy and she began
thrusting the toy deeper into her wanting cunt as she continued to
read the story and Tammy’s account of her first black cock
encounter. At one point Heather looked down at her pussy and was
surprised that she had inserted more than half of the toy into her
body already and it felt awesome.

As the story evolved to a threesome with
Tammy and two black studs Heather turned up the speed on the
vibrator, continuing to test her virginal pussy (at least as far as
eight inch toys were concerned) and pleased that she could take
this much cock and wholly enjoy it. Finally, Heather could not help
but let herself go. She took her hand off the mouse and closed her
eyes as she was now only focused on herself. With each plunge of
the vibrator the slight discomfort from stretching out her tight
cunt was completely displaced by the vibrator. Heather was now
picturing two black men with huge cocks fucking the shit out of
that hotwife and using her as they saw fit. It didn’t take more
than two minutes of this before Heather surrendered to a strong
orgasm, continually plunging the large dong into her ever wetter
and more accommodating cunt. Finally, she felt the end of the
vibrator rub against the outside of her pussy. She realized then
that she had been fully absorbing the entire eight inch toy for
several minutes and, with mouth open and feeling totally spent, she
looked down to see the black cock still buried, almost fully, in
her hot, significantly less tight, little pussy. She could not
believe she was able to take this dick, thoroughly enjoying it, and
now she wondered how she had ever had a real orgasm before
with all the small white cocks she’d encountered.

She now had a soft spot for the large
intimidating dong and cleaned him before hiding him in the depths
of her closet. Heather finally texted Sheri back, nothing more than
“O.M.G.!”




Week 7

 Over the next week
Heather found herself using her new friend more and more. She knew
she had masturbated at least once every day, but there were several
days the rock hard cock had gotten her off several times. Heather
was now clearing her own browsing history, as she was the one
reading stories and watching flash movies on the computer. She had
even mustered the courage to go to the local sex shop and buy some
lubricant for her plastic fantastic lover, as her sweet spot was a
bit tender from this new found attention.

For the first time ever the urge to fuck a
real man with a big cock was manifesting as more than fantasy. Like
almost everyone in the history of email she received her share of
porn site spam messages, which she diligently deleted. But, there
was one site she had received emails from which her spam filter
could never seem to block. Additionally, in her browsing escapes
she also received multiple hits from the site; Adult Friend Finder,
the original Mecca for hook ups and casual sex. Heather was
intrigued, yet she dared not make that click that would send her to
this unholy playground. Still, with the kids at their grandparents
and Brent engrossed in the wide world of football, her will had
been broken. What harm could come from satisfying her curiosity.
She really just wanted to see all the other crazy people out there.
What harm could it do?

After attempting to browse the site it
became painfully clear that she was not going to get far without
first creating a profile. Begrudgingly, she filled out the profile
as non-descriptively as possible. After three minutes the account
“housewife77” was born. Heather almost logged off immediately after
its creation… “What the fuck am I doing?” she thought to herself.
But, the vision of her pervy husband jerking off to a black
stranger with a huge cock slamming a housewife instead of her made
her focus. It took Heather several minutes to learn to navigate the
site effectively, but she was now looking at what seemed to be an
infinite number of local black men looking for either single or
married women. Many of the profile pics were of nothing but their
ungodly large black cocks. This seemed extremely crude to Heather,
but the absolute filthiness of it all did give her a tingling
feeling in her darkest and most special places.

After several minutes of browsing what
seemed to be very similar profiles she noticed a bold number at the
bottom of the page. That number seemed to increase with each
passing minute she browsed, so she finally clicked on it to see
what the number was counting. To her shock, the number was of other
members clicking on her profile and several had already messaged
her. What the hell now? Heather began to better inventory the
website. The profiles at the start of her search were of members
who were online at the moment. Initially, she felt a bit violated.
She just wanted to look and not touch and now she had private
messages from some of the members, some of whose profiles she had
been viewing…. The intrusive feelings soon passed, in fact she was
now rather turned on that other members wanted to chat her up.

What could these guys have to say? She
remember one of the profiles she had clicked was of a rather good
looking guy with the profile name TDog9+ who had sent her a private
message. Curiosity took over and she clicked the link to see the
message.

“Hey, saw u checked my profile out. You
wanna chat?” TDog9+’s message read. Beside the message was a link
to begin a chat.

As Heather sat frozen thinking about
TDog9+’s profile pics and his well endowed cock she was oblivious
to the fact her hand had migrated to her pussy and she was gently
rubbing herself through her thin panties. With a devilish grin she
clicked the link and a box popped open for a chat with TDog9+.
Heather, now frozen, stared at the box waiting for it to do
something. She dared not start the conversation herself.

“Hey, what’s up?” TDog9+ messaged.

“Innocent enough,” thought Heather, as she
replied “Nothing, really, just checking out this site.”

“Of yea, saw you clicked my profile, see
anything you like?” TDog9+ replied.

Heather decided in that moment that she was
going to play along. For whatever reason, she just didn’t want
TDog9+ to know she was a newbie and so she was going to play the
part of certified hotwife. “Your pics looked good. Got any others?”
Heather was throwing down the gauntlet.

“Yeah, give me a minute and check your
messages,” TDog9+ replied.

Heather looked at the letter icon to see if
the site alerted her to new messages. She clicked on them and saw a
new message from TDog9+ with attachments. The pics were thumbnails
and when she clicked the first one it opened a gallery where she
was able to scroll through various photos. The first pic was of the
lower half of a very well built (very well hung) black guy with a
twenty-something girl clearly kneeling sucking on his cock.
Heather’s hand migrated into her lacy panties as she again began
rubbing her clit. The next pic was taken from the angle of a guy’s
feet showing a girl’s plump bottom riding a very big black cock.
The next few pictures were more of the same, as someone was clearly
taking photos of this couple fucking. Heather continued to rub her
cunt, but was actually skeptical as these were not random pics a
guy would take with his cell phone. Heather decided to call him on
this. “Nice pics, so do you have camera men take pictures of all
the girls you get with.”

“Nope, these were taken by this girl’s
husband.” TDog9+ answered. It sounded a bit smug to Heather.

“LOL, do many husbands take pictures of you
having sex?” Heather shot back.

“LOL, No, not many thankfully… it’s kind of
creepy and all, but this guy wanted to, so I insisted I get a set
of them,” TDog9+ answered.

“So, do you like to play with the BBC,
housewife77?” TDog9+ bluntly posted?

Heather was now at a loss. She had wanted
him to think that she was a seasoned player, but she now hesitated.
Staring at the flashing cursor she finally replied with honesty, “I
never have, but lately I have become curious!”

This bit of real honesty triggered a twenty
minute chat between Heather and TDog9+ that ended with Heather’s
panties on the floor and her vibrating chocolate cock getting her
off to her biggest orgasm to date as TDog9+ directed Heather to
play with her toy and stimulate her clit. And, to her surprise, she
had given TDog9+ her phone number so that they could text during
the week.

After coming down from her orgasm immediate
guilt set in… what the hell had she just done? Was that technically
cyber cheating or all just fantasy play, like what Brent did at
night? Is TDog9+ real or some random pimply faced teenage kid in
Iowa preying on lonely housewives? Then Heather began justifying
her guilt. It wasn’t cheating and he isn’t going to text. If he
does text he could easily be ignored or blocked. This was no worse
than what Brent does every night, in fact he might even chat with
people like this sometimes, too. What is the harm if nothing comes
of it? Heather shook her head, cleaned up the residue from her
little cyber session and returned to the reality of housewife and
mother of two. But she was wondering what line she had just
crossed, and how far she was really willing to go.
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The passing week proved quite eventful for
Heather. In addition to cleaning up the sticky mouse from Brent’s
nightly porn viewing, Heather had further explored the alternate
world of what all it entailed to be a hotwife. TDog9+, who, she
discovered, was really named Terrell, had been texting her back and
forth all week long. Heather always deleted the texts later from
fear of being caught. Their innocent texts had evolved into some
pretty racy stuff. He had sent multiple sexy pics on the spot and
Heather had actually been bold enough to take several nude pics of
herself in the mirror (minus her head) and sent them to Terrell.
Every time she got off with her long hard chocolate vibrator this
week she’d had visions of Terrell and his large nine inch cock fill
her head. Finally, she’d even agreed to meet Terrell on Sunday at a
local Starbucks for a face to face meet. Heather was filled with a
combination of lust and guilt as the weekend approached. She was
apprehensive, of course, but so lustful it overrode all sanity. She
continued to grapple with the fact that this all started as her
husband’s fantasy that had quickly morphed into her own. It was
totally Brent’s fault, if you got down to it… right?

In order to not overwork her own parents,
Heather had shipped the kids off to a friend’s house this Sunday
afternoon and Brent was to pick them up on the way home from
watching football. Heather had already set out her clothes for her
“date.” She had picked out a short, but not too short, pair of hip
hugging tight denim shorts and a tank top that fit her form rather
well (and certainly helped show off her ample bosom). As she
showered she could not help but fondle her curvy breasts as lusty
thoughts consumed her, she wished it was Terrell touching her. The
one thing Heather had always loved about her shower was the
detachable massaging shower head. Her self-petting quickly evolved
into her masturbating, once again, but this time with a heavy
stream of water pounding onto her clit and with Terrell’s cock on
her mind (though she wished it were in her pussy).

As she dried off from the shower and started
to come down from her orgasm she was consumed with the guilty
conscience of a cheater, but she pushed forward. It’s not as if she
were actually going to hook up with this guy. She was simply going
to meet him and talk to him in order to finally satisfy her
curiosity in regards to this unique (and intriguing) lifestyle.

Fully dressed, and looking tight in her form
fitting clothes, she could not help but admire her sexy curves in
the mirror. Her cleavage looked superb and she didn’t know many
women, especially in their mid thirties, who sported such an
astounding well rounded ass. In fact, asses like hers were the
reason “Juicy” was written on the butt of Juicy Couture. As she
finished putting her face on the phone beeped. It was a text from
Terrell, “Still on for 4 cutie?”

With a smile Heather quickly shot back, “You
bet!”

She still had nearly an hour before her date
and her guilty conscience was in full mode. She pictured herself,
trying to be sexy and getting all dolled up for this stranger. What
the fuck was she thinking? In spite of Brent being a total pervert
she still loved the guy… he was the father of her daughters. Was
she about to throw this all away over some fantasy gone wild? The
clock came to a halt as she tried to distract herself with any
outlet she could possibly find; Facebook, Email, News, anything.
But it seemed not to matter… the minutes seemed like hours. She
then, mistakenly, decided to look at pictures on her phone. On her
phone next to pictures of her lovely family was Terrell and his
gleaming big black cock. That was the straw that broke her resolve.
She texted Terrell only fifteen minutes before their agreed meet
time, “Hey, I am so sorry, but I cannot make it -- kid stuff has
come up, sorry!!!”

Terrell promptly replied, “It’s ok, no
problem, if you change your mind and want to meet some other time
let me know -- hope to talk to you later, sexy!”

“That was easy,” thought Heather, breathing
a sigh of relief. Heather, in response to her guilty conscience,
turned into the best homemaker ever, she first dressed herself down
a little to avoid any questions and then proceeded to make a full
Sunday dinner with spaghetti, salad and even garlic bread… Brent
typically loved pasta.

Brent stumbled in with the kids around
six-thirty, a bit later than he’d said he’d be home, but Heather
did not really care at the moment. She greeted him and told him and
the girls’ that dinner was ready.

“Oh, thanks, honey, but I am so full…
I could not possibly eat
anymore tonight,” Brent replied.

This, of course, pissed Heather off. She’d
been working in the kitchen for a while and to no avail! He
couldn’t care less! She sat the twins down and served them their
dinner. The girls just pushed the food around on their plates,
they’d eaten pizza around five-thirty. Heather, now thoroughly
annoyed, made the girls sit there while she ate her culinary
masterpiece alone. Of course, she was mad and didn’t eat much.
Angry, and in a petulant mood, Heather tossed all of the perfectly
good food down the disposal.

Remaining calm, though roiling on the
inside, she approached Brent, “I need you to get the girls to bed
tonight. I need to get some things from the store.”

Heather did not give Brent a chance to
respond, she grabbed her wallet and keys and left. Heather was
overwhelmed with myriad emotions. She was angry at Brent, herself,
the girls and she felt wholly confused… was she a housewife, a
mother, a cheater, a pervert… all of the above? Heather just felt
like a huge mess. After about fifteen minutes alone with her
thoughts Heather had finally resigned herself to corner Brent about
his porn fetish. She did not intend to tell him about her own
indiscretions, of course, merely pin him down. After all, it was
his fault she fostered these new thoughts and desires… she would
have never explored the
hotwife lifestyle and cuckolding fantasies if it was not for his
perverted cyberspace adventures (and a little of her own insatiable
curiosity).

When Heather got home with some random
groceries that they didn’t really need she took note that the girls
were still up, not ready for bed, and all the while Brent was
watching more football. How
much football did he need? This was ridiculous! Heather was
reeling… but she already had a plan and refrained from barking at
him, just yet, instead going to the kitchen and putting up the few
things she bought from the store. As she made her way into the
living room she could not resist one little quip, “Thanks for the
putting the girls to bed,” and she led the girls off to their
bedroom and tucked them in herself.

After the girls were settled and assumed
asleep, Heather was ready to get her little dialogue started.
Brent, still planted in front of the TV, wore sloppy pajamas
bottoms and no top. His pasty hairy chest was in stark contrast to
Terrell’s smooth skin and athletic physique. Heather marched in
front of the TV, turned it off and faced Brent, “We have to
talk.”

Every man, including Brent, knew those were
not good words to hear from your spouse. Brent was fully expecting
their annual football widow talk, which generally occurred about
this time of year, every year.

“So, you like to jerk your little dick off
watching well hung black men pound innocent little housewives,
huh?” Brent was literally shocked speechless, he shook his head
giving her a confounded look.

“Don’t give me that bullshit ‘I don’t know
what you’re talking about’ look, you are not Bill Gates, or even
technologically superior. I clean up your sticky cum laden mouse
every morning. It seems to me that you are turned on by wives who
fuck black men and squirrely men who do nothing but cater to them…
Is that what you want, to be a cuckold bitch, Brent? You want to
lick up sticky cum from a stranger off of my stretched out
cunt?”

Brent, realizing he was caught, at
least admitted to looking at it, “it’s just random porn, I mean,
I have looked at it, but,
I’ve looked at lesbian porn as well. It’s nothing,
really.”

Heather was not going to let him off this
easily. “Yeah, well, you haven’t seen any lesbian porn on that
computer in a long while. And you actually joined a pay site for
this cuckolding porn… I’d say this is more than just a little
passing interest. I have known for a while now, Brent. I was
concerned and I started tracking your activity. At first I thought
it might just be a passing fad, but now… I’m not so sure.”

Brent, still reeling, could only sit there
avoiding eye contact, “it’s nothing, really.”

Heather was ready to lay it all on the
table, though not sure if she was calling his bluff or acting on
her own desires. She sat down next to Brent and began to caress is
leg, “hmmm, how unfortunate that it’s ‘just a passing fad…’ you
know, it actually started to
turn me on quite a bit. But, if you’re just not really into it, well, never mind….”

Brent was flabbergasted… Heather
interested in cuckolding him? He had jerked off to daydreams of his
own wife being impaled by a Big Black Cock more than he could
imagine, but he never thought
it could actually ever happen. In fact, he was not really even sure
that he wanted it to happen.
What the hell was going on? Brent hesitantly responded, “It turns
you on?”

Heather gave him a devilish grin… noticing
that his little cock was now fully erect. Without saying another
word she removed his perky little cock from his flannel pajama
pants and proceeded to suck his cock like a three dollar whore late
for the appointment. Brent didn’t last three minutes as she
swallowed his cock like it was a morsel of cake. Heather got up,
swallowed his cum and blew him a little kiss as she left the room
as though absolutely nothing had just happened.
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It was an interesting, awkward and rewarding
week at the house as the couple seriously discussed a new leaf in
their relationship and whether or not Heather should see other men.
They were like teenagers, each with desires and thoughts about what
should or might incur, yet neither could just say what they really
wanted.

Heather had continued to flirt with Terrell,
mostly during the day while Brent was gone and the girls were at
school. Brent was almost too embarrassed to even go near his
computer in the evenings, whether Heather was sleeping or not, but
his insatiable lust almost always overtook him and he would pull
one off imagining his sexy wife getting nailed by a sexy dark
stranger. Finally, towards the end of the week, Heather decided to
force the conversation. Terrell was insistent upon meeting her and
she was anxious as well… Heather, knowing that sex was a key factor
in relationship leverage, had devised a little plan.

She waited until she was nearly certain that
Brent would be sitting in front of the computer with his pants
around his ankles. She crept out of the bedroom and stealthily made
her way down to hall towards the glowing computer screen. She could
now see from her vantage point that Brent was, indeed, stroking his
little dick to more interracial cuckold porn. “What a perv,” she
thought... realizing, without saying, that it also made her pussy
wet.

She made her way quietly into the room,
“That’s fucking hot!” she blurted out, nearly giving Brent a heart
attack. Stunned, he instinctually went to close the browser,
despite there being no point in doing so. “Don’t close it, Brent; I
want to watch it, too!” Heather commanded.

“Uh, okay, sure,” Brent mumbled,
dumbfounded.

Heather made her way towards Brent and knelt
down beside him, giving him the illusion of control and dominancy
as she uttered, “That cock is pretty damn impressive, don’t you
think, honey?”

“I guess he is pretty big,” Brent
admitted.

“You guess?” Heather said, laughing, “I
would guess so, too.” Brent was unaware at the moment that Heather
was using her large black vibrator on her pussy, set on low, as she
knelt next to him. Heather figured it was time to share her newest
obsession. “Oh,” she moaned, “God Damn!” Heather exaggerated the
maneuvering of the vibrator to gently clue Brent in to her
humongous love toy.

Brent refocused on his wife, now that she
was clearly pleasuring herself with a vibrating cock he’d never
seen before. “Is that a vibrator? A black vibrator?” he stammered
in surprise.

“Oh, yeah… this has been my lover for quite
a while now, honey. I would have never found him if it wasn’t for
you.” With that, she knelt up and pecked him on the cheek before
returning to pleasure herself. Heather pulled it out to quickly
show him, and hopefully incur a twinge of jealousy.

“That’s cool, I suppose,” Brent
remarked.

“You suppose,” she smirked, “you suppose,
what? That it’s all right if I masturbate with something worth a
damn?” Heather scolded him.

Heather took note that the situation was
making Brent a bit uncomfortable as she noticed that his little
dick was starting to soften. She attentively grabbed his cock and
began to expertly jerk him back to life. The action in the video
was getting hotter now, anyhow, as the little pricked husband in
the video was licking his wife’s clit as she got fucked doggy
style. “I’ll bet that feels fucking amazing!” Heather said as she
picked up the pace jerking Brent’s dick. “Are those the kind of
things you want us to do, honey?” Heather asked in a quiet
voice.

“I don’t know, I mean… his cock is damn
close to that guy’s face,” Brent said.

Heather scoffed, “Yeah, I’ve seen some
of your videos… in some of them the husband actually sucks on the
bull’s cock… now that is what
I would call close.”

Brent knew he was busted. He didn’t want to
sound gay or emasculated, but what could he possibly say at this
point.

“You know, it might be interesting for me to
just meet a guy once, you know, like over coffee and all. No sex,
just coffee, to see how awkward it would be. It would be so hot,
almost like I was an actress or something… pretending to be a
hotwife, just to see where it would go, of course.” As Heather went
into her little speech she picked up the pace on Brent’s cock and
she could sense he was close as his legs begin to stiffen. “What do
you think, honey?” She stopped jerking him off and actually
squeezed lightly on his cock, paralyzing him in the moment, staring
directly into his eyes awaiting his reply.

“I suppose just a coffee type thing would be
kind of sexy, you know, like role play… I could be in the shop
somewhere else just watching you guys,” Brent replied.

Heather was not sure about that
arrangement, “yes, or you
could be at home on the couch while I’m out… of course, if you
don’t want me to it’s no big deal,” she replied, releasing her
grasp on his still yearning stiff cock.

“Uh, yeah, that would work, I suppose,”
Brent replied. With that, Heather fell to her knees and put Brent’s
little dick in her mouth for the second time in a week. Two
blowjobs in a week was a recent record, it had been years. Brent
did not last even another minute as he blew his load down his sexy
wife’s throat. Heather had one more surprise for him… she still had
some of his warm cum in her mouth and as she stood up to embrace
her husband she pulled herself into him and began to kiss him
sloppily. Brent was not certain, at first, what had just happened.
Heather sauntered away, blowing Brent a kiss as she went back to
their bedroom… she held her large black dong in plain sight,
utterly shameless.

Sunday, the day of the meet and greet for
Heather, had finally come. For the most part it seemed like a
normal day, excepting several awkward moments the couple had
shared. They both had the exact same thing on their minds, but
neither of them had made mention of Heather’s impending date. Brent
was glued to the computer as he checked for last minute injuries
and updates for his Fantasy Football team. As he got up and headed
for the door Heather was nearby to cut him off… “Remember, you have
to be home at three-thirty and not a second later, do you
understand?” Heather said, treating him like a child.

“But, honey, you’re not even going out until
five, why do I have to be home so early? The early morning games
may not even be over, yet, and I’m completely missing the afternoon
games,” Brent protested.

“You know, maybe you can’t really handle
this. Do you want me to go or would you rather watch football,
again?” Heather rebuffed him.

“Okay, Okay, whatever,” Brent begrudgingly
conceded, “I’ll be home in time.”

Heather was increasingly nervous all
afternoon. She tried to keep busy, but could not help it; she was
continuously watching the clock. She even went back and reread her
text thread with Terrell several times, not really sure why, except
that she couldn’t quite believe that she was about to go on a date
with another guy, especially with her husband in the know. Was this
really happening? It was so weird… and yet there was a dark
tingling deep within that let her know that it was real, it was
happening and, truly, she was excited about it.

Brent, being the good soldier, was home
right on time. Heather met him in the living room and proceeded to
dart back to the bedroom. “Watch the girls; I’m going to get
ready…” Brent, slightly annoyed, sat down by the girls. “It
shouldn’t take an hour and a half to get ready for a coffee date,”
he thought to himself, a little put out.

After about an hour of waiting for Heather
to emerge, Brent became really curious as to what the hell she was
even doing and what degree of primping this event really entailed.
The wait to see his wife before her date with another man was
killing him and, surprisingly, really turning him on. Finally, she
emerged from the hallway. Heather was dressed in a skin tight short
pair of her yoga shorts, which Brent had forgotten she even had.
They looked as if they were painted onto her plump booty and left
most of her smooth tan thighs exposed. She had on a pair of flip
flops and a sexy pedicure and a top, which he really did not
remember seeing ever before as well. It was a form fitted tank top,
but it was v cut and her cleavage was certainly there for all to
see. She had her hair blonde hair down and was dolled up with
makeup in a way that showed she cared about her appearance, but not
enough to make this guy think she’d put too much thought into
getting ready. As she made her way into the room she did a brief
twirl to model for her husband, “so, what do you think,
sweetie?”

“You look fucking hot!” Brent said, and
immediately looked around to make sure he had not dropped an F bomb
in front of the girls. Heather smiled, assured.

“Ok, well, love you, honey, and don’t wait
up for me,” Heather said, proceeding to peck him on the head before
he could even get a word out.

“Coffee only, right?” Brent said
sternly.

Heather looked up and the ceiling in mock
protest, “Ok, but you’re no fun. You’re supposed to play along. So,
let’s try this again.” Smiling, she started over, “See you in the
morning, honey,” Heather leaned forward and kissed his forehead
again.

“Ok, honey, don’t stay up too late… you do
have to, at least, pick up the girls tomorrow,” Brent teased back.
With that Heather blew Brent one last kiss and headed out the
door.

Heather arrived at Starbucks extremely
nervous. What if she saw someone she knew? What if he wasn’t the
guy in the photos? What if he was really pushy? And finally, what
if he was a perverted sicko and wanted to kill her? Her head was
swimming as she opened the door to Starbucks. She knew from recent
texts that he was probably not here quite yet, she
was ten minutes early. She ordered
her favorite drink, a Chai tea latte, grande, and took a seat at a
small table for two in the corner. She played on her phone to help
the time pass. She hadn’t even completed one level on Angry Birds
before she noticed a tall, thick, well built black man in his late
twenties walk in. He looked like a linebacker for a football team.
As he scanned over the room she instinctively wanted to hide but
she kept her eyes glued to him. When he finally made eye contact
with her smiled his gorgeous smile and made his way over to her
table.

“Heather, right?” he asked. Heather swooned
a bit, but quickly recovered, “That’s right, and you must be
Terrell.” She stood up and offered her hand. He shook it gently,
smiling that devilish smile and they sat back down.

“Heather… Hmmm, I think I will have to call
you sexy! Damn, girl, you look even better in person.”

Heather flushed, pleased but embarrassed.
Other than a few appreciative glances it had been quite a while
since anyone had been so candid with her.

“So, you really are new to this type of
lifestyle, huh?”

“Well,” Heather replied nervously, “I guess
I am. This is my first ‘date’ and, well, I guess I just want to see
what it’s all about. It’s totally weird, you know? But, intriguing
none the less. I think I’m as interested in finding out more about
all of this as my husband… maybe more. As turned on as he gets by
the imagery I think he’s really terrified of the reality.”

“Well, I am honored to be the first person
you have met. You’re husband is cool with you being out here
alone?”

“I guess so, I mean, he knows I’m here and
we talked at length about it over the past week,” Heather
replied.

“He is one lucky guy to have you, that’s for
sure. I’m really glad you didn’t flake out, especially after last
week,” Terrell said, smiling, obviously teasing her.

“I’m sorry, it was kind of complicated you
know, first time and all… I just wasn’t really sure if this was
what we really wanted,” Heather said.

“But now you know what you want?” Terrell
asked, chuckling.

“No! I have no idea, really, but I’m here.
And you are as gorgeous as your pictures, I had wondered about
that. You’re not an axe murderer are you?” Heather said with a
laugh.

“No, I’m definitely not an axe
murderer! I’m a firefighter here in town, so, on rare occasion,
I will use an axe, but never
on people,” Terrell laughed.

“I feel better already!” Heather sighed,
relaxing a little.

The couple continued to chat and get to know
each other. Heather learned that he was divorced with one kid, who
lived with his mom most of the time and that, while involved in the
lifestyle, it wasn’t his whole life. She learned that for a lot of
people it was. Heather was not overly fond of the term, “The
Lifestyle,” but it seemed a whole lot better than adulterer, so she
just went with it.

Before long Heather and Terrell were both
laughing and having a good time as they shared stories and
adventures and got to know each other. A random glance at a clock
gave her a light shock as she realized they’d been chatting for
nearly two hours and there was a missed text from Brent asking how
the date was going. Terrell could sense the date was coming to a
close and asked, “Can I walk you to your car, I’m guessing you have
to get back before long.”

“Thanks, that would be nice,” Heather said.
She got up to lead the way out and as Terrell followed behind he
could not help but check out her round and juicy ass. Those fitted
yoga shorts looked painted on, so smooth, he just wanted to run his
hand over each cheek and squeeze. Terrell had enjoyed some good
ass, but honestly none were quite as fine as the ass bouncing in
front of him right now. This girl had a true Whooty (White Girl
with a booty).

Heather leaned against her car door, still
flirting with Terrell, as he wondered how soon they could meet
again. Heather thought about it, knowing that she should really
consult with Brent, but threw caution to the wind. This guy was as
hot as any man she had ever been with and he actually seemed really
cool, too. “How about we go out again next Sunday,” Heather
answered.

“Consider it done. We can text during the
week and get us a plan,” Terrell leaned in for a kiss. It seemed
like the most natural end to the date for some reason. She barely
had time to think about Brent or the girls or the hundred other
things that might stop this and found herself greedily kissing him
back right there in the Starbucks parking lot.

Terrell winked at her and sauntered off to
his own vehicle. Heather was buzzing. She felt like a high school
girl again making out with the quarterback. She desperately wanted
to text or call her BFF and give her all the gossip and talk about
cute boys into the late hours of the night, but she couldn’t, she
could only call and talk to Brent. That seemed way less fun, she
thought, as she made her way back home.
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Heather was on cloud nine all week
anticipating her date on Sunday with Terrell. They had been
swapping texts all week long. They’d finally agreed to go out for a
late lunch on Sunday afternoon and then to go catch a flick at the
theater nearby. Again, the date would be innocent enough, lunch and
a movie, no big deal. But, in addition to planning their little
outing their texts became more and more sexual. Terrell had sent a
short video of himself jerking off, with his massive black cock
erupting at the end. Heather found this extremely crude, but she
thought about that warm hard cock inside of her own tight cunt and
watched it with her thick vibrator. Much to Terrell’s delight she
even returned the favor by sending a video of herself doing just
that, which wasn’t so easy to record. Surprisingly enough, the
biggest obstacle proved to be Brent. At first he was giddy and
needy, wanting to know all of the details. Frankly, it was just
annoying and a bit pervy as he was constantly inquiring about her
activities. Finally she told him that they were getting together
again the coming Sunday, early afternoon. Brent protested,
reminding her it was his
football time and she should go another day. After a bit of
back and forth Heather finally laid it out, she said it was either
Sunday afternoon or never, his choice. Eventually Brent has
succumbed to her wishes and agreed to stay home.

Sunday was a bit cooler than it had been.
Rainy and windy, Heather had chosen a snugly fitted lightweight
long sleeve tee with a deep V neck accentuating her ample bosom and
a tight pair of jeans that hugged her curves just right. She
entered the little Italian dive and immediately saw Terrell. He was
seated in a booth and stood up to meet her. He was looking very hot
himself in a tailored pair of black pants and a tightly fitting
polo shirt which highlighted his broad chest and bulging arms. She
was turned on already. Brent had no sense of style, lately he
didn’t even try, and he was damn sure not the specimen Terrell
was.

The couple picked up where they had left
off, chatting about this and that. After lunch the couple decided
to ride together to the nearby theater. Heather amped up the
conversation a bit and started to question Terrell about his sex
life. She wanted to know if he hooked up often from that website or
not. While he was a bit aloof he did inform her that he had several
friends with benefits he had made through the site, married women
who had open relationships. But he was quick to point out that none
were as sexy her. He went on to tell her that he had some friends
that he also partied with on occasion. Sometimes they and like
minded couples would get together and, well, things could get
pretty interesting from time to time. Heather was most intrigued by
these parties, but they were now at the theater and this certainly
wasn’t a good time to delve into this conversation.

The movie, while funny, couldn’t maintain
Heather’s interest. She was racking her brain with after-movie
“what ifs.” Terrell was a gentleman during the movie, he put his
arm around her a bit and caressed her leg, which was such a turn
on, but again nothing over the top. It really didn’t need to be,
Heather was pretty sure she was already wet. She wasn’t sure if she
should end the date after the movie or if Terrell would invite her
over. She just didn’t know what she really wanted to do, or if she
acted on what she really wanted to do if it would be okay at home.
When the movie finally ended the couple walked back to the car
making small talk about said film, however once back in the car the
mood immediately changed. Terrell first held the door open for his
sexy prey and then immediately set the tone with some sexy slow
R&B. With his hand now firmly stoking her thigh he asked, “So,
you having a good time, sexy?”

Heather blushed a bit and acknowledged that
she was. Terrell informed her that he did, indeed, live nearby.
“You’re welcome to come check it out, have some wine, we can relax
in the hot tub for a bit before you have to get home to the kids
and the hub.”

“Hmmm…”
Heather thought to herself, “screaming
kids fighting over TV and toys and a lazy husband or wine and a hot
tub with this sexy man. Was no even an option?”
Heather decided in that moment that if she was going to try this
she was all in.

“Wine and a hot tub with you sound
fantastic… although, I don’t have a swim suit… I hope that’s not a
problem,” Heather replied, coy and with confidence that was new,
even to her. Terrell smiled widely and laughed as he continued
stroking her firm thigh, inching closer to her already wet pussy.
Heather wished she’d worn a skirt. Terrell was relaxed, now knowing
what the future had in store, picturing her bouncing white ass as
she rode his rock hard cock and him squeezing that ass while she
bounced on his dick. He was already getting hard. Heather, on the
other hand, was having an awkward moment.... should she be getting
Brent’s consent? Should she call him, no, maybe text him? She had a
few reservations still, but felt committed in some strange way to
give this guy some pleasure… and maybe herself, too. Terrell’s hand
brushed her cunt through her jeans… definitely herself, too.

As the pulled into Terrell’s driveway
Heather was impressed. She never considered herself racist, but she
had wondered if he lived in a “safe” neighborhood. The truth was
that this man would be safe anywhere, but she (or even Brent) had
to be more careful. It turned out that he had a smaller home in a
really well kept neighborhood, one that she and Brent actually had
looked at when they were buying a few years back. He held her hand
as he unlocked the door. Heather was still a bit paranoid,
wondering if she knew any of the neighbors… she just felt like
she’d get caught somehow. But, after a quick tour of the house, she
started to feel a bit more comfortable. Terrell broke out a nice
Cabernet and poured them a glass before showing her his back yard.
The back yard was awesome, definitely a highlight of the home, it
had a nice deck off the porch that was centered around his hot tub
and fire pit. This was a true bachelor setup, but it was very nice
and well laid out at the same time. Terrell asked Heather if she
wanted to stay out here and relax, which she did. Terrell then told
her he would be right back and disappeared into the house. He
returned with two robes and two towels and the wine bottle.

It was sunset and still not completely dark,
but Terrell informed her that the tub was pretty well shielded from
the neighbors. He moved toward her and pulled off his shirt
welcoming her first real glimpse of his well muscled chest. Heather
was already enthralled with his chocolate smoothness and six pack
abs, but that still did not really prepare her for what happened
next. As Terrell unzipped his pants he watched Heather’s reaction.
He seemed indifferent that his cock was rock hard in anticipation
of getting with this feisty house wife. As he unzipped his pants he
slowly teased Heather, who was totally transfixed with his lower
half, blatantly aware that she was staring. Terrell slowly pulled
his pants and boxers off at the same time. The large thick cock
that emerged seemed to go on and on. When his black nine inch thick
cock was finally fully exposed Heather made eye contact with
Terrell again. He had a knowing smile as the housewife stood there
with her mouth hanging dumbly open in shock.

“I told you it was real, sugar, and not some
picture from the internet,” he winked at her. Heather grinned
stupidly, realizing this real cock, this long thick black dick, was
even bigger than the enormous dildo she had hidden at home. Heather
couldn’t take her eyes off of him and deftly lifted the fitted tee
over her head, revealing a thin lacey bra that barely confined her
large breasts, she freed them at once and they bounced perkily into
place. She lightly dropped the bra next to her and unbuttoned and
unzipped her tight jeans, slowly peeling them off to reveal thin
matching lacey panties that hugged her thick round ass. Terrell
praised her lovely body and she pulled her last garment, the lacey
panties, off and dropped them next to her crumpled clothes. He
grinned and started the bubbling hot tub, helping Heather in. They
set down their wine glasses and Terrell quickly refilled Heather’s,
as she had quickly downed the first glass.

The couple began to really spice it up now.
Heather continued drinking heavily, she felt like a little buzz at
this point would do her some good. Terrell began to stroke her sexy
legs as she sat across from him. His strong hands were giving her
legs a nice massage and his touch began to light the fire in her
pussy as they continued to flirt. At one point Terrell got out of
the tub to grab another bottle and light the fire nearby. His cock
was still hard and that really turned Heather on.

After getting back in this time he found a
reclined spot in the tub, “you want that back of yours rubbed,
sexy?” Heather agreed heartily as she backed her naked body into
his lap. Her pussy tingled with a twinge of shock as his bare black
cock rubbed against her tight ass and back. Terrell, being
prepared, actually had some massage oil within reaching distance
and he flipped the blonde’s hair to the side and began to caress
her upper back. His large strong hands were heaven. She had enjoyed
many massages over the years from Brent and ex boyfriends, but none
like this. It was sometimes even a bit painful as his big strong
hands overpowered her aching body, but it was a good hurt at the
same time. She could actually feel herself relaxing as the years of
stress built up in her shoulder blades and aching muscles began to
melt away.

After expertly rubbing Heather’s back for a
while and now working on her lower back, Terrell began to kiss her
neck. Heather was in bliss between the hot water, wine and sexy
massage. Terrell pulled the voluptuous blonde on to his lap and
moved his attention to her front as he began to massage her big
breasts. He kissed her deeply and felt his way around her mouth
with his tongue. This scene went on for several more minutes before
he finally whispered, “Are you ready for your first real cock,
honey?”

Heather moaned back, “Yes, now,” and she
touched his hard member and started to rub. His large cock appeared
to be even more erect, if that was possible, and he helped Heather
out of the hot tub and led her back to his bedroom. The first thing
Heather noticed when entering his bedroom was, again, how prepared
he was. On the night stand next to the bed were two bottled waters,
a small vibrator and some lubricant. She looked at Terrell,
“feeling confident, huh?” Terrell shrugged and laughed it off, then
pulled Heather to the bed throwing their towels to the floor.

Both were extremely aroused at this point
and they wasted no time. Terrell’s hands began to caress the blond
housewife’s ass and back as their tongues danced together. Terrell
lay Heather back on the bed and began sucking and rubbing her full
breasts. Her pink nipples were large and hard. He was gifted in all
aspects of sex. He was far more aggressive than she was used to and
knew exactly how to tweak her nipples, suck and lick her breasts…
it drove her wild. Heather, not wanting to seem too greedy, began
to stroke Terrell’s large hot cock. Never in her life had she held
a cock that made her hand feel tiny, but the girth and length were
more than she had ever touched in her thirty-five years, he was
huge. The couple moaned in pleasure as they began to work each
other up. Terrell mixed it up as he lay toward the foot of the bed,
his head near her pussy. He spread her legs all the while his long
thick black cock was up towards Heather’s face. He methodically
began to tease her inner things, working his way towards her clit.
Heather lay back with her eyes closed, his big dick still firmly
gripped in her hand. As Terrell began licking her wanting cunt and
teasing her clit she could not help but release steady moans of
pleasure and yearning.

There were no more thoughts of Brent, home
or concerns over being “caught.” She was a smoking hot sexually
deprived thirty five year old woman and she deserved a lover more
her equal. She started to see the ridiculousness of her tiny dicked
husband who couldn’t even take care of himself for her, who didn’t
even care if he was clean, let alone fit. And that cock… if you
could call it that. Heather opened her eyes to focus for the first
time on Terrell’s Big Black Cock in her hand. It was so close. She
twisted towards him and began to tease the tip of it with her
tongue. There was no possible way she could fit this whole monster
into her mouth, she knew, but she figured she would do her best
anyhow. As her tongue began to lick up and down his shaft she
continued to stroke him. Terrell was fully cocked enjoying her
tongue play and got really serious with her pussy. He began to suck
at her cunt and clit and the sensation was pushing Heather over the
edge. She, in turn, reciprocated as well as she could by bobbing up
and down on as much of the smooth black dick as she could swallow.
Finally she could endure no more, her legs began to seize up as her
first orgasm took hold, shooting electric spasms of pleasure
throughout her body.

She released his cock from her mouth and
gasped, relishing her pleasure. At home, that would be it, Brent
was only able to bring forth an orgasm orally. His little cock
didn’t ever hit that rumored sweet spot and she’d always just
thought the G Spot was overrated and mythical. At this point,
however, Terrell had really just started.

He applied a little lubricant to his shaft
and rubbed the remaining lube into her wet pussy lips and clit,
which were still very sensitive. He then positioned himself between
the blonde housewife’s legs and dropped the tip of his unprotected
cock slowly into her welcoming cunt. With each slow stroke he
worked his way into Heather’s juicy tight pussy and she gasped out
little moans as he did. Being fucked right after her orgasm felt
even more amazing then anything her husband had ever done for her.
Although she did not realize it, with each stroke into her pussy he
was getting deeper and deeper. Only once did she really feel any
pain at all and it quickly dissipated. Before she knew it, she was
taking all nine inches of his slick cock.

Terrell, now all in, quickly began to pick
up the pace. The couple moaned in pleasure as Heather bucked back
welcoming him deep within her womb. Occasionally their lips would
lock, but Heather now had her hands tight on his ass cheeks as she
greedily pulled the black man’s cock deep into her married cunt.
Although she was oblivious to it, her wedding ring glistened in the
light of the room on her white hand, in stark contrast to his dark,
muscular bare ass. With each stroke Terrell was fucking her harder
and faster. Their bodies were slamming together at a pace she had
not even known was possible. Her mouth wide open in pleasure,
forehead to forehead, he was pounding his dark meat into her tight
and virginal lily white cunt. Finally after several more minutes of
good hard fucking Terrell pulled out, leaving Heather gasping for
air. They both took a short break to drink deeply from the expertly
positioned bottles of water.

Before she could fully regain a moment of
clarity, Terrell, who was now on his back, guided her onto his
rigid shaft. Heather began to wonder if his dick ever went soft. As
she positioned his cock into the small opening of her tight white
pussy his large black hands grasped her pale plump ass. Heather,
now dictating the speed and depth of penetration, realized she was
easily taking all of his cock at once and couldn’t image ever
wanting to ride a tiny little dick like her hubby’s again… what was
the point? His cock was finding places in her pussy she truly had
no idea even existed before today.

With her hands on his chest she was
bucking back and forth, grinding her ravished sex on to his rock
hard member. Terrell was now finally really beginning to moan in
pleasure. This spurred her on even further and she began to bounce
up and down on his dick. Each time she did his cock began rubbing
her newly found G-Spot, which, it turns out, was not just a myth.
This sensation caused her to pick up the pace even faster. As she
rode him they were both on the brink of explosion. Terrell lost it
first as he continued to pull Heather’s hot cunt down on to his
cock. He held her down tighter as he began to fill her up with his
hot black cum. The sensation of his quivering cock rubbing her G
spot was all she needed as well. As he filled up her cunt with his
hot sticky love juice Heather rocked the biggest orgasm of her
life. She had only had multiple orgasms once or twice in her life
and it was always on the end of a tongue. Heather was not even sure
if she could ever call an orgasm from oral an orgasm again as this
was so significantly much
more deep and fulfilling. Her cunt was on fire as his large load of
cum began to trickle slowly out of her pussy. The couple collapsed
together on the bed to enjoy and recover from their moments of
bliss. After about five minutes of just laying there together
Heather finally said, “Oh my fucking God! You are awesome!” Terrell
had heard this before, of course, but it wasn’t something you
really got enough of.

“Thanks,” he grinned, “you’re gorgeous. I
love your thick ass and your big soft breasts. I’d like to suck on
them for hours and stick my dick between them and just fuck them.
And your ass… mmmm… ever have your ass fucked? One day I would love
to fuck that amazing ass…” Heather felt a tingle in her already
destroyed cunt even though her head said “no way,” but she replied,
“honestly, Terrell? Your cock is so huge I can’t even imagine that
as possible!” Heather let out a devilish laugh and raised her
eyebrows and engaged him in a deep kiss.

“See you Sunday?” Terrell asked. Heather
kissed him again and winked. Terrell knew the answer.
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It took only the short amount of time
for Terrell to fill Heather’s pussy full of hot cum before she
became fully invested in taking on the role of a true Hotwife.
After recounting her sexual exploits to Brent she quickly learned
that not only was he going to be okay with this arrangement,
he really wanted it. He
occasionally protested his loss of Sunday leisure, but, truth be
told, he wouldn’t trade Heather’s “dates” for a few hours of
football and guy time. Heather had made plans early in the week to
hook up with Terrell again that coming Sunday and Brent easily
accepted his place at home with the girls. That in itself was a
revelation for Heather who had been seething about how hard it was
to get him to help out at home… who could have known that
this was the answer all
along!

By the middle of the week Heather was dying
to tell someone, anyone, about her experiences over the past few
weeks. She couldn’t imagine it remaining her and Brent’s little
secret forever, and while she didn’t want to shout it from the
rooftops, she could think of at least one person who she could tell
without too many ramifications. Sheri, being a cock hound herself
for so many years, as well as being in the know about Brent’s
strange fantasies, would be able to relate (and was certainly in no
position to judge her friend). Over coffee Heather finally let the
cat out of the bag. Sheri was wide eyed soaking in all the details
and the grin on her face assured Heather she was in good
company.

But Sheri, never to be outdone, especially
sexually, had her own little bomb to drop. She recounted her trip
to Mexico, again, and the nude resort they stayed at, admitting
that often the sexy guys that had hit on her had ended up getting
everything they wanted and more. And Kurt just let them, as he knew
he was ill equipped to sexually satisfy the hot red head who wore
his ring. With everything in the open the two had plenty to talk
about and gained confidence from each other to the point they were
actually comfortable talking about this societal taboo. Sheri
wanted to meet Terrell and insisted she be allowed to crash their
date, preferably with a friend of Terrell’s. Heather agreed to talk
to Terrell and try and figure something out.

When Sunday finally arrived the house
reflected the recent changes. Heather began her own morning
rituals. She had Brent get up early and make breakfast for her and
the kids so she could take her time and get ready. She relaxed and
texted back and forth between Terrell and Sheri, figuring out their
afternoon plans. Brent messed around with scores on the computer
when he wasn’t tending to the girls, but knew he was stuck at home
for the day. He wondered if he would ever get back to the sports
bar.

Heather was all dolled up when she gave
Brent a peck on his forehead and headed out for her double date.
She was sporting another pair of skinny jeans that were tight
enough to have been painted on, her long-sleeved tee left little to
the imagination as it clung to her curvy hips and full breasts, the
low scoop exposed plenty of ample cleavage. The sexy curvaceous
blonde was out the door and teased, “Don’t wait up for me!” as the
door closed behind her.

Ironically Terrell, and his friend Damien,
were football fans, too, and wanted to meet the horny housewives at
a sports bar. Heather was respectful enough to not go to Brent’s
favorite hideaway, but the once football widow could only laugh at
the situation. Heather parked in front of Sheri’s house and, before
she could complete a text, the tall gorgeous red head emerged from
the front door. Sheri was slutting it up with a tiny little skirt,
which showcased her long and sexy athletic legs, and a very tight
tank top. She looked great, even though she would probably be
freezing all day, at least she had on some very tall skin tight
heeled boots. Sheri had a more athletic body than Heather and a
good rock hard solid booty, but her curves were no match when
compared to the sultry blonde. Heather took some pride in this, for
what it was worth. “What up, girlfriend?” Sheri smiled as she got
into the car.

“Not much, sexy… it’s a little cold for that
skirt, you know. Are you trying to impress someone?” Heather teased
back, winking.

The ladies joked back and forth for a while,
both still surprised at their audacity and the reality of their
situation. Neither of the ladies had been to this bar before and
they were not sure what to expect, other than servers in tight
tops, as the place was called Knocks (short for Knockers). A little
crude, Heather thought, but not worth bringing up. The girls made
their way back to the main bar and Heather easily spotted Terrell
from behind. His friend was also very well built and very good
looking. Heather came up behind Terrell and rubbed her hand up his
back and around his neck, announcing their arrival.

“Damn sexy, you snuck up on me,” he
turned toward Heather smiling, then, turning his attention to Sheri
and checking her out, “you didn’t tell me your friend was a runway
model,” he grinned, “what’s up? I’m Terrell and this is my boy
Damien.” Sheri put out her hand to greet both men and took a seat
on the other side of Damien as Heather set next to Terrell. The
ladies ordered drinks to help set the mood and Heather finally took
in her surroundings. The bar featured nine huge television sets,
about the size of her fifty inch in the movie room at home, they
were stacked three by three on the main wall. The servers all wore
hot pants and bikini styled tops, leaving little room to the
imagination. Heather found it pretty tasteless, but as she was on a
date with a man other than her husband, she really didn’t have room
to judge.

The bar was packed, mostly with men. As she
watched them, glued to whichever game they held a vested interest
in, she thought of their many widows stuck at home… it was a
freaking epidemic. How many of those women had felt just like she
had a few weeks ago, and years before that? Heather could
definitely understand the appeal this kind of place had for the
myriad men who were there. Hot servers and big screens… it was a
football Mecca, a men’s club and a pseudo-strip club all rolled
into one.

Damien was a good looking guy in his own
rite, it turned out he was thirty-one and was a little shorter than
Terrell at six feet, but he was nearly as chiseled. After a drink
or two, the foursome really started to find their groove. Sheri was
shamelessly flirting with Damien and they were totally hitting it
off, Terrell and Heather were the same. There was good chemistry
here, for sure. The guys would occasionally be absorbed in the game
for a short while, leaving the ladies to themselves, but mostly the
table was laughing and enjoying each other’s company. Before
Heather knew it the television screens started to go black, as the
noon kickoff games ended. There were now only two games left, one
of which was in overtime. Unbeknownst to the ladies, Terrell and
Damien had already picked up their tab, and after the last noon
game ended with a field goal Terrell interjected, “You know, there
are only two afternoon games today. We should go back to my place
and kick it there for a bit, what do you think, ladies?” Heather
and Sheri exchanged a quick glance and, without needing any
deliberation at all, the foursome was in route to Terrell’s
place.

The ladies arrived just behind Damien and
Terrell and were greeted with some wine and towels. The two Bulls
were not wasting any time at all. The girls took their glasses and
Heather led Sheri to the back patio and the hot tub. Terrell and
Damien got things rolling as they both began to disrobe for the
ladies viewing pleasure. Heather already knew what to expect but
Sheri was in for a real treat. Sheri paused with her wine glass
near her lips as she watched Terrell undress. His topless chiseled
ebony body was smooth and taut… she was very impressed. When his
shorts dropped she lowered her glass and instinctively wet her
lips. Damien’s body was no less impressive. His arms and chest were
nearly as chiseled as his Terrell’s. When his shorts disappeared
Sheri was locked on to his semi rigid cock which had to have
already been seven inches long and it wasn’t even at full
attention. Damien, knowing he had the red head’s attention, kidded
with her, “so, are you gonna just check us out or you wanna get in
with us?” he grinned, winking Sheri’s way.

Sheri was nicely buzzed and, always one to
push the envelope, shot back “I’m kinda good with checking out that
cock I’m gonna have in me in a bit, but, I suppose I can get in the
tub if we have to go through the motions.” The two men gave each
other a look, both thinking “damn, this girl is a player.” Heather
shook her head slightly and made a face, she was embarrassed by how
crude Sheri could be, even though she was really just telling it
like it was.

As the girls disrobed the two ebony gods
enjoyed the show as the ladies made a point of teasing them. They
bent over slowly with their ass’s facing them as they removed their
panties, giving the boys an awesome view of their sexy asses and
peeks at their nicely manicured cunts. Both men gave some cat calls
to praise the Hotwives as they stepped into the tub, each holding
Damien’s hand for balance. Heather fell into Terrell’s lap and
Sheri wasted no time snuggling up to Damien. Both men,
accommodating these horny housewives, were massaging their breasts
and inner thighs. The foursome held up this routine for a little
bit as they emptied several bottles of merlot.

As Terrell stood up to get more wine
his thick black cock stood at full attention. Sheri admired his
manhood stating, “Forget diamonds, that’s a girl’s best friend.” Terrell, amused,
began to grill Sheri about her experiences, as she had given all
the signs of being a real sexpot. He asked her about her
experiences, threesomes, anal play, sex toys, all of which she’d
tried, until he asked if she’d had sex with a woman. That was the
only thing, it seemed, Sheri hadn’t tried, yet… This stirred up the
boys, Terrell and Damien started prodding the two ladies into some
girl on girl action. Sheri, being an arrogant slut, was ready for
anything, but Heather was a bit flustered as she did not have the
sexual experience Sheri did and was not prepared at all for this.
Heather found Sheri very attractive, even at thirty-nine, as she
kept her slender body in shape, but she’d never even considered
having sex with her.

Heather noticed Sheri vigorously rubbing
Damien’s cock as he roughly massaged her perky breasts. Terrell
started to feel frisky as well and pulled Heather into his embrace
as he deeply kissed the curvy blonde. Before long both couples were
hot and heavy, kissing, rubbing and sucking.

“Damn, girl, check this out!” Sheri stated,
holding Damien’s cock in her hand. It was just as thick as
Terrell’s, possibly even longer, Heather guessed ten inches, but
she could not be certain. Sheri wasted little time and turned her
attention towards Damien’s throbbing cock. Damien perched on the
side of the tub as Sheri bobbed her head up and down on that dick,
stroking his shaft all the while. Heather, now sitting on Terrell’s
lap, watched the scene as she felt his cock rub against her pussy
and ass as he continued to rub her large tits. Heather could not
help but think Sheri was a fucking pro. Heather had really
struggled to go down on Terrell and Sheri looked like a chick from
a porn flick. She was a bit jealous of her friend’s “skills.” With
each bob Sheri seemed to take more and more of Damien’s gargantuan
dick down her throat and Damien had his head rolled back gripping
her head and was one step from skull fucking the talented red
head.

Terrell had seen enough, “Damn, honey, your
friend is a fucking pro. But, I bet you can do just as well.” With
that he embraced Heather in a deep kiss and moved to the ledge of
the hot tub with his nine inch cock standing proud. Heather knew
she was no competition for Sheri and her bottomless throat, but she
figured she could do better than last week. Heather began to stroke
Terrell’s cock and began to kiss the tip and shaft. After a minute
or so of this she began to lick it up and down like a lollipop.
Heather did her best to mimic Sheri as she bobbed up and down on
Terrell’s chocolate cock. At first she was only able to get the tip
and a little more, but she found that if she relaxed her throat
some she was able to take more of his cock into her mouth, even so,
there was no fitting more than half in, he was just so long! As
Heather picked up the pace, Damien and Sheri were already mixing it
up.

Damien grabbed one of the bottles of
silicone lubricant near him and applied it to the red head’s wet
pussy. The silicone based lube was perfect for the water as it is
very water resistant and does not wash away quickly. With her
throbbing pussy all slicked up she straddled Damien’s cock while
they sat in the tub. She kneeled on top of him positioning herself.
Despite her sexual prowess, Sheri was by no means acclimated to his
huge ten inch black cock. Her toys were good sized, but not ten
inches and super thick. The guys she did fuck in Mexico on her last vacation seemed
like children compared to this monster. It had been a decade or
more since she’d had a cock even close to this magnitude and she
was excited and extremely horny.

As she slowly worked his fat black cock into
her needy pussy she gasped and moaned every time she slid back down
on it. After a while the svelte red head had absorbed almost all of
that thick dark cock and the feeling was like a forgotten drug. She
couldn’t remember feeling this much pleasure for any cock ever. She
was now riding his dick hungrily as Damien squeezed her pale white
ass cheeks. The moaning and splashing distracted Heather and she
stopped sucking off Terrell and turned to see her friend getting
impaled on Damien’s Big Black Cock. The sight made Heather even
hornier as she became saturated with anticipation; she still had
Terrell’s member in her hand and stroked him absentmindedly. She
continued to watch her friend ride Damien as he massaged Sheri’s
apple sized tits and squeezed her pointy wine colored nipples.

Terrell grinned and leaned around, embracing
Heather again and pulling her back toward him. He moved his hand to
her wet pussy and began to gently fondle her clit. It didn’t take
much of this to drive Heather mad with lust. Sensing her desire,
Terrell grabbed his own bottle of lubricant and applied it
liberally to the blonde’s pretty and tight cunt. He spun Heather
around so she could ride him reverse cowgirl. Heather enjoyed this
because it allowed her to eye her friend getting fucked from just
several feet away. Heather positioned the tip of his cock near her
pussy lips and began to gently glide down on to him. She had to
start slowly, as she was still not quite use to the girth or
length, but she was so wet and ready that it didn’t take long to
get acclimated again.

Pleasure rippled throughout her body as she
focused on working his black member into her aching cunt. She
quickly picked up pace and was soon riding Terrell like a pro.
Terrell’s hands were on her firm white ass, pushing her and pulling
her deeper onto his rock hard cock. Heather was in a state of
euphoria when Sheri’s moaning became more intense. Sheri was now
riding her lover’s cock, pounding and slamming her body into his.
“Fuck me! Deeper! Fuck! Fuck! Yeah!” the red head screamed,
oblivious to her surroundings. Damien was ready to erupt.

“You like that black cock baby?” He purred
into her ear.

“I love it! Harder! Give me that black
cock!” Sheri demanded. This went on for several minutes and Heather
had even slowed her own pace to take it in. Then abruptly, Sheri
was shuddering with a massive orgasm as her hips shook and her legs
tensed up around his enormous cock. Damien, now with a big grin,
began to really focus on his own needs. He was controlling the red
head’s limp body, forcing her up and down, each stroke exacerbating
her own orgasm.

“You want my cum, baby?” Damien asked.

“Give me that cum. Give it to me,” Sheri
replied. She regained some focus and quickened her pace. Heather
was impressed, Sheri was truly an athlete. She had been riding that
dick for a while now with no break. As she moved faster and in
rhythm, Damien moaned and finally released.

“Ahhh,” he
sighed, as his black cock twitched and he filled the married
housewife with a massive amount of his sticky hot cum. His cock
twitched deep inside Sheri’s body and her own pleasure was amped
up, it appeared she was in the midst of yet another orgasm. This
all made Heather very excited and she picked up her own pace as she
rode Terrell with even more enthusiasm. She was now leaning back
against his body resting and enjoying the sensation while Terrell
continued to pound her little blonde pussy and she rubbed her own
clit. He was going at a much more rapid pace than Heather had set
and the pleasure juices were flowing strong and wet.

With her eyes closed and body relaxed
against Terrell’s chest, what happened next surprised her. Both of
her breasts were now being massaged. When she opened her eyes it
was Sheri standing right in front of her with that devilish look
Heather knew so well. But it felt nice, and once Heather gave her a
smile of concession Sheri began to suck and continue to rub on
Heather’s full D cups. As Sheri teased Heather’s nipples, Terrell,
even more aroused, picked up the pace. Heather was blissfully
enjoying all of the extra attention. One of Sheri’s hands migrated
to Heather’s clit and she rubbed fast while still sucking on one of
her huge soft tits. Heather, fully overwhelmed, finally climaxed
with a quaking orgasm and fell limply onto Terrell’s still hard
shaft. He wasn’t done and continued to work her over through her
orgasm. After she recovered she greedily and quickly slammed her
juicy cunt up and down on his thick hard cock, savoring the post
orgasmic tremors and sensations as she encouraged Terrell, who was
well on the verge of his own eruption.

Sheri, never one to be out of the action,
fondled Terrell’s balls until he was finally overcome and flooded
Heather’s hot snatch with his gooey thick jazz, Heather doubled
over with a G spot climax of her own and the couple melted into
each other in pleasure as they recovered from the intense fuck.
After several minutes of recovery the foursome sat up on the ledge
of the hot tub, each rehydrating with bottles of water. Cum still
slowly trickled out of the girls and down their thighs as the group
smiled and laughed together. Heather randomly thought about the
massive amount of cum she’d just been shot full of and finally
considered the possibility of getting pregnant with these illicit
activities, but she knew her cycle well and was pretty sure it was
a safe day to have unprotected sex. But, then again, you never
knew. Sheri, who never wanted children of her own, had undergone an
oblation a few years back, which not only rendered her infertile,
but also freed her of her monthly annoyances.

In reflection, Terrell joked with Sheri,
“Hot girl on girl action… another check off of your extensive list,
yeah?”

Sheri shook her head, “Not yet… I gave
another girl pleasure, but I have not gotten any myself, so nope,
until I climax from girl on girl action I can’t check it off the
list.”

All eyes went to Heather, who felt like she
had just been fingered out of a police lineup. “What? You want me
to eat your pussy right now? We just had sex!” Sheri stared her
down as Heather gave her a dumbfounded, wide eyed, questioning
expression. Sheri winked and spread her legs further up on the hot
tub deck. With both guys cheering her on, Heather crawled from
Terrell’s lap over to Sheri’s widely spread legs and well fucked,
cum filled, pussy.

Heather leaned forward and licked some cum
off of Sheri’s thigh, which got the boys excited all over again. As
they urged her on, Heather began to tongue Sheri’s clit, but Sheri
pushed her head back, making her pause. Heather looked up at her,
“you know,” Sheri said, “the check off is for girl on girl sex… not
just you tipping my velvet. We’ll eat each other out,” Sheri
scooted back onto the shallow patio bordering the hot tub and lay
back as Heather straddled her face and lowered herself onto her
knees, face-down into Sheri’s sticky cooch and lapped at her inner
thighs.

Sheri got started first, lifting her head
into her friends cum soaked cunt as she licked at a salty mingling
of Heather and Terrell’s cum. After a spike of pleasure and new
arousal, Heather nuzzled her tongue into Sheri’s gooey snapper,
still fresh with Damien’s cum and began to lick, and awkwardly suck
on, her stretched out pussy and tiny clit. Although both girls were
amateurs, emulating what they, themselves, would have wanted, they
learned quickly. Within a matter of minutes the voluptuous and firm
bodied housewives had each other moaning and bucking their hips
rhythmically. There wasn’t a trace of cum left on either woman and
they were, again, soaking wet as the sixty-nine went on. Soon Sheri
was overcome and rocking an orgasm, not as volcanic as the previous
from Damien, but still good. She enjoyed it as she focused on
pleasuring Heather. It didn’t take long, Heather, literally
kneeling on her friends face, doubled over as her friend sucked on
her clit, her own orgasm overtaking her, in fact, it was all she
could do to not smother her friend below. Terrell reached out and
gave Damien a fist pump, it was hard to imagine a much better
afternoon for the two bachelors.


 Week 12

Throughout the following week, Heather
constantly thought back to the hot tub time with Sheri and her new
friends. She was astounded she had been so wild and slutty. She’d
never done such things before and felt like a dirty whore (which
she wasn’t sure she was comfortable with, yet). She was so
embarrassed that she had not even mustered the courage to tell her
husband about her many new experiences. She had let him know that
Sheri had tagged along because she thought he might be a little
consoled by the knowledge that Kurt, also, was cuckolded by his
spitfire wife.

The week was slightly awkward as they were
spending Thanksgiving at Brent’s sister’s house. Heather exchanged
numerous daily texts with Terrell and Sheri. In fact, now even
Damien was flirting with her via text. It was apparent by their
conversations that Terrell was also flirting with Sheri. Heather
felt a jealous twinge, as if Terrell was somehow her man, but since
she enjoyed Damien’s attention, too, she let it go. This was a
whole new world, a strange one and the rules she had been used to
in previous relationships certainly did not apply any longer.

The week and weekend were very vanilla
(other than Heather’s persistent thoughts of her recent sexual
exploits). And when Brent asked her at Thanksgiving dinner if she
wanted dark meat she blushed and, of course, said yes.

The four hour car ride home was long and
boring. The girls watched a Barbie movie on the DVD player and
Brent didn’t have much to say. About half an hour from home,
Heather received a text from Sheri with an attachment. The text
read “Missing you, GF!” Heather was a bit nervous to download the
attachment, but muted her phone and shielded it from the other
passengers. The picture was certainly not family safe. It was of a
pale women being impaled in her ass and pussy by two big black
cocks.

“That little whore!” was all Heather
could think to herself. But really, she was just jealous. The more
Heather thought about the picture the more her head spun. How could
two guys double team a chick and manage to take that picture. There
was no way they could have, which meant that someone else had taken
the picture. Who else was with them? Heather was jealous and angry
now, she felt like Sheri, who’d been invited to the party by
her, was carrying on without her,
which was impolite and wrong. She hated being left out!

Heather texted her back, “O.M.G! You are
such a slut! Lol… who took the picture?”

Within twenty seconds her phone was buzzing,
Sheri had replied, “Kurt, of course!”

Heather’s head was spinning again… “Kurt?
She’d invited Kurt along to watch? Perhaps Brent could have a role
in this,” Heather thought, though she wasn’t sure if she wanted to
share everything with him just yet.


 Week 13

In the one weekend Heather had been absent
her insatiable friend had already managed to one-up her. It turned
out that Sheri had gone over to Terrell’s on Sunday and made Kurt
come along to act as the host, server and general bitch of the
group. Sheri laughed as she recounted the scene to Heather. He
brought them beers, waters, lube, acted as TV remote, etc. And, all
the while, Sheri had enjoyed having the two sexy black studs to
herself. She fucked them both, sucked them both and eventually got
Double Penetrated by the two studs leaving her holes stretched out
wide and thoroughly sticky and cum soaked. She went so far as to
make her bitch of a husband clean her cum filled holes with his
tongue.

This disgusted Heather, “what a fucking
freak!” she thought to herself. She was still roiling inside about
her scene stealing cock whore of a friend stealing some of her
thunder. As the two women talked over coffee, Heather was still not
ready for what Sheri had already tentatively planned.

“Honey, this weekend we are going to have
another party. I assume you are down,” Sheri said. Blushing Heather
nodded, even if it got a little wild, it had already been a week
and she was ready for more sweet cock. Her cunt ached and the thick
black vibe just didn’t do the trick anymore, she wasn’t fully
satisfied without the real thing.

“How about this weekend we party at your
place,” Sheri said, not really asking, “you have an awesome setup
to watch the games the boys like so much and your house is perfect
for hosting.”

Heather was already scolding her
friend with a look, “Hmmm, let me think,” Heather joked,
“NO!” she
emphasized.

Sheri gave a brief sigh, not shocked at her
friends reply. “I have it all planned out already. Listen, send
Brent out with the girls. There is a Groupon for that museum on the
north side. Instruct him not to come home before six o’clock. We’ll
have the house, and the boys, to ourselves. A change of scenery
would be good. And, well, my house is just too small, you know
that.”

Heather cocked her head, still
disbelieving, and replied, “Sheri, it’s my home, I mean… my kids live there, for Chrissake…
are you kidding me?!”

Sheri was manipulative and she knew how to
get her way. She shrugged it off, “okay, if you feel so bad about
having a little fun at your place I guess we can find a plan B. The
boys were hoping that one of us would host for a change. Look, if
you don’t have that kind of control over your house I can figure it
out.”

Heather hated the thought of Sheri being in charge or
laying out the plans. Again, she still felt like this was her gig
and Sheri was just along for the ride. Begrudgingly, she finally
agreed to host. “I’ll do it, Sheri, but just this once. I don’t
want to play where I live, it’s too much intermingling of two very
different aspects of my life.”

Sheri had that devilish grin on her
face again, she had won and without putting up much of a fight.
“You are awesome, sweetie!” she said, in her sweetly condescending
way, “Also, Terrell got you something. He wanted me to give it to
you. He is hoping you will wear it this weekend. He got
me something similar,” Sheri
produced a small gift wrapped box and handed it to Heather. Heather
opened her eyes wide, looking for approval to open it in the quaint
café.

“It’s okay, totally safe for this place,”
Sheri assured her. Heather did not fully trust her but figured she
could conceal whatever debauchery was in the box. After unwrapping
the small gift, she held up a very small red football jersey with
the number sixty-nine on it. The cut of the shirt was very low as
well.

Heather gave her friend a puzzled look,
“Okay, I guess I can wear this.”

Sheri shook her head, “Of course you can! A
pair of booty shorts, this top and some eye black strips. Sexy!
Also, it’s a football party at your house and you’re the host. You
have to serve all the guests. Whatever they want, whenever they
want, that is what a good hostess does. Those are the rules,” Sheri
said as a matter of fact.

“Rules, whose rules? This is all news to
me,” Heather said.

“That’s what Terrell said when we
talked about either of us hosting last week. You
are his little slut, right? Don’t
you just love being his
slutwife?” Sheri asked.

Heather had never thought of it that way,
she wasn’t anyone’s property, least of all Terrell’s, right? Or was
there some sort of code in this lifestyle that she was unaware of?
Her pussy was uncontrollably wet at the thought of being Terrell’s
little slutwife, it had unwillingly stoked a fire deep within.
Sunday was several days away and she needed to get some things
rolling if she wanted to make Terrell happy. The thought made her
shake her head, she was already embarrassed at the lengths to which
she was going, but she was happier than she’d been in a long while.
Suddenly, there were things to look forward to.

When Sunday finally came she sent
Brent and the girls away as planned. Brent was not to return until
she texted him to come home. He wasn’t very keen on the idea of
company at their house, but, he never seemed very happy
about any of Heather’s new
adventures… that is, rationally speaking. We all know his little
cock wasn’t the least bit rational, and so he endured, if not
encouraged, any and all of her escapades.

Heather got ready, dressing up in a tiny
pair of white hot pants she found at the local sex shop. They were
so tight and tiny that they didn’t come close to covering up her
plump derriere. She wore a flesh colored push up bra which amped
her cleavage up visibly and alluring into the deep plunge of the
low V of the jersey, though it wasn’t very noticeable otherwise
through the see through jersey. She wore a tall pair of red wedges
and bright red lipstick as she pranced around the house setting the
finishing touches and then made her way to the kitchen where she
heated up a wing platter she had bought and got out the chips and
dip. She re-inventoried the fridge, which was stocked with a case
of beer and some hard lemonade she’d picked up earlier in the week.
She wasn’t doing anything differently than she would if she were
expecting her regular group of guests, friends of hers and of
Brent’s, but wearing next to nothing and just feeling the air on
her exposed skin gave the mundane an air of naughty and fun
anticipation that already had her aroused. Sheri was the first to
arrive just before noon. She was dressed normally for the moment,
but brought a bag with her. She gave her friend a tight hug, but
then slapped the shit out of her mostly exposed ass cheek leaving a
pink slightly raised handprint. “You bitch!” Heather exclaimed.

“You look hot, you little slutwife! I’m
gonna go get changed,” Sheri winked, disappearing into Heather’s
bedroom. Before Sheri had made it out of the bedroom the door bell
rang again. Heather took a deep breath, still a bit nervous about
the whole scene being at her house. She opened the door before
considering that it could be a random neighborhood kid wanting to
mow the lawn or something else. To her relief it was Terrell and
Damien… and some other younger, but quite sexy, black guy.

She ushered the men in quickly, not
comfortable exposing the neighborhood to her current get up. As
soon as the door closed Terrell pulled the curvy blonde wife close,
“you are looking good in this get up, baby.” Now, with his hands
full of plush white ass, he pulled her into his embrace and kissed
her deeply, exploring her mouth with his tongue. When he was done
he introduced his friend, “you, of course, remember Damien and this
is another friend of mine, Matt.”

“What’s up, cutie? You look even hotter than
they described, Mmmm,” Matt appraised, wetting his bottom lip. Matt
was not as tall or as thick as the other two men, but he was still
lean and sexy, with a well manicured goatee and a closely shaved
head.

“Well, thanks,” Heather winked, flirting,
“good to meet you, too! Well, please come in and make yourselves
comfortable,” Heather encouraged them. Just as the men had taken a
seat on the couch Sheri emerged from the bedroom. She was dressed
much like Heather and sported a tiny red thong and some very tall
red platforms, making her long legs appear to be even longer. All
the men gave her a “hell, yeah,” as she introduced herself to the
new addition with a kiss on the cheek and then took a seat between
him and Damien.

As it was already noon, Terrell instructed
her to put the games on. Heather fumbled through the channels not
actually having a clue where to go. The men kept giving her
instructions to no avail. Finally, she stumbled on to a game and
stopped flipping. But the guys started to groan, “no one wants to
watch this game, babe, just give me the remote,” as she leaned over
to hand Damien the remote, Terrell took the opportunity to slap her
plump booty again.

She jumped, surprised, “what’s with everyone
wanting to slap my ass today?” she huffed.

The room got a real laugh out of that and
Damien interjected, “slapping is not the only thing we have in mind
with that ass today, sugar,” this elicited more laughter from
everyone. The men were a lot cockier than they had been during the
previous weeks. Whereas before Terrell had been suave and even
romantic, today he and Damien were matter of fact and a little
crude, she definitely felt like they were the ones in charge, even
though it was her house! This started to rub Heather the wrong way,
but their confident attitude also unwillingly turned her on, it
made her nipples ache and her cunt tingle when they gave her an
order or slapped her ass like they owned it.

“You gonna get us a beer, sexy?” Damien
wasn’t really asking.

Heather nodded and brought back three beers,
handing them to each of the guys. Sheri looked up, “umm, rude!”
Heather rolled her eyes and went back to the kitchen to fetch Sheri
a Mike’s lemonade and got one for herself also. They could drink
beer, but Heather preferred the hard lemonade and knew Sheri would,
too. Upon returning to the living room, Heather noticed Sheri was
already in Damien’s grasp. He had his arm around her, his dangling
hand lightly rubbing her upper breast, as he watched the game on
the TV. Heather took a seat next to Terrell, with Damien on her
other side, intending to watch a little of the game. Terrell was
fixed on the TV as well, but put his hand on her leg and began to
stroke it. No sooner than he had claimed one leg, Damien took
liberty with his free hand and began to stroke her other leg. She
was not sure how to feel about this, she half expected Terrell to
be jealous, but if he noticed Heather never knew. At halftime,
Terrell asked if she had any food.

“Yeah, help yourself, there is a spread in
the kitchen and the plates are already out,” Heather said.

Terrell took his hand off her thigh and
looked at her, “Sheri didn’t tell you how this is suppose to work,
huh?” Sheri, obscured behind Damien and in Matt’s grasp grinned a
little as Heather shook her head no.

“Damn it, Sheri, you were supposed to lay
this out,” Terrell chastised. “So basically, you are the hostess,
meaning that you entertain and serve your guests today. It’s pretty
simple, bring us beer, food, anything else we need and when the
time is right you give us more.”

Heather, eyes fixed on Sheri, explained,
“Someone failed to tell me those little details.”

“You were already unsure about hosting,”
Sheri explained, “so I didn’t want to drop too many bombs on you at
once. Lighten up, I was the host last week, now it’s your
turn.”

Heather playfully decided to be a good
sport, after all, Sheri had played this role last week. Now,
looking at Terrell while standing up, Heather asked what everyone
wanted. Everyone wanted food and more to drink, so Heather made her
way to the kitchen and made everyone a plate of food, serving each
individually, then went and got them more beer. After having a
little snack herself, she sank back into the cushions next to
Terrell and they continued to watch the game. Heather could see
that Matt was getting frisky with Sheri, now that they’d had some
food and drinks. Her legs were draped over his lap and he was
rubbing her smooth long limbs.

As the score of the game became lopsided and
a little less interesting, Terrell looked at Heather, “Hey, why
don’t you go show Matt how good you suck cock, he’s never had a
housewife get him off before, just a bunch of dumb college sluts
and club rats.”

“I’m the
hostess,” Heather thought to herself,
“either go with it or bitch out
now.” After all, she had dressed up for them, she knew
she was going to have sex, and probably pretty wild sex, after last
time. So Heather, embracing her role, stood up and slowly strutted
towards Matt. Sheri was relaxed beside him, legs down and slightly
parted as Matt had his fingers inside Sheri’s tiny G String and was
clearly fingering her clit. He opened his legs wide to allow the
housewife into his space and stood up slightly to loosen his pants
and pull out his black cock. Heather stared at his erect cock,
guessing it to be nearly eight inches, not quite as big as
Terrell’s, but it still dwarfed her hubby’s tiny tooth pick.
Heather got on her knees and began to stroke the young guys cock
and tease the head. Sheri leaned into the crook of Matt’s arm as he
fingered her nipple, she watched her friend give a blow job to this
total stranger. Heather licked the entire shaft like it was a
chocolate lollipop. Matt, now egging her on, put his other hand on
the back of her head and pushed lightly, which Heather took as her
queue to pick up the pace. Heather bobbed fast on his cock, much to
the delight of her girlfriend, “nice, girl! Suck his big black cock
you little slutwife!” Sheri exclaimed, prodding her to get after it
even more. Just as her jaw started to get sore the young man
started to grunt. Matt’s hands were now massaging the blonde’s big
tits through the jersey. He grabbed her head and lightly guided
her… within seconds his cock began to twitch and his warm cum shot
down the hot blonde’s throat.

“Nice job, sexy!” Sheri remarked. The blonde
housewife grinned, proud of her work, then stood up to reposition
her top and grab a drink of water. Terrell held up an empty beer
bottle and Heather excused herself, returning with another tray of
cold beers.

The minute Heather set the tray of drinks
down Damien stood up and proceeded to pull down his pants,
revealing his impressive ten inch cock, which was already
semi-hard. “Yo, bitch, I’m next!” Heather was stunned and a little
disgusted by the vulgarity, yet, again, there was a tingle in her
core at being told what to do by this black man she barely knew.
She glanced at Terrell, who nodded to her and gave her a “what are
you waiting for?” look.

She dutifully knelt before Damien. First she
licked and kissed his shaft, simultaneously jerking off his long
rod. She was trying to rest her jaw, which was already sore from
the first BJ of the day. She looked at her small pale hand dwarfed
by his massive tool and thought that both of her hands would
probably not cover the girth and length of Damien’s gigantic cock.
“Suck that dick, baby!” Damien ordered and Heather went to work
bobbing on the first half of his shaft. She could barely even fit
much of his cock in her mouth before choking. Damien, however, was
used to such problems, “relax that mouth, baby,” he instructed as
he grabbed the back of her head pulling her a bit further on to his
shaft.

With each head bob Damien was pulling her
deeper and deeper on to his dick. She tried to adjust and do what
he said, but that was a lot of cock and this was all new. She
pulled away, gagging, and grabbed a quick drink of water before
coming back for more. She continued to work his cock as Damien
urged her on, “hell, yeah, suck that cock, housewife!” Heather
bobbed and licked and kissed his cock until finally, Damien began
to moan and his cock twitched spewing a hot sticky load of salty
cum into Heather’s hungry mouth. Heather, now very proud of her
cock sucking routine, stood up and, to her surprise, Terrell had
already whipped out his cock and stroked it, while staring at the
curvy blonde housewife expectantly.

Terrell didn’t have to say a word, Heather
kept her gaze locked on him and grabbed a quick drink before
kneeling before her black stud. Her sore throat and jaw were only
small nuisances, she was a woman on a mission, her goal was to
pleasure Terrell and suck his cum as quickly as possible. She
licked his shaft several times before really getting to work his
cock. She had gained enough confidence to know that she could take
it a little deeper, at times she was swallowing over half his cock
with minimal gag reflex. As she sucked his black monster man noodle
like it was going to give her the only protein of the day the crowd
cheered her on, especially Sheri. Terrell, with his head laid back,
enjoyed the slutty housewife’s work. It did not take him long to
work up his orgasm. Sensing his near ready eruption, she opened her
mouth and jerked his cock off on to her wanting tongue. He exploded
into her mouth, drizzling her lips and chin with his thick load.
Heather licked it all away.

Finally, expecting a break, Heather ran to
the kitchen for some more water. She returned to applause from the
three men, but Sheri, now with her thong on the floor and Matt and
Damien playing with her clit and breasts had other ideas. “Oh,
hostess,” Sheri played sad, “I’m feeling totally neglected,” Sheri
looked at Heather expectantly, playfully. Heather was having none
of it, her jaw was really sore already and, though she’d gone down
on Sheri in the hot tub, she was also really drunk and more in the
mood to explore. Now she was doing all the work and it wasn’t
nearly as fun.

Terrell interjected, “are you not going to
help out your poor friend?” Heather sighed, but decided to indulge
her party. As she went to her knees the men showered her with
encouragement and began to provide commentary on the scene. Heather
liked the attention and began to tease Sheri’s clammy clit with her
tongue as the two men to either side of Sheri were each sucking on
a breast. Heather was thoroughly envious and wished it were her in
that fun position, being pleasured by three people. Still she set
to work, first working the nubby clit and then licking and sucking
her pussy lips. Sheri was in heaven with three tongues and six
hands working her over. Already massively turned on, it didn’t take
long. Once Heather teased her clit a little more Sheri began to
lose it. As her legs tightened around her friend’s head she pulled
the blonde further into her cunt and began to buck her hips,
grinding into Heathers face, finally enjoying her first orgasm of
the day.

Heather excused herself, amid the applause,
and went to the downstairs restroom to tidy up a bit. Her hair was
a wreck after being on her knees for all that time, with all those
people grabbing her head, pulling her closer, deeper, choking her.
Upon returning the room all had their hands out to bump fists with
the overworked housewife. Heather was wondering if this was what
hosting was… being used, like a whore, with little to no perks. The
encouragement definitely felt good, though.

No sooner than Heather relaxed and began to
get comfortable, another round of beers were in order, so she went
back to the kitchen to replenish their supply. As she passed them
out, Matt grabbed a handful of her ass and began rubbing
enthusiastically, “Girl, your ass is tight, baby. I can’t wait to
tap that.” Heather hadn’t decided whether she would or wouldn’t
have sex with Matt, but now she wondered if her opinions or
preferences would even matter. It was pretty much anything goes
here and it was her duty to provide, at least, most of the
entertainment.

Finally, the game they had switched over to
started to wrap up and the men were glued to the game for the final
outcome. Heather was able to relax a bit. Of course, her break
consisted of Damien and Terrell rubbing her tits and cunt through
her clothes, but after giving head like she did anything seemed
like a break. As the final field goal split the uprights (which was
mildly disappointing to the men) things began to take a turn back
toward the ladies. The men excused themselves, one by one, to the
bathroom and then began to focus on the women. Damien and Sheri
were already mugging down on the couch, her hands in the front of
his pants stroked his Beautiful Black Cock while he was playing
with her clit and fingering her.

Matt had seated himself next to Heather and
was stroking her inner thigh while Terrell sat nearby watching.
Matt began rubbing Heather’s leg, teasing her as he inched closer
and closer to her wet snatch until, finally, his hand was on her
pussy. The first time Heather let out a soft moan Matt decided it
was time to get it on. He grabbed her thin tight hot pants and
helped her out of them, revealing her beautiful bald pussy. “Damn,
that’s a nice looking pussy, girl,” he leaned down and began to
lick and tease her already wet clit.

Sheri was a bit further along. On her knees,
backwards on the couch, she had Damien’s cock in her mouth and was
fondling his balls while Terrell had gotten up to fuck her from
behind, jamming his massive rod into her neatly trimmed red haired
pussy. With each thrust his body collided with hers, meaning he was
already giving the married slut all of his big hard cock. She
continued to work on Damien’s cock as she swallowed nearly all of
it. As he skull fucked the hungry whore, Heather could not figure
out how she was taking most of his shaft.

Heather’s tiny dicked husband couldn’t have
been further from her thoughts. Her pussy was on fire, it had been
two weeks since she had fucked a real man’s cock and she could not
wait any longer. “Give me that black cock, goddamit!” She ordered
Matt.

Matt rebuffed her “Bitch, you beg me
for this cock, now.”

Heather would have said anything the black
man wanted at this moment. “Please, please, fuck me with your black
cock.” Matt laughed, knowing full well that he could have strung
the little game out further, but he was horny as well and he began
to insert his firm black tool into Heathers yearning pussy. As she
lay on the big chair and ottoman, Matt, kneeling on the floor,
began to slide in and out of the blonde’s hot snatch. With each
stroke Heather began to moan more and more. Matt’s cock, while not
quite as big as his friends, was still most impressive and it had
more of a curve which rubbed against her G-Spot. Matt continued to
plow the blonde’s pussy, but had also pushed her shirt up and began
to rub her huge tits. Heather reached around to unhook her bra,
giving the young bull better access to her big rack.

Sheri had changed positions. Terrell was now
sitting on the couch while Sheri rode his big rod reverse cowgirl
style. Damien had come around to continue the cock play. Sheri
licked and sucked at Damien hungrily as she bounced quickly up and
down on Terrell’s big dick, aching for release. She took a quick
break from Damien’s cock to play with her clit. Within a minute her
body succumbed and Terrell began to pound her pussy while she
continuously played with her clit enjoying a rocking orgasm. Her
body fell temporarily limp, but Terrell had no problem hoisting the
red headed vixen up and down so he could better fuck her.

Damien, taking a break from Sheri, decided
he needed some pussy, too, so he tapped Matt out of the way and
bent Heather over the chair so he could fuck her doggy style.
Damien’s extra three inches were noticeable in her tight pussy and
caused a twinge of pain as he quickly stretched her out. It was
quickly replaced with ecstasy as he slammed his body into her juicy
ass, filling her cunt up with his fat black meat. With each stroke
her thick booty shook. Matt, not wanting to feel neglected, moved
in front of Heather and began to slap the blonde in the face with
his big cock. Heather had never had a guy do this to her before. In
fact, she had never had more than one cock in her ever. As Matt
pushed his cock towards her mouth she began to work his dick which
was still slick with her own salty juices.

The sensation of Damien’s cock filling her
warm pussy and having a cock in her mouth was awesome, but what
happened next was fucking insane. Her slutty red head friend had
apparently recovered. She now lay between Heather’s legs and began
to lick on her exposed clit. As her tongue teased her clit and
pussy in consort with the large cock Heather was sent over the
edge. A really deep orgasm overtook her body and it took what
little energy she had to not just collapse on her friends face.
Heather moaned and screamed in elation like she never had before.
She felt like one of the sluts she had seen in some recent porn
movies. She’d assumed that they were faking orgasms, but this was
real, very real.

As Heather recovered and Sheri moved out
from underneath her, the three men, still locked and loaded,
surrounded the ladies and began jerking off. Sheri knew the drill,
she looked up at them and opened her mouth, ready to be their
little cum dump. Heather, still fresh from an orgasm, was just now
coming to. She saw her friend’s actions and mimicked them by
opening her mouth and gazing into their eyes. Within two minutes
the guys had all shot their gooey loads all over the women’s faces.
Strings of sticky cum hung from their mouths, their chins, their
eyes and lips. As the men each sat back, relaxing, after releasing
their loads onto the now trashy housewives, the two women looked at
each other. Heather thought Sheri looked awful, covered in spooge
and knew she couldn’t look much better. After suggesting a shower,
the women excused themselves to Heather’s master bath.

They returned quickly, wearing nothing but
the football jerseys in case the men required more from them. The
men were in their boxers cutting it up and laughing as they pounded
down another round of beers. Their attention turned back to the
housewives. If you were a guy who liked PAWGs (phat ass white
girls) you could not help but be taken back by Heather. Her round
ass and big tits were partially exposed and sexy as hell… she
already had the men thinking about Act Three. Sheri may not have
possessed Heather’s curves, but her long sporty body offered its
own pleasures. Heather relaxed between Damien and Terrell while
Sheri sank down next to Matt.

No sooner had they taken a seat,
Damien produced a little joint and looked at Heather for approval.
She shrugged her shoulders and grinned and Damien sparked the
doobie. Heather had not smoked pot since college, but was open to
anything today, after all, she was
hosting. As the joint made its way around the room it quickly
burnt down, after several rounds laughter started to become more
prominent. Heather’s head was spinning since it had been so long
since she’d partaken. Not surprisingly, Sheri was a little more
collected. She still partied some while on vacations. The group cut
it up for a bit and Heather’s head quit spinning, she was feeling
pretty laid back and relaxed.

Sheri was apparently ready to go again. Matt
had his tongue down her throat and she was vigorously stroking him
through his briefs. That might as well have been a green light to
Damien and Terrell as they began to close in on Heather. Each man
massaged one of her tits while Damien rubbed her smooth naked cunt.
Heather was again on fire, the sensation of both of her big tits
being worshipped was heaven as she began to moan and push herself
toward Damien’s hand as his thick fingers reached inside of her.
Heather reached into both guys boxers and sprung free their massive
rods. She laid her head back, relishing the feeling of her huge
breasts being suckled and nibbled, as she continued to jerk them
off, readying them for her. Terrell, now fully erect, pulled the
blonde on to his lap and licked her nipples while he directed her
to grab some lubricant from the nearby table. After slicking up
their sweet spots Heather began to glide quickly up and down on
Terrell’s massive member.

Sheri, on the other hand, had been riding
Matt now for several minutes. Bouncing on his curved cock like a
mad woman. Damien grabbed the lubricant and applied it liberally to
his massive cock. He then poured it into his palm and began to rub
it into Sheri’s tight asshole. “Umm,” Sheri moaned as he probed her
ass, “Give me that cock in my ass, baby!” Sheri commanded Damien as
she continued to ride the younger bull. Sheri stopped her riding
for a minute while Damien slowly worked his humongous cock into the
greedy red head’s tight ass. Several winces of pain and Sheri’s
gnashing teeth did not deter Damien. He slowly worked his massive
rod into the slutty whore’s puckered hole. “Fuck yeaaaaah!” Sheri
said as the pain became pleasure and her two holes were almost
totally stretched out by the two huge cocks.

Heather was now riding Terrell reverse cow
girl, all the while watching her friend get double penetrated by
the two studs. She had never seen anything in real life like this,
ever. The thought seemed hot but she was not sure she could do the
same. As she continued to ride Terrell the two men were now really
picking up their pace as they pummeled Sheri. “Oh, fuck,” she
cried, “yeah! Fuck my ass with that nigga cock!” Sheri screamed.
Heather felt really uncomfortable with the word, but the men seemed
to feed off of it.

“You like that nigga dick, you white whore?”
Damien asked.

“Fuck yeah, give it to me!” Sheri screamed
back, causing Damien to fuck her even harder. His ten inch member
was buried in her ass, all the while Matt continued to pound her
pussy. Sheri, still moaning, was bewildered with pleasure as a
massive orgasm came upon her causing her to buck back against their
big cocks. As she did, Matt, who had been fucking her for a while,
also began to orgasm. He flooded the red head’s snatch with his hot
cum. Sheri collapsed onto Matt’s body, limp and exhausted. Damien,
sensing his partner was too exhausted to give him proper attention,
withdrew his cock from her ass and looked directly at Heather, who
had been watching this whole scene in shocked silence with wide
eyes.

Terrell withdrew his cock from Heather and
looked at Damien, “You ready to hit this shit, bro? I want to break
this ass in myself.” Damien nodded, cleaning his cock and
reapplying some lubricant. Heather was in a minor state of panic
and was totally speechless. She was about to have twenty inches of
thick black cock inside of her and there was little she could think
to do to stop it. But, she wasn’t sure she even cared to stop it.
As Damien sat on the couch he pulled the PAWG onto his stiff and
ready cock, he glided easily into her hot and yearning cunt.
Heather was tingly with anticipation and terror as Terrell re-lubed
his large member and inserted his thick finger into Heathers ass,
thoroughly lubing her up as well.

“So, you’re still a black cock anal virgin.
Get ready to be anointed, baby,” Terrell said while fingering her
asshole. He leaned closer to her ear and whispered, “I can’t wait
to fuck that tight virgin asshole.”

The teasing on her asshole felt awesome, as
Damien continued to fuck the blonde housewife. Terrell, now behind
her, slowly began to insert his cock into her trembling tight
asshole.

Terrell had barely fit the tip of his fat
cock in as she audibly winced and cried out. Grinding her teeth,
she exclaimed, “OH! I don’t think I can do this, guys.” She had
tears in her eyes.

Sheri came over and whispered to her friend,
“Just relax, trust me, hon, that cock hurt your pussy the first
time you had it, too.” Sheri was now rubbing her fingers through
her friend’s hair as Damien slowly fucked her, allowing Terrell to
really take it easy on her ass. With each passing second and each
short slow stroke, it became less and less painful. Within several
minutes the pain had largely subsided and was turning to pleasure.
Terrell was slowly working himself into her. Heather couldn’t have
guessed that she was getting about half his member up her ass
already. Sensing that she was more comfortable Damien picked up his
pace. Whatever pain there had been seemed to dissipate as the
sensation of the two massive black cocks in her small holes took
full effect. Damien returned to fucking her fast and hard, all the
while Terrell picked up the pace and was now stroking about seven
inches of his dick in and out of the blonde’s tight ass. Sheri,
unbeknownst to Heather, had snapped a couple of pics on her phone
of the black cock slut in full DP glory. Heather was now rocking
her own body into their black members. She could never remember
being so full before in her life.

“Oh fuck, fuck, fuck!” Heather screamed,
while being impaled from the front and back. The men took this as a
good sign and quickened their pace. Terrell was now pounding his
whole hard cock into her tight ass with no remorse, the harder he
pounded the louder she got. Right in the midst of her biggest moan
yet Terrell slapped that phat ass, producing a little scream from
the blonde who was now rocking her body in rhythm with their black
cocks. Sheri, still in front of her for moral support, massaged her
breasts and played with her nipples, “Yes, Yes,Yes,” Heather cried,
“Fuck, Yes!!!!” she screamed in delight as far and away the biggest
orgasm she had ever had took hold of her. But the men were not done
and the Orgasm did not seem to stop. As her body rocked, and their
cocks filled her up, the orgasms and spasms just kept coming.
Finally, both men, now nearly exhausted themselves, felt their
cocks ready to explode. First was Damien, who quickened his pace as
he finally filled the blonde’s snatch with his steaming
ejaculation. As his cock twitched inside her pussy her orgasms
continued to roll on. He relaxed, leaving his convulsing prick in
her as Terrell pulled the blonde’s hips on to his black member and
fucked her ass like an Olympian.

“Oh, yes… oh, yeah, baby, I’m cumming, I’m
cumming all the way up in your tight ass,” Terrell cried out as he
exploded another juicy load into her well fucked asshole. As his
cock contracted, still releasing loads of cum, her ass tightened
around his huge cock, taking it all in greedily. As both men slid
their well pleasured cocks out of her used and relaxed holes,
streams of excess cum dripped from her well fucked holes onto her
polished wood floor. The mess was a tiny pinch of reality, as she
knew she had to clean up soon, but she really just wanted to lay
there and sleep on the couch. After several minutes of recovery
Heather observed the clock on the mantle. It was already
five-thirty and she was supposed to have the house guests gone by
around six. The sobering circumstance still did not subdue her
pleasures as she seemed to be having post orgasmic tremors quite a
while after the fact.

Heather composed herself and wrapped up the
afternoon party. Like her, everyone would have rather relaxed a
while longer and had time to come down, but they understood the
game and obliged. Heather went ahead and texted Brent, “In the
shower, head home when you want.” It was rather odd her husband
needed permission to come home on a Sunday afternoon, but he should
have thought of that when he got addicted to cuckold porn. Now she
called the shots… at least at home.


 Week 14

There was no rest for Heather this week. Her
lovers kept her on her back almost every day of the week. Damien
called and wanted to “hang out” and eat lunch on Tuesday, which
consisted of peanut butter and jelly and potato chips, followed by
Heather on her knees, her back and her stomach for over an hour as
she took several loads of cum from his massive cock. On Wednesday,
Matt needed to come by and “get his sunglasses” he had left over
there on Sunday, which, not surprisingly, resulted in an ass full
of his cum. And on Thursday Damien just popped in to “say hi” which
resulted in Heather on her knees worshiping his black rod with her
tongue and he fucked her tits until he shot his load all over those
her chest and face, leaving her sticky and used.

Heather wanted to scale her weekend
activities back a bit and had agreed to host Terrell, but Terrell
only, this weekend. She needed a break from the massive group fuck
she got that last weekend and figured she could handle one stud
better than three and her kinky slutwife friend. Brent, really
wanting to get out of the house on Sunday, had already arranged for
the girls to go to their grandparents that afternoon and spend the
night, giving the “man of the house” a well deserved break.

Nature had other plans for the weekend,
however. Heather should have sensed it, but she’d been so busy
lately keeping her bull’s entertained that it took her by surprise
on Saturday morning when her monthly friend decided to pay a visit.
“Oh, Fuck,” Heather thought. She had to cancel with Terrell. He
would understand, though, especially a guy with his experience, so
she texted him, “Hey, I hate to do this but I am going to be “yuck”
this weekend. Guessing I won’t be much fun to hang with.”

Terrell replied. “Damn, I got no plan now,
all my boys are out of town. Guess I will kick it here by
myself.”

Heather felt a little bad. “Well, you can
still come over and watch football and all, just wanted to let you
know I am broken for the week.”

Terrell replied “You don’t really even like
football, right? Would hate to put you out.”

Heather somewhat agreed with Terrell, and
honestly she felt so tired and crampy, a day by herself would be
really nice, but she always wanted to please everyone. “You know,
Brent loves football… perhaps you guys can kick it and catch the
games. I mean, you should probably meet at some point, right?”

Terrell responded with a positive, “yeah,
you’re probably right. If it’s not putting you out, that sounds
awesome.”

Heather informed her whiny husband of the
amended plans, but in the end he was just happy his plans involved
football. He was, of course, very curious to meet his wife’s lover
in person. He put up only a little protest, which she guessed was
only him trying to save face in place of his real sissy
desires.

When Sunday rolled around the couple was a
bit nervous, Brent even more so than Heather. Brent shuttled the
girls to their grandparent’s right before noon, while Heather made
some snacks for the game. Despite feeling bloated and broken,
Heather still dressed to impress. She took a shower and cleaned up
her girly parts as well as she could. She poured herself into a
pair of tight fitting yoga shorts and a fitted, matching sports
bra, which set her cleavage up for maximum viewing pleasure.

Terrell arrived while Brent was still out
running the girls around. The sultry blonde greeted her bull at the
door and let him in. No sooner had the door closed, their lips were
locked in the entry hall way and he couldn’t help but wrap his
hands around her big tits, which were largely exposed in the little
top. Terrell took a seat on the couch and turned on the game he
wanted to watch.

Brent pulled into the drive and was not
surprised to see Terrell’s car, but it did give him a queasy
feeling, all the same. Regardless, he took a deep breath and went
into his home. He could see the back of Terrell’s head on the couch
with his arm around Heather as soon as he walked in the door.
Heather, being proactive, greeted him while Terrell was fondling
her big boobs.

“Hey, Honey!” she said.

Entering the room Brent said “Hey,” with a
crackling voice of a maturing teenager.

“Sup, man, I’m Terrell,” Terrell said,
offering his hand, “You have an awesome house and an awesome wife,
it’s good to finally meet you.” When the two men shook hands it was
obvious who the alpha was. Terrell did not overdo it, but his firm
athletic grasp, compared to Brent’s limp hand shake, was a telling
sign. The threesome all took a seat with Terrell and Heather
snuggled tightly together and Brent in a chair across the room from
them. Terrell had a football game on, but it was not the game Brent
was hoping to watch. It didn’t matter, though, Brent was too
psyched out to say anything. Terrell looked at Heather, “You have a
beer, sexy?”

Heather smiled, “Of course we do, Brent, why
don’t you be a good host and get Terrell a beer, and you can have
one, too, if you want.” She blew him a little kiss and raised her
eyebrows to let him know she meant business. Brent, of course, put
up no fight and grabbed a couple of beers. He could not get over
how big and thick Terrell was. It was like watching sports in 3D,
with a member of the on screen team right there on his couch. While
he knew his wife had been taken, in every sense of the way, by this
guy the visual of seeing him with her, even in a PG setting, right
there on his couch was completely different. He was a little
jealous, but mostly he was really fucking horny.

When he came back into the room he was not
ready for what he saw. Terrell had his tongue down Heather’s throat
and was pawing at her big tits through her thin sports bra. Once
they knew he was back in the room watching they parted. Terrell
laughed while taking the beer from Brent, “Sorry man, commercial
break, and this little play thing drives a guy crazy, right? You’re
a lucky dude, man.” Brent was not sure how to take that, the
comment normally would be a compliment, but in this context the
lucky guy of late was Terrell and his buddies, not Brent.

The group watched football rather intently
for a while and began to loosen up. If Terrell wanted something he
would ask Heather and Heather would in turn make her sissy husband
fulfill the need. The drinks had been flowing quite well for the
past couple of hours and both Brent and Terrell were nicely buzzed.
The two men got along well enough, sharing “manly moments” as they
discussed bad calls and “football stuff.” Terrell was really
outgoing and kept the room a buzz with laughter and conversation.
As the early games were nearing the fourth quarter, Heather, who
had drank the least of the group, suggested they kick the alcohol
up a notch. She hit the liquor cabinet and returned with a bottle
of Cuervo and a small bowl of lemon wedges. The two men initially
shook their heads “no,” in unison, but the sexy blonde poured three
shots and got ready to take the first shot herself. Terrell was the
first to cave with the warning, “Honey, hard liquor makes this guy
horny as hell.”

Heather then whispered into his ear, “I’m
only ‘broken’ downstairs, you know,” as the alcohol had taken some
effect on her as well. With that, Terrell was definitely ready to
drink more, which caused Brent to crumble as well. As the game wore
on the shots kept rolling. They even invented a game where they
took a shot every time a penalty flag came flying. A pass
interference, a hold, an off side and a personal foul later, the
trio had brought their shot total to five in just over forty-five
minutes. All parties were thoroughly lit now and Terrell was
feeling a bit restless. He was groping at Heather’s large bust and
her inner thigh. Brent, even in his drunken state, was still a
jumble of emotions stemming from jealousy to pure excitement as his
wife was now on the black bull’s lap, grinding into his crotch,
while her full tits and hard nipples were now exposed, her tightly
fitted sports bra pushed over them, freeing them for Terrell’s
hands and mouth. Terrell continued to rub his crotch against her
and began teasing her nipples and sucking on her magnificent tits,
not caring about Brent being in the room. Brent was now fully erect
and any jealousy he felt was gone as he watched the couple heat
things up.

Heather got things moving after a good
foreplay session. She completely removed her top, further exposing
her big tits to the room, and dropped to her knees on the floor in
front of Terrell, who lay back against the couch. The sexy blonde
housewife then helped Terrell out of his track pants and boxers,
exposing his semi-erect nine inch black cock to Brent. Brent was
not quite ready for that and could not help but be transfixed on
Terrell’s massive member. Brent’s gaze was so focused that his
mouth even began to water as a new feeling crept in on his blurry
mind. Terrell could not help but notice his host’s intense gaze and
asked, in a demeaning tone, “You see something you like there,
boi?”

Brent remained silent, breaking his fixation
on the black cock, while Heather took quick inventory of the
situation and began to laugh, realizing her little dicked hubby was
as turned on by Terrell’s black member as she was. Heather, now
with her broken pussy burning, began to tease Terrell’s black rod.
In just several weeks she had gone from being big cock challenged,
to knowing how to work a real man’s cock with her mouth. As she
kissed and teased the head and licked up and down his shaft
bringing him to a full erection Brent desperately wanted to play
with his little dick. He slowly began to rub himself through his
jeans, but that only made him yearn for more.

Heather, after properly addressing the
length of Terrell’s cock and his balls, began to bob up and down on
the top half of his cock while jerking his lower shaft in unison.
She would occasionally break away from bobbing on him to moisten
the lower half of his shaft which she could not readily suck on
without considerable effort. At one point, Heather was worshipping
Terrell’s black balls with her tongue, while still masturbating him
with her hand, making Brent go crazy with lust. Terrell took a
moment to re-asses Brent, as his focus was clearly zoned in on the
lusty couple, “Damn, boi, this black cock in your wife really does
turn you on, huh?”

Brent again remained silent. Terrell
felt a little disrespected, “Are you deaf, white boi? I asked if
you are turned on by your slutty little wife and a
real cock,” Terrell demanded, louder
and slowly, to ensure Brent would have to reply.

Heather stopped her worship of Terrell’s
shaft and also stared at Brent, curious as to how he would respond
to Terrell’s inquiry. Embarrassed and with his voice breaking,
again, Brent sputtered out “It is very hot.” The manner in which he
responded brought both Terrell and Heather into a brief fit of
laughter as Terrell guided Heather’s mouth back to work on his
stiff black member. The taunting and the oral sex was now really
getting to poor Brent as he was unabashedly rubbing his little
stiffy with his hand in his jeans. Finally, he could not resist the
urges anymore and he removed his jeans so that he could freely play
with his tiny pecker. Heather was ready to escalate the scene, but
regardless of her alcohol intake she was conscious of her body and
excused herself to the restroom to clean up a little. As she stood
to leave the room Terrell slapped her ass, causing her to jump and
then wink at her black stud.

The scene was slightly uncomfortable as the
two men, now naked from the waist down, sat in the room both with
their cocks in their hands. Brent could not help but steal glimpses
of Terrell’s massive rod as he slowly stroked it to keep his
stupendous erection. These glances did not go unnoticed by Terrell.
He finally said, “You know I’m about to ram your wife’s tight
little white ass, right, boi?” Brent could only nod, causing
Terrell to smirk. The moments seemed like minutes and the minutes
seemed like hours to both men as they waited in anticipation. Brent
stole yet another glimpse of Terrell’s magnificent cock. “Shit,
white boi, if you’re gonna drool that much over this cock, then get
over here and take care of it while your little slut takes her
sweet ass time.” Brent was frozen in lust and fear. He really did
want to suck that cock, but was not at all secure in that role.
Brent said nothing, again, pretending he was deaf, and dared not
look at Terrell or his massive cock. Terrell just shook his head as
Heather saved the awkward situation by strolling back into the room
buck naked. Her curvy ass and full tits bounced as she made her way
over to Terrell and sat on his lap kissing at his neck while
jerking his cock. Terrell interjected, “I think your little dicked
hubby wants to suck my cock before the day is over, baby? Are you
going to share with him?”

Heather laughed, she was not sure why but
the notion of Brent serving Terrell was actually quite a turn on.
“If he is a good boi, we might let him have a little taste of us
both before we are done,” she answered, giving Brent a wicked
glance. After a few minutes of full on rubbing and deep kissing,
Heather leaned over the couch, with her plump booty in the air for
her black bull to penetrate.

“White boi, go get some lubricant and
lube us up,” Terrell ordered Brent. Brent promptly returned and
began to hand the lube to Terrell, who became insulting and loud,
“I said lube us up. Man, are
you deaf?” Brent was afraid that is what he meant as he opened the
lubricant and applied it to Heathers tight asshole and rubbed the
excess into her pussy causing her to moan. Brent started to retreat
to his chair when Terrell jumped in “us means me and
her, boi, get over here and rub that slick oil onto my cock
so I can stick it into your wife’s tight ass!” Brent was
embarrassed about being chastised and unsure of touching another
man’s dick, but he reopened the lubricant and from a foot away
squirted it onto the big black cock standing at near full
attention. He then reached down with his hand and began to rub the
lubricant across the black man’s thick and mighty shaft. Brent’s
dick sprung up even harder as he stroked the black shaft. “Now,
help put this dick into that little white ass of hers,” Terrell
ordered.

Brent, holding the shaft, guided the black
cock towards his wife’s lovely round ass. He guided the head of
Terrell’s penis to Heather’s waiting asshole, at which point
Terrell retook charge of the situation. Heather, who was already
extremely horny, became even more so with Terrell really taking
charge of the situation like he had. Brent retreated to his chair
and stroked himself as Terrell began to slowly work his cock into
Heather’s ass. At first Heather was wincing as Terrell worked that
phenomenal cock into her smooth white ass, but the tingles of
pleasure began to creep in outweighing the pain as Terrell slowly
worked his cock in deeper and deeper and Heather was visibly
rocking into each slow thrust. Brent, now jerking his own cock off
in unison to the couple, was on edge. An orgasm drizzled sticky
jizz all over his hand and stomach as he watched his wife get her
ass plowed by this dark stranger. Terrell was now slamming his hips
into her juicy booty pulling her hips and ass on to his nine inch
black member. Occasionally some minor pain would occur, causing
Heather to briefly clench in pain, but her body was in ecstasy.
Every time she clenched up, Terrell rode her harder, enjoying the
tightening around his wide cock. Heather continued to rub her clit
until it occurred to her that it was better to have Brent take on
that role so she could fully concentrate on her own pleasure.

“Brent, come lick my clit,
now!” Heather called, all the while
having her ass slammed repeatedly by Terrell’s monstrous member.
Terrell took this moment to change things up and sat back down on
the couch, moving Heather into reverse cowgirl. This would better
allow her clit and cunt to get the attention they needed. Brent had
just cleaned himself up and, the excitement waning a touch as
reality set in, fully realized that his wife was taking another
man’s thick nine inch cock, in her
ass! She had rarely allowed Brent to have sex with her
ass and here she was putting out as best she could during her time
of the month with her mouth, tits and ass! She never let him get
near her during that “dirty” week. He was confused about what to do
and what his thoughts actually were on this, but he dutifully
crawled over on the floor as Heather was now riding Terrell’s cock
reverse cow girl. Her tits bounced fully up and down as she rode
her bull, and it was still a hot fucking scene. Brent moved his
mouth just inches from Terrell’s black cock as her bouncing slowed.
Terrell was thrusting his cock in and out of her ass. The second
Brent’s tongue made contact with his wife’s clit a deep and
repeated moan began to bellow from within his slutty blonde
housewife. She immediately grabbed the back of Brent’s head,
holding it on to her clit, as Terrell pounded his cock going balls
deep into that asshole.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck, Yeah!” Heather screamed
as the sensation of the huge cock and her hubby’s tongue was
sending her over the edge.

“Oh my God, Yes! Yes!” Heather echoed as a
big orgasm took hold of her and she pulled Brent’s face deeper into
her cunt all the while Terrell continued to pound her ass.
Terrell’s balls were now rubbing against Brent, which made him
uneasy, but the ecstasy his wife was in shadowed any personal
hang-ups of his. As her orgasms continued she held his face tight
to her clit, then, finally, released his head. Terrell had slowed
down, giving her a chance to recover, but with each deep stroke her
pleasure remained intact. Brent, thinking his work was done, was
about to retreat from his knees when Terrell put a halt to
that.

“Where you going, white boi? Worship my
shaft and balls like you have been thinking about all afternoon
while I cum up in her slut ass!” Terrell demanded. This caused an
evil grin to overtake Heather as she then pushed Brent’s head
towards the couch cushion and Terrell’s balls and shaft as it
peek-a-booed in and out of his wife. Brent was unsure, but still
excited, and began to do as ordered as his tongue first licked the
base of Terrell’s shaft. He was unsure of licking another man’s
cock, as he’d never done anything like that before, but his wife’s
hand still on the back of his head was the only encouragement he
needed as he licked Terrell’s member and suckled his tight balls.
This caused Terrell to ramp it back up as he returned pumping
Brent’s wife’s ass with added vigor.

With each bounce Terrell’s cock was
getting closer and closer. It was amazing he had lasted this long
without cumming, Brent thought to himself, as he had cum forever
ago and that was without getting any head or foreplay at all. Brent
attended dutifully to the black man’s balls and this really put
Terrell on point, as he slammed Heather’s ass even harder, causing
the blonde to begin moaning as her hole was pounded like a pussy.
Terrell couldn’t hold back any longer as the couple worked his
cock. “Uhhh, Ahhh! Fuck!”
Terrell shouted as his cock convulsed and he flooded Heather’s ass
full of a huge load of cum. She continued to bounce on his cock
extracting every last ounce of his jizz that she could. His cock
spasms increased her own pleasure as her tight ass convulsed around
his cock, pulling his hot seed into her and giving Heather enough
pleasure that, as she rubbed her clit, she came again herself. Cum
came flooding out of her ass and onto Terrell’s cock. “Fuck, clean
us up, white boi! God damn
that ass is awesome!” Terrell said now making out with
Heather, who slowly removed Terrell’s cock from her ass, causing
even more cum to leak out. She sat on him, her ass and Terrell’s
cock just inches from Brent’s face.

The lack of action on
Brent’s part now angered Heather as they were well
into their respective roles. “He said to clean us up, so get to
work hubby!” she demanded, pulling his head towards them. Brent
first went to work on Heather, licking at her ass covered in
Terrell’s salty spooge. The taste was actually somewhat bland, but
the sensation of being fully cucked had Brent’s little dick at full
attention, as it had been for several minutes now. Heather took
note of this as she looked down at her husband, who was now turning
his attention towards Terrell’s shaft.

“I think he likes being a cocksucker, look
how hard he is!” she laughed. As he continued to lick up the
couples love juice they continued to kiss and make out until he
stopped and they inspected his work. There was not a trace of cum
on either of them.

“Good job, cucky! You might get a tiny
morsel of thanks from me before this day is over. Now, bring us
some water, I am beat,” Heather ordered.

Brent stood up, still fully erect, and
returned with three bottles of water. He settled back into his
chair across from his wife, still nestled in the strong arms of her
black stud. After the alcohol and fuckfest the group was relatively
tired. Terrell suggested they go lay down for a bit, and he and
Heather headed toward the master bedroom, leaving Brent on his
chair naked, still buzzed and confused, still very turned on and
more than a bit embarrassed. He began to stroke his small pecker
again, thinking about his freshly fucked wife in his own bed with
her dark lover. With no one’s touch but his own, he stroked himself
to a second orgasm with his mind still fresh on the vision of his
sweet wife getting ass fucked by his new “friend” Terrell (and of
himself being their bitch). Within minutes he was covered with his
own tacky cum and after a quick clean up he decided he could use a
nap, too. So he relaxed where he was, alone, in the living
room.
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Heather decided to slow things down a bit
this week. She’d been working really hard entertaining her new
friend’s and needed a break (her ass was still really sore from
Sunday’s football adventures, after their nap, Terrell wanted more
and her mouth and tits weren’t enough to satisfy that big cock).
Her emotions had gone from initially reveling in being in control
of Brent to questioning this major change in their relationship.
Terrell would be out of town this week, making it easier to lay
low. To reward Brent she was going to let him go to the sports bar
for the early football games and she planned to go out in the
afternoon and get coffee with Sheri and their mutual friend Brenda.
Surely nothing too risqué would pop up from that endeavor. She was
still texting Damien and Matt, but was able to keep them at bay
using her “monthly visitor” excuse.

Brent made it home on time, as promised,
shortly after three o’clock and Heather promptly scurried out of
the house and to the local coffee shop, where Sheri and Brenda were
already seated comfortably smiling and chatting away. Brenda was an
old school friend of both Sheri and Heather. She had been divorced
now for about three years and had only dated a few men here and
there, devoting most of her energy to her kids. She was an
attractive girl with a very fair face for thirty-six (and much like
Heather, she had a very ample set of knockers)! Her ass was not
nearly as juicy, and at only five feet four inches tall and a
hundred and fifty pounds, she still carried a little bit of that
mama tummy, but not enough to cause any man to look away. Her long
hair was chestnut in color and she typically wore it straight and
sleek.

Heather ordered her coffee and made her way
to the table. Brenda stood up and gave her a welcoming hug as it
had been a while since they had had a chance to get together. The
sultry red head next to her did the same, but slapped her ass after
breaking their embrace and asked, “So how’s my slutty buddy?”

Heather cast Sheri a “go to hell” look
and the women begin to converse in all things not Big, Black or
cock related. First Heather talked about their recent vacation with
the kids, then they all talked about kids’ school stuff (most of
this bored Sheri to no end, as she had nothing to chime in with,
short of a random opinion or so). They talked about troubles with
men in general, and those Brenda had simply not having a man to
trouble her. Pretty soon, Brenda excused herself to the restroom
and Sheri turned to Heather excitedly, “We should tell Brenda about
our weekends. She would love
the parties. Her poor neglected pussy could really use an
escape. And we trust her, even if she doesn’t want to hang out with
us she wouldn’t tell anyone.”

Heather shook her head the whole time,
looking Sheri in the eye she exclaimed, “Not only
no, Sheri, but Hell No!” I often question why I even told you,
other than the fact that I was dying to have a confidant in my
little endeavors. It came about very organic between us. This would
be contrived and forced.”

Sheri gave her a disapproving look, which
Heather dutifully ignored. When Brenda returned the table was
quiet. “Did I miss something?” she asked, questioning, “What’s
up?”

Sheri redirected, ignoring the
question, “So, Brenda, I know there’s no one serious, but have you
been dating anyone
lately.”

Brenda sighed, “No, not really. I have a
friend I go ‘hang out’ with from time to time, but he’s not really
anyone I want a serious relationship with. Besides, we’re busy with
our own lives.”

Sheri replied with a bit of sarcasm, “That’s
the best kind of friend, if you ask me. One can never have too many
of them.”

Brenda kind of shook her head as Sheri never
seemed to change, “What would you know about fuck buddies, Sheri,
does Kurt call you up randomly at ten-thirty or later on a Saturday
night?” Brenda replied sarcastically, goading her friend a bit.

Sheri with a stern straight face did not
appreciate the little jab, so she figured she’d put her in her
place, “No, Brenda, he doesn’t. Kurt is lucky if he even gets to
sniff this pussy. I have three well hung sexy black men on the side
that are more than willing to satisfy me whenever I feel the need.”
Sheri smiled, widely, and then laughed lightly, all the while
keeping eye contact with Brenda.

Heather was pissed, not wanting to put her
own secrets out there like Sheri did, but she wasn’t really sure
Brenda would even believe Sheri, as she was kind of the queen of
shock and could be hard to take seriously.

Brenda shook her head and let out an unsure
chuckle, “Is that right? Well, three guys and Kurt sounds like a
whole lot for one girl.”

Sheri, still being serious, exclaimed, “You
have never had more than one man at a time? Oh my God, Heather,
this poor girl, can you imagine?”

Heather was thoroughly agitated, as Sheri
intentionally redirected the attention towards her. Brenda was now
looking to Heather for an explanation.

“You know, back in the day, I did some wild
stuff. Sheri’s right, it was quite the experience...” Heather
returned her attention to her latte, attempting to quell the
unwanted attention.

Brenda quietly replied, “You know,
that has always been a fantasy of mine, getting pleasure from
several guys at once. But, it’s just one of many things on an
ongoing wish list.” Then, as she glanced sideways at Sheri, “Aside
from Sheri, of course, who really
has time for such things?” Brenda joked, sipping her coffee.
Clearly, at least at this point, Brenda did not truly believe that
Sheri was routinely entertaining three black men or she most
certainly would have probed her for more details.

The conversation, to Heather’s delight, then
shifted back to the mundane. She glanced up to see that now Sheri
was the one stewing. Before long, Brenda broke up the party, “I
have to go get the kids from their dad, it is already time to get
them fed and ready for school tomorrow. I’m so glad we made some
time and got together. I really need this, sometimes I feel like
everything I do is for someone else, not me,” she hugged Sheri and
then Heather goodbye and made her way out of the coffee shop.

Heather glared cold daggers at Sheri,
“What the hell was that!” she spat at her scheming friend, “We
talked about it and I said, with absolute determination,
do not tell her!” Heather fumed,
shaking her head.

“It was no big deal, Drama Queen, I
don’t even think she believed me. Why do you have to be such a
coward, are you that ashamed? I mean, you heard her, our
life is her fantasy! Are you really going to deprive her of
this, of even trying it out? Really, she could use some relaxing
sexual Sundays, you greedy girl,” Sheri defended herself,
pointedly.

With that, Heather was ready to move on…
greedy indeed…. “Okay, well, I need to get going soon as well… any
excitement this past week?”

Sheri laughed smugly, “Always, Damien
is so horny! He tries to get
with me damn near every day, and Matt is nearly as bad as he
is.”

“So, how often do you hook up with them,
then?” Heather asked, curious.

“About every time they call, I’m the first
to admit that I’m a slut for their Big Black Cocks, what can I say…
and don’t pretend you’re any different!” Sheri added, to sting
Heather a bit.

Heather was still more than a little
surprised that she had become such a lusty little creature,
but every day? Sheri was, and
will always be, a bigger whore than her. It really wasn’t worth
competing, but it was annoying none the less. With a brief hug the
ladies departed and returned home… or, in Sheri’s case, over to
Damien’s to be a fuck toy for him and his out of town buddy who was
visiting for the weekend.
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During the week that followed, Sheri
took Brenda out for drinks, unbeknownst to Heather, and, after they
had a good buzz going on, she brought up Brenda’s little fantasy
and then, finally, let the proverbial cat out of the bag, giving
Brenda all the specifics on
her recent activities. Before the evening was over Sheri and Brenda
had met up with Damien and Matt to “hang out,” which, of course,
meant “get it on.” Brenda was hooked from the first time the pants
dropped, the divorcee had never been with any guy as well endowed
as these two studs. After her divorce, Brenda had ended up with the
house, which was a pretty sweet set up. She had a pool (which was
closed for winter), a hot tub, an awesome outdoor kitchen and
they’d redone part of the three car garage to include a dedicated
theater room with comfy seating (faux leather, easy cleanup) and
surround sound. It was the perfect party house and Brenda rarely
had the kids on the weekends since she had them all week. Sheri had
convinced Brenda to host a little shindig on Saturday night with
the Bulls and suggested they invite Heather. With the plan in
motion, things were ripe for an interesting evening.

As the clock struck midnight that Saturday,
the three ladies greeted the start of Sunday topless, on the edge
of the hot tub, with grins from ear to ear. The tiny Xtasy pill
Damien had given them about an hour ago was working its magic,
releasing all their happy chemicals and releasing what little
inhibitions they harbored; the women were on a major high. With
cocktails in hand and music pumping, their wet bodies had the men
reared up and ready to go.

Brent and Kurt were currently nowhere to be
seen, but to this point they had taken the role Sheri had slated
for them quite well: to be servers for the group the entire evening
regardless of whatever need may arise, food, drinks, lube… other.
So far this evening the group had taken it slowly, enjoying each
other’s company and, while there was, of course, some sexiness and
foreplay, the evening was only just now reaching full on sexy.
Terrell, Matt and Damien came in from the living room buck naked,
their beautiful black cocks exposed and swaying as they walked with
a confidence that the ladies’ husbands could never have mustered
(even before).

The ladies in the tub began to hoot and
holler as their flawless bulls climbed into the hot tub with them.
Terrell crawled in first and was met by Brenda and her large rack.
He pulled the needy woman into his grasp and cupped her bare ass in
his hands as they made way for Matt, who Sheri greeted with a deep
kiss as they retreated to an open corner in the tub. Heather, who
got in last, was left with Damien and his “larger than the rest of
them” cock. Truly, there were no losers here. After some kissing
and petting Sheri got everyone’s attention.

“When we were in Mexico I learned a
sexy little game… I think we need to play it!” she exclaimed, “We
are going to see who in this hot tub gives the best head! So, boys,
take a seat and let’s play.”

Heather and Brenda, even flying high, were a
bit confounded by Sheri, but all three men thought this was a
banner idea and had already planted themselves on the edge of the
hot tub and were tugging at their women to get the show
started.

“Ready, set, suck!” Sheri shouted. And the
vibrant red head wasted no time as she started to immediately bob
up and down on Matt’s cock. Heather and Brenda looked at each other
knowingly, each thinking what a controlling slut Sheri was, but
getting to work none the less. Brenda, not being in quite as big of
a hurry, began to tease Terrell’s cock tip and ran her head up and
down his shaft working it slowly and methodically, his huge member
was still new to her and she was exploring while pleasuring. After
teasing his shaft for a bit she decided to work it, taking as much
of his nine inch cock into her mouth as she could (which was
roughly only half of it). Heather already knew how to make Damien
tick and she slicked him up with her tongue and then went to work
licking his balls while jerking his shaft. All three men had their
heads leaned back as they appreciated their ladies’ various skills.
Sheri, and her competitive nature, was of course going for the
gold, as usual. She continued to bob up and down, swallowing all of
Matt’s seven to eight inch cock with each head bob.

Heather began slowly sucking and
simultaneously jerking Damien’s shaft rapidly, occasionally
changing things up just long enough to lick his shaft and grease
things up a bit.

Brenda, still being methodical, was now just
sucking on Terrell’s meat, bobbing her head as best she could while
jerking his shaft. While clearly the amateur of the group, Brenda’s
Big Dick sucking skills had improved a lot already in a short time.
Heather, unbeknown to her, actually had Damien right on the cusp,
although Matt was loudly approaching his own orgasm.

Heather continued to work the head of
Damien’s cock with her mouth while jerking his shaft with her
smooth knowledgeable hand. With her other hand she fondled his
tight black balls and, finally, the sensations were too much for
him. Damien erupted into the blonde’s wanting mouth and Heather
disengaged to see Sheri still bobbing on Matt’s cock like an
Olympic cock sucker.

Heather, who originally couldn’t have cared
less about a silly cock sucking contest, smiled with cum all over
her face and yelled “First!” Sheri finally broke from her bobbing
to stare daggers at the curvy blonde, covered in cum, thoroughly
miffed that anyone had bested her. Sheri was nothing if not
competitive and now all she could think was that there was no way
in hell was she was going to place last, so she returned to working
Matt’s dick as Heather cleaned up her cum covered face. Within a
minute Matt was back on tilt and he released his cum into Sheri’s
needy little mouth. Sheri sucked it all down not leaving a trace
that he had even cum and she composed herself as they watched
Brenda continue to work on Terrell’s nine inch black dick. It was a
silly scene as the four of them watched the brunette pleasure
Terrell. She was doing quite well, truth be told, but the continued
encouragement from the peanut gallery made her feel like she was
that helpless fat kid in a Tee Ball game.

After what seemed like forever Terrell
grasped the back of Brenda’s head and began to thrust his cock into
her wide open mouth. He was practically skull fucking her as she
was swallowing most of his long thick cock in the process. He
picked up the pace and eventually pulled out and jerked off his
cock into her open mouth, to which she swallowed every drop. High
fives and fist pumps abounded as the exuberant group congratulated
their women and enjoyed their Xtasy high.

The ladies were now horny themselves and
rearing to go as the men recovered from their orgasms. Sheri, the
real organizer of the evening, had already decided on the next act
and was now letting the rest of the group in on her scheme. “So,
who is going to be the first greedy girl of the night?” she asked
her two girlfriends. They each were stared at her with blank looks,
as she sounded condescending and no one had any idea what she was
talking about.

“Well, you’re typically the greediest
horniest girl at the club, so I suppose you are,” Heather jabbed at
her.

“I guess I have to explain everything to
you,” Sheri rolled her eyes, as though she were explaining not to
touch the stove to a toddler, “we each have two tits, an ass, a
pussy and a mouth, right? With six of us here, if we take turns, we
could totally make that work for us,” Sheri stated, as a matter of
fact.

Truth be told, Heather actually kind of
liked the sound of this, her group fucking from a couple of weeks
ago was incredible… and more cocks and more mouths on her girly
parts did not sound like a bad thing. “Brenda should go first, she
is the newest and the neediest,” Heather chimed in, winking at
Brenda, “she deserves some attention.”

Brenda was speechless and a little
intimidated, but in her drug induced state of happiness she saw no
need to resist, “Game on! But it might be more comfortable inside
the house.”

“Hubby, get everyone some towels. And Brent,
get us all some water already, Geez,” Sheri barked at the two men
sitting quietly in the shadows, watching the whole thing unfold
like peeping teenagers stealing glances through a hole in a girls’
locker room. To their credit, they jumped right into action and did
as they were told, passing out the water and towels to the six
naked bodies as they made their way back into the inviting
house.

The group made their way to the theater
room, which Sheri had set it up earlier for their impending fuck
fest. She had brought in several mattresses, not in use from around
the house, with tons of pillows and an air mattress. It looked like
a soft inviting harem. The projector was set to show a series of
fitting porn movies in a loop on the large home theater screen.
Sheri had chosen interracial Gang bang flicks with lots of music.
Currently a young blonde was being double penetrated while another
cock was around her mouth, but she was using her hand as she was
screaming in rapture.

Brenda laid her soft smooth body back on the
mattress in the middle of the room with her legs spread slightly
apart. The brunette’s voluptuous body was quite inviting and her
full breast and hard nipples were inviting as all get out. “Where
are all those tongues and cocks you spoke of, Sheri?” Brenda asked
coyly, looking up at her two girlfriends.

Without hesitation, each woman knelt next to
Brenda and began to suck on one of her big bared tits. Matt seized
her neatly trimmed pussy, crawling between her legs and lapping at
her already wet cunt. Brenda was already in a state of bliss. The
three mouth’s working her body over had her eyes rolled back and
her mouth wide open as the sensation coupled with the Xtasy was
awesome. After several more minutes of this Brenda was already
orgasming all over Matt’s tongue. As she cried out in pleasure,
Matt readied his pipe for plowing.

Sheri, always on point, called out, “lube,
boys, we have a pussy and dick needing attention!” Kurt, knowing
the drill, grabbed the bottle and squirted a good amount into his
hands. He rubbed some into Brenda’s cunt and also proceeded to rub
it on to Matt’s hard cock, jerking him for several strokes until
his cock was well coated and fully alert. Matt then inserted his
ready cock into her hot aching pussy and began to pound the too
long neglected divorcee.

Matt continued to fuck her needy cunt, until
soon she repositioned herself on top of him, reverse cowgirl style,
but Matt was not interested in her pussy any longer. “Boi, we need
more lube,” he called, ready work the tip of his cock into her
virginal ass. As Brent rubbed the silicone oil onto, and into,
Brenda’s tight asshole and poured a generous amount onto Matt’s
ready cock, Brenda leaned forward, allowing Matt full access for
penetration. He slowly worked his way in, and although it was
slightly painful at first, the drug increased the pleasure until
Brenda was leaning into his cock and begging for more. Terrell knew
the drill and as soon as Matt had her ass adjusted to his cock, he
pushed her back on to Matt and began to work his own huge cock into
her available pussy.

The double penetration virgin’s eyes
were wide, as was her mouth, in surprise and pleasure. She couldn’t
believe she was doing this. Only a week ago she had never had more
than a six inch dick now she was taking a collective seventeen
inches of hard black cock in her two holes. Heather and Sheri
positioned themselves again at her breasts and began to suck and
play with her nipples. “Fuck, Fuck, Yes, Yes, Give me that black cock!!!” Brenda exclaimed in
euphoria, though mostly she was mumbling and moaning
unintelligibly. For good measure, Damien, feeling a bit left out,
would occasionally present his cock to Brenda’s face, but she was
not overly skilled to handle a third cock while in the midst of
such overwhelming sensation, so she jerked it some, although she
was rather rough with it, and he was afraid to put it in her mouth
as her moaning, screaming and babble might result in a trip to the
emergency room.

Brenda was so enveloped in a state of bliss
it was impossible to tell if she had already reached orgasm, had
several already or was riding out a very long series of
multi-orgasmic eruptions, but Matt was the first stud to cum as his
cock worked its way in and out of her tight ass. His convulsing
cock further stimulated Brenda as Terrell continued to pound her
pussy with his black meat. She was as high as a kite and ready for
more.

They repositioned her over Terrell
while Damien, who had been largely ignored, was ready to take his
frustrations out on her ready ass. Terrell already had his cock in
her cunt and fucked her slowly as Damien slid into her nicely
stretched out ass, though, Damien’s bigger cock and better position
to fuck her created new and more pleasurable sensations. Once
adjusted, both men went to town on the sultry brunette, and all
questions of what state of orgasm she was in dissipated as she
cried out. “OH fuck, oh yes, Yes, YES,
fuck me, fuck me fast!!!” Brenda wailed, encouraging
her suitors as they pumped their rock hard cocks into her wanting
holes.

Terrell’s cock, buried deep into her
cunt, was ready to blow, and he pulled her hips closer to his body
as his cum flooded the depths of her fertile body. Terrell withdrew
his cock, leaving Damien to finish her with a hard ass fucking,
though within minutes, he was ready to cum as well. Damien pulled
out just before he came dropping his load all over her ass and up
her back. He then released her hips and her body fell limply into
the mattress, quaking in pleasure and post-orgasmic bliss, she
had never been fucked like
this before in her entire life. Had she not had her beautiful
children as proof that she had actually been laid before she would
have wondered if she were, indeed, a virgin before her new
experiences with black cock. It was obvious that while she may have
had some vanilla sex before, she’d only recently known how it felt
to be truly fucked in a way all women deserved to be. She smiled to
herself, as though she were in on a secret only few women
knew.

As Brenda lay there, totally disheveled,
Sheri was in total control. She called, “bitches, get this girl a
water, I shouldn’t have to ask, and Kurt, clean her up, the poor
girl is a mess.” Brent brought a bottle of water over to Brenda,
who was still curled on her stomach, but was beginning to regain
some form of sobriety. She was buzzing heavily on sex and rolling
on the Xtasy, she felt incredible and wholly spent. Kurt brought
over one of the towels to clean up the sticky cum covering Brenda
and some of the bedding, but before Kurt could begin, Sheri grabbed
the towel and threw it across the room, “Clean the lady with your
tongue, sissy, or it will be your ass getting fucked next!” she
ordered.

“What a bitch!” Heather thought before she
remembered barking orders at Brent several weeks back. She finally
felt a little respect toward her dominant friend as Kurt began by
licking her sore gaping asshole and thighs, then made his way up
her back and began to lap up the remaining spooge. As he lapped up
their salty cum the studs shook their heads, it was evident that
they couldn’t grasp the strange euphoria these crazy white fuckers
felt, as they were clearly Alpha’s and would die before becoming
someone’s bitch. They wondered how far the cuck’s would go and
enjoyed the control they had over these white bitch men and their
sexy desirable wives.

Once all the cum was lapped up from her
backside, Brenda rolled over and Kurt began to lick and suck on her
very sensitive pussy.

Brenda lay their buzzing on her all
time sexual high. After drinking most of her water she regained
enough clarity to get up, but for the time being, her mind and body
were toast. “I’m going to lie down for a minute and recover for a
bit. That was fucking
awesome!” Brenda stumbled away to her bedroom and
fell, naked and spent, into her bed. She didn’t get much sleep, but
the sex and the drugs basically made her dead to the world for the
remainder of the night.

Heather knew she was probably next, as Sheri
had already mentioned that she wanted to save the best for last,
whatever that meant. The group relaxed for a bit, allowing the
bulls to regain some much needed stamina, until Sheri was ready to
get Phase Two started. With Brenda being of no help, Sheri knew
that the sissy hubbies would have to help out. Sheri and Heather
rubbed seductively against Matt and Terrell, who were already near
full attention, but, again, Damien was the odd man out. Sheri was
ready to get the action started, though, and she replaced her hand
on Matt’s cock with her lips. Heather, taking her cues from Sheri,
did the same for Terrell.

Seeing Damien still neglected Sheri looked
at Kurt, “Hey, can’t you see Damien needs your sissy mouth around
his cock?” Kurt was still in the corner with Brent, but came over
and kneeled before Damien, who forced the bulky head of his cock
into Kurt’s hungry mouth. After several minutes of serving the
deserving studs, they were back at full attention, Sheri then broke
away from Matt’s member and pulled Heather away from Terrell’s
stiff cock as she led her to the mattress in the middle of the
room.

Heather lay back as Sheri began sucking on
one of her luscious breasts. Within a minute Matt had taken the
spot on her other side, fully attending to the blonde’s ample
bosom. Sheri was rubbing on Heather’s wet cunt, but since no one
had volunteered to go down on her, Sheri then looked over at Brent,
“Do I have to direct you stupid maggots all the time? Brent come
prep your wife’s cunt for a real cock, you lazy bitch!”

Brent scurried over and fell between his
wife’s legs and began to lick her pussy and suck on her clit.
Heather was now moaning in delight as the three people worked her
girl parts to perfection and after only several minutes of all the
attention she began to cum.

“Mmmm, yes, Yes!” Heather moaned, as an orgasm came over the
blonde’s luscious body. She relaxed her legs and her grip on
Brent’s head, ready for some real cock, “Someone come give me a big
black cock now!” Heather ordered. Damien was ready for pussy and he
shoved his mammoth cock into her tight and needy cunt. As he
quickly worked himself deep within her, the slutty housewife threw
her head back, mouth wide, moaning in pleasure with each deep
plunge. She begged him to fuck her harder, absorbing every bit of
his ten inches and massive girth within her fertile womb. Terrell,
seeing her widened mouth, grasped his opportunity. He slapped
Heather in the face with his fully erect staff and teased her mouth
and tongue as Heather began to lick and suck at the tip of his rod.
Damien was pounding that once tight cunt as though he wanted to
fuck right through her. Heather was surrounded with attention,
Terrell continued to fuck her mouth and Sheri and Matt looked as
though they wanted to consume her ample breasts, they sucked and
teased her hard pink nipples.

Sheri, with her nipple between her
teeth, gently tugging, began to play with Heathers clit as Damien
continued his aggressive thrusts. Matt was now horny and feeling in
need of his own attention and withdrew from pleasuring Heathers
bouncing tit. Damien’s huge cock and Sheri’s rubbing her clit just
right had the blonde quaking again as her second orgasm overtook
her. “Oh my God, Yes! Ohmigod! Yes, Yes!” Heather cried out as Damien
laughed at the little slut creaming all over his cock.

Damien pounded that pussy for another minute
or two to prolong her orgasm. As Heather was recovering, Damien
pulled out his cock, which was covered in the blonde’s creamy
juices. Matt, lying on the mattress, pulled the big breasted
housewife on top of him and sucked on her huge tits hanging in his
face, as Damien moved his juicy cock to her mouth and let him taste
herself. Matt, unwilling to wait out her orgasm, began pounding her
already stretched and juicy cunt. Sheri knew it was about time for
her little slut friend to get a cock in her ass.

“Brent! Get over here and prepare your
wife’s ass for some thick meat... Grab that lube and be generous,”
Sheri demanded as her own pussy was hot and wet watching Heather
take the two cocks. Brent scurried over and knelt behind his wife,
opening the lubricant. “Use your tongue first on her ass, sissy
boi!” Sheri said, ordering Brent around like he was her property.
Brent set the lube down and did as told, tonguing his wife’s right
ass while Matt’s cock and balls slammed against her pussy, just
inches away. As he licked and sucked her salty little asshole,
Matt’s shaft and balls repeatedly rubbed against his tongue and
chin. The sensations on Heather’s ass and pussy felt awesome. The
deeper Matt worked it the harder she rocked against his stiff
member.

Terrell was now restless and ready to pound
that ripe white ass and he grabbed Brent on the shoulder to move
him out of the way. Brent, knowing his role, opened the lube up and
smeared some into Heathers tight ass. As he made as if to walk away
Terrell chimed in “White boi, get some on this cock now, and make
it thick ‘cause I’m going to pound your sweet wife’s ass,” Brent,
stiffening up, squirted some on Terrell’s thick member and again
was about to leave. “Fuck,” Terrell complained, “do I have to tell
you everything! Rub that shit in good and then put it in your
wife’s ass for me, since you still seem to need help learning your
place.” Brent meekly began to stroke Terrell’s stiff cock, rubbing
in the lube profusely onto his shaft and then, doing as he was
told, positioned it right at the tip of her ass and helped force
the tip into her as Heather let out a little wince of pain and
pleasure. “Now, you can sit your ass down,” Terrell said in a
demeaning manner to Brent.

As Terrell slowly began to work his cock
into Heathers ass, Matt and Damien were fucking her with no mercy.
Matt was balls deep with each stroke into her and Damien was
holding her head in place pumping her face like it was a pussy.
Heather was overcome with multiple sensations. The Xtasy increased
her pleasure tenfold and she gave in to all of her senses, not
thinking, just fucking and enjoying the many facets available to
her.

Sheri, monitoring the scene, was proud of
her friend, who was being pleasured, while returning pleasure to,
the three well hung bulls. She glanced in the corner at the boys
with their tiny peckers in their hands. “That is disgusting,” she
called, “what is wrong with you? Pleasuring your tiny ill formed
dicklets while Heather obviously needs some attention on her
breasts. Get over there and do your jobs, you inattentive
assholes!” Brent and Kurt looked at each other like kids caught
with their hands in the cookie jar. They tucked their little
penises away and quickly scurried to either side of the curvaceous
blonde, still being impaled three-fold by the superior black cocks.
Each cuck grabbed one of her big bouncing tits and began to suck
hungrily. Heather did not think it was possible to feel even more
aroused, but as soon as each nipple was teased her body began to
quiver again with additional pleasure. Damien was on edge as he
continued to thrust his thick dick into her hungry mouth. His body
began to tense up as he was about to cum. Quickening his speed, he
released his seed into Heathers mouth and throat. As he released
Heather tried to swallow his load but was unable to get it all as
her focus was split, her pussy and ass were on fire and she was
filled up with pleasure.

Sheri, seeing her messy face, ordered Brent
to clean her up. Brent detached himself from her tit and moved
around to gaze at his wife, who had another man’s cum on her lips
and chin. He leaned in and began to kiss at her cum plastered face,
cleaning up Damien’s still hot jizz then returned to her neglected
tit. With her mouth free, and her ass, pussy and tits all attended
to, Heather was more focused on herself. With each thrust of
Terrell’s cock bottoming out in her ass, her pleasure was at a
high. Sensing the hotwife was on edge the men began to pound her
harder and faster, she moaned and gasped for air, soaking in
multitudes of pleasure. After another minute of this Heathers body
began to rock as the deepest orgasm of her life set in. Her body
went back and forth from rocking orgasmic spasms to going limp. As
her body quivered and her moans turned to shrieks of pleasure, the
two men also began to succumb to her orgasm. First Matt exploded
into her, his hot cum and convulsing cock further pleasuring the
blonde as he filled her with his thick baby batter. Matt relaxed
back, leaving his quaking member deep within the passionate blonde
as Terrell pounded her ass. After another minute of harshly pulling
her hips onto his needy cock Terrell began to tense up as his own
orgasm came crashing over him. With each thrust he released his cum
deep into her tight ass.

Matt crawled his way from under Heather
giving Terrell total control of the blonde’s body. Terrell
continued to slowly stroke his dick into the depths of her ass and
with each slow stroke released more of his black seed. All the
while his cock twitched into depths she did not know existed.
Terrell pulled slowly out of her nicely stretched ass as his cum
followed in streams, pooling below. Kurt dutifully handed out water
to Matt and Terrell, thirsty after a long hard fuck. Heather rolled
over and lay motionless on the mattress, her cum filled ass and
cunt thoroughly exposed, and Brent, owning his role, crawled
between her legs and began to lap at her cum covered fuck holes.
With each lick and suck at her sensitive places her body would
shake, as the sensation was almost too much to bear, but she was in
no position to tell him to stop as she could barely even move.
Brent did a good job, dutifully cleaning all evidence. When he
finished and Heather began to regain a small semblance of
composure, the entire group, lead by Sheri, applauded Heather for
taking such egregious amounts of cock like a pro.

The gang bang had gone on for hours, all of
which Sheri dutifully sat by, watching and playing the role of
helper, and she was exceedingly horny. Her intention was to go last
and show Heather what a real black cock slut was, as if being
plugged by three big black cocks at once weren’t enough. The men
were currently spent and Sheri had to wait patiently for her turn
while they recovered. She was setting her sights initially on
Damien, as he was the first one to cum in Heather and should be the
first one ready to go. Heather, exhausted and recovering, was
currently receiving a back rub from Brent and sipping some water.
The Xtasy they had taken came from a good batch, so they were still
relishing the effects, laughing, smiling and absorbing every facet
of pleasure. Brenda was still nowhere to be seen, but Terrell had
checked on her and she was sound asleep, which surprised Sheri and
Heather, who were still flying high. Heather, though in recovery,
had no intention of calling it a night. The group continued to
hydrate and relax, recuperating for Act Three. Finally, after about
a half an hour, Sheri saw the spark she was looking for. As she was
rubbing her naked body and kissing on Damien, his cock began to
spring to life.

“Are you guys ready for one more round?”
Sheri asked, looking slyly at Terrell and Matt.

Both men gave her a look and with playful
confidence Terrell replied, “Are you ready, honey? We’ve been good
for fifteen minutes now.”

Sheri, grinning, dropped to her knees in
front of Damien and set to work on getting him to full attention
and then motioned for Terrell to come over so she could get him
ready, too. Matt pulled Heather to him, forcing her to her knees so
she could suck him hard.

As Sheri worked Damien’s shaft it occurred
to her that she should not have to do all the work, looking at Kurt
she called, “Bitch boi get over here and get Terrell hard for me.”
Kurt got up and knelt before Terrell, licking his shaft and getting
him erect. “Thank You!” Sheri teased Kurt, before returning to her
own work on Damien’s cock.

Heather, observing this and being completely
spent, liked Sheri’s way of thinking, following suit, she called to
her own husband, “Hey sissy, I’m tired… get him hard for Sheri
already.”

Brent, being a good cuck, knelt before Matt
as Heather fed him his cock. Heather then went back to her plush
chair and relaxed, watching Sheri and their guys pleasuring the
three black bulls. Sheri was working Damien’s cock like a pro,
while Terrell and Matt did their best to skull fuck and further
emasculate the two white bois, who were gasping for air and choking
on mouthfuls of black cock.

Sheri couldn’t wait any longer. She stood up
and made her way to the mattress in the living room, laying back
she called, “It’s me time! Men, if you could exchange the bois for
any one of my holes, please?” Kurt and Brent gladly got up from
worshiping the two black cocks and positioned themselves on Sheri,
instead. Kurt worked her sensitive clit while Brent and Heather,
who was happy to return favor, each began to suck on her breasts.
The red head thoroughly enjoyed the attention as the three mouths
worked her over. The bulls stood back, knowing the demanding slut
would not be able to go very long without a real cock in her, but
they were in no hurry and liked it when she begged. As Kurt licked
her cunt Sheri had her first orgasm. She now tired of him and
instead of telling him to stop she slapped his head “Get away,
you’re done for now, sissy.” As she shoved Kurt away she looked
imploringly at Damien… “Honey,” she begged, “please show this boi
what a real cock does.” Damien, now horny as hell, slid in beside
Sheri. Teasing her, he held up her leg as he was going to fuck her
sideways. This worked for Sheri as it allowed Heather and Brent to
continue sucking her breasts.

Heather, noticing Kurt was doing nothing,
and worn out herself, called him back over, “Get over here and suck
on your wife’s tits, you lazy fuck. And help hold up her leg up so
Damien can fuck her in ways you couldn’t possibly!”

As Heather made her way back to the chair
she had a brief sense of guilt, had she just called Kurt a “lazy
fuck?” That wasn’t very nice she thought, but since the weird ass
sissies seemed to be turned on by degrading comments like that, she
turned her attention back to watching her fiery friend, the supreme
black cock slut, get pounded by Damien.

Damien was now balls deep in Sheri’s cunt,
much to her delight, with her two bois working her breasts… finally
she was in heaven. But Sheri was never content, “Kurt, lick my cunt
while I take his cock,” she ordered. Kurt, still holding up her
leg, repositioned himself between her legs and began to lick and
tease her clit while Damien’s cock continued to thrust into her.
She was on fire, but doing her damndest to withhold her second
orgasm.

Damien, liking the sensation, decided he
would tease Sheri a bit, “You like that nigga cock, you white
slut?” he asked. Sheri moaned in response. Now, ordering a
response, Damien repeated, “Tell me you like that nigga cock!”

“I love that nigga cock, baby!” Sheri
shouted. This further galvanized Damien as he pounded her harder.
Sheri enjoyed his determination, but after a while, both to further
derail her impending orgasm and also to taunt and humiliate Kurt,
she pulled Damien’s cock from her pussy and, rubbing the well
slicked dick, looked at Kurt, exclaiming, “You like sucking his
black cock, don’t you, sissy?” Kurt, ever ready to please, mumbled,
“Yes.”

“Lick my cream off of his thick black cock,
you filthy cocksucker,” she demanded. Kurt did as he was ordered
and bobbed up and down on the ten inch rod for about a minute
before Sheri snatched it away from his mouth. Damien quickly
returned to banging her while Kurt returned to licking her clit and
Damien’s shaft, in turn. Brent, being the good little boi he was,
continued to obediently suck her breasts and play with her nipples
throughout the encounter. Damien was the first to cum as his pace
quickened he began to fill the sizzling red cunt with his seed and
pound her even harder as he did. The change in sensation and
movement of his cock was all that Sheri needed as she pulled Kurt’s
head closer to her cunt while being filled with Damien’s fertile
cum.

“Fuck, Fuck, Yes, Lick me, Fuck me, Yes,
Give me that nigga cum!” Sheri screamed as Damien continued to
pound her white cunt. As her orgasm began to subside Damien slowed
his pace and his cum combined with her own love juices and began to
spill out. “Lick us both clean, bitch boi,” Sheri ordered Kurt as
Damien’s cock sprung wetly from his wife’s pussy.

Kurt first licked the thick ten inch black
cock clean and then turned his attention towards Sheri’s well
fucked cunt. Damien’s brackish cum was dribbling out as he lapped
it all up and Brent, knowing his role, got the red head a water in
her brief moment of recovery.

Sheri took only a moment, downing the better
part of a bottle of water. Matt and Terrell had been slightly
neglected while Damien had been pounding her cunt and the two men,
while not soft, were clearly not fully erect. Sheri was preparing
to get fully fucked as she examined their semi hard cocks.

“Bitch boi’s get these real men hard for me
again,” Sheri commanded. Both little dicked husbands wandered over
with stiff little pricks in their shorts as the knelt before
Terrell and Matt’s black members. The two bulls were restless and
ready to be up in Sheri and they took their frustrations out on the
squirrely cuckolds. Terrell gripped Brent’s head like a basketball
and fucked his throat, disregarding his choking and gagging. Matt
didn’t hold back on Kurt, either, as he was alternated between
fucking his mouth and slapping him in the face with his black cock.
As the two bulls became fully erect, the two cuckolds did as well,
unwillingly turned on by the humiliation and degradation.

Sheri had seen enough, “Get out of here,
faggots,” she spat, “I’m ready for some real cock and some real men
already. Matt and Terrell closed in on Sheri as she stood between
them. Their insatiable hands began to rub her firm tits and tight
little ass. Terrell’s tongue was welcomed greedily into Sheri’s
mouth as Matt began to tease her ass with his finger. Kurt, finally
catching on, grabbed the lubricant and darted over to Sheri,
applying a generous amount of lube onto her pussy and ass, then
liberally to both bull’s cocks. He lingered a bit long on the men’s
cocks, but at this point they didn’t care, “Good boi!” Sheri
commended Kurt, like a dog.

Terrell, now horny and impatient, didn’t
wait for Sheri to move to one of the beds. He grabbed the slender
red head and picked her up. She hungrily wrapped her legs around
his muscular body and, with a quick adjustment, Terrell’s huge
black cock entered Sheri as he held her body in the air. Sheri had
fucked a lot of men, but being held up like this was a new one. She
like the raw power and strength Terrell had. Kurt couldn’t have
picked her up without straining his back or, more likely, dropping
her.

Terrell thrust into her and impaled her
deeply. Sheri loved every minute of it. This went on for several
minutes before she felt a finger penetrate her ass even as Terrell
continued to pound her. Terrell slowed down to a stop, still fully
submerged within her, as Matt positioned himself to enter her needy
ass. Terrell held her steady, allowing Matt to work into her ass.
Finally adjusted, the men knew it was go time. With Matt helping
hold her up, she weighed little to nothing between the two of them.
With each bounce the red head was literally impaled balls deep
between the two black cocks. At times they would simply steady her
and pound their hips forcing their cocks rapidly into the
slutwive’s holes. The feeling of their two cocks combined with the
Xtasy was absolutely insane. Sheri had been fucked really well
before, but this was on a whole new plane as her body swallowed
their delicious black rods. Sheri, now with her mouth gaping,
gasped and moaned in pure bliss as a massive orgasm overtook her,
“yes… mmm, Fuck. Yes! Fuck, AHH, Shit, Fuck, Fuck, Fuck!!” Sheri
moaned imperceptibly as her body shook on the two black cocks.

Sheri threw her head back as divine pleasure
coursed through her body. Her lovers supported her body and
continued to thrust deep into her as she rode out this fantastic
orgasm. Terrell leaned against a wall and Sheri, regaining a bit of
composure, helped them support her by bracing herself against the
wall also. She was ready to be fully filled by these studs and
didn’t want to wait, she called the cucks over. “Lick their ass and
balls while they fuck me,” she demanded.

Unsure of how far they were capable of
going, both men stood still for a moment considering. The slight
hesitation angered Sheri who yelled, “Now, fuckers, get on your
knees!”

Brent knelt behind Matt’s ass and began to
lick at his black balls. Kurt had a bit more difficulty wedging
himself under Sheri’s legs and in between Terrell and the wall, but
he managed to worm his way in, then, on his knees, he positioned
himself to lick Terrell’s balls. The bulls glanced at each other
and shrugged, returning to their job at hand. Initially having
these cucks lick their balls was so incredibly weird, but soon they
felt absolute rapture as they fucked Sheri and had their asses and
balls played with.

Terrell, now comfortable with Kurt at
his ass, spoke out, “The slut said ass and balls, are you guys deaf?”

Kurt immediately dove into Terrell’s
muscular ass cheeks and began to tongue his asshole. Brent followed
suit and did the same to Matt, further pleasuring the two studs.
The scene was insane to watch and regardless of her recent workout,
Brenda could not help but rub her own pussy as she watched the
quintet fuck in unison. It didn’t take but a couple of minutes of
added stimulation for Terrell to succumb to orgasm. As his cock
erupted into Sheri, his body fell back into the wall, crushing Kurt
against the wall temporarily before he wiggled out. As his large
load filled Sheri’s cunt she reveled in pleasure. After her massive
orgasm she was over-sensitized, the stimulation was almost too
much, but now with every stroke, every shiver, every convulsion,
her own body responded.

As Terrell withdrew his cock and collapsed
into a nearby chair, Matt had Sheri to himself. She leaned forward
with her hands on the wall and, standing on her own two feet for
the first time in a while, offered her juicy ass back to Matt.
Brent returned to worshiping the black man’s balls as Matt pulled
the slutty red head’s hips onto his throbbing cock. Within another
minute he had reached his limit and released his thick load deep
into Sheri’s ass. Sheri couldn’t help but rub herself and soon she
moaned as another orgasm took hold of her and she fell against the
wall as Matt, still holding her hips, dumped the last of his cum
into her. Heather, taking all this in, had also managed to rub
herself to another orgasm, in absolute awe of the scene she had
just witnessed. As Matt recovered from his orgasm he helped Sheri
over to one of the beds. She lay back, filled with sticky seed,
still orgasmically high and just enjoyed it.

Kurt, doing his duty upon seeing his wife’s
well fucked cum covered holes, scampered over to her and went
between her legs to lick and suck the two men’s cum from her cunt
and ass. He really was getting a taste for cum, apparently, as he
tried to get every drop from his slut wife. Sheri finally shooed
the cuckold away, as she was tired and overstimulated, and Brent
studiously brought the two bulls some towels and waters as they
temporarily rested. After about five minutes of recovery the two
bulls grabbed a mattress next to Sheri and lay their tired bodies
down. Heather came over, now nearly fully recovered, and greeted
them with smiles and compliments, but the three men were done.
Damien shoved the mattresses all together in the middle of the
room, and the cuckolds, knowing their roles, grabbed pillows and
blankets. Heather crawled into Terrell’s strong grasp as Sheri lay
between Damien and Matt, both of whom lay a hand on some part of
her, claiming her, as they closed their eyes, relaxed and
exhausted. It was now three thirty a.m. and the Xtasy had finally
worn off enough that they could sleep. Within minutes everyone was
fast asleep, except, of course, for Kurt and Brent, who had each
found a quiet corner in which to jerk off in peace before they
would succumb to sleep.

Brent was the last one to wake up to the
sounds of Football in the background. On the wall the projector was
beaming the noon games, which were already well into the second
quarter. As he came to, he saw that three of the recliners had been
positioned front and center. As he wandered up to them he was
surprised to see a blonde, a red head and a brunette, fully
recovered from the previous night’s activities and actively giving
head to the three bulls as they drank a beer and watched the
game.

“About time you joined us. Grab us another
round of beers, boi. And, by the way, your wife has turned into a
damn good cocksucker. We’ve taught her well… You’re welcome!”
Damien laughed, as did the others, and Heather smiled with a ten
inch cock in her mouth, as natural as a lollipop. It was just
another Sunday for the former Football Widows.


Epilogue Week 7 the Following Year

Brenda’s garage had been overhauled in the
football off season. Kurt, Brent and their friend, Jim, had chipped
in and made a man cave of epic proportions. Three nice projectors
were mounted to the ceiling and the wide wall of the garage had
three well made screens mounted to them. There were four plush
leather recliners centered on the screens and positioned perfectly.
Behind the recliners there was a small room that housed nothing but
two queen sized beds. The room was fitted with a small wall heat
and air unit. The men had worked many weekends and had thrown down
over a grand apiece to outfit this hallowed man cave. There was
even a small bar, well stocked, a mini fridge and a kegerator. If
it were not for the fact that the men were wearing pink aprons
right now, playing servant boys, they would revel in their hard
work.

Brenda and Sheri had introduced a former
widow friend of theirs, Tami, to the Hotwife lifestyle and she was
very much into it now seven weeks into the season. Tami was in her
mid thirties and a hard working realtor. She had the sexy
professional look down, with a cute sandy blonde bob and tightly
fitted above the knee skirts that hugged every curve. Today the
girls weren’t hiding a thing as Brenda, Sheri, Heather and Tami
were all wearing those sexy mesh nearly transparent jerseys and hot
pants with stripper heels. They each hung on their bull like a
trophy. A younger friend of Matt’s, Tyrone, had been approved to
join the group. He had taken a particular liking to Tami’s married
cunt. She sat on his lap while he stroked her ass and they watched
several games at once as Jim, her husband, kept busy at the bar
making them all drinks.

Brent had delved into the role of chef and
with each passing week his culinary skills only improved. He was
currently cooking up some chicken nachos as the group had already
devoured his chicken wings. Brent’s pink apron was dirty, as he’d
been preparing and cooking all morning. He was actually really
taking to his role as cook. He had spent hours this week reading
recipe reviews and preparing marinades for the chicken and making
homemade salsa to go with his chicken nachos. He was becoming a
better sissy with every passing week. Kurt was the all around
servant of sorts. He acted as the waiter, bringing out the food and
drinks as needed, and was eager to fetch all sorts of things as the
need arose. Most importantly, he was in charge of making sure the
televisions and games were set up right.

Tami and Tyrone, followed quickly by Sheri
and Damien, took a quick break from the main room making their way
for the comfy Queen beds just behind them. The ladies were pushed
back onto the beds with their legs up in the air, their sexy high
heels pointing at the ceiling while the men slammed their
adulterous pussies for a half time quickie. In the main room,
Brenda and Heather were on their knees in front of the recliners,
kneeling on pillows that Kurt brought over for them. Their heads
were bobbing furiously on the large black cocks as if they were
competing to see who could get their bull to cum first.

The Football Widows of countless years had
turned the corner and were widows no more. Now, every Fall, when
the leaves start to turn and the air becomes crisp, when millions
of women nationwide shudder in dread and the pigskin dominates the
Sunday airwaves, they refer to themselves as Football Hotwives and
they walk with extra spring in their steps, when they can walk,
that is.
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