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Part 2: His Stepmom


1

"Hi, Bradley!"

Heather called from the kitchen as soon as he came in the front door. Her stepson smiled. It might be a little childish, but he enjoyed having Heather waiting for him at home. It gave him a warm, cozy feeling.

He checked his phone again to see if Lori had called him. There were no texts or messages. It had been almost a full day since he had talked to her and he was on the verge of getting worried.

Bradley sighed, dropped his backpack, and headed to the kitchen.

He froze at the door to the dining room, shocked to see Damian Winters sitting at the kitchen island, drinking iced tea, and talking to his stepmother.

"Hey, Bradley!" Damian waved as if they were old friends. "'Bout time you got home!"

"What are you doing here?" Bradley asked.

"Bradley!" Heather said. "Is that any way to treat your friend?"

"We... aren't friends," Bradley said, then looked at Damian. "Are we?"

Just because the quarterback had apologized to Bradley didn't make up for the weeks of bullying he had been subjected to by the young black man.

"Bradley!"

"No, it's OK, Mrs. Wolff. Bradley's right. We aren't friends. In fact, I've been a bully." Damian stood up and walked towards Bradley.

Bradley flinched, but Damian stopped before he got within arm's reach. He raised his hands to show he meant no harm.

"Listen, I know I've been... " Damian looked over his shoulder at Heather. "Not such a nice guy. That's why I'm here. I want to invite you to a party."

"A party?" Bradley blinked. Was the quarterback and captain of the football team inviting him to an actual party?

"Yeah," Damian reached out and placed a hand on Bradley's shoulder. "I'd really like it if you and Lori came. I promise to be nice."

Bradley searched Damian's face for any sign of duplicity, but all he saw was a warm grin. Why was he being so nice? Did it have something to do with Lori stepping in to protect him? Or had Professor Adler said something?

Damian leaned forward and whispered.

"Listen, I've been an asshole, alright? I get it. I just want to make it up to you."

Bradley wanted to believe the charming black man. Not just because he didn't want to get beat up, but also a small, dormant part of him wanted to be popular. He had never been invited to a party before, not in high school and definitely not college. And now, here was the most popular guy in school pleading with him to go.

How could Bradley say no?

"Ok," he said.

"Fantastic!" Damian said and draped a powerful arm over Bradley's shoulders. "That's great!"

Together, the two boys stood there and smiled at Heather.

"That's so nice!" Heather said and Bradley could see that she was pleased.

"Thank you so much for the iced tea," Damian said and looked at Bradley. "I'll text you with the details?"

"Um... yeah!" Bradley said. Damian's arm was still around him. He had never been this close to the quarterback before, unless he was getting punched. This charming, kind Damian was overwhelming. "Sure. Um... thanks!"

"Don't mention it!" Damian said and, finally, took his arm off Bradley's shoulder and slapped him good-naturedly on the back. "See you there!"

"Yeah," Bradley said dumbly. "See you."

Damian left and Bradley turned to his stepmother who was beaming happily from the kitchen.

"Well, that was so nice!" she said. "Wasn't it?"

"Yeah," Bradley said absently, rubbing his shoulder where Damian had touched him. "Yeah, I guess so."

***

Heather watched as Bradley left the room, rubbing his shoulder. She wasn't entirely sure what that had been about. She had seen the way her stepson had tensed up, and she thought, for a moment, he might try to hit Damian.

That was silly! Bradley didn't hit people! Which was good because in a fight between her skinny stepson and the towering black athlete, she knew who would win.

She hated to think that way about her Bradley, whom she loved, but it was the truth. Looking at the two of them standing side by side, you wouldn't guess that they were the same age; Damian was so much bigger and... more manly than her stepson. There was no other way to say it.

Heather heard footsteps in the hall. She didn't turn around, but called out.

"Bradley? Did you need a snack?"

"No, thanks," A deep voice said behind her.

Heather jumped in shock and turned to see Damian standing close to her.

"Oh! Damian! I thought you'd left!"

Damian smiled, and Heather felt her heart racing. He really was such a handsome young man! He couldn't really be a bully, could he? Not that she didn't believe Bradley, but Damian exuded good-natured charm. 

He took a step towards her and, for an exhilarating moment, she thought he might kiss her. He reached forward, his hand grazing her arm, then grabbed his jacket from the back of the stool.

"Just need to get my jacket," he murmured softly.

Heather shivered, his hot breath drifting over her shoulder. Then, she remembered who she was and what she was doing.

"Oh, right!" she said and practically jumped out of his way. "Of course."

Damian smiled and slung his jacket over his shoulder. He gave her another long look, then headed towards the front door.

"Thanks for the tea," he said again. "Maybe I'll come back for that snack."

The innuendo in his voice made Heather's heart skip two beats. Was he flirting? No! Not only was it inappropriate, but it was silly! The tall, black man was her stepson's age and, from what little she knew of Layton County Football, he was popular too. The idea this handsome young man would be interested in her was ridiculous.

She smiled and opened the front door for him.

"Sure," she said. "Any friend of Bradley's is a friend of mine."

"Good," he said and stepped out onto the stoop. "See you soon."

He turned away, and Heather found her eyes following him to the end of the walk. What an odd experience! She knew she was pretty, she still turned heads even though she was closer to forty than thirty, but attention from someone so young and good looking? Not for a long, long time.

She shook her head and closed the front door, her heart beating a steady staccato against her ribs. Leaning back against the door, she took deep breaths, still thinking of Damian's smooth, chocolate skin and toned body.

"Heather?" Bradley called as he came down the stairs. "Lori and I are going to go out for dinner before the party. Will you be OK?"

Heather pushed away from the door and met her stepson in the hallway. How silly of her to get so excited by the attention of a young boy! Edward was going to be home tonight!

Don't be stupid! Heather told herself. He wasn't flirting with you. You've just been alone too long.

"Yes, that's fine!" Heather said. Her heart had slowed to a regular rhythm and her breathing was back to normal. However, when she stepped away from the door, she felt the moisture between her legs.

How long had it been since she'd gotten wet just talking to a man?

She had little time to process that thought, because her stepson was staring at her.

"You sure you'll be alright?" he asked.

Heather was touched by Bradley's concern.

"Of course, honey," she said. "Your Dad will be home. It'll be nice, just the two of us."

"Oh! In all the excitement, I forgot Dad was coming home. Maybe I should stay."

She looked at her stepson. Bradley was obviously excited about the party. Come to think of it, when was the last time he had been invited to a party? Heather couldn't remember.

"That's so sweet, Bradley!" she said and patted his shoulder. "But you go to the party. You can talk to your father tomorrow!"

As she ran her hand over her stepson's shoulder once again she was struck by how small he was compared to Damian. Bradley still had the body of a young boy where Damian, well Damian was all man.

What is wrong with you! Her mind yelled at her. Why are you even thinking this way?

"Have fun tonight," she said, then hurried into the kitchen, the damp spot between her legs spreading. "Don't get into too much trouble."

"What, me?" Bradley grinned. "I never get into trouble."

Heather chuckled, but Bradley had a point. Her stepson was a good boy who always tried to do the right thing. He wasn't the type to get in trouble at a college party.

Damian on the other hand? What kind of trouble would he get into?
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"Wow!" Bradley said as he walked towards the cacophony of noise and blue lights from Baller Ave.

Lori gripped his hand tightly and he looked at her. His pretty blonde girlfriend had a frown on her face and a wrinkle of worry on her brow.

"Hey, it's going to be fine!" Bradley said, sounding more confident than he felt. "Damian invited us!"

"I know," Lori managed a weak smile. "I just don't know if you should trust him."

"What do you think he's going to do?" Bradley asked. "Lure me to a party just to beat me up? He can do that anytime!"

"I suppose you're right," Lori said. "Let's go."

Together they walked towards the noise and the lights. Bradley heard laughing and the splash of water. The buildings where the football players lived made a square around a pool. Steam rose in a blue cloud off the heated water. Bradley watched scantily clad women playing in the pool, their wet bodies sliding together with the muscular forms of the football players.

"Hey, Bradley!" A voice called from the poolside. "You made it!"

Bradley turned and watched as the crowd parted and Damian Winters emerged. The muscular black man was naked except for a pair of red trunks and Bradley couldn't help but notice the blue light illuminating every sharp curve of his body.

"Uh... hi, Damian," Bradley said and shook Damian's offered hand. "You... uh... you didn't say this was a pool party."

"It always turns into a pool party!" Damian laughed and put an arm around Bradley's shoulders. "Come on! Let's get you guys some drinks."

Damian threw another arm around Lori's shoulders and led the couple into the crowd. Bradley looked over at Lori to see her expression. She still looked worried, but she was distracted by Damian's familiarity. Bradley didn't know if he liked the quarterback touching his girlfriend, but it made him feel better to have the athlete's presence.

"What are you doing here?" A looming hulk materialized in front of them.

Bradley felt a thrill of fear as he looked up at the jowly face of Lou Jenks staring at him with cold, dark eyes. The huge offensive lineman bent over Bradley and thrust his fat visage into the smaller boy's face.

"I'm just kidding!" Jenks laughed and his face broke out into a boyish grin. He slapped Bradley hard on the shoulder, the blow reverberating through his body. "Damian told us you were coming!"

Bradley's body relaxed, and he smiled awkwardly as Jenks pulled him away from Damian.

"C'mon man," Jenks said. "Let's get a drink."

Bradley turned towards Damian, but the tall, black man was leading his girlfriend into the crowd. He pulled against Jenks, but it was like trying to lift a boulder.

"We should wait for Lori..."

"Don't worry about your girlfriend," Jenks said. "Damian will take good care of her!"

What the hell does that mean?

"Hey, Lou," a sultry, feminine voice sliced through Bradley's thoughts . "Who's your friend?"

The two boys turned and, lit sensually by the blue light of the pool, was Yasmine Tanner, the gorgeous captain of the Wildcat cheer squad. Her firm curves were covered by what Bradley could only describe as the tiniest white bikini he had ever seen. The bright fabric covered just the smallest part of Yasmine's nipples, another bright white piece of cloth hugging the firm outline of her pubic bone. Bradley couldn't look at the hot cheerleader without imagining her pussy hiding just below the thin fabric.

He felt his cock burn in his pants and he suddenly felt helpless.

"Who is this?" Jenks said and gave Bradley a friendly hug. "This is Bradley! Bradley, this is Yasmine!"

"Um... yeah. We... we've met," Bradley stuttered.

"Really?" Yasmine cocked a teasing eyebrow at Bradley, then stepped uncomfortably close. "I would have remembered a cutie like you!"

Bradley blushed as the pretty cheerleader leaned in close. He could smell her sweet perfume and the hint of alcohol on her breath. Of course, she was drunk. That must be why she was flirting with him and not treating him with scorn.

That and he was with Lou.

"C'mon, babe!" Lou said. "Let's go get Bradley a drink! What do ya’ say, Brad?"

Bradley looked again for Lori, but he didn't see her in the crowd. Yasmine slid her arm around Bradley's waist and drew him towards the pool.

"Come on, Bradley!" she chuckled as she pulled him towards the cloud of steam. "I've got just the thing for you."

Trapped between the huge lineman and the pretty cheerleader, Bradley let himself be dragged further away from his girlfriend.

***

"Oh, fuck, girl! You've gotten so good at sucking cock!"

Lori whimpered deep in her throat, but she didn't stop sucking Damian's cock. She hadn't been able to think of anything else for days, Damian's scent and taste filled her mind, even when she was with Bradley.

Sorry, Bradley, she thought to herself as she had every day for the last week.

The guilt, however, was a small thing compared to the pleasure she got from Damian's cock. And he was right. Her mouth and throat had been reshaped by Damian's powerful manhood and she sucked hard until his pulse filled her head and her nose was in his crinkly, black pubic hairs. She held him there for as long as she could stand, then let him pop out of her mouth all at once, long ropes of spit spilling over her lips and landing on her bare, round breasts. Then, she attacked his shaft, running it over her face until she was gleaming with spit and pre-cum.

"That's it," Damian huffed, a true sign he was enjoying himself. "Tell me. Have you fucked that little loser, Bradley?"

"No!" she moaned.

"Really?"

"No, never!" Lori moaned. She hadn't fucked her boyfriend for weeks. The most she would let him do is eat her dirty pussy and give him a teasing blowjob or handjob.

Bradley didn't even get to cum in her mouth. He only got to cum on his belly.

"Why?"

"Because," Lori moaned and pulled against Damian's grip so she could kiss his heavy balls.

Damian pulled her face back from his ball sac and forced her to look at his face.

"Why?"

"Because he can't fuck me like you do!" she cried. "No one can!"

"That's right," Damian chuckled, but he still didn't let her touch his cock. "And what is Bradley?"

She knew what Damian wanted to hear and even though she wanted his cock, she still didn't like to say it. It was bad enough that she was cheating on Bradley day in and day out and followed her black lover's orders never to give Bradley her pussy. That didn't mean that she didn't have feelings for her boyfriend.

He just couldn't make her feel the way his bully could.

"What is he, slut?"

Lori whimpered. She was a slut. Damian's slut. That didn't make it any easier to be reminded of it.

"He's a loser," she murmured.

Damian growled and slapped her cheek with his cock. She opened her mouth to take him in, but he only smacked her lips with his dark shaft.

"Louder," he commanded.

"He's a loser!" she cried. "Bradley's a loser!"

"Good girl!" Damian chuckled and let her go. Lori immediately buried her face in Damian's musky, dusky flesh.

"You know what I want, don't you?" He turned and bent over the low couch in his living room, giving her a view of his gleaming, black ass and puckered pink asshole.

Lori dove forward and pushed her face into Damian's asshole. Her tongue pushed through his tight anus and she buried herself in Damian's ass. On her knees licking the black man's ass, she was overwhelmed by the scent of his body and the taste of his dirty hole on her tongue. Worshiping Damian's ass, Lori didn't have to think of anything but pleasing her lover. School, work, and Bradley meant nothing. All that mattered was making Damian happy.

"Fuck yes!" Damian grunted, working his ass backward against her face. "Tonight I want you to give Bradley a big fucking kiss with my dirty ass on your tongue!"

Lori moaned, but kept licking and sucking until Damian couldn't stand it any longer and had to have her. He turned and grabbed her roughly by the shoulders, pulling her like a rag doll to her feet. She gave a shocked laugh as he threw her to the couch. Strong, dark fingers pulled her thighs apart and he sank to his knees, his heavy shaft sliding along her pussy, sending shivers of anticipation running through her body.

"Say it!" he growled. "Tell me what I want to hear!"

Lori mewled like an injured kitten, her hips already rising, smashing her clit into Damian's throbbing flesh.

"Bradley's a loser!" she whined. "You're so much better!"

The guilt and shame shot through her mind, replaced a minute later by the overwhelming pleasure of Damian's cock splitting her open and stabbing all the way to her wet, unprotected center.

"That's right!" He grunted, burying his dark cock to the hilt into her quivering flesh. As usual, Lori felt a moment of being full of Damian, of being connected in a way that poor Bradley could never hope to match. "He's a loser!"

"Yes! Loser! Fuck!"

Damian hammered his cock deep inside of her, the fat head penetrating to the opening of her inner body. Before Damian, Lori had never experienced the wonderful burning hunger of her womb. Lust surged through every inch of her body. She'd had her first full body orgasm with Damian and now nothing else would do.

"I love you," she moaned as the pleasure filled her, her flesh taking everything the powerful black man could give her. "Love you!"

"Of course you do!" Damian slowed his pace and smiled down at her. "What would poor Bradley think?"

Lori whimpered and felt the tears of frustration sting the corners of his eyes.

Sorry, Bradley! she thought for the hundredth time. But Damian is the one I want!

***

"Bradley! Take another drink!"

Bradley grinned stupidly and took another drink at Yasmine's urging. She giggled and Bradley felt happy that she was happy. He looked around at the party, the steam off the pool and the tilting of the earth making it very hard to see.

"Where did Lori go?"

"I don't know," Yasmine said and bent forward, giving Bradley a generous view of her golden cleavage.

Bradley gulped, knowing it was wrong to be looking, but unable to tear his eyes away from the busty cheerleader.

Yasmine didn't seem to care.

"Don't worry, pal!" A meaty hand slapped his shoulder, nearly knocking the drunken boyfriend to the ground. "She just went to the bathroom."

Bradley blinked up at the heavy face of Jenks. He had the impression that he had asked before and Lou had given him the same answer. Yasmine pushed another drink into Bradley's hand.

"Drink!" she laughed, and Bradley looked down at his hand. What was he doing here? He couldn't remember why he was drinking or where his girlfriend had run off to, but he got the sudden feeling he needed to look for her.

"I'm... I'm going to find Lori," Bradley slurred and rose to his feet. "Where ish she?"

Yasmine laughed as Bradley stumbled towards the pool. Lou caught him before he could fall in and swung him around towards the apartments.

"Woah, boy," Lou said jovially. "Room 220. Good luck!"

He gave Bradley what was supposed to be a friendly push on the back, but it nearly sent him sprawling. He stumbled over Yasmine's feet.

"Shorry," he mumbled.

"It's about time!" he heard Yasmine say as he walked through the steam toward the apartments. "I can't believe Damian wanted me to—"

Her voice was cut off by the screaming of someone jumping into the pool and Bradley promptly forgot her words as he shambled through the knot of wet partiers. His only goal was to make it to the apartments and, hopefully, find Lori. The mixture of alcohol and Yasmine's nearly nude body had created a sense of urgency to find Lori and take her home.

"Watch out!" a girl's voice screamed and another large football player pushed Bradley roughly.

"Shu... shorry!" Bradley said.

He turned and found himself at a set of steps. He slowly walked up them, his hazy brain repeating "room 220" over and over in his mind.

The walkway was blessedly clear of ballers and cheerleaders. Bradley still felt it hard to walk and held himself up against the wall, trying to read each number. He couldn't find room 220 and he stopped, his legs turning to rubber.

"Yes! Damian! More!"

He heard the cries through an open window and they swam through his blurry mind. Damian. Damian was with someone. The screams of the girl were loud and abandoned. She had to be acting. Bradley had never heard such passionate cries outside of porn.

"That's it! You like that cock?"

"Yes!"

"Better than your loser boyfriend?"

"Yes! Yes! Much better!"

Bradley shook his head and smiled. Damian was fucking someone's girlfriend? Jesus, that guy had it so easy! Girlfriends and cheerleaders were throwing themselves at the popular jock's feet.

Not that Bradley was too jealous. After all, he had the best girl of all. Lori was his, and he knew he was lucky as hell to have her. So, Damian could have his fun.

Bradley would keep his girlfriend.

"Yes! Yes! I love youuuu!"

The screams reverberated through Bradley's drunken brain. He tried to stand up again, but he was exhausted. His vision turned black as the cries of the girl continued to pierce the night.

"I love you, Damian!"

***

"I love you, Damian!"

Lori's throat was raw from screaming, but she couldn't stop as Damian's cock forced another body shattering orgasm through her limbs. She clung to Damian's glistening black body for support, her tight hips bucking upward, meeting every thrust of Damian's cock. She wanted nothing more than to be a receptacle for Damian's lust. He deserved it.

"I'm going to cum inside you, Lori!" Damian hissed in her ear.

She had a moment of panic. He wasn't wearing a condom, but he had never cum inside before. Her brain, however, had been beaten into submission by lust and Damian's powerful fucking.

She didn't care. She wanted him to cum inside her. She needed it!

"Yes! Cum in my pussy!" she screamed. "Cum inside me!"

She bit the hard muscle of his shoulder and Damian tensed. He grew inside of her and, for the first time in her life, she was filled with a man's virile seed. It should have been her boyfriend, but it was Damian's body and his cock that unlocked that primal need to have a man fill her helpless womb.

As if to signal her body's acceptance of Damian's cum, she came again as the first blast of hot fluid exploded inside her. Her body spasmed against his beautiful, black body and her pussy clasped hungrily at his squirting cock, intent on taking as much of his cum as she could.

"Yes!" she rasped, her throat too sore to scream. "Yes! Fill me up!"

Damian remained inside her for a long time, allowing his balls to spew their load into her. Despite his cock stuffing her pussy, the cum seeped out around his dark shaft and dripped down her ass.

"Good girl," Damian murmured in her ear. "That's my pussy now."

"Yes," Lori whispered. "Yes. Your pussy. All yours."

***

"Bradley? Bradley?"

Bradley's return to consciousness felt like he was swimming frantically to reach the surface of the water. When he finally broke free, the world returned to him all at once. He jerked awake, completely unaware of where he was.

He looked up and saw Lori standing above him, smiling beautifully. Behind her was the looming presence of Damian, who was also smiling.

"What are you doing?" Lori asked.

"Doing?" Bradley looked around him blankly. "I don't know."

"You are so drunk!" Lori said.

Damian stepped past her and held out his hand. Bradley grasped it and Damian pulled him up to his feet. He swayed on his rubbery legs.

"Woah, there, big guy!" Damian laughed. "Bradley, how much have you had to drink?"

"Honeshtly," he slurred."I can't remember."

"Oh, Bradley," Lori said, equal parts exasperation and humor. "Come on. We need to get you home."

Damian looked at Bradley who could barely stand.

"Bring him inside for a bit to sober up," Damian said. "Then I'll take him home."

"Thank you."

Lori slid her shoulder under Badley's arm and, with Damian's help, got him into the room and onto the couch.

Bradley fell down, groaning softly as the world spun.

"Why don't you give Bradley a kiss," Damian chuckled. "Looks like he needs it."

Bradley couldn't understand why Damian would say that, but he didn't care. Suddenly, he very much wished to kiss his girlfriend.

"Oh, I don't know," Lori said.

"Go on!" Damian said. "Look at him."

Bradley smiled crookedly up at her and, as if talking pity on her drunk boyfriend, she lowered herself into his lap, wrapped her arms around his neck, and gave him a deep kiss.
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"I'm home!"

Heather grinned and pulled the roast out of the oven. The house was filled with the savory smell of cooking beef, a smell that always made Heather think of home.

"Something smells good," Edward came into the kitchen and slipped his arms around Heather's chest.

Her husband was taller than Bradley by a head and he had once been quite the athlete, something he never let his son forget. When they had met ten years before, Edward had been a strong, handsome man with a still hard body and a great job. He still had a good job and was handsome, but he had lost the athlete's physique. Years of comfortable living now presented itself as a round paunch hanging over his belt. He had also lost his strong, erect posture, his shoulders rounded forward which gave him the appearance that he was shrinking.

She had joked when they were first married that he would be a cute, old man. She didn't make that joke anymore.

"Where's Bradley?" Edward asked as he hugged her from behind.

"He's at a party."

"Our Bradley?" Edward said, surprised.

"Yes!" she laughed. "Our Bradley! Evidently he's made a friend on the football team. Damian Winters."

"What? The quarterback?"

Layton County was a small community and, for a few months each fall the boys on the football field were celebrities. Heather wasn't from Layton originally, so the local adoration for the athletes didn't affect her.

Edward had played on the Layton County team and followed the team religiously. His main gripe about traveling this time of year wasn't being away from his family; it was missing football games.

"Yes," she said and turned to face her husband. A sudden image of Damian flashed through her mind. "The quarterback."

"Well, that's good!" Edward said. "I guess it's just the two of us, huh?"

They stood looking at each other for an awkward moment. There wasn't any real promise or innuendo in Edward's comment, just weary happiness to be home with his loving wife. She thought of Damian again, the memory of his muscular body making the heat rise in her belly, mixing with the shame.

Edward was the first to pull away, her warm body not enough to keep his attention. He took a piece of roast off the plate and popped it into his mouth.

"So," he said. "Ready to eat?"

Dinner was a quiet affair. They talked about Edward's trip and how life had been at home. Heather was surprised how quickly they settled into the comfortable, boring rhythm of a married couple.

That didn't stop the burning in her body that Damian had sparked that afternoon. As she ate, and drank more wine than was good for her, she found it hard not to think of the handsome, black man. She had to force herself to focus on Edward's words and she made the decision during dinner that she would use this excitement to give Edward a proper welcome home.

"What are you doing?" Edward asked later when she snuggled up against him in bed.

"I missed you," she moaned in what she hoped was a sexy voice. "Didn't you miss me?"

"Of course I did," Edward said and gave her a perfunctory kiss on the lips. "I'm just tired, you know. From the trip."

Heather rubbed her soft, round body against her husband, then dropped her hand down to his crotch. She felt nothing but a limp bump in Edward's boxers.

"Really?" she said and rubbed his cock, trying to coax some life out of it. "Nothing?"

"I'm sorry, honey," Edward said. "I promise to make it up to you this weekend."

I'll bet Damian would be hard.

She tried to shake off the dirty thought, but they persisted even after Edward rolled over and began to snore. She tried to focus on sleep, but she couldn’t fight the images of the strong, black man filling her brain. She sighed and rolled over on her back next to her husband, and lowered her hand between her legs. An illicit thrill shot through her loins and into her belly. It was so wrong to be doing this here, lying next to her husband, but her body was so needy for release, she didn't care. Edward wasn't home, and neither was Bradley. It was just her, alone with her fantasies.

She moaned as she pictured Damian running his dark hands over her body. What would it feel like, having those powerful fingers massaging her breasts? She pulled her nightgown up over her heavy breasts, squeezing them roughly as she worked her other hand into her panties.

"Oh, fuck!" she groaned as she probed her sopping pussy with her finger. The presence of that boy made her pussy weep with lust, even though it was wrong. She had spoken to him for less than a half hour and the only touch he had given her was a brush of his hand. However, once she closed her eyes, she could feel his heat and remember his primal musky scent. It was her fevered mind playing tricks, but those tricks worked on her pussy like magic.

She pinched her hard, pink nipple and rubbed her pussy furiously. She spread her legs to give her better access to her swollen clit. The pressure built in her belly and she relished the slow build, the almost painful weight of it inside her, just before the explosion.

Her foot kicked out and hit Edward. Her husband grunted as Heather's whole body, wracked with pleasure, convulsed on the bed. She bit her hand to hide the grunts and groans and fought to escape.

She forced her body to lie still and waited for Edward to speak. Instead, her husband grumbled sleepily, then began to snore again, oblivious to his wife cumming like crazy beside him.

Fuck! She thought. I haven't cum like that for ages!

And all because a boy her stepson's age had flirted with her. She felt guilty for pleasuring herself beside her husband while dreaming of a young man, but those emotions only lasted for a moment.

Fantasies were harmless after all.

It's not like she would ever act on them.

***

Heather woke up when the front door slammed shut. Her heart beat sped up as it only can when you are pulled from a deep sleep.

She looked over at the clock and read the glowing numbers. 3:30. She listened for more noises and she heard Bradley's voice speaking in an exaggerated whisper.

"Shh! Be quiet!"

She heard another voice, but couldn't make out the words. Someone was with Bradley. Her heart steadied. It was just Bradley coming home from the party.

She looked over at Edward to see if he was still awake. Her husband was sleeping peacefully. He must have been more tired than she thought if he could sleep through the noise of his son stumbling around the living room.

She waited for the noises to die down. If Bradley kept this up, he was going to wake Edward. Sighing, Heather wrapped a robe around her scantily clad body, and quietly left the room.

She got to the kitchen and froze. Bradley was sprawled drunkenly on a stool. Standing next to him was the tall, muscular Damian Winters.

"Hey, Mrs. Wolff!" Damian whispered. "Sorry we woke you up. I was just trying to get Bradley to his room, but he can't remember where it is."

Heather shook her head and sighed. For the moment, her attraction to the tall, black football player, was overridden by her concern for her stepson.

She stepped forward and nudged Bradley on the shoulder. His head rolled to one side, and he looked up at her with unfocused eyes.

"Mom?" he mumbled. "What are you doing at the party?"

Heather was shocked that Bradley had called her mom. They had discussed this as a family years ago and Bradley had never been comfortable referring to Heather as his mother. It had never bothered her; she wasn't his mother, but hearing him saying the words stirred something powerful in her chest. She couldn't help but smile and run her fingers through his hair like he was a little boy.

"You're not at the party, silly," she said. "You're at home. Come on, let's get you to bed."

Bradley lifted himself off the counter. His head rolled bonelessly to the side, and he looked at Damian.

"Hey, D," Bradley snorted. "Great party, my man."

"Thanks, 'my man'," Damian smiled over Bradley's head at Heather. "Come on."

Damian draped Bradley's arm over his shoulders and lifted him easily from his seat. Heather watched in awe as the muscular young man drug Bradley to the steps.

"Are you okay?" she asked.

"Fine," Damian said. "He doesn't weigh that much."

"I'm a lightweight," Bradley said innocently. "That's what Jenks said."

"Yeah, you are," Damian chuckled. "Let's go, lightweight."

Heather led the way as Damian lugged Bradley up the steps. Together, the three of them made it to Bradley's room without making too much noise.

Finally, Bradley flopped like a rag doll onto his bed. Damian rolled him onto his side and propped a pillow behind the back.

"Got to make sure he doesn't sleep on his back," Damian said. "In case he throws up."

"Ugh!" Heather let out an involuntary shudder.

"I know," Damon said. "Just being safe."

Heather nodded. Now that Bradley was safely in bed, she became aware of Damian's beauty again.

And, Damian wasn't shy about letting her know it. Hungry, hazel eyes caressed her body, appreciating the voluptuous wife's lush form. Heather felt the heat rise to her cheeks and an answering need deep between her legs.

Bradley snorted, and the spell was broken. She turned and practically ran from the room, Damian following languidly behind her.

He caught up to her at the bottom of the steps. He didn't grab her, instead he stood close to the stepmother, his heat burning into her back.

Reluctantly, she turned and looked up at him.

"Well... um, thanks," she said. "I appreciate you bringing Bradley home."

"My pleasure," he said, looking into her eyes. "How about that snack?"

"What?"

For a moment, Heather was mesmerized by the man's hazel eyes and cocky grin. What was he talking about?"

"The last time I was here, you offered me a snack," he said. "I'd like to take you up on the offer."

"Oh... oh!" Heather laughed. "Sure. What would you like? I have ham or—"

Damian gripped her chin and lifted her face upward.

"I want you," he said, then kissed her.

Heather was shocked by the heat and power behind the kiss. The lust she had been pushing down suddenly blossomed into a raging fire.

She might have kept kissing the young man if Damian hadn't broken the kiss to purr in her ear.

"I haven't been able to stop thinking about you," Damian said. "I jerked off thinking about you. It felt so good."

"Oh, God!" Heather moaned, but she stopped pushing against him, her hands exploring the hard, chocolate curves of his arms. His confession reminded her of her own masturbation session and she immediately felt guilty. "We can't do this!"

"Why not?" he pulled back and gripped her wrists. "What's stopping us?"

She looked down at his large, dark hands gripping her pale wrists. Her heart beat faster as he raised her arms and placed her hands on his warm chest.

"I'm married," she whimpered. "And Bradley—"

"Is upstairs, sleeping. So is your husband," he leaned forward, the heat of his words brushing her lips. "That makes me so fucking hard!"

Heather moaned, but she didn't resist as his lips grazed her mouth.

Oh, God! This was so wrong! Edward and Bradley are upstairs! I can't do this!

But, her nerves burned with the electricity of being so close to this beautiful, black man. This close, she couldn't resist him. Her resistance broke and she kissed him.

Heather realized too late that this was precisely what Damian had been waiting for and, with her wordless submission, he took control of the pretty wife and stepmother.

He kissed her so hard he bruised her lips. She whimpered as his tongue slid invitingly against her teeth and teased her mouth. Heather instinctively sucked on him him, her moans of lust filling the small kitchen.

"See? I knew you wanted it," Damian grinned.

"Stop!" she moaned. "Stop teasing me!"

"Fine!" he growled. He gripped her waist and lifted her easily to the kitchen island.

"Oh, my God!" Heather cried out as Damian skinned off her panties. She threw her hand between her legs, her pussy suddenly bare and vulnerable to Damian's hungry gaze. "I can't do this!"

"Of course you can," Damian said. "You deserve this. You deserve to get fucked by a man that can take care of you."

"My husband—"

Damian placed a powerful hand around her neck. He shoved his other hand between her legs. Heather gasped in pleasure as she felt his long fingers penetrate her swollen lips and invade her wet cavern.

"If your husband was taking care of you, you wouldn't be letting me do this," he hissed.

Heather's mind was a hazy boil of conflicting emotions, but her feelings were soon overpowered by Damian's mouth working in concert with his fingers. Her legs opened up to him, unconsciously giving the powerful, black man deeper access to her aching pussy.

"Im going to fuck you," he growled in between kisses. Heather mewled in desperation, but didn't stop him. "I'm going to fuck you better than your husband ever could. Understand?"

Damian pulled his fingers from her pussy. She cried in anguish as the heat in her cunt cooled and she was left with an aching desire.

"Understand?" Damian asked.

She nodded and that was all the encouragement Damian needed. He stepped back and peeled off his t-shirt, revealing his beautiful, dark muscles. Heather whimpered, but she pulled off her nightgown.

Damian grinned hungrily, his eyes greedily feasting on the wife's lush curves. She could feel the heat in her breasts and loins, calling out silently to the powerful man in front of her.

But, Damian didn't attack her right away. Instead, he slowly, maddeningly pushed down his pants. She peeked over the edge of the counter and gasped in shock when his cock sprang free.

It was so big, much bigger than she had expected! Not only was it longer and thicker than Edward, it was also a dark brown color. Heather had always thought cocks were funny looking. Like a blunt tool, they served their purpose, but held no beauty for her.

But there was nothing funny about Damian's cock. It was beautiful and black like a sculpture chiseled out of onyx. It gleamed in the light from the kitchen window and she felt a deep, throbbing heat pulse between her thighs.

"I can't," she moaned. "I can't do that."

Damian moved forward, ignoring her weak resistance. He slowly rubbed the huge head up her swollen pussy, then ran the hot shaft across her clit. She moaned with desire, her body once again betraying the need inside of her.

"You can," Damian murmured. "You want it."

He continued to rub his cock against her pussy. The long, dark shaft laid onto her pale stomach and she was shocked to see that it reached just under her rib cage.

That's how far it's going to go in! She shook her head at the forbidden thought. It's impossible!

"You want it," Damian murmured again and his voice and the pulsing heat of his cock mesmerized the young wife. "You want it."

"Yes," she whispered, barely aware she was speaking.

"What?"

"Yes," she said, louder." I want it."

"I know," he grinned.

He reached forward and hooked a warm hand around her neck and pulled her forward so she was sitting up. With his other hand, he pushed the fat head of his cock into her pussy.

"Watch me!" he hissed in her ear, holding her neck so she could see the dark length of his cock disappearing into her willing body. "Watch me fuck you!"

"Oh fuck!" she moaned, but she watched as he speared her with his beautiful, brown shaft. "Fuck!"

She felt him hit something inside off her and her body spasmed violently. He let her fall to the counter, her pussy lengthening out to accept more of his cock. He was so thick he stretched her painfully, but she didn't care. She had imagined him fucking her, but this was so much more powerful than she had dreamed. A hot pulse throbbed in her cunt and her muscles clasped desperately against his dark shaft.

"See?" Damian hissed through gritted teeth. "You can take it. You took it all."

"Yes," Heather moaned, tears in her eyes. "Yes! Yes!"

"I'm going to fuck you now!" Damian growled and pulled his cock out until her pussy was gripping just the fat tip. "I'm going to fuck you so good, you'll forget all about your husband and that loser Bradley."

Heather shook her head, not understanding the shift in Damian's words. Why would he mention Bradley at a time like this? All it did was bring the images of Edward and Bradley to her mind, making the guilt swamp her in waves. How could Damian be so cruel?

Then, the big, black man thrust his cock in deep. Her eyes opened wide and she screamed as his cock tore any other thoughts away from her mind.

Oh no, no, no! she cried to herself. Too big! Too big!

She couldn't breathe, every inch of her pussy filled with Damian's dark cock. But, her black lover didn't give her any time to breathe. Instead, he pulled out and slammed into her again and again. Tremors of pain and lust rippled through her body, building into waves of pleasure that lifted her body up, up, up.

"I'm going to make you forget everything!" Damian huffed in her ear, succumbing to the pleasure of forcing the young wife to submit. "I'm going to fuck your family out of your brain!"

Heather was so filled with ecstasy she rose to meet each hot thrust of his cock, the waves of lust too much to resist. Her brain tried to make sense of Damian's words. Family? What family?

Finally, her mind locked onto the one thing she could make sense of: Damian's cock. It was filling her with a pleasure she had never known.

"Yes!" She cried and the echo of Damian's words floated around her mind. "Yes! Fuck them out of my brain! Make me forget!"

Damian reached forward, grabbed her arms and pulled her body towards him as he slammed that wonderful cock inside of her. Her body exploded in the throes of pleasure, her bliss filling her up and spilling over into her pussy. She continued to spasm on the counter as Damian thrust into her with desperate abandon.

She felt him grow inside of her a moment later and she knew he was going to cum inside her. The only man besides her husband to ever release his seed into her unprotected pussy. She had an awful terrifying moment of fear, then she felt his hot cum burst inside of her and it triggered another explosion that rocked her body.

It took her a long, long time to come down from the heights of her orgasm. She lay on the cold countertop, twitching as Damian pulled his cock from her body. She immediately felt his absence followed by the thick trickling of his seed spilling from her womb.

Her head turned to the side and she covered her eyes as the full weight of what she had just done came rushing in like a flood.

Oh God! Edward! She thought, then another face flashed inside her mind. Bradley!

Damian pulled her hand away from her eyes and looked down at her.

"Stop it!" he growled.

She gasped in shock as he pulled on her arm and spun her around on the island. Pushing down on her shoulder, he made her lie down with her head hanging off the edge of the counter upside-down.

"Just focus on me." Damian said and he rubbed his cock over Heather's lips. She opened her mouth and tasted her pussy juices and the salty cum coating Damian's dark cock. "Focus on me."

Heather moaned, but she did what he wanted and soon, she was sucking eagerly on Damian's beautiful cock, her mind mercifully filled with Damian's dark body.

There was no room for anything else.
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"Shouldn't you be out with Lori?"

Bradley stood up straight, startled by Professor Adler.

"Oh!" he said. "I thought I was the only one here!"

"You know, Bradley," she smiled wryly. "When I gave you the key to the newspaper offices, I didn't mean for you to be here all the time!"

"I know," Bradley said. "It's just... Lori's not answering her phone and I thought I could get these layouts done before Monday."

Professor Adler walked over to Bradley's desk and bent down over his shoulder to peer at the layouts. Bradley kept still as his professor's hair slipped out of her bun and tickled his cheek. Her slight, flowery perfume drifted into his nostrils and Bradley was suddenly very aware of Professor Adler's presence.

"Hmm," she murmured in his ear and the sound made Bradley's stomach do flip-flops.

Over the past week Bradley noticed that his relationship with Lori had changed. His girlfriend was busy studying, or had other commitments going on that kept her from her boyfriend's side. They used to spend hours together every day. Lately, Bradley was lucky to see her for an hour and, when they were together, Lori wasn't interested in regular sex. There sex life had become a dizzying series of foreplay sessions..

Not that he didn't enjoy it. He had become quite good at cunninlingus, so good that Lori couldn't cum from regular sex. So, he went down on her again and again, worshiping her body even though, sometimes, her pussy was a swampy, sticky mess. But, he always powered through and was eventually rewarded with Lori's sweet, clear juices pouring over his tongue.

He'd get so turned on that Lori would usually jerk his cock for a few moments and he would cum all over his stomach. It was hot and, in a way, humiliating, but he enjoyed it nonetheless. Still, he would like to have sex with his girlfriend once in awhile.

He wondered now, as his beautiful professor leaned her heavy breast into his back and inspected his work, if the dramatic change in his sex life was affecting how he felt about his beautiful professor.

Not that Bradley hadn't thought about her before. Professor Adler was gorgeous and Bradley had harbored a secret crush on her from the moment he started at the newspaper. His professor had long, brown hair, usually done up in a messy bun and black, horn-rimmed glass that hung from her neck by a silver chain. She wore the glasses now, to read and, if anything, they made her look even sexier. Like a hot librarian in a porno movie.

Of course, it didn't help that Professor Adler wore tight skirts and white blouses that accentuated her lush curves. As Bradley sat there, his professor leaning over him, he was reminded of Heather. His stepmother too had ample curves and heavy breasts. She was also loving and kind, a trait that Professor Adler shared with his stepmom.

Bradley tried to force the inappropriate feelings for his professor (and, to a lesser extent, his stepmother) out of his mind and focus on the screen.

"I think it looks good," Professor Adler said finally and stood up, pressing down lightly on Bradley's shoulders as she did so. Bradley tried not to read too much into the friendly touch, but he felt a dim burning in his belly and knew that he was getting turned on.

Damn! He thought. Where is Lori?

She hadn't returned his calls all day. That, in itself, wasn't unusual, but it had become a trend that worried him. And now, he was getting turned on just by the presence of his professor.

"You sure?" he said, again trying to focus on his screen. "The heading is good?"

"Yes," Professor Adler said and rubbed his shoulders.

Shit, what was she doing?

As quick as the question entered his mind, Professor Adler stepped away from him and walked back to her desk.

"You should go, Bradley," she said. "Call Lori. Go do something fun."

Bradley stood up, glad that his thoughts had stopped and his cock had not sprung up into an embarrassing bulge in his pants. Still, there was something in Professor Adler's voice that made him pause as he put on his jacket.

"Are you OK, professor?" he asked.

"Please," Adler smiled at him. "Call me Janet when nobody else is around. Having all you young people calling me professor just makes me feel old."

"Oh, you aren't that old," Bradley said and only after he said it, he stopped himself. "I mean... you aren't...I didn't mean... "

Janet laughed a pretty, girlish laugh that sent shivers down Bradley's spine.

"That's all right, Bradley," she leaned over the desk. "I get it."

"I only meant, my mother, well stepmother is your age and I don't think she's old."

"Your stepmother?" Janet frowned. "I'm old enough to be your stepmother?"

"Oh jeez!" Bradley slapped his brow. "That's not what I meant—"

"I know," Janet said, stood up, and crossed the floor to Bradley. "I'm just playing with you Bradley."

"So, are you OK?" he asked again.

"I am," she reached out and flattened his collar, her hand brushing his neck. "I just... I'm just lonely."

"Oh?" Bradley's voice cracked. He swallowed and tried again. "'What about Mr. Adler?"

"Mr. Adler?" she raised an eyebrow. "Mr. Adler is... well he's... not here is he?"

Bradley wondered what she was talking about when she leaned in close.

"Bradley, have you ever had to do something you really don't want to do, but you did it anyway?"

"What, like paying taxes?"

Janet laughed and up close, he thought her smile was even more beautiful.

"Something like that," she said. "Tell me, Bradley? Do you really think I'm not old?"

"No, you... " he fought for the right words, but couldn't find them. Then, one word entered his brain and before he could stop himself, he said it. "You're beautiful."

"Really?" Janet Adler, his professor and his crush, leaned forward, her lips inches from Bradley's mouth. "You think I'm beautiful?"

"Yes," Bradley said and his gorgeous, older professor leaned forward and kissed him.

All thoughts of right and wrong were burned out of Bradley's mind by the kiss. Janet's lips rubbed wetly against his and her tongue flicked out, teasing his mouth open. Bradley's senses were filled with the smell of Janet's perfume, the taste of her lips, and the feel of her soft, round body snuggling against him.

Stop!

His mind came back to him in a rush and he pushed his teacher away.

"Prof... Janet... what are you doing?"

"I... I'm sorry. I was just... just lonely."

Bradley saw the hint of tears in his professor's eyes and immediately felt guilty. Had he led her on in some way? What would Lori think if she knew that he had kissed his older professor?

All of this was complicated by the fact that Bradley's cock was rock hard.

"I... I think I should go," Bradley said. He walked away awkwardly, his hard-on bending uncomfortably in his pants.

"All right."

Bradley looked back once more. His beautiful, older professor looked vulnerable. A surge of lust ran through him. He could go to her, right now, and take her. He could fuck that gorgeous woman right there on the desk and she wouldn't stop him. He knew this with a primal instinct he had never experienced.

What about Lori?

Thoughts of Lori entered his tortured mind and cooled his ardor. He had a girlfriend, someone who loved him. He couldn't give into temptation, now matter how much he wanted to. He couldn't do that to kind, innocent Lori.

"I have to go." He breathed deeply, turned around, and almost ran out the door.

It wasn't until he was outside that he let out his breath in a huge sigh. He had mastered his temptation. He still wasn't sure what had happened, but he knew he had done the right thing.

He pulled out his phone and texted Lori.

Are u there? I really need to see u.

He sent the text, but there was no answer. After a few moments, he decided to head to Lori's apartment and try to catch her there.
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Heather parked her car down the street from the apartment complex and checked her phone.

Laurelhurst Apartments. 220. see u soon.

Heather's heart hammered in her chest. She couldn't believe she was doing this! Going to see a young boy at his apartment? It was so wrong.

However, as she got out of the car, she felt the familiar stirrings of lust Damian had awakened inside of her. It had been so long since she'd been this excited about a man.

You've never been this excited.

The voice inside her head wasn't exactly happy about that, but it was true. She'd never felt this way for Edward or any of her old boyfriends. Damian had touched something deep and primal inside the housewife. When he had texted her with an address, she couldn't help herself.

She had to answer.

Luckily, the apartment complex was quiet. It being a weekday, the players were on curfew and shut up in their rooms playing video games, studying, or...

fucking

Heather's heart caught in her throat as the word clanged in her head like a bell. Fucking. That's what she was here for. There was no other reason for an older woman to be sneaking into a football player's apartment after hours.

She was here for one thing and she knew it. That's why her legs were shaking and her pussy juices were dripping down her thighs when she finally knocked on apartment 220.

She expected to see the large form of Damian in the doorway, but when the door opened, it was her stepson's girlfriend, Lori, standing in front of her.

"Lori?" Heather's heart stopped. Did she have the wrong room? "What... who...?"

"It's OK, Mrs. Wolff. You've got the right room." The younger girl took Heather's hand and pulled the shocked wife and stepmother into the room. "Damian is waiting for you."

"Wait... I don't know... "

It was too late.  The young blonde shut the door behind them and locked the door.

"Lori? What's going on?"

Heather looked down and only then noticed the younger woman was wearing nothing but an oversized t-shirt, her hard nipples poking against the thin cotton. Heather shook her head, trying to make sense of what was going on.

"Well, don't you two look lovely?"

Heather turned at Damian's voice and her breath left her lungs. He was dressed in nothing but a tight pair of black boxer briefs. His body was gleaming in the dim light of a lamp by the couch. She tried to keep her eyes on his face, but she felt her gaze dragged down by the beauty of his glistening body, stopping only when they came to the huge bulge in Damian's underwear.

"Like what you see?" Damian asked.

Heather's eyes snapped upward and she took an instinctive step backward.

"I don't think... I'm not supposed to be here."

She ran into Lori who was blocking the door.

"Lori, you shouldn't be here, either." Heather eyed Lori's firm, nymph-like body under the thin cotton. "I don't know why you're here, but Bradely would be devastated."

Lori had the decency to look ashamed, but she didn't move from in front of the door.

"No one cares about what little Bradley thinks," Damian said. His voice was shockingly close. Heather whipped around, directly into the powerful man's dark embrace.

"Damian? I don't know what's happening," she moaned. "But I should go."

"Where? Home to your loser stepson or your old husband?" Damian gripped her wrist and pulled it down to his crotch. "Wouldn't you rather stay here and be with someone who gives you what you need?"

"I... I thought you were Bradley's friend?"

"No," he said and placed her hand firmly on his crotch. "I only pretended so I could get next to you. Didn't you know that?"

Heather quivered when he placed her hand over his large bulge. His cock pulsed hot and hard through his underwear. Heather's mouth went dry. This was all wrong. She shouldn't be here and she shouldn't let Damian say such things about her stepson. Bradley was sweet and... and...

Her thoughts were hard to gather as Damian moved her hand up and down his cock. She felt a sticky wetness on her palm and realized that it was pre-cum. Damian was dripping for her.

"Feel that?" he murmured. "See how hard you make me?"

She nodded, and Damian let her wrist go. She did not take her hand from his cock.

Damian nodded over Heather's shoulder and the pretty wife felt Lori's soft, feathery hands slip around her waist and rub her belly.

"Lori?"

"I've been cheating with Damian," Lori whispered hotly into Heather's ear. "Bradley could never make me feel the way Damian makes me feel. Just like Mr. Wolff can't please you."

Lori raised her hands slowly, almost tentatively, up to Heather's heavy chest and squeezed. Heather gasped as she felt the lust burning through her breasts and down to her crotch. Lori took that as a sign and she hugged her tight, young body against Heather's back, rolling her hips into the housewife's lush bottom.

"I... I've never been with a woman before," Lori murmured. "But Damian wants to see us together."

"Oh God!" Heather groaned. She pushed back, but Lori's firm body held her in place.

She tried to stop stroking, but Damian held her hand in place. Meanwhile, Lori slid one hand down Heather's panties.

"Oh!" The wife and stepmother cried out as Lori's fingers found her swollen clit. She wiggled her ass to get away, but Damian gripped her shoulders.

"Look at me!" he snapped and Heather, her mind swirling with uncontrollable lust, looked up at him. "Just look at me and let yourself enjoy it. I want to watch you cum."

"Oh, Damian," she whimpered, but she kept looking at him as Lori's young fingers worked her pussy. "I can't."

"Yes," Damian murmured to her. "You can."

Damian lifted her shirt and pulled it up over her breasts, then pulled down her bra to expose her hard, rosy nippes. He dipped his head and sucked a nipple deep into his greedy mouth.

Heather moaned, her hand still rubbing Damian's crotch while Lori worked her pussy with her fingers. Trapped between the large black man and the pretty blonde was too much for the housewife and her body gave into the pleasure.

"Open your eyes," Damian ordered.

Heather's eyes snapped open and she came, looking into her black lover's face. It was so wrong, but the pleasure was explosive and Heather trembled between the two bodies.

Finally, they let her go. Heather's legs were weak and she slid to the floor, tremors of her orgasm still throbbing through her limbs.

"On your knees, Lori," Damian said. "Get on your knees beside Bradley's mom."

She wasn't Bradley's mother. She couldn't be. Would a real mother act like this?

She didn't move as the young blonde slid down beside her.  Heather couldn't look at her, the shame of cumming for the girl, then kneeling before her stepson's bully filled with a deep shame.

Instead, she looked up at Damon for comfort. There was no solace to be found in the young man's gaze, just triumph at having two of the women Bradley cared about kneeling at his feet.

Oh God! Heather thought. I have to leave before it goes any further.

Even as the thought flitted through her mind, Damian slid down his pants and pulled out his beautiful, black cock.

"God!" Lori gasped next to her. "Isn't that beautiful?"

Heather was speechless as the young girl wrapped her pale fingers around Damian's thick, black shaft. The housewife watched, mesmerized as her stepson's girlfriend lifted her pretty pink lips and kissed the fat, purple-black head.

"Make sure and share," Damian's voice rumbled from above them.

Heather looked into the young man's eyes in desperation, but she saw only a primal hunger that could only be satisfied by her submission.

Lori held out his cock to her with both pale hands as if offering her an exquisite treat.

"Go ahead, Heather. Kiss my cock. Show me how much you want me."

"Oh God!" Heather whined, the emotions warring inside her. How could Damian be doing this in front of Lori? How could Lori be cheating on Bradley?

Was she any better? Wasn't she betraying her husband and her stepson by being seduced and dominated by his bully? Even though she hadn't known he was Bradley's bully, she was sure of it now.

Why hadn't Bradley told her? And did it make a difference?

She didn't know, All she knew was a beautiful girl was holding out a gorgeous cock and she wanted nothing more than to taste it. She bent forward and opened her lips, the lips she kissed her husband with every day, and gave Damian's dark flesh a passionate kiss. Her tongue poked between her lips and she was rewarded with a briny drop of pre-cum that lit up her senses. She lost all reason and shoved Damian's thick cock into her mouth, moaning with pleasure as she was filled with his hot, dark flesh.

"That's my girl!" Damian murmured and ran his hand lovingly through the young stepmother's hair. "You look so good sucking my cock. I wish Bradley could see you."

Heather groaned, but didn't stop sucking. Lori looked at her hungrily, waiting obediently for her turn. But, Damian had other plans for Bradley's girlfriend.

"You know what to do, Lori," Damian said and shifted his body so he was in between the two women. He bent over Heather, hugging her head so she choked on his cock. Meanwhile, her stepson's girlfriend shoved her pretty face between Damian's ass cheeks.

So shocked by Lori's ass worship, Heather stopped sucking.

"Yes!" Damian sighed as Lori snuffled between his cheeks. He looked down at the shocked housewife. "Don't stop sucking my cock, Mrs.  Wolff! I want my cock in your throat right now!"

Heather moaned and Damian pried open her lips and shoved his dark monster into her mouth. She gagged on the massive length of it and Damian pulled out, then shoved it back in. He moaned contentedly, reveling in the feel of the wife and girlfriend worshiping his black body.

Finally, the young black man pulled his cock from Heather's mouth and turned, dislodging Lori from his ass.

"Lori, kiss Mrs. Wolff." Damian stood over them, his monstrous cock hovering between them. "I want her to taste my ass."

Lori looked at Heather apologetically, then leaned forward. The young girl tentatively kissed her bottom lip. It was the first time that either of them had kissed a woman. She tried to pull back but Lori, eager to please her black master, grabbed the back of Heather's neck, held the older woman still, and forced her mouth open with her tongue.

Heather groaned as she tasted the swampy taste of Damian's ass. Lori kept up the pressure, her lips mashing against Heather's until her boyfriend's stepmother responded, Heather's tongue slipping across the younger woman's until they were battling each other, hungrily sucking at the remaining tang of Damian's body.

"Good girls," Damian murmured. "Such good little sluts."

Heather moaned, but she didn't stop kissing Lori, even when Damian pushed his thick cock between their lips. Soon, the two women were each kissing and licking his dark pole, sharing the offering of his flesh between them.

Damian pulled his cock from between their lips and Lori kissed Heather again, sharing the gift of Damian's taste. Then, Damian pulled Lori to her feet and pushed her to the couch.

Heather watched from the floor as Damian knelt between Lori's legs and felt a flash of jealousy and frustration, but there was nothing she could do when Damian sank that beautiful cock into Lori's tight, pink pussy. She groaned along with Lori as the young, black stud fucked her stepson's girlfriend with powerful stokes of his cock.

"Take a closer look, slut," Damian grunted. "Lay down on your back!"

Heather didn't understand what he wanted. Damian pulled out of Lori's pussy, leaving the younger woman gasping in despair.

"Lie down!" He grabbed Heather by the shoulders and laid her on the floor with her head touching the couch. Then, he straddled her face with his strong, dark thighs.

She looked up at Damian's heavy balls, his glistening cock, and the firm curve of Lori's ass hanging over the edge of the couch.

This isn't happening! Of all the scenarios she had conjured when she had answered Damian's text, she never could have imagined this! She was trapped between Damian's muscular thighs, watching helplessly as he sawed that beautiful cock, deep into her stepson's girlfriend.

Lori screamed in pleasure as the powerful black man hammered into her pussy. The smell of Lori's cunt and Damain's groin filled Heather's nostrils even as Lori's cunt dripped juices onto her cheeks.

Despite the shame, her body responded to the lewd sight of Damian's black cock ruining the young girl's pussy. She pushed her hand between her thighs and diddled her swollen clit as Damian drove Lori into convulsions of pleasure.

"Lick my balls, slut!" Damian growled and the command penetrated Heather's brain like a sharp blade. She didn't hesitate. She raised her face and licked the Damian's salty, black balls as they smacked against Lori's ass. Damian groaned with lust, abusing the pretty wife's face as he used the girlfriend's pussy. If she had ever experienced anything so shameful, or hot, Heather couldn't remember it. She came on the floor, shuddering as Damian's balls rolled wetly over her face.

Then, Heather felt Damian's thighs tense squeeze her cheeks and the black stud buried his cock into the young blonde. Lori cried in ecstasy. Heather, her body still quivering from her orgasm, felt the deep pulse throbbing in Damian's balls as he emptied his load deep into Lori's unprotected womb.

Damian let out a low, deep grunt, then pulled his cock from Lori's pussy. Hot, thick cum spilled out of Lori's cunt and onto Heather's face. Heather gasped and salty drops of Damian's jizz landed on her tongue. Before she could move, Damian lowered his cock to Heather's mouth and pushed his dark shaft between her lips.

"Clean off my cock, Mrs. Wolff!" Damian said. "Get it nice and clean."

Finally, Damian pulled out of her and stood up. He towered over the two beautiful women who were both panting with lust.

Heather looked up at Damian who was stroking his still hard cock. He grinned at the defeated housewife, knelt down, and spread Heather's legs wide.

Heather was shocked. He had just cum inside Lori's pussy! How could he still be hard? She was used ro her Edward who, if he did feel like having sex, fell asleep almost immediately afterward.

"Aren't you... aren't you tired?"

"Me?" Damian grinned. "I'm just getting started!

***

"Where's Heather?"

Bradley walked into the dining room to find his father setting pizza boxes out on the table. He couldn't remember the last time they had ordered out. Heather liked to cook and family dinner was important to her.

"Oh, she's out with some friends," Edward waved it off. "She'll be home late. So, I guess it's just us."

Bradley nodded and walked to the kitchen to get some plates. If he was honest with himself, being alone with his father was awkward. Edward Wolff was just as tenacious as his name implied. Even though he was getting older, Edward still had broad shoulders, a remnant of the athlete he had been. He had tried getting Bradley into sports, but his son's interests had always run to more... cerebral pursuits... much to the consternation of his father.

Add to that, his father's frequent absences made getting to know him hard. Heather had been a consistent buffer between the two of them, especially when Bradley entered his teenage years.

So, they sat around the dining room table in near silence, his father drinking a beer with his pizza while Bradley had soda, just like when he was a kid.

"So, um... how's work going?" Bradley asked in a lame attempt at conversation.

"Fine, fine," his father said. "And you? How's school?"

"Good," Bradley said.

"You still with Lori?"

"Um, yeah," Bradley said.

"You don't seem too confident about that," Edward said and chomped down on his pizza.

"No, we're still together. She's just been busy."

Bradley wanted to change the subject. He was still reeling from Professor Adler's kiss. Why had his professor kissed him and what did it mean?

And, just when he needed to talk to his girlfriend, she was nowhere to be found. Bradley had gone by her apartment and tried the library. He had even stopped at the coffee shop they liked just to see if he could get lucky.

He hadn't.

"Hey," his father said, pointing his beer bottle at him. "You need to keep that girl happy. She's a pretty little thing. You certainly don't want to let her get away from you."

"Ok, Dad," Bradley said. "Whatever you say."

"You should listen to me," His father chuckled and took a swig of beer. "I've managed to keep your stepmom with me for years and she is gorgeous. You have to keep the pretty ones happy, Bradley."

Bradley shook his head, but he smiled. It was obvious his father was getting a little drunk.

"So, where is Lori tonight?" Edward asked finally.

"Honestly, I don't know," Bradley checked his phone for new texts, then put it back in his pocket.

"Well," Edward laughed. "Looks like we're both bachelor's tonight, son. How about a beer?"

Bradley grinned at his father. It had been a long time since he'd drunk a beer with Edward and the idea gave him a warm feeling.

"Sure, Dad," Bradley said and his father slapped the table, stood up, and wandered into the kitchen.

He came back with two open beers and handed one to Bradley.

"To keeping our girls happy," Edward said and clinked the bottles together.

"To keeping our girls happy," Bradley said and took a drink of his beer.

"Oh my God, Damian! I love your cock! I love it!"

Heather's cries were muffled by Lori's sticky pussy. Damian had ordered the young blonde to straddle the housewife's head as he plowed Heather's pale body with his thick, dark cock.

Damian's cum dripped into her nose and mouth as Lori rubbed her dirty pussy across Heather's face. Damian growled with lust and pounded even harder into the housewife's cunt, stabbing her deep. Heather was dimly aware that the two young people were using her like a sex toy, a powerless, fleshy plaything to be manipulated for their pleasure. The thought filled her with shame, but that only added to the lust growing in her belly as Damian overpowered her with his black monster.

"Clean that pussy out, Mrs. Wolff!" Damian ordered, insisting on using Heather's married name to increase the humiliation. "Eat your stepson's girlfriend, Mrs. Wolff. Be a good mommy and do it!"

Heather whimpered at the words, but she was too far gone to resist. She was no longer the faithful housewife and loving stepmother. She was nothing but Damian's fucktoy. She let everything else go as she gave into the shame, bursting through the other side with a freedom she had never known. It was so much easier to just give in to Damian, give in to the lust.

She buried her face in Lori's cummy pussy, drowning herself in the taste of Damian's cum and the heady scent of the younger girl's cunt.

Heather was so lost to her pleasure, she didn't even feel the orgasm until it washed through her. She screamed into Lori's pussy and the feel of her submission made her stepson's girlfriend cry out. The two women came together, their shared cries overwhelming their black lover. Damian growled, gripped Heather's hips, and hammered frantically into the housewife.

"Gonna' cum inside you!" Damian grunted. "I'm going to cum inside you, Mrs. Wolff!"

Heather had only a moment to make sense of his words. Cum inside of her? No! She could get pregnant!

Then, Damian buried his cock inside of her. Her body opened for him, then clamped down, pulling him in, overriding her brain.

What did it matter? He had already taken everything else. Why not take her womb, too?

A second later, Damian's cock bulged inside of her and she came again when the first blast Damian's thick seed entered her womb. Her body spasmed in ecstasy as shot after shot of cum filled her up and spilled out around Damian's thick dark shaft.

Damian pulled out and Heather gasped against Lori's ass as hot cum drooled out of her pussy and over her asshole.

"That's good!" Damian huffed. "Fuck that was good!"

Lori moved off Heather's face and the wife and stepmother looked up at Damian's triumphant face. The realization of what she had done hit her and she tried to sit up, but Damian held her down.

He had cum inside both of them! My God! What was she going to do if he got her pregnant? What would she say to Edward, or Bradley?

"Relax, Mrs. Wolff," Damian murmured and slid down beside her, kissing her neck, then her lips.

He motioned to Lori and, without being told, Lori knelt between Heather's legs.

"Please!" Heather moaned. "This has gone too far!"

"It has," Damian agreed. "But it's done. Now, you can just enjoy it."

He ran his hand over her breasts. She moaned as he fingered her nipples. Then, she felt Lori's tongue in her pussy, lapping up the thick cum that was spilling out of her cunt.

Heather whimpered helplessly and fell back to the carpet as Damian and Lori kissed away her fears and left only a wanton, quivering woman in their wake.

I'm sorry, Bradley, the exhausted housewife thought to herself. I'm sorry, Edward. I just can't help myself.

***

This is the end of part 2! I really hoped you liked it! Part 3, Big Black Bully Takes His Teacher is coming soon!

If you want more updates, check out my new releases and sign up for my newsletter at https://manusdare.com
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