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  Making the Team

  
  




I sat in the dugout packing my glove and bat into my baseball bag. It hadn’t been a great day at practice. I hit a bunch of popups that were all easy outs during batting practice, then in fielding practice I missed a few easy ones and made a bad throw. But it was so dang hot the ball kept slipping in my hand. It was the middle of summer in the South, who could possibly get a good grip on a ball in this humidity. 

“Nice practice, Riley.” 

I looked up to see who was humoring me. It was tall and lanky Geoff, a great player from Georgia, a guy with all sorts of college offers. “Thanks,” I said, putting on a smile, then looking back down at my stuff, rearranging it in my bag to look like I was doing something, then zipping it up. I stood and started out of the dugout. 

“Hey, Riley,” Geoff said, stopping me. 

“Yeah?” 

“Later on some of us are going to a place downtown that allows eighteen-year-olds. You know Chase, he heard the place is crawling with girls.” 

Great. Another way I can strike out. I hadn’t had a real girlfriend since my junior year of high school, and that ended badly when she started ignoring me. Her name was Jenna and she was such a hot blonde. She was actually my first, so I couldn’t forget her. She was also my last, I was in quite a dry spell. “Sounds good,” I said. “I’ll ask my mom.” 

“All right,” Geoff said, grabbing his bag and heading toward the parking lot. 

That left me all alone, everyone else had already packed up and left and it made me wonder where my mom was. 

I walked around to the stands, expecting to see her standing behind them, texting Dad everything that had happened today at baseball camp, but I didn’t see her. She would’ve told me if she’d gone back to the hotel. We were a long way from home, it wasn’t like her to just disappear, but I wasn’t worried about her. Mom was a social butterfly, she probably made a friend and wandered off with them. I pulled my phone out of my pocket and texted her. 

There was one small building behind the field, we were at a public field complex for this camp and that small building had an office. I had been in that office two days ago at the beginning of camp, talking to Coach Thompson. 

Everyone had to do it, at the beginning of camp we all went to Coach Thompson’s makeshift office one by one to talk about our senior year on the field, our goals, and what we wanted our future baseball careers to look like. 

I was a nervous wreck trying to talk to Coach Thompson, Dalvin Thompson played in the major leagues for five years, was an All-American in college, and broke dozens of high school records. He wasn’t just an incredible player, he was a strict authority figure, demanding respect. And he got it too, he was a big man, he reminded me of a drill sergeant when he watched over practice, standing with his legs out wide, his arms crossed, the bill of his hat pulled down low so you couldn’t see his eyes. In his playing days he was six-foot-five and two hundred forty pounds of solid muscle. I don’t think much had changed. 

I took a bat from him in practice, and when he held it out to me, the muscles in his arm rippled like waves. He could probably bench press more than I could squat. 

That was one thing about camp, his watching eyes just added to the nerves, that and the fact this was my last chance to get a college offer. Enrollment would begin in two months. It was now or never, and I did not want to waste this opportunity. But my stats weren’t too impressive. I knew that, and I wasn’t sure if I was making an impression on anyone. It was rumored that Coach Thompson was taking the head coaching job at Lee State University. I’d be happy to play for him, but besides him handing me that bat once I wasn’t sure he even knew my name. 

I took off my hat and wiped my brow. My eye black was running and my uniform shirt was sticking to my back. I grabbed my metal water bottle from my bag and flipped the top up. I expected a nice, cool drink. But I got nothing. Empty. 

I spotted a water fountain near that building, so I headed over to it and filled my bottle. I stood by the fountain in the hot, still air, drinking deeply after the long day of practice. Then I heard a familiar sound, my mother’s ringtone, her favorite song played by a harp. It was unmistakable, and it sounded like it was coming from the office. 

I walked over to the door just as it cut off. The metal door had a busted knob, I remembered that during my meeting with Coach Thompson. I had tried three times to close it properly when he finally told me to forget it and come sit down in one of two blue plastic chairs that sat on the opposite side of a folding table where he sat in a rolling office chair. 

I peeked through the crack and saw Mom sitting in one of those chairs, her blonde ponytail hanging down, her designer sunglasses on top of her head. I recognized the sporty black tank top she had on. Her shoulders were really getting tan. I listened closely. 

“Sorry about that,” Mom said, putting her phone in her bag by the chair. “My husband wants constant updates.” 

“I can understand that,” Coach Thompson said. 

I didn’t need to see him to know he was speaking. His deep, commanding voice was unmistakable, and when he yelled across the fields at practice, everyone listened. 

“So what did you want to tell me about Riley?” Mom asked. 

“Mrs. Robertson,” Coach Thompson began. 

“Please,” Mom said. “Call me Kim.” 

“Kim,” Coach Thompson said. “Riley loves baseball, doesn’t he?” 

“It’s his life,” Mom said, and I could tell she was smiling just by the way her voice lightened. “He loves you too,” she added. “He’s had your poster in his room since the third grade.” 

Oh God. Why did she have to add that. How embarrassing. 

“I’m flattered,” Coach Thompson said. “But Kim, a lot of guys love baseball. I mean they really love it, but that doesn’t make them college athletes.” 

My heart started sinking. 

“Coach Thompson, what are you saying?” 

“I’m not sugar-coating this, Kim. Riley’s not a college baseball player. His skills just aren’t there.” 

“Oh no,” Mom said. “There’s gotta be something. Anything. He can’t, he’ll be crushed.” 

“He can stay involved,” Coach Thompson said. “You know the team needs lots of support, equipment managers and such.” 

I heard Mom scoff, which didn’t seem like a good thing to do in front of Coach Thompson. “Equipment manager? Isn’t that just a fancy name for waterboy?” 

Coach Thompson cleared his throat with authority. “Kim, I’ve reviewed the stats on everyone that attends my camp. I’ve watched game film, and I’ve closely watched every play this week. I’m telling you, Riley doesn’t have it.” 

I sank back against the brick wall by the door, sliding down until my butt hit the ground. I guess, deep in the back of my mind, I knew this was true. Everyone doesn’t make the team, but it still stung, it stung bad. And the silence…the silence was awful as it sank in for Mom too. 

“Coach Thompson,” Mom said, her voice softer than before. “There has to be something he can do.” 

“There is not,” Coach Thompson said. 

It was silent again. 

“Is there something I can do?” Mom asked. 

“What would you be able to do, Kim?” 

Yeah, I wondered. What would Mom be able to do? What was she talking about? 

“I could work for you,” Mom said. “I could be your personal assistant. I’d do it for free, just to get Riley a spot on the team. I have experience, I was a secretary before Riley was born.” 

“I don’t need a personal assistant,” Coach Thompson said.

I heard a frustrated sigh from Mom. “Rumor has it you’re taking the Lee State coaching job.” 

“Might be some truth to that,” Coach Thompson said. 

“What if Riley’s father and I make a large donation to the school, to the athletic department, wherever it’s needed.” 

“Kim,” Coach Thompson said. “People go to jail for that kind of thing.” 

“There has to be something,” Mom said. 

At this point, I wanted Mom to just let it go. It was humiliating listening to her beg Coach Thompson for a spot on the team. I considered going in, but I was frozen, couldn’t move on this sweltering day. 

“Enjoy the rest of your time here, Kim,” Coach Thompson said. “Your son seems like a nice young man, he’s just not a ballplayer.” 

I heard a screeching sound as one of those chairs slid across the concrete floor. I sat up and looked through the crack in the door. Mom was standing now, leaning over the table, staring at Coach Thompson who was leaning back in his office chair, his muscular arms on the armrests, his mouth in a tight line. 

“Yes. He. Is.” Mom said. 

“Kim—” Coach Thompson started. 

“No.” Mom said. “Coach, I’ve got a way to convince you right now.” 

I crept back up to the door, slowly looking inside as Mom walked around the table, grabbed the armrests of Coach Thompson’s chair, and spun him away from the table so he was facing her. She quickly squatted in front of him and I leaned back, unable to watch what happened next. 

Was I hallucinating? I had to have heat exposure or something. Too much time in the sun because there is no way my prim and proper typical suburban mother was doing what I thought she was doing. 

“Oh Coach,” I heard Mom say. She gasped loudly, then I heard a moan. 

I had to look. I knew I shouldn’t, but I just had to. 

I eased back up to the crack in the door and peered in. What I saw totally shocked me. 

The scene was partially blocked by the table, but it was clear enough. Mom’s blonde ponytail was bouncing up and down, just above Coach Thompson’s lap. Coach himself had his head back, his eyes closed, a huge smile on his face. A smile like I’d never seen. 

No way. 

I heard Mom moan again, rhythmic moaning, followed by sucking and slurping sounds, then a quick gag. 

Mom lifted her head and I saw her hand quickly pumping up and down what I thought was a black baseball bat, but I was wrong, the long, thick black object in Mom’s lily white hand was my coach’s penis. He was huge, and Mom had him rock hard. 

I felt so bad that Mom had to do this for me. I should interrupt them, tell her to stop, tell her this wasn’t necessary and I could give up baseball even though I did love it. But I couldn’t. I couldn’t stop watching. I was transfixed, hypnotized by the shocking scene in front of me. 

“I love your big black cock, Coach,” Mom said, her voice low and sultry. “I love it so much, the way it fills my mouth, and those big balls.” Mom lowered her head into his lap again and took one of those big balls in her mouth, sucked it hard, then popped off of it and smiled up at my coach. He put his huge hand on her head and guided her back to his cock. She ran her lips up and down its length, then she took him in her mouth again, bobbing up and down, going slow and steady at first, moaning as she went up and down. 

Mmm! Mmm! Mmm! Mmm! Mmm! 

She went deeper, Coach’s big hand on the back of her head urging her to take more. Those moans turned to sputters, then to gags as Mom took almost every inch of Coach Thompson’s big black cock down her throat. 

GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! 

Mom came off him gasping, slurping up the spit that had leaked from her lips. She took a deep breath, mumbled something else about big black cock, and took Coach in her mouth again. 

“Shit,” Coach grunted. “You gotta helluva mouth, Kim.” 

She went even faster, her head bobbing, her ponytail flopping. Coach was groaning more and more, deep guttural sounds as his hips rose from the chair. “Fuck, Kim. Just like that. Hell yeah.” 

GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! 

Coach gripped Mom’s head, staring down at her. “FUCK! I’M CUMMING KIM! SHIT! I’M CUMMING!” 

He roared, it was so loud in that small office it scared me and I jumped back, but I kept my eyes on Mom. She didn’t come off his cock. She kept him deep in her mouth, her lips sealed, her throat moving every time he groaned, gulping down every single drop of his load. 

The office quieted. 

Mom stood and wiped her lips with the back of her hand. She smoothed her hair, then walked around to her bag which still sat on the ground by the chair she had been sitting in. She leaned over and grabbed her phone. She opened the camera app and used it as a mirror, something she always did. I don’t know if she’d ever used it to make sure there wasn’t cum on her face. 

“Well,” Coach Thompson said as he pulled his shorts up. “You’re certainly dedicated to your son’s baseball career.” 

“I certainly am,” Mom said. “Aren’t I convincing.” 

“I would say so,” Coach Thompson said. 

“So Riley has a spot on the team.” She said it more than she asked it.

Coach Thompson smiled. “A few more days left in camp. We’ll see how he does.” 

Mom put her phone away. “Coach Thompson, you will be convinced before the end of camp.” 

I saw Coach smile, but I didn’t look any longer. I scrambled away from the door and walked toward the field, as if I were headed to the parking lot. I heard the door to the office close loudly, then Mom called out, “Riley!” 

I stopped and turned around as Mom hurried toward me, smiling. “I was looking for you.” I said. “Where were you?” 

“Just had a phone call,” Mom said, lying to me. 

I guess I didn’t expect her to say she’d just been sucking my coach’s big black cock to get me a spot on his team. But that’s what she’d been doing. I couldn’t believe it. 

“You okay?” Mom asked. 

“Yeah, fine,” I said. 

“Let’s go back to the hotel, I’ll order us some roomservice.” 

“Sounds good,” I said. 

* * *

“How’s your burger?” Mom asked. 

“It’s good,” I said, taking a bite then putting it down on my plate. It was okay, a little dry, but I was really hungry after a long day at baseball camp. I picked up a french fry, dipped it in ketchup, then ate it after I swallowed the bite of burger. It was lukewarm and limp. 

Mom had booked us in a nice hotel room, two full beds, a nice big TV, a gleaming white tiled bathroom with a massaging showerhead that felt really good after a long day on the field. My favorite part were the big fluffy white cotton bathrobes that housekeeping left in the bathroom. 

I was on the bed, the burger and fries on a tray table in my lap, and I was wearing a clean pair of boxers, the fluffy bathrobe, and nothing else. I felt refreshed after my shower, but all I could think about was Coach Thompson and Mom. I couldn’t stop thinking about it, and it kept turning me on. I had never seen Mom doing anything like that, but I had had plenty of friends tell me how hot Mom was and I can’t lie, from time to time she did slip into my jerk off fantasies. 

I tried and tried to stop thinking about it, but no TV show or game on my phone could distract me enough. 

“I’m going to grab some ice from the machine down the hall,” Mom said. 

“Okay.” 

She moved her tray table and turned toward me and scooted off the bed. I happened to glance over, and when I did, Mom’s loose robe opened up and I saw a quick flash of her breasts before she grabbed the robe and pulled it tight. My cock instantly sprang up, Mom had beautiful breasts, and nice pink nipples. Wow. 

“Be right back,” Mom said, grabbing the ice bucket and hurrying out of the room. 

I couldn’t stand it any longer. Between that quick flash and seeing Mom earlier with Coach I just couldn’t control myself. 

I moved the tray table with my half-eaten burger and fries and hurried to the bathroom. I closed the door, locked it, then went to the toilet and put the seat down. I sat, untied my robe, then lifted my butt and pushed my boxer shorts down. My cock stuck straight up, hard as steel. The toilet seat was cold. 

I grabbed my cock around the base and started pumping. Precum oozed from my tip, covering my tip and acting as a very good lubricant. I groaned. It felt so good. I closed my eyes and thought about Mom’s breasts, then I thought about her sucking Coach, that big black cock filling her throat to the point she gagged. But she didn’t stop, not until he came, then she swallowed it all. 

“Oh God,” I groaned, opening my eyes as my cock throbbed hard. 

The sink, mirror, and counter were across from me. All Mom’s stuff was on the counter, her brushes, makeup, and hairdryer. Below the counter I saw a turquoise fabric bag. A makeshift dirty clothes hamper. I stood up, my cock still stiff, bobbing out in front of me, and grabbed that bag. I opened it up and found exactly what I was looking for. Inside was the tank top Mom wore today, the black shorts, and best of all, the tiny blue thong. I grabbed it and pulled it out, dropping the bag and the other clothes to the floor. 

I examined that sexy little piece of clothing very closely, running my finger up and down the little strip of fabric that would’ve covered Mom’s pussy. I slowly stroked my cock with the other hand, precum oozing out onto the toilet seat in a little puddle. 

I knew it was dirty playing with Mom’s panties, but it was so fun, and so exciting. I knew I shouldn’t, but I had to do something else with them. I brought them up to my face, putting that soft fabric right against my nose and inhaled deeply, taking in Mom’s wonderful scent. My hand worked my cock fast, pumping hard. 

“Oh God,” I moaned, my balls getting tight. 

“Fuck,” I muttered. 

I inhaled again, savoring Mom’s feminine scent. 

Then I exploded. My balls clenched. I jerked forward. My cock pulsed and I spurted a thick stream of cum right onto the toilet seat and the tile floor. I kept pumping, groaning as I spurted again, then one last time. I came hard. I milked it all out, tossing Mom’s panties toward that bag, finishing up, my cock tingling, but my body burning with embarrassment. 

“Oh fuck,” I muttered, standing up and cleaning myself off with a towel. Cleaning the toilet seat, then putting my boxer shorts back on after my cock softened. 

I was at the sink, about to wash my hands when a loud knock made me jump. 

“You okay, honey?” Mom asked. 

“I’m fine,” I quickly said. 

“All right,” Mom said. 

I calmed down, turned on the water, and washed my hands. I tightened up my robe, took a deep breath, then slowly let it out. I opened the bathroom door and walked into the room with Mom, the woman who just made me cum so hard. 

“Feeling okay?” Mom asked. 

I went straight to my bed, plopped down on it, and looked at the TV, not at Mom. It was on the weather report and it was going to be hot again tomorrow, with a chance of severe storms. 

“Riley?” 

“Huh? Oh yeah, I’m fine.” 

“Here,” Mom said, handing me a glass filled with ice and water. “Make sure you stay hydrated.” 

I took it, glancing at her for just a second. She had a smile on her face but her eyes looked worried. So I reassured her. “Mom, I’m fine.” 

She quickly hugged me, almost making me spill the ice water on my pillow. She squeezed me tight, then let me go. “I love you so much, Riley.” 

“I love you too, Mom,” I said. Then I added, “You’re the best.” 

She kissed me on the forehead, then sat on her bed and we watched TV for an hour or so until it was time to go to sleep. I stayed awake for a while before falling asleep. I couldn’t help but wonder if Mom was dreaming about Coach Thompson. I was dreaming about them. 

* * *

The next day at camp was really tough. I missed an easy grounder during fielding practice, and I was standing right in front of Coach Thompson when it dribbled right between my legs. I expected to get yelled out, but he simply watched as I scrambled for the ball and hurled it toward the catcher. My throw was slightly off the mark. 

Lunch got extended when a massive rainshower soaked the field, and the rest of our day had to be finished in a nearby gymnasium. A huge building with multiple basketball courts and bright white walls. We played wiffle ball inside. Coach said we deserved some fun after working so hard. It was a good time, and when I was standing in line I overheard some of the other guys talking. 

“Who is that blonde up in the stands?” A short guy named Michael asked. 

“Shit, man,” Reed, a skinny blond said. “That’s Riley’s mom.” 

“Oh shit,” Michael said. “What a MILF.” 

“Shut up,” I said, turning around to glare at them. 

“Riley,” Michael said. “I’m dedicating my next at-bat to your mother. Think she’ll go out with me if I hit a home run?” 

“I doubt it,” I said. “She’d never go for a manlet like you.” 

“Shut your damn mouth,” Michael shot back. “I’m five-six, that’s plenty tall enough.” 

The rest of the guys chuckled and the conversation turned to something besides my mother when Geoff, one the best players here, actually struck out. 

* * *

The entire afternoon was pretty fun, and I was in a good mood when Coach said time was up. The guys all grabbed their bags and their parent and headed out of the gym, but as I grabbed my bag from the nearby bleachers Mom walked over and said, “This place is so cool, they have a fitness room I think I might try out. You can take the car and go back to the hotel.” 

“How will you get back?” I asked. 

“Another mother is staying with me, she said she’ll give me a ride.” 

I didn’t see another mother, but I didn’t question Mom. She did have on her workout gear, a zip-up blue jacket that was unzipped just enough to show off a tight matching blue sports bra. She had on her skin-tight yoga pants as well, and some matching sneakers with white accents. I could totally see why the guys had noticed her. She looked hot. 

“Okay,” I said, taking the keys. I started toward the door, and when I was halfway across the gym I glanced back and saw Mom hurry down the bleachers then go out the opposite door. I stopped, turned around, and followed. 

The door Mom went out led to a hallway that did go to a fitness center with all kinds of machines and free weights, but no one was in there except an old man with gray hair wearing a baggy yellow tank top and shorts. I turned around and went farther down that hall. 

The last room I came to simply said MEETINGS on the door, but inside I heard voices. I turned the knob and gently cracked the door open. I peered inside and saw Mom and Coach Thompson standing and talking. They were facing each other, not paying attention to the door at all. There was a table just inside and two folding chairs were leaned against it. If I could slip inside I could hide behind that table and eavesdrop. Then I wouldn’t be in such a vulnerable position, peeking into a door in this wide open hall. 

Slowly, I eased the door open more and more until I could slip through. I kept my eyes on Mom and Coach Thompson as I crawled into the room on all fours on the rough carpet, eased the door closed, then hid behind that table and those folding chairs. Now I could really see and hear them, I was only about ten feet away. The meeting room was big, at least twenty feet by twenty feet with lots of tables and chairs arranged in a big square so someone could stand in the middle of all of them and talk. Mom and Coach Thompson stood near the square of tables, not in the middle. 

“Coach,” Mom said. “I think Riley had a very good day at camp today.” Again, she was using a seductive voice. I was amazed at how quickly she could transform from Mom to sex kitten. It was a huge turn on. 

“Apparently you didn’t see this morning,” Coach said. “Riley had a poor day in the field.” 

I silently cursed that groundball that got away. 

“It couldn’t have been too bad,” Mom said. “I bet I can make you forget about it.” 

“And how are you going to do that?” Coach said, a big smile on his face. 

Here it comes. My cock stiffened, tenting my white baseball pants. Mom was about to suck Coach’s big black cock. I couldn’t wait to watch it all over again. 

Mom unzipped her jacket and shrugged it off. That tight blue sports bra showed off her breasts and flat stomach. Coach Thompson took a long look, then he reached out with his big hands, took Mom by the hips, and pulled her right against him. I heard her gasp, then, before I knew it, Mom and Coach Thompson were passionately kissing. 

I heard those moans coming from Mom again. I saw her tongue slip into Coach’s mouth. They were holding each other so close, and while they kissed, Coach’s big black hands slid down to my mother’s ass. He gave it a hard squeeze before sliding his hands up her bare back. 

They broke the kiss, smiling at each other. Mom was blushing, her cheeks a rosy pink, a big smile on her face, her blue eyes wide. “I feel something big.” 

Coach chuckled. 

Mom squatted in front of Coach, hooked her fingers into his shorts, and slowly pulled them down until his cock sprang up. I thought I remembered how huge it was, but I didn’t. That black cock was so big, and so thick. I’d never seen one anywhere near that big except in porn. I didn’t think they really existed. 

Mom eyed that big black cock hungrily, then she stuck her tongue out and licked it from base to tip, grabbing it around the base and swirling her tongue around the tip. 

“Suck my cock, Kim,” Coach said. “Convince me your son is good enough.” 

I felt an ache inside me as I realized Mom was doing all this for me. But was she? She seemed really into it. 

She opened wide, stretching her lips around Coach’s BBC, taking him deep in her throat until she sputtered and had to come off, gasping, then taking him again, going so deep I saw tears form at the corners of her eyes before she jerked her head back for a deep breath. 

But she didn’t stop there. She took him in her mouth, sealed her lips, and started bobbing back and forth, quickly taking half his length as spit and precum leaked from the corners of her mouth. She went faster and faster, moaning, making Coach groan with her sucking skills. I had the weirdest feeling watching her. It was a massive turn on, but it was also humiliating knowing she had to do this to get me on the team. And Coach’s cock…that big black monster was incredibly intimidating. 

Mom came off Coach’s cock and wiped her lips. Coach was rock hard, his cock all wet from Mom’s mouth. She looked up at him and grinned. “Convinced?” 

“I’m getting there,” Coach said. He reached down and grabbed Mom, pulling her up effortlessly. 

He grabbed the elastic band at the bottom of her sports bra and yanked it up, exposing Mom’s beautiful breasts. Her pink nipples were hard. She was enjoying this. 

Coach grabbed Mom’s breasts, his big black hands completely covering them as he groped and squeezed. 

“Oohh,” Mom moaned. “I love to have my tits played with. Do you like my tits, Coach?” 

Coach grunted, leaned down, and took one of Mom’s nipples in his mouth, sucking it hard and even biting it. Mom gasped breathlessly and wrapped her arms around his head. 

“Fuck, Coach,” Mom moaned. “You’re getting my pussy wet.” 

Coach released Mom’s nipple, that big smile on his face as he slid his big hand down her smooth stomach, over her neatly trimmed blonde bush, and down between her legs. Mom shivered as Coach’s fingers went to work, sliding up and down her lips, then between them and deep inside her. 

“Yes!” Mom gasped, gripping Coach’s muscular arms. She shut her eyes and leaned into him. “Yes! Yes Coach! Yes!” 

Coach spun Mom so she was almost looking in my direction. He wrapped his arm around her and groped her left breast, his other hand was still between her legs, moving slowly, making Mom moan and shudder. He kissed her neck. 

I was so hard I couldn’t stand it. This was too much. Mom shouldn’t have to do this and I shouldn’t be watching. 

“Oh! OH! YES!” Mom gasped, grabbing Coach’s wrist and making sure he didn’t move his hand from between her legs. “OH FUCK! YES!” Mom gasped again. 

My balls felt full and tight, I couldn’t stop throbbing. I needed to do something. This couldn’t keep going on. 

I don’t know why I did it, I don’t know what possessed me, but I stood up, revealing myself and tried to loudly say something. At first they didn’t notice me, they were so into each other, Coach still kissing Mom’s neck while he fingered her, Mom leaning her head back against his solid chest, her eyes closed as she enjoyed his probing fingers. 

“Coach. Mom.” I said. 

They heard me. 

They stopped. 

Coach glared at me for a split second, a look of pure hate. Then he changed, a grin slowly spreading across his lips. Mom freaked, jumping back, covering her breasts with one arm, putting her other hand between her legs. But I’d already seen it all. 

“Riley? What are you doing here? I gave you the keys I thought you would go back to the hotel.” 

“I didn’t,” I said. 

“So you spied on your mother,” Coach said. 

“I didn’t mean to,” I said. 

“You didn’t mean to sneak into this room and hide behind that table?” 

“I’m sorry,” I said. 

“Oh, honey. You shouldn’t have seen this. Coach Thompson and I…” Mom had nothing else to say, she didn’t need to say anything else. I’d seen and heard it all. 

“Looks like he liked it,” Coach said. 

“What?” Mom said, clearly confused. 

“Look at his crotch,” Coach said. 

I tried to turn away, but they had both already seen it. 

“Riley,” Mom said. “Do you have…do you have a boner?” 

Could a mom ask a more embarrassing question? I don’t think so. 

“He sure does,” Coach said. “I ran into this in my pro days. After games at bars women would be all over me, wanting me to go back to their hotel rooms. Sometimes I’d go and find their husband waiting. First time it happened it freaked me the fuck out. But those husbands weren’t mad. Hell, they had helped plan it all. They were cuckolds, and they loved nothing more than seeing their beautiful little white wife take a big black cock in her mouth and pussy. Looks like Riley’s that kinda guy. Only I’ve never seen it with a mother and son.” 

“Is that true, Riley?” Mom asked. 

I slipped behind the table to try and hide my embarrassing boner. Coach was still naked, and still somewhat hard, and he was so much bigger than me. It was humiliating. 

“I dunno,” I said. 

“That dick knows,” Coach said. “You liked it.” 

“He did, didn’t he,” Mom said. 

They were right. They were totally right. My dick was so hard. I loved watching Mom, even if it was humiliating, but I couldn’t admit it. So I ran. I ran right out of that room, leaving Mom and Coach, down the hall, past the fitness center, through the gym, then out into the open, stopping and taking some deep breaths. 

Coach was absolutely right about me. He had me completely figured out, not a good ballplayer, and a cuckold. I wanted to watch, I just wasn’t ready to admit it. 

I grabbed those keys from my pocket and started toward Mom’s car. I sent her a text telling her I’d be in the car waiting. She sent back a simple Ok, and five minutes later she got in the driver’s seat, dressed and looking like a mom again. 

We drove back to the hotel silently. 

We rode the elevator up to our room without a word. 

After we took turns showering Mom asked if I wanted roomservice again. 

“I’m not hungry,” I said. 

“If you’re not hungry, something’s very wrong,” Mom said. “I know you’re not sick, so let’s talk about all this.” 

“I already know everything,” I said. “I heard and saw your conversation with Coach in his office yesterday. I know I suck at baseball and I know you were just trying to get me a spot on the team.” 

Mom got up from her bed, making sure her robe was tight, and came and sat on the side of my bed, hands in her lap, looking at me. I couldn’t make eye contact. 

“Riley, I didn’t mean for you to hear or see any of that,” Mom said. 

“But I did.” 

“And that can’t be changed,” Mom said. “But Coach likes it very much and I think I was close to convincing him. I was really working hard.” 

I rolled my eyes. “You shouldn’t have to do that, I can convince him out on the field.” 

“Honey,” Mom said. “I’m not so sure of that. He’s kinda made his mind up about your playing skills.” 

“I just don’t want you doing something you hate.” 

Mom leaned in and put a hand on my shoulder and squeezed through the soft, fluffy robe. “I wouldn’t say I hate it,” Mom said. “And I don’t think you did either.” 

My face burned hot. 

“It’s all right,” Mom said. “Everyone has a kink. Is yours watching?” 

“I guess.” 

“Have you ever watched me and your father?” 

I shook my head. 

“So this was the first time you watched me?” Mom asked. 

“Yeah, besides yesterday.” 

“And you stopped us right before we went all the way.” 

“I thought it was too much,” I said. “You shouldn’t have to do that just for me.” 

“But I kinda wanted to,” Mom said. 

I started getting hard again, which only added to the embarrassment. Thankfully, Mom’s phone rang before she had a chance to notice. She got up, grabbed her phone off the table, unplugged it, and started toward the door. Before she opened it, I heard her answer, and just by her tone I could tell she was talking to Dad. The door closed and she went out into the hall to have her conversation. I let out a sigh and tried to relax, but I was just too tense. 

I shrugged the robe off and tried to cool down. I drank some water, then slipped under the covers. I rolled onto my side and pretended to be asleep when Mom came back in.

I couldn’t sleep though. All I could think about was Mom and coach, her lips around his huge cock, their passionate kissing, his hands all over her body. It kept me up past midnight until I finally pushed down my boxer shorts and grabbed my cock, pumping slowly, so Mom wouldn’t hear, and quickly cumming hard, spurting all over the sheets as I thought about my mom with my coach. I pulled my boxers up and didn’t even bother cleaning up. I finally drifted off to sleep. 

* * *

The next day at camp was bright and sunny and hot again, and it went quickly. I had an okay batting practice, going one for two, striking out my first at-bat, but getting a solid base hit on my second. Fielding went well too, I didn’t miss a single groundball or pop fly, but it all felt like too little too late. I’m not sure Coach Thompson was even watching me. Mom certainly was, I heard her cheers from the stands almost every time I moved. 

“Time!” Coach Thompson yelled, holding his big arm up. 

We all ran across the field and gathered around him. 

“This was a great camp,” He said, his voice deep and full of authority. “And as some of you know, I’m a candidate for the Lee State job. Well, I’ve decided to accept that job and some of you will be receiving official offers soon.” 

All the guys started excitedly chattering. 

“Hold on now,” Coach Thompson said, quieting everyone. “But if you don’t receive an offer from me, or anywhere, don’t let that discourage you. Maybe you found out something else about yourself while you were here at camp. Sports can teach a man many life lessons.” He looked at me for a split second, then the parents came over and started talking. Camp was over. 

“Good job out there,” Mom said, walking over and smiling. 

Before I could even reply, Michael, the short guy who was always talking about Mom being a MILF walked over and introduced himself. 

“Nice to meet you, Michael,” Mom said. 

He had opened his mouth to say something, but Coach interrupted. “Kim,” he said. “I’d like to speak with you privately.”

“Yes, sir,” Mom said.

Michael turned to me and wiggled his eyebrows. I wanted to smack him.

* * *

Mom didn’t stay in Coach Thompson’s office more than five minutes. She came out smiling. I didn’t spy on her this time.

“Let’s go,” Mom said. “You drive. I need to call the hotel.”

As we got in Mom’s car she spoke on the phone. “Yes,” she said. “I’d like to add a night to our stay if that’s possible…the same room, that would be great…thank you.” 

“Adding a night?” I asked as she hung up. 

“Yes,” Mom said. “Coach is stopping by.” 

* * *

“All right, honey,” Mom said, both her hands resting on my shoulders as she looked into my eyes. You just stay right here and relax. Just watch. Pretend it’s a video or something. I know you want to watch, don’t you?”

I gulped. “I do.”

Mom had me sitting in a chair between our beds, The room had been cleaned while we were at camp today, the beds made, some sweet-smelling air freshener hanging around. 

“Would you like a peek at what I’ll be wearing tonight?”

“Okay,” I said. 

With a naughty smile on her face, Mom slowly untied her robe, pulled the sides apart, and shrugged her shoulders so the robe fell away. Mom’s outfit shocked and surprised me. I couldn’t look away. She had on the sexiest lingerie I had ever seen. She looked like she’d just stepped off the website for one of the designer brands. It was black, lacy, and mostly see-through. Two thin straps over her shoulders turned into two inch bands of fabric that covered her breasts, barely. That fabric combined below Mom’s navel, forming a deep V between her breasts. The sexy lingerie was cut high on her hips, and the strip of fabric that went between her legs was just enough to hide her hot pussy. Just to add to the incredible sexiness, Mom wore a matching pair of black stockings. She looked incredible. 

“Wow,” I muttered. 

“Thank you,” Mom said, smiling and ruffling my hair. 

My cock started to stiffen and I squirmed in the chair, trying to hide it. After my shower, I had changed into a pair of athletic shorts and a t-shirt. It was comfortable, but wouldn’t do much to hide my excitement. 

Mom pulled her robe back on and was loosely tying the belt when a strong knock on the door could only mean one thing. Coach Thompson was here. 

I sucked in a breath and slowly let it out. Mom must’ve heard, on her rush to get to the door she stopped and looked at me, a motherly smile on her face. “Remember, honey. Just relax and enjoy the show.” 

I nodded, unable to speak. 

Mom opened the door and I heard her excitedly say, “Hi, Coach. Come on in.” 

“Kim,” he said. 

They came in, Mom holding Coach’s hand, pulling him along. Just like us, he had cleaned up after camp. He wore a tight-fitting dark blue polo tucked into a pair of black pants. He wore black leather shoes and a matching belt with a small gold buckle. 

“Riley,” he said, looking in my direction. 

“Hi, Coach,” I said with much effort. 

“I’m so glad you caught me after camp,” Mom said. “So we could have one more night.” 

“I had to,” Coach said. “After that interruption.” 

“Sorry,” I muttered. 

“Don’t worry about that,” Mom said. “Look what I found at the little boutique shop in the hotel lobby.” 

Mom untied her robe and shrugged it off, letting it hit the floor, showing Coach how incredible she looked. She pulled her ponytail out and shook her head, all that blonde hair cascading down her shoulders in loose curls. 

Coach had a view of the front, and I had a view of the back. Mom’s lingerie didn’t really cover her ass at all, it was just a tiny thong, and I had to admit, Mom had a very nice ass. 

When I looked up, Coach and Mom were already embracing and kissing, the soft smacking of their lips filling the room. Mom moaned softly, really kissing coach passionately. I’d never seen Mom kiss Dad like that, not even in the video of their wedding. It was always a quick peck, this was something entirely different. 

While they kissed, Coach’s hands were all over Mom’s body, and just seeing his big black hands sliding up and down her back, then down to her ass and squeezing did something to me. I gripped the armrests of the chair, my cock throbbing hard, oozing precum into my boxer shorts. I was shaking. 

Coach gave Mom’s ass another squeeze, then he let go and smacked her, making a loud pop that echoed through the small hotel room and made Mom squeal. She broke the kiss laughing, but a red handprint was on her ass cheek. 

“I love it when you manhandle me,” Mom said, pressing herself against Coach’s body. “Your hands are so big and strong, and so rough. I love it, Coach.” 

Coach chuckled and gave Mom another smack on the ass, making her yelp again. Now she had two matching handprints.

“Oh Coach,” Mom said. “You’re making my pussy wet.” 

He grinned, looking at Mom’s pretty face. “Why don’t you get me ready for that wet pussy.” 

“Yes, sir,” Mom said. 

She slowly slipped out of her lingerie, sliding the straps off, then pushing it the rest of the way down and stepping out of it. She was totally naked now. She dropped to her knees in front of the big black man, looking up at him like he was some kind of god. She couldn’t hide her smile, her excitement as she unzipped his pants, then unbuckled that belt, unbuttoned him and exposed his big bulge. Coach wore a tight pair of black boxer briefs. They didn’t hide a thing. 

Mom leaned forward and kissed and tongued Coach’s big bulge. He rested that big hand of his on her head, then slid it down to her cheek so she’d look up at him again. “Suck my cock,” he said. 

Mom licked her lips, nodded, then eased those boxer briefs down, revealing inch after inch of Coach Thompson’s big black cock. Once it popped free, Mom was right there, ready for it, opening wide and letting him fill her mouth. She sealed her lips, sucked hard, closed her eyes, and moaned. 

MMMmmmmmmm! 

I couldn’t stop staring. Mom started bobbing her head back and forth, going so quickly her hair flew around. She moaned each time she took him deep down her throat. 

Mmm! Mmm! Mmm! Mmm! 

Then that big black hand slid around to the back of Mom’s head and urged her to take more. Those sexy moans turned to gagging sounds as Mom struggled to take Coach Thompson’s length, but she certainly tried. 

GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! 

She grabbed the backs of his muscular thighs and pulled herself forward, his entire cock in her mouth for a struggling second before she backed off, gasping, her chest rising and falling as spit and precum drooled from her lower lip. I thought she needed a break, but I was wrong. She slurped up everything hanging off her lower lip and opened wide, taking Coach in her mouth again and bobbing her head, but not taking him quite as deep. 

As she kept sucking him, I squirmed in my chair. I didn’t want to admit to myself just how much this turned me on, but my cock was hard as steel, tenting my shorts, leaking precum, and it was throbbing hard, every freaking second. In fact, at times, like when Mom was deepthroating, I felt like I was on the very edge, on the verge of cumming without even touching myself. I was still gripping the armrests of the chair tightly, still shaking, and of course, still watching. 

Coach lifted Mom from her kneeling position, and she grabbed the hem of his shirt, pulling it up, then letting him take it all the way off. He was too tall for her to reach when he raised his muscular arms. He got it off, and Mom kissed his wide chest, running her tongue around his nipple, then kissing down each and every one of his defined abs, worshipping his muscular body. Coach was in incredible shape. 

In an impressive display of strength, Coach put his hands around Mom’s waist and tossed her onto the bed. She bounced on the mattress and giggled with delight, like a girl on a carnival ride, then she got on all fours and turned around, giving Coach a perfect view of her ass and pussy. 

He walked up to the bed, and I thought he was gonna fuck her, his big black cock jutting towards her, bobbing up and down with each step, but he leaned forward, put his hands on the bed, and buried his tongue in Mom’s pussy. 

“Yes!” Mom gasped. “Oh God!” She panted. “YES!” 

Mom arched her back and closed her eyes as Coach enjoyed the taste of her pussy, tracing her lips with his tongue, then flicking her clit and sliding in and out of her wet hole. She gripped the comforter on the bed and yelled even louder. “Oh God! YES! YES!” 

Mom quivered and dropped onto the bed on her stomach, moaning softly. Coach raised his head, a smile on his shiny, wet lips as he crawled over Mom, holding himself above her with those muscular arms. He dropped to his knees and grabbed his long hard black cock. Mom had spread her legs for him and he eased forward. 

Coach was about to fuck my mom. I could see the tip of his black cock inching closer and closer to her tight pink pussy. His cock was still wet from her blowjob, and her pussy was absolutely dripping. 

He touched her, not even penetrating her with his cock yet and she let out a moan, turning her head to the side so I could see her face. He slid in, slowly filling her, spreading her pink pussy lips until they were stretched tight around his shaft. 

“Oh God yes!” Mom moaned again. 

The sounds coming from her were like nothing I’d ever heard from a woman. The moans, the gasps, sometimes it sounded like she was in pain, but those sounds would quickly be followed up with cries of more. 

Coach was deep in my Mom’s pussy now, and her hips had come off the bed. Coach had his big hands on her ass again, gripping her cheeks as he eased back and forth and Mom started moaning. 

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” Each deep thrust made her gasp sharply. 

I couldn’t believe it. Coach Thompson was fucking my mom, his big black cock stretching her pussy lips, his big black balls smacking against her, his hands sliding from her ass up to her breasts as they started fucking even harder. 

My cock was leaking so much precum it had made a quarter-sized stain on my shorts. I wanted to jack off, but I was frozen, transfixed, still gripping the armrests of my chair and just watching, trying to remember to breathe. 

“Fuck yes!” Coach grunted, pumping deep into my mother’s pussy. 

“OH! OH! OH!” She moaned. 

The mattress beneath them groaned with each deep thrust, the bedframe rocked, occasionally smacking the wall. If anyone was next door, they’d have no idea a son was in here watching his mom get taken by his black coach. 

“OH! OH! OH! OOOHHHHH!” Mom yelled. 

She shut her eyes tight, gripping the comforter again until her knuckles turned white. Her mouth hung open and her body tensed, then she quivered and started sucking in gasping breaths. “Oh God! Coach! Oh my God! I came so hard.” 

He pulled out, grinning, his cock all creamy and wet. He got on the bed next to Mom, on his back so that BBC was jutting straight into the air. Mom kissed him hard, then broke the kiss and put her lips everywhere, kissing down his jaw, down his thick neck, down the middle of his chest and abs again, then she started licking his monstercock clean, getting all her cream off it, swallowing it down and smiling up and him. He was leaned back against a pillow, his hands behind his head like this was no big deal. It was crazy. 

Mom finished cleaning off his cock, giving it one last suck, then she crawled around and straddled his legs, grabbing his cock and holding it against her body. With his cock against her like that I could see just how deep it would go into my mom. How could she take that? 

“You wanna ride?” Coach asked. 

“I sure do,” Mom said. 

“I gotta warn you,” Coach said. “You ride my big black dick and it’ll ruin you. You’ll never want anything smaller.” 

“I’m already ruined,” Mom smiled. “I only want big black cock from now on.” 

When I heard that, my cock throbbed so hard I really did think I was going to cum, but I took some deep breaths, relaxed my grip on the chair, and managed to get control of myself. Barely. 

“Oooh, oh yes,” Mom moaned as she slowly sank down, a tight grip on Coach’s big black shaft. She looked down, watching as she impaled herself on his cock. 

Even Coach groaned, it must’ve felt incredible as Mom sank her tight pussy down on his cock. He had his hands on her waist, helping her slowly lower herself. 

“Oh my God,” Mom said, a huge smile on her face once she finally had his length inside. “Oh my God, Coach. It’s so big, it feels so good deep inside me. It’s touching places I’ve never felt.” 

Coach chuckled. “Now do your thing.” 

Mom rocked back and forth, her hands on Coach’s chest to keep her steady. She barely moved her hips at all, but she was already moaning and gasping again, and I could see her pussy just drenching Coach’s cock with juices as she moved. 

“Bounce on that cock,” Coach said. “Ride it, Kim.” 

Mom started moving a little more, going from rocking, to barely bouncing on her knees. “Oh! Oh! AH! AH!” Mom moaned. 

“There you go,” Coach grunted. 

Mom bounced harder, her tits jiggling as she rode Coach’s BBC, her moans getting louder. Coach reached for those tits, squeezing them, tugging on her pretty pink nipples. I could hardly stand it. I reached into my shorts and gripped myself. It felt so good, I had leaked all over my cock and it was hot and sticky. I didn’t stroke it. I maintained some level of self-control and I just squeezed along with my throbs, more precum oozing from my tip. I wished I could fuck a woman the way Coach was fucking my mom. She’d already cum once, or maybe even twice. How did he do that? How did he last so long? His stamina was incredible. 

Mom stopped bouncing and planted her feet on either side of Coach’s hips. He grinned, “Oh yeah, now you gonna really ride that cock.” 

“I sure am, Coach,” Mom said, a giddy smile on her face as she started bouncing, going up and down his length, throwing her head back and screaming. 

“Oh God! Oh yes Coach! I love your big black cock!” 

Coach grunted, bucking his hips, meeting Mom as she came down, they went faster and faster, and it got wilder and wilder, the room filled with the sounds and smells of hot animalistic sex. Mom was getting closer and closer. Coach’s muscles were flexing, a determined look on his face, a light sheen of sweat covered both of their bodies. I started stroking, I couldn’t control myself any longer, and when my Mom started moaning again, the sexy moans that let me know she was cumming, I came right with her. My balls clenched. My cock pulsed in my hand. I gripped the armrest with my other hand and stared at my mom riding a BBC right in front of me as I spurted, filling my boxer shorts with warm, gooey cum, shooting again and again, groaning and pumping, then finally finishing, feeling that epic release from cumming so hard. 

When I caught my breath and the dizziness went away, I watched as my moaning mother sank down on Coach’s cock right as he roared, gripping her ass, his huge leg muscles flexing as he spurted inside her. He would groan and she would gasp each time he pumped a hot stream of cum into her pussy. He filled her and she leaned forward, wrapping her arms around him, kissing his neck. 

I could see his creamy white cum leaking out from around his cock which was still inside my mother. 

“God that was good,” Mom said as she raised her head. 

She started to slide off his cock, but Coach held her. “One last thing,” he said. “To convince me to give Riley a spot on the team.” 

“Anything,” Mom said. 

“This will show Riley’s commitment,” Coach said. “I already know yours.” 

Mom looked over her shoulder at me, that smile still on her face, her eyes dazed. 

I was petrified. 

“Come on, Riley,” Coach said. “Get up behind your mother. You’re a cuckold, you gotta do a cleanup.” 

“A cleanup?” Mom asked. “Coach, what are you talking about.” 

“Riley here is gonna clean all that cum from your pussy.” 

“I can just take a quick shower,” Mom said. 

“No,” Coach said, his voice taking on that firm authoritative tone. “Riley, get in there, clean up your mother’s pussy.” 

“Yes, sir,” I said. 

I knew exactly what he meant. I had seen the porn vids where a cuckold cleans up their partner. It had been in the back of my mind the entire time. 

“There we go,” Coach said. 

I had already crawled onto the bed without even realizing it.

Coach pulled out and rolled Mom off him. She sprawled on her back, legs wide. I crawled between those legs, her sweet scent recognizable from her panties, his musky scent almost overpowering it. 

“Get in there,” Coach said. 

I lowered my face to Mom’s pussy. She let out a soft gasp and I put my lips against hers and dove my tongue between her folds, tasting Coach’s bitter load. 

“Swallow it,” Coach said. 

I gulped, trying not to gag. 

“Oh, honey,” Mom said. 

I could feel her eyes on me as I licked and slurped, another thick glob of Coach’s cum rolling out of Mom’s pussy and into my mouth. I swallowed it down, the bitter, warm cum making me sputter. 

“One more swallow,” Coach said. 

I probed Mom’s pussy with my tongue, gathering more cum and quickly gulping it down before I gagged. I leaned back, sucking in fresh air. 

“Good job, honey,” Mom said. 

“Yeah,” Coach said. “Good job.” 

Mom and Coach started kissing again. I slid off the bed and went to the bathroom. I glanced in the mirror. I had cum and juices on my cheeks and chin. I could still taste it. I had a boner tenting my shorts. I stripped everything off and showered, trying to wash away the humiliation, but it wasn’t going anywhere. 

* * *

One hour before the first Lee State game.




“I dunno, Mom,” I said. “Maybe I can’t.” 

“Nonsense,” Mom said. “You have to. You have a full-ride scholarship. If you don’t they’ll take it away. Now look up.” 

I did what Mom said and she applied that black stuff, whatever it was called. We were alone in a room behind the stadium and she was helping me prepare. 

“Here’s your uniform,” Mom said. “Put these on first.” 

She handed me a small, silky pair of navy blue briefs. 

“Can’t I just wear my boxers,” I said. “These look tight and uncomfortable.” 

“They’re part of your uniform,” Mom said. “They’re called spankies. Put them on.” 

I shoved my boxers down and pulled on the tight, slick underwear. 

“And here’s your skirt,” Mom said. “And your top.” 

“Mom, I don’t need a sports bra.” 

“It’s part of your uniform Mom said. You’re a scholarship member of the cheer team. Put it on.” 

I pulled it over my head. 

“Careful,” Mom said. “Don’t mess up your hair, it looks so pretty now that you’ve grown it out.” 

“Thanks, Mom,” I said, rolling my eyes. 

“Now your lipstick,” Mom said. “Look at me.” 

I did as she gently applied it. 

“Do a good job out there,” Mom said. “Coach really did us a favor getting you this scholarship.” 

“I know, I know,” I said. 

Mom tickled my cheeks with a big brush as she put some other kind of makeup on me. 

“And maybe after the game Coach can visit us,” Mom said. 

“You think he will?” I asked, my cock starting to stiffen just thinking about watching him and Mom. 

Mom smiled and put the makeup brush down. “I’m sure I can convince him.” 







  
    Also by Crystal Red
  


  
    
  


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: Son’s Cuckold Weekend]
          

        

        
        
          Son’s Cuckold Weekend
        

        

        

        
          
            Kaden’s surprise visit home from college turns into an eye-opening experience when he discovers his parents’ unconventional lifestyle. His mother and father are not your typical suburban parents. They enjoy cuckolding. Kaden’s mom needs BBC, and his father loves to watch. The realization hits Kaden hard, and he is left questioning everything he thought he knew about his family.
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          Making a Cuckold Sissy
        

        

        

        
          
            Greg has a problem. His mom decided to track all Internet activity in her home. Greg had a lot of activity that he wanted to keep quiet. Once Greg’s Mom finds out he is into BBC sissy porn it raises some questions. Then, to make matters worse, Greg’s sister, Addie, finds out he is a sissy for BBC. But Addie wants to see it happen for real, not just a porn fantasy.
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          Mom’s Cum Eating Cuckold
        

        

        

        
          
            Blonde hotwife Cassie and wimpy white husband Ben have an interesting marriage. Ben can no longer satisfy Cassie, so a neighbor introduced them to cuckolding. Now, Cassie has a big black bull named Jalen that satisfies her while Ben watches. William is Cassie and Ben’s son. He’s home from college and finds out about his parents’ secret. You know the old saying, Like Father, Like Son…
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