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      As soon as she opened the door, Charlotte was the center of attention. Every guy leaned over to hug her as they walked in. Several went so far as to squeeze her ass as they did.

      Within minutes, the entire team had arrived. Twelve big strong black men on an emotional high and looking to release their energy on the coach's hot wife.

      There was really no pretense of an actual party. Charlotte didn't have drinks or food prepared or anything else like she would for a normal get together. Everyone present knew why they were there. They won the championship and were there to collect their reward.

      There were so many of them Charlotte had a difficult time getting any focus. The players were excitedly chatting back and forth, making sexual jokes and innuendos. Charlotte was feeling overwhelmed.

      So she made eye contact with Lamar, her first recruit. She took Lamar by the hand and led him into the living room. She sat him down on the couch and scooted in next to him. The other guys filtered in behind but Charlotte paid them no mind.

      "That was some game," she said to Lamar.

      He grinned. "It was a team effort."

      "But you were the MVP."

      "Still, it's a team game."

      Charlotte put her hand on his thigh. "Aren't you so glad you came?"

      There was a lull in the room. Lamar's face broke out in a broad grin.

      "I mean to play here?" Charlotte added and the room erupted with laughter.

      "Hell yeah," Lamar said above the din. "And it wouldn't have happened without you. So maybe you're the real MVP."

      "You are so cute," Charlotte said. She leaned in and kissed him hard on the mouth.

      That was all the icebreaker Lamar needed. His hands were all over her, feeling her up over the cheerleader uniform.

      Charlotte could feel the others eyes on her. She even saw her husband's reflection in the wall mirror. He couldn't tear his eyes away.

      "I want you to go down on me…
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* * *

      Come on inside for more…
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      The dark figure above her mumbled curses after yet another failed attempt.

      "What's wrong?" She asked, though she knew exactly what was wrong. The darkness afforded her at least one blessing. She could roll her eyes freely without any fear of setting him off further.

      Frank Gowdy rolled off his naked wife and cursed again. Even in the gloom she can make out his clenched jaw. As if he was ready to scream at a referee over a bad call instead of attempting to make love to his wife.

      "This stress is killing me," he said, as he rubs the back of his neck and stares up at the ceiling. He always made a big deal about not bringing the stress of coaching big time college basketball into his home. But for a while it was not only getting into his home but into his bed. Just another thing he was failing at.

      His wife, Charlotte, bites her lip and sits up next to him. Even in the moonlight she's a knockout and proud of it. Proud of all the effort she puts into it. Not just for her but for her husband. A big busty blonde like a stunner out of another era. Just like he prefers. Or used to anyway.

      A natural beauty, her youthful face looks perfectly made up even without makeup. But Frank barely looks at her face. Her large bare breasts are just inches away. His for the taking. And that only frustrates him further.

      Ten years younger than her husband, Charlotte still has that youthful bounce that attracted the male gaze. She still looked shockingly like the cheerleader she was when they met at his first big time job. She knew Frank always suspected that she was only interested in him because of the money he was making. But what did he care? He got to bang her every night.

      Only it wasn't every night anymore. Barely once a month these days. And even that was getting harder — pun intended. He couldn't even get it up anymore.

      Charlotte turned on the light and climbed out of the bed. Her tight little ass looked as sweet as when she was shaking her pom-poms to get the home crowds revved up during games her senior year. It just took a lot more effort.

      She slipped into her silk robe and turned to face him. Only the front of the robe caught on her hard nipple and remained open to him. She could feel it but didn't let on that she noticed.

      "Frank, this can't go on like this."

      "I know, I know," he said, dreading a confrontation. For a guy who spent his entire career yelling at referees and unruly players, he sure avoided any drama in his home life.

      "Just tell me what's going on."

      "It's bad."

      "How bad?"

      "The new university president told me I need to win and win big. Like now. This year, the last year of my contract. Or else..."

      "Or else what?"

      "Or else they're going to go in a different direction."

      "What the hell does that mean?"

      "It means win this year or I'm out."

      "They're firing you?"

      "No, no. Not firing exactly. Just not renewing my contract."

      "It sounds like firing to me."

      "I could get another job. It's just that I'll make a lot less money than we're used to. It would be a big hit."

      "How big of a hit?"

      "Realistically? Between the contract itself, the radio show, the TV show and the shoe deal? Millions. We'd have to sell the house. Move somewhere cheaper."

      Charlotte covered her face with her hands and turned away, towards the window. She loved this house. This town. All her friends were here. Family too.

      That's why he was afraid to tell her.

      But holding all this stress in was killing him. He felt older. Looked older. His blood pressure was through the roof. And he couldn't even fuck his wife anymore.

      Charlotte always knew coaching wasn't exactly a stable profession. But with his most recent big contract they'd gotten comfortable. Too comfortable.

      And she hadn't really been paying attention. As much as possible she'd tuned out the ups and downs. College basketball was a year round thing and had been for years. In season, there was the obvious ups and downs with wins and losses. But the offseason was even more important — recruiting new players to make the wins possible.

      "So how do you turn it around?"

      Frank shook his head. "Great players make great coaches." It was the stupid thing his old mentor used to tell him. Now he was the one saying it. Of course, great leaders didn't blame their teams for failures. Besides he was the one making millions while the players made nothing.

      Charlotte turned around. "So get better players," she said.

      He laughed. "It's not that simple. Players today are different. They want everything now. Besides everyone cheats these days. It used to just be money but now it's more than that."

      "Like what?"

      Frank laughed. Not a jovial laugh but a sarcastic one. "Like sex for one thing."

      "Sex?"

      "Remember that one guy from Texas last year I spent all that time on?"

      "Vaguely." Charlotte didn't trouble herself with the details as long as the money was rolling in.

      "Well, after all that time I put into him, he chooses Louisville. It turns out they were using strippers and prostitutes. Now how the hell can I compete with that?"

      Charlotte had turned around again. She was gazing out the back window, over the pool and into the wooded acres they owned behind the house. She loved everything about their house.

      The thought of having to pack everything up and saying goodbye to everyone under the cloud of failure was too much to bear.

      But something other than dread bubbled up deep inside her. Her ears had perked up at the mention of the tactics the other schools were using. Attracting big, strong, talented athletes wasn't rocket science. It was something Charlotte had done for as long as she could remember.

      And she was good at it.

      Charlotte gave her husband a mischievous grin over her shoulder. "Maybe I can help with that."
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* * *

      Charlotte started digging into her husband's list of top recruiting targets. The biggest long-shot was a nearly seven foot tall power forward named Lamar Bullock. He was sought after by every big time program and even toyed with the idea of going directly to the pros.

      A shiver went down Charlotte's spine as she watched videos of Lamar in action. A rare combination of long limbs, easy athletic grace and raw dominating power. One scouting report gushed over Lamar's "next level body control."

      The evening Charlotte first came across Lamar's profile, she couldn't stop playing with herself. That night she made herself come three times. As far as she was concerned her plan was already paying dividends.

      Fortunately, Lamar was previously scheduled for an upcoming weekend visit to their school. Serendipity as far as Charlotte was concerned. The perfect opportunity to put her plan into action.

      According to most recruiting analysts, Frank had virtually no shot at landing a player as talented as Lamar Bullock. But Charlotte was undeterred. She was going to give it everything she had. Even if her attempt to land Lamar failed, it would be a learning experience for the next recruit. And if, in the process, she had some great, or even not-so-great, sex, at least it would be more than she was getting from her husband.

      A twinge of regret hit her over planning on doing this to her marriage. To her husband. But she wasn't just doing this to her husband. She was doing it just as much for him. For his career. For his reputation. For his standard of living. For his long suffering wife.

      Besides, she told herself, she could always back out of anything she was uncomfortable with at the last minute.
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* * *

      At least Frank had the self awareness to realize he would never be the most observant husband. Most years he ended up scrambling last minute for her birthday, their anniversary, Valentine's Day and even Christmas (both of which thankfully fell within the basketball season and gave him an easy excuse). But even he couldn't miss the change in Charlotte since he broke down and told her what was going on.

      For one thing she was hitting the gym hard. Harder than she usually did. Charlotte was always very conscious of her body, especially during bikini season, but since they talked she'd been driven to lose every extra ounce. Her diet was as extreme as anything she'd done since she was prepping for their big wedding.

      But the biggest change in her was at night. She would regularly climb all over him in bed, not willing to take no for an answer. Even as he struggled to perform, she took it upon herself to do everything in her power to get him hard.

      She'd spend many minutes busy under the sheets willing him to stiffness with her mouth. When he'd finally get hard, she'd immediately mount him and ride him for as long as she could.

      Normally, Frank loved to watch her when she would be on top. His very own porn star come to life. But even though she was extra horny, she insisted on leaving all the lights off. Almost like she didn't want him to see her.

      Or that she didn't want to see him.

      One of the requirements for a good coach was attention to detail. And Frank was a very good coach who obsessed over minute details. So seeing his wife change her whole routine while she devised a plan to help him win over recruits gnawed away at him.

      She was planning something big. But she wasn't sharing any of the details with him.

      And that made Frank even more nervous. Even more stressed.

      And even more of a flop in the sack.
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* * *

      By the time Lamar's big weekend rolled around, Charlotte was primed and ready for action. Through sheer force of will, she'd gotten into the best shape of her life. Maybe because she wanted it so much more, she thought she looked better than ever. Even Frank noticed.

      By the time she made it downtown, she could barely contain herself. If she knew how excited she would get, she would have fucked a stranger years ago.

      The assistant coaches were surprised to see Charlotte at the dinner with Lamar. It was held in the super expensive restaurant across the street from the hotel where Lamar was staying.

      Charlotte eyed the bubbly cheerleaders as they skipped past her. She remembered the days when it was her and her teammates who would be brought in to entertain recruits. Nearly half the team back then really went the extra mile. It was an open secret that some of the cheerleaders were practically pimped out by the coaching staff back then. Which just made Charlotte realize how much of a hypocrite Frank was sometimes.

      The dinner was stupefyingly boring. There was a video personalized for Lamar trying to show him how great everything would be if he just committed to the school. It was all bullshit, of course, but somehow these guys all bought it every year. If not at this school then at the next.

      But Lamar didn't seem the least bit interested in what all the old white men had to say. His focus was on the women in the room. And he didn't even try to hide it.

      Charlotte couldn't help but notice that Lamar would look over at her throughout the dinner. He was definitely interested. This would be easier than she thought.

      [image: ]
* * *

      When the program finally ended, Charlotte stood up quickly and patted her husband on the shoulder as she passed him. He looked up at her and swallowed hard. She could tell by the look in his eyes that he figured out what her plan was.

      Out of the corner of her eye she saw that he had stood up. But instead of following right after her, and maybe grabbing her by the arm to stop her, he picked up his beer and chugged it down.

      Charlotte's heart sunk a little. As excited as she was, not a small part of her wished her husband would sweep her in his arms and claim her for himself.

      But Frank wasn't that guy, not then, not ever. He was ever the basketball nerd who stumbled into a great career and a lot of money. And if she was ever going to be honest with herself, that was the real reason Charlotte ever noticed him, let alone married him.
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* * *

      She approached Lamar to introduce herself and was taken aback when he stood up to great her. He towered over her, which she expected as he was nearly seven feet tall. But it was one thing to see it listed on a website and quite another to be confronted with his size in the flesh, as it were.

      He also already knew exactly who she was. And his familiarity definitely set Charlotte back a step. Suddenly she felt out of control.

      "How did you know who I was?" Her words stumbled over her lips. "I mean who I am?"

      Lamar smiled like he was embarrassed and shrugged. "Coach said you'd be coming over." Lamar gestured across the table to Frank, who was just standing with his hands in his pockets, watching.

      "He did, did he?" Maybe her husband wasn't the reluctant man she expected him to be. Instead of begging her not to meet with Lamar, Frank was practically pushing her into his lap.

      And just like that, Charlotte's confidence came surging back. She turned back to Lamar and stuck her hand out. Lamar's hand was the biggest she'd ever seen. Charlotte definitely took that as a good sign.
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* * *

      They made some awkward small talk about the recruiting process and how he liked the school. Lamar was guarded in his answers though - very noncommittal. Either he was playing hard to get or he wouldn't budge until he had everything he was entitled to.

      Charlotte smiled up at him even as she was bored by the conversation. She was only interested in one thing from Lamar and she was pretty sure he felt the same way towards her.

      She leaned into him conspiratorially. "Are you ready to go up to your room?"

      Lamar's eyes widened and a broad smile appeared on his face.

      Just the reaction Charlotte was looking for.
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* * *

      Charlotte was in such a hurry to ride Lamar's big black cock that she pulled her dress off as soon as they stumbled into the hotel room. She loved the way Lamar's eyes widened at the sight of her in her racy red lingerie.

      She'd originally bought it years earlier for her honeymoon with Frank and was delighted to see how well it still fit, even if a little more snug across her chest and around her hips. Based on Lamar's reaction, she filled it in better than ever.

      She stepped into Lamar, pulling his head down so they could kiss. His tongue was so greedy, invading her mouth — just a sign of things to come.

      The bulge in his pants was getting more and more noticeable, especially as it pressed against her ribs. He was huge, she could already tell. It made her tremble, just a bit, as she imagined taking him inside her. Stretching her beyond her husband's diminutive white dick.

      Lamar's massive hands palmed her breasts like they were basketballs. She just hoped he was as skilled with her body as he was on the court.

      "How many girls have you been with?"

      Lamar just laughed.

      "Okay, how many white girls?"

      He laughed again and shook his head. "Come on?"

      "Well, how about older white women?"

      He smiled. "None as hot as you."

      "That's what I thought. What about coach's wives? How many of those have you had?"

      "You'd be the first."

      "So no other school wants you that much, huh?"

      Lamar just shrugged.

      "No other coach is willing to give you everything, like my husband?"

      "No, but I bet he doesn't know so don't play that."

      "I'm not playing anything, Lamar. My husband does know."

      "Bullshit."

      "In fact he should be here any second."

      Lamar pulled his hands away from her breasts like he was electrocuted. "What?" He stepped back.

      Just then they heard the hotel room door unlock.

      "Oh, shit," Lamar said as he backed away from her.

      Frank stepped out from the darkened hallway. His eyes widened much like Lamar's. And his lower jaw dropped leaving him with a stunned expression.

      "Look coach, nothing happened," Lamar said. "I swear."

      Charlotte turned to her husband. Her bra was pushed aside on both halves revealing her hard pink nipples. The fair skin of her breasts was reddened as if they's been handled recently. If Lamar hadn't been caught with his hands in the cookie jar, they sure had been fondling it.

      "Well, something happened Lamar. I mean we were about to fuck, weren't we?"

      Lamar swallowed hard. He was caught. And he was scared of the consequences. No doubt he'd been with plenty of girls and never had to worry about the consequences before.

      "I swear coach."

      But Frank wasn't looking at Lamar. He was staring at his wife and her exposed tits. "I don't know about this, Charlotte."

      "Not now, Frank. Did you bring the paperwork?"

      Frank just blinked like he couldn't understand her. Charlotte thought she was going to have to slap him to bring him back.

      "Paperwork?" Lamar asked.

      Charlotte saw Frank had the papers folded in his back pocket. She reached for them and Frank snapped back to life and handed them over.

      "My husband and I really want you to play for us, Lamar." She unfolded the paperwork and straightened it out. She grabbed a pen and walked over to Lamar. She pushed against his chest and he flopped back into the chair at the desk.

      "And I come with the deal." She leaned over him, making sure her breasts dangled in his face, and placed the paperwork on the desk along with the pen. "So if you sign this letter of intent, you get to fuck me. Not just tonight. But whenever you want. And my husband is okay with it. Right Frank?"

      When her husband didn't immediately say "Yes!" at the top of his lungs, Charlotte turned to him and stared at him until he did. "Yes."

      She turned back to Lamar. "See, I told you. Now the question for you Lamar is do you want it or not? Do you want me or not?" She put the pen in Lamar's hand and slowly pulled the two cups of her bra back into place covering her nipples.

      His eyes roved up and down Charlotte's curves. Then he looked at the letter of intent. That's when Charlotte slid her hand over his crotch and began rubbing.

      Lamar licked his lips and signed his name as fast as he could.
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* * *

      And just like that, Frank faded into the background. Lamar had signed. Now it was up to Charlotte to hold up her end of the bargain.

      Little did Lamar know, she was a sure thing. Lamar was getting laid whether he signed or not. Charlotte was too revved up not to fuck him.

      But, since she got her way, she was that much more inclined to give him a little extra.

      She pulled his hands back to her full breasts. The bra seemed even more confining while she dealt with the paperwork. It had to come off once and for all.

      She undid the bra clasp, unwilling to wait for his giant hands to fumble with it. The red bra fell away and her breasts swung free into his grasp.

      He leaned forward into her, eager to suck on her hard nipples. She ran her fingers through his thick, coarse hair, encouraging him.

      When he leaned back in the chair, Charlotte teasingly unzipped his fly and tugged his pants down. When she pulled his underwear back his fully erect cock sprung to life.

      She sucked in a deep breath.

      He was so big.

      Bigger than her wildest dreams.

      "You like that?" He said. It was as much a statement as a question.

      "That's the biggest one I've ever seen." In that moment she didn't care that she humiliated her husband while he was just a few feet away.

      Charlotte would have said that to Lamar even if it wasn't the truest words ever to pass her lips.

      Lamar just smiled. Nothing he hadn't heard from a girl before. Although he may not have been used to a shellshocked husband being in the room when he heard it.

      Charlotte pulled his cock between her breasts. She squeezed them together around his shaft and stroked him. She always dreamed of tit-fucking a guy — too bad Frank wasn't well endowed enough for it to work on him. Lamar seemed to enjoy it well enough.

      She stepped back for a moment. Enough time for him to stand and pull his pants and underwear off. He seemed taller somehow now that he was naked. His cock his so high she could tit-fuck him while they were standing. So she did.

      He reached around and cupped her ass. His oversized hand fondling her like a piece of meat. And her poor husband had the perfect view.

      She dipped down and took the head of his cock in her mouth even as it slid up and down between her breasts. Soon her chest was covered in a mixture of her saliva and his precum.

      Lamar hooked his thumbs in her panties and pulled them down. She leaned on him as she stepped out of them. She even flipped the panties with her foot so her husband could catch them.

      Frank snatched her underwear out of the air. She eyed him as he brought her wet panties up under his nose. That's what it smells like when I'm excited, she thought.

      Her hand felt so small as she tried to wrap it around Lamar's huge shaft. So when she dropped to her knees she stroked him with both hands. When she took him into her mouth, she could barely take half of him. Even when he held her head and he thrust himself nearly down her throat.

      When he made her gag and tears began to form in her eyes, she decided she had enough. Time to get what she wanted.

      She stood up and walked towards the bed. She pulled Lamar by his cock and he followed like a giant obedient puppy. She felt an extra rush as she paraded her new big black lover past her sad sack husband.

      She practically flung Lamar onto his back on the bed. He was her toy for the evening and she would do what she wanted with him.

      But first she crawled between his thighs and licked him under his balls. Behind her she heard Frank gasp, as though he thought she had licked Lamar's asshole — something she never did with her husband.

      Rimming a guy wasn't something she really desired to do. But she knew Frank had a thing for it based on his browsing history. Let him wonder how dirty I can get, she thought.

      But Charlotte was ready for her own pleasure. She climbed over Lamar's lanky body, sliding her dripping wet cunt along his shaft as she scooted up to his face. When she reached his head she planted herself right on his face.

      Frank was left watching as Lamar's tongue slid up into his wife. Lamar spread her ass wide so Frank had a great view of his wife sitting on the big recruit's face.

      Charlotte started grinding her cunt into Lamar's face, forcing him to pleasure her. For the first time in forever, she felt in control. Both of the guys in the room were captive to her carnal whims.

      She loved the way Lamar's nose rubbed against the nub of her clit, but she needed more. Her cunt was as warmed up and wet as it could get so it was time for her to take on a bigger challenge.

      She lifted her leg to climb off and was delighted to see Lamar's dazed and glazed grin. She doubted any girl had ever been so forward with him before. Hopefully he'd remember his time with her as something different, something special compared to the usual girls he banged.

      She backed down and took his cock in her mouth again, just because she could. She turned her head so she could make eye contact with her husband, who sat in a chair across from the foot of the bed. Frank had a dumbstruck look to him, as though he couldn't believe what he was watching. Though the bulge in his own pants betrayed how he really felt as he looked on.

      Lamar's hand cupped her ass as she climbed on top of him. His cock was pulsing with power underneath her and she worried over how it could possibly fit. That's part of why she wanted to be on top to start — so she could control how fast he entered her.

      Straddling him, she raised up on her knees and reached behind her to guide him inside her. She eased herself down over the enormous head of his big black cock.

      It hurt enough that she bit her lower lip to keep from crying out. She leaned forward so her breasts swung in his face — to keep him occupied as she slowly descended on his shaft.

      She started rocking back and forth gently taking in more and more of him. She could feel herself being stretched like never before.

      Lamar's hands slid up and down from her hips and around her ass. He was looking up at her as though he couldn't believe he could be so lucky.

      That's just how she wanted him to feel.

      Charlotte tensed as she felt Lamar's cock penetrating her deeper than any cock she ever had before — not that there'd been that many — something she regretted for years. As a hot cheerleader she could have been with any guy she wanted, but she'd been too restrained and ended up settling for the older guy with money. It was time she made some changes. And if her plan worked out she could keep her husband, his money and have all the big black cock she could ask for.

      It surprised her when she felt Lamar's balls against her asshole. There was no way she would have thought she could take all of him, but she was surprising herself in lots of ways lately.

      She loved the way he filled her up, a feeling she had never experienced before. Never even came close. She let Lamar guide her up and down his shaft as they built up a rhythm. She closed her eyes and just let her body enjoy the experience.

      Her eyes popped open when Lamar got a little too carried away. One of his long fingers that had been stroking her tight asshole actually penetrated her. She liked how it felt but it was a little weird and she pulled his hand away.

      Lamar smiled up at her, a little sheepish at being caught with his hand in the... whatever. She playfully smacked him to let him know it was okay. She even grabbed his hands and pulled them to her breasts.

      With Lamar palming her breasts with just enough pressure, Charlotte closed her eyes again. The pleasure was building deep within her core. It was unlike anything she'd ever felt before.

      The only orgasms she'd ever had were definitely not due to penetration. Frank was a willing husband but he just never had what it took. At least he could bring her pleasure with his mouth. But Lamar and his magnificent cock were something else entirely.

      The pain had given way to a growing wave of pleasure. She let her hand glide down her body and between her thighs. Without any self consciousness, she started playing with herself.

      Lamar was being driven into a frenzy. Charlotte could feel him tensing below her. The last thing she wanted was for him to come too soon.

      He started thrusting up into her, with reckless abandon. She knew he couldn't last long. So she raised herself up just a little and Lamar's cock slipped out.

      Lamar's eyes were wild with lust. He reached between her legs to reinsert himself into her. But Charlotte stopped him.

      "Let's try another position," she said. She wanted nothing in the world like she wanted to be taken from behind by his big black cock.

      Lamar was ready and willing.

      "Doggy, okay?"

      "Hell yeah," he said.

      Charlotte was on all fours in the center of the bed. Lamar scrambled to get behind her. But Charlotte wanted one more thing.

      She gazed back at her shell shocked husband. "Frank, baby, could you please hand Lamar his phone?"

      Frank just nodded, as if his wife had just asked him to pick up some milk on the way home. He stood and tried to cover his hard on with his hand as he walked over and picked up Lamar's pants. He pulled the phone out of the pocket and handed it to Lamar.

      Charlotte batted her eyes at Lamar. "Why don't you take a picture? To remember your very special visit."

      Lamar grinned and got his phone ready for a picture.

      Charlotte reached between her thighs and stroked Lamar's cock. It was sticky and pulsed in her hand. She guided it so it slid up over her asshole and between her ass cheeks, framing it perfectly for Lamar's keepsake photo.

      She looked back and smiled up for the photo, thinking about how many times Lamar would be looking at it while he was jerking off. Then she said, "Make sure you tell other players how much fun you had here."

      "Oh, I will," Lamar said as he set the phone aside.

      "Good," Charlotte said. "Are you ready for the big finale?"

      "Hell, yeah."

      Charlotte angled herself forward so Lamar's cock could slip back down over her asshole. When it aligned with her gaping cunt she eased herself back to him. His cock entered her much more easily than it did the first time.

      Lamar leaned all the way into her and Charlotte could feel the difference immediately. This new angle caused his cock to push just the right button for her.

      "Oh God," she gasped.

      Lamar's hands pulled her ass apart. He revved up quickly and was soon slamming her as hard as he could.

      Charlotte threw her head back and Lamar pulled her hair, like he was riding her. She started moaning and for once in her life it wasn't an act. She couldn't help it. Every part of her was consumed with pleasure.

      Her mind drifted, conscious thought left her. Desire coursed through her. The sounds of their bodies slapping together and Lamar's grunts faded away. Her breathing grew ragged and desperate. The pleasure deep inside her intensified beyond anything she thought possible.

      Her orgasm crested just as Lamar exploded deep inside her. She collapsed forward even as Lamar rode her body down into the bed. He kept pumping inside her and she never wanted him to stop.
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* * *

      Charlotte was still quivering in the last throes of pleasure as Lamar pulled out of her. She immediately missed the feeling of him inside her.

      The bed jiggled as Lamar moved around. But Charlotte was completely spent and she just wanted to stay there forever. She vaguely was aware of the two guys talking.

      She managed to roll over as Lamar was getting dressed. Like he was getting ready to leave. Since this was his hotel room she wondered where he might be going.

      She thought about sitting up but had no energy. Between her thighs she felt the trickle of Lamar's load seeping down. When she noticed both guys staring at her, she self consciously closed her thighs.

      "So what now?" Frank asked.

      Lamar shrugged.

      "Maybe you should welcome your new star player?" Charlotte said.

      "I think we've welcomed him quite enough at this point," Frank said. "Maybe he could step outside and give us a little privacy."

      Charlotte laughed. "I think we're past that point." She looked to Lamar. "What do you think Lamar?"

      "I think I'm going to enjoy playing here. A lot."

      "So where are you going?" She asked.

      "I'm just going to grab a drink or something. Leave you two alone, I guess." He ducked his head and started walking past Frank to the front of the hotel room.

      But he and Frank exchanged a look that apparently didn't sit well with Lamar. He stopped by the bathroom and turned back around. He looked like he was suspicious of Frank.

      "There's one more thing," Lamar said.

      "What else can you possibly want from me Lamar?" Frank said. He sounded exasperated. "You've got everything I can give."

      "We'll see about that. But I want to start every game."

      "Of course, I want you to play as much as you do."

      Lamar seemed a little flustered that Frank caved so quickly on the starting job. "I need to know you're not going to screw me over once the season starts."

      "I guess you just have to trust me on that."

      "Trust you? Are you out of your mind? I haven't played a minute of college ball yet and I already know that none of y'all can be trusted."

      "So what else do you want?"

      Lamar's brow furrowed as if he was really thinking it over. Then it was like a light bulb went on over his head. "I want pictures. If I get what I want, the pictures stay private. If you screw me over...Well, maybe the pictures get leaked."

      "Pictures of what?" Frank was getting angry. "My wife naked? You already got that. With your cock in her ass."

      Charlotte shushed him. "Let him speak."

      "This is bullshit," Frank whined. "He already got to fuck you."

      Charlotte rolled her eyes. Frank could be such a dumbass sometimes. These star athletes needed to be coddled, have their egos stroked as much as their cocks. No wonder she had to do this — her husband was completely out of touch with this generation. "Please be quiet and let him talk." She nodded to Lamar. "What pictures, Lamar?"

      "I don't know. Something embarrassing."

      "More embarrassing than banging my wife?"

      Charlotte wanted to slap her husband. Then it occurred to her. Something that would put Frank in his place and make Lamar feel like he was coming out on top.

      "Maybe you should film Frank getting sloppy seconds."

      Lamar's face lit up just as Frank's drooped. "Yeah," Lamar said. "But maybe you lick my cum out of her cooch first."

      Charlotte stifled a laugh.

      "Fuck that," Frank said.

      "Then I'm outta here."

      "You signed the letter of intent already," Frank said.

      "You think I'm stupid muthafucka? I signed that shit under duress. No way that will hold up. Besides do you really want it getting out that I signed it while your wife was rubbing my junk?"

      Frank looked away. He knew he had nothing.

      Lamar laughed. "That's what I thought, bitch. Now get naked and clean up my mess."

      Frank looked at his wife. She played at stifling a laugh then said, "He's got us Frank so you might as well do what he says."

      "Seriously?"

      Charlotte propped herself up on her elbows. "Seriously. Think about it. You got us into this mess in the first place. And it was up to me to clean it up. Now the least you could do is clean this up. Consider it ironic."

      "I'll make it easy for you coach. If you don't do it, I'm not playing for you. It's that simple."

      Frank rubbed his temple. He ran his hands through his hair like he was going to tear it out. Then he started undressing. When he stripped down to his boxers, he tried hiding his erection with his hand again.

      "Come on, Frank. Don't be shy," Charlotte said. "It'll be fun."

      He swallowed hard and Charlotte couldn't miss how much he resembled Lamar when he did the same thing earlier. Deep down guys were all the same. Categorizing them by the size of their cocks was as good a way as any.

      Frank took a deep breath and pulled his boxers down. His dick was as hard as Lamar's but a fraction of the size.

      Lamar laughed out loud and Frank flinched.

      Charlotte knew better than to laugh. Her husband was being humiliated enough. "Come on over here," she said.

      Frank stepped over to the side of the bed and Charlotte stroked his cock. There was a loving smile on her face that seemed to relax her husband.

      She pulled him onto the bed and raised her legs so he could slide into position between her thighs. Charlotte reached down and rubbed her pussy, enticing him further.

      Frank ducked down and gently started massaging her clit with his tongue.

      "Come on, coach! Get in there!"

      Frank turned to look at Lamar but Charlotte blocked his view with her thigh. "Forget about him. Focus on me."

      Frank locked eyes with his wife. He nodded and planted his face firmly into her.

      Charlotte closed her eyes as his tongue lapped her opening. Immediately she got excited again. Her hand cupped around his head and pulled him against her. Together they ignored Lamar's snickering.

      Quickly Charlotte felt the familiar pleasure building inside her again. It came as a much quicker rush than usual. Before she knew it she was bucking her hips with another orgasm.

      After the waves of pleasure subsided, Frank finally picked his head up, his face was glazed over. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

      Charlotte gazed at him through heavy lidded eyes. "Do you want to fuck me now?"

      Frank grinned. "Yes, please."

      Frank climbed on top of her and she helped guide his cock into her. She could hardly feel him inside of her. Lamar's cock had stretched her too far.

      But Frank didn't complain. He thrust into her again and again with everything he had. A minute or so later, he tensed up and spasmed as he shot his load into her.

      His cock quickly softened and it flopped out of her. He kissed her before rolling off to the side.

      Then he seemed to remember that Lamar was still in the room with his camera trained on them. Frank scrambled to pull the cover over him and his naked wife.

      Lamar put his camera down and shook his head, as though he couldn't believe what had just happened. Charlotte doubted any other school would give him an experience quite as memorable as this one.

      Charlotte sat up in the bed, letting the hastily applied sheets drop down so Lamar could see her bare breasts again. "So are we good, Lamar?"

      "Yeah we're good," he said. "I can't wait for next time."

      Charlotte smiled. "Me, too. It was a pleasure meeting you. I look forward to getting together again."

      "The pleasure was all mine," he said and it looked like he meant it.

      Suddenly Frank said, "Don't screw me over Lamar."

      Charlotte elbowed her husband. She wanted this to end on a positive note.

      Lamar turned and laughed on his way out. "Don't worry coach. I wanted to play here anyway."
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* * *
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      Charlotte tiptoed down the dim hallway. She passed the photos on the wall. So many of them captured their life together.

      One of the earliest caught her eye. It was soon after they'd met. She was the bubbly cheerleader, complete with skimpy uniform. Frank, her future husband, was the dashing older man — an up and coming assistant coach, with a big time job offer just around the bend. It was during the Midnight Madness pep rally when the basketball held a public first practice of the season.

      Charlotte looked at the image of their younger selves. She considered herself lucky not to have changed too much since those days. Her husband, Frank, on the other hand hadn't aged well. Less the dashing older man, more like the beaten down older man. The day to day stress of managing a high level college basketball program took its toll.

      Unfortunately, Frank wasn't showing any sign of being able to keep up with his peers. His coaching skills were still top notch, but his ability to recruit top players hadn't kept up with the competition.

      That's where Charlotte had stepped in. She knew what guys liked, especially young men like college basketball recruits. They'd never change. And all she did was offer them what they wanted more than anything. Incredible sex.

      Of course, she wanted it as much (and probably more) as they did. Since she sure as hell wasn't getting any at home.

      And even if her husband wasn't happy about it, at least he had the good sense to keep his mouth shut and watch.
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* * *

      Recently, Frank had spent more and more of his limited time at home alone in his home office. Charlotte knew he had work to do but she was sure he was up to more than that in there.

      So she crept up to the doorway of her husband's office, hoping to catch him in an awkward spot. Not a small part of her enjoyed seeing her husband embarrassed. For so long he'd been the boss of their relationship.

      But things had changed.

      The French doors to his office were closed but she could see he was behind the desk through the glass windows. The only light in the room was from a computer screen. He was staring at something on his laptop.

      Ever since her resoundingly successful encounter with Lamar, a star basketball recruit, Frank had been acting weird. Like spending more time at night alone in his office hunched over his computer.

      Some of it she expected — it couldn't be easy for a husband to watch his wife have sex with another guy. Especially a big black one. And one her husband would have to coach.

      And then to have his face rubbed in it. Quite literally, too.

      She doubted if Frank would ever get over seeing Lamar on top of her. Driving his footlong cock deeper into her than Frank ever could. Making his very own wife moan like a porn star during the most mind blowing orgasm of her life.

      Just thinking back on that night made Charlotte weak in the knees. Her husband wasn't the only one to use memories from that night to get off. Charlotte had played with herself as often as she could since that night.

      She knocked on the door and he appeared startled. He quickly shut the laptop and looked up. The expression on his face suggested he was guilty of something and knew he'd been caught.

      "What are you doing?" Charlotte asked.

      "Oh, you know, the usual. Work, work, work." A thin smile appeared on his face that did not reach his eyes.

      Charlotte knew her husband well enough to realize he was lying.

      "I need to see the list of recruits with upcoming visits," Charlotte said. She hoped her words came out as not a big deal but inside she was thrumming with excitement. She couldn't wait to see who was next on her "to do" list.

      Frank, the head basketball coach at a blue blood, big time college basketball school, pushed himself back from behind his desk. They were in his home office. Shelves of trophies overwhelmed the space. None of the trophies were dated within the last half decade.

      He covered his face in his hands and mumbled something to her that she couldn't make out. He started fumbling around the cluttered desk.

      Charlotte saw the memo had slid between a couple of binders Frank had standing on edge for some reason. So she walked into the office and pretended not to notice as Frank slid his lap under the desk and out of her direct view.

      She grabbed the memo and saw that there were two recruits scheduled for the same weekend. "Did you know there were two guys coming in at the same time?"

      Frank nodded. "Of course I did. I set the schedule up."

      "More than one guy? At the same time? Don't they...you know, get a little jealous or something?"

      "Multiple recruits is not that unusual. In fact some guys like it more. So I guess we're not going to be able to... like with Lamar."

      But Charlotte's mind was already running wild. She turned and made for the door. She kept her head down as she studied the names. Still she could tell that her husband's pants were undone.
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* * *

      From his browsing history, Charlotte knew Frank had recently developed a thing for videos involving young, pretty white women and big strapping black guys.

      Charlotte learned a lot about herself from her encounter with Lamar. For one thing, she discovered that she liked being fucked by big strapping black guys. Sure, she spent years fantasizing about men with big cocks. But even in her fantasies the fictional men were always white. As white as her husband.

      Of course, big black men had crossed her mind. How could they not when she was around high level basketball players for nearly half her life? But her subconscious never allowed for the possibility of her to be with a black guy. Was it some inherent racism? White privilege or something? Probably. At least on some level.

      She suspected her upbringing played a large part of it. Her family was never overtly racist. But she grew up in a nearly all white town in the suburbs. Over the years she assumed her parents had come to settle down as the result of "white flight" decisions made when they were little themselves.

      The only black people she encountered through high school were the players on opposing teams and their fans. And with the tribalism inherent in high school athletics, the opposing teams were the enemy. It didn't help that her all-white school's teams got trounced regularly.

      College opened her up to people who looked different from her, especially through her cheerleading activities. But even then any conscious thoughts of having sex with a black guy were more a joke than an actual fantasy.

      But as she quickly realized, the sex with Lamar wasn't just sex with a black guy. Not with her husband watching. Sex with Lamar changed the dynamic with her husband. For maybe the first time in their relationship, Charlotte had the power over Frank.

      And she liked it. She really liked it.

      [image: ]
* * *

      "I've got an idea for these next two guys," Charlotte said.

      Frank was in the corner of the kitchen huffing and puffing over the coffee maker. After owning it for two years, he still hadn't figured out how to make his own coffee.

      "What now?" He started just pounding the buttons with on angry figure.

      Charlotte bit her tongue to avoid saying something that would set him off. Her plan was already going to upset him and she didn't want him to go over the edge.

      She slid in between her flailing husband and the coffee maker. She jutted out her butt so it pressed against his crotch. In the early years of their marriage, he might have taken that as an invitation for an early morning quickie. But that version of her husband had faded away to the current one.

      He turned away from her and started pacing.

      The coffee maker didn't have enough water for his giant cup. All he had to do was fill it up and everything would have been fine. Charlotte rolled her eyes so he couldn't see and filled the reservoir herself.

      "I think we should invite them back here, to our house," Charlotte said, bracing herself against the counter for the blowback she expected.

      "What? Why? That's crazy."

      Charlotte took a deep breath as his words rumbled around in her head. His response was so typical. He didn't understand it but he could still judge it.

      She turned around to face him, leaning back against the counter. "No, it isn't. At least here we can control the environment. We can set things up just how we want them."

      "No. It's a terrible idea." His head was down and his pacing was more deliberate.

      She crossed her arms in front of her. She'd seen this many times before. He was revving up into a rant.

      Her mind raced for something to shut him down before he really got going and started dissecting her idea. Then it hit her. The perfect thing to say to a basketball nerd.

      "It's like having the home court advantage." Even the least knowledgeable sports fan could understand what home court advantage meant.

      But her husband was stubborn. "I don't know."

      "Look Frank. You need the best players. And now we know how to get them. So now we just need to set up a system so we can control every aspect."

      "But-"

      "But nothing. The only place we can control everything is at our own house."

      Frank was still shaking his head.

      "What don't you understand about this?"

      "I don't know. I guess, it's one thing at a hotel. But bringing that into our house..." He trailed off.

      Charlotte couldn't believe what she was hearing. "Let me get this straight. You don't want to do it in your house? I mean, what the fuck, Frank? You're worried about bringing it into our home? They're inside me! This only works because they stick their cocks in my mouth! In my cunt!"

      She paused to let the shock of the word hang in the air. He was reeling like she slapped him. So she pushed a little more. "And you're talking about the house?"

      "That's not what I meant and you know it!" He sounded defensive and that was just how she wanted him to feel.

      "It sure sounded like that's what you meant!"

      "Look I don't want to fight. It's just different in our house, somehow. Like where would... it happen? In our bed?"

      "Where would IT happen? You mean where would they fuck me? I don't know Frank! Where in our house could big black strangers fuck your wife would you be most comfortable with?"

      "But our bed-"

      "Maybe the dining room table would be better for you! Or the kitchen counter?" She made a show of pushing the coffee machine aside.

      "How about the front step? That way all of our neighbors can watch your wife get fucked too!" She knew how bad the humiliation would feel for him if anyone ever found out he was a cuckold.

      Frank clenched his fists and stalked towards her. "You make yourself out to be such a martyr sometimes Charlotte! Like you don't love it! Just admit it!"

      "If you could do your job right I wouldn't have to-"

      "And your one and only suggestion to help out was to jump on as many big, black cocks as you could!"

      "Fuck you, Frank!" Charlotte turned on her heel and ran out of the room, into the laundry room, slamming the door behind her.

      Frank ran after her. He opened the door and yelled, "You wouldn't fuck me because I'm not black!"

      Charlotte turned back on him. "So you can just watch as I fuck real men."

      He brushed past her and stormed into the garage. He tried to slam the door shut but a rake had fallen and handle blocked it. The door bounced back and hit him in the shoulder. He cursed and rubbed it as he climbed in his SUV and left.
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* * *

      Days passed and the spouses barely exchanged a word. Charlotte's mood swung wildly between anger at her husband and excitement over the upcoming visit by the two recruits.

      By the time the big day arrived, Charlotte could hardly contain herself. Even her anger at Frank withered away.

      Charlotte spent the day checking in with the recruits, making sure the arrangements were in place to get them from their hotel to the house. As the evening drew closer she helped herself to some wine to take the edge off.

      Her anxiety had grown. Was she up to the task? Lamar's big black cock had nearly been more than she could handle — so what was she thinking when she decided to take on two?

      It was literally twice as crazy as the craziest thing she'd ever done.

      She pulled her robe tight around her as she took another sip of wine. Behind her, she heard a door close. She braced herself for a confrontation.

      "Hey Charlotte. Hold on a second."

      Charlotte turned back around. Her lips were pursed and even an insensitive prick like Frank could tell she was still pissed. "What is it Frank? They'll be here any minute."

      "Please don't do this. We already have Lamar. You got it out of your system. I can live with that. It's just one guy. But this is too much."

      Charlotte rolled her eyes. "Out of my system? You make it sound like this was my problem."

      Frank put his hands up like he always did when he was trying to keep her calm. "That's not what I meant."

      "But that's what you said. Remember why we have to do this Frank. You might be fired and it's up to me to save your ass. If you think I'm moving again to follow you to some second rate school, think again. So just shut up and take it."

      "Shut up and take it? I'm supposed to just be quiet in the corner while you fuck every recruit that I invite. Don't pretend like you don't want it."

      "Want what, Frank? What do I want?"

      Frank grit his teeth and looked away.

      "Say it. What do I want?"

      "You want big black cock. There I said it. Are you happy now? Does that make you feel better?"

      "You know what? That's the first thing you've said to me in years that is right on the money. I do want big black cock. The bigger, the better. And the more the merrier. And you know what else? I'm going to fuck these two guys right now! Right in our bed!"

      She looked down and noticed his bulging crotch. "And don't pretend you don't like it too. You get off on watching them fuck me. So what does that make you?"

      The doorbell rang and startled Frank. She liked the way the normally soothing chimes spooked him. He was on edge. Just as he should be.

      She brushed past him. When she reached the doorway to the foyer she turned back to him. "You can watch if you want. I don't care. But either way, when they're done with me you can clean up the mess."
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* * *

      The recruits, Jerome and Daquan, were just as advertised as far as Charlotte was concerned. Big boned, long limbed and happy to be there.

      She was glad they'd followed her instructions for the evening. They each had a small bag for their personal items. Including bathing suits.

      After instructing them to change in the pool bathroom and head on out to the hot tub, Charlotte prepared some drinks.

      While she was in the kitchen, she looked out the window and saw the two guys playfully shoving each other in front of the steaming hot tub. Seeing them stripped down to their board shorts had her weak in the knees. In the dark, she couldn't tell who was who, but she could see they were both in top shape. Muscled arms, chiseled chests and six pack abs were the visible highlights.

      A pale reflection in the mirror drew her attention. Frank was behind her, watching silently. Like a ghost of the man she married.

      If she didn't act right away, she was afraid the guilt he was laying on her would destroy her initiative. She knew what she wanted. And she had decided to make it happen.

      Without so much as acknowledging his presence, Charlotte grabbed what she came for and left the kitchen.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Charlotte went outside and saw the two recruits chilling in the hot tub. Her robe and even the red hot bikini she wore underneath suddenly felt so much more confining. She set the drinks down on a table and ditched the robe.

      Goosebumps prickled her uncovered skin. Not so much from the cold air either. The two guys sat up and stared at her, through the rising steam.

      It was just the sort of attention her husband failed to give her any more. He had been taking her for granted for so long.

      She barely glanced over her shoulder when she heard Frank follow her out through the sliding glass door. If he was finally going to pay attention to her, then he could watch.

      She took a deep breath and bounced over to the hot tub. She was sure Frank was staring at her ass just as intently as the recruits were staring at her boobs.

      She stepped to the edge of the hot tub and gazed down at them. She recognized the raw desire in their eyes. It was something she missed. Back in her cheerleader days just about every guy lusted after her. But ever since she got married it had dwindled away. The encounter with Lamar brought it all back and she decided then that she wouldn't let that feeling go again without a fight.

      "Would you guys mind if I took my top off?"

      They couldn't even speak. All they could do was lick their lips. One nodded for yes and the other shook his head for no. Charlotte smiled and realized she phrased the question in a confusing way.

      But she got their intent right from the lusty looks they were giving her.

      "I didn't think so." She made a show of pulling the straps down over her shoulders. Teasing them and letting their anticipation build. Their hands were under the water and she thought they might already be stroking their cocks at the sight of her.

      The cups of her bikini top clung to her big breasts even when the straps came down. She slowly peeled them away all the while keeping her eyes locked on them. They barely even blinked as they gazed up at her.

      She reached around and unhooked the top before playfully tossing it at them. Jerome snatched it out of the air but Daquan hardly moved. She was sure he was rubbing himself under the water.

      As she stepped forward into the hot tub, Jerome stood up and extended his hand to her to steady her. She took his hand and couldn't help but notice the bulge in his bathing suit. It was just what she wanted to see.

      "Such a gentleman," she said as she pushed Jerome back down on the seat in the water. He was going to be rewarded with the bulk of her attention — at least in the beginning. She climbed onto his lap, facing him, and kissed him hard, slipping her tongue into his eager mouth.

      "I've been looking forward to fucking you guys all day." She reached to Daquan's lap and rubbed his crotch even as she started grinding her cunt against Jerome's sizable bulge.

      Their large hands were all over her. First squeezing greedy handfuls of her bare breasts, then reaching around to her ass. Daquan was the first to slide his hand down the front of her bikini bottoms, his long fingers slipping through her wet pubic hair. But she pulled his hand away. Not yet.

      She tugged at their bathing suits and they helped her out by pulling them off. They sat there as she took both of their cocks in her hands and started stroking them under the water.

      Frank stood in the shadows near the house watching them. Like a creepy peeping Tom. In the dark she couldn't make out his expression. Plus there was no way he could see her giving them hand-jobs below the surface of the roiling water.

      She wanted him to see. Wanted him to know every single thing she did with these guys.

      "Guys, let's get dried off and take this up to the bedroom."

      She kissed them both and climbed out of the hot tub. A firm hand was on her ass the entire time. She immediately began shivering, partly from the relatively cold air after being in the hot tub. But also in anticipation of taking two big black cocks.

      Before she grabbed a towel, she peeled her bikini bottoms down. Making sure to bend over at the waist to give the guys a perfect view of her backside and the slit of her cunt. She picked up a towel and patted herself dry.

      When she turned back around, she realized the guys were still in the hot tub. They seemed a little unsure about climbing out after her.

      "If you guys want to fuck me, you'd better get out."

      Jerome nodded towards her husband. "Uh, what about coach?"

      "Don't worry about him. He's okay with it. In fact, he likes to watch. And if he's good he may even get sloppy seconds. Or sloppy thirds, in this case." She was so excited she giggled like an idiot.

      She dropped the towel and stood completely naked so they could get an eyeful of what she had to offer. The two recruits looked at each other before comically scrambling to be the first one to join her.

      She laughed as she watched their big black cocks dangling in front of them as they climbed up to her. Jerome was first. She picked up a dry towel and started to pat him dry, paying extra attention to his taut ass and cock.

      Then it was Daquan's turn. His cock wasn't as long as Jerome's, but it was thicker and had a curve to it. That was when she decided to let Jerome penetrate her first.

      When Daquan was dried off, she grabbed them by the cocks and led them inside. She especially enjoyed marching past her pouting husband.
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* * *

      Once they reached the master bedroom, the guys really came alive.

      Jerome scooped Charlotte off her feet and carried her across the threshold like they were newlyweds about to share a bed together for the first time. Charlotte was breathless in his powerful arms. The butterflies in her stomach fluttered like crazy.

      Daquan jumped on the bed. He spread out on his back ready for Charlotte to pounce on his cock.

      Jerome carried her over and deposited her gently on the end of the bed. His erect cock brushed against her thigh.

      She spied her husband behind Jerome. He was lurking at the doorway with a blank expression on his face. Like he couldn't believe it was happening.

      Charlotte crawled between Daquan's spread thighs. She made a show of licking her lips for him. Then she grabbed his cock and licked it from his balls all the way up to the oversized head.

      But instead of taking his curved cock into her mouth she angled it forward and away from her. She smiled wickedly and burrowed her face under his balls, her tongue searching for his asshole.

      It wasn't something she'd normally do — but she knew it would drive Frank insane.

      "Holy shit," Daquan said as he propped himself on his elbows to watch. But within seconds his eyes closed and he fell back on the bed as she licked his asshole.
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* * *

      Frank sat back in the chair. Defeated. Not once had his wife come close to doing anything with his ass. For as long as they were together they had the most vanilla sex life imaginable. Now he was married to college basketball's biggest, dirtiest slut.

      But even he couldn't ignore the painful erection straining against his pants. Only the discipline honed over a lifetime of hard work allowed him to patiently wait for his turn to fuck his own wife.

      For the time being all he could do was watch.
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* * *

      Jerome circled around behind Charlotte's raised ass. As a younger man, he didn't have anywhere near the patience his prospective coach had.

      The coach's wife's sexy ass bobbed as she went to town on Daquan's asshole, burying her face between his cheeks. She was so into it there was a wet spot in the crotch of her bikini bottoms.

      Jerome hooked his fingers under the hips of her bikini and pulled them down over her thighs. She raised her knees so he could slip them completely off.

      Her slit glistened even before she slid a finger between her thighs.

      Jerome licked his lips in anticipation before he spread her ass apart as wide as he could and buried his face between her cheeks.

      Charlotte's head bobbed up, her face glistening with saliva from her assault on Daquan's asshole. She whimpered and moaned as Jerome pleasured her with his tongue even as she stroked Daquan's cock.

      As good as it felt, she didn't bring these guys up there to be eaten out. She wanted their cocks inside her.

      "Fuck me," she gasped.

      Jerome stood up and wiped his face. He pressed his cock to her cunt.

      But he hesitated. He took a step back and looked over at Frank, like he wasn't sure what the reaction would be.

      But Frank just stared through him like he was lost in shock.

      Jerome must have assumed his silence was consent. He stepped back up to the edge of the bed and lined his cock up with Charlotte's cunt.

      He grabbed her by the hips and pushed into her.

      Charlotte winced and cried out.

      He was so big.

      Excited as she was she still wasn't ready for it. She closed her eyes as Jerome penetrated her fully.

      She was barely aware of Daquan stroking her hair. Her face was pressed against his crotch. She could handle the pain because she knew the pleasure would follow.
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* * *

      The pain quickly subsided. Charlotte managed to regain her breath. She lifted her head so she could stuff Daquan's cock in her mouth.

      For the first time in her life she had two guys' cocks inside her. She was so turned on she had to play with herself too.

      Jerome kept hammering her pussy. Practically drilling Charlotte into the bed. Her body pressed into the sheets. Only her ass stuck out for Jerome's pleasure.

      Charlotte couldn't keep her mouth on Daquan's cock. Instead she stroked him by hand while she made eye contact with him. His eyes were wide as he took in the scene of her being pounded by Jerome.

      Charlotte snuck a peek at her husband's reflection in a mirror. He looked stricken. Even more devastated as he did when Lamar was banging her.

      She felt a pang of guilt. She loved him and never really wanted to hurt him.

      But she had to do it. Not only did he need the players for his team and career, but she needed it too. She needed to keep expanding her experiences.

      For too long, she was lost in her husband's shadow. She didn't want to grow to resent him. This was a way to take back control.

      Plus, she knew he secretly liked it. Of course, he could never admit that he liked watching her with big, black guys. That he liked the humiliation.

      Jerome's thrusts were growing in intensity. Not only couldn't she suck Daquan's cock, she could barely hold onto it. Her moans echoed around the room. She was so loud, Frank no doubt was sure the neighbors could hear it.

      Jerome started losing control. His dark skin glistened with perspiration as he thrusted wildly into her. Finally he reared back too far and his long cock slid over her asshole and up between her cheeks.

      Daquan wanted his turn. He popped up from the bed and circled around. After Jerome got out of the way, Daquan grabbed Charlotte and flipped her onto her back.

      She spread her legs easily for him, even as she locked eyed with her husband. She was about to be fucked by her third big black cock and she wanted to make sure Frank knew how much she wanted it.

      Daquan quickly drew her attention. She was focused on his thicker, curved cock. It was different from any other she'd had inside her. She licked her lips in anticipation.

      It didn't disappoint. As soon as he entered her, she could feel the difference. It stretched her even more than Jerome had.

      Daquan towered over her. He was crouching at the edge of the bed as his cock slid into her gaping cunt. His hands were free to squeeze her bare breasts. She propped herself up on her elbows so she could see better.

      As she watched Daquan, she felt Jerome on the bed next to her. He was kneeling so he could stick his cock in her face. She grinned up at him and took him into her mouth. She could taste herself on him.

      Jerome was rough with her. He held her head still and thrust his cock as far as he could into her mouth, stretching out her cheek.

      Charlotte let him do it. Part of her was even thrilled to be used like that. She eyed her husband to see how he'd react.

      Frank was watching intently. He barely blinked. Seeing his wife being used like a living sex doll by two big black guys turned him on. Charlotte could see him rubbing his crotch.

      But she couldn't concentrate on her husband. Daquan was fucking her hard. His thick, curved cock felt so good. Filling her up and repeatedly pressing her pleasure button like a wild man.

      Pleasure built up deep inside Charlotte. More intense than anything she'd felt before. She closed her eyes and let it happen.

      Her body bucked as her orgasm consumed her. It was incredible.

      She opened her eyes just as Jerome shot his load all over her face. Some of it went in her mouth, which she swallowed.

      Between her thighs, Daquan's body was shaking. He kept thrusting into her as his body tensed up. Finally he exploded deep inside her.

      Daquan pulled out when he was finished with her. Charlotte eyed him already missing his curved cock. He smiled as he looked over her naked body. A conquest Charlotte was sure he'd never forget.

      Charlotte was spent. She closed her eyes for a moment. She must have drifted off. She woke to find Frank, naked and climbing on top of her.

      She smiled up at him and kissed him, forgetting about Jerome's load all over her face.

      Frank just grimaced as he fucked her with his pathetic little cock. It was more difficult for him to come this time. Her cunt was so stretched she could barely feel him inside her.

      Somewhere in the room she could hear the two players laughing. She had no doubt they were laughing at her humiliated cuckold of a husband desperately trying to have sloppy seconds (or thirds?) with his slutty wife.

      Charlotte just remained still, waiting for her husband to finish. A weak ending to the best night of sex she ever had.

      Her mind drifted as she stared at the ceiling. How could she top this?

      Being fucked by two guys was great. So what if she kept pushing the boundaries? How far could she go?

      A smile materialized on her face.

      Just then Frank concluded his sad third place finish. He noticed the smile on her face. And had the temerity to think it had anything to do with him.
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* * *

      The visit wrapped up and Charlotte, though more sore than she'd ever been, spent the rest of the weekend lounging around the house secure with the official commitments of Jerome and Daquan. Not bad for a night's work.

      Frank was back to his mopey self and Charlotte was relieved when he went back to the office on Monday.

      Unfortunately, Frank came home that afternoon much earlier than Charlotte expected. He didn't call or text to give her a heads up either, which was unusual. But Charlotte had to admit, there was a lot of unusual in their lives at the moment.

      She could tell all was not right with Frank before she even saw him. First, he slammed the front door closed, something he never did because he was so afraid of breaking the stained glass.

      Then he dropped his stuff in the foyer, making a lot of unnecessary noise, which was a normal sign he regularly gave off when he was pissed about something.

      Charlotte met him as he was pouring himself a drink. "You're home early. Is everything all right?" She braced herself for something awful.

      Her husband eyed her as he gulped down his drink. He even poured a second before he responded. "A reporter is snooping around."

      Charlotte's mind raced through a bunch of possibilities, none of them were good. But her newfound confidence allowed her to stay in control of her thoughts. She nearly laughed out loud when she associated her husband's use of the word "snooping" to an old Scooby Doo episode. Thank God he didn't say the reporter was "meddling."

      "So what? Aren't there always reporters around?"

      Frank swallowed the second glass as quickly as the first. "Not like this," he said and poured himself a third. This was going to be bad.

      Charlotte could feel the anxiety welling inside her. She'd seen a positive story online about the basketball program and was hoping to have a pleasant evening. Especially since she'd played a starring roll in making it happen. And she damn sure didn't want the good news to get lost in his crappy day.

      "I saw that the recruiting class is ranked in the top twenty now." Ever since she came up with the crazy plan to fuck her way to her husband's success, she wanted to see the look on his face when her plan first publicly succeeded.

      But, if anything, his face darkened at her good news.

      "That's the problem," he said. The whiskey helped turn his voice into a growl.

      "How is that a problem? You needed better players, right? So I got them. Three, so far. How many more do you need?" Deep inside Charlotte knew she was just beginning. Linking her carnal desires to her husband's career was a master stroke. She had every intention of riding this pony into the ground.

      "It's a problem because this reporter is digging in to find out why these top recruits are suddenly flocking to us."

      "So, just give him the same bullshit answers you always give to reporters. What's the big deal? Isn't lying to people a big part of coaching college basketball?"

      Besides, she thought, if he's good looking, she'd be willing to fuck him too — if that's what it took to keep him quiet.

      "First of all, it's a female reporter. She's relatively new and hungry and looking to make a name for herself."

      Charlotte took a minute to absorb the new information. Even though she wouldn't rule out being with a woman, she recognized she'd probably not be able to fuck their way out of this problem. Still, there was something that didn't add up.

      "But we haven't done anything illegal, right? And from what you tell me, there's a lot of other schools that do a lot worse things than we've done. So why is she coming after us?"

      Instead of answering directly, Frank turned back to the bar and poured another drink.

      "Frank, why is she coming after us?"

      He set the bottle down but still averted eye contact with her. "She wants my scalp."

      Frank was a relatively big name in college basketball circles but far from the biggest. She grabbed his forearm and forced him to look at her. "Why? Why does she want you?"

      He shrugged and took a long gulp.

      Charlotte squeezed his arm. "What did you do?"

      Frank yanked his arm away. He slammed the glass on the bar and started pacing. "Because she claims I sexually harassed her."

      "And why would she think that?"

      "I asked her out."

      "You asked her out?"

      He turned on his wife. "Yeah, I did. Since you're getting fucked by all my new players I thought it would be okay to get a little on the side myself! Sue me!"

      Charlotte shook her head. "Are you fucking kidding me? You know why I'm fucking these guys — to save your ass! So don't-"

      "Oh don't give me that crap! You love spreading your legs!"

      Charlotte laughed.  That was the first thing Frank was right about during this entire process. "So what did you do to her to piss her off?"

      "Nothing, really."

      "Bullshit, Frank! Tell me the truth!"

      "Fine, I suggested if she slept with me she'd get better access to the program."

      "And if she didn't sleep with you?"

      "Then I may have told her she'd get no access."

      Charlotte sat down and rubbed her temple. Her idiot of a husband could easily get fired for sexual harassment and they would lose everything anyway — no matter how many top players Charlotte could bring in.

      "Are you kidding me? You sexually harassed her? What the fuck is wrong with you?"

      "Maybe I've lost my mind since my wife started banging every basketball player she could get her hands on! Maybe that's not exactly normal!"

      Charlotte put her hands up as though she could physically block his words. "I can't even deal with you right now."

      She walked out of the room in a stupor. She had to just get away from him. Couldn't stand to be near him.

      Everything in their lives was now at risk, because her husband was a pathetic idiot.

      No wonder she craved other men.

      Now more than ever.
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* * *
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      "I made a deal with some of the players." Charlotte was playing coy with her husband. How could she break this news to him?

      He was still on a high from the big game even two hours later as he drove home. The tattered remains of the basketball net they cut down from the rim hung around his neck like a necklace. An unofficial reward for a job well done.

      But he wasn't the only one who did a good job. And he sure as hell wasn't the only one entitled to a reward.

      He looked at her side eye from the driver's seat, already suspicious. "What kind of deal?"

      This was it. She had kept it a secret from him ever since he got so upset when she let two recruits at the time, but since important contributors to the team's championship season, have sex with her.

      There was no way she could avoid telling her husband. Especially since the players would all be showing up at their house for a championship party the following night. It was better Frank knew ahead of time. So he could prepare himself.

      "What deal?" he asked again. "What did you get yourself into this time?"

      She looked out the passenger side window, ostensibly avoiding him. But she could see his face in the reflection. She didn't want him to know how excited she was. But she also didn't want to miss his reaction. "If they won the conference championship, I would fuck them."

      The car rocked as it swerved. Frank gripped the steering wheel so hard his knuckles turned white. Even whiter than usual. Veins in his neck popped and he grit his teeth, tightening his jaw. His voice was a growl, like he was threatening a referee who screwed him over. "Which ones?"

      "All of them."
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* * *

      Frank didn't say a word to her for the rest of the way home from the arena. Not that she wanted to listen to him anyway. So she just stared out the window as he drove. Besides she was so turned on the angry bounces in the car ride threatened to give her an orgasm.

      When they passed the university campus, they had to slow down. It was obviously not a normal Saturday night. Besides the flashing lights from police cars, the number of people milling around looked more like noon than midnight.

      There was toilet paper strung up in many of the trees. A big bonfire was raging in the center of the crowd and people were throwing things into it and running around like crazy people. Championships have a way of making people do crazy things.
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* * *

      Frank wasn't any more talkative the next day. It ticked Charlotte off. Frank was happy to win but he couldn't stomach what it took to get the players he needed. And that was all Charlotte's doing.

      Without her and what she was willing to do to get the players, Frank wouldn't have even sniffed a championship. Hell, she should have been the one cutting down the nets after the game. She wouldn't even have needed a ladder. She imagined being lifted up by the players, with their hands all over her.
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* * *

      The players arrived in bunches. The first car pulled up just as Charlotte was peeking out through the blinds. An electric surge of excitement shot through her down to her core.

      As a joke, she was wearing her old cheerleader outfit. Even though it was a cool night in March, the goosebumps that prickled her skin weren't due to the temperature.

      The doorbell rang and Charlotte practically sprinted to the door. From the foyer, she heard the deep voices of the players outside, talking and laughing excitedly. She hesitated before opening it. Her mind raced. Was this going too far?

      In less than a year, she'd gone from a faithful, devoted housewife to a cock-crazed nymphomaniac. It was quite an escalation from her husband's pathetically normal white cock, to one huge black one, and then two. And now this. She was like an addict. Only for big, black cocks. Craving more and more. Never having enough.

      Was she crazy enough to open the door and invite the entire team in? Could she be so bold as to star in her own gangbang?

      Frank emerged from the kitchen with a drink in his hand. The last time he'd won the conference championship, years earlier, had been possibly the happiest moment of his life, far surpassing his wedding day.

      Charlotte remembered how horny he was that night. After cutting down the nets and all the interviews and congratulations, he'd had Charlotte wear her old cheerleading outfit — the last time she'd worn it.

      He'd been so rough with her, ultimately bending her over the arm of a sofa, flipping up her quilted skirt, yanking her panties down to her knees and fucking her as hard as he ever did.

      She'd enjoyed every minute of it. But it didn't last. The pressure of maintaining that level of success had worn him away and led directly to the precarious position they'd found themselves in before Charlotte stepped in and helped with the recruiting.

      As he stood in the entryway to the kitchen, her husband's face looked exactly the opposite from his last championship evening. Instead of the confident joy of a conquering hero, he looked like a defeated prisoner waiting for his brutal execution.

      Charlotte felt sorry for him. She still loved him but things had changed. She was no longer willing to be sidelined in her own life while cheering him on. She'd taken control of their lives and would do what she thought best.

      The sex was just part of it. It gave her confidence to be reminded just how desirable she could still be. And Frank would never admit it but his body didn't lie. He liked watching her with other men, including the big black men who played for him.

      "Are you really going to do this?" His voice was barely a whisper.

      "Yes," she said. "I have to."

      His brow furrowed. "Why? Haven't you humiliated me enough?"

      Charlotte rolled her eyes. He still didn't get it. "It's not about you. Everything I do is not about you. This is about me."

      "How can you say it's not about me? You're my wife. Fucking my players. In my house. In front of me. Explain how it's not about me." He tilted his head to the side like he so often did when he got frustrated explaining a concept to a careless player.

      "I don't know. It's hard to explain. I guess I have to explore my limits."

      "Limits?" Frank shook his head. "Is this going to be the limit, then? Fucking the whole team? What if it isn't? What the hell are you going to do next?"

      "Let's just see how this goes, okay? Are you going to watch?"

      He shrugged. "I don't want to. I wish this wasn't happening. I'd like to go back to the way things used to be."

      "That's not going to happen. I want this and I'm doing this." She stared at him as he averted his eyes. "And you're going to watch every second. And when they're done with me, you're going to clean up after them. And only then will you get your chance."
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* * *

      As soon as she opened the door, Charlotte was the center of attention. Every guy leaned over to hug her as they walked in. Several went so far as to squeeze her ass as they did.

      Within minutes, the entire team had arrived. Twelve big strong black men on an emotional high and looking to release their energy on the coach's hot wife.

      There was really no pretense of an actual party. Charlotte didn't have drinks or food prepared or anything else like she would for a normal get together. Everyone present knew why they were there. They won the championship and were there to collect their reward.

      There were so many of them Charlotte had a difficult time getting any focus. The players were excitedly chatting back and forth, making sexual jokes and innuendos. Charlotte was feeling overwhelmed.

      So she made eye contact with Lamar, her first recruit. She took Lamar by the hand and led him into the living room. She sat him down on the couch and scooted in next to him. The other guys filtered in behind but Charlotte paid them no mind.

      "That was some game," she said to Lamar.

      He grinned. "It was a team effort."

      "But you were the MVP."

      "Still, it's a team game."

      Charlotte put her hand on his thigh. "Aren't you so glad you came?"

      There was a lull in the room. Lamar's face broke out in a broad grin.

      "I mean to play here?" Charlotte added and the room erupted with laughter.

      "Hell yeah," Lamar said above the din. "And it wouldn't have happened without you. So maybe you're the real MVP."

      "You are so cute," Charlotte said. She leaned in and kissed him hard on the mouth.

      That was all the icebreaker Lamar needed. His hands were all over her, feeling her up over the cheerleader uniform.

      Charlotte could feel the others eyes on her. She even saw her husband's reflection in the wall mirror. He couldn't tear his eyes away.

      "I want you to go down on me," Lamar said when they parted for a breath.

      Charlotte's hand was already rubbing the bulge in his pants. "Okay." She let him think it was his idea even though she was most definitely going to do it anyway.

      She thought how crazy it was for her to suck a guy's cock in front of an audience. Even an audience that she planned on fucking.

      She unbuttoned his pants and unzipped his fly. The room quickly quieted down as she pulled Lamar's oversized cock out of his pants.

      Lamar adjusted himself so he could pull his pants down. He yanked off his shirt and sat back to let the magic happen.

      Charlotte got on her knees on the couch next to Lamar. She held his cock straight up and lowered her head down. She took his cock in her mouth and started sucking.

      She made eye contact with Lamar, but was aware of the guys moving in closer. There were so many of them. And they were all staring at her. Watching her suck a big black cock.

      But that just excited her more.

      Someone said something and they all started laughing. Charlotte didn't hear what was so funny. But she sure did feel the hands grabbing her ass.

      Someone flipped up her cheerleader skirt, just as Frank had so many years earlier. At least three hands stroked her backside over her panties. She just kept sucking Lamar's cock as her excitement grew.

      The hands got rougher, pinching and groping her. A finger slid under the fabric of her panties and teased her cunt. It was already dripping wet.

      Another hand slid across her tight stomach and down the front of her skirt. A palm settled on her pussy while the fingers curled and thrummed her clit.

      Suddenly powerful fingers hooked the hips of her panties and pulled them down to her mid thigh. Her bare ass was exposed.

      The excitement in the room picked up.

      She was really doing this.
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* * *

      Then she was pulled to her feet by the powerful men. She was surrounded by the entire team. They used teamwork to pull her top off. Her skirt quickly followed. And just like that she was totally naked in a crowd of giant black men.

      Their greedy hands were all over her, squeezing her breasts and ass and everywhere in between. She kept getting spun around sometimes being pulled into sloppy kisses.

      The guys gradually removed their clothes. Charlotte could feel their hard dicks pressing into her. She grabbed one and then another and stroked them both. But just for a few seconds. There were so many cocks, she had to keep moving on to the next ones. Even though she'd fucked some of them before, each big black cock felt new in her hands. She had a hard time telling who was who. It was all a blur.

      Charlotte loved being the center of attention. But this was so out of control. "I can't believe this is happening," she said. Murmurs of agreement surrounded her. "I can't believe I'm doing this."

      Even though she couldn't see her husband, she could almost feel him watching the whole scene. And feeling smaller every second.

      Somehow she managed to bring the circle to the center of the living room. Someone grabbed a pillow for her as she sunk to her knees.

      A dozen cocks were suddenly at the level of her face. And she wanted to taste every single one. She stuffed one in her mouth and grabbed two with her hands. Her head tilted up so she could see the lucky guy staring down at her. She loved the power she had with a guy's cock in her mouth.

      She quickly moved on to another one and repeated the eye contact. She worked up a routine where she sucked on one cock while she stroked two with her hands. Other guys played with her ass while she did.

      At some point she became aware of a guy on the floor trying to get underneath her. The top of a head appeared between her thighs as someone started eating her out. She loved it and started grinding her grateful cunt on his face.

      Before long, she lost track of how many different cocks she sucked. It could have been each of the dozen of them or some could have been the second or third times — she had no idea.

      But her neck and jaw were already starting to get tired. Sucking so many cocks was quite a workout. Good thing she'd been working out hard for months or she wouldn't have lasted that long.

      One guy got on the floor on his back in front of her. Charlotte saw a way to change it up a bit.

      She relinquished her handle on the current group of cocks and pushed through the forest of black thighs and pulsing cock branches desperate to mount the guy on the floor. But someone else had other ideas. Instead of mounting the guy on the floor, she was pushed on all fours so she could suck his cock. Another guy grabbed her ass and pressed his cock to her wet cunt.

      They were starting to get rough with her. Not that she minded. Part of her depraved fantasy was being used like a piece of meat by so many guys.

      As the guy behind her negotiated her tight opening, Charlotte tensed, bracing for the initial pain that was the gateway to intense pleasure. She pulled the cock out of her mouth and held it between her swaying breasts.

      Whoever was behind her, wasn't patient.

      Whatever else Charlotte may have been, she wasn't an idiot. She knew better than to expect anything resembling tender lovemaking in this situation. Everyone in that room, including Charlotte herself, was there for one thing, a rough gangbang.

      The searing pain of the giant black cock forced inside her tight opening caused her to cry out. She slumped forward across the body of the prone guy, while she reached behind her reflexively to push back against her first penetration of the evening.

      A powerful hand grabbed hers and redirected it underneath her, placing it against her pussy. Charlotte took it from there and started playing with herself. The pain of the first indelicate thrusts sparked a small, but growing, flame of pleasure deep inside her.

      After a minute or so she was able to take the floor guy's cock back in her mouth. At first she had difficulty sucking it while she was being pitched forward. But she quickly developed a rhythm between going down on the one cock while being reamed by the second.

      Someone took her hand and pulled it to their own cock. She started stroking it as best she could even though she couldn't even see it, let alone who it belonged to.

      Another player tried the same with her other hand. For a few seconds Charlotte found herself pleasuring four different men at the same time. But it was stretching her shoulders uncomfortably and there was no way she could keep it up.

      She let go of the cocks in her hands and the players seemed to acknowledge she needed a break. The guy behind her suddenly pulled out, only to be replaced by another. This guy was bigger, both longer and thicker around. She was stretched again and it felt so good.

      The guy on the floor switched out too. Only he was replaced by two guys side by side. Charlotte liked this better because she could better suck one while stroking the other. Where four was too many, three guys at once was doable.

      She bounced back and forth between the two guys on the floor. Since she was right handed, the guy on her right side definitely got the better end of the bargain. The strokes she dished out with her right hand were so much more deliberate and coordinated compared to her left.

      At some point she started getting worn down. Her neck and arms were sore, as was her cunt, only much more pleasantly so. She stopped servicing the two guys on the floor and tried to catch her breath. The guy behind her pulled out.

      As she tried to rotate her shoulders a little, she felt powerful hands grabbing her. Suddenly she was lifted off the floor.

      The big guy who picked her up stood her up and spun her around. Names were lost to her in the blur of excitement. When she was facing him, he picked her back up in the air like she weighed nothing.

      Charlotte's stomach lurched at the momentary feeling of weightlessness. She spread her legs and found herself being lowered onto his massive cock.

      She threw her arms around his neck as he grabbed her around the ass and bounced her up and down. As the room erupted in cheers, Charlotte caught sight of her husband. He was sulking in the far corner by the stairs, stroking the bulge in his pants without much enthusiasm.

      Her attention was drawn away as the guy she was fucking slid the tip of his finger into her asshole. She couldn't help but squeal a little in his ear. It wasn't something she expected and it felt a little weird but not unpleasant.

      The cheering gave way to demands to share her. As he leaned forward to set her down, Charlotte hung on to him. She enjoyed the way he fucked her and didn't really want it to stop.

      He set her down on her back and she immediately felt cool leather on her skin. Out of the corner of her eye she saw the brown leather of the big ottoman, which she always hated. It was something Frank picked out. She always thought it was too big for the room and too nice for anybody to actually put their feet on. But it was a perfect platform for the star of a gangbang.

      Would her husband still like it after a dozen guys fucked his wife on it?

      She was immediately surrounded by eager players all with erections meant for her. For the first time, Charlotte got a good look at the enormity of her task. How was she going to be able to get all twelve guys off? And that wasn't even including her pouting husband.

      A crazy thought flashed through her mind — she wished she'd had the foresight to capture the night on video. She had two reasons in mind. One, so she could relive by far the wildest night of her life. And two, so she could rub it in her husband's face for the rest of their lives.

      Despite his professed dismay at being humiliated by her, she knew a deep, dark, shameful part of him got off on watching her with other guys.

      Too bad she didn't think to tape her starring performance in her one and only gangbang. She would just have to live with the memories.

      A huge cock smacked her in the forehead. It was big enough to actually hurt a little, even as it knocked her mind back to the present. One of the guys was standing directly over her head. From that angle she couldn't even see his face.

      But she knew what he wanted anyway. She tilted her head back and took his cock into her mouth. Panic momentarily gripped her as it slid deeper than any cock ever had before. That's when she finally understood what a real deep-throat feels like.

      The guy's balls dangled in her face. With each thrust his balls slid either right or left of her nose. Her view was limited between the guy's athletic thighs, so all she could do was feel the others helping themselves to her body.

      Someone lifted her legs and rammed his cock deep into her warmed up cunt. Whoever it was knew what the hell he was doing. He even had the decency to play with her clit while he fucked her. She couldn't do it herself because her hands were busy with two other cocks.

      The guy between her legs was really pounding her. Muffled cheers reached Charlotte's ears as she gagged on the deep-throated cock.

      Her eyes were tearing and she needed a break so she pushed the guy back from her head so she could catch her breath. Strands of saliva desperately clung from her lips to the departing cock.

      Just as soon as her head was free, she raised her head to see who was fucking her. The player between her legs, she thought his name was Jamel, but she wasn't sure because she'd never seen him about to have an orgasm before, was tensing up. He grabbed her hips and thrust wildly into her. Suddenly she felt the warmth of him exploding inside her.

      Charlotte felt her own orgasm coming on. She started playing with herself. It wouldn't be long. All the eager guys staring down at her while they stroked themselves turned her on more than she thought possible.

      Jamel finally finished and pulled out. The others groaned and booed when his cock was followed by a trickle of his cum dripping out of her.

      They shoved Jamel out of the way. Two guys nearly came to blows over who would be the next to fuck her. But Charlotte couldn't even tell who won before another cock found its way into her mouth.

      Seconds later, she found herself servicing four guys at once again. One in her mouth, another in her cunt and two more were getting handjobs.

      Over the din she heard the guys arguing about the pecking order. Or what they quickly termed the fucking order. They would go in class order, seniors first, followed by juniors, sophomores and the freshman last. Ties would be determined by scoring average.

      The second guy came inside her quickly. Then everyone shifted again. It was all a blur to Charlotte. Warm, dark, powerful flesh surrounded her like a feverish dream.

      Her ability to follow along fell away completely as her body responded to all the attention lavished on her with a powerful orgasm. Her body bucked up into the player lucky enough to be fucking her when she came.

      When the waves of pleasure diminished, all her energy was gone. She couldn't so much as watch as the rest of the team ran a train on her.

      Every guy took their turn with her. She was sure some may have gone more than once. Not that she minded. She wanted all of them. As many times as they could.

      Her entire body was pleasantly numb, even as she knew she was going to be sore for days.

      Through half lidded eyes she became aware of the excitement wearing down. Fewer guys crowded around her. The crazy sexual energy in the room had largely been spent.

      But they weren't done with her yet.

      Charlotte felt herself being picked up again. Her limbs were heavy with fatigue. She was suddenly straddling a player who had taken her place across the ottoman. He flashed a wide grin up at her as he guided her down his shaft.

      She was pretty sure this player had already fucked her but she wasn't certain. She couldn't even recall his name. All she knew was that his cock still felt so good filling her up.

      Then she felt another guy behind her, pushing her torso forward, bending her over. She gladly pressed her body onto the player she was fucking.

      She was vaguely aware of some warm liquid being poured down the crack of her ass.

      Lube.

      A huge finger began playing with her asshole, teasing in and out. It was such a pleasant sensation — having a cock in her cunt and being penetrated in the ass at the same time.

      She winced when a second finger joined the first one. She looked back over her shoulder. One of the guys with big tattoos on his chest and arms was focusing on her asshole like it was a science project.

      "Go slow," she said to him.

      He smiled at her and nodded. Then he applied some lube to his enormous stiff cock.

      The guy she was riding saw how tense she was. He wrapped his arms around her and said, "Just try to relax. If you clinch up it will hurt more."

      Charlotte nodded.

      Over the previous few months, she'd been practicing with anal beads. And no matter how much it hurt she was determined to see it through. She always wondered what being really double penetrated felt like. Time to find out.

      The guy behind her pressed his cock to her asshole. His cock was so big it wouldn't fit.

      At least not at first.

      He kept pressing and applying lube.

      Finally the massive head of his cock popped inside her asshole.

      The searing pain had Charlotte crying out.

      The guys were patient with her though. Everyone remained still until the pain eased. Charlotte nodded for them to continue. The guy in her ass pressed forward, slowly but steadily.

      Charlotte's eyes were closed and her mouth was open in a silent scream. The giant cock in her ass hurt a lot but she just knew it would be worth it.

      With Charlotte in the middle the three of them managed an uneasy rhythm. Gradually the pain morphed into pleasure. Charlotte soon found herself on the verge of another orgasm.

      She kept her eyes closed and focused on how good it felt. The two cocks filled her so completely and together they brought her ecstasy she never imagined.

      The two guys came right along with her. Her entire body spasmed between the two powerful men as waves of pleasure welled up inside her.

      It was a moment Charlotte wanted to last forever.

      When the guys were done they pulled out and extricated themselves from the tangle of sweaty bodies. Charlotte had gone limp in someone's arms as all her energy was spent.

      A contented smile was on her face. The night was a success.
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* * *

      She opened her eyes to loud cheering. She could feel someone between her thighs, eating her out. She managed to tilt her head up enough to glimpse the top of a head. It was immediately clear to her that the guy cleaning her up was her husband.

      Ugh. She was sore and tired and just wanted to go to sleep. But he kept at it.

      If he was trying to arouse her again, he was failing miserably. Her cunt had been so worked over during the evening that she was practically numb down there.

      With great effort, she managed to reach down and tap him on the head. When his head popped up from behind her pussy like a groundhog, she couldn't manage to stifle a laugh that hurt her ribs.

      The lower half of his face was glazed over. He wiped it away with his hand in disgust. Nothing like cleaning up after twelve guys came in your wife.

      Apparently undaunted, Frank climbed on top of her. He was naked except for the tattered remains of the net he cut down the night before. Someone had mockingly thrown it over his head.

      Unlike just about everyone else who fucked her, Frank wasn't smiling. His eyes were red rimmed and his cheeks looked like he had recently wiped tears away.

      His cock was so insignificant, Charlotte barely felt him inside her. Still he was able to come so quickly that Charlotte couldn't believe he was done already. But she was grateful he didn't last very long.

      And with that, Charlotte closed her eyes. She'd made it through the gangbang.

      And had no regrets.
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* * *

      The chimes from the doorbell woke Charlotte with a start. The pain in her back and neck made her immediately regret even the minor motion.

      Somehow she had gotten upstairs from the living room and into their bed. She blinked up at the ceiling as her mind rebooted all the memories from the previous night. At first she was sure it was just a dream she had. But the aching brought her back to reality.

      Her body was sore all over. But it was so worth it. She'd be able to draw on her memories to fuel her fantasies for the rest of her life. And Frank would reap the benefits of a turned on wife for a long time. If he could just get past his issues.

      The doorbell rang again, the chimes angry and insistent. Her husband was not in the bed. In fact, his side looked like it had hardly been slept in at all. At least he can get the door. She closed her eyes again, hoping to fall back asleep despite the pain.

      The doorbell again. Quicker this time. Her irritation grew, no doubt matching or exceeding the impatience of whoever was bothering her. But if she got up she could at least take something for the pain. She still had some hydrocodone from a sprained ankle a few years ago.

      She eased herself out of the bed and gingerly walked to the bathroom. Her thighs burned with pulled muscles but her crotch was the most sore. Gangbangs were not for the faint of heart.

      As she left the bathroom, she grabbed her robe. The doorbell chimes had morphed into insistent knocking. It had better be an emergency. But then something awful crossed her mind. She pictured a police officer at the door.

      What if it was about Frank?

      Was he upset enough to have done something stupid?

      What if he had driven drunk?

      Or hurt himself?
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* * *

      Suddenly the gangbang wasn't so great. And her pain was nearly forgotten as she rushed to the front door. Her pulse pounded in her head.

      There wasn't anybody in front of the door. At least she couldn't see anybody through the glass.

      She fumbled with the lock but managed to undo it and she flung the door open. She stepped outside and only then saw who it was.

      A very pretty, youngish woman had made it nearly to the driveway before she spun around. Her eyes lit up when she saw Charlotte standing on the front step.

      Tension dissipated from Charlotte, so relieved it wasn't a grim faced officer with terrible news.

      "Can I help you?" Charlotte asked, though she wasn't in the mood to help anyone at the moment. Out of habit she ran her fingers through her hair, trying to minimize the bedhead.

      "You must be Charlotte," the woman said as she walked back over. Something about her piercing brown eyes caused Charlotte to cross her arms over her chest and pull the robe tighter around her.

      Charlotte's mind raced. The vibe she was getting from this woman immediately suggested REPORTER. Though lots of young female reporters were assigned to the basketball beat, Charlotte was sure this one was the one Frank had told her about.

      The one he sexually harassed. Like a total fucking asshole. She was angry at herself for being worried about him.

      Charlotte took a couple of steps backwards before turning to head back inside. "I'm afraid my husband's not here right now-"

      "I'm not looking for your husband."

      Charlotte ventured a glance over her shoulder. The woman was following her, chasing her back to the front door.

      Anger surged through Charlotte. Her experiences during the past year had given her confidence she'd thought she'd lost forever. And she wasn't going to be chased into her house by anybody.

      But before she could even turn around the woman said, "You must be sore today."

      The air in Charlotte's lungs felt like it was sucked out of her. She clutched her throat as it tightened. Her hands started shaking and she was suddenly dizzy.

      She knew! How could she know?

      Someone told.

      One of the players.

      One of the players she spread her legs for.

      Her life was over. If word of this got out, she would be finished. All of her friends. Her family. Her mom. Dad. Her mother in law.

      "Who are you?"

      "It doesn't matter who I am."

      "A reporter?"

      "No," the woman said as she shook her head and smiled.

      "You're not? But my husband-"

      "Your husband thought I was a reporter. He just assumed. It's not his fault. He's just an idiot. But you already know that."

      "So why are you messing with us?"

      "I represent another party."

      Charlotte felt more and more uncomfortable. "Another party? What the fuck does that even mean? Who are you?"

      "Forget about that. It doesn't matter who I am. It doesn't make any difference. I think the better question is what do I want?"

      "Blackmail is a crime, you know," Charlotte said. A desperate attempt to regain control.

      It didn't work. The woman just laughed.

      "You think blackmail is funny?"

      The woman practically doubled over with laughter and literally slapped her knee. Like it was the funniest thing she ever heard. When she finally stood back upright and caught her breath, she said, "Can you say that word again, please?"

      "What, blackm-" Charlotte caught herself before finishing the word.

      "Yeah, that one. It's just funny hearing you say blackmail."

      "Why is that funny?" Charlotte clung to the hope the woman didn't know what she'd done.

      The woman tilted her head like she was tired of playing games. "You know why." She reached into her pocket.

      Charlotte flinched, just a little, but the woman still caught her. "Relax," she said and pulled out a cell phone. "What did you think I had a gun or something? Trust me, you'd rather it was a gun. This is much worse."

      The woman tapped her phone a couple of times. Charlotte could hear what sounded like a video playing. The voices were tinny sounding but she could tell it was from a party.

      Within seconds Charlotte knew exactly what the video was from, even before the woman held it up so she could see.

      "What is that?" Charlotte's mind was racing but she still managed to play dumb. She doubted her poker face though.

      "You don't recognize it? It's your party last night." The woman pulled the phone back to look at it. "You can even see your face in this part." She held it back up for Charlotte.

      "Why are you showing this to me?"

      "Why do you think? I want something."

      "What?"

      "Your husband quits his position as head basketball coach. By tomorrow."

      "And if he doesn't."

      "That's easy. The video of you getting gangbanged by the entire team gets released."

      "And what if we go to the police?"

      "That's also easy. The video gets released."

      "And you go to jail."

      "Unlikely. But you know what else happens? Your husband still resigns. Or gets fired. Plus he's a laughingstock. A cuckold. And you're a cheating slut. Just think of the humiliation."
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* * *

      The woman left Charlotte stunned.

      Somehow she made it back into the house. Behind the door she crumbled to the floor. It was over. Their comfortable life, which she tried so hard to protect, was gone.

      Charlotte's heart pounded so hard she thought she might have a heart attack. She sat slumped against the front door for a long time in a daze.

      Only when she heard her husband come home did she manage to get back to her feet.

      And the panic set in all over again.

      Before she took charge of the recruiting, Frank was the one responsible for the threat to their comfortable lives. But now Charlotte realized, it was all on her.

      If she hadn't come up with the stupid idea to fuck all the players, then they might have made it. But she'd pushed it too far.

      As he closed the garage door, Charlotte began to shake again. How could she tell him he had to resign after all she'd done? After all the humiliation she'd put him through.

      Images of the video would haunt her forever.

      But there was something about the video that really pissed her off.

      The video wasn't shot through a window. The evil bitch hadn't been leering through the blinds like some Peeping Tom pervert.

      The video had been shot from inside the house.

      Someone at the party had taken the video.

      And shared it with that blackmailing bitch.
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* * *

      Charlotte was sitting down at the kitchen table when her husband quietly slipped in from the garage. At first he didn't seem to notice she was there.

      He still had the disheveled look of a man beaten down. Charlotte thought it was even worse than he looked when she was being double penetrated in their living room.

      Suddenly, she was overcome with guilt. This was all her fault. She'd put her husband through hell and still had nothing to show for it.

      A sob escaped her. The sound jerked Frank to attention. He spun around and looked at her, eyes wide with shock to see her there.

      They just looked at each other for a long moment, as though neither knew what to say to the other.

      Finally, Charlotte managed to say, "Frank, please sit down. We need to talk."

      Frank shuffled over. His blank stare and gaunt face shook Charlotte to her core. He sat and kept his head down.

      Charlotte reached out and nudged his chin up. "I'm sorry," she said.

      His eyes brightened. He took her hand in his. "No, no. It's not your fault."

      "Yes, it is." Tears started forming. "The woman reporter came by while you were out."

      Frank jerked upright, his brow furrowed. "Here? She came to the house? What did she say?"

      Charlotte could barely look at him. "She's not a reporter. She's something else. Like a private investigator, I think."

      "What?" He stood up and started pacing.

      "She showed me some video. Oh, Frank, it was from last night! Someone at the party shot video and gave it to her!"

      "She showed it to you?"

      Charlotte nodded. "She said she'd release it if you didn't resign by tomorrow. I'm so sorry."

      Frank stopped pacing and stared at her. As haggard as he looked, Charlotte noticed something was missing.

      Frank did not seem as shocked as he should have.

      Charlotte stood up and took her husband's hands. "Frank, did you know about this?"

      Frank looked stricken. He avoided making eye contact with her. He even tried to pull away but Charlotte clutched his hands.

      "You did know! How did you know?" She started to squeeze her husband's hands to the point her knuckles whitened.

      "Who took the video, Frank?"

      He jerked his hands away from hers and backed away, as though he was afraid she'd attack him.

      "They hacked my cloud account!"

      The urge to punch her idiot of a husband surged inside her. But she restrained herself as she parsed his non answer to her question.

      "Why would the video be on your cloud account, Frank?" She knew the answer but she wanted to hear it from him.

      Frank hung his head in defeat. The first sound out of him was an awful sob. The sound a man makes when he is about to lose everything.

      Charlotte stared at him. The rage percolated inside her. The dashing, confident up and comer she married was replaced by the broken sobbing shell in front of her.

      "Who took the video?"

      "I did!" He looked up at her with tears rolling from red rimmed eyes.

      Charlotte turned away from him, just to get him out of her sight. She was so pissed she might do something she'd really regret.

      She stormed away. With each step, her rage shifted from rage to fear. Their fate was in a stranger's hands.

      If the video of her being eagerly gangbanged by the entire basketball team ever got out, the humiliation would follow them forever.

      In the digital age, the video would never be forgotten. Everyone she'd ever meet could just look her up online and watch twelve guys, not including her husband, run a train on her in perfect high definition.

      Before she took a half dozen steps, Charlotte knew they were fucked.
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* * *

      Frank tendered his resignation as instructed by the blackmailer. The official reason he offered was to "spend more time with his family."

      Charlotte played the role of the dutiful wife, standing by her man at the press conference. She plastered her old cheerleader smile on her face while her eyes darted around the room, looking at the reporters, the real ones, anyway. Under the bright lights it was hard to make out individual faces, so she couldn't tell if anyone knew anything about the video.

      She barely listened to Frank as he spoke from the podium. At one point he must have thanked her for her love and support because he looked over at her with his face etched in a pained facsimile of a smile. It was similar to how his face looked when she took the first big black cock in her mouth months earlier.

      Charlotte's mind drifted. How would she manage without a steady flow of big, black men between her thighs? If she was going to have to rely on her memories for her sex life she would have to buy one of those big black, anatomically correct dildos she saw online.

      Maybe even get two of them.

      When the university's athletic director and Frank concluded their prepared statements, Charlotte was ready to go. The faster they got out of the spotlight, the better. But before she could grab Frank by the arm, an impromptu question and answer session broke out.

      A reporter asked Frank what he'd miss most about coaching college basketball. He said, "I'm going to miss the players."

      Charlotte hid her face. Me too, she thought.

      Her cheeks started to ache from the fake smiling. Back in her cheerleading heyday she could have fake smiled for hours.

      A reporter from somewhere in the back called out, "What about your wife?"

      Charlotte just waved and shook her head. The shy unassuming good wife staying in the shadows of her husband's limelight.

      "Is it true that you had sex with the entire basketball team?"

      The room started spinning for Charlotte.

      There was just silence.

      Could she have imagined it?

      Then the laughter started.

      Another voice yelled out, "Did you know about the video?"

      And another. "Is this you in the video having sex with the entire basketball team?"

      Charlotte felt her whole world crumbling around her.

      Someone grabbed her hand.

      Frank.

      He pulled her out the side door and away from the glaring lights as she covered her face with her free hand.

      Someone yelled, "No more questions."
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* * *

      "Turkey," Frank said as he came up behind her. He had been outside making sure his beloved ottoman made it safely on the truck.

      Charlotte was startled from her daydream. She was standing in the doorway to the kitchen ostensibly watching the movers wrap up the china set someone gave them as a wedding gift. But she was really eying the big black young guy in the too small moving company tee shirt.

      Charlotte thought of the old saying, once you go black, you never go back.

      So true.

      "They should have just left it wrapped from the last move since we never used it," Frank said.

      Charlotte turned away just enough to roll her eyes without her husband noticing. "Turkey?"

      "I've got a job offer for a team in Turkey," he said.

      Charlotte suddenly felt a headache coming on. She'd had a lot of those since her life collapsed in humiliation. Try selling a home referred to as the "Gangbang House." Or explaining to real estate agents why someone keeps spray painting I LUV BIG BLACK COCKS on the garage doors.

      "Do they have the Internet in Turkey?"

      "I'm pretty sure they do," said Frank.

      "I was joking."

      "I know you were," he said and pulled her to him. He kissed her lovingly on the top of the head. "But I think starting over somewhere brand new would be the best thing for us."

      Just what Charlotte was hoping to avoid in the first place.

      She wanted to ask him how many big black guys lived in Turkey but decided it was probably not the best time.

      Still, she was hooked and not the least bit interested in giving that part of her life up. And wherever they ended up Frank would have to deal with it.
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* * *
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* * *

      
        
        The End.
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* * *

      Thanks for reading!

      For more stories like this, check out Cuckold 24 Story Bundle!
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