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​ RECAP






In episode 1, five sexy women got
together for drinks and ended up spilling the beans about their
first experience with a big black cock. Roxanne went first, telling
everything about her big black Nigerian professor back in college.
And then it was Erin’s turn to spill, where she confessed that
once, while piloting a private flight to Los Angeles, she got a
little ‘friendly’ with her large exotic male passengers. Episode 3
featured a naughty reporter cornered by a gang of BBC alpha males
in the ghetto.

Now it is time for part 4!
Enjoy!


​ 1.

I guess before I really
get into it you should understand what the Corn Huskers mean to
Nebraska. For you ladies out of the loop – it’s a college football
team. They have other sports at UNL, but the football team can
literally alter the mood of the entire state. I’m talking about the
difference between a ‘hello good morning how are you neighbor’ and
a curt, dismissive nod. It matters. They matter. And you’re hard pressed
to find a Nebraskan that doesn’t support and care about the team.
It’s a culture, it’s part of Nebraska’s culture, and so it’s part
of me.

Working for the local station I get
good seats for the games all the time. I have for years. And it’s
always been something fun for Jack and me to do together, and then
with the boys. To this day we still go when our schedules permit.
But there was a game towards the end of the 2018 season, the last
home game, where things went a little…off the deep end? Yes, that’s
probably a good way to put it.

Jack couldn’t go. He was
sick with food poisoning from a late-night burger I told him not to
get. It’s funny, if he’d just listened to me then, there’s no way
any of this would have happened. But he was out, and I had one
extra ticket. I called a girlfriend, she was supposed to meet me at
the tailgate, she never showed. I found out later she got into an
argument with her boyfriend. That left me with some friends
tailgating like we typically did before games. But their section
was somewhere else in the stadium and so I was kind of bummed I
wasn’t going to be able to hang with them. Cornhusker games
are packed, and I
mean sold out nowhere to stand kind of packed. It wasn’t like I
could just go with my friends to their seats. I was on my
own.

I thought about leaving, but by the
time we finished the tailgate I was three sheets to the wind. My
friends promised we would meet up at halftime for a drink, and
again after the game was over (as long as we won of course, there’d
be no celebrating on a loss). I figured I’d make friends and watch
the Cornhuskers put on a show.

I knew who Lavar David was
way before I ever had his big black cock in my mouth. Six foot
five, two hundred and fifty-five pounds of man. Young man, sure –
he had just turned twenty. But he didn’t look it. And from the word
around town, the kid got more pussy than Rick James on a greatest
hits tour. He was living a dream – college superstar, handsome,
strong. Well fed. I actually used to joke to Jack that I had
a hall pass with Lavar –
that my husband would have
to forgive me if I ever fucked him. Jack thought
that was funny. The absurdity of me
fucking a monster like Lavar. We both had our own
little ‘hall pass’ jokes. Know what’s funny? Guess who his hall
pass was… YOU,
Roxanne.

Anyways, I never joked about Lavar
again after that day. Not to Jack. Not to anyone.

When I found my row on the
lower level, near the sidelines, I noticed that someone was sitting
in what was supposed to have been Jack’s seat. It wasn’t out of the
ordinary, this sometimes happened. But empty Cornhuskers seats are
usually waiting for somebody. I just didn’t want any
conflict.

When I sat down the man
turned to me – he was older, probably in his late 50s. He was a big
fella, like maybe he used to play for the team. He had a grey
beard, and grey curly hair. He was handsome, and I could tell by
his smile, even before he spoke a word, that he was
loud.

“Lawd have mercy they sat me down
beside an angel!”

“I wouldn’t go that far,” I smiled and
crossed my legs.

“Where’d you come from girl you musta’
just fell down right outta’ heaven when I wasn’t lookin’!” His hand
was fucking gigantic when I shook it and his breath smelled like
booze. He was dressed nicely though, like he had some money. “I’m
Marshall. Pleased to make your acquaintance.”

“Nina,” I told him, now more amused
than anything resembling put-off. “Nice to meet you,
Marshall.”

“How come a pretty little thang like
yahself sittin’ here all by her lonesome?”

“My husband is sick. Last minute,” I
shrugged. Marshall was definitely checking me out by then, his eyes
tracing down my neck and bare chest to check out what I had going
on in the rack department. I was wearing a tiny white tank top with
a big N on it, my tits all pushed up, my stomach showing. “I tried
to find someone to take the ticket but here I am.”

Marshall smirked, playful,
mischievous. He said: “Wait a minute now you on the end of the row!
That means this seat here, the one I’m sittin’ in…”

“I won’t tell if you won’t,” I winked.
The crowd was picking up around us, kickoff was imminent. “Besides,
you want to buy me a drink for stealing my husband’s seat I won’t
hold it against you.”

“Gotcha self a deal!” Marshall
hollered laughing. “You wouldn’t believe it but only reason I’m
even here and not there on the sidelines is some new baloney rule
they got about parents being too close to the damn
game!”

Marshall waved down a beer man and
bought me a drink. We toasted and drank. There was nothing strange
about the whole interaction. You know how sociable I am. Plus, I
was drunk, in a great mood, determined to have a good
time.

“You’re a parent to one of the
players?” I shouted over the din of the stadium.

“Sho’ am. And you know who he is
too!”

When he said Lavar’s name I saw the
resemblance in an instant. I couldn’t see it before under his big
grey beard, but I knew he was telling the truth. Somehow, through
luck of circumstances, I ended up sitting next to Lavar David’s
dad. And boy was he a charmer. The game kicked off and we were in
it to win it. Lavar and I both were on our feet cheering with
everybody else, high fiving when things went our way, and booing
the refs when they didn’t. It was fun. It felt harmless. I was
younger then.

“You keep checking out my butt when
you stand up, I’m gonna start thinking you have a crick in your
neck, Marshall,” I teased. The clock was winding down the final
seconds to halftime.

“Damn girl was it that obvious?” He
didn’t even blush. “Apologies. I may be old, but I know a fine ass
when I sees one!” We laughed hard together about that
one.

When halftime let out the
score was tied and I was, somehow, even drunker than I was to start
the game. I forgot all about meeting up with my friends from the
tailgate because Marshall was that
entertaining. On top of that, he’d hinted more
than once that he could introduce me to Lavar after the game. To
get a pic with Lavar, to brag to my friends and make Jack jealous,
was something I just couldn’t let slip through my fingers. I’m a
little bit older now, but I knew it then too – Marshall was more
than just flirting with me. He wanted to get me into that locker
room after the game.

“Granted they win o’
course,” Marshall made a point to say, handing me another
margarita. “You know how the whole damn state shuts down when they
lose. Well, Lavar gets angry. A little too worked up if you
ask me. I’ll just have to introduce you another time if that’s the
case.”

“I’m not worried about it,” I winked.
“No way we lose this one.”

We were squeezing past a crowd when I
felt Marshall’s hand grab my ass cheek and give it a definite
squeeze. I kind of jumped, squealed? I looked back at him, and my
face was flushing red but I had a drunken smile on my face and I
said: “Excuse me!”

“Sorry girl had to get one good one
in,” he chuckled.

“Hands to yourself Mr. David!” But
somehow it felt all in good fun, like at this point, Marshall and I
were old friends. The way he’d done it – the way he grabbed my
little ass in his big hand – had felt playful rather than creepy.
But during the second
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