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“Yo, are you coming overnight?” My best friend Kyle asked me. I could barely hear him over the loud thumping bass of the club music. 

“I don’t know, bruh. I’m mad tired from the club and drinking. I might just get a taxi and go to the hotel.”

“You serious? We can keep the party going at my place! It’s rare that my best friend comes to back to his hometown to visit. Since you’re now Mr. Big Bad Sean in the corporate world in NYC.”

I laughed, “bruh, I’m just a junior accountant. After graduating college, I had to practically beg my sister for a job at her firm. It’s nothing. I live in a cramp two-bedroom apartment with my roommate and his girlfriend. It’s not that luxurious.”

“It’s better than living at home with you parents. Unlike you when I graduated from college, I didn’t get a fancy job. I was jobless and had to move back home. Honestly, we’re both twenty-two and I feel like we are on two different life paths. 

I sighed and placed my hand on Kyle’s shoulder. “Bruh, we been friends since high school. I know you’re going to bounce back. What did Coach T always tell us on the court?”

“Keep hustling till the clock hits zero.”

“Exactly. The clock is no where near zero.  You keep balling. Your shot is going to come.”

“Thanks, bruh. This is why you’re my boy.”

“I know.”

We dapped up and embraced each other for a moment. Even though Kyle was white, and I was black, we still saw each other as brothers. We were there for each other, through thick and thin. 

“You know what?” I grinned. 

“What?”

“Let’s head back you your place. Let’s keep this party going.”

“Yes! That’s what I’m talking about! It would be like old times. My dad keeps the house stacked with beer and liquor. We can drink his stash just like in high school.”

“Yeah, I would like that.”

Leaving the bar, we took a taxi to Kyle’s house and walked into the house a little after two in the morning. For an hour, Kyle and I drank a couple of beers in his family’s living room and continued to reminisce about high school until we both passed on the couch and recliner seats we sat on. 

Later, I wasn’t sure what woke me up. It could’ve been because I was sleeping in a foreign place or that I was drunk, but I stirred awake. My throat felt dry, and I looked over to see Kyle passed out in the reclining chair beside me. He snored loudly tossing and turning in his sleep. 

I yawned and realized that my parched throat wasn’t going to leave and decided to walk into the kitchen for some water. I was still a dazed, scratching my neck, stumbling into the kitchen when I saw a large pale ass sticking up in the air. She hummed a soft tune, as her glistening curves were exposed for me to see. Her thighs were thick, she wore silver heels, and her ass swayed, as it appeared she was searching for something in the fridge. My eyes couldn’t stop staring at her fat mature curves as she only wore a pair of red lace panties. I’m not going to lie her ass looked amazing bent over and made my cock tingle from the sensual image. 

I recognized that ass anywhere as it belonged to Kevin’s mom, Tori. 

“Tori?”

She screamed and jumped away from the fridge, clutching her chest. I couldn’t help but to grinned seeing a full display of her lingerie, as her red lace bra was see through and I could spy her large pink areolas and taut nipples. 

Fuck me, I knew she was my best friend's mom, but I couldn’t look away. This milf’s beautiful voluptuous figure caught me like a moth to a flame. 

“Sean! I didn’t know you were still up!” She attempted to cover herself with her hands as she stood in shock in the kitchen. 

“Yeah, I wanted some water...”

“Oh...”

I nodded and grabbed a glass by the sink and filled it with tap water. Tori stood frozen in place watching my every move. After taking a sip, I grinned, “what has you dressed like that?” I asked. 

“Oh...if you must know, Kyle’s dad and I were umm...”

“Oh!” I laughed. “Did I interrupt?”

“No, actually, quite the opposite...” she sighed. “Why am I telling you this. This is embarrassing...” she pressed her hand in her forehead. She sighed and looked away. 

“No, it’s cool. I’m drunk as fuck right now. I’m probably not going to even remember this conversation.”

“Oh...” 

“You don’t have to tell me, if you don’t want, however, it seems like you got a lot on your chest...”

She sighed. “This stays between us?”

“Yeah.”

“It’s Kyle’s dad, we’ve been having some issues in the bedroom.”

“What? He can’t get it up?”

“Yeah, we’ve tried a lot of different things to help, like watching porn, and blowjobs, but nothing is working. Plus, he’s too stubborn to go on the pill. Something about feeling less than a man...”

“Oh, I’m sorry.”

“Yeah, so it’s been tough. I haven’t felt sexually satisfied in months. It’s been so damn long, and my dildo can only get me so far you know?”

“Oh...” 

“Yeah, so my husband is upstairs asleep, and I came down here for a snack. I figured a cold piece of pizza wouldn’t let me down.” She laughed and looked down at her lingerie. “Why I didn’t cover up is another question. I thought y’all were asleep, and I guess I just wanted to come down get a slice and leave. Sorry if seeing me in this outfit disgusts you. I’m not the figure I used to be.” She sighed and covered up her saggy rolls of skin and cellulite. 

“I actually think you’re sexy as hell. I love fucking milf BBWs like you.”

She laughed and covered her face as she blushed. 

“Oh, please, I’m no MILF...”

“I disagree, to be a milf, you just gotta be a mature that someone wants to fuck, and I certainly do...” my voice was low as I smirked at her. 

“Sean...” she breathed. Her chest moved rapidly as she stared at me. 

I approached her, getting closer to her. With every step I took, she shuddered. In a suave voice I said, “Call it a fetish or what not, but I love fucking big beautiful married matures like you.  I join in cuckolds all the time in NYC. Men love watching their white wives get fucked by my black dick all the time.”

“Oh my...”

“Too much?”

“No. But these cuckolds, do they ruin the relationship between the husband and wife? I mean she’s cheating on him.”

“They don’t see it that way. It’s just sex. I’m not taking her out to a fancy dinner or sleeping next to her every night. We meet up at a hotel room, we fuck and then go our separate ways.”

“Ah...” she nodded and looked away, rubbing her neck as if she wanted to say something else. 

I paused and bit my lip, ogling her busty figure in her red lingerie. The longer I stared, the more I realized my bad idea. Normally, I wouldn’t ask this question to my best friend's mom, but I was drunk as hell, and I figured what the hell. Not to mention her pasty white curves had me under some sort of spell. “Did you want some help?”

“Help?” She questioned.

“Yeah, did you want to fuck?”

“Sean! You’re my son’s best friend since high school. I’m married...”

“So?”

“Yes, but what if my husband or Kyle finds out?”

“They are both asleep. They will never know.”

“I’ll know. I can’t keep that secret.”

I smiled and placed my glass on the counter. “Tell me have you ever been with a black man?”

“No, but...”

“Have you fantasized about it. In my experience most white women like you have...”

“Yes, but...”

“Tori, it’s a simple question...” I unzipped my jeans and revealed my big black cock to her. “Did you want to fuck? Did you want to feel this big black cock inside you. Did you want to feel it stretch you out as you come? Tell me have you ever had a cock this big inside you?”

She trembled, shaking her head no.  Her eyes grew wider looking at my thick girth. 

“They won’t know?” She whispered. 

“I won’t tell a soul...”

“Fuck me; what am I doing.” She fell to her knees and placed my cock in her mouth. I groaned feeling her tongue slid across my dick. I held her brown hair as she gagged on my cock deep throating me. Looking down, our eyes met as her pink lips were stretched out taking me. My thick brown cock stuffed up her small little mouth as she could barely take me. Feeling her slurp up my precum, I became harder than stone and I groaned, before picking her back up to my eye level. 

I placed my hands around her and lifted her fat ass up.

“Sean!” She shrieked.

“I got you...”

“I’m so fat...I don’t want you to hurt your back lifting me up...”

“You’re taking a black dick now. You’re not too fat for me to carry. I’m not your weak husband. I’m a big dicked strong brother. I got you...” I kissed her neck and she moaned, arching her back, allowing me to lick her soft white skin.  

I placed her onto the counter. I pulled her panties away and drove into her crevice. She moaned the moment my tongue hit her folds. I’m not going to lie, Kyle’s mom tasted amazing. I loved how my tongue flipped through her outer flesh, and how smooth her thick thighs felt in my hands. 

She couldn’t stop moaning, and I looked up to see her combing her fingers through her brown hair. I
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