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I couldn’t remember the last time I was this horny. Young college men with rippling muscles, veiny forearms, and exposed bulges took over her house. Her daughter's college friends didn’t seem to like clothing either. The women flaunted young perky breasts as they bounced around in the slutty version of every profession known to man. This year’s drunkgiving occurred at my house, and the young adults decided to have a costume theme. I didn’t even know you could make a slutty version of baby shark, but I watched a black-haired friend of my daughter twerk in the costume. The sexual tension pulsated in the room, and Janet wasn’t spared from its devilish pull.

I smiled at her daughter and her girlfriend in the corner. My daughter was just like me. We were both the same height, not petite, but not a giant. On the other hand, my daughter’s girlfriend was tall. The tall woman wore the Wonder Woman costume, and my daughter wore the same Slave Leia costume I had on. Keke wore a Wonder Woman costume with high boots. She had bare shoulders, a fit body, a short skirt, and long black hair. The outfit exposed her dark brown skin that seemed to glow a golden hue. 

When they started dating, I didn’t know how to feel about it. I sent my daughter to college, and she returned with a nice boy. I thought she found her prince charming. He was a tall boy with blond hair and blue eyes. A year later, he was out of the picture and was replaced by Keke. I was mad at first, but after she talked about how happy she was all the time, I felt better about it. 

One thing was for sure. The party boasted my self-esteem. I was apprehensive about wearing the outfit as my daughter, but she insisted. Her words, “Mom, you slay.”  The young men noticed my hot milf body, and I soaked up the attention. I remained for ten minutes before my drink ran out. 

I went up the stairs to make another drink and to stop these young and horny adults from having sex around my house. I went to the kitchen and poured my drink from the hidden stash. The college kids would drink the cheap stuff that would give me a hangover for a week. My daughter left her bag on the floor, so I picked it up and went up the stairs. 

When I made it up the stairs, I heard the first noises. The bathroom door was shut, and when I walked to the door and felt the handle, the door was locked. I heard a woman cursing up a storm. The slapping sounds were fast. Damn, she was getting pounded. I was mad because I knew I wouldn’t touch anything in the house until the cleaners came, but it also made me hornier than these college sluts. I caught myself as I touched my naughty bits. 

I almost stopped in my room and got my vibrator, but I remembered my daughter's bag. I also needed to check the other rooms. Having sex in the bathroom was one thing, but I didn’t want anyone skeet-skeeting from the windows to the walls. The three guest rooms on the floor were clear for the moment. I went to the fourth room, my daughter's room, and placed her bag on the counter. She then went to her daughter's closet and slid the door open. It was dark because she didn’t turn on the lights. The two would steal each other's clothing often enough that she knew where it went.  
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I felt hands wrap around her body and kiss my neck. The kisses were furious, and the tongue quickly explored her ear lobes. A hand gripped my mouth, and I moaned slightly. I guess my husband was as horny as I was, but he wasn’t supposed to guard the basement. The last time she saw him, the older was doing a keg stand. I thought he would be passed out by now, but I guess the crazy sexual energy inspired him, too. The fire and fury of his hands were unforgettable. Janet hasn’t felt this level of passion for some time. 

The cosplay top was easy to circumvent, and one hand gripped my breast and flicked my nipple. The other hand went under the slave flap and played eagerly with my lady bits. I was dripping wet in less than a minute before a hand descended downstairs. I closed my eyes and embraced the passion of the moment. My husband was fired up, and I felt raging passion for the first time in a long time. 

The hand only worked for a moment before the tip of a cock pressed against my lips. The hard cock went inside with ease. I was a torrent of party juices and a favorite. I moaned in pleasure. My wet insides gripped the thick meat. Huh, I thought. When did my husband’s cock get this big? When did he take his boner pills? How was he even this hard after drinking?  

I didn’t need the answer right now because the extra hard cock was everything I wanted and needed at that moment. The long strokes touched all the places that needed attention. I braced against the wall of the closet and felt the power of his hips. The long strokes seemed to go deeper and deeper than before. Janet cursed because his stamina tonight was terrific. The smack of my ass startled me for a moment. My husband wasn’t allowed to do that. Maybe he was overcome with the same passion that I was, or he was too drunk. It didn’t matter. On Tuesday, I would rip him a new asshole for smacking my ass, but he would get a pass during the hedonistic drunkgiving party. 

He took the cock out and grabbed Janet’s hair. The mighty man directed the cock into her mouth. Sucking his penis after it was inside was a big no-no for me. Before I could protest, I tasted myself and the thick cock. My husband's face fucked me hard. Spit dripped down my chin and onto the floor like a good little slut. The ramming didn’t stop for a minute before he took it out. 

“Take that, Juile. You have been such an asshole today. Is this why? Did you want to piss me off to make sure I rammed you? Well, here it is,” SHE said, pulling me from the ground. Oh fuck. This isn’t my husband. It is















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
BLACK FRIDAY

AN INTERACIAL TRANSFEMALE FANTASY
; Y i

: o)
TDI LA Bﬂl





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





