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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, and Episode 4 saw a naughty milf getting handled by
a college linebacker.

Now it’s time for the final
installment.


​ 1.

I used to be the weekend meteorologist
for ABC right here in New York. It was 2014 and Gary and I had
finalized our divorce only a few weeks prior. I think he still
imagined we’d get back together after a time, but the truth was, I
was already looking. Twenty years with the same guy can really do a
number on your sex drive. But mine was waking up slowly but
surely.

Anyways, it’s a Sunday. It’s early.
I’m in the middle of the weather report, standing in front of the
green screen, dressed in this long dress that’s grey up top and
black from the waist down to my ankles. Nothing flashy, but you
know how it is when you’re curvy – you outline that body, and the
men notice. Somewhere around halfway through that report I smell
smoke and then the fire alarm starts screaming like crazy. The
whole station panics and we cut to commercial break and get the
hell out of there. Turns out it was the coffee maker that burnt up
half the break room. Faulty wiring.

Me, the morning anchors, the crew, and
our station heads are out in the parking lot when the fire
department shows up guns blazing. They are all these big, burly
types, very serious at first until they get inside and find the
source of the problem and fix it. But of course the whole place is
filled with smoke and we won’t be able to go in any time soon,
which is frustrating because my purse and car keys and everything
else are inside the building still.

And that’s when I notice two guys
standing by the fire truck, shooting the shit. They have those big,
black and yellow suits on, the hats too, they’re smiling and
laughing, and I can hear them just clear as day so I figure why not
see if I can get someone to grab my bag. I couldn’t wait all around
all day – I had a date that Gary didn’t even know about
it.

“Excuse me, guys?” I call it over as
I’m walking towards them, pushing waves of my long brown hair back
over my shoulder, walking carefully in heels, smiling to try and
preempt my request. “How’s it looking in there?”

“Not as good as you,” the slightly
taller of the two black giants grinned at me. He had a big black
mustache and a trimmed beard. “How can we help you today
ma’am?”

“Alicia Fairway, right?” Grinned the
other man, who was also bearded and wide. “Weather
girl?”

“That’s me,” I said. “Word on the
street is a coffee maker brought you guys out this
morning.”

“Least it wasn’t a cat stuck in a
tree. We get awfully tired of chasing pussy, know what I
mean?”

They introduced themselves as Braker
and Denton. Braker was the taller one, but for all I knew, they
could have been brothers. Denton’s beard was fuller, Braker’s eyes
were blue.

“Thing is gentlemen, I
left my purse in my office,” I gave them my best
poor me look. “And I
don’t really have time to wait out here until it’s safe for us to
go back in.”

“Can’t let you inside, ma’am,” Braker
said.

“Call me Alicia, please.”

“Just so, Alicia, it’s against fire
code. Gotta wait till them Co2 levels come down. But if you want, I
could probably get Denton here to go in and find it for
you.”

I looked at Denton and smiled, he
smiled right back and said: “I could maybe go fix that for you. You
gonna let me take you to dinner?”

“Wow. Firemen are a bold bunch aren’t
they?”

“Bold enough to step in line ahead of
this blockhead,” Braker clapped his friend over the shoulder. “If
you going to dinner with anybody it’s gonna be me.”

I giggled and shook my
head. It occurred to me I didn’t need to feel bad for flirting with
these guys – I was divorced after all. And it didn’t matter if Gary
and I were on good terms, still talking, and he kept asking
me over and over again if I was seeing anyone.

“Let’s just find the bag first, yes?”
I said, crossing my arms below my breasts and watching their eyes
go straight there. “It’s in the office next door to the break room,
on the desk, it’s black.”

“You like black then do yah?” Denton
said. He looked unbelievably handsome in that fire uniform; I don’t
know how to explain it.

“Seriously, you’re gonna go there?” I
bantered.

“I’ll be right back, Ms. Alicia
Fairway,” Denton winked and walked off.

I turned my full attention
to Braker, enjoying his bold flirting, not opposed to a bit more of
it to keep the morning interesting. My date later that evening was
with a man I’d known for some years, and it was a date I was taking
reluctantly. I wasn’t all that interested or attracted to him, I
just figured it was time to get out there. But Braker was like the
dose of fresh air I didn’t know I needed. Even as we talked, I
tried to imagine what it might be like kissing him, despite the
fact I’d always hated any facial hair on Gary. I kept taking
glances at his overall size, comparing him to the fire truck he
leaned against, how much taller he was than me… and what that meant
as far as equipment was concerned. It’s funny, telling it to you now, I was much
randier than I realized at the time. Fuck it, I’m drunk now so I’ll
be honest with you - Braker was fucking hot. I just couldn’t admit it to
myself because I was still so foggy from the divorce. So mixed up,
you know? He reminded me of Ernie Hudson in Ghostbusters, but even
larger. I think he saw me for what I was – a new divorcee with a
great rack and in desperate need of a good lay. But at that moment,
I didn’t see any of that. I just saw the friendly neighborhood
fireman I might let take me out to dinner.

“You should come by for a tour of the
station,” Braker crossed his arms over his barrel chest and
grinned. “Meet the crew. Everybody knows who you are. It’d really
lift morale, if you had the time of course…I don’t want to be to
blunt but your station really left us out to dry on that fundraiser
last month, and it’s been a hard couple of weeks for fires in the
city.”

Just then, Denton came up beside me
with my purse in his hand. He was close when he handed it to me,
our fingers touching briefly.

“I guess I could do that,” I said,
feeling like the fireman was guilting me into some kind of date.
Probably a coffee after the tour. But I was free so why balk? “I’ll
see you both tomorrow then?”

“Come by round 2,” Braker said. “I
know the men are gonna flip when they see you.”

I was dressed less
formally the next day when I walked to the firehouse on
6th avenue. I had a button up on, the first two buttons undone
showing just a slip of cleavage, and some denim shorts that made my
ass look good. It wasn’t in my thoughts that I’d be doing anything
with anyone - but being single was fun. If they wanted to fight
over me, go for it. It was only a dinner date on the table anyway,
and that didn’t guarantee sex.

I came in through the bay door and
into the main apparatus bay. This is just a fancy term for big ass
garage, and it’s where they keep the fire trucks and other
equipment. As I came into the bay, wide open and glorious, the
first thing I saw were two large, hulking black men standing near
some workout equipment in the back corner. I could tell by their
voices and size that it had to be Braker and Denton.

“Catch you boys at a bad time?” I
called. They turned at the sound of my voice and both men stood up
with a smile on their face. They looked a lot different from the
previous day, without all that fire fighting equipment on. Now, it
was white t-shirts and jeans. I could see for the first time just
how ripped they were, though I’d had my suspicions. They were built
like lumberjacks, total beefcakes, and scarily tall. I remember
feeling very safe in their presence – they were so fucking
manly!

“Glad you made it,” Braker said,
panting a little
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