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I. Lola, Part 1

 


Family isn't always blood. Sometimes, it's
much closer than that. That's how it was with Teri and me.

 


"Oh, hi, Lola," he said. That would be
Dewey, my adopted sister's husband, greeting me at the door. He was
something of a blank slate – a marshmallow of a man. Soft and kinda
doughy, Teri had married below her station, that's for sure.
Sometimes, it was all I could do to hold my tongue about it, too.
"Come on in," he added, stepping back to let me pass.

 


They had a modest home. At least Dewey was a
decent provider. Teri worked, too, but only part-time. That was
more to keep from getting bored.

 


He closed the door behind us. "She's in the
bedroom," he said, then just sort of walked away without further
word. I probably should have thought of that as odd but then,
Dewey's always been a little odd, as far as I'm concerned.

 


Walking down their hallway was a favorite of
mine. Teri had so many pictures from over the years, plastered all
over the walls. I especially liked the one of us – the "brothers"
and "sisters" – the adopted family of a foster mother who hit the
lottery and used her windfall to turn us into that which was
stronger than blood.

 


I only heard the slightest of noises,
certainly nothing that could've prepared me for what I was about to
see. Teri – she had always been a good one, the quiet one. Far more
conservative than the rest of us. It was her desire to stay a
virgin that led so many beaus of hers to cheat on her, which led
her to Dewey. He was the safe one. The one that would never hurt
her.

 


So you can imagine how utterly shocked I was
when I entered into their bedroom and found Teri naked, on her
hands and knees, being plowed at both ends by two very large,
muscular black men!

 


"Holy fuck!" I gasped, quite loudly, taking
a half step back.

 


Teri pulled her mouth off of the longest,
thickest black cock I had ever seen. Make that the biggest cock,
period, that I had ever seen! She stroked it, gleefully, spittle
and pre-jizz running down her chin.

 


"Oh, hey, Lola," she said. And then she
turned and sucked down every bit of what must have been close to 10
inches of ebony manmeat!

 


I was stunned! I had
suspected for a while that something was up but I had no idea it
would be this incredible – this was so unlike her.
This... This is more like me, I thought. I had been the wild child, not her. And though I
still talked a good game, I think some people would be surprised to
find out that I was faithful to my husband and had been, since the
day I met him. I was the leopard who had changed her spots. Or so I
thought...

 


But Teri's gyrations,
there between those two ebony gods – I hadn't done anything like
that in years! Maybe ever...
I couldn't quite remember if I had, even in my
wildest of wild days.

 


My juices flowed and my mouth and pussy
hungered to be filled, just like they were doing to her! The smell
of their sex filled the air, adding to my desire. I should have
left. I should have run away from the temptation. But there was
still some of that old me, deep inside.

 


And it was waking the fuck up!

 


The man pounding her snatch suddenly pulled
out, unsheathing his magnificent black sword. My eyes locked on it,
immediately, my jaw dropping as it glistened with Teri's cunt
juices. It was even bigger than the other one and it was all I
could do to keep from fingering myself, right there!

 


"You must be Lola," he said in a deep and
incredibly masculine voice. As I nodded, somewhat absentminded, he
slipped off the bed. Standing upright, my eyes were finally drawn
away from his cock, quickly taking him in.

 


He was well over 6 feet, even topping my own
husband by a couple of inches. Handsome and muscular, too. My Myron
was decently fit, but nothing like this ebony god who was reaching
out to me with his large, rough hand.

 


"Come," he beckoned. "Join us."

 


I looked toward Teri for some sort of
guidance or at the very least, some indication that this was all
just an illusion. A wildly improbable practical joke, perhaps. But
she didn't even look my way, she was far too busy, what with a
thick black dick in her throat and her dainty little white fingers
playing with the man's pendulous balls.
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