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Chapter 1
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Karen stretched as she rolled out of bed and stood.  She glanced over at the bed to see her husband, Harold, still snoozing away.  He was no longer the well built stud she had married right after high school.  He had gained a lot of weight, and his once thick, light brown hair was thinning with a bald spot taking up the top of his head.  Long strands from the sides of his remaining hair were up against his bald area, struggling to cover it.

They were high school sweethearts, he was a junior when she was a freshman, three years her elder.  Right after she graduated high school, he had proposed, which her family had absolutely loved the idea of.  Karen’s own parents had done the same.  Unlike her parents, she didn’t have a kid right away, instead letting three years of marriage pass by first.  At the sweet age of 20 she was pregnant and at 21, she had her daughter, Katlyn.

Karen let out a small sigh as she opened up the curtains, letting the morning sun warm the room before she headed over to the bathroom.  She brushed her long blonde hair while looking at the mirror.  It was well past shoulder length which bothered her, it was definitely longer than she preferred.

She wondered if Katlyn was even awake.  Her daughter had graduated high school and was all set for college, everything lined up.  Which meant she was being extra lazy now that school was over and there was a long summer before college.  Her daughter’s boyfriend, Ryan, was already a freshman at the University of Texas, where Katlyn had been accepted to.

“Ugh... why did you open the curtains?”  Harold groaned from the bed as he turned on his side, trying to put his back to the sun.

Karen glanced back and rolled her eyes as she placed her brush on the counter.  She looked back at the mirror and leaned forward, sighing as she saw the beginnings of crow’s feet at the edges of her eyes.  At 39, she had less wrinkles than most but her eyes, she had not been taking care of as much.  She turned on the water and washed her face before grabbing some cream and carefully rubbing it on the edges of her eyes, hoping that they would help to prevent the crow’s feet from getting deeper.

Back in the room, she saw Harold’s reflection as he tossed and turned in bed as if he were fighting the sunlight.  It actually looked a bit pathetic as she finished moisturizing her face and heading out.  “Harold, come on, just wake up already,” Karen said.

“Ugh... it’s a weekend, let me sleep in,” Harold groaned.

“Well, you can do whatever you want.  Just don’t forget that we have lunch with Melissa and Dan, and then dinner with the Suns,” she reminded.

“Oh shit, was that today?  We really should spread these out,” he responded as he finally sat up.  Harold stared down at his rotund belly for a bit, as if he had just noticed it.  He tapped at it for a bit before rubbing it and turning to stand up.  “Ugh... wow, I really need to get back to the gym,” he groaned as he stood and stretched back.

Karen sighed and rolled her eyes again.  “You’ve been saying that for the last five years Harold.  Either do it, or don’t.”

Harold laughed before heading to the bathroom and closing the door.  Karen glanced at the clock, it was almost nine in the morning.  By the time he was done, it was probably going to be 10.  She tapped on the door, “do you want something for breakfast?  Or I guess brunch?”

“Uh, yeah, how about Whataburger?”

“What?  Harold, don’t forget, we have lunch today with Melissa and Dan,” I reminded.

“I know, but Melissa always takes us to those healthy restaurants, I’m always starving,” Harold complained from behind the bathroom door.

“What are you talking about?”

“We’re going to that modern market place or whatever right?  The fresh farm food crap?  We went there last time and I had like four slices of ahi tuna in my salad.  And you know how much I hate salad,” her husband remarked.

“Oh grow up, not everyone is going to want to go get fast food,” Karen replied.

“Well, not everyone wants that fufu healthy crap either.”

Karen sighed and headed on out of the master bedroom and down the hall past her daughter’s room.  She paused and knocked on her door.  No response.  She opened the door and peeked in to see her daughter, Katlyn, still snoozing away.

“Katlyn!  Wake up!”  Karen yelled.

Her daughter barely budged as she lay on her side.  Karen sighed and stepped in, knocking on the door.  She was getting more frustrated as another family member lazily stayed in bed.

“Katlyn, get up already!”

“Ugh... why?  There’s nothing to do in the morning anyway,” her daughter complained.

“It’s called a routine Katlyn, now get up!”  Karen exclaimed.

Katlyn finally sat up and rubbed her hair as she glared at her mother.  “Routine for what?  It’s summer!  I’m done with school,” she responded.

“Really?  So, what, college is no longer a thing?”

Her daughter rolled her eyes and sighed.  “That’s like so far away.  And plus, Ryan told me I could always pick classes in the afternoon and have a nice, long, morning,” Katlyn responded, mentioning her boyfriend who was a freshman at college.

“I swear, the next time I see him, I’m gonna smack him on the back of the head for that kind of nonsense,” Karen sighed as she ran her fingers through her silky blonde hair.  “Well, we’re going to go out for lunch with Melissa and Dan, so you’ll be on your own.”

“That’s fine, the girls and I are planning on going downtown,” Katlyn informed as she leaned back against her headboard.

“Oh no you don’t young lady, get on up out of that bed,” Karen said.

“What for?  Give me a reason and I will,” Katlyn barked back.

Karen sighed and rolled her eyes as she placed a hand on her hip.  “You want a reason?  You need to finish the dishes you said you would clean last night, and then vacuum this room.”

“Ugh... come on mom, why?”

“Well, you are still living in this house, at least until you go to college.  And while you’re here, you’re going to live by the rules we set.  You’re eighteen Katlyn, time to act like an adult.  And if you don’t, you’re going to start losing things like a child,” Karen warned.

“What?  You’re seriously taking things from me?  What are you even going to take?”

“We can always start with that phone of yours.”

Katlyn’s eyes widened as she sat up and glared at her mother, “you wouldn’t!”

Karen placed her hands on her hips and raised an eyebrow as she stared at her daughter, daring her.  There was a small moment of silence before Katlyn sighed and got out of bed, stomping into her bathroom to start cleaning up.  Karen took one small sigh of relief before leaving the room.  She headed on downstairs to get a light breakfast ready.  Luckily, she had already made jars of overnight oats ready for herself and her daughter.  Harold would have to fend for himself as usual, probably with a large bowl of cereal.

After heading into the kitchen and grabbing her jar of overnight oats, she headed on over to the kitchen island.  She sat on one of the white stools and started eating as she stared out the dining room window.  A large moving truck drove by and slowed next to their home.  Karen tilted her head as she recalled seeing one of their neighbors selling their home recently.

“Huh... guess they already sold,” she said to herself as she took another bite of her oats.

There was a large thud as the movers hopped out from the front of the moving trunk and headed to the back, opening up the large rear door of the trailer.  It was fairly large, which wasn’t surprising for Karen.  The homes in Rollingwood were normally on the larger side.  Karen figured it must have been a large family moving in.

Katlyn sauntered down, still with a small pout on her face as she opened the refrigerator to grab her own jar of oats.  She sat next to her mom and looked out the window along with her.  “Why is there a trailer in front of our house?”

Karen shrugged and took another bite, “why else?  Someone is moving in next door,” she said matter-of-factly. 

“Huh?  You mean that old guy next door sold his house?  He always creeped me out,” Katlyn said as she tilted her head back and forth, trying to glance at what the movers were carrying.

“Oh come on, Joe wasn’t that bad.  He just had those shifty eyes but he was a good guy.  His wife made sure to keep him in check too,” Karen responded.  “I still need you to finish those dishes and vacuum by the way,” she reminded.

Katlyn rolled her eyes, “I got it mom.  When is your lunch?”

“We’ll be leaving a little before noon.  I want those chores done before your dad and I leave.”

“Fine, whatever,” Katlyn responded as she took another bite of her food and watched the movers.  “Do you know who’s moving in?”  She asked, quickly changing the topic.

“Nope, but I’m sure we can go pay a visit to say hi this week.  Let them get settled in.  I hope it’s a nice young couple, someone my age to add to my entourage,” Karen answered.

“Really?  Entourage?  What, you, Melissa, Sharon and Sophia?  The three white ladies and the token Asian?  That’s an entourage?  Come on mom,” Katlyn laughed.

“Hey!  Don’t call Sophia that!  She’s a great friend, not a token Asian.”

“Uh huh, okay mom.  She’s like your diverse hire,” Katlyn continued with another laugh.

Karen sighed and shook her head as she ate another bite.  Melissa was a college friend that she randomly met one day in the neighborhood.  It had turned out that the two were only a couple of houses away from one another.  They had followed similar paths in adulthood, having daughters early.  Unlike Karen, Melissa had a husband who was 15 years her senior.

Sharon was a friend from high school that she had lost touch with for a while.  She had also married an older man and had a kid relatively early.  Unlike Karen and Melissa, she had a son.  When the trio had first gotten together, they were an inseparable crew, sharing hobbies and having common ideas. 

Lastly, Sophia, was a new addition to the group.  Like her daughter had said, she was Asian, a fairly rare site in Rollingwood.  When Sophia had first moved in, she had reached out to Melissa for advice while at their local Crossfit gym.  Melissa thought that it’d be nice to introduce her to everyone and give a new neighbor a warm welcome.

She was lost in her thoughts for a moment when she saw a car drive by.  Katlyn smirked and nodded a bit as she watched the bright red SUV zoom past.  “Wow, I think that was a Tesla.  One of the expensive ones at that,” her daughter commented.

“Really?  Are you sure?”

“Yeah, Ryan is always talking about them.  Every time he sees one, he points them out to me,” she answered.

“Hm, that’s the one Sophia has, right?”  Karen inquired.

“Yeah, the blue SUV they have.  We should tell dad to get me an electric car, I’m all about green everything,” Katlyn said.

Karen laughed and rolled her eyes, “uh huh, great reason to buy you a new car.”

Katlyn shrugged and smirked as she finished her breakfast and tossed the empty jar into the sink.  “It was worth a shot,” she commented as she started to leave.  Karen cleared her throat and looked over at the sink full of dishes from the night before, along with the newly added empty jar.

“Katlyn!  Don’t make me ask again,” Karen warned.

Her daughter groaned and spun around, giving her a fake happy smile.  “Oh right!  I totally forgot, let me get right on that,” she replied sarcastically as she slowly walked back to the kitchen sink.  Karen sighed and finished her own jar of oats and placed it in the sink as Katlyn began washing the dishes.

“Be sure to scrub the hardened crap before you put them in the dishwasher,” Karen informed.

“Yeah, yeah, I got it,” Katlyn responded.
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Karen glanced over at her husband as he turned the wheel and parked in front of the restaurant.  He was sweating like a mad man, even though the car was air-conditioned.  His once impressive frame was a former shadow of itself.  Karen couldn’t believe that he used to have a barrel chest, six pack abs and the body of a football player.  He was, after all, a quarterback in high school and college.  His full head of hair was now a balding mess, whatever remained at the edges of his head struggling to cling on for dear life.  There were times where Karen wished he would just shave his head.

“Harold, you really need to start working out,” Karen commented.

“What?  Why?  I feel good, I look good,” Harold grunted back as he wiped his forehead with the back of his right arm and opened the door.

“Harold, you’re sweating from just driving, come on,” Karen sighed as she hopped out from the passenger seat.

“It’s freaking hot, that’s why I’m sweating.  It’s almost a hundred degrees out here.  They better have turned on the air conditioner in the restaurant,” he grunted back as he shut the door and headed towards the restaurant.

Karen rolled her eyes and sighed again.  “It was on in the car,” she whispered under her breath as she followed along behind him.  As soon as they entered, he wiped his forehead again and looked around.

“Oh, is that them?”  He asked, pointing towards one of the tables near the back wall.

She looked over, getting on the tips of her open toed heels to see over another couple.  There was a man and a woman sitting on one side, their backs to them.  It was hard to tell, the man had white hair and he was obviously skinny, his clothes loosely hanging off of him.  The woman had brown hair and broad shoulders, like that of an athlete.

“Yup, I think so, I can recognize Melissa’s shoulders anywhere,” she joked as she walked over towards them.

“Ma’am?”  One of the servers greeted, stepping to her side.

“Oh, we’re with them,” Karen answered as she pointed towards the couple in the back.

“Oh, of course, here, let me help you,” he said as he walked over with them. 

Karen figured it was his way of making sure that we were telling the truth.  As we neared, the woman turned her head and she smiled.  “Karen!”  She greeted as she stood up.

Even with her heels on, Karen felt tiny next to Melissa.  Not only was Melissa nearly a foot taller than her, she was also pretty well built.  Melissa was an avid crossfit fanatic and had really transformed her body over the years.

“Melissa!  So good to see you again,” Karen greeted back as she gave Melissa a light hug.

Dan looked to his side and gave Harold a small nod and smiled.  “Hey man, you’re looking good,” he said.

“Yeah, tell that to my wife,” Harold said with a grin as he scooted into his seat, his rotund belly squeezing and tapping against the edge of the table.

“How’s life treating ya?”  Dan asked with his Italian accent.

“Same old, same old.  Annual bonus announcement time.  Had to talk with all the lower shit stains about how great they’re doing, you know, the usual bullshit, before I give them their numbers,” Harold grunted back as he grabbed the nearest cup of ice water and gulped it down.  “Had too many whiners this damn year though, it felt like every one of ‘em, whining about not getting enough,” he continued.

“Si, si, I hear that!  Damn kids these days, freaking snowflakes whining about why they don’t get this or that.  Lord knows what I’m going to have to do when my older guys start retiring,” Dan agreed as he leaned back, wildly waving his hands as he talked.

For a very skinny, old white man, he was pretty loud and obnoxious.  Unlike Karen’s husband, Dan was older than all of them at 55.  Melissa had met him on her first job working as an executive assistant.  Even before the age of 30, Dan had hit the president level of the company he worked at.  Melissa had found his Italian accent strangely alluring at the time.

“So, how have you been?”  Karen asked Melissa.

“Good, we just got back from our trip to Sicily.  Dan wanted to show Cathy around his grandfather’s old town and vineyard,” Melissa replied.

“Wow, really?  Italy must be beautiful this time of year.”

“Oh yes, absolutely.  We even rented some mopeds and drove down vineyards in Tuscany, before we flew over to Sicily.  Dan was thinking of buying a place there,” Melissa responded happily.

“Wow, I’ve never been outside the U.S.  I hope Harold here takes us somewhere now that Katlyn is getting the boot,” Karen laughed.

“Is she going to stay with y’all or get a dorm?”

Karen sighed and took a sip of her water, “I’m hoping she gets a dorm.  She needs to learn to live on her own for a bit,” she responded.

“That’s what I told Dan when Cathy was accepted to UT Austin.  She is not staying at our place unless she decides to pay rent,” Melissa said.  “She’s going to have to earn her living, she’s an adult.”

“Oh... I like that idea,” Karen commented with a smile.

A waitress stopped by and smiled at the two couples.  “Hi, hope y’all are doing well today,” she started with a heavy Southern drawl.  “Have y’all decided on what to order?”

Melissa smiled back and nodded, “I don’t even need to look at the menu.  The Garden Scramble, and a Kale Aid please.  Oh, and should we get some starters too?  The charred cauliflower here is amazing.”

Karen shrugged and glanced over at her husband to see him sigh.  “Of course, let’s try that.  This is our first time here, so we’ll go with what you recommend,” she commented back, lightly stepping on Harold’s foot to warn him.  She looked down at her menu after, looking through the various choices.  “I’ll go with the salmon.  And... for a drink, may I have the watermelon lemonade?”

The waitress nodded and took their menus before looking at the men.  “How about y’all?”

Dan rubbed on his chin a bit, “how was the kale salad here Melissa?”

“I think you liked it before.”

“Okay, the kale salad please,” he ordered.

“Anything to drink?”  The waitress inquired.

“No, just ice water is fine with me.”

Harold grumbled something under his breath before squinting at the menu.  “This burger, it’s got real beef?”

The waitress nodded, “yes, grass fed.”

“What’s this here in the description? Um, am, aye?  Is that like barbeque?”  Harold asked.

The waitress tilted her head as she looked down at one of the menus she was holding.  “Um, am, aye?  Huh?  Oh... umami,” she corrected, trying to hold back a laugh.  “That’s a type of savory flavor.”

“Umami?  Is that even a word?  I ain’t never heard of that before,” Harold responded.

“It’s Japanese.  Kind of like the fifth flavor.  You’ve got sweet, salty, bitter, sour and then umami,” the waitress explained.  “It’s really good, but might I recommend the vegan double cheeseburger?  Our customers love it.”

“Eh... Not a fan of that vegan fake stuff.  This burger come with cheese?”

“Yes sir, parmesan cheese.”

Harold raised an eyebrow and tilted his head a bit as he stared at the waitress.  “Parmesan?  Y’all ain’t got cheddar or American cheese?”

“We could replace it with vegan cheddar.”

“Vegan... cheddar?  Like vegan cheese?”  Harold asked, sounding more confused.

“Yes sir, most people can’t even tell the difference.”

“I don’t even... vegan cheese?  Wow, didn’t even think that was possible.  Like, what... I mean, cheese is milk and, wow.  Nah, just, keep as is,” Harold replied.  “Oh, and a coke.”

“What kind would you like?  We have sparkling prickly pear, or a sparkling peach tea,” the waitress asked.

“The what now?  Sparkling prickly what?  Uh, y’all ain’t got just coke?”  Harold responded, his frustration starting to show.

“Harold, just go with the sparkling peach tea, its sweet and it’s carbonated,” Karen suggested as she placed her hand on his forearm and squeezed tightly.

Her husband let out another small sigh and nodded as he looked over at the waitress.  “Yes, let’s go with that,” he said in defeat.

“Great, finally done with the order,” Karen said as she took Harold’s menu and handed it over to the waitress.  “So, Melissa, did Cathy break up with her boyfriend?  What’s his name... Thomas?”

“Yeah, he was such a nice young man too.  Is Katlyn still with Ryan?”

“Yep, she’s really excited to be with him in college.  He better teach her correctly.  The second he becomes a bad influence, his mom and I are going to have a chat,” Karen answered.

“Oh, he’s a good kid.  He’s a freshman now right?”

“He’s a year older than Katlyn so yeah, he’s going to be a sophomore when she goes in this fall,” Karen said.

Harold glanced at his phone before looking over at Dan.  “Have you been seeing the market?  What a rollercoaster.”

“I know, this is absolutely insane.  I made a killing off of a pharma investment,” Dan responded.

“Aw, you should’ve given me a head’s up.  I think I’m left holding the bag on a gaming company,” Harold said.

“Oh, next time, I will definitely do that.  I didn’t know you wanted my advice on this stuff.  But you can’t blame me if it doesn’t work out,” Dan responded with a smirk.  “It’s all just gambling, you know?  As my grandmother used to say, o mangi questa minestra o salti dalla finestra,” he continued, really letting out his Italian.

“Huh?”

“Take it or leave it, in English,” Dan informed.

“Man, I’ll probably take it,” Harold laughed.

The waitress came back carrying a small plate, along with some drinks.  She placed the cauliflower in the center of the table and placed each of the drinks in front of their respective owners.  “Your charred cauliflowers as a starter.  The sparkling peach tea for you, watermelon lemonade and the Kale Aid for you.  Please let me know if I can get you anything else.  Your orders should be ready shortly,” she said before giving a small wave and heading back out.

Harold took a sip of the sparkling tea and his nose flinched.  It was sweet and carbonated but it still didn’t satisfy his need for a coke.  His eyes glanced down at the cauliflower and he sighed again, his stomach growling a bit.

“Go on, y’all should try some.  This stuff is great!”  Melissa commented as she took some of the vegetables and placed them on a small plate in front of her.

Karen took a couple and gently nudged her husband’s leg with her own.  Harold gritted his teeth and grabbed a couple of cauliflowers reluctantly.  Dan took the remaining ones and immediately began eating them.

“Love me some cauliflower,” he commented.

“They put some tahini and mint in here too, it really goes surprisingly well,” Melissa informed as she took a bite.

Harold smiled and took a small bite.  “Oh yeah, that’s uh, that’s tasty,” he said.

The couples continued to chat for a bit before the waitress came back with their dishes.  Harold was momentarily happy when he saw his burger but was immediately saddened to see a kale salad next to it.  He was surprised that it hadn’t come with fries.  It also didn’t seem to have ketchup or barbeque sauce.  He took a deep breath before taking a bite, this was going to be another lunch he wasn’t going to enjoy with Melissa and Dan.
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Katlyn glanced out the window when she saw two strangers walk by, both of them black.  She eyed them, watching where they went.  Their neighborhood was mostly white, with one or two Asians, so seeing black people was an extreme rarity.  The two young men were laughing and lightly pushing each other as they turned towards her neighbor’s house.

“Oh no... they must be planning on robbing the new neighbors,” she whispered as she grabbed her phone and headed out of the house.

She readied up a streaming app on her phone as she began walking through her yard and onto the sidewalk, heading towards her neighbor’s.  The movers seemed to be almost done as they carried some furniture in and out of the house.  Katlyn paused, wondering if the black men she saw were actually just movers.  She saw them huddled near the driveway, laughing as they grabbed a box and opened it up.

“Ah shit man, what’s in that box?”  One of them asked.  He was tall, big and wide, muscles upon muscles on his arms.  His tight fitting tank top could barely contain his upper chest.  His smooth bald head shimmered in the sunlight.

“Damn man, I don’t know, shit ain’t labeled,” the one opening the box responded.  He was a little taller than the bald man, slightly more lean, but still built like a tank.  His long, braided dreadlocks were tied back behind his head, reaching down to the bottom of his thick neck.

Katlyn raised her phone up and started the streaming app as she looked at her camera.  “Hey all, it’s me again, just walking down my neighborhood and it looks like we have some new folks in town.  I’m thinking of introducing myself, you know, being all neighborly and what not,” she started as she began heading towards the black men.  “Hi, excuse me, are y’all helping the new people move in?”  She asked.

The bald man tilted his head and looked at her.  “Uh... wait, why you up in here recording?”  He questioned suspiciously.

“Oh, it’s just some streaming I do,” Katlyn lied.

“Seriously?  You wander around recording yourself?”  The youngest looking of the three black men inquiring as he tilted his head.  “You stream on a platform?”  He continued.

Katlyn tried to keep her composure and nodded, even though she wasn’t sure exactly what he was talking about.  The bald man rolled his eyes and slapped the youngest looking one on his upper back.  “Yo, you know she just up in here thinking we robbing this joint,” he said.

“What?  No, no way, I would never,” Katlyn replied, trying to act shocked.

“Man, how fucking stereotypical is this, white girl, blonde hair, walking on up here with a camera recording three young black guys opening a box,” the bald man responded.

“Yo, Dwayne, get your camera out man, make sure we get our story,” the man with the braided dreadlocks said.

The youngest of the three pulled out his smartphone, which flipped open into a larger screen.  He hesitated for a bit, his finger hovering over an app.  After a moment, he shook his head and closed his phone.  “Nah.  We need to stop it with this shit.  Look, if that’s what you were really thinking, that’s pretty sad, and that’s on you.  But I really don’t want to move into a community and immediately spark up a debate,” he started as he put his phone back into his pocket and extended a hand.  “I’m Dwayne Jones.  This here is my brother Marcus,” he introduced as he pointed at the bald man, “and this is my other brother, Willis,” he continued, pointing at the man with the braided dreadlocks.

“Move into?”  Katlyn repeated quietly as she slowly put her phone down as the realization dawned on her.  They weren’t the movers, they were the new neighbors.  Her face felt hot and she could tell it was probably turning red with embarrassment.

“You said you live in the neighborhood?  Whereabouts?”  Dwayne asked, his hand still extended.

Katlyn quickly gulped and shook his hand, “uh... right next door actually.  Hi, sorry, this was really a horrible way to introduce myself.  I’m Katlyn.  Katlyn Jensen.”

“It’s fine.  We get it all the time.  Three black guys hanging around in a white neighborhood?  You know that’s never a good time for anybody,” Dwayne joked.

“Damn man, I thought we were about to be on World Star,” Marcus laughed.

“You’re brothers?”  Katlyn inquired as she eyed all three of them.

“Yeah, Marcus is the eldest at 28, Willis is a year younger than him and I’m 18.  Graduated high school at Seaside over in Monterey, taking a break as I ramp up my startup.  The land was cheaper here in Austin,” he informed.

“Monterey?  As in, California?”  Katlyn asked.

Marcus smirked and nodded at Willis, “that accent is pretty cute,” he commented.

Dwayne rolled his eyes at the comment, ‘ignore him.  Yeah, California.  These two knuckleheads grew up in L.A., long before I was born.  They had a bit of a rougher time,” Dwayne said.

“Knucklehead?  Shit, the hell kind of insult is that?”  Willis laughed.

Katlyn was stunned by how tall and built all of them were.  Even Dwayne, at 18, looked impressive, towering over her.  All of them must have been athletes, she thought.  Her boyfriend Ryan was a quarterback in high school, and while he was muscular these guys were something else.

“And... you... run a... startup?”  Katlyn inquired.

“Yeah,” he answered as he ran his hand across the top of his short afro.  “It’s something I started as a hobby a couple of years ago, but realized the potential during my senior year.  I was a runningback and one day I got knocked on my ass and that’s when something clicked.  The crypto market was still young but I figured out a way to develop a platform to really get the growth going,” he continued.

Katlyn had no idea what he was saying, her eyes glazing over at his words.  Marcus seemed to notice and tapped Dwayne on the shoulder.  “Come on man, you lost all of us at crypto,” he laughed.

“Whatever, you two really love living the stereotype,” Dwayne sighed.

A white Lexus sedan drove by and stopped at the street.  The passenger side window opened and a young white man with short curly red hair stuck his head out nervously.  “Uh... h-hey Katlyn, uh... e-everything okay?”

Katlyn turned and smile, “yes Turner, everything is fine.  Is Cathy driving?”

Turner pulled back letting the driver lean forward and wave.  It was Cathy, Katlyn’s friend, Melissa’s daughter.  “We still going downtown?”  She shouted out.

“Yeah, Ryan is going to meet us there,” Katlyn yelled back before turning her attention back to Dwayne, Marcus and Willis.  “Hey, sorry again for the most awkward introduction ever.  But y’all stay safe okay?  It was nice meeting y’all,” she apologized before turning on her heel and heading to the car.  She quickly stepped into the backseat and the car sped off.

“Damn, she pretty fine,” Willis commented.

“Speaking of which, I need to get my Tinder account up and running for this neighborhood,” Marcus responded.

Dwayne sighed and shook his head.  “Seriously, you two need to grow up more than I do.”

“Man, look at this young one, trying to act all tough, ha ha!  Shit, nig-”  Before Marcus could finish, a loud smack filled the air.  He immediately stepped forward and rubbed the back of his head as he turned around.  “What the fu... oh, sup dad.”

Their father, Horace, shook his head as he stared at Marcus.  “How many times do I have to tell you and your brother not to use that word?  Look at Dwayne, does he look like the n-word to you?  Does he walk around with chains on his ankles and wrists, or around his neck?”

“Come on pops, you know that’s not what it means anymore.  We ain’t living in the 1800’s or whatever,” Marcus responded.  “1600’s,” Dwayne corrected.  Marcus glared at him in response.

“Don’t glare at him, boy, learn from him.  I don’t ever wanna hear that word up in this house.  Especially now that we’re in the South.  That term has some real meaning down here,” Horace said.
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Chapter 4
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Katlyn smiled when she saw her boyfriend Ryan, rushing over to give him a big hug and a kiss.  Cathy and Turner followed along behind.  Ryan lightly punched Turner on the arm.

“Oh damn, you going out with Cathy now?”  He asked.

Turner sheepishly shook his head, his curly red hair bouncing with his movements.  “What?  No.”

Cathy ran her fingers through her dark brown hair, with some light brown highlights here and there.  She laughed at Ryan’s comment, “Turner wishes he could find someone like me.  How’s UT Austin?”

Ryan shrugged, “eh, it’s not bad.  I joined up with Alpha Tau Omega.  The hazing wasn’t too bad for me,” he responded.  “The parties are great though,” he added.

“I can’t wait to party with you!”  Katlyn said excitedly.

“That’s right babe, we’re gonna go all out,” Ryan responded with a smirk as he put an arm around her.

They walked around the city.  There was a local food truck that they liked visiting which had some of the best tacos around.  Turner busily took pictures for his social media account while the other three contemplated what they were going to get.

“Remember the old creepy guy that lived next door to my house?”  Katlyn started.

“Hm... with the pool?”  Ryan responded.

“Yep!  He sold and moved out.”

Ryan nodded as he stared at the menu, waiting for his turn.  “That’s good,” he replied nonchalantly.  He stepped forward as soon as the previous customer finished.  “Yeah, one asada, one barbacoa, two chorizo tacos and a coke.  The orange one,” he ordered.

Katlyn raised her eyebrow and crossed her arms as she glanced over at Cathy.  She shrugged in response.  “Hey Ryan, do you want to take my order too?”  Katlyn asked.

“Huh?  Oh, right, sorry babe.  The combo and then whatever she’s ordering,” he said as he moved to the side with his credit card out, hovering over the card reader.

“Um yeah, I’ll go with a grilled chicken taco and a mineral water,” she added to the order.

The man in the food truck nodded as Ryan finished paying.  Katlyn continued to stare at him, he was more mature in some ways, just his look, his mannerisms, but completely not when it came to being chivalrous.  He wasn’t very chivalrous in high school, and it seemed like some things were not meant to change.

Turner nervously looked at the menu as he scratched his chin.  Cathy rolled her eyes and sighed before stepping in front of him.  “Lord, you take too long to order.  Just pick a taco or multiple like Ryan.  But you can’t hold up the line like this,” she complained before turning her attention back to the attendant.  “I’ll go with a carnitas taco.  And a coke.  Yeah, the regular one,” she ordered as she pulled out her credit card.  She quickly paid and moved over towards Katlyn and Ryan.

“So... I didn’t get a chance to really ask while I was driving, but those black guys, they’re your new neighbors?!”  Cathy started.

“Yeah, it’s crazy, right?”  Katlyn answered.  They both glanced around carefully for a moment to see if there were others listening in on their conversation.

“Wait what?”  Ryan said as he glanced over.  “Three black guys moved into your neighborhood?  Did your creepy neighbor put it on the market super low or something?”

“What?  Ryan, come on, get with the times,” Cathy responded as Katlyn remained tight lipped.  Out of their group, Cathy was the most liberal, open to protesting equal rights and in general, more like someone outside of Texas than in.

“What are you talking about?  You started the questioning,” Ryan rebuked.

“I was asking to confirm.  I wasn’t implying anything further,” Cathy said.

“Whatever.  We all know you’re probably thinking the same thing,” Ryan responded defensively.

Before they could continue arguing, Turner walked over.  “What’s going on?  What are y’all talking about?”

“Katlyn got new neighbors and they’re black.  In Rollingwood.  Can you believe that?”  Ryan informed.

Turner tilted his head and nodded.  “Wow, really?  That’s really rare.  Y’all got like... what, three Asian families in that neighborhood?  I don’t think I ain’t ever seen a black family in that area before.”

“See?  He’s thinking the same thing!”  Ryan barked.

“Huh?  Wait, what?  Thinking what?  Whoa now, hold up,” Turner responded as he glanced around nervously.

“Okay, guys, just stop it,” Katlyn ordered.  “I’m so sick and tired of all these PC conversations.  Let’s be honest, it is rare.  There ain’t no other family that’s black in Rollingwood, at least in that general area.  And it’s an expensive area, the homes there are crazy expensive.  So let’s just call a spade a spade.”

“That’s my babe,” Ryan said with a smile.  “So, you met them?”

“Yeah, I stopped by thinking they were movers at first.”

“Okay, okay, hold up,” Ryan replied as he started walking over to the food truck.  His order number had been called.

“You didn’t do anything stupid, right?”  Cathy asked cautiously.

Katlyn shrugged as her face turned slightly pink as she recalled the awkward moment.  “Look, so... I had my phone up and I was recording, you know, just in case,” she answered.

“Katlyn!  Oh Lord,” Cathy sighed.  “Well, at least it looked like it ended up okay.”

“Yeah, the youngest one uh... what was his name... Wayne?  No... Dwayne, introduced himself.  He was actually well spoken, really surprised me,” Katlyn responded.

Cathy raised an eyebrow, “Well spoken?  That surprised you?  Katlyn, we need to get you out more, see the world a bit.  I know we both live in a mainly white neighborhood but come on honey, you’re honestly making borderline racist comments.”

“What?  No I’m not.”

Ryan returned with their food and sat on one of the blue benches.  Katlyn frowned and sat across from him while Cathy went to go get her food.  Ryan seemed to notice the slight awkwardness as he took a bite of his taco.

“What’s wrong?  Did y’all get into a fight?”  He asked.

“No... Yes...  I don’t know.  She said I was making racist comments,” Katlyn replied.

“Huh?  What’d you say?”

“I said one of the black neighbors that moved in was well spoken, and that it surprised me,” she answered.

Ryan tilted his head from side to side, “that’s it?  What’s racist about that?”

“I know, right?  It’s not like I said the n-word or anything,” Katlyn replied, her frown fading at his words.

Cathy came back and sat next to Katlyn while Turner sat next to Ryan.  There was a slight awkward silence before Cathy cleared her throat.  “Look, Katlyn, I’m sorry honey, I didn’t mean to, you know, shame you or anything like that.  I was just saying, you gotta be careful with your words, you know?”

“I was careful.”

Ryan finished one taco and moved onto the next.  “I gotta agree with my girl on this one.  Saying someone is well spoken ain’t anywhere near racist.”

“It’s all about the context,” Cathy replied.

“The what?”  Ryan responded, looking confused.

“Agh!  The context.  Aren’t you in college?”

Turner glanced around, trying to pick up on their conversation.  “Wait, what?  So, you said your black neighbors are well spoken?  That’s like a backhanded comment,” he added.

“See?!  SEE?!  Even HE gets it.  Think about it, you’re implying that because he was black, that you weren’t expecting him to speak the way he was,” Cathy explained, trying to hold back as much frustration as she could.

Everyone grew silent as they looked around.  The other folks around the food truck were glancing in their direction uneasily.  Katlyn sighed and rolled her eyes, “okay, fine, whatever.  Can we please get off this topic now?”

“Hey, on a different topic, are you still going out with that one guy, what’s his face, Jeremy?”  Ryan inquired.

“Jeremy?  That was like three years ago.  Are you thinking of Thomas?”  Cathy answered.

“Oh right, Thomas.  Yeah him, the nerdy one,” Ryan responded.

“He wasn’t nerdy, my goodness,” Cathy replied with a huff.  “Anyway, I’m trying a couple of new apps to hook up before college,” she continued.

“Really?  The choices get way better after,” Ryan laughed before pausing and nervously glancing over at Katlyn.

She glared back at him and shook her head.  “Oh, and you know firsthand I’m guessing?  Asshole,” she said as she jabbed him in the ribs with her elbow.

“I’m just kidding obviously.”

Turner scratched his nose and shrugged, “those apps suck.  I swipe all day and rarely get a match.  Any matches I do get, I feel like they’re just catfishing me.”

“Aw shit...”  Katlyn muttered as she put down her food.

“What?”  Ryan asked.

“I was planning on using the neighbor’s pool over the summer.  The creepy old guy usually travels and we usually spend time there for free.  Guess that’s no longer an option,” she answered.

“Oh... so it was that neighbor that moved out?  That sucks, they had such a nice pool.  Maybe your new neighbors won’t mind us occasionally using it,” Cathy said.

“Yeah but...  I mean, I don’t think it’ll feel the same.  Plus, our first interaction being so awkward, no, I don’t think it’s going to work out,” Katlyn sighed.

“Well, maybe I can swing by with you and clear the air,” Cathy suggested.

“Maybe,” Katlyn replied.
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Chapter 5

[image: ]

Karen yawned as their car turned the corner into their neighborhood.  Their lunch with Melissa and Dan had gone decently well, even though Harold and continued to complain about his food.  Karen had felt embarrassed the entire time.

“Next time, I should choose the restaurant we eat at.  I’m still hungry,” Harold grumbled.

“That’s because you chose not to eat any of the other appetizers we ordered,” Karen responded.

“What?  You mean the random cooked vegetables?  No way I’m eating that.”

Karen rolled her eyes and sighed as they drove closer towards their home.  Harold slowed as he squinted and pointed.  “Hey... what’s going on over there?  Why are those black guys doing in front of our house?”

“I...  don’t know.  Are the landscapers out today?”

“They can’t be the landscapers, they’re usually illegals hired from down below,” Harold replied.  “I don’t like this...  Maybe they’re those solicitors, trying to sell those magazine subscriptions.”

They turned into their driveway and Harold parked outside of the garage.  Karen glanced over at him, “why are you parking on the driveway?”

“I don’t want to open the garage with them outside.  What if they try to sneak in?”  Harold said as he cautiously glanced at the side view mirror.

“Hm, I guess that’s a good point.  But can’t they just beat you and break into our home regardless?”  Karen asked.

“I can take at least one or two of them.  You know, I may not be the best shape of my life but I used to be quite the athlete, you know that,” he responded.

He stepped out and looked over towards them before clearing his throat.  Karen cautiously made her way out, reaching into her purse to grab her phone and a small canister of mace.  Harold placed his hands on his hips as he walked towards the three black men.

“Hey!  Is there something I can help y’all with?”  He asked loudly.

“Huh?  Nah, we good.  Waiting on him to catch his uh... what was it?  Poker man?”  One of the black men, who had a bald head, answered.

“Pokémon, come on,” the other responded.

“A what?  Hey look, this is private property,” Harold said, his voice faltering a bit as he nervously looked them over.

All three of them were really well built.  The bald headed man was easily a foot taller and wide, built like a tank.  There was also one with braided dreadlocks who was even taller, though he wasn’t quite as muscular as the bald man.  The youngest of the trio with a short cropped afro also had the body of an athlete.

“A Pokémon sir, it’s a game.  This will only take a minute,” the one with the afro said as he tapped on his phone.

Karen stepped next to Harold and pulled out her phone, “you heard my husband, I will call the cops,” she warned.

“Yo, you have got to be kidding me.  What is with this neighborhood?”  The man with the braided dreadlocks sighed.

The youngest finished up and placed his phone in his pocket as he glanced up.  “Oh man...  Here we go again,” he whispered as he smiled.  “No need to call the police ma’am.  We just move in and it looks like we’re neighbors.  Wait...  Didn’t we already talk about this?”  He said as he tilted his head and paused.

“What?  You’re our neighbors?  Karen, you know these men?”  Harold asked, confused.

“No.”

“Karen?  I thought your name was Katlyn.”

Her eyes widened as she gasped and stepped forward, her other hand reaching down and getting her mace spray ready.  “What did you do to my daughter?”

“Daughter?  What?  No way, wow,” the bald man responded.

“We haven’t done anything, she stopped by when we were unboxing.  She thought we were robbing the place,” the youngest added.

Karen sighed as she calmed herself.

“Well, hi, I’m Dwayne Jones.  These are my brothers Marcus and Willis.  I’m sorry if we caused you to be scared in any way.  I do have to agree with my brother though, I thought for a moment you were Katlyn.  Maybe her sister, but mother?  Wow, no way,” he introduced as he flattered her with his words.

Karen blushed a bit, feeling embarrassed by his words as well as her own actions.  Most of her life, she had rarely seen any people of color.  “Oh dear...” she whispered.

Harold cleared his throat and stepped forward.  “Scared?  What makes you think we were scared?  Well Dwayne, Marcus, Willis, nice to meet you.  So, you moved into that house?”  He asked as he pointed over to the other house.

“Yes sir, with our father.”

“Really?  You three and your father moved into that house?”  Harold questioned suspiciously.

Karen gently nudged him with her elbow.  “Harold, be nice, introduce yourself,” she said.

Harold clenched his teeth for a moment before extending his hand, “well, I’m Harold, this is my wife Karen, but I guess we kind of told you our names beforehand.  I’m a bit suspicious of any new folks in our neighborhood, y’know?  Part of the neighborhood watch here.”

“You mean suspicious new black folks, am I right?”  Marcus replied sarcastically.

“Shut up man, it was an honest mistake,” Dwayne said as he looked over at his brother.  “I’m sure it wasn’t the color of our skin.  I mean, I know I appreciate knowing that there’s people who are on the lookout in our new neighborhood.  Usually there aren’t people brave enough to go confronting new faces,” he continued.

Harold’s face lit up a bit at the praise.  “Well boy, I’m glad to hear that.  And you’re right, skin color had nothing to do with it,” he lied.

“You’re very well spoken, are y’all from Austin?”  Karen asked.

Dwayne paused for a moment at her words, a brief look of frustration flashing on his face.  “Well, thank you ma’am.  Nah, we’re from California.  Moved out here for a startup I’ve got going.”

“Hey!  Boys, get yo asses over here!”  A voice yelled as an older black man came strolling over.  “I’m sorry there, are they bothering you?”  He asked.

Before Harold could answer, Karen stepped forward and shook her head.  “Nope, we’re just getting to know each other,” she said.

“Well, hi, I’m Horace and these are my boys.  Didn’t mean to cause any disturbance,” he introduced.

“I’m Karen, this is my husband Harold, we live next door.”

“Hey, look, I know we’re a rarity around these parts.  I’m from Georgia originally, joined the army for a bit but had to get discharged when I had to take care of these two idiots on my own,” Horace introduced as he placed his hands on the shoulders of Marcus and Willis.  “Their mother ran off after a bit.  Two kids was too much for her, she said,” he continued.

“Oh my, that must’ve been tough,” Karen said solemnly.

“Yeah, yeah, and it was hard getting back on my feet but y’know perseverance.  Met another nice lady, got hitched, had the young one over there and she unfortunately passed after giving birth.  It was like damn rewind of my life.  Good thing these boys grew up to help me take care of Dwayne there,” Horace said with a smile.

Karen couldn’t help but feel sorry for Horace, and felt incredibly disappointed in herself for the way she had acted.  “I’m so sorry boys, for the way we interrupted y’all,” she apologized, her eyes tearing up a little bit.

“Nah, its all right ma’am.  We good,” Marcus responded with a big smile.  “We gonna be neighbors, might as well see the bad and the good early, right?”

“And hell, where are my manners.  Look, once we settle in real quick, we’re thinking of doing a barbeque.  We’d love to have you and your family join us,” Horace offered.

Harold shook his head but Karen quickly jabbed him with her elbow while nodding.  “Of course we’ll come by.  I’ll make some potato salad and bring it over.  People love it.”

“Mm, nothing like a good potato salad,” Horace responded.

Karen smiled back and her eyes danced around the four black men.  They were all very well built and wearing tight shirts and shorts.  Marcus and Willis were wearing tan tank tops that basically revealed their entire upper body.  The lips of her sex quivered a bit at the sight and she cleared her throat a bit.

“And look, we got a pretty damn nice pool, we can even throw a little pool party,” Horace added.

“Oh yeah, we know, the former owner used to let us use the pool,” Karen replied.

“Really?  Well damn, you know what, I’ll be fine with keeping that offer.  You and your kind family are more than welcome to use the pool, just let me know in advance so I can clear the area.  I know y’all probably won’t like us hanging around when you’re using the pool,” Horace offered.

“Yo, pops, you serious?  You want us to clear the house for some others to use the pool?!”  Marcus barked back.

“Boy, shut your mouth.  We need to be courteous up in here.”

“Whoa, hey, its okay, you don’t have to go anywhere.  And that’s if we even keep using the pool.  Katlyn is going to UT Austin, and it’ll just be me and Horace,” Karen responded.

“UT Austin?  Good place to go.  My boys here graduated from UCLA, full scholarships.  Marcus here for football and track, and Willis for basketball.  Not sure what them damn degrees are good for though, both of them just lounging around riding Dwayne’s coat tails,” Horace said as he glared at his two older sons.

“Yo, pops man, damn, why you being extra hard on us today man?  And we ain’t riding on young boy’s coat tails, he asked us to join him.  I was doing damn good coaching football,” Marcus responded.

“Assistant coaching... for a damn junior varsity team at that tiny ass high school,” Horace corrected.

Marcus rolled his eyes as Dwayne smirked.  “Whatever man, a job is a damn job,” Marcus replied.

“Now look, I’m going to go ahead and schedule the pool barbeque for next weekend.  Y’all good with that?”  Horace asked.  Harold hesitated for a moment as he glanced over at Karen and then Horace.  “And your name was Harold right?  My man, you look like the type that would love my sweet and spicy baby back ribs.  I smoke them for hours, they damn good,” Horace added.

Harold’s eyes lit up at his new neighbor’s words, the hesitation instantaneously disappearing as he nodded instinctively.  “Oh yeah, that sounds great!  This weekend it is!”  He agreed.

Horace smiled and winked at Karen, “and looking forward to that potato salad.”

Karen smiled back and watched as the four black men walked back to the house next door.  She felt a bit of guilt, mixed with embarrassment at her previous actions.  It was part of her upbringing, she had lived in a very small town called Llano that barely had any black people.  Harold was also from there, and both of them had mostly been surrounded by white people for most of their lives.  Most of what little she and her husband knew about black people were from movies, television shows, or what was in the news.

“They seemed pretty nice,” Karen commented as the two turned and headed home.

“Yeah, I guess.  Hopefully his startup ain’t one of them porno site things.  Or some kind of marijuana store.  That’s not going to be good for this neighborhood,” Harold grunted.

“Oh please, I doubt it’d be something like that...”  Karen paused and glanced over at the black men again.  “Could it?”  She quietly asked herself.
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Chapter 6
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The sofa creaked as Harold got up and made his way towards the dining table.  Karen placed a large pizza at the center of it as her husband paused, farted, and then headed towards the kitchen with a huge grin on his face.  Katlyn screamed before she covered her mouth and glared at Harold.

“Dad!  Are you serious?!  Oh my God!  It stinks!”  She cried out.

“What?  Ain’t that bad,” Harold laughed as he grabbed a large bottle of Coke.  “Oh... whew, wait, nevermind,” he said as he caught a whiff of his own gas.  “Whew damn!  Wow, that’s bad!”  He continued with a loud laugh.

“Harold!  God, why here?!  Why now?!”  Karen agreed with Katlyn as she waved her hand in front of her face.

“Sorry hon, can’t control it, y’know?”  Harold replied as he opened up his bottle of Coke and plopped down on his chair at the dining table.

“Mom, I can’t eat here,” Katlyn said as she held her breath and grabbed a slice of pizza.

“What?  Just wait for it to go away,” Karen replied, still waving her hand in front of her face.

Katlyn shook her head, still holding her breath as she quickly rushed out, grabbed a plate from the kitchen, and started digging around the refrigerator for something to drink.  Karen sighed and glared at her husband with her arms crossed.  He was already gobbling up a slice as he glanced up.

“What?”  He asked, his mouth full of pizza.

“Unbelievable,” Karen responded.  “Oh wait... tomorrow is Saturday right?  Oh shit, I need to get that potato salad ready,” she continued.

“Potato salad?”  Katlyn asked as she grabbed a small bottle of soda.

“Did we not tell you?  The new neighbors next door invited us to a barbeque last week,” Karen answered.

“Oh...  You met them?”  Katlyn responded.

“Yes, all four of them.  They seemed like nice people,” Karen informed.

“Four?  There’s four of ‘em?!”

“Yes, what were their names... Um...  Mark?  And uh... shoot, what was that dad’s name?”  Karen asked as she turned towards Harold.

He shrugged, “I don’t know.  Started with an ‘H’.  Harry?  Howard?  Wait... nah, those don’t really sound like black names...  Hm, his name reminded me of basketball...  Oh, Horace,” he continued as he continued to eat his pizza.

“You met them, right?”  Karen asked her daughter.

“Uh yeah... briefly.  It was last week, right before I went downtown with Cathy and Turner.”

“That’s great.  Well, why don’t you come to the barbeque with us?  It’s a great way to get to know the new neighbors.  I’m actually thinking of inviting Melissa, Sophia and Sharon too,” Karen said.

“Uh...  I don’t know.  I mean, I have plans, you know?  Ryan’s on break, and I think Cathy wanted to go watch a movie with us,” Katlyn replied.

“You still can, just get some food and, introduce yourselves and then go to wherever you were going to go.  The youngest one, what was his name...  Darren?  Ugh, I’m so bad with names.  Anyway, he was very well spoken,” Karen suggested, even though Katlyn knew it was more of an order.

“Fine, whatever, let me see if the others want to go,” Katlyn sighed.

“Well, if Melissa and Dan are going, you know Cathy is.  Same with Sharon, Brian and Turner.”

“Oh, be careful around Cathy and saying that Dwayne is well spoken,” Katlyn warned.

“Dwayne!  That was his name.  Why can’t I say he’s well spoken?”

“I don’t know, Cathay said its racist,” her daughter answered as she headed out of the kitchen and onward up the stairs.

“You’re not eating here?”

“I’m most definitely not eating where it smells that bad,” her daughter said as she disappeared up to the second floor.

“Hey, some nice and quiet time for us, right?”  Harold laughed as he finished his slice and grabbed another.

Karen gritted her teeth and rolled her eyes as she sat across from him.  It was definitely quiet as the two ate.  Harold seemed happier than usual as he made his way through another slice.

“Mm...  Something tells me Horace is going to be making a mean barbeque.  I think I can already smell something smoking in the air,” he said, unable to hold back a smile.

“I think that’s the bacon on the pizza,” Karen replied with a smirk.

“Nah honey, it’s definitely a smoker.  He is really starting early if the barbeque is tomorrow.  He’s really cooking whatever it is for a long time...  Mm, damn, getting me excited,” Harold commented as he sniffed the air.

“How are you even able to sniff the air?  It still stinks,” Karen complained.

“Oh, you wouldn’t understand,” her husband replied, practically salivating while eating.

Karen rolled her eyes and grabbed a slice for herself.  She wished that her husband would be this excited over her.  Over the last couple of years, their passion had died down and recently, he had been having a hard time keeping his manhood up.  It was becoming increasingly frustrating for Karen.  She wondered if this excitement would carry through the night.
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KAREN RAN HER FINGERS through her hair as she glanced at herself in the mirror.  She was wearing a tight fitting, see through nightie and a matching ping thong.  Her workouts with Melissa had kept her in relatively good shape for someone about to hit 40 soon.  She was actually pretty proud of the way she had managed to get in the shape she was in.

Harold was busy watching a movie in the master bedroom, unaware that his wife was ready to seduce him for the night.  Karen did wish that her husband had put as much effort into keeping in shape as she did.  She turned to look at her profile, she was still a little chubby in her mind’s eye.  Melissa was toned and had been teaching her how to work out but Karen felt as though she still had a while to go to try to catch up to her friend.

She stepped out of the bathroom and posed a bit, letting her silhouette show into the darkened master bedroom.  Harold was still busy staring at the television and Karen cleared her throat to get his attention.  Her husband glanced over and did a double take.

“Hot damn!”  He exclaimed happily.

The house was large enough that their daughter could not hear them, especially with her playing music in her room.  Karen swung her hips left and right gently as she turned off the bathroom light and walked towards the bed.  Harold licked his lips and anxious rubbed his hands together while pulling off his boxers.  His flaccid penis quivered as it slowly began to harden as she got closer to him.

She got on the edge of the bed and crawled up towards him, her breasts swaying from side to side.  Harold reached down and rubbed his penis with two fingers as he watched his wife crawl on closer.  He gasped as she paused, her face hovering near his crotch.  Her warm breath passed by his sensitive dick.

“You excited?”  She asked as she spit on his penis and stuck her tongue out.

He moved his hand aside as she circled the tip of his manhood with her tongue.  She then opened her mouth and pushed her face forward, taking in his entire penis into her mouth.  Harold closed his eyes and groaned as the warmth of her mouth enveloped his sensitive member.  It was like a bite sized version of a candy bar as she sucked on it.  Karen could feel his member turn rock hard... finally, she thought as she pulled her head back.  It had been a long while since he was actually able to get erect.

She pulled her thong off and gently rubbed the lips of her sex against his member.  Harold took long deep breaths as he grabbed onto the sheets.  Karen gripped onto the short shaft of his member with two fingers and tried to aim it, feeling slightly rushed as she began to feel it soften.

“Ah shit...”  Harold groaned as Karen’s fingers held tightly onto his shaft.

It was getting harder to fit between the lips of her sex as it grew flaccid again.  She sighed and let his penis go, trying her best not to get frustrated.

“Ah man, sorry babe, I think I ate too much, y’know?  Can’t get the big guy motivated,” Harold said.

Karen tried gently stroking his shaft with two fingers, trying to get it to harden.  She felt it quiver as it tried to grow erect but struggled.  “Honey, I think you should seriously consider getting some Viagra,” she suggested, as kindly as she could.

Harold frowned as he looked at her, “what?  I ain’t need no Viagra.  I just ate too much, that’s all.  It’s scientific, it’s how the body works.  You know I can go hog wild after a light meal,” he grunted.

Karen sighed and rolled off the bed.  She headed back into the bathroom to change back into some more comfortable clothes.  Harold shrugged and turned his attention back to the television while pulling up his boxers.  Karen took another look at herself, feeling anger and frustration, this wasn’t the first time this had happened and it most likely was not going to be the last.
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Chapter 7
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Katlyn crossed her arms and tapped her feet as she glanced down at her Apple Watch.  Ryan was running late again.  She gritted her teeth as Cathy stared out her window.

“Why don’t you just tell Ryan that we’ll be next door and he can just go knocking over there?”  She suggested.

“Because, I don’t want those black guys thinking I’m single and trying to hit on me,” Katlyn replied.

“Oh please, you act like they’re thugs or something.  Our parents already headed over, they’re not going to like it if we take any longer,” Cathy reminded.

“Ugh... whatever, fine.  Let’s go,” Katlyn said through gritted teeth.

The two headed on downstairs and out the front door.  As soon as they did, Ryan’s black Mustang roared by and stopped at the curb.  He stepped out of the driver’s side and smiled at the two.  Turner popped out from the passenger side, looking a little sick as he wobbled out.

“What’s wrong with him?”  Cathy whispered.

“Ryan!  Do you know what time it is?!”  Katlyn growled angrily.

“Sorry babe, I had to take Turner for a ride.”

“Oh damn... I think I’m gonna puke.  Why did you have to do so many doughnuts?  My head is still spinning,” Turner said weakly.

“Come on man, you’re Irish!  Man up!”  Ryan laughed as he tapped Turner on the back hard.

“Man, I told you already, my dad thinks we’re Irish, he doesn’t have any proof.  Just cause our last name is O’Connor, that’s all,” Turner replied.

“Come on, let’s go and get this over with,” Katlyn sighed as she crossed her arms and led the way towards the neighbor’s.

“Mm... damn, do y’all smell that?  Somebody is smoking some damn good barbeque,” Ryan commented as they reached the front door.

It was wide open and Katlyn cautiously poked her head in, “hello?” she called out.  There was no answer and she looked back at the others.

“They’re probably waiting for us in the backyard,” Cathy commented as she walked right in.

“Uh, are we going to get beat up?  Or even shot?  You know they’re allowed to shoot us right?”  Turner said as he glanced around worriedly.

“Oh come on,” Cathy sighed as she rolled her eyes and led the way.  The four of them walked through the large living room and towards the backyard. 

“WHO DA FUCK IS YOU?!”  A loud, deep voice called out, making everyone freeze.

Turner trembled and closed his eyes while raising his arms.  “Please, don’t hurt me!”  He whined.

Loud laughter echoed through the large room as Marcus came strutting out, wearing only shorts, and some sneakers, no shirt.  His dark skin glistened in the sunlight, almost sparkling as he stepped towards them with a big white smile.  He gently tapped Turner on the shoulder and gave him a nod.

“Sorry my man, just playing around,” Marcus apologized.

The large, muscular black man towered over everyone else.  Even Ryan, who was a quarterback in high school as well as in college, looked fairly small compared to him.  Marcus rubbed his bald head and then headed on out to the back.  “Yo, get some more food out, we got more visitors,” he yelled out.

He turned towards Ryan and looked him up and down quickly.  “Hey, you play ball?”

“Uh, not basketball but I play football,” Ryan answered.

“Ah sheeeeeeeeeeit, my man!  That’s what I’m talking about!  I knew I could read some football on you.  Come on man, Dwayne and I play football,” Marcus informed.

“Yeah?  Damn, tight end?  Ryan inquired.

“Damn, good guess.  Wide receiver, but I used to be tight end.  They saw me running track and realized they put me in the wrong position early on,” Marcus answered with a laugh.

Karen saw her daughter and waved as she leaned over towards Melissa.  “My goodness, all of them are so big,” she whispered.

“Really fit.  Even Horace, look at him, he said he was 45?  He looks pretty incredible for his age,” Melissa whispered back.

Sharon, Turner’s mom, glanced over at Horace and gave a nod.  She had fiery red hair and piercing green eyes.  “I wish Brian was built like that,” she joked, referring to her husband.

Sophia snickered as she looked over to where Horace was.  She was the only non-white person in the group.  Her husband and she were from Taiwan, both second generation immigrants.  Her husband Johnny, was already 50 while she was 33, the largest of the age gap differences in their group.  Sophia was also the youngest out of the four moms, and had the most to learn from them as her two sons were not even in high school yet.

Surrounding Horace were their husbands.  All of them looked out of shape next to the large built black man.  They all appeared to be drooling as they stared at the open smoker, watching as Horace carefully continued to break apart the smoked meat.

“I hope Harold is ready to go tonight, he better not use this barbeque as his reason for not being able to get it up... again,” Karen complained, her voice still hushed.

“Sometimes I think that’s better than Dan.  He talks a big game, he can get hard, but minute man would actually be an overstatement,” Melissa whispered back.

Karen couldn’t help but giggle as Melissa smirked.  They glanced over at Sharon and Sophia.  “How about Brian?  He takes the blue pill, right?”  Karen asked.

Sharon’s lips pursed as she gave a small nod.  She was not a fan of talking about her sex life, even towards her closest friends.  The one time she accidentally let it slip that her husband, Brian, used Viagra, was one of her biggest regrets.

“Does it work well?  I’m trying to convince Harold,” Karen inquired.

Sharon’s face grew red with embarrassment, matching her hair as she gave another nod.  “I mean, it gets it up,” she answered timidly.

“How about Johnny over there?”  Melissa asked as she looked over at their husbands, who were all still nodding and laughing as they stared at the big slabs of meat being pulled apart.

Sophia shrugged, “he seems okay, he can keep it hard, but we don’t have sex as often,” she said.

“Well, that’s better than what we have,” Melissa laughed as she looked at Karen and Sharon.

Ryan grunted as he caught a football thrown by Dwayne and nearly fell back from the force.  The four moms looked over at him and then at the three big black sons of Horace as they all ran over, all shirtless.

“Yo, you aight?!”  Dwayne called out as he neared.

“Oh man, yeah.  Jesus, you got an arm like a damn rocket,” Ryan responded.

“Sorry man, haven’t been practicing my throws as much lately.  Thinking of switching positions to running back if I ever play football in college,” Dwayne replied.

“Where were you accepted, UT Austin?”  Ryan asked, a bit of nervousness in his voice.  If Dwayne joined the football team and the coach saw how well he threw, Ryan would most definitely be benched.

“Nah, I don’t even know if I’ll even go back to school.  If this start up kicks off and I get the venture capitalists in, there’d be no reason for me to go,” Dwayne said.

Horace’s ears wiggled for a moment and he looked over at Dwayne.  “Hell naw!  That was not the agreement son!  Yo ass better go to college as a backup plan!”

“Pops, it’s just a piece of paper, it’s not gonna help me.  I learned more about machine learning on my own than anything school could’ve taught me.  And there’s no way they’re going to teach the fundamentals of crypto,” Dwayne yelled back.

“It’s a piece of paper that gets you through HR!  Am I right guys?”  Harold, Dan, Brian and Johnny all nodded in unison, agreeing with him.  Horace smirked as he placed some smoked meat on their plates.  “Damn straight, that’s what I’m talking about.  Well, y’all need to try this, it’s as good as it’s gonna get,” he said.

“Thanks man, this smells great!”  Harold complimented as he dug in, taking a huge bite.

“Man, he’s never gonna understand,” Dwayne sighed. 

“Crypto?  Machine learning?  Wait... Dwayne Jones...  Holy shit, are you that guy working on that trading platform?  You trade sports moments or whatever?”  Ryan asked as he tossed the ball over to Dwayne.

“Yup, kinda what the NBA is doing with their online trading cards but also a bit different.  My platform is also going to be supporting ads and it has AI helping to calculate validity of whatever is being auctioned.  It’s already making bank,” Dwayne answered.

Ryan’s jaw dropped at the realization and he looked over at Marcus and Willis.  “Wait... that would make you the football prodigy from a couple years ago.  Did you go to USC?  The Unstoppable Stallion of the Trojans?”

Marcus smirked and nodded as he wiped sweat off his bald head.  “Hell yeah, that’s me.”

“Wow!  Unbelievable!  I always wondered why you didn’t go pro.  Hey uh, do you think I could get an autograph?”  Ryan requested.

“You serious?  You want my autograph?”  Marcus laughed.

“His autograph?!”  Willis agreed, looking extremely confused.  “You know this nig... this guy and you don’t know me?”

Ryan looked up at the much taller black man, craning back on his neck.  “Uh, Willis Jones...  That sounds familiar but um, sorry, which position were you in?”

Willis sighed and shook his head, his braided dreadlocks bouncing side to side.  “Man, I ain’t no football player, I played b-ball.”

“Oh sorry, I don’t watch basketball as much.”

“Ha ha!  Especially the Trojans with all them scandals and shit,” Marcus laughed.

Katlyn glanced over at Ryan who was nervously laughing along with the three well built black men.  Her mother and her friends were not too far off, near the pool.  She sighed and sat on the edge of the pool with Cathy, dipping her legs into the cool water.

“What are you looking at?”  Katlyn inquired.

Cathy swiped on her phone a couple of times, “seeing who’s available.  I’ve been using this app to see if any cute guys are around.”

“Anyone interesting?”

“No... oh... wait a minute” Cathy paused. 

“What?”

“This profile, I’m pretty sure it’s Marcus,” she answered.

Katlyn tilted her head and her eyebrows furrowed.  “Ew...  You’re not interested in them, are you?”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”  Cathy asked.

“I mean,” Katlyn hesitated for a moment, knowing that Cathy would not like her honest answer.  “He’s too old, isn’t he?”  She responded.

“It says here that he’s 28.  Ten years older.  That’s not bad, I mean, my dad is 15 years older than my mom,” Cathy commented.

They both stared at the pictures that were available for them to look at.  Cathy felt a warmth between her legs as she swiped through his pictures, of which, some he was barely wearing anything.  In one of them, he was wearing tight fitting boxer briefs and she paused, her finger hovering over his crotch.

“Wait... what is that bump?”  She whispered.

Katlyn squinted her eyes, “probably a shadow or something.”

“Wow...  I mean, if it isn’t, then that’s probably his dick, right?”  Cathy said as she tried to zoom in.

Katlyn rolled her eyes and scoffed, “what?  It’s probably a sock, trying to make himself look bigger.  There’s no way that’s a real dick.”

“Hm, I think I’m going to mark that I’m interested,” Cathy said.

“What?  He’s right there!”  Katlyn exclaimed.

“Its fine, it’s anonymous at first until we agree to meet.  The app verifies who I am and for women, it anonymizes us.”

Cathy swiped upward, notifying Marcus of her interest.  Katlyn shook her head and glanced over at the black men again.  They were all extremely well built, even more so than Ryan.  If only they weren’t black, she thought to herself.

“Oh and look, when I show that I’m interested, it unlocks even more pictures that he has set as private.  And... OH MY GOD!”  Cathy gasped.

Katlyn’s eyes widened and she covered her mouth, “HOLY SHIT!”

Everyone else at the barbeque glanced over at the two.  Karen sighed and placed a hand on her hips as she walked towards her daughter and Cathy.  “Is everything okay?”  She asked as she closed the distance.

Cathy quickly swiped on her phone and put it down as she smiled and looked up.  “Everything is fine, Mrs. Jensen.”

Karen crossed her arms and raised an eyebrow as she looked across the swimming pool at them.  She thought about asking for Cathy’s phone but decided against it, she was Melissa’s daughter, not hers.  Though, she made a mental note to ask Katlyn about it later.

“You sure?”  Karen asked once more.

“Yup, we’re fine mom.  It was some news about some TikTok stars you don’t care for,” Katlyn lied.

Her mom hesitated for a moment before nodding and turning back around to join her friends.  Cathy let out a small sigh of relief and pulled her phone back up.  They stared at the private picture that Marcus had placed within his profile.  It was a completely nude photo, and they could clearly see his thick black cock.

“That’s not real,” Katlyn whispered.  “It has to be edited.  There’s no way.”

Cathy remained silent, her heart racing wildly as she stared at the picture.  He wasn’t even hard, and yet, his manhood was easily twice the size of her ex-boyfriend’s.
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Chapter 8
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Two weeks had passed since the barbeque and Cathy was still messaging back and forth with Marcus.  She still did not feel comfortable giving away her anonymity but with each passing day, she wanted to reveal her identity.  He had sent even more pictures of himself, mostly clothed but occasionally a nude here and there.

She placed her phone on the dining room table and wandered into the kitchen to grab an apple.  Her mother walked by while staring down at her phone, pausing as she read something.  “Cathy, did you buy tomatoes yesterday?”

“Uh... yeah, I think I did.  It’s in the fridge.”

“Oh no, the fridge?  Ah jeez Cathy,” Melissa sighed as she plopped her phone down on the dining table and headed over to the kitchen.  She opened the refrigerator and took out a bag containing the tomatoes.  “These are still under ripe, you need to leave these at room temperature until they ripen,” Melissa informed.

“Oh, sorry mom.  I’ll keep that in mind,” Cathy said as she took a bite of her apple and wandered back to the dining room.  She grabbed her phone and headed on upstairs.

Melissa sighed and shook her head as she placed the tomatoes on a kitchen counter.  She heard her phone buzz on the dining table and headed over to pick it up.  The phone took a minute but unlocked after the camera recognized her phase.

“That’s strange, did I change my wallpaper?”  She whispered to herself as she stared at her phone.  It looked unfamiliar as a notification popped up.  “What is this?”  She continued as she clicked on the notification.

A picture loaded up and she gasped, her eyes widening in shock.  It was a muscular, bald, black man, completely naked, his long, thick manhood dangling down between his legs.  She took a moment to stare and slowly began to realize that this wasn’t just any black man... it was one of the three sons who lived next to Karen.  She couldn’t remember their names but he was definitely one of the older sons.

“My goodness...”  She whispered as she zoomed in on the photo.  “It’s real...  Wow...”  She whispered.

Melissa tapped on it and shared it to her email address.  Her heart raced as she swiped through the other pictures, and came upon one where it was more of a direct shot at his crotch.  His manhood was semi-erect and Melissa’s jaw dropped.  There was no way Dan was anywhere near as large as him.  She quickly shared this picture to her email address as well.  There was no particular reason for sending a copy of the pictures to herself, other than to possibly confront him for sending nudes to her daughter.  Though... with her daughter being an adult, there was not much to really confront him on.

She heard her daughter’s footsteps upstairs, rushing through the halls and down the stairs.  Melissa quickly closed the app and locked the phone, nearly dropped it on the table as she fumbled around with it.  She managed to gently put the phone back on the table and stepped to the side as she watched Cathy rush in.

“Hey mom, sorry, I think I took your phone.”  Cathy said.

“Oh, we really should get different colors or something,” Melissa replied nervously, her voice trembling slightly.

“I thought facial recognition might get me confused with you, but I guess not, ha ha!  I look too young I guess,” Cathy laughed as she put her mom’s phone down and grabbed hers.  She glanced over, “are you okay?”

Melissa was extremely rigid, slightly shaking as she cleared her throat and smiled at her daughter.  “Of course I am, why?”

Cathy raised an eyebrow, “because you’re acting really weird.  Ugh, whatever, I got to go, I’ll see you later,” she said as she turned and headed back upstairs.

Silence filled the air as Melissa nibbled on her lower lip and glanced out the window.  She couldn’t get the image of Marcus out of her head, his nude, statuesque body... his long, thick manhood that easily doubled, if not more, than her husband.  The lips of her sex trembled and she felt extremely warm.  To get her mind off of it, she rushed over to the garage where she had set up a gym.

Cathy walked by briefly and poked her head in as Melissa prepared to exercise.  “Hey mom, I’m going out, don’t worry about lunch or dinner, I’m going to be gone for a while,” she informed.

“Where are you going?”  Melissa asked cautiously as she grabbed a kettlebell weight.

“Katlyn, Ryan, Turner and I are going downtown again to shop and eat.  Might watch a movie or something too,” Cathy answered as she grabbed her keys.

“You and Turner, getting pretty close, yeah?”  Melissa tried to tease as she hoisted her kettlebell up.

“Eww, gross, Turner is definitely not my type,” Cathy replied in disgust as she left.

Melissa smirked and continued to exercise.  She had joined a crossfit gym and was enjoying it, so much that she had revamped their entire garage to mimic the gym itself.  Her husband hadn’t been a big fan as that meant he had to park on the driveway.  She continued lifting her weights before jumping on the treadmill to get her heart rate up.

After getting her heart rate up some more, she hopped right off the treadmill and over to a bar on the wall.  She jumped up and began doing some quick pull ups, wiggling and grunted as she pulled herself up quickly.  Doing pull ups were one of her weaknesses but one thing she learned from crossfit was to not go fully down, instead keeping herself close to the bar and basically using momentum to keep bouncing up and down past the bar.

She finished up a set and jumped back on the treadmill running on it at full speed for a couple of minutes again.  As her heart rate began to hit the level she wanted, she slowed the treadmill and began to walk for a bit, taking short shallow breaths.  She took her time before hopping off the treadmill again to grab the kettlebell. 

Every once in a while the image of Marcus flickered in her head and she closed her eyes, taking deep breaths to try and forget.  She grabbed the kettlebell and grunted as she squatted and lifted the weight up high.  The momentum helped to get her legs straightened before she squatted down again.  Each time she swung the kettlebell up, she made sure to squeeze her buttocks tightly, clamping them with all her might.

Sweat rolled down her well toned body as she finished up her sets with the kettlebell and hopped right back on the treadmill.  She wiped her forehead and immediately turned up the speed to begin running again.  Her heart thumped loudly as she began to run as fast as she could, sprinting loudly on the treadmill.

No matter how much she tried to forget about the nude pictures she saw of Marcus, she couldn’t do it.  After a couple of minutes on the treadmill, she hopped off and grabbed her phone, unlocking it and checking her email.  The ones she had sent herself from Cathy’s phone were right there, ready for viewing.

Her finger hovered over the attachment for a moment, trembling as her heart raced faster.  She couldn’t help herself, pressing down to view it.  Immediately an image popped up on her phone, the magnificent, glistening, nude ebony body of Marcus.  “Oh my... fuck...”  She whispered as her eyes zeroed in on his manhood.

Her knees felt weak and the folds of her sex grew wet.  She felt like she was on fire as she licked her lips.  Her tight sports bra felt even tighter as her nipples grew rock hard and pressed against it.  She grew light headed as she even forgot to breathe for a moment.  The sounds of a car driving up the driveway broke her out of the trance as she quickly closed the picture and put her phone aside.  It was a familiar loud roar, her husband’s car as he pulled in.  Her daughter was already long gone and it was going to be just her and Dan in the house.

She pulled off her tight leggings and stepped out into the hall from the side garage entrance.  As Dan walked in and closed the front door behind him, he froze, staring down the hall and seeing his wife wearing only a sports bra and a bright pink thong.  His jaw dropped as he watched her close the gap while pulling off her top.

“Mamma mia!  Melissa wow!”  Dan yelped in surprise.

She closed in and kissed him while her hands quickly undid his belt and zipper.  Before he knew what was what, she was already pulling his pants down to his ankles along with his boxers.  His little dick was rock hard and Melissa looked down at it, wrapping her hand around his shaft.  She tried not to compare it to the photo she saw of Marcus.  For all she knew, his might have been the same size, maybe it was the lighting.  She turned around and pulled her thong to one side while pulling the tip of his member against the lips of her sex.

“Oddio!”  Dan groaned as her warm velvety sex enveloped his member.

He ran his right hand through his thinning white hair while his left hand grabbed a hold of her soft, supple ass cheek.  Melissa bent forward and placed her hands on the wall as she began to push her ass towards him.  It was a pretty quick journey and she tapped against her husband’s lower body, the entire length of his little pecker inside her.  She gritted her teeth and squeezed her thigh muscles as she began to pull away from Dan.

“OH!  OH!  Oh so tight!  Agh!”  Dan groaned loudly as he reached down with his other hand and held her tight, trying to prevent her from moving.

Melissa continued to pull away before pushing back against him again.  They were small subtle movements but for Dan it felt amazing.  She could feel his member trembling wildly.  His little balls tapped against the lips of her sex each time she pushed back.

“Mi amore, slow!  Slow down please, mi amore!”  Dan pleaded as his hands squeezed tightly onto her hips.

Unfortunately for him, Melissa was far too full of lust to even contemplate listening.  All she could see was the long, thick, hard member of Marcus as she moved back and forth.  Within a couple of minutes, Dan groaned and trembled behind her as his dick quivered inside her.

“ODDIO!”  He exclaimed.

Melissa kept moving back and forth but his member grew soft as soon as he climaxed.  She was nowhere near satisfied while Dan obviously was.  His flaccid dick popped out from between her legs and he stumbled back against the other wall.

“Oh, mi amore... That was an amazing surprise,” he groaned as he leaned back, barely able to stand on his skinny stick-like legs.

He huffed and puffed as if he had run a marathon while Melissa calmly glanced at his manhood, rapidly shrinking between his legs.  She tried her best to hide her disappointment as she smiled at him.  “You’re welcome.  I figured Cathy was out and it’s been a while since we’ve done it outside the bedroom,” Melissa responded, the lips of her sex still trembling and aching as her nearly uncontrollable lust rushed through her.

“Oh, mi amore, I need to go rest, wow,” he grunted back between breaths.

Melissa continued to give him a fake smile as she adjusted her thong and headed down the hall to the nearest bathroom.  She was frustrated and figured a cold shower would help cool her down.  Not to mention, she needed to shower regardless after her intense workout in her home gym.  The warm water thudded against her body and she messed with the showerhead so that the strongest pulsating stream of water would jet out.

She pulled the showerhead off its holder and brought it between her legs.  Her loins were still white hot, craving attention as she kept thinking about the thick black cock of Marcus.  The powerful jets of water slammed against her quivering sex, pleasing her as she closed her eyes and tilted her head back.  She held back her moans as she felt the rush of pleasure wash over her, giving her at least a bit of what she was craving.  The way the water pounded against her sensitive clit was helping to alleviate the frustration she had with her husband’s fast paced performance.

“Mmm..”  She moaned softly while keeping her legs apart.

Melissa began to fantasize about Marcus as she wondered if he was a minute man.  A part of her wanted him to be so that she wouldn’t feel so annoyed by her husband’s capabilities, or lack thereof.  Her body grew warm as she neared her climax, yet, she couldn’t quite get there with only the powerful streams of water.  She needed something deep inside her sex.  There was a loud knock on the bathroom door, forcing Melissa to pull the showerhead away from her legs.

“Mi amore?!  Are you showering?”  Her husband’s muffle voice called out.

“Yes, why?!”  Melissa yelled back, trying to hold back her anger.

“Are we going out for lunch or eating in?”  Dan asked.

Melissa sighed and put the showerhead back up and shook her head.  “I don’t know, I’ll decide when I get out,” she responded.

“Okay, I will be in the living room,” her husband replied.

The lips of her sex continued to quiver as she felt the warm water rush over her sensitive body.  She would’ve loved to continue but at this point she was far too frustrated to continue.  As she finished her shower and stepped out, she glanced over at the slightly fogged mirror to look at her toned body.  She was at least happy with the progress she’d made on it.
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Karen groaned as she dug through her purse, searching for her keys.  She prayed that they were deep in the bottom of her bag but she was wrong, there was no familiar jangle as her hand moved around.  It was bad enough she couldn’t find her phone, now it was made worse by the fact that she could not get into her own house or even call for help.

“Fuck!”  She yelled angrily as she stomped her foot and glared at her own front door.

Her daughter obviously wasn’t home and Harold was most likely out having a beer with his friends while watching baseball.  Karen closed her eyes and sighed as she bawled her fists and paced back and forth, trying to figure out what to do.  She heard some music coming from next door and she paused, nibbling on her thumb.  A part of her wondered if her new neighbors knew how to lockpick her door, and as she thought about it; it slightly worried her.

Karen paced for a couple of more minutes before curiosity got the better of her.  She quietly made her way to the side of her house and then towards her new neighbor’s home.  The music wasn’t coming from inside but rather from the fenced backyard she had visited before for the barbeque.  She tiptoed on over towards the backyard and paused as she reached the fence.  It wasn’t a very tall fence, but she was only a little over five feet tall, so she still couldn't quite see over it. 

There was a rather large boulder near one corner and she headed over towards it.  The music was definitely louder and she hesitated as she placed one foot on the boulder.  She wasn’t sure what she was doing as she got on top of the rock and slowly straightened her body.  As she stood, she was able to see over the fence and paused as she saw a figure lying on a lounger near a cylindrical speaker.

“Oh my...”  She whispered as she noticed that it was the taller black son, and he was sunbathing completely nude with only sunglasses on, covering his eyes.

Her eyes immediately zeroed in on his crotch.  She froze in place as she saw his immense manhood.  It was extremely long, resting towards his left thigh.  He was uncircumcised, a sight she was not very familiar with.  It looked strange, very alien, as it stretched on down his inner thigh.  Even flaccid, his manhood easily looked much larger than Harold’s little dick.

She covered her mouth with one hand as she leaned forward slightly, trying to see if maybe it was the lighting or shadows playing tricks with her eyes.  Her mind reeled as she couldn’t believe what she was seeing.  The figure moved slightly and she panicked, stepping back a little and losing her footing.

“Oh shit!”  She yelped as she fell to the left, managing to brace herself with her other foot and landing in a strange crouching position, like a superhero posing after landing.

There was some rustling and Karen looked up to see her neighbor looking over the fence and down at her.  He pulled his dreadlocks back and raised his sunglasses up, raising an eyebrow as he saw her.  “Hey uh, Karen...  I mean, Mrs. Jensen.  You...  You alright over there?”  He asked.

“Uh, yes, I um...  I lost my footing,” Karen replied as she slowly got up.  She could see the top half of his abs and above as her heart raced.  “Uh,... Marcus?”

He laughed and shook his head, “nah, I’m Willis.  I know, we all look the same to people down here,” he responded with a huge grin.  “You need help over there?”

“I’m, okay, I tripped on something,” Karen said, her voice trembling.

“Oh, you gotta be careful out there, some random rocks and shit.  Marcus was supposed to clean that area up but he’s been a real lazy ass about it.  Why are you over there anyway?”  Willis inquired, tilting his head slightly.

Karen dusted off her legs and licked her lips nervously.  She didn’t really have a solid answer.  Initially it was to possibly ask about lockpicking her door but that was a passing thought.  She actually had no real idea why she had even come by, other than possibly catch another glimpse of their chiseled bodies.

“Uh, I um, well uh...”  She mumbled as she looked over at her house then at Willis and back at the house again.  Her face was turning red and she could feel her body growing warmer.  Right past the fence, he was nude and she couldn’t get the image of his long manhood out of her head as she tried to think of an answer.

“Did you bump your head when you fell?”  Willis asked, his voice full of concern.

“Oh, no, I mean, I don’t think so.  I came home and um...”  Before Karen could finish answering, Willis wandered over to one side and opened the fence door.  He stepped out and Karen quickly raised her hand over her eyes.  “Ah!  Wait!  Put some pants on first!”  She yelped.

He paused and raised an eyebrow, “excuse me?  Pants?  I’ve got a towel around my waist.  Why would you think I’m naked?”

Karen’s face felt hotter as she lowered her hand.  “Um, I uh, I didn’t say underwear, obviously,” she laughed nervously.  “Just that you should have some pants on.”

“Huh...  And me wearing shorts or swimming trunks would’ve made you freak out like that?  Mrs. Jensen, are you sure you didn’t bump your head on the way down?”  Willis asked as he got a little closer, now towering over the much smaller white housewife.

He glanced around and looked at the large boulder Karen had been standing on.  Karen gulped and grasped her hands together, unable to form a sentence.  Willis smirked momentarily before clearing his throat and adjusting his towel slightly, while turning his attention back towards her.  Karen’s eyes darted down briefly to catch a glimpse of his member, she was unable to stop herself.

Willis noticed but acted as if he didn’t as he looked down at her.  “Well, you still haven’t answered, what brings you here?  Do you need help with something?”

Karen shook her head, “uh, no, I don’t really need anything it’s just...  Well, ugh, this sounds so stupid...  I left my keys in the house and I can’t seem to find my phone.”

“Oh, that sucks.  Nobody home?”  Willis inquired.

“No, I’m pretty sure Katlyn is out with Ryan again and Harold is probably in a bar somewhere,” Karen answered.

“Hey look, you can use my phone, it’s in the house.  You can even wait by the pool or in our house, whichever is more comfortable.  My dad’s out golfing, Marcus is off playing some flag football and Dwayne is out making some business deals.  And probably playing that pocket monster thing whatever game he does,” Willis offered.

“Oh, no, I, I don’t want to trouble you,” Karen said.

Willis laughed and walked over towards the open fence door and waved her in.  “It’s no trouble, seriously, come on,” he urged.

She watched him go back into his backyard and hesitated.  Karen nibbled on her lower lip as she slowly made her way forward, following him.  She couldn’t get the image of his long manhood out of her head and a part of her hoped that his towel would accidentally fall off so she could get another good look.

He made his way over to the back entrance of the house and sauntered on in, looking around for his phone.  “Now... where did I put that damn thing...”  He said as he wandered around.  Karen cautiously stepped in, crossing her arms over her chest as she watched him.  Willis scratched his head before looking down below one of the tables, and then kneeled down a bit to look under one of the couches.  As he kneeled, his towel opened up quite a bit, giving Karen another clear view at his crotch.

“Oh shit...”  Karen whispered, covering her mouth with one hand.

She could not stop staring as he looked around under the couch.  His long member dangled down, gently rocking back and forth with his movements.  Karen couldn’t help but take a few steps forward to try and get an even better look.  Her heart thumped loudly and she actually wondered if he could hear it.

“Damn, did Dwayne take it?  I would’ve sworn I left it in here somewhere,” Willis said as he glanced over at Karen.

He held back a smirk as he noticed that she was staring right where he wanted her to.  She was oblivious to the fact that he clearly knew what she was staring at.  He stayed in his current position for just a bit longer, letting her get a nice good look before he quickly stood up and placed his hands on his hips.

“Huh... where the hell is that damn phone,” Willis continued as he slowly made his way past Karen.

She moved back slightly, the lips of her sex quivering with anticipation as he walked on past her and back outside.  Karen breathed in deep, taking in his manly scent and feeling her knees wobble as her legs felt weak.  She couldn’t believe how this tall black man was making her feel.

“Oh shit, there it is,” he commented as he made his way towards a pool table outside.

Karen stepped out and watched as he turned and came back with his phone in hand.  His dark ebony skin glistened magnificently in the bright sunlight.  He pulled his braided dreadlocks back with one hand as he handed her his phone.  “Here,” he said.

Her hand trembled as she reached up to grab the phone.  She smiled and looked up, still marveling at how tall he was.  “Uh, thank you so much,” she said as she took a small step back.

“No problem.  If you need anything, feel free to get it.  We’re a pretty open family,” Willis said as he walked off, and back to his lounger.  He pulled his sunglasses back down over his eyes and lay back, purposefully letting his towel open up ever so slightly to show off his impressive member.

Karen closed her eyes as she tried to recall her daughter’s number.  She dialed it and waited patiently as it rang.  Her eyes wandered around the pool until they stopped at Willis.  She nibbled on her lower lip as she saw his massive member again.  It dangled lewdly off to one side, his towel parted open just right to give her a nice view.

Her daughter’s voicemail picked up and she sighed as she took a couple of steps to the side, her eyes still locked in on his manhood.  She hung up and sighed, still unable to look away.  After pausing for a moment, she dialed her husband’s number and waited.  It began to ring and she looked over at Willis again.  With his sunglasses back down, she wasn’t sure if he was sleeping or had his eyes open.  Her legs moved on their own, stepping a little closer towards the tall black man, bit by tiny little bit.

Before she knew it, she was only a couple of feet away, getting a nice clean view of his massive rod.  She was zoning out a bit as she stared and was snapped out of it as she heard her husband’s voice.

“...is this?  Hello?  Huh... hellooooo?”

“Uh, hey, Harold, can you hear me?”  Karen responded back as she took a couple of steps away from Willis.

“Karen?  Is that you?”  Harold questioned, sounding confused.

“Yes Harold, I think I lost my phone,” Karen started.

“Again?  Is this your way of trying to get the latest iPhone?”  Harold grunted.

Karen rolled her eyes as she paced back and forth.  “No, obviously, I don’t care about that.  No, I think I left it in the house.”

“Oh, then why are you calling me?  Just go home and see if it’s there.”

“I can’t do that either because I left the house keys at home,” Karen replied.

There was a small laugh on the other end of the line and Karen gritted her teeth as she stopped pacing.  She felt heated with anger as she heard Harold laugh a bit harder before clearing his throat.  “How does that happen?”  He snorted.

“Look, can you come home and let me in?”  Karen requested.

“What?  Now?  The Rangers are tied up and this is the bottom of the eighth!  Isn’t Katlyn around?”  Harold whined.

“Harold!  I already tried calling her.  What does that mean, bottom of the eighth?  How much longer is the game?”  Karen questioned as her frustration grew.

“Uh, it’s almost over, that’s what that means.  One more inning to go...”  He paused for a moment, “unless there’s some extra innings,” his voice trailed off a bit.

Karen placed a hand on her hips, “what?!  How many extra?”

“That’s anybody’s guess, but the Rangers are looking really good today, right boys?!  Look, I’ll be home as soon as I can.  I’m sure Katlyn will get home soon.  Or, maybe call Melissa?  Or, whose phone is this?  Just wait there and I’ll call you back when I start heading home,” Harold responded.

“I don’t have Melissa’s number memorized!  Harold, are you even listening?  Harold?!” 

All she could hear were cheers, followed by some boos and groans.  “Hey, sorry Karen, I gotta go, I’m missing a lot of good stuff here.  The boys are starting to tease me.  Call Melissa okay?  Bye!”

Before she could even respond, Harold hung up, leaving Karen speechless and angry.  She gripped tightly onto the phone as she stepped to the side slightly.  Her heel got caught in a small little crack on the ground and she fell to the side, dropping the phone as she reached out to brace herself for the fall.

With incredible speed, Willis popped out from the lounger and lunged forward, only having to take a step to reach where Karen was.  His long slender, yet muscular arms sprung forward and he managed to grab her waist while she was falling.  He grunted and basically lifted her up as she completely lost her footing.  She was momentarily in the air as Willis held her effortlessly before gently lowering her down.

Karen’s legs were trembling and weak and she bent her legs as he lowered her.  She was soon on her knees and on the ground, stabilized with Willis letting out an exhale as he straightened up.  “Whew, you alright?  That could’ve been a pretty bad fall.”

“OH MY GOD!”  Karen yelped as she froze.

In his rush to stop her from falling, his towel had fallen right off.  With her on her knees and him standing, his member was basically inches away from her face.  Willis looked down and he quickly tried to cover his manhood with his hands.

“Oh shit, my bad, I’m sorry Mrs. Jensen.  I didn’t realize my towel fell off,” he apologized.  He turned to grab his towel behind him.  Even from behind, Karen could see his long member hanging down between his legs.

She remained on her knees, her eyes locked onto his member, and the rest of her body unable to move.  Her crotch was on fire, the folds of her sex growing wet as she sucked in her bottom lip.  Her many, many, many frustrations lately with Harold had been building up for quite some time.  Willis slowly wrapped the towel on his waist as he stepped forward and leaned down to pick up his phone.

“Ah shit... you broke the screen,” he said.

He wiped the screen with one hand and tilted his head.  Karen bit on her lower lip, her eyes still at his crotch.  She was actually upset by the towel now covering his lower body.  At the same time, she was also sorry for breaking his phone.

“I...  I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to drop it,” Karen apologized.

“It’s alright ma’am, I needed to upgrade anyway.  Would’ve been nice if I could’ve exchanged or sold this one though,” Willis replied with a wide smile.  Karen gulped as he stepped closer while tilting his head.  “Why are you still on your knees?  You need help getting up?”

She shook her head and slowly began to stand, extending her hand to place it on his arm to help.  Karen again lost her footing slightly and her hand accidentally landed at his crotch.  Willis groaned as her hand pushed against his shaft, her fingers holding tightly onto the towel.

“Oh no!”  Karen yelped.  The towel fell to the ground and again, his long, massive member revealed itself, swinging back and forth.

“Whoa, ma’am, hold up,” Willis laughed.

“Oh my goodness, I’m so sorry, I don’t know what’s going on.  I keep falling all over the place,” Karen said, her voice trembling as she stared at his massive member, mere inches from her face.

“You keep seeing mine and at some point I’m going to have to see yours,” Willis joked as he pulled her up by the arm gently.

Her hand brushed by his shaft on the way up and she felt a tingle run down her back.  She couldn’t believe how hot she felt as she stood inches away from him.  Her heart was racing out of control, her legs were trembling and the lips of her sex quivered uncontrollably.

“Everything okay?  You’re shaking a lot,” Willis asked with concern in his voice.

“I’m just uh... I’m so nervous,” Karen responded.

Willis stepped back a bit while raising both his hands into the air.  “Whoa, whoa, hey, to be clear, you pulled my towel off, I ain’t want no funny business.  You broke my phone too so, I mean, if you're planning something crazy, like ma’am, I’m not doing anything,” he said, his long member swinging around wildly with his movements.

Her eyes widened as she saw his shaft grow stiffer, hardening as his member somehow grew larger.  She even salivated slightly at the sight, as her body turned white hot. 

Willis glanced down and shook his head.  “Oh sorry ma’am, you’re so beautiful, it woke up the beast.  I don’t mean to offend in any way,” he apologized while trying to hide a sly grin.  “I’ll head over to the pool, its cold enough to get this guy down.”

Karen wasn’t sure what came over her but she took a couple of steps forward.  “Wait no... No offense taken,” she said as she got in closer.  She was so close she could almost feel the heat emitting from his massive member as it defied gravity, standing tall and pointing slightly upward as if it were pointing towards her upper body.

It was definitely different than her husband’s smaller dick.  Not only in length and girth but also just the way it looked in general.  His thick foreskin covered the tip of his massive member, something Karen had never seen before.  It looked almost alien like as it proudly stood.

“Wow...”  She whispered.  “I...  It’s like that because of... me?”

“Yes ma’am, you are absolutely stunning,” Willis replied.

Stunning... beautiful... These were words she hadn’t heard in a long time.  Her husband had stopped commenting on her looks ever since Katlyn was born.  At least, in a good way.  Harold had occasionally let it slip how she had gained more weight every once in a while.  He had even mentioned that her ass had gotten larger.  Coupled with the fact that he couldn’t seem to get hard, she had wondered if she had grown unattractive.

“Oh please, I bet it gets hard whenever you see a woman,” Karen responded, feeling an overwhelming amount of warmth take over her.

Willis smirked and shook his head, “no ma’am, I’m being honest.  You got those beautiful curves, that blonde hair, the blue eyes... Mmmm...  You the whole total package.  Your husband is a lucky man.  If I had a chance, wow, I’d show you a good time, every day,” he continued.

His words were like music as they danced around in her head.  She began to feel a bit lightheaded as she licked her lips.  The distance between them had closed, her legs moving on their own to get her close.  He was so much taller than her as the top of her head was basically where his nipples were.

She took his phone from his massive hands and looked at the screen.  Guilt began to creep through her, mixed with the feelings of lust.  She gulped before looking up towards him.  “Look, I broke your phone and it looks like I even left you with this problem,” she said as pointed at his member.  “Maybe I can make it up to you?”

Willis shrugged and smiled down at her.  “Hey, I mean...  If you’re down for it.  Look, I won’t even ask for much.  Maybe just a handjob?”

Karen pursed her lips as she stared at his member.  It wasn’t a lewd request by any means and... it seemed somewhat reasonable.  Jerking him off with her hands wouldn’t technically be cheating.  She bit on her lower lip as all kinds of thoughts ran through her.  A part of her knew this was wrong... but it felt so right.
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Chapter 10
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Willis lay back on the lounger, his long hard member pointing up into the air, defying gravity easily.  Karen sat on the seat next to him and extended her hand, her fingers hovering over his manhood.  Her heart was racing, pounding rapidly against her chest as she debated.  She couldn’t believe what she was about to do.

“Only a handjob, right?”  Karen inquired.  “And that’s enough for this whole mess?”

“Well, I mean, I’m fine with more but it seemed like a handjob is what you were most comfortable with.  If you want to go wild, you can,” Willis said with a smile.

Karen licked her lips as she wrapped her hands around his thick foreskin.  She gave it a small tug, stunned by how hard it was.  “Don’t think so,” she answered.

“Suit yourself.  Your arms might get tired though, it takes a while for me to cum,” he said as he placed his hands behind his head.

She raised one eyebrow as she began to awkwardly pull on his shaft.  Her fingers could barely wrap around his girth.  His shaft was so long that one hand was not enough.  It was definitely different than her husband.

“Ooo, whoa, yo, is this your first time or something?  Need some lubrication there,” Willis grunted.

“Uh... do you have any lube?”  Karen asked.

“Lube?  Nah, just use some spit,” Willis replied.

“Spit?!”  She questioned hesitantly as she stared at his member.

Willis smirked and nodded.  Karen paused and pooled some spit up in her mouth before leaning over his long hard cock.  She opened her lips, letting her saliva slowly make its way onto the tip of his manhood.  As it covered his member, she spread it with her fingers, gently working it all over his shaft.  She had to spit a couple of times to coat his entire cock.

“Oh, that’s it, that’s nice,” Willis groaned in approval.

Her fingers gripped tightly onto his shaft as she slid her hand up and down.  She still couldn’t believe how long his cock was.  As she rubbed his shaft, her spit covered it, making the dark ebony manhood glisten in the sunlight.  Each time she pulled her hand downwards, she could see his thick foreskin work its way down, revealing the thick bulbous tip of his impressive black cock.

Karen licked her lips as she stroked his massive cock.  It was actually a bit mesmerizing to see his thick foreskin move up and down, over the tip and then right back down.  She squeezed tightly onto his shaft as she felt it harden even more somehow.  It almost felt as though her hand was sliding up and down a thick, warm steel rod.

“Mmm... Damn, maybe you should use two hands,” Willis requested.

Karen nibbled on her lower lip as she turned a bit and reached out with her other hand.  Even with both her palms on his shaft, she could not cover the entirety of it.  The tip of his cock still was uncovered.  She began to move both her hands up and down while slightly twisting her wrists a bit to help.  Willis obviously seemed to enjoy it as he groaned and nodded.

“Ooo... yeah, that’s good,” he grunted.

She spit on the head of his cock again, letting it slide into her palms as she stroked away.  His shaft was rock hard, and very smooth.  A couple of veins were visible here and there but otherwise, his thick foreskin was nice and slick to the touch.  She stared at his cock, watching as it throbbed while she stroked it.

“You might be here for a while.  You sure your hubby won’t be back soon?”  Willis teased.

He seemed extremely confident.  “You can’t possibly last that long.  Come on,” Karen responded.

“Hey, don’t blame me, I don’t think I’ve ever gotten off with just a handjob,” he said.

“Well...”  Karen stared at his cock again, the lips of her sex quivering with anticipation.  “That’s all you’re going to get,” she finished.  She began to stroke faster, thinking that it would help.

“Oh, ow!  Whoa there, if you’re going to go that fast you need to put some more spit on it.  You’re gonna burn my cock,” Willis said as he sat up a bit.

“Sorry!  I thought it might help.  Ok, hold on,” Karen said as she tried to get more spit in her mouth.  “Maybe I should use water.”

“Oh, nah, water ain’t gonna work,” he replied.  Willis smirked as he raised his upper body up, supporting himself by his elbows.  “I mean, we could always get my excitement up.  Maybe use something other than your hands?”

Karen rolled her eyes and shook her head, “you don’t think that’s going to work is it?  Don’t forget, I’m married, so I can’t take this too far.”

“Oh, we don’t have to take it too far.  I mean, I got myself a little foot fetish.”

“A foot... foot what?”  Karen questioned, releasing her grip and tilting her head.  “Do you want a foot massage or something?”

Willis laughed and shook his head, “nah, not a foot massage.  It means I find women’s feet beautiful.  If you can rub my cock with your feet, that might help me get off.”

Karen raised an eyebrow as she heard his words.  It was a strange request but it didn’t seem harmful in any way.  She pulled off her open toed heels and clenched her toes together momentarily before spreading them.  Willis nodded with approval and grinned as she leaned back and raised her legs, placing her feet on his shaft.

“Mmm, you got some pretty feet,” Willis said as he reached down and rubbed them.

Karen blushed at his words as she placed the soles of her feet against his shaft, pushing it back towards his chiseled abs.  The length of his cock was longer than her feet.  She wiggled her toes a bit, letting them tap against his throbbing member.

“Wow... your cock is so long,” she whispered.

Willis continued to rub the top of her feet and guided her.  He helped slide her feet against his shaft.  “Nice and soft, yeah, keep rubbing like that,” he groaned.

She actually enjoyed the way he rubbed her feet, it was almost like a light massage while she pleasured him.  His hands were firm, yet soft as he gently squeezed her feet.  She couldn’t believe this was pleasing him, it was definitely not something Harold had ever suggested or requested.

“Hey, why not let me see a little more of you?”  Willis requested.

“You can’t be serious,” Karen responded as she continued to rub the soles of her feet against his warm throbbing shaft.

“What?  I’m thinking it’ll really help, you know?  I mean, you can keep using your hands and feet but again, you are going to be here for a while if you think I’m gonna finish anytime soon,” he replied smugly.

Karen noticed that his hands had moved a little upward, now massaging her ankles and occasionally rubbing her shins.  She awkwardly tried to move on the edge of her seat and Willis immediately took notice.  He tapped on his seat, “there’s room for two here.  If you sit on that end, you could probably use your hands and feet.  And if you show me a little more, maybe, just maybe you can get me off faster,” he said.

She was slightly annoyed but amused by his confidence.  There was no way he could last that long.  “Oh please, I don’t think you’ll find me that hot once these clothes are off,” she replied.

“No way you is serious!  You’re absolutely stunning, and I bet you look breathtaking under them clothes,” Willis responded excitedly as he pulled his sunglasses up over his head.  “Come on, if you were naked sitting over here and rubbing my cock, I know I won’t last that long,” he continued.

“Oh stop it, I’m sure you’ve seen a ton of other women much younger, and much more fit than me in California,” Karen said, feeling more embarrassed at her situation.

“Nah, they all fake in Cali, always doing some kind of surgery or filling up their faces with shit, it ain’t natural.  You though, wow, you all natural, and you look like you put a lot of work on that body.  I can tell even with yo clothes on, I mean, look at them beautiful thighs, these stunning little toes, mm...”  Willis continued as he rubbed her toes gently.  A small moan escaped her lips, surprising her a bit.  “And seriously, how old is you?  You look like you still in your twenties.  And your size... damn, what I would do if I had a chance with you,” he continued.

Karen laughed and pulled her feet away, placing them on the ground as she stood up and tapped him on the shoulder.  “Oh shush you.  I’m 39,” she responded as she changed seats, sitting on the bottom edge of his lounger.  He spread his legs to give her space as she placed her feet back on his thighs and leaned forward to grip his shaft with both hands.  “I mean, the praise does feel good though.  It’s refreshing to hear,” she admitted.

Harold had rarely, if ever, commented on how good she looked.  In fact, there were times where he did the opposite, occasionally complaining that her legs were getting a bit too thick because of her workouts. 

“Refreshing?  Damn, your hubby don’t praise you every day?  Shit, something wrong in his head,” Willis laughed as he rubbed her toes again as he licked his lips.  “Come on, why don’t you show me what’s going on under there?”

“Urgh... fine, how about this?”  Karen said as she raised up her top and pulled it off, revealing her breasts, still covered by her lacy black bra.

“Oh yeah, nice, that’s what I’m talking about.  Why not take that bra off?”

“You really want me to be naked, don’t you?”

“Hell yeah.  I promise, no sex, just want to see that beautiful body, that’s all,” Willis answered.

Karen stared into his eyes for a bit before looking down between her legs and his magnificent glistening manhood.  He wasn’t asking for sex and it did feel good to hear someone compliment her body.  All of this was, after all, just harmless fun, she thought as she licked her lips.  Her crotch was wet and warm as she contemplated a little longer, the soles of her feet rubbing his balls while she stroked his shaft with her hands.

“How about just these breasts then?”  Karen suggested as she reached back and undid her bra.

“I mean, that’s nice but I’d like to see what’s between your legs.  I bet it’s beautiful,” Willis said with a smirk.

After unclasping her bra, she let the straps slide down her shoulders and fall right off, revealing her soft supple breasts.  Willis let out a small groan and nodded, “oh damn, those are fucking nice,” he commented.  “Oh wow, look how big and hard those nipples are.  Mmm...  I would go to town if you were my snow bunny,” he continued excitedly.

She felt his balls tense up beneath her feet and watched as his cock throbbed and rose up a bit at the sight.  Harold’s limp dick wouldn’t even budge at the sight of her in lingerie, let alone naked, and here was Willis with his long, thick cock; obviously excited beyond belief at just the sight of her breasts.  A part of her wondered if he would blow his load if he saw her sex, but she still felt a bit uneasy showing him.

“Please?  I bet that’d finish me off...”  He said.

Karen sighed and rolled her eyes, “you really don’t give up do you?”  He shook his head with a grin.  She nibbled on her lower lip, before she placed her feet on the ground and unzipped her tight fitting jeans.  “Okay, you can look, but no touching, nothing like that, okay?  I swear, I’ll scream if there’s any funny business,” she warned.

He nodded, “I cross my heart ma’am.”

She lifted her leg up and got to one side of the lounger before she pulled off her jeans.  Her black thong was the last thing left on her.  Karen hesitated momentarily as she placed her fingers at the waistband of her thong, “wait...  I didn’t shave recently, are you going to judge me for that?”

“What?  Nah, I love it when women keep it natural down there, it’s sexy,” Willis replied.

After another long pause, Karen pulled off her thong, feeling a strange tingling sensation run down her back.  She felt like a nervous virgin as she stood nude to the side of Willis.  His eyes widened as he looked her up and down.

“Damn!  Fucking out of this world!”  He grunted.  “And wow, you a real blonde huh?  The carpets be matching the drapes,” he continued with a huge grin.

She raised her leg and straddled the lounger but before she could sit, Willis raised his hand.  “Wait, wait, how about we please each other?”  He suggested.

“Please each other?  I knew it, I knew you were going to go back on your word.  I said no sex!”  Karen responded as she prepared to move away.

“Whoa, whoa, wait!  I ain’t going back on my word!  I’m just suggesting maybe you rub your sexy little pussy lips against my shaft.  That’s all, only rubbing, no sex,” he responded hastily.

“Rubbing?”

“Yeah, you just slip and slide along my shaft, that’s all.  I’ve done it in the past and it feels good for everyone,” Willis answered.

“You cannot be serious.  A handjob, this weird footjob thing, I think I can stick with that.  But rubbing?  I don’t think so,” she said, though her voice faltered a bit.

“Okay, okay, it was only a suggestion.  I thought it’d only be fair for you to feel good too, that’s all,” Willis said.  “Plus, your arms are probably tired or going to be if you keep going.”

Karen sighed and placed her hands on her sides.  She stared down at his long throbbing cock, debating on whether or not to do what he requested.  The lips of her sex were quivering wildly at the thought.  Before she knew it, her legs were bending on their own until her crotch was hovering above his cock.  She had to reach down between her legs and push his shaft upward so that it pressed against his lower abdomen.

“Oh yeah, there you go, that’s it,” Willis groaned.

“And then you want me to rub against it?”  Karen inquired as she held the tip of his cock down, surprised to see it reach his belly button.

She could feel the heat emitting from the underside of his shaft as her tight pink pussy hovered mere centimeters away from it.  Her heart was ready to burst as she looked down, staring at his big black cock.  In her current position, with her straddling him, it almost looked like a dildo was sticking out from between her legs.

“Yeah, just lower right on it and let them pussy lips rub right on up and down that shaft.  I promise, my hands will be right here, behind my head,” Willis answered.

Karen hesitated for just a second longer before she bent her knees further, finally feeling his hard shaft press up against her quivering pussy lips.  She placed her hands on his massive, broad chest as she let out a small moan.  Her crotch pressed down on the underside of his shaft, and she could feel his hard, hot, rod push right against her pussy, spreading the lips of her sex.  She bit on her lower lip and slowly rocked her hips, gliding her pussy up along his shaft and then back down to his fat balls.

“Oh wow...”  Karen whispered as she slid back and forth, loving the way his thick shaft pleasured her.  She didn’t think it would feel this good and it wasn’t even inside her.  There were slight bumps on his smooth shaft due to the thick veins that ran along the underside of it.  One of them constantly rubbed against her clit as she moved her hips, intensifying the pleasures she felt.

“Mm... damn, your husband must be getting a piece of that every night,” Willis groaned.

Karen tilted her head back and pressed down on his chest as she rubbed faster, loving the way his hot manhood felt against her pussy lips.  “Oh... yes...  Oh... oh...  Harold can’t keep this hard,” she blurted. 

“What?  You can’t be serious, I can’t keep my shit down when I see you.  Mmm... damn,” Willis replied.

She blushed as she firmly planted her feet on the ground and grinded her lower body against his faster.  Her body was on fire as she felt incredible waves of pleasure rush through her.  The throbbing of his manhood added to the intensity.  She couldn't believe that his fat cock was able to please her without entering her wet sex.

After a few more strokes back and forth, she paused and gasped.  "Wait!  Do you have a condom?" She questioned.  He looked at her with his brows furrowed in confusion.

"What?  Why?  I mean, if you want to take this to another level...  I got one in my wallet," he replied.

"Great!  Grab it," Karen ordered.

"Ah shit, hell yeah," he said giddily as he twisted and reached under the lounger.  Karen let out a small moan as his thick rod moved a bit with him, rubbing and pressing against her excited sex.

He reached around, trying to grab his wallet.  After a couple of attempts he managed to pull it up and opened it.  He pulled out a little black packet and handed it to her.  Karen grabbed it and paused, "extra large?  I guess that makes sense," she said.

She ripped open the packet and pulled out the slick, slippery condom while raising her body up.  Her fingers held tightly onto his shaft as she slowly rolled the rubber down it.  She struggled a bit as even the larger sized condom barely fit around his shaft.

"This doesn't mean you're sticking this in anywhere.  I just want to make sure that you don't accidentally let your load out down there," Karen informed.

“You cannot be serious,” Willis said, dumbfounded at her words.

“I already told you, no sex,” Karen repeated as she finished pulling the condom over his long, still hard shaft.  She repositioned herself and held down his cock while lowering her warm, wet pussy against the underside of his cock again.  It felt a little different, actually a bit strange as she began to rub her soft pink pussy lips against his cock, gliding back and forth.

Willis closed his eyes and leaned back again, enjoying the sensations.  They were a bit more muted with the condom on but he didn’t mind it too much.  He could tell Karen was having a great time and that’s what mattered to him, for now.

Karen nibbled on her lower lip as she began to grinder faster and harder, feeling an incredible sensation of warmth overcome her.  She was feeling pleasures she hadn’t felt in ages... if ever.  Her pussy clamped shut tightly with anticipation as if it were craving the long hard rod that was sliding against it.

“Oh fuck...”  She whispered as she pressed down on his chest and began to grind as hard as she could.

It had been so long since she had felt this kind of pleasure.  Her loins ached for more and she tried to grind faster while pressing down harder on his massive chest.  She could feel an incredible warmth building within her and yet, it wasn’t quite enough to get her completely off.  There was obviously something missing that just rubbing wasn’t able to achieve.  Willis groaned and licked his lips, his long throbbing cock still rock hard against her crotch.  She finally paused and pulled back, sitting atop his thighs and staring down at his glistening cock, all kinds of thoughts running through her mind.  Her hands slowly wrapped around his shaft and held it tightly, he was still wearing the condom...
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Chapter 11
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Karen braced herself as she pushed the tip of his long, hard cock against her quivering pussy lips.  She held tightly onto his shaft as she lowered herself slowly, feeling the bulbous tip of his member parsed the lips of her sex, pushing into her.  Karen gasped as her pussy spread wide open for him, struggling to take in the thick tip.  Willis groaned and briefly pulled his sunglasses up over his head.

“Oh damn, you serious?”  Willis said in surprise.

Karen closed her eyes as she lowered herself down further, taking her time as her long journey began.  It took a bit of getting used to as her pussy tried to take in his mighty shaft which was easily thicker than her husband’s.  She’d never had anything so thick, let alone so long, enter between her legs. 

“Oh fuck... fuckfuckfuck...”  Karen whimpered as she lowered herself down a little further.  His long, hard shaft was reaching places that had never been touched and she hadn’t even gone halfway down it.  She had to pause and nibble on her lower lip, letting her tight pink pussy take in whatever it could.

Her pussy squeezed tightly around his member and she squealed as she began to lift her body back up.  There was no way she could handle any more of his shaft, she thought.  Willis tilted his head and let out a small groan as she pulled herself up right until the tip of his cock.

“Aw damn, you are so fucking tight,” he grunted as he placed his hands on her waist, rubbing gently.

Karen paused and slapped his right hand with hers before placing it back on his chest to stabilize herself.  “Hey!  No touching!”  She warned.  Her pussy tightened right around the tip of his cock, making him smirk and tremble slightly while giving her a nod.

She let out a small moan as she lowered herself again, taking her time as her pussy was spread to its limits again.  His impressive shaft pushed deep inside her again and she paused once more as she made it a little under halfway.  She froze up, her pussy lips quivering as she felt an incredible warmth building in her tummy.  Her eyes fluttered as she tilted her head back, feeling more pleasure than she had ever felt before.

Karen had to take slow, deep breaths before she began to push herself up again, enjoying the feeling of his long shaft as it slowly worked its way out of her tight little cunt.  Her legs trembled wildly as the warmth within her belly began to grow.  It throbbed along with the throbbing of the thick hard shaft between her legs.  Before she reached the tip, she bent her knees again, lowering herself right back down. 

“Ooooooh... fffffuuuuuuucccckkkk!”  Karen gasped as she began to pump her legs up and down, riding only half his shaft.

Willis groaned heavily in response as her pussy tightened around his throbbing shaft.  He could feel that she was going to climax as she bounced faster.  His hands slowly made their way back to her waist, gently stroking her lower body.  She no longer seemed to mind as his hands began to move upwards until they cupped her soft, round, supple breasts.  He gave them a squeeze, his fingers pinching her hard, sensitive, cherry red nipples.

Karen only flinched briefly as she pressed down on his chest and arched her head back as the warmth within her began to spread like wildfire.  Willis grinned as he squeezed her tits harder, massaging them in his rough hands.  He could feel her tightening further around his cock and closed his eyes, timing her rhythms.  She continued to bounce up and down, but only managing to fit about half, maybe less, of the entire length of his shaft.

Her toes pressed tightly onto the ground as she trembled uncontrollably, closing her eyes as she let out a loud passionate moan.  Her pussy squeezed, clamping around his shaft as she froze, her body going numb momentarily before a powerful blast of bliss rushed through her.  She couldn’t believe it, she was finally climaxing after all these years.  Willis took note and took his chance, slowly thrusting his hips upwards and jamming more of his long member into her tightened pink cunt.

“OH MAH GAAAAAAAAAAAWD!”  Karen screamed as she felt his cock push deeper, entering regions that had never been touched.  A brief flash of anger rushed through her but the incredible pleasure between her legs easily quelled it.  Her climax intensified as his long hard shaft pushed upward, her pussy sinking further down the throbbing member.  She’d never felt anything like this before, her body going weak, her legs nearly giving out while her arms were barely able to support her upper body.  Luckily for her, he was supporting her by holding onto her tits, constantly squeezing and massaging them.

Willis was careful not to continue moving his hips, only pushing up once and then pulling back down, letting her get adjusted.  When he confirmed that she didn’t seem to mind, he gave a small thrust again, letting his cock glide in a little further again.  Karen could barely make a sound as her climax peaked.

“Damn, this pussy so tight,” Willis groaned as he slowly moved his hands away from her breast, down her sides and resting at her waist.

He gently pulled her body down towards his while pushing his hips upward, sliding his long, hard rod into her, inch by lengthy inch.  Karen cried out in a mix of pleasure and pain as her legs finally gave out, unable to support her as the pleasure rolled through her.  She bent her legs fully, placing the tops of her feet on his muscular thighs as she was lowered even further.  Her mind went blank while her body went to cloud nine, being completely engulfed in the wildfire that was rushing through her.

“OOOOOOHHH FFFFFFUUUUUUUCKKKK!”  Karen screamed as one climax subsided but another hit, completely taking her by surprise.

Willis quivered as he felt her pussy almost crush his cock as it clamped tightly around it.  He couldn’t believe how tight she was.  Karen pushed her body upwards as she felt an intense pressure between her legs.  Willis, however, had different plans as he kept his hands around her waist, holding her steady as he began to thrust his hips up and down.  She shuddered atop him, her fingernails digging into his rock solid chest as she shook her head.

“It’s too big, too big... ohgodohgodohgodohgod...”  She whimpered as her second climax reached its peak.

The tall young black bull of a man continued to thrust beneath her, not quite jamming the entire length of his cock into her, but at least over half of his shaft.  She could occasionally feel his large, low hanging balls swing upward and smack against her ass.

“Wait, wait, oh my... wait!  OH FUCK!  OH MY GOD!”  Karen screamed as she pulled her hands upward, gripping onto his shoulders as she almost blanked out from the intense waves of bliss. 

She managed to push herself upwards, his long cock sliding out from between her legs and tapping against her clit.  Karen shivered as she felt the pressure within her seemed to release.  Her eyes widened as she felt something stream out from between her legs.  She looked down and yelped in surprise as she watched her clear juices splash out from her quivering cunt, splashing all over the throbbing black cock below her.

“OH MY.... WHAT THE HELL?!”  Karen squealed in complete surprise.

“Mmm, damn, that’s what I like to see!”  Willis barked as he smiled and reached down to grab his shaft.

He rubbed it against her pussy lips and clit, sending trickles of pleasure right through her again.  Karen shuddered as more of her juices blasted out from between her legs.  She’d never experienced anything like this before, though Willis seemed to have.

“It’s aight, come on back down on this big black cock,” Willis said as he carefully aimed his shaft and pushed his hips upward.

Karen let out a moan as she felt his cock squeeze back into her tight pink cunt.  She bit her lower lips as she lowered herself down on him wittingly.  Her pussy was still not used to the length and girth of his throbbing manhood.  As it sank deeper into her, she felt the warmth within her begin to grow again.

“Aaahhh.... Oh my... oh fuck...”  She whispered as she worked her way down his shaft.

Willis groaned in approval as he looked down, watching as her tight little pussy took his big black cock.  The corners of his lips curled upward as he knew he had her.  This neglected white housewife’s pussy was never going to forget this experience, he thought.  He had seduced older women before while he was in California, but this felt different.  Unlike those horny housewives with breast implants and Botox and all other kinds of surgery, Karen was different...  She was all natural and much, much tighter.  He even loved the little Southern twang she had when she talked and moaned.  The main annoyance at this point was the rubber around his shaft, dulling the true pleasures he could be feeling.

With his help, Karen was able to get at least three quarters of his shaft inside her, well beyond anything she’d ever taken.  Her body was on fire, overtaken with bliss as she began to bounce up and down.  She didn’t even care that his hands were around her waist, helping to push and pull her while he thrust his hips.

Her crossfit workouts with Melissa were coming in handy as she continued to bounce atop his cock.  It was almost like performing mini-squats or leg curls as she pushed herself up and then let gravity do its work to bring her back down.  She let out another loud moan before falling silent, her voice giving out as yet another incredible climax rocked her extremely sensitive body.

“Ungh... yeah, that’s right... so fucking tight!”  Willis groaned as he felt her pussy clamp around his cock once more.

Karen could hardly breathe as the fierce heat within her spread.  She could only shudder atop Willis, hands on his shoulders as she felt the pressure build between her legs again.  Her toes scrunched together as her climax reached its peak.

“OH GAAAAAAAAAAWD!”  She finally screamed, nearly blacking out from the pleasure.

Her legs went numb as she closed her eyes, trying to steady herself.  She struggled, her arms feeling weak.  Willis seemed to take note as he sat up, adjusting his arms and wrapping them around her body.  He turned to the side with her still on top and then moved his arms further down under her thighs.  With very little effort, he stood up while holding her up by her lower body.

“OH WHAT?!  OH MY GOD!”  Karen screamed in surprise as she was hoisted into the air as if she were weightless.

He seemed stronger than he actually looked as he began to toss her up and down while thrusting his hips.  His long, hard black cock slid deep inside her with each powerful stroke.  Willis loved the way her soft breasts pressed against his chest as she leaned in and wrapped her arms around his neck, steadying herself.  This was it, he felt as though he had been unchained.

“Yeah!  This pussy is mine!”  Willis grunted as he began to speed up.

The entire length of his shaft was now slamming in and out of her slick wet cunt, driving her to new heights of pleasure.  Her entire body tingled as it ignited with passion.  She couldn’t help but clench her toes tightly as the fires within her quickly cooled.  A cold, strange chill rushed through her, numbing her as she came again, this time blacking out momentarily.  Willis continued to pound away, tossing her effortlessly as her pussy clenched his cock tightly.

Karen quickly came back, feeling light headed from the rush of ecstasy.  After a few more minutes of tossing her up and down he began to slow his pace again.  He slowly lowered her onto the lounger and spread her legs wide as he mounted her missionary style.  His long shaft slowly inched its way in and out, hitting all the right places.  She could feel his cock throbbing inside her.  For a moment, she thought the condom was a bit annoying as she was unable to feel the little bumps on his shaft.  Instead, his cock felt incredibly smooth, but she wondered what it would feel like raw...

She quickly dismissed the thought as another wave of pleasure rocked her.  His thrusts were faster paced again as he rammed the entire length of his cock in and out of her.  He kept his hands wrapped around her ankles, keeping them wide open as he pounded away.  Her tits bounced around wildly as the lounger beneath her creaked loudly.  She was slightly afraid that it would collapse.

“UNGH!  YEAH!  Come on!  Tell me who’s pussy this is!”  Willis ordered as he slammed his cock deep into her.

Karen could barely register his words as she moaned loudly, another powerful climax hitting her.  She was finally feeling the pleasures she had missed out on most of her life.  The pressure between her legs built up quickly and as he pulled away, her pussy clenched even tighter, basically pushing his cock out.  As soon as his big black cock slipped out of her pussy, her juices shot out, splashing all over the place.

“Yeah, come on, tell me who’s pussy this is!”  Willis repeated as he teased her, rubbing his shaft up and down her pussy lips but not entering her.

“Huh?  What?  Please, just put it back in,” Karen responded, not quite registering what he was saying.

“Nuh uh, hell naw, not until you tell me who’s pussy this is,” Willis repeated again as he continued to rub his shaft against her pussy, occasionally tapping at her clit with his meaty member.

“What?  Uh... Mmm...”  Karen moaned as she felt his shaft rub against her clit.  “Um... It’s mine?”

Willis laughed and shook his head, “nah, it’s not yours.  You might have it, but who owns it from now on?”

Karen was confused as he looked between her legs, staring at his big black cock as it continued to slide past her pussy lips, teasing her constantly.  It took a moment but she realized what he was saying.

“It’s...”  She hesitated as she continued to stare at his throbbing member.  The condom barely reached the end of his shaft.  “It’s... yours,” she said, her voice low as she felt embarrassed even saying the words.

“Yeah, that’s right, come on, say it so I can hear it,” Willis responded as he just barely pushed the tip of his cock into her.

Karen moaned and reached up towards him while moving her hips.  “Please, stop teasing me,” she requested.

“Then you know what you have to do.”

She bit on her lower lip and closed her eyes as the thick bulbous tip of his cock throbbing inside her.  “Please...  This pussy is yours!”  Karen exclaimed, surprised by her own actions.

Willis grinned and nodded as he grabbed his shaft and pushed his hips forward.  Karen tensed up as she felt his massive member push back in again, stretching her pussy to its limits once more.  Her body was lit up once more, lighting up like a Christmas tree as she thrived beneath Willis.  He grabbed her ankles and pulled her legs together.  She gasped as she was practically folded in half atop the lounger, her legs pressed down against her upper body, her feet over her head, and Willis pushing them down as he continued to thrust his hips.

“Ungh, UNGH!  Yeah, take it, take my big black cock!”  Willis groaned as he hammered away, slamming the entire length of his fat cock deep into her soaking wet tight pink cunt.

“Ohfuckohfuckohfuck... OH FUCK!  OH MY FUCK!  OH FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!”  Karen screamed as she shuddered beneath Willis, gasping for breath as she felt one of the most intense orgasms of her life.

Her body tensed up as she reached the peak of her climax again, blacking out momentarily as everything went numb.  Willis grunted as he felt the tightness of her pussy, surprised by how hard it was for him to thrust his hips.

“OH GOD!  WAIT!  STOP!  I’M DONE!”  Karen screamed, her body completely exhausted from the constant orgasms.

Willis paused and slowed his pace a bit before finally pulling back, letting his cock slip out with a slick wet pop.  He gazed down at her pussy as it gaped wide open, trembling and clasping at the air as he gently let her legs rest on the lounger.  “You tapping out?”  Willis asked as he stroked his still hard member.

Karen gasped, taking long deep breaths as she tried to calm her tired body.  “Yes, yes, I’m done,” she whispered, placing one hand on her chest.  She could hear her heart thumping rapidly, still feeling the pleasures rushing through her.

“Damn, really?  Shit, I thought you were supposed to get me off,” Willis laughed.

“Oh fuck... give me a second to recover.  Let me keep giving you that handjob,” Karen whispered back.

“Really?  You serious?”

Karen nodded weakly, “I keep my promises, just give me another minute.”

Willis shrugged and continued to stroke his cock.  “You want me to keep this rubber on?”

“Is that what’s stopping you?”  She inquired curiously.

“Hm?  Yeah, I bet the fuck it is,” he answered as he tugged at the tip of the condom.

“Then take it off,” Karen ordered as she slowly sat up, getting back to her senses.
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Willis was surprised by the stamina of his neighbor.  She reached over and grabbed his shaft with both hands.  Her warm fingers squeezed tightly as she began to jerk him again.

“Mm, why don’t we try something different?”  Willis suggested.

Karen raised an eyebrow, her eyes narrowing at his words.  Her pussy was still throbbing wildly from the pounding it had received.  “And what more can I possibly do?”

“I want you to mount me again, but facing the other way this time,” Willis said.

“What?  No, I’m tired and sore... and you took off your condom,” Karen responded.

“Oh nah, no fucking, I get it.  I just want you to straddle me and put my cock between your legs, and then stroke it with your hands,” Willis explained.

Karen tilted her head as she tried to imagine what he was explaining.  Once she processed what he had said, she thought about it for a moment.  It didn’t seem that hard to do and she’d be fulfilling what she had promised him.  After a couple of seconds of thought, she stood and turned her ass towards him while straddling his lower body.  Karen lowered herself, carefully grabbing onto his shaft between her legs and aiming it between her pussy but making sure it didn’t go in.

“Mmm...”  She moaned as she rubbed her pussy lips against the top of his shaft while rubbing the rest with her hands.

His hard throbbing member still felt good against her aching sore pussy lips.  She squeezed his shaft tightly and rubbed her pussy against it, moaning softly as she felt his bare cock against her.  It was incredibly hot in her grasp and felt amazingly hard.

Karen stared down at the magnificent rod standing fully erect between her legs.  It almost looked like it was her own cock sticking out from between her legs as she stroked it with both hands.  Her wet pussy lips constantly rubbed against the top of his shaft.

“Oh yeah... that’s good,” Willis groaned as he reached around and grabbed her breasts, giving them a hard squeeze.

The horny white housewife no longer cared as she continued moving her hips up and down slowly while sliding her two hands up and down.  His throbbing shaft glistened in the sunlight.

“Play with my balls too,” he whispered into her ear as he lightly pinched on her sensitive erect nipples.

Karen let out another soft moan as she obliged, reaching down lower with her right hand to cup one of his balls, giving it a nice squeeze as she continued to tease his shaft with her other hand.  Willis gently moved his hips as if he was fucking her tight little twat.  She pulled the tip of his cock close, letting it rub against her clit.  The sun was starting to dip into the horizon as Karen continued to move her hips.  Her legs were starting to feel a bit tired, and she glanced back, “how much longer are you going to take?”

Willis grinned as he shrugged, “I don’t know, I told you, I can go for a while,” he answered confidently.

She sighed and rolled her eyes as she squeezed harder on his balls while stroking faster.  “Well, I hope you can hurry it up a bit, it’s starting to get late and I’m worried Harold is going to poke his head over that fence,” she said.

“I’d probably finish faster if you let me fuck you some more,” Willis responded with a small smirk.  She glared at him and he shrugged again.  “But you know, I think I’m almost there.  Just keep it up for a little longer.  Actually, focus on the tip, that usually does it,” he continued.

“You could’ve told me that earlier,” Karen said as she moved her left and up, rubbing the area where the shaft met the head of his cock.

She gently squeezed that area between her fingers while massaging his balls further.  Her pussy clenched as his bumpy shaft quivered against it.

“Ah fuck... that’s it...”  Willis groaned as he squeezed her breasts harder.

Her fingers rolled around the bulbous tip of his thick member, rubbing and teasing it as it began to throb faster.  She made sure to rub it between her fingers, squeezing it and milking it while her right hand continued to massage his massive balls.  His cock throbbed faster and faster against her cunt and she knew she was close to getting him off.

“Ah... fuck... UNGH!”  Willis grunted as his cock quivered and momentarily bobbed upwards.

His thick gooey seed exploded out from his cock, launching high up into the air, surprising Karen.  Some of it even managed to fly above her belly button, landing between her breasts.  She was stunned at the power of his cock, watching as an incredible amount of his seed continued to blast out.

“Ah fuck...”  Willis continued, tilting his head back and letting out a loud sigh.

The warm sticky jism clung to her slightly as it rolled down her midsection.  She stared at her glistening lower body and at his big black cock, still throbbing, standing proudly between her legs. 

“Holy shit, you weren’t kidding,” Karen commented as she stood up, unsure of what to clean up with.

Willis grinned as he bent down and grabbed a towel.  He handed it over to her with a small nod.  “I told you.  And it’s been a while since I let out a load.  You really hit the spot,” he replied.

Karen wiped herself with the towel and stared at his still erect member.  “Wait, are you still hard?!”  She gasped, feeling dumbfounded at the sight.

“What can I say?  It’s hard to keep me down.  You are downright sexy,” he answered with a wink.

“That is ridiculous,” she whispered back.

“Well, a deal’s a deal, I only said you had to get me off once.  But if you ever feel like another ride...”

Karen shook her head as she finished wiping herself.  She slowly pulled on her panties, wincing slightly as the cloth touched her sore sensitive pussy lips.  Her legs could barely keep her up and she wobbled a bit, causing Willis to rush over and support her.  He was extremely fast for such a large and tall muscular figure.

“Oh whoa, thanks,” she said.

She felt a bit lightheaded as he helped steady her.  “Is your husband back home yet?  Or your daughter?”  Willis asked.

“I don’t think so,” Karen responded as she picked up her phone, glancing at the screen to see that no one had called her back.

“Damn...  Let’s see if we can get you in your house,” Willis said as he quickly got dressed.

“Wait, you can pick locks?”  She questioned.

Willis rolled his eyes and shook his head, “hell nah, why do you keep thinking I can pick locks?  There’s more than one way to enter a house you know.”

“Like breaking and entering?”

“Why you gotta say it like that?  I ain’t a criminal, I’ve just been locked out of our own home a couple times before when we were in Cali.  Come on, let me at least go over and see if there’s a way in.  If not, you can stay here until somebody comes home,” he replied.  “You okay?  You think you can stand on your own?”

Karen nodded as she finished getting dressed, patting down her now wrinkled clothes.  Her legs were definitely weak and the rest of her body exhausted, but it wasn’t that different from her gym workouts... except for the sore crotch.  She couldn’t believe that Willis was still hard, his member pressing up against his swimming shorts, forming a large tent.

“All right, let’s head on over,” Willis said as he led the way, heading out of his backyard and towards her house.

She nibbled on her lower lip as her pussy lips throbbed.  Her body still craved more of his big black cock, but she shook her head.  This was the first and only time she would do this, she thought to herself.

Willis lightly jogged over and glanced around her house, looking up, then down and finally circling the house a bit.  “So you guys don’t have a pool?”  He asked.

“Nope, Harold wasn’t a big fan of maintaining anything,” Karen answered.

“That’s a shame, the pool is the perfect spot to be in weather like this,” Willis replied.

He paused and placed his hands on his hips, looking up at the balcony attached to the master bedroom.  His eyes narrowed for a moment before he squatted down and then leapt upward.  Karen was surprised by the height of his jump as he reached up and grabbed onto the ledge of the second floor balcony. 

“Wow...”  She whispered.

Willis easily pulled himself up and then over the railing.  He pulled on the sliding door and to Karen’s surprise, it slid right open.  “That’s what I thought.  Most people forget to lock these,” Willis said as he looked over the railing.  “Go on over to the front, I’ll open it from the inside,” he continued as he stepped into the master bedroom.

Karen was speechless as she watched him saunter into her and her husband’s room.  He hadn’t even asked if it was okay.  She sighed and then headed over to the front door.

Within minutes, she heard the door unlock and Willis opened it with a huge smile on his face.  “And there you go!”  He said proudly.

“Well thank you,” Karen said as he stepped out and she stepped in.

“No problem.  And, any time you want another ride, I’ll be right next door,” he replied with a wink.

“That was a onetime favor because I broke your phone.  And remember, it’s our secret, I better not hear any rumors,” Karen responded with as stern of a voice as she could give.

Willis nodded and raised his hands up innocently, “you have my word.  Just know, once you go black, it’s hard to ever go back,” he continued with a small grin.

Karen rolled her eyes and closed the door.  Her pussy still ached and she headed over to the kitchen.  She grabbed a bag of cold peas and then made her way to the living room, sitting down and gently placing the cold bag on her crotch.

“Oooh...”  She sighed as the freezing cold bag pressed against her hot sore pussy.

A shiver ran down her spine as she closed her eyes.  His words rang through her head about taking another ride on his big black cock.  She shook her head, her body turning white hot again at the thought.

“No Karen, snap out of it,” she whispered to herself.

There was no way she was going to have sex with a black man again.  She was committed to Harold, even if he was disinterested in her.  This was only a one time fling that went a little out of control, she thought to herself.

She closed her eyes and laid back, letting the cooling sensation take over.  She zoned out, falling into a deep slumber.  The loud clanging of the garage door closing woke her up and she looked around, dazed.  Harold came stomping in from the side garage entrance, looking somewhat angry.

“Can’t believe they lost again,” he growled as he walked in on Karen.  He paused as he saw the bag of peas on her crotch.  “What are you... what is going on with those peas?”

“My workout today, I think I overdid it and pulled a muscle,” Karen lied.

“So you found your keys then?”  Harold replied, barely even registering her response.

“No, Willis helped me get in.”

“Willis?  The new black kid next door?  I knew it!  I knew he could lockpick!  We need to make sure to replace that lock first thing tomorrow,” Harold responded as he pulled out his phone.

“What?  No, he didn’t pick the lock.  He managed to get to the balcony and it wasn’t locked up there,” she explained.

“The balcony?  God damn!  That’s a pretty big leap!”  Harold grunted, surprised.

“Well, he is tall,” Karen commented.

“Damn, I guess we have to remember to lock that door too,” he responded as he turned and headed towards the kitchen.

“It’s fine, he’s not the type to go stealing from us.”

Harold paused and glanced back, “what?  How are you so sure?”

“Before he helped me into the house, I got to know him a bit more, and he seemed like a very nice young man,” Karen said.

He shook his head before heading over to the refrigerator and grabbing a beer.  “You got to be careful with those people.  There’s a big shift in how they’re viewed but not too much has changed.  Given an opportunity, they’ll take something.  Look at the incarceration rates,” he replied as he popped open his beer and took a long swig.

Karen rolled her eyes as she adjusted the cold peas at her crotch.  Those were her exact thoughts before she had gotten intimate with Willis.  Now, she felt a guilt pang at her husband’s words.  “Well, maybe they’re not all like that.”

Her husband shrugged as he continued drinking his beer and plopping himself down on the sofa.  He immediately turned on the television and sighed.  “Really?  Another replay of that shit game?  I saw enough of this crap at the bar.  I need to know if they’re switching out the pitcher for the next game,” he complained at the screen.

Karen took a deep breath and groaned as she got up, being careful not to drop the bag of peas.  She couldn’t believe Harold was already back to his normal routine, paying more attention to what was on the screen than her.  He barely seemed concerned that she might have been hurt and was icing herself.

“Hey, where you going?”  Harold asked.

“Going to put these peas back and get another back to ice myself,” she replied as she waddled over towards the kitchen.

“Oh perfect!  Grab me another beer while you’re at it,” her husband ordered in response.

Karen gritted her teeth and clenched her hand tightly around the bag.  Willis seemed much more pleasant and respectful of her than her husband.  The lips of her sex quivered at the thought of Willis again and she nearly tripped as her legs felt weak.  She couldn’t believe the effect he had on her as she opened the fridge.  Maybe she did need another ride, she thought with a small smirk on her face.  She quickly dismissed the thought as she grabbed a beer.
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Chapter 13
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Melissa took a deep breath as she tried to control her breathing.  She had been running outside as part of her high intensity interval training.  The local Crossfit gym she frequented had been temporarily closed for some sort of cleaning effort.  She could’ve worked out in her own home gym in the garage but decided some fresh air wouldn’t be bad for her routine.

Her tight sports bra squeezed her large supple breasts tightly, her nipples poking out slightly as she slowed her steps.  It was bright pink, easily catching the eyes of any men who either walked or drove by.  She felt proud showing off her body as she finally came to a pause, taking longer controlled breaths.

She heard some grunting followed by loud clanking, a familiar sound for her.  Someone was working out nearby and definitely putting in their all by the sounds of it. 

“Urgh!  Come on!  COME ON!”  A voice growled as she heard the familiar clanking sound again, heavy weights falling to the ground.

Melissa glanced around, she recognized Karen’s house and she looked over at the neighbor’s, the new black family that had moved in.  Her legs trembled as she recalled the picture she had seen on her daughter’s phone... the picture that was with her now.  She pulled out her phone and unlocked it, opening up the picture of Marcus completely nude.

“Fuck...”  She whispered.

Her eyes were glued to the screen, admiring his long hard manhood.  Another grunt, followed by another clank.  She looked up and realized that the garage door was open to Karen’s neighbor.  Melissa’s curiosity got the best of her as her legs began to move on their own towards the sounds.

As she got closer she heard a loud clap followed by a little holler.  She gasped and froze as she saw Marcus step out of the garage, shirtless and only wearing shorts.  His ebony skin glistened in the sunlight as he looked up and took deep breaths.

He rubbed his bald head and smiled as he did a little hop.  “Yeah!  That’s what I’m talking about!”  Marcus yelled aloud.  After hopping a couple of more times, he paused and glanced over at Melissa.

“Oh hey!”  He greeted, waving his muscular arm towards her.

Melissa nervously smiled, her heart racing wildly like a little schoolgirl meeting her crush for the first time.  She had already met him, seen him with his shirt off at the barbeque and yet, now that she knew what he looked like nude, it was entirely different.  Marcus jogged on over, getting larger and larger as he neared until he towered over her smaller frame.

“Uh... It was Melissa right?  Melissa Pessoa?”  He inquired.

She stayed quiet for a moment, unable to form words as her eyes darted around his body, admiring him.  “...Yes, that’s right!  Marcus, right?”

“Yeah, that’s me.  What brings you around here?”

“I like to incorporate some jogging into my workouts,” Melissa answered.

“Jogging?  Damn, don’t you live like two miles that way?”  Marcus asked, pointing down the main street.

“Yeah, maybe closer to three.  It’s a great run to do a full loop,” she replied.

“Wow, that’s incredible.  I always hated jogging, even though it was a main part of the endurance plan back when I played football,” he said with a small grin.  “Good thing I don’t have to do that shit anymore.”

Melissa smiled back, her eyes lingering at his crotch.  She could somewhat tell that there was an outline where his manhood hung towards his right thigh.

“Um...  I heard some clanking, are you doing weights?”  Melissa asked, forcing her eyes to move upwards to look him in the eyes.  She worried that he had noticed what she was looking at.

“Yeah, got a nice little gym set up in the garage going.  Dad hates it cause he can’t park his car in there but it’s got all the right equipment for me and my brothers,” Marcus said proudly.  “Hey, why don’t you come on over and take a look, you liked working out, right?”

“Sure do, have a little gym setup in my garage too.”

“Nice, come on, you might even be able to spot me,” he joked as he turned and headed back up the driveway.

Melissa sucked in her lips as she contemplated following him.  There’d be no harm and she’d be able to maybe get a couple of tips on working out.  It actually seemed beneficial, she thought to herself as she followed behind him.

As she got closer, a strong musk filled her nose, causing her heart to race a little faster.  It was a heavy manly scent that stirred her juices.  She paused as she saw the home gym setup that Marcus had made, it was rather impressive.

“This is a full power rack, wow,” Melissa marveled as she stepped in.

“Yeah, one of my favorites.”

“And it looks like you’re a big fan of Rogue,” she continued as she squatted down and ran her fingers along one of the heavier weights.

“Kind of.  Used them in college, then worked them for a bit here and there and they sponsored me on some events.  They figured I was a good representative of their product,” he responded with a small grin, subtly flexing his muscles.

“Yeah?  I’ve always wanted to attend their Crossfit Games,” she remarked as she straightened her legs.

“Really?  You got to be careful with that crossfit shit, you can get hurt real bad with some of the movements.  It’s all about correct posture and form.  You start flailing around you can get some serious injuries, trust me,” Marcus informed as he leaned against a squat rack.

“Well, I mean, I don’t do those wildly swinging movements.  I try to keep proper form,” she said, crossing her arms.

“Yeah?  Why don’t you show me your bench press?  Maybe I can give you some pointers,” he requested.

“Really?  Right now?  I mean, I need to stretch and warm up a bit first.”

Marcus laughed and shook his head.  “Nah, you don’t need to do all that.  Just start with some light weights.  I’m only looking to check your form, not your max weight or anything like that,” he responded.

Melissa hesitated for a moment as she glanced over at the bench.  It looked nice and clean, though it did show signs of use.  She walked over towards it and looked around.  Getting a free gym lesson doesn’t sound too bad, she thought.

“Well, I mean, I guess I could give it a shot.  Just the bar then,” she requested.

“Really?  The bar is only 45 pounds, you look like you could do 135 at least,” Marcus laughed.

“No way!  That is my max rep!”

Marcus looked surprised, his eyebrows up high.  “That’s your max?  Wow, yeah, then something is definitely off with your form.  A fine, young, powerful woman like you?  You have to start at 135, not finish there.”

Melissa’s face felt hot as she blushed a bit at his words.  “Fine?  Young?  Oh please, I’m hitting 41 next year, calling me young is too much.”

“That’s perfect, you’ll be able to start drinking next year.”

“Huh?  What?”

“Well, they say 40 is the new 20, right?”  Marcus laughed back with a wink.

Melissa rolled her eyes and laughed along with him.  “I really don’t think that’s how that works.  I mean, I do not look anywhere near 20.”

“What?  Well, with all due respect, I’d disagree ma’am.  You are absolutely stunning.  Like damn, if I had a woman like you... Mmm...  I know we wouldn’t be just standing here, that’s for sure,” he replied with another laugh.

She couldn’t help but smile.  If she remembered correctly, he was 28, over a decade younger than her.  He seemed so confident with his words.  With a wave of her hand and a shake of her head, she sat on the bench.

“I don’t know what you’re trying to get at, but lying like that is never a good thing,” she responded.

He shrugged as he sauntered over to grab a barbell.  “Well, ma’am, I ain’t lying, I wasn’t raised to be one,” he said as he hoisted up the barbell effortlessly.  She was surprised to see him lift it up with just one arm and place it on the bench rack.  “Aight, lay back and let me see that form.”

Melissa turned and laid back on the flat bench.  She scooted up beneath the bar and raised her arms up to grab it.  Marcus wandered over to the side and placed one of his hands on his chin as he watched.  Before she even started to lift the bar, he stepped forward while shaking his head.

“Whoa, whoa, before you lift, arch your back a bit,” he suggested.

“Huh?  Arch my back?  Like this?”  She asked as she tried to raise her back off the bench.

“Yeah, yeah, not too much though.  Want you to ease into it.  So only a small arch for now,” he answered.

“Do I lift with my back arched?”

Marcus nodded, “yeah, that should actually help protect our shoulders more and give you explosive power as you push up.”

She braced herself, arched her back a bit more and then lifted the barbell off the rock.  After a deep breath, she lowered it down towards her chest.  Her arms trembled slightly at the weight but it did feel lighter than usual; maybe his suggestion was helping.

“That’s it, keep going, and going,” she heard Marcus cheer.

One her elbows were back and the bar was against her breasts, she began to breath out and push.  Marcus nodded in approval as he watched, slowly making his way towards the head of the bench.  “And that’s one,” he said as he gently placed his palms under the bar, reassuring her.

“Thanks, I think I can do another easily,” Melissa said with a sense of pride.

“Why not add a couple pounds?  I mean, not a set of forty fives or anything, maybe just 20 on each side,” he suggested.

“So 85 total?”

“Yeah, I think that’s easily doable.  And that way I can really spot your form,” he said.

Before she could even respond, he was already moving from one side of the bar to the other, placing two ten pound weights on each side.  Melissa nibbled on her lower lip nervously, she wasn’t planning on lifting weights.  “You have to spot me!”  She requested.

“Of course, of course, I got you, no worries,” he assured as he stepped back at the head of the bench.

Melissa took a deep breath and then froze as she noticed that his shorts were rather loose.  She could almost see under his right leg, which was closest to her head.  Whether it was her eyes playing tricks or maybe it was something else, but she could’ve sworn she saw something near his thighs.  It was too dark to tell, but she could see some sort of movement.

“Oh my...”  She whispered as her mind flashed back to the photo of Marcus nude.

Her nipples immediately turned rock hard, straining against her tight little sports bra and poking right through.  She closed her eyes, trying to calm herself and hoping that Marcus didn’t notice.

“All right ma’am, let me see that press,” he said.

Melissa kept her eyes closed and raised the bar, breathing out this time.  She breathed in as she lowered the weight downwards towards her breasts.  As it lowered, her arms shook again and she made sure to focus on arching her back.  The bar briefly touched her hard nipples and she paused, the lips of her sex trembling as she kept seeing the nude picture of Marcus in her mind’s eye.

“You can do it!”  Marcus cheered.

She grunted and began pushing the weight upwards.  His big black manhood lingered in her mind, forcing her to open her eyes.  She pursed her lips together and breathed out as she pushed up.  Her eyes glanced over at his right leg, looking up towards the opening under his shorts.  She couldn’t focus and her arms began to give out, unable to lift.

Marcus was fast, stepping forward and reaching down to grab the bar.  As he got closer, she could get an even better view under his shorts.  It wasn’t her eyes playing tricks on her, the tip of his massive member was hanging low against his right thigh. 

“Oh my God...”  She whispered.

“You okay?  Here, let me help you some more,” Marcus said as he began to help push the weight upwards.

Melissa gulped as she saw the tip of his member swing gently.  Her arms were trembling and she felt a tingle run down her spine.  She could feel her crotch growing warm and wet as she grew excited at the sight.

With his help, she was able to get the weight up and back on the rack.  She quickly sat up, taking a couple of deep breaths to calm herself.  Her heart was racing wildly, thumping so loudly she worried that he could hear it.

“Hey, you all right?  Sorry, I didn’t think it was that heavy,” Marcus apologized.

“No, no, it’s okay, I just lost my train of thought, that’s all,” she responded, her face glowing bright red.

“Train of thought?  Well, that’s another tip I have, you gotta clear your mind.  You focus too much on something and your body won’t listen.  You need a cup of water or something?”  He offered.

She shook her head as she slowed her breaths, again trying to calm herself further.  “No, I’m fine, I uh...  I just wasn’t prepared, that’s all.  So, any tips?”  She asked, trying to change the subject.

“Well,” he started as he crossed his muscular arms, “like I said, you need to clear your mind.  Can’t think about other stuff, let your body guide you.  Keep arching that back, and eventually you’ll be able to switch up where you put your feet and legs.  You can lift a hell of a lot more than that, trust me,” he continued as he pointed at the weights.

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

“Hey, how about your squats?  A lot of people do it wrong and end up hurting their back.  And if you’re going to a Crossfit gym, I’m kind of concerned they already got you doing the wrong thing,” he asked.

“Uh...  I mean, I’m pretty sure I’ve got squats down.  It can’t be that easy to mess up.”

His eyes widened at her words as he shook his head.  “Oh, no no, you have no idea how many guys I’ve seen get badly injured from doing bad form squats.  And deadlifts.  They lift heavy but don’t have the right form and next thing you know, they’re down and out.  Have to get surgery and everything, it’s really bad,” he retorted.

Melissa nibbled on her lower lip as she thought about it.  “Okay, I guess it wouldn’t hurt,” she said as she stood.

Marcus nodded and headed over to the squat rack, carrying the weighted barbell with one hand.  She was amazed at his immense strength.  His shirtless upper body was chiseled, muscles everywhere.  He plopped the bar on the squat rack and turned to look at her.

“All right, come on over and show me your best squat,” he ordered.

Melissa nodded and nervously made her way under the barbell.  She placed her upper back against the bar and her hands on it, gripping it as she took a deep breath.  Marcus got a little closer, looking at her profile as she took a deep breath and lifted the weight up.

“Good, good, and now go on down,” he said.

She lowered herself down as if she were sitting and then pushed herself back up.  Marcus shook his head as he stepped in even closer.  “Oh no, no, no.  No way.  You going to hurt your back bad with that.  Rack it up, let me show you,’ he informed.
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Chapter 14
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Melissa stretched her legs as Marcus finished showing her an example of a squat.  He had shown her how she did it, and then the “correct” form.  His seemed to go down lower and his back was more straight, something she wasn’t trained to do.  Now that she thought about it, she did recall not liking squats because it did hurt her back.

“All right, you got a good look, right?  And you stretched out now?  Show me a squat with no weights, just right there,” he said as he racked the weight and turned towards her.

“Yeah, I think I’m ready now.  So I have to keep my back straight right?  Don’t tilt forward?”  She inquired.

“Always.  You start tilting forward, watch,” he answered as he stood next to her, towering over her small frame.  He tilted forward and then grabbed her hand, placing it on his wide lower back.  “You feel that?  You can feel the muscles in my lower back working.  That’s a bad thing as it’s going to strain them and can lead to injury,” he continued.

She felt her heart race as her hand rubbed his lower back, feeling his smooth ebony skin.  His tense muscles were rock hard against her fingers.

“Now if I stand straight, you don’t feel the muscles being used, see?”  Melissa nodded as she continued to feel his lower back.  She wasn’t exactly sure what he was talking about but it didn’t matter.  He turned quickly, letting her hand run past the side of his body and then against his washboard like abs.  “But feel that.  Yeah?  My core is ready to go.  That’s the other thing you need to do, hold up,” he said as her hand began to pull back.

Marcus grabbed her wrist gently and pulled her hand back towards him, running it against his abs.  “You got to really press on it.  Whenever you do a squat, or any exercise really, the key is to engage the core.  So here it is when it’s not,” he explained as he exhaled.  A chill ran up Melissa’s back as her hand continued to linger on his tummy.  “And then, when I engage that core,” he continued as he flexed.  Melissa gulped as she felt his abs, her legs feeling weak, the lips of her sex quivering as her crotch grew warmer.

“Yeah, yeah, uh, I can definitely feel the difference there,” she said, blushing wildly.

“Now, that’s what you need to do.  Come on, get back on that squat rack.  I’ll spot you from behind this time and make sure you have the correct form,” he replied excitedly.

“Um, okay.  Thank you for this, by the way.  I mean, the trainers don’t even seem to pay this much attention to me back at the gym.”

“No problem, I love coaching people.  I used to coach people in the gym for free, really pissed off those trainers.  Even got kicked out of one gym because I was getting quite the following,” he said proudly with a laugh.

“Really?  I mean, I guess I’m not surprised, you’re taking away their clientele,” Melissa said.

“I know, right?  It’s not like I was trying to, it just ended up that way after I started coaching one or two people.  Not my fault the trainers sucked.  Now, enough stalling, let me see your squat again,” he commanded.

Melissa nodded as she pulled her hand off his powerful abs.  She positioned herself under the bar, readied herself and began to lift the bar but Marcus shook his head.  “No, wait, wait,” he said as he got behind her.

He used his right foot to push her own foot over, opening up her legs a bit wider.  His powerful body was right behind her.  She trembled slightly as he stepped back.

“There we go, at least shoulder length apart.  Okay, go on,” he informed.

She took a deep breath, lifted the bar, stepped back and then began her descent.  As he had suggested, she kept her back as straight as possible, bending her knees and squatting as low as she could.  It was definitely a different feeling, her legs struggling a bit, which was strange as she normally could do this weight.

Melissa took a breath out and then sucked in air as she began to push herself upwards.  She’d never squatted so low before and her legs quivered, struggling to help get her up.  Her ass stuck out slightly as she curved her back a bit, causing Marcus to step in close from behind.  His lower body pushed up against her ass as he helped to support her, getting her back in the proper form.

She gulped as she felt something thick against her right ass cheek.  It was definitely different from the left, and her mind immediately flashed back to seeing the tip of his member from the bottom of his shorts.  Her legs trembled again at the thought and almost instinctively she pushed her ass back against him, as if to check if she was imagining the feeling.

“Whoa, whoa, careful there, you’re going to hurt yourself,” Marcus said as he got closer, his crotch now sliding against her ass.

It was definitely not her imagination, she could feel something different on her right ass cheek.  Once more, her nipples grew rock hard, straining at her sports bra as she felt her crotch grow warm and wet.  He helped to stabilize her from behind as she finally managed to stand straight, her ass still brushed up against his crotch.

“There you go, pretty hard isn’t it?”  He said as he stepped back and crossed his arms.

She gulped again and nodded silently.  All kinds of thoughts were running through her, his nude picture, the glimpse of his member from under his shorts...  Her ass cheeks shook slightly as the lips of her sex clenched tightly.

“Wow... you were built for BBC...”  Marcus whispered under his breath.

Melissa turned and tilted her head, “what does that stand for?”

His eyes widened, surprised that she had heard him.  “Huh?  Uh, what do you mean?”

“You said I was built for BBC?  What does that mean?”  She asked.

He looked embarrassed as he scratched the back of his bald head and smiled.  It was as if he had been caught red handed doing something bad.  “It’s just a saying we have uh... back in Cali.  Um, stands for,” he hesitated for a bit.  “Back to back coaching,” he continued.

“Back to back coaching?”

“Yeah, it just means uh, you know, you got a body that was built to be coached for a while.  Great potential, you’re already looking great, but you know, back to back coaching could help take you to the next level,” he answered.

Melissa ran her tongue across her teeth and raised an eyebrow.  His tone sounded very much unsure, as if he were making things up on the fly.  She made a mental note to look up the acronym when she got home.

“Well, thank you.  Maybe I might come visit more often for some coaching.  I’ve been pretty unhappy with the gym lately and my home gym... well, compared to this, can’t compete.  I’ve been thinking about upping my training routine, this sounds like the perfect chance,” she said.

“Hey, any time.  If you want, I can give you my number,” Marcus offered.

“Sure, why don’t we exchange numbers,” she said as she pulled out her phone.

As the two exchanged numbers, Willis walked up the driveway bouncing a basketball.  Dwayne was next to him, typing furiously on his smartphone, oblivious to the world around him.  “Sup bro!  Hey Melissa,” Willis greeted as he got close.

Melissa smiled back and nodded towards them.  “Hi... Will?”

“Willis.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry.  I’m so bad with names.  Willis.  And you were...”  Melissa paused as she tried to recall the youngest brother’s name.  “Wayne?”

“Ooo, close, Dwayne,” Willis answered for his brother.  He smacked him lightly on the back of the head.  “He’s currently too busy with whatever the hell he’s working on to be polite.”

Dwayne glared at his brother before looking over at Melissa.  “Sorry about that ma’am.  Was closing a deal with a close friend of mine.  He’s an influencer and he can really get this app a lot of eyes,” he apologized.

As the two got closer, Melissa had to slowly tilt her head upwards.  She still could not believe how tall Willis was.

“Did you live around here?”  Willis asked.

“Oh no, I was out for a jog.”

“Yeah man, she be jogging like twenty miles!”  Marcus commented.

“Wow!  Haven’t done that since like... my college ball days.  No wonder you’re so fit,” Willis said.

Melissa blushed again and rolled her eyes.  “Oh stop it.  Your brother was being extra kind and now you’re doing it?  I’m an old woman now.”

“Could’ve fooled me,” Willis remarked.

She felt a bit strange being surrounded by three black men, it was not something she was accustomed to in the mostly white neighborhood.  A car pulled up near the curb and the passenger side window opened up.

“Melissa?”  A familiar voice called out.

“Karen!  Hey!”  Melissa greeted back excitedly as she stepped away from the three brothers and made her way down the driveway.

“I thought that was you!  What are you doing here?”

“Out for my usual jog.”

“You’re insane Melissa.  Do you need a ride back?”  Karen inquired.

“Are you heading in that direction?”

“I can, I was going out to grab some things.”

Willis turned and jogged down the driveway with a big smile on his face.  “Hey Karen,” he greeted.

“Uh... h-h-hey Willis,” Karen stuttered.

Melissa noticed that Karen’s face was bright red for some reason.  Her eyes were also darting all over the place as if to avoid looking at Willis directly.  Melissa found it a bit strange and wondered why Karen seemed so flustered.

“Your day going well today?  Not locked out today?”  He asked with a huge grin and a wink.

Karen let out a small audible gasp and glanced at Melissa, her face now completely red.  She cleared her throat and shook her head.  “Nope, perfectly fine today, and that will NEVER happen again,” she answered with a sharp edge to her tone.

Melissa tilted her head and looked over at Willis who stepped back with his hands up.  “Understood ma’am.  I was just checking, that’s all.  Well, it was nice to meet you again Melissa, and always a pleasure seeing you as well Karen.  I’ll go back to annoying Dwayne,” Willis responded as he bounced his basketball and headed back up the driveway.

“You okay?”  Melissa asked cautiously.

“Hm?  Of course, perfectly fine.  So, did you want a ride back home?”  Karen responded, her flush slowly returning to normal.

“Sure why not, I think I deserve a small break,” Melissa said, taking her friend’s offer.  It wasn’t just that she needed a break but her crotch was uncomfortably warm and wet, it would have been torture trying to jog back home at this point.  She hopped into the car and belted herself in as Karen drove off.

“So... you were locked out?”  Melissa inquired, breaking the silence.

“Yeah, it was...  I don’t know what happened, I left my phone and my home keys at home.  I was just really absent minded a couple of days ago,” Karen answered, shifting in her seat slightly.

“Oh no!  How were you able to get in?  Did Willis help or something?”

Karen remained silent, staring off at the road as she swerved around some traffic.  Her face started to glow pink again and Melissa raised an eyebrow.  After a bit of silence, Karen forced a smile on her face and nodded.

“Yeah, it was embarrassing but he managed to help in getting me back in my house,” she said, keeping her answer as vague as possible.

“You need to change your locks after that.  If he lockpicked it once, he can probably do it again,” Melissa warned.

Karen shook her head and sucked in her lips momentarily.  She began to realize how much the new black family was being stereotyped.  A bit of guilt rang through her as she had thought the same thing initially before.  “No, he didn’t break the locks or lockpick it.”

“What?!  Really?  What’d he do?”

“He could reach the second floor balcony, the one for our master bedroom,” Karen answered.

“He’s that tall?!”

“Well...  He had to jump, but he can jump pretty high.  I think it’s because he played basketball?  But yeah, he was able to jump and grab the ledge before just lifting himself up.”

“Wow...  That’s impressive...  But also kind of scary.  Doesn’t that mean he can barge into your house at any time?”  Melissa asked worriedly.

“He wouldn’t do that.  I got to know him a bit more closely and he seemed to have his head on straight.  He knows what’s right and wrong, and definitely knows how to treat others,” Karen answered, feeling the lips of her sex quiver as she recalled her amazing sexual experience with him.  Even after days had passed, her crotch was slightly sore.  Luckily for her, Harold had no interest in being intimate.

“I guess I am being a bit harsh with my judgment.  I’m not used to people like them around me, y’know?”  Melissa started.  “But not only because their skin color,” she quickly added.  “They’re from California and from what I can see, there’s such high levels of crime there.”

Karen nodded as she stopped at a red light, nibbling on her lower lip.  “That’s what I thought at first too.  But I like Willis, he was very... kind.”

“Well, at least you know you’re safe from any robbers.  Have you seen how big Marcus is?”  Melissa added as she thought about his massive muscular frame and his rather large manhood.

“He kind of looks like a bodybuilder but with functioning muscles,” Karen laughed.  “I remember you were the one to tell me about that, the whole functionality part.  People who know how to use their strength instead of only showing off.”

“Absolutely, he’s the perfect embodiment of someone who knows how to use their strength.  He also gave me some advice on my form.  I’m actually thinking about visiting a bit more often to use his home gym and maybe get some more pointers.  Crossfit has been good to me, but sometimes their trainers are all over the place,” Melissa said.

Karen ran her fingers through her soft, silky blonde hair before she stepped on the gas, turning towards Melissa’s neighborhood.  “Do you think he takes steroids?”  She asked cautiously.

Melissa shook her head, “no way someone with steroids has such a long,” she paused, her face turning pink momentarily.  Karen glanced over at her, raising an eyebrow and asking “such a long what?”

“Uh... um... such a long uh...”  Melissa stuttered, debating on whether or not she should show the picture she had of Marcus.  “A long history of sports.  It’s not that easy to get past those tests,” she finally spit out, lying through her teeth.

Karen took another turn as she got closer towards Melissa’s neighborhood.  She found Melissa’s answer a little strange, especially with the stuttering and struggling but she figured nothing of it.  “So there’s a lot of tests for that kind of stuff?  Didn’t what’s his name...  Lance Armstrong get away with doing steroids forever?”  Karen inquired.

Melissa nodded as she licked her lips.  “Yeah but I’m pretty sure football is different.  Just trust me, I’m pretty sure he doesn’t do steroids.”

Karen shrugged as she slowed the car, stopping at the curb of Melissa’s home.  She stepped out and smiled at Karen.  “Thanks for the ride!  We should have lunch again soon.  And if you get locked out again, you can always call me.  I can remotely unlock the door to our house,” Melissa offered.

“Oh, that’s so kind!  I didn’t know you could do that.  Sure, if it happens again I’ll definitely give you a car.  But something tells me I won’t be doing that again,” Karen replied.

“Okay, well, see you later!”  Melissa waved as she closed the door and walked up her driveway.

Karen took a deep breath and sighed.  A small sliver of her wanted to be locked out again so she could visit Willis.  The lips of her sex quivered at the thought, her heart racing with excitement as she recalled his long hard member.  She shook her head, clearing her thoughts, before driving off, heading back home.

Melissa watched her friend drive off and stared at her front door.  Glancing at the driveway, there were no cars, so that meant no one was home yet.  She sighed and pulled out her phone, pulling up the picture of Marcus once more.  Her legs felt weak as she saw his magnificent nude frame, her eyes focusing down at his crotch again.  After today, she had confirmed that it was definitely not an edited photo in any way.  She took a deep breath, closed the picture, unlocked her door using her phone and then stepped in.

“Wait a minute,” she whispered to herself while opening up a browser on her phone.  “What did he say again?  Back to back coaching, BBC?”

She searched for the term ‘BBC’ first, and scrolled through the results.  There was a broadcasting company but not much else.  She tried searching for ‘BBC back to back coaching’ and still got nothing.  “That’s strange...  I wonder if he made it up,” she said to herself, closing the front door behind her.  She made another mental note to try asking her crew of friends later.
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Chapter 15
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Harold burped and scratched his rounded belly with one hand while rubbing the top of his balding head with the other.  He was flipping through various sports channels, occasionally pausing to watch a highlight.  Karen sighed and finished putting the dishes away, glancing over to see the front door open and her daughter wander in, staring at her phone.

“Katlyn!”  Karen greeted with one hand on her hip.

Her daughter glanced up, “what?”

“Did you forget to do something today?”  Karen asked.

Katlyn tilted her head for a moment, glancing down at her phone before shrugging.  “I don’t think so.”

“The trash.  You were supposed to roll the bins down,” Karen sighed.

“Oh, that’s right, is it Thursday?  Sorry,” her daughter responded, her eyes back at her phone as she started walking through the house and towards the stairs.

“I swear to God, Katlyn, if you’re going to stay in this house, you will complete your chores.  That’s the least I can ask for.  If you want to be lazy and stare at your phone all day, you can do that when you’re settled into your dorm,” Karen warned, seething with anger.

“Okay mom, sheesh, I’m sorry I forgot.  I’ll do it next week,” Katlyn responded as she rolled her eyes and headed upstairs.

“Hey, can you keep it down?”  Harold yelled, his eyes still glued to the screen.

Karen sighed and gripped tightly onto the edge of a nearby kitchen counter.  The level of frustration she was feeling was immeasurable.  She took another deep breath before finishing the dishes and heading upstairs.  There was a small migraine starting and she got ready for bed.

She headed on upstairs to the master bedroom and changed clothes.  Her pink nightgown was silky soft against her skin, and very thin, letting her dark red nipples point right through.

She stared at herself in the mirror for a bit, looking at the small wrinkles forming at the edges of her eyes.  No matter how well she tried to take care of herself, she couldn’t fool time.  After washing her face and applying some moisturizer, she headed over towards the sliding glass window to the balcony.

Karen opened it and stepped out, taking in the cool night air.  She glanced over to the side, towards her new neighbors, hoping to catch a glimpse of Willis.  From where she stood, she could see parts of the pool and the backyard of her neighbor but nothing much was going on.  The outdoor lights were on but no one was outside.

She licked her lips and stretched her arms upwards, a part of her hoping that Willis was out somewhere able to see her.  Just the thought of it made her nipples rock hard.  Her legs felt weak as she thought about her experience with him days ago.

His long, hard member was at a different level than her husband.  The length, the girth, and the way he used it.  She still couldn’t believe that she had gone ahead and had sex with him.  And when he had taken the condom off and she rubbed her crotch against the underside of his long, hard shaft, she had momentarily contemplated letting him in.  A small shudder went down her spine at the thought, sex with a black man and no condom? 

“Oh fuck Karen, get your head in the game,” she whispered as she took another deep breath and finished her stretching.

The cool air was actually helping to calm her racing heart as she kept thinking about Willis and his amazingly powerful manhood.  She nibbled on her lower lip for a moment before taking one more deep breath and heading back into the bedroom.  After shutting the sliding glass door, she double checked to make sure it was locked.

She slipped into bed and turned on the television.  There wasn’t much to watch so she began streaming, trying to find something interesting.  She picked some random show and stared, slowly drifting in and out of consciousness.

A small tapping at the window jerked her awake and she glanced over to see Willis at the balcony, waving at her.  Her eyes widened and she gasped, looking around the dark bedroom to see if her husband was around.  He was nowhere to be found, most likely sleeping downstairs on the sofa.

Karen got out of bed, her legs trembling as she walked towards the sliding glass window to her balcony.  She cracked it open, “what are you doing here?”

“I couldn’t stop thinking about that sweet, tight little pussy of yours,” Willis replied bluntly.

“What?  I told you, that was a onetime thing,” she responded back, keeping her voice low.

“Come on, I know you want some of this again,” he teased, swinging his hips back and forth.

Karen looked down and gasped, just now realizing that he was completely nude.  His long hard member bounced up and down with his lewd thrusts.  She was speechless, staring at his big black cock, nervously trembling as her heart raced and the lips of her sex quivered once more.

“Willis... my husband and daughter are home,” she whispered.

“So stay quiet,” he laughed.

The next thing she knew, she was on the bed, her legs spread wide, her nightgown pulled up to her armpits and his face buried against her wet crotch.  She gasped, taken by surprise as she felt his tongue glide around the lips of her sex, teasing her.  Her legs trembled as she squeezed her toes tightly, holding back moans of pleasure as his tongue continued to dance along her most sensitive spots.

Pleasure rolled through her as he pushed his tongue into her tight little pussy.  A small moan escaped her lips and she quickly covered her mouth with one hand.  Her sex trembled as she felt an incredible warmth wash over her.

“Yeah, I think you’re ready,” Willis said as he sat up and placed the tip of his long hard cock against her quivering sex.

“Oh wait, wait,” she whispered.

Willis held his shaft and pushed his hips forward, sliding his cock into her tight little cunt.  She gasped and arched her back as her pussy stretched around the bulbous tip of his fat cock.  Her pussy opened up, taking in his marvelous member.  As the tip popped in, she let out another covered moan.

“Oh fuck...  It’s still so big...”  Karen whimpered as she struggled to take in his member.

It throbbed deep inside her and she began to move her hips.  Willis gripped her by the ankles and thrust his hips forward, slamming the entire length of his shaft deep inside her.  He paused while pulling her legs together and placing her feet against his mouth.  His long tongue slowly worked its way around the soles of her feet and in between her toes.

“Oh yes... Yes...”  Karen whispered as she continued to move her hips.

She was loving the feeling of his big fat cock but something didn’t quite feel right.  No matter how much pleasure she was feeling, she could not climax.  It was frustrating to say the least.  She closed her eyes and when she opened them, she was in a different position.

Her tummy was on the bed, her lower body off the edge of it, with her ass towards him.  Willis pounded her from behind, thrusting with all his might.  His low hanging balls smacked against her clit each time.

“OH FUCK!”  She wailed as she gripped tightly onto her bed sheets.

Karen worried that Harold and Katlyn could hear her but she didn’t care.  She loved the way his powerful, rock hard cock slammed into her tight little cunt.  The warmth within her spread slowly but irritatingly, it felt stilted.  She could not seem to climax as she closed her eyes and tried to thrust her hips back towards him.

The world felt as though it was spinning and when she opened her eyes, she was on top of him, her hands on his chest as she straddled him.  She wasn’t sure what was going on but she began to bounce wildly on the bed, trying to get an orgasm.  The force of her movements was causing the bed to rock intensely, feeling as though it would collapse beneath them.

“Ungh, that’s it, yeah, ride it,” Willis groaned.

“Come on... Come on... Almost... I can feel it,” Karen moaned as she began to grind her lower body against his.  No matter how fast or forceful she was, the warmth within her would not spread like before.  Her body tingled yet it still wasn’t feeling the same level of pleasure as before.  “Unf... come on, fuck me harder!”  She gasped.

Willis gripped her by the hips and began to thrust wildly from below.  Karen gasped and adjusted herself slightly, placing her feet on the bed to help her bounce harder.  Her hands wrapped around her breasts, squeezing her nipples as she tried to orgasm.

“Fuck... FUCK!  COME ON!  OH FUCK!”  Karen screamed.

The bedroom began to spin again, her senses growing dull no matter how much she tried to please herself.  Her hearing began to go in and out, sounds slowly becoming more muted.

“Karen?!”  Harold’s voice shot out.

Her body froze immediately as her eyes widened.  She looked around the room, confused.  Harold didn’t seem to be in the room.

“Karen,” he called out again.

She blinked her eyes several times and began to see the silhouette of her husband’s face above her.  Her body was covered in a cold sweat as she shuddered.  It seemed he had caught her in the act.

“You okay?”  Harold asked, placing the back of his hand on her forehead.

“I’m sorry, this isn’t what it looks like,” Karen blurted as she glanced around, confused to see that it was only her and her husband in the room.

“I think you were having a nightmare.  I could hear it from downstairs,” her husband replied.  “I got to say, worst timing ever though, right in the middle of a highlight on the Rangers.”

“Huh?  What?  Nightmare?”  Karen said as she sat up, still trying to catch her bearings.

“Jeez woman!  The bed is soaked!  You must’ve been dreaming about a crossfit workout or something.  You were hopping around and bouncing about like you were trying to break the bed.  I swear, you need to stop it with them crazy workouts,” Harold said as he tapped on the bedsheets.  “Damn, I guess I’ll be sleeping downstairs.  You’re gonna wash these sheets tomorrow, right?”  He continued with a huff as he stood up and wiped his hand on his pants.

Karen still felt slightly buzzed and out of it as she finally realized she was in her room and what she had been experiencing was a wild dream.  Like her husband had said, the bed was soaked but she knew it wasn’t only her sweat.  Her crotch was red hot, and there was a lot of wetness beneath.  She gulped and smiled in response, “yeah, it was quite a crazy dream.  Um, yeah, might be best if you slept downstairs today.  If you want to sleep here, you can, I’ll change the sheets.”

“Nah, it’s fine, I’m going to watch some more TV and probably fall asleep,” her husband replied as he waved her off and headed on out.  “Seriously, slow it with the workouts.  Probably missed the highlight of the night,” he grumbled.

Karen felt a slight bit of disappointment at his words.  While he had come up to check on her, it seemed like he was more annoyed than worried.  He continued to grumble as he stomped down the stairs.

Silence filled the air and Karen slowly got out of bed.  She quietly pulled off the blankets and the bedsheets, tossing them to the side before heading into the closet to get a new set.  The lips of her sex were quivering wildly, still reeling from the pleasures she felt in the dream.  She felt overly tired as if she had completed an intense workout but at the same time, she felt a bit of happiness.  Her body craved the sensations she had felt before with Willis.

“Oh jeez, come on, get your head in the game,” she whispered to herself as she grabbed a new set of bedsheets and began making the bed.

She finished up and grabbed a new blanket, piling it on top before heading back over to the balcony.  A part of her hoped that Willis was really outside this time, ready to take her.  Sadly, as she stared out, it was not true.  She opened the sliding glass door again and stepped out, taking in the cool air once more.

Her heated body finally began to cool from the chilly night air.  She heard some strange sounds and looked over towards her neighbor again.  The backyard was dark, with some light surrounding the pool but she could see a couple of figures near it.  She gasped as her eyes narrowed, noticing that it was a feminine figure riding atop someone.  It could have been Marcus, Willis or Dwayne, she couldn’t tell from the distance and due to the darkness.

Regardless, the woman was having the time of her life, bouncing up and down wildly.  Karen nibbled on her lower lip as she watched enviously.  She actually began to feel jealous, wishing she was the woman.  The man below sat up and hoisted the woman up as he stood.  Karen squinted, trying to see who he was.  He didn’t look as tall as Willis was, but from the distance she was at, it was hard to tell.

Whoever the man was, he carried the woman off into the house.  Karen wondered if it was maybe Marcus, the man did look a little broader, more muscular.  The lips of her sex quivered and a small little moan escaped her own lips as she thought about her experience with Willis.

“Oh fuck, come on Karen, stop it,” she whispered to herself after taking a long deep breath.

The cool, chilled air woke her up momentarily, clearing her head.  She headed back into the master bedroom, trying to calm her nerves.  Karen took another deep breath before slipping back into the bed.  She closed her eyes, finally feeling calmed as she slowly fell back into a deep sleep.
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Chapter 16
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Melissa leaned back against the headboard of her bed and glanced over at the bathroom.  Her husband was finishing up a shower and she was ready to pounce on him again.  She had a sexy strappy teddy that she had bought at Victoria’s Secret recently.  It was basically a bunch of crystal studded straps that lined up along her curves, revealing her soft supple breasts and her neatly trimmed lower half.

The last time she had ambushed her husband, he had barely been able to last a couple of minutes, if that.  This time, she was hoping that he would last a little longer.  She made sure to cover her body with their blanket, enjoying the soft comfortable velvety feeling of it.  Ever since she had gotten that nude picture of Marcus, she could not seem to quell her lust.

She nibbled on her lower lip as she heard the shower turn off; waiting patiently as her husband slowly dried himself off.  He was completely oblivious to what was waiting for him in the master bedroom.  Melissa had made sure to have Cathy out of the house.

“Hey honey!”  Daniel called out from the bathroom.

“Yes?”  Melissa responded with a bit of sultriness to her voice.

“Do you remember if we bought some extra jerky?  I just got a call from the office that I need to go out on the field again.  I figured it’d be nice to have some for the trip,” her husband inquired.

Melissa sat up as she heard his words.  “You need to fly out again?  I thought you were done with that, especially now.”

“Yeah, sorry, it’s looking better out there, you know?”  Daniel replied as she stepped out of the bathroom, towel wrapped around his lower body.

His bony frame looked somewhat unhealthy.  Melissa sighed a bit at the sight of her husband.  He was always skinny but he seemed to be getting even bonier by the year.  It was starting to worry Melissa a bit.

“Honey, you need to eat more.  You look like a twig,” Melissa commented.

“Huh?  What are you talking about?  I’m in the best shape of my life,” her husband said as he flexed his arms.

Melissa rolled her eyes and shook her head.  She couldn’t help but think about Karen’s neighbors, the big black men that lived there.  “Well, you’re gonna have to get more than just jerky, that’s for sure.  I have to check but I think I bought some extra,” she informed.

“Fantastic,” Daniel responded excitedly as he stepped out and glanced over at his wife.  “Uh, you okay there?”

“Yep, you know, Cathy's not home and...”  Melissa paused as she revealed her body, pushing the blankets to the side.  “I’m thinking we could get a little noisy.”

“Oh wow, well, I’m not one to turn that down!”  Daniel said as he pulled off his towel.

“Well then, get over here,” Melissa ordered as she spread her legs gently.

She looked down at his thin, short manhood as it poked upward towards her, bouncing with excitement.  For a moment, Melissa felt disappointed at the sight.  After having seen Marcus and his massive manhood, Daniel looked tiny.

“Mi amore, you have been so horny lately, what is happening?”  Daniel asked, his fake Italian accent coming through and mixing with his southern twang.

“It must be all the workouts, you know how that gets me going,” she answered while gently bending her knees and spreading her legs further.

Daniel licked his lips and crawled onto the bed, placing his lower body between her legs.  His quivering little manhood pressed against the entrance to her sex.  She wrapped her legs around his hips and pulled his lower body towards her, letting out a small moan as his member pushed into her.

“Oh!  Mi amore!  So tight!”  He gasped.

Melissa clamped her legs tighter around her husband, pulling him in further while also squeezing her inner thigh muscles, causing the lips of her sex to tighten.  Daniel groaned and closed his eyes as he felt his wife’s velvety soft sex clamp around his shaft.  His entire manhood slipped easily into her, his balls pressed against her ass in no time.

He paused and began to move his hips slightly, keeping his member inside her.  Daniel began to pant a bit as if he were exercising.  Melissa couldn’t quite get off but her husband definitely was.  He huffed, puffed and grunted before trembling atop her.

“Oh!  OH!  OH MI AMORE!”  Daniel groaned as his manhood quivered inside her.

A couple of spurts shot out from his member and he collapsed atop her, smothering his face against her soft supple breasts.  Melissa felt unsatisfied as she spread her legs open, unlocking his lower body from hers.  He rolled onto his back next to her, placing his forearm on his head.

“Wow, you are amazing!  But I think maybe less workouts?  It feels a bit painful when you wrap those muscular legs around my waist,” her husband complained as he rubbed his lower back with his other hand.

Melissa felt a bit of anger inside her rising.  After Cathy was born, she had been a bit plump and Daniel had complained about her weight then.  It was one of the reasons why she had gotten so fit and enjoyed her workouts.  Now he was complaining that she was too fit.

“Oh yeah, sure, so you want me plump again?”  Melissa asked, a small edge to her voice.

“Hm?  Oh no, too fat is no good,” her husband responded, completely missing the slight annoyance in his wife’s voice.

Melissa rolled her eyes and got up, heading towards the bathroom.  Daniel slipped under the blankets and closed his eyes, falling asleep just as Melissa closed the door to the bathroom.  She sighed and looked at herself in the mirror.  Am I too fit?  She wondered to herself.

Her belly was flat, with a slight outline of her six pack beneath, not quite fully showing through.  The lingerie she was wearing helped support her breasts from beneath but she did notice the slight sag to them.  It wasn’t something she was happy with but she had done everything she could to help fight aging.

Melissa turned on the shower and stepped in, letting out a long deep breath as the warm water hit her body.  She closed her eyes and ran her hands along her body.  It was still raring to go, sensitive everywhere.  Her mind flashed back to seeing Marcus, his muscular, massive body and his amazingly thick and long manhood.

“Mmm...”  She moaned softly as her fingers ran by her sensitive slit.

It was definitely craving something more, something that her husband just could not seem to give her.  She slowly slid in her index finger between the lips of her sex, gasping as the first knuckle popped in.  Her back pressed against the cool side of the shower wall as her finger eased in, the second knuckle slipping right past the lips of her tight sex.

“Mmm... yes...”  Melissa whispered.

Her finger slipped in and out a couple of times before she added her middle finger to the mix.  She thought about the girth of Marcus’s manhood.  It had to easily be thicker than two fingers she thought.  And obviously broader than Daniel’s.  She pumped her two fingers in and out of her slowly, stretching her sex bit by bit.  Once she was nice and ready, her ring finger was next, pushing her middle finger above her index finger.

The three fingers together were about the same thickness as her husband’s shaft.  She reached up with her free hand and squeezed one of her breasts tightly.  Her other hand continued to slide her three fingers in and out of her soft pink sex.

She teased her nipple, squeezing it between her fingers while fingering herself.  The warm water rushed past her sensitive body, rushing down between her legs.  The glass and the mirrors in the bathroom all fogged up as she continued to pleasure herself.

Her body was white hot as she let out soft, suppressed moans.  She couldn’t get the image of Marcus’ big black member out of her head as she masturbated.  Her mind began to wander, wondering what it would be like to have someone like him pleasure her.  At the mere thought, the lips of her sex quivered.

Her fingers began to slide in and out faster with much more force as she kept thinking about Marcus.  His amazingly large frame, his powerful body and the long thick manhood that hung low from between his legs.

“Oh fuck...”  She whispered as she nibbled on her lower lip.

She gasped and trembled as she felt a wave of heat pass through her body.  Her fingers slipped out from between her legs and she let out another sigh of frustration.  As she turned off the water, she thought about visiting Marcus again, a small jolt of excitement rushing through her at the thought.
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Chapter 17
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Karen blinked a couple of times as she heard a voice, breaking her out of her thoughts.  “Hm?”  She asked, trying to resettle herself.

“Oh, I was just wondering what you were planning on doing this weekend,” Sophia said as she sipped on her coffee.

“Wow, is it already almost the weekend?  It’s been such a whirlwind these past couple of weeks, time is so hard to keep track of,” Karen replied with a small smile.

The two weren’t exactly that close, Sophia was the newest of the group and had been introduced via Melissa.  She was originally from Taiwan, somewhere Karen was definitely not familiar with.  Though, she didn’t have much of an accent, Karen thought.

“How about you?”  Karen asked.

“I’m not sure.  Johnny is going to take the boys out to go fishing.  So, that means I actually have some time to myself for once,” Sophia answered.

“Oh, lake fishing huh?  Harold used to do that, forgot which lake he went to.  Good weather to go fishing, not too hot in the afternoon,” Karen commented.

“I’m sure he and the boys will just end up back in the rented RV and play video games for most of the day,” Sophia said as she leaned back and took another sip of her coffee.  “I’ve been getting on him to stop playing games all day and to take the boys out to do something more...  American.  Something physical, you know?”

Karen laughed and nodded, “I get it.  Harold’s so busy only watching sports that he’s forgotten that he used to actually play them.  He’s so out of shape now and ugh...  I wish he’d put some more effort into being more of a man.”

“How are the new neighbors?  Are they loud?  Johnny is always listening to rap music but when he sees black people he gets strangely quiet and nervous.  And back home in Taiwan, we have this image of people like them being loud,” Sophia inquired.

“They’re um,” Karen took a sip of her own drink to calm her nerves a bit.  It had been weeks since she had been pleased by Willis.  And days since she had seen someone having sex near their neighbor’s pool.  “Surprisingly quiet and friendly.  They’re very courteous and... yeah,” she continued, unsure of what more to say.

“Oh, that’s good to hear.  I’m actually a little worried they’re going to bring the property values down in the area,” Sophia said, her narrow eyes getting smaller as she nervously smiled.  “Johnny thought the same but he’s too afraid to just say it.”

Karen nodded, “yeah, we were worried about that too.  Guess we won’t really know until more houses go on the market.”

“And are they naturally that big?  They were all so huge at the barbeque.”

“I know, right?  They’re all so naturally gifted for athletics.  Willis can actually jump and get his hands onto my balcony on the master bedroom,” Karen agreed.

Sophia tilted her head, her neatly cut black hair falling to one side.  “Which one was he?”

“The tallest one.”

“And he can reach your balcony?  Wait, can he climb there?  Oh my...  Did he try to break into your house?”  Sophia questioned, her face full of shock and fear.

“What?  Oh no, it’s not like that.  I actually locked myself out of the house,” Karen painfully admitted.  She had been trying to keep the story quiet, and only within family and close friends like Melissa.  “My phone was also in the house so I couldn’t get in.”

“Oh, wow, that’s tough.  You don’t use your phone as your car’s key?”  Sophia inquired.

“Hm?  No, I don’t think our car can even do that.”

“So you went to your neighbor’s?”

“Well, I heard some music coming from their backyard and I thought maybe...  Maybe one of them could pick the lock,” Karen responded, feeling a bit silly as she heard her own words.

“Of course, I probably would have done the same.  The rap music Johnny has on seems to usually have lyrics about breaking into things or something like that,” Sophia added.

Karen couldn’t help but smirk at her Taiwanese friend’s words.  She had a habit of blurting things about something she had misunderstood. 

“I doubt they rap about breaking into houses.  But it was silly of me to just assume he could lock pick.  No, instead he offered me his phone to try and call up Harold.  Of course, his lazy ass was watching baseball at a bar and he didn’t want to come help me, so Willis got a bit more proactive,” Karen began to explain.  She paused for a moment, mentally skipping over the hot and heavy encounter she had.  “And then he walked over, looked around and then he managed to jump and grab the ledge.  After that, it was a cakewalk for him, he pulled himself up and got into the house from the balcony.”

“Oh no...  Did you get some kind of lock or bar for your balcony?  You know, in case he tries to do that while you’re away?  Or worse, if you’re home alone?”  Sophia asked worriedly.

“What?  No!  He’s a good guy,” Karen replied.  A part of her wanted to say that she wanted him to swing by while she was alone.  The lips of her sex quivered at the thought of them spending time alone in the master bedroom.

Sophia tilted her head again and raised an eyebrow.  “Really?  I mean, I guess they seemed nice at the barbeque.  Not like the thugs you usually see in the poorer neighborhoods,” she said before pausing and looking upwards as if she were thinking.  “Yeah, I guess there’s a couple of consultants at my company who are black.  They seem good.  Though, they all have this weird walk,” she continued.

“Yeah, I think they call it swagger or something like that.”

Before Sophia could respond, Melissa walked by and placed her bag on the chair next to Karen.  “Whew!  Sorry girls, I had a bit of an argument with the gym manager and it went long.  Where’s Sharon?”  She asked as she ran her fingers through her jet black hair.

“Sharon can’t make it today, something about Turner.  I think he’s finally getting his driver’s license or something?”  Karen answered.

Melissa rolled her eyes and sighed, “you have got to be kidding me.  He’s really got to start acting his age.  Getting a driver’s license at 18?  Cathy got it the second she was allowed to.  Hey Sophia!”  The two hugged quickly before Melissa grabbed a credit card from her wallet.  “I’m going to go in and grab a drink.  Y’all want anything?”

Both Karen and Sophia shook their heads.  Melissa shrugged and headed into the coffee shop.

“Well, swagger or whatever, it makes it hard to take them seriously.  I mean, I work as the HR manager for the Austin office and I get so many complaints about their unprofessional behavior,” Sophia said, continuing their discussion.

“I can see that.  Harold hates it when he gets certain types of people on his crew that he has to manage.  They have that same little swagger thing going on,” Karen agreed.

“Yeah, it’s so weird, isn’t it?  It’s like they’re not sturdy down there,” Sophia said with a small chuckle.

Oh they’re sturdy, Karen thought.  “I bet it’s to counteract the weight they have between their...”  Karen paused, stopping her words immediately.

“Hm?  Counteract the weight?  What does that mean?”

Karen cleared her throat and shook her head, taking a quick sip of her drink.  “Oh nothing, it’s just a lewd joke, never you mind.”

Sophia eyebrows furrowed as she looked at Karen.  “Lewd?  Did you mean they have like a tail?  Because in Taiwan and in China too, there’s a lot of comparisons to mo-”

Before she could finish her sentence, Melissa plopped her coffee on the table, moved her back and sat in her seat.  She crossed her legs and straightened her hair again.  “So, what are you two talking about?”  She inquired.

“Oh nothing special,” Karen responded, waving one hand.

“Hm?  Oh come on, what are you talking about?”  Melissa asked again.

“Karen was about to tell a lewd joke about why they walk all weird,” Sophia answered.

Karen bit on her lower lip and scowled momentarily, hoping they would move on.  Melissa tilted her head and then looked over at her curiously.  “Oh really?  I want to hear,” she said excitedly.

“Really, it’s nothing, it was a stupid joke I was thinking of.  And it wouldn’t make sense without all the context that led up to it,” Karen retorted, shaking her head slightly.

“Oh come on Karen, since when were we all the type to be so shy?  Are you worried that it’ll be offensive or something?”

“No, of course not, I don’t think either of you would be offended.  It’s just, I think it’s one of those jokes that probably sound better in my head, you know?”  Karen answered.

Melissa crossed her arms and shook her head, “I thought better of you.  After all these years, I thought you would be fine saying whatever is on your mind.”

“Agh, fine, Sophia and I were talking about my new black neighbors, and how we’re worried it might bring down the neighborhood’s value.  And then we started talking about how people like them have this swagger when they walk,” Karen started.

Melissa nodded as she glanced over at Sophia and then back to Karen.  “Yeah, I know what y’all are talking about.  That weird thing where they sway their hips and move their shoulders like this,” she said as she moved her upper body left and right, trying to mimic what Karen was talking about. 

“Exactly!  So then, I was going to tell a joke about how it must be to counteract the weight they have between their legs,” Karen continued.

There was a moment of silence as Melissa and Sophia processed Karen’s words.  Melissa’s eyes widened as she got the gist of it.  Sophia on the other hand clapped her hands and laughed, “because they have tails, like monkeys!”

Both Karen and Melissa froze as they stared at their small framed Asian friend.  “Um... what?  No, I...  That’s not...  What?  Why?  How?  I...  Something must’ve gotten lost in translation there,” Karen stuttered, her face turning a bit red.

“Oh no, I didn’t get it?  Sorry!”  Sophia apologized.

“She was talking about their,” Melissa paused and leaned in towards Sophia while point downwards,” penis,” she continued in a hushed voice.

Sophia's jaw dropped as her eyes darted back and forth between the two white women.  “What?!  I really don’t understand the joke.”

Melissa chuckled before letting out a loud, full blown laugh.  She settled after a bit and scooted her chair closer to Sophia.  “In America, there’s this stereotype that black men have bigger penises,” she explained.

“What?  Really?!”  Sophia gasped, looking completely shocked.  “I thought they were all usually around the same size.”

“That’s why it’s a stereotype,” Karen interjected.

“Though...  I don’t think it is, based on some things I’ve heard and seen,” Melissa said slyly.

“Huh?  What do you mean?”  Karen questioned, her heart racing a bit, worried that Melissa had learned of her little secret.

“Oh, well, everything talked about has to stay between us, okay?”  Melissa requested.

“I’m still confused.  Are we talking about the sizes of penises?  Like the um, length,” Sophia asked, sounding confused.

“Right.  On average it’s like five or six when it comes to shaft length,” Melissa said as she glanced at Karen, who nodded.

“That’s it?!  Is that why Johnny is always bragging about how he’s double digits?”  Sophia said.

Both Melissa and Karen leaned back, surprised at their friend’s words.  “Double digits?!”  They said simultaneously.

“Yeah, just barely, I think it’s like... 10?”  Sophia responded.

Karen blinked a couple of times, placing one hand on her chest.  “Lord!  For an Asian man, he’s big!  And it fits in you?!”  She gasped.

Sophia nodded shyly, her face turning slightly pink.  “I mean, it works.”

“I feel like ten inches would hurt!”  Melissa blurted.

Karen gulped and faked a laugh.  It hurt at first for her but when Willis slammed his long hard cock into her, it was orgasmic.

Sophia’s slanted eyes narrowed as she looked at Melissa with confusion on her face.  “What?  Inches?  No...  Centimeters.  Oh...  Right, Americans measure using inches,” she said.

Both Melissa and Karen let out sighs and shook their heads.  “Yes, inches, silly,” Karen responded.  “So Johnny is barely 10 centimeters?”

“That’s about the average right?”  Sophia responded.

“Who knows?  I don’t know what the conversion is.  Anyway, do y’all agree that what I say stays between us?”  Melissa requested again.

Karen and Sophia nodded with smirks on their faces.

“Okay, so...  Cathy has been using one of those dating app things and I stumbled on a photo she received from one of the matches.  It was actually Marcus,” Melissa started.

“Oh... ew,” Sophia blurted, her nose wiggling a bit.

“Well...  It just happens, it was a nude photo and... wow,” Melissa continued as her eyes darted back and forth.  “Marcus is really fitting that stereotype to a tee.”

“Isn’t Cathy a little young for Marcus?  What’s he doing sending nude photos to her?”  Karen questioned.

Melissa sighed, “she was using a fake profile.  I don’t know what’s wrong with her sometimes.”

“So...  How big was it?”  Karen inquired.

“Big.  Like thick too.  And...”  Melissa paused before she began digging through her purse for her phone.  She unlocked it, pulled up the photo and glanced at the two women.  “Y’all ready to see it?”  She asked.

“What?!”  Both of her friends gasped in surprise.

“Did Cathy send the photo to you?!”  Karen asked.

“Well, I’m not proud of it, but I forwarded it to my phone.  Basically we had a little mix up with our phones and I had hers, she had mine, blah, blah, not that important.  Do y’all want to see it?”  She repeated.

Sophia shook her head but Karen nodded.  She was curious to see if Marcus was as large as his brother.  There was no way both of them had large members.  Melissa raised an eyebrow as she stared at Sophia.  “Come on, you know you want to at least see it, out of curiosity right?”

She hesitated but eventually nodded, mostly under peer pressure.  Melissa smirked and flipped her phone over to show the screen, revealing the picture of Marcus’s nude body.  Silence filled the air as Karen and Sophia both stared at it, stunned by what they saw.
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After several minutes of silence, Melissa glanced around and pulled her phone back, closing the picture and putting it away.  Both her friends were still speechless, unsure of how to process what they saw.

“That...  That was fake, right?”  Sophia asked.

“Oh no, I doubt that was fake,” Melissa replied, hiding the fact that she had seen the tip of his member while she had visited his gym.

“No, it has to be Photoshop,” Sophia pressed.

Karen shook her head, aligning with Melissa.  “No, pretty sure that’s real.  I mean, let’s be honest, we all saw them in their swimming trunks.  I can’t be the only one who noticed the large bumps,” she said.

“But, that’s not possible.  I’ve never seen or even heard of penises being that big,” Sophia replied.

“Well, how many guys have you been with though?”  Melissa inquired.

“A handful.”

“All Taiwanese?”  Karen asked.

“Mostly.  There was a Korean once.”

“Any white or black, or I guess... not Asian?”

Sophia shook her head, “no, I never really was interested.  Except for a couple, but we didn’t get far enough while dating to have sex.  I felt they were too rushed about getting into bed with me.”

“Well, there you have it then.  Dicks come in all sizes and trust me, Marcus is showing off the real deal there,” Melissa said.

“Why are you keeping it on your phone?  Isn’t it a bit gross?”  Sophia asked.

“Gross?  That’s what I thought at first but after looking at it a couple of times, it’s like having a picture of a statue.  But with a dick more impressive than one,” Melissa laughed.

Sophia wiggled her nose as she scowled briefly and shook her head.  She took a big sip of her coffee and glanced over at Karen.  “So...  What did you mean by bumps?  They had bumps?”

Karen laughed and nodded, “of course.  You can’t tell me you didn’t see something near their inner thighs when they moved.”

“I, no, I didn’t really notice.  I don’t really look in that area.  Did you?”  Sophia asked, looking over at Melissa.

“Oh yeah, I saw, they all definitely had something,” Melissa answered.

Sophia nodded, holding her drink with two hands as she ran her tongue across her teeth.  “Can I see it again?”

Melissa smirked, “what?  I thought you said it was gross.”

“Well, I just want to get a better look.  I thought it was fake at first so I didn’t really get much other than a glance,” Sophia lied.

“Oh yeah, me too,” Karen added with a small chuckle.

“Y’all are unbelievable.  You can’t stop looking at this hunk of chocolate, right?”  Melissa laughed as she pulled her phone back out.  “How about I forward the picture to y’all right now?  You can look at it whenever you want.”

“I’m game,” Karen answered.

“Oh...  I don’t know, I wouldn’t want Johnny to accidentally see it,” Sophia said hesitantly.

“Does your husband look at your phone often or something?”  Melissa asked.

“Well, no, it’s just, if it were to happen by accident.”

“Oh please, he has his own phone, how often does he actually even ask for yours?”  Melissa continued.

“Never, but I mean, still, what if my phone gets lost or something,” Sophia replied.

“You don’t have a passcode or face lock or whatever?”  Karen questioned as she crossed her arms and leaned back.  “Come on, live a little.  Go ahead Melissa, send it to both of us.”

Before Sophia could argue, Melissa tapped on her phone and paused, hovering over the send button.  “Wait, this group chat has Sharon.  She’s going to freak out.”

“It’s fine, she rarely even checks the messages.  I’m sure we can bring her up to speed when we meet up next week,” Karen said.

“That’s true.  Okay then gals, have fun with it!”  Melissa laughed as she pressed her finger to her screen.

Each of their phones made a little jingle notifying them.  Both immediately grabbed their phones and opened the group chat to look at the picture.  Sophia squinted and used two fingers to zoom in.

“Wow...  This is seriously a high quality photo...  He must’ve used his iPhone or something,” she commented.  “And yeah...  I guess it can’t be fake, I don’t see any weird signs that could prove it.”

“Yeah, that’s impressive all right, look how thick it is!”  Karen gasped.

“Wait, Sophia, don’t you work in HR for your company?”  Melissa inquired.

Sophia glanced over at her while flipping her phone down so that the screen was on the table.  “Yes, why?”

“Don’t you sometimes run into situations where some inappropriate photos get sent around?”

“Mm... no, what do you mean?”

“Like dick pics, that seems to be all the rage with men these days.  You’re saying no one has gotten any sort of HR violation for something like that?”

Sophia shook her head as she looked at Melissa, confusion on her face.  “What does that mean?  People just take pictures of their dicks?  What do they do with that?”

“They send them as messages to women they like.  You haven’t heard of this?  You can’t be serious.  Even if you’re straight from China, that should be like a known thing,” Melissa responded, sounding completely baffled.

“Yeah, even if you’re straight from China or Taiwan, like me,” Sophia paused as she tried to differentiate herself.  “It’s not a known thing.  We don’t do stuff like that.”

“Wow, that’s impressive.”

“Well, China has a lot more restrictions on things like that.  Their whole social credit system would destroy anybody that did a dick picture and sent it.  Taiwan, I mean, I guess people might do it?  But I haven’t heard of it and it doesn’t seem like a thing a man should do,” Sophia explained.

“Welcome to America, land of the dick pics,” Karen said while still staring at the picture of Marcus.  “And he’s not even fully hard, wow.  Do you think it gets thicker or just longer?”

“What makes you say it’ll get bigger?  It can’t get bigger than that, can it?”  Sophia asked, surprised.

“Johnny’s dick doesn’t get bigger when it gets hard?”  Karen responded.

“Uh, I guess it does, but not really?  I guess I never really paid that much attention...”

“Well, something tells me my neighbors definitely do get bigger,” Karen said, recalling her experience with Willis. 

“Sounds like you might have experienced seeing it?”  Melissa laughed, lightly tapping Karen on the shoulder.

A part of Karen desperately wanted to spill the beans but she knew it would be a bad idea.  She shook her head, her eyes widening.  “What?!  No!”  She gasped.

“I’m just kidding, honey, don’t get your panties in a bunch,” Melissa responded, still laughing.

Karen could feel her face get hot and she quickly fanned it while closing the message with the picture in it.  Melissa glanced over and tilted her head slightly, noticing the odd behavior.  “You okay?”  She asked.

“Hm?  Yeah, I’m just, y’know, still stunned by that picture,” Karen answered shakily.

“You know, you’ve been acting strange around them.  Remember when you ran into me when I was on my jog?  The tall one came by and you got all flustered.  Are you sure everything is okay?”  Melissa pressed.

“Yes, I’m fine.  I’m just not used to black people in our neighborhood, that’s all,” Karen lied.

Sophia nodded, “that’s true, they’re the only ones aren’t they?  It’s just so weird.  I’m still honestly worried the value of our homes are going to go down.”

“Your home is like a couple blocks away, I’m not even sure it’s considered the same neighborhood as Karen’s.  I’m sure you’re fine.”

“I hope so.  I guess at least my area has some more Asians.  There’s that Indian family, and that Korean one.  I’ve always heard Asians bring up home values.  It adds to diversity but the right way,” Sophia responded, sounding somewhat full of pride.

“Oh please, it’s all made up.  Those media things to try and scare people or make them think in certain ways.  I’m 100% sure there’s no effect to our properties,” Karen said.  “The market is just hot in general, at least according to Sharon and I’d take her word for it, she’s got the whole license and all.”

“Well, Johnny is probably wondering where I am and where his lunch is.  I’ve got to be going.  It was great to catch up with you two.  We’re meeting next week right?”  Sophia said as she got up, grabbing her large expensive purse.

“Yeah, let’s meet at that Starbucks over near Butler Park.  One of y’all need to remind me to call Sharon to let her know,” Karen replied.

Sophia nodded, waved and headed off to the parking lot carrying her coffee in one hand.  Melissa continued sipping on her drink and glanced over at Karen.  “Hey, uh, I didn’t mention this to Sophia, or anyone else for that matter, but I’m going to tell you something and I want it to be just between us,” Melissa said, her voice hushed.

Karen’s eyes narrowed as she nodded.  She wondered if Melissa had a similar experience to her.  Her eyes quickly widened momentarily as she thought maybe the woman she saw in the backyard with one of her neighbors... It could have been Melissa.

“Another reason why I know that the picture isn’t fake is, I saw it, like the real thing.”

“What?  You saw Marcus nude?”  Karen whispered.

“No, not nude.  Remember that day you drove by and I was in the garage?  I was in there getting a lesson on some workouts.  I was laying on the bench and he was spotting me while wearing shorts.”

“Okay...  And did those shorts fall off or something?”

“Ha!  That would’ve been entertaining.  No, I could see up his shorts and that’s when I saw it.  The tip of his dick.  It was thick,” Melissa replied, her voice even lower.

“What?  You sure you didn’t see a shadow or something?”

“Oh no, it was definitely his dick.  I saw it twice.  I’m telling you, it was quite the sight.  I kind of wanted to reach up and grab it, honestly,” Melissa laughed.

“Wow...  So how thick was it?”  Karen asked curiously.

Melissa used her hand to try and size it out.  “Maybe like this?”  She said as she formed a large circle with her hand, her fingers not touching. 

“That’s ridiculous!”

“That’s what I think I saw,” Melissa replied with a shrug.  “Maybe I should get a closer look next time?”  She joked with a little chuckle.

Karen shook her head and finished her drink while glancing around.  The small outdoor space they were sitting at was starting to slowly fill up with more customers.  “Maybe we should head out?  Want to walk through Burberry before we go?”  Karen asked.

Melissa nodded as she grabbed her cup and purse.  The two women headed on out, crossing the street.  As they walked, Karen could not stop thinking about her experience with Willis while Melissa kept picturing Marcus’s nude body.


[image: ]




Chapter 19

[image: ]

Cathy yawned as she stretched her legs and looked around the area.  There was rarely much to do other than look around.  She had just finished up her Drybar appointment and was waiting for Katlyn and the others to show up.  Her phone buzzed and she glanced down to see that she had received a message, letting her know that they had just parked outside.

She headed towards a milkshake bar where they had all agreed to meet.  While it wasn’t her first choice for a snack, if Turner was going to share, she was not going to decline it.  Her tight fitting black leggings clung to her bare ass cheeks, she had decided not to wear any underwear today, in hopes of getting some attention.  She was now free and single, ready to mingle.

Her phone buzzed again and she glanced down to see that they were headed on down and were a couple of minutes away.  Cathy leaned against a nearby wall and waited patiently, glancing around the streets.  It was pretty packed, people wandering around different shops with bags in hand.

“Cathy!” 

She turned her head to see Katlyn, dressed in similar clothes; white leggings, a pink crop top, and some black sneakers.  Her blonde hair was untied, flowing down to her shoulders.  Next to her was Ryan, tall, lithe, wearing jeans and a Call of Duty shirt.  He was scrolling through his phone.  Behind them was Turner, still tall and lanky, awkwardly walking around as he glanced at women outside.

“Katlyn!  Hey y’all!”  Cathy greeted with a smile.  She and Katlyn hugged before they headed towards the milkshake shop.  “You’re buying for two, right?”  She asked, looking over behind at Turner.

“Huh?  What?”

“You can’t eat a whole milkshake by yourself, can you?”

Turner shrugged, “yeah, I guess I could order one and ask for an extra cup to share with you.”

“Good, I hate wasting food,” Cathy replied as she waltzed in.

They all paused as they looked around the store.  Katlyn shook her head slightly as she looked at Cathy.  “Wow, I don’t know, this place is packed!  I bet it’ll be at least an hour before we get our orders,” she warned.

“Yeah, damn, looking ugly in here.  Is that...  Is that Thomas over there?”  Ryan said as he looked over at the counter.

“Oh lord, please no,” Cathy groaned as she tried to stand behind Turner.

“Yeah, I think that’s him,” Katlyn remarked.

“He’s probably going to spit in anything y’all order if he sees me around.  Why don’t I just wait outside?”  Cathy offered.

Before anyone could respond, Ryan grimaced as his eyes met Thomas’.  He tried to look away but it was too late, Thomas began working his way by the counter, pausing to chat with his supervisor briefly.  “Shit, sorry Cathy, I think he saw me and he’s on his way over.”

“Damn it Ryan!  You just had to look all the way over there,” Katlyn grumbled.

Thomas made his way over, waving towards Ryan.  “Hey man!  Haven’t seen you in a long time!”

Ryan smiled and nodded, “hey Thomas, how’s it been?  You work here?”

Thomas smiled back and nodded, glancing around at the group, his eyes lingering briefly as he saw Cathy.  She faked a smile as she stepped out from behind Turner.  “Yeah man, I’ve been working here for a couple of summers.  The pay is shit, they work you like hell, but when there’s down time, there’s free milkshakes.  I guess it’s worth it if you grind and manage to get on the good schedules.  But hell, don’t know what’s up with today, usually it’s pretty empty around now,” Thomas replied.

“Yeah that’s what we were hoping for.  Guess things are really starting to open back up and what not,” Ryan said.

“Hey Katlyn, Turner,” Thomas greeted, pausing briefly to look at Cathy.  “Hi Cathy.  Hope you’re doing good,” he continued, a bit of anger in his voice.

“Yeah, yeah, things are great for me.  Hope it’s the same with you,” she replied as cheerfully as she could.

Their breakup wasn’t exactly amicable.  She had grown tired of their usual boring dates, going to the same places, doing the same things.  He was also adamant about mutual pleasure but without sex.  They had masturbated together, though mostly it was him getting a handjob.  And he had always pressed for her to try anal sex with him, which she was not interested in.

Thomas turned his head to focus back on Ryan.  “So, you still playing in college?”

“Yeah, obviously I’m on the bench more now because the current QB, he’s a junior, knocking it out of the park.  Rumor has it, he’s going to get drafted before his senior year, so if I’m lucky, I might get that position,” Ryan answered.

“Wow, that’d be huge!  Starting for the Longhorns!”

“Hell yeah, that’s what I’m aiming for.  I get a couple of runs here and there so you might see me on TV.”

Katlyn rolled her eyes as she pulled Cathy aside.  She knew that Ryan was actually falling behind others, his place being overtaken by another freshman.  He had complained about how he was worried that he’d be third in line to start.

“Do you want to go to Starbucks or something?”  Katlyn asked.

Cathy shrugged as she pulled out her phone.  “I don’t know, I haven’t been to a Starbucks in like, forever.  And the fraps they make around here always seem warm for some reason.  Should we just get ice cream?  There’s that one place over on the other corner of the mall.”

“Jeni’s?  Or the gelato place?”

“Either one, we can ask the guys to see what they want.”

Katlyn nodded and tapped Turner, who was awkwardly crossing his arms and nodding his head, as if he were part of the conversation between Ryan and Thomas.  He acted as though he was bowing out while turning his attention towards the girls.  “Hey, what’s up?”

“We’re thinking of heading out and going to either Jeni’s or the gelato place,” Katlyn informed.

“Ice cream?  Instead of milkshakes?”

“Yeah, they’re basically the same thing and either one of them will probably be less busy than it is here,” Cathy said.

“Is it cause Thomas works here?”  Turner whispered with a small smirk.

“Oh shut up.  Look around, look how busy it is.  I am not waiting an hour or longer to get a snack,” Cathy barked.

Turner immediately gulped and nodded as he stepped back a little.  “Yeah, that makes sense.  Do you want me to tell Ryan?”

“I can tell Ryan, why don’t you two head out first?”  Katlyn said.

“You got it,” Cathy said as she headed on out.  Turner meekly smiled, waved at Thomas, who didn’t even look or respond, and followed Cathy.

Katlyn crossed her arms and walked on next to Ryan.  She seemed so small compared to them, standing at a little over five feet.

“Wow, and you still drive that Mustang GT?”  Thomas asked.

“Yeah, still riding that beast around.  You want to go for a ride some time?”  Ryan offered.

Before Thomas could respond, Katlyn cleared her throat and smiled.  “Hey boys, I’m glad y’all had a chance to catch up, but we got to go.  We’re going to get ice cream instead.”

“What?  Seriously?”  Ryan responded.

“Is it cause the wait?  Like, I could probably try to squeeze y’all to the front, no problem.  The supervisor and I are pretty tight.  I’ve been hooking him up with some weed,” Thomas informed.

“Nah, it’s okay, Cathy and Turner already left.  Come on Ryan, let’s go,” Katlyn said as she pulled his arm.

“All right, I’ll see you later,” Ryan said.

Thomas made a small motion with his hand, “whop-eesh,” he whispered, mimicking the sound of a whip.  Ryan rolled his eyes and responded by giving him the finger.  It was all in jest, as the two laughed.

“It was good seeing you again man!  Hit me up next time you’re in town!”  Thomas said as Ryan headed out of the store.

“I can’t believe you offered to take him around for a ride.  I thought you hated him,” Katlyn said once they were out back in the street.

“Eh, I guess I used to despise him but he’s not that bad,” Ryan replied.  “He’s just a little clingy, y’know?”

“Of course I know, he used to go out with Cathy and was clingy with her.  And you want someone clingy to know that they have an offer to ride with you?  Great idea babe.”

“Oh... shit.  Oh well, I don’t think he even has my number so, I’m good.”

“How about you don’t offer something like that in the first place next time huh?  He’s going to hate your guts if you go and do shit like that.”

Ryan shrugged as he wrapped his arm around her shoulder.  “What’s it matter that someone like him hates me.  If he was bacon, he wouldn’t even sizzle,” he continued with a laugh.

Katlyn shook her head.  She didn’t like this aspect of her boyfriend, the two faced, over confident jerk.  Saying something nice and offering things but then immediately forgetting about them.  “Don’t squat on your own spurs,” she warned.

“What?  Oh come on, he’ll forget.”

The two wandered further through the outdoor mall until they caught up to Turner and Cathy.  “Did he ask about me?”  Cathy asked.

“Nah, we chatted about football, college parties, and shit like that,” Ryan answered.

“Good riddance,” she responded.

They all stopped near one of the ice cream shops as they saw familiar faces stepping out from it.

“Oh damn, sup Ryan!”  Marcus greeted as he took a bite of his ice cream.

Willis stepped up next to his brother and smiled down at them.  “You guys been here before?  This ice cream is damn good on a hot day like today!”

“Uh, y-y-yeah,” Turner stuttered.

Dwayne came out last, staring at his phone while carrying a cone of ice cream.  Willis smacked him on the back of the head to get him to look up.  “Ow!  Hey man, the hell?!”

“Look up you fool, where your manners at?”  Willis responded.

“Oh, hey.  Sorry, had to respond to a business proposal.  Haven’t seen you all in a while,” Dwayne greeted, putting his phone away.

“No problem.  Dwayne right?”  Ryan responded.  “And Marcus, and... Willis, yeah?”

The three nodded, “good memory there,” Marcus laughed.  “Yo, you free next weekend?  Got some of my buddies flying over and we’re looking to play some flag football.  Would be nice to have a QB that I know can go,” he continued.

Ryan smirked and nodded, “yer damn straight I can make it.  Even if I did have something, I’d cancel that... yo.”

There was an awkward silence once Ryan finished his sentence.  Katlyn raised an eyebrow to stare up at him.  “Yo?”  She mouthed.

Cathy was oddly quiet, her face blushing a bit as she kept eyeing Marcus.  Her eyes danced around his body, pausing several times at his crotch.  She had gotten a nude picture of him and it was still in her phone.

“How about you?”  Willis asked, breaking the silence as he stepped forward and tapped Turner on the chest.  “You look like you could play some football.”

“Uh... Um, I mean, I uh...”  Turner glanced around nervously as he stuttered.

“Oh yeah, Turner right?  You were pretty good breaking down the top plays from the league last season,” Marcus interrupted.

“The only football he plays is the fantasy kind,” Katlyn said.

Everyone laughed as Turner meekly tried to laugh with them.

“It’s all good man.  We can teach you a couple of things.  You can run, right?”  Marcus asked.

“Uh, yeah but I mean, I don’t know if I can catch.”

“Man, you never gonna be able to catch if you never try.  Every shot you don’t make is a miss, am I right?”  Marcus responded as he got close and patted Turner on the shoulder.

“Yeah, I guess.”

“Plus, we got a big party all planned, my man.  Flag football will just be a small part of the day.  You down?”

“Um, I guess?”

Marcus glanced down at Katlyn and then at Cathy.  “You don’t mind if your boyfriends over here enjoy hanging out with us, right?”

Cathy shook her head, “oh, Turner is NOT my boyfriend,” she responded.

“Ah shit, my bad.  Then I guess just Ryan.”

“Oh that’s fine,” Katlyn replied.  “Why don’t y’all figure out logistics, Cathy and I are going to go get some ice cream.”

“Oh, of course, yeah.  You should try that white chocolate peppermint, this shit is refreshing!”  Marcus said as he took a bite.

“Thanks for the recommendation.  Ryan, Turner, we’ll be inside.  Take your time,” Katlyn said.  The two girls walked into the ice cream shop, leaving them outside to talk.
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Katlyn licked her ice cream and tapped on the small round table to get Cathy’s attention.  “You okay there honey?”

“Huh?  Oh yeah, sorry, little preoccupied.”

“With what?  You were acting a little quiet and weird around them,” Katlyn asked as she nodded her head towards the door, where her new black neighbors, along with Ryan and Turner were.  They were all sitting across from the ice cream store now, laughing and chatting away.

“Oh, was I?”

Katlyn raised one eyebrow as she took another bite and shook her head.  She leaned back on the small orange chair.  Her eyes remained on her friend, studying her.  “Come on, I know you probably better than you know yourself.  You know your secrets are safe with me, like mine are with you.”

Cathy shrugged and smiled as she took a bite out of her own small scoop of ice cream in a cup.  “It’s nothing.”

“Was it because you saw Thomas?  You never really told me what happened.  I could cut that tension with a knife back there.”

Cathy took a deep breath, trying to get the image of the picture she had on her phone out of her head.  She was actually a little happy to be focusing on something else.  “Did I not tell you why we broke up?”

“Nope.”

“Are you sure?  I thought we already went over this.  I got bored after a while.  You know?  Our relationship, it was a dog that don’t hunt.  We did the same old, same old, and he never seemed to remember much about me.”

“Huh...  Really?”

“Yeah, like on my birthday, he got me some random thing, I don’t even remember now.  I was telling him for months how much I’d like to get out, maybe go visit Dallas.  How that might be a great gift to think about,” Cathy explained.

Katlyn tilted her head back and laughed.  “You and Dallas.  Not sure what you want to see over there.”

“I dunno, it’s something different.  It’s a three hour drive for goodness sake.  But nope, he didn’t get the hint at all, dumber than a bag of rocks.”

“And that was it?  Just boredom?”

Cathy seemed to hesitate for a moment as she took another bite of her ice cream.  “We’ve been friends since we were kids, so you gotta keep this between us.  I hear about this from anyone, and come hell or high water, I will take you down,” she warned.

Katlyn tilted her head, surprised at her friend’s words.  “You know I’m a vault when it comes to us.”

“Well, sexually, he was also so boring but also kinda strange,” Cathy began.

“What’s that?”

“He liked to masturbate a lot, and he kept talking about mutual masturbation so we would, y’know, do it together.”

“Y’all can’t be serious with that.”

“Yup.  And then eventually it was me helping him more often than not with my hand.  He ain’t never returned the favor.  But he also had this weird fascination with my ass,” Cathy continued.

“Yeah, Ryan gets that way too.  He likes squeezing my ass,” Katlyn informed.

“Well, it’s more than that.  He wanted to stick something in it.”

Katlyn’s jaw dropped as silence filled the gap between them.  “Bless your heart!  I’m surprised you didn’t give him the wire-brush treatment!  I know I would’ve beat him like a redheaded stepchild, sure enough!”  She responded.

“Well, that’s why we ain’t a couple now.  I mean, it ain’t that bad, it’s just, y’know, a little warning is always nice.  I ain’t use to things touching back there and he would always try to put his finger down but no like preparation or warning.”

“What in tarnation?  I wouldn’t want nothing, preparation or not,” Katlyn replied.

Cathy leaned back and glanced around the store.  It was still mostly empty, except for a family a couple round tables away and the staff who were busy staring at their phones.  She cleared her throat and leaned in close, “but that wasn’t what was really bothering me.”

“Really now?  Go on, spill the beans.”

“So, since the breakup, I’ve been using these apps to look at little flings, y’know?”

“Yeah, you were talking about that.”

“Well, I created some fake profiles too, y’know, to clear the field a bit.  And that’s when I noticed Marcus over there was also on some of these apps,” Cathy explained.

“Did you swipe on him?”

“Oh yeah, with a fake profile.  Chatted for a bit, he seemed nice.  And then he mentioned he had a private site where he has some pictures of himself.  He mentioned they were more on the classy side but some have nudity.  And then he sent me one as an example.”

Katlyn’s eyes widened, “in the nude?”

“Oh yeah.  And it’s quite a sight to see.”

“Did you save it?  Do you have it?!”  Katlyn questioned, feeling strangely excited.

“Of course, and yes,” Cathy answered with a devious little smile.

Both of them glanced outside the store to confirm that the guys were all still outside talking away.  Cathy carefully pulled her phone out and opened an app.  The two scooted their chairs in close while pushing the table more towards the store so that their backs could be towards the wall.  The employees glanced up but then continued surfing on their phones.

“Are you ready for this?  Because trust me, there’s something on him that’s as big as a Brahma bull,” Cathy warned.

“Something on him?  Everything on him looks that way to me.”

Cathy smirked and opened the picture.  Katlyn stared at it for a bit, admiring his massive muscular frame.  He was posing like a bodybuilder, flexing and showing off his powerful body.  It took a minute but her eyes finally landed down to look at his crotch.

“Holy hell in a handbasket!”  She yelped.

The family sitting close glanced over, as did the employees.  Cathy quickly turned the screen off her phone and brought it down.  She lightly shoved Katlyn.  “Keep your voice down,” she whispered.

“What in tarnation was that?”  Katlyn whispered back.

“You saw it, right?”

“I think I saw something, but it couldn’t have been.”

“Oh, you saw it for sure.  It ain’t just long, it’s thick,” Cathy said, her voice still hushed.  “Now, if you’ve calmed yourself, do you want to have another go on the rodeo?”

Katlyn took a deep breath and nodded, “yes ma’am.”

“Now don’t you go shouting again,” Cathy warned as she pulled her phone out again.  She made sure everyone else was back to minding their own business before loading up the picture.

“Lord that thing is huge,” Katlyn whispered, marveling at the sight.

“It’s not the only picture either, hold on, I’ve been teasing him through messages to see if I could get a better shot,” Cathy informed as she began scrolling down the messages.

“Oh you busy little bee.  You got no dirt under your feet.”

Cathy laughed as she finally got to a more recent picture.  It was a direct, straight on shot of his crotch from above, his member semi-hard.  Katlyn went completely silent as she stared, stunned by the sheer size.

“It’s got to be the angle right?  It looks gigantic,” Katlyn whispered.

“I’ve been trying to gauge the size and asked him to take a picture with something next to it.  Like a can of coke or something but he hasn’t responded.”

“You’ve got to show me more if he sends them.”

Before they could continue, Cathy glanced up and quickly turned off the screen to her phone.  “Shit, they’re coming in.”

Ryan and Turner strolled in, waving back as Marcus, Willis and Dwayne headed on off down the street.  The two went over to the counter and began ordering.  Katlyn leaned in close to Cathy, “are you thinking of matching with him?”

“No, he’s too old for me.  But Dwayne...  He’s got the build and he’s got the smarts.  I might see if he’s available sometime,” Cathy answered.

“You think your parents will be okay with that?”

Cathy shrugged as Ryan and Turner came over carrying their ice cream. 

“Okay, we ready to head on out?”  Ryan asked.

“Where to?”  Katlyn asked.

“How about the Apple store?  I need to go check out their new phone line up,” he replied.

Katlyn nodded and stood up, finishing her ice cream.  Cathy did the same, tossing the small cup container it was in before walking out into the warm heat.  They strolled on through the busy street but paused as they saw Melissa and Karen.

“Mom?!”  Katlyn called out.

Karen glanced over and waved.  “What are y’all doing here?”

“Just hanging out.  We saw the new neighbors a couple of minutes ago,” Katlyn said as her and Cathy’s mom crossed the street.

“Oh really?  Which one?”  Karen asked curiously.

“All three of them.”

“Oh my...”  Karen whispered as she nervously glanced over at Melissa.  “Y’all okay?”

“Of course mom!  They invited Ryan and Turner over to some kind of party or something they’re having next weekend,” Katlyn informed.

“Hold your horses there Turner!  You check in with your mother?”  Melissa inquired.  She knew that Sharon was extremely protective of Turner.

“Uh, not yet, but I’ll ask when I get home today.”

“Oh come on Turner, live a little.  Who else am I going to talk with over there without you hanging about?”  Ryan responded.

“I’m sure my mom will be fine with it.”

“Well, y’all have a good day.  Which way did they go?”  Melissa asked, eyeing the area.

“I don’t know, that way maybe?”  Cathy answered as she pointed towards a cross street.

“Oh, uh, they mentioned they were going to check out the VR place.  It’s just straight down that way,” Turner informed.

“Why?”  Cathy inquired, staring suspiciously at her mother.

“Hm?  I had a question for Marcus.  I saw something in his garage gym that I was curious about.  Well, guess I’ll see if I can catch up to him,” she said as she continued on walking.

“Y’all don’t start any trouble, y’hear?”  Karen said as she headed on down with Melissa.

Cathy tilted her head, watching her mother closely.  It almost seemed as though she was speed walking, which she found strange.

“Come on, let’s go,” Ryan said as he continued on.

Melissa hurriedly made her way down the street.  She knew what the VR place that Turner was talking about was.  Karen was struggling slightly, trying to keep pace while wearing her six inch heels.  “Honey, slow down there,” she said.

“Oh, you don’t have to come with, I just need to chat with Marcus really quick.”

“Aight, well then, I’m going to head on home then,” Karen replied, slowing herself, watching as Melissa continued onward.  She shook her head and turned, heading back across the street to get to her car.

Melissa caught sight of the three black men and waved towards them.  They were hanging outside the store looking around.  Marcus saw her and waved back.

“Hey Melissa,” he greeted.

“Hi Marcus, Willis, Dwayne,” she greeted back with a smile.

The others smiled and nodded.  Willis tapped his brother on the shoulder, “yo man, we’ll be inside checking it out.”

Marcus nodded as his two brothers headed into the store.  He smiled as he looked down at the much smaller framed white housewife.  “Fancy meeting you here.  I just saw your daughter and her friends.”

“I know, Turner told me y’all were heading on down this way.”

“Oh, so this isn’t a chance encounter,” he laughed.

“Not quite.  I wanted to come on down and ask if it was okay for me to go to your gym again sometime.  I got into an argument with my current gym and trainer and I am so annoyed by them.”

“Hey, you’re welcome any time!  I’ll make sure to work you out, so you better be nice and ready,” Marcus laughed.

“I’d rather it be a one on one coaching session if you don’t mind.”

“Huh?  Of course.  You thinking I’d have other people around?”

“Well, I mean, your brothers,” Melissa replied, glancing past the large black man’s frame and into the store.

“Oh, them.  Yeah, shit, Dwayne probably gonna be out of town this Friday, talking to investors or something.  And Willis will be heading over with him.  You free?”

“Friday when?”

Marcus shrugged, “I’ll be working out most of the day, so whenever you can come by, I’ll be around.  Preferably the afternoon, maybe after lunch?  Not morning though, not a big fan of working out too early, or when it’s too dark out.  Suns out, guns out.”

Melissa nodded, “okay, I’ll try to swing by around one.  Is that okay?”

“Yeah, you going to jog over?”

“I think so, it’ll be a good warm up.”

“Nice, always good to be nice and warm for a workout.  I’ll see you on Friday,” Marcus replied.

Melissa smiled, waved and then headed off, her heart racing.  Marcus rubbed his hands together as he stared at her from behind, watching her ass sway left and right.  He could feel his thick manhood reacting.  “God damn,” he whispered as he bit on his knuckle, trying to calm himself down.


[image: ]




Chapter 21

[image: ]

Willis popped out from the VR store and lightly punched his brother on the arm.  “Damn, you getting your game on with that piece of ass?”

Marcus laughed and shrugged, “I don’t know bruh, I think she be trying to come onto me,” he responded.  “Man, look at that ass, fuck,” he continued as they both watched Melissa turned the corner.

“Bruh, come walk with me real quick,” Willis said as he slowly led the way.

“What about Dwayne?”

“Man, forget that nerd.  He’s trying out the VR equipment shit.  He’ll be busy for a while,” Willis replied as they began walking across the street.

“Sup, what you want to talk to me about?”

“Yo man, the women around our neighborhood be mad horny bruh.  I’m guessing Melissa over there is aching for you man.  I didn’t get a chance to tell you this but a while back, Karen swung by cause she locked herself out,” Willis started.

“Say what?  Man, nigga you be playing.  She locked herself out of her own house?  Come on!”

“I’m serious.  She swung by while I was chilling near the pool.  She left her phone and her keys in the house and got locked out,” Willis replied.

“Nah, shit, now you playing.  What you trying to get at?”

“I ain’t playing shit, I’m being straight real with you nigga.  She came on by and was trying to look over the fence and fell down.  I invited her over and let her use my phone.”

“That broken one?”  Marcus asked.

“Nah see, it wasn’t broken until SHE broke it,” Willis answered.

Marcus tilted his head, his eyebrows furrowing, “say what?  She broke it?  The hell is you going on about?”

Willis walked over to a nearby chair and sat, pulling out a vaporizer and taking a puff.  Marcus sat on a chair next to him.  “Shit man, it was wild.  So, hear this, she used my phone to call her husband.  He wasn’t gonna come home to help her, she got pissed and then, next thing I know she slips and drops that shit.”

“Aw hell naw.  I thought you said you dropped it?”

“Man, I was lying.”

“Oh, so you was lying about that, but you ain’t lying now.”

“I’m telling you, I’m being serious right now man.  No bullshit,” Willis responded as he took another puff.  “So after she broke that shit, I tried something out of my playbook.  I only had a towel around my lower body so kept it real loose.  When she slipped, I let the towel fall while stopping her from falling.  She got a damn good look at my cock,” he continued before sucking in another long deep breath.

“Bullsheeeeeeeeeeeeeeit,” Marcus laughed as he crossed his legs, putting his left ankle on his right knee.  “Fuck that noise!”

“Man, stop it with that shit, I’m telling you the truth nigga!  And then shit got real wild.  She wanted to pay me back for the phone and I asked for a handjob instead.  Fuck man, she was tugging my cock like crazy.  Then I got her to give me a footjob.”

“Footjob?  Man, what is with you and feet?”  Marcus responded as he shook his head.  “What you got in that motherfucker anyway?”  He asked, pointing at the vaporizer.

“Some of that Bruce Banner I had left from my last order back at home,” Willis answered.

“Ah shit, puff, puff, pass that shit,” Marcus ordered as he reached over.

Willis took a hit from the vaporizer and handed the device over to his brother.  “So yeah, after the handjob and footjob, she still couldn’t get me off so that’s when I asked for that sweet, sweet, pussy.”

Marcus inhaled from the vaporizer before blowing some smoke out and rolling his eyes.  “You saying she let you fuck her?”

“Fuck yeah man, I did that one trick you taught me.  Get that rubber on and then rub my cock against her pussy.”

“Oh shit, the good ol’ slip and slide huh?”

“Yeah, and I let her ride me, next thing you know, she grabs my shit and lets it right on in,” Willis gloated with a huge grin.  “Mmm... Makes me fucking hard just thinking about it.”

Marcus eyed his brother, studying him as he took another hit and handed the vaporizer back.  “Fuck nigga...  You really is serious, ain’t you?”

“Fuck yeah,” Willis answered, taking his vaporizer back.  “What reason would I have to make this shit up?  It’s not like we in our teens anymore where we gotta try to sound all cool or whatever.  Shit man, she was next level tight.  I mean T-I-T-E!”

A couple of people walking by glanced over at the two.  Willis smiled and waved his hand at them.  “Howdy!”  He greeted.

They smiled and nodded their heads towards him.  Marcus spit on the ground before leaning back.  “Yo, put that shit away for now man, I think people can smell it.  Don’t need no cops showing up.  Fuck man...  So was she into it?”

“Into it?  Man, bruh, she couldn’t get enough of it.  I’m telling you, her husband ain’t treating her right, fo sho.  No way she can be that tight without being ignored,” Willis replied.

“And she’s fucking short.  You probably looked like a bear riding a rabbit or some shit,” Marcus laughed.

“Man, she’s short but she got meat in all the right places.  Fuck man, I need to get with her again.”

“Yeah?  You think she’ll be coming back around for that cock?”

“Fuck yeah man, I just need to be patient.  Yo, who was you fucking that one night?  She was loud as fuck man.  You better be lucky dad be wearing them earplugs at night.”

Marcus shrugged, “some hookup I matched with on that one app I was talking to you about.”

“Man, she had a mouth on her.  Nigga this, nigga that, shit man, I would’ve sworn she was either racist or had one in her family,” Willis laughed.

“Oh yeah, that dirty talk?  At first it was hot but man, after a while, I had to take her down to the room downstairs.  Didn’t want someone calling the cops.  She was good but man, a little airheaded.  Pretty sure she was only interested cause I was black.”

“Bet to get her racist pops angry,” Willis joked.

“You know, I can’t stop thinking about Melissa.  I mean, yeah, she on the older side, but fuck, she got that tight body man.”

“You always dunking on Crossfit, but you gotta admit, she got a nice booty from it,” Willis commented.

“True, true, but she ain’t enjoying her gym right now,” Marcus replied as he stared off across the street.  “So, did you see the look in her eyes when she saw me man?  I ain’t losing my shit, right?  She wants some of this, right?”

Willis shrugged as he took his vaporizer out again and took a puff.  “Bruh, I went into the store after saying hi.  But, if she was willing to come track you down, then yeah man, she definitely is looking for something.”

Marcus nodded as he was lost in his thoughts for a moment.  “I need you to go with Dwayne on Friday,” he finally said.

“The fuck?  Is you serious?  The hell am I going to do going to his investor meet shit?”

“I just need you two out of the house.  Pops is flying out on Thursday night, so that’s good.  I need the house to myself.”

Willis raised an eyebrow as he took another puff and extended his hand out, offering the vaporizer to his older brother.  “What for?”

“Melissa wanted to come visit the gym again and I told her to swing by on Friday.  I need you and Dwayne out of the house for a few hours.  Dwayne already set to be out for most of the day, so it’s mostly you.”  He took the vaporizer from his brother and took a puff.

“Ha ha!  You thinking you can tap that ass?  I can step out for like fifteen minutes when she comes by, that’s enough time right?”  Willis laughed.

Marcus lightly punched his brother and shook his head, “this motherfucker, unbelievable.”

“Motherfucker is right, that’s exactly what I am,” Willis joked with a loud laugh.  “Hopefully you can join the club come Friday!”

Marcus shook his head again as he took another puff, gazing out at the outdoor mall.  “So we good right?  Yo ass gonna be out of the house?”

“Yeah, yeah, what are brothers for?  I’ll get out your way.  But you owe me.”

“Owe you?  The fuck I owe you?!  You want cash or some shit?”  Marcus responded, his face scrunching as he looked over at his brother.

“Of course bruh, but not cash.  Shit, time for time.  Next time I get a shot at Karen, or damn... what was that Asian lady’s name?”

“Uh... started with an ‘S’...  Sharon?”

“Nah, Sharon was that sweet, juicy redhead.”

“Mm... mm... yeah, I wanted me some of that too,” Marcus agreed as he handed the vaporizer back and rubbed his hands together.  “She had all the right curves.”

“S...  Sarah?  S...  Sheri?”

“Sophia, that’s what it was,” Marcus replied.

“You sure?  Don’t sound Asian enough.”

“The fuck that mean?  Sound Asian enough?  Yeah I’m sure.  I just remembered chatting with her about something and I had asked about how she spelled her name,” Marcus said.

“Fuck man, she looked damn good.  But yeah, next time I need an opening, I need you to help me clear the house.”

Marcus nodded and extended a hand.  The two shook on it and continued to sit on their chairs, eyeing the crowds.  They waited patiently while Dwayne tried out the VR equipment.
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Karen closed the dishwasher and stared out the kitchen window, right above the sink, as the sounds of water echoed beside her.  Katlyn was going to spend the night at Ryan’s, meaning it was just her and Harold for the night.

She had bought a new set of lingerie at the mall right after she had left Melissa.  It was a very sheer pink and purple corset with black accents, along with a matching g-string, as well as stockings.  She had tried it on after she had gotten back and she thought she didn’t look too bad.  Though, she wished she was a little taller and slimmer like Melissa.  If she continued doing the gym routine workouts that Melissa did, she could hope to lose some fat, but there was nothing she could really do about her height.

The sky was turning dark as the sun slowly descended past the horizon, a nice purple haze forming between the orange and black.  The stars were slowly starting to sparkle as the moon peered out from some clouds.  Karen tilted her neck and stretched arms upwards.  There was at least about an hour left until Harold would be home.

She made her way to the living room, pulling out her phone and scrolling through some messages.  Her heart raced as her finger hovered over the picture that Melissa had sent.  The nude photo of Marcus posing and flexing.

“Another look wouldn’t hurt,” she whispered to herself.

It was meant to help convince her that it was okay to look but she was going to look at it regardless.  She loaded up the image and zoomed in on Marcus’ fat dick, marveling at it.  The lighting of the picture made it a bit harder to see but it was still enough for Karen to fantasize about it.  Her pussy throbbed as she stared at the picture, recalling the pleasure she had felt with Willis.

She still couldn’t believe that she had sex with him, it had almost been like a dream.  And her recent dream were replays of the actual event, but only in her bedroom.  She could not stop thinking about it.

Karen made her way upstairs into the bedroom, creeping around and glancing nervously, worried that she would be caught with the picture loaded on her phone, even though there was no one home.  She tossed her phone on the bed and pulled off her sweatpants.  The lingerie she had bought was ready and she pulled off her panties.

She planned to surprise Harold when he got home, only wearing the lingerie and a robe.  When he’d come upstairs, she wanted to slowly let the robe fall and tease him, hoping that it would get him to stay hard.  She took her time, taking off her top and getting the corset on, followed by the g-string.  The stockings were the last to make their way up her silky smooth legs.

Karen walked over to the full length mirror in the corner of the room to take another look at herself.  She frowned a little as she saw a little bit of hair poking out above the small triangular piece of cloth covering her crotch.

“Ah, should’ve shaved a little there,” she sighed.

She shrugged, figuring Harold probably wouldn’t notice.  Her eyes wandered back towards the bed to her phone and she couldn’t help but wander over to look at the picture of Marcus again.  It was strangely addicting to see it.

“Damn it Harold, I know you physically can’t be this big, but I wish you could just get hard,” Karen complained to no one in particular.

She laid back on the bed and opened the picture again, the lips of her sex quivering at the sight.  Her body started to grow warm, her crotch getting wetter as she nibbled on her lower lip.  She spread her legs, almost instinctively as her left hand slowly worked its way down between them.  Her fingers grabbed one side of the small triangular piece of cloth hiding her wet sex and pushed it aside.

“He must be thicker than Willis,” she whispered to herself as she gently rubbed the lips to her sex.

She closed her eyes, picturing herself with Marcus, his massive wide frame dwarfing hers.  With two fingers she gently rubbed back and forth between her legs, feeling the heat within her build.  Her loins ached for more as she began to rub a bit harder, making sure to press against her sensitive clit.

Willis had an extremely long shaft, and it was rather thick, about the same girth as her wrist.  She trembled as she thought about her time with him.  Now Marcus was on her mind, and she began to wonder, how much thicker was his shaft?  And could it possibly be longer than his younger brother’s?  She imagined it wasn’t the case.  Their big black cocks were probably similar to their stature, Willis, long and slim, Marcus, thick and a little shorter.

“Mmm...”  A small moan escaped her lips as she slowly slipped her two fingers in.

She opened her eyes again, practically salivating at the sight of Marcus.  Her right hand trembled as she carefully zoomed in on his crotch with one hand.  Just the sight of it made a tingling sensation go down her sensitive body.

Her fingers gently slid in and out of her tight aching sex.  It definitely wanted more as it squeezed around her fingers wildly.  Karen put her phone down and closed her eyes again, reaching up with her right hand to grip onto the edge of her pillow.  Her hips moved up and down as her fingers continued to glide back and forth.  She used her thumb to rub her delicate clit, further enhancing the rolling tides of pleasure rushing through her.

“Mmm... yes... oh fuck...”  She moaned as she plunged her two fingers deep into her tight little sex.

Her mind flashed back to her experience with Willis.  She pictured his powerful tall frame above her, his lower body lodged between her legs.  Her toes curled as she remembered the heat of his long hard shaft as it entered.

She rubbed her clit faster as she continued to plunge her fingers in and out of her soft wet sex.  Heat flooded her body, warming every inch of her as she pleasured herself.  Her body grew extra sensitive as she neared an orgasm, though she couldn’t get over the hump.

“Ungh... come on, yes... yes...”  She whimpered as she continued to finger herself wildly.

As she got closer and closer, a light rumbling filled the room and she paused.  It was the garage door opening up.  Harold was home and Karen was roaring and raring to go.  She pulled her fingers out, sliding the thin triangular piece of fabric back over her crotch.

The rumbling sound of the car followed by the garage door slamming down.  Karen’s heart was racing as she licked her fingers, tasting her juices.  She was praying that Harold was ready to go when he got upstairs.  It took a while, but she patiently waited, hearing him stomp through the bottom floor and then up the stairs.  As soon as he stepped in, he froze, his eyes widening as he saw her.

“Karen?!  Wow!”  He exclaimed.

“Welcome back!  Katlyn is out, so you’re all mine,” she replied seductively.  She pointed at him and then curled her finger, signaling for him to come to the bed.

Harold gulped as he nervously unbuttoned his shirt and pulled off his pants.  He struggled a bit, nearly tripping but finally managed to get to the bed, only wearing his boxers.  Karen flipped around and grabbed the waistband of his boxers, pulling them off.  She reached out and wrapped her hand around his dick.

She began to stroke it as she stuck out her tongue.  If this was enough to get Willis hard, then it would definitely be enough to get Harold up and going.  She spit on his dick and began to stroke it using two fingers.  It was definitely different from stroking Willis’ long black cock.

Karen was surprised to see Harold’s little dick getting hard, it had been quite some time since she had seen it this excited.  She leaned in and licked the tip, causing him to tilt his head back and let out a loud groan.

“Oh... Karen...  Wow!  You are really horny today huh?”

“You have no idea, now, put it in,” Karen replied as she released his cock, laid back and spread her legs.

Harold gulped again as he got on the bed, carefully placing the tip of his dick against her soaking wet sex.  Karen grinded the lips of her sex against the overly sensitive tip of Harold’s tip, making his shudder.  He grimaced as he pushed his hips forward, sliding the entire length of his shaft into her.

“Oh yeah!”  Harold groaned loudly.

Karen glanced down between her legs, feeling just a small rush of pleasure.  His smaller dick was not hitting all the right places like Willis had.  She wrapped her legs around his waist and began to grind her lower body wildly against his.

“Oh shit, oh, wait, wait, oh shit!”  Harold grunted as he trembled between her legs.

His eyes rolled back as he collapsed atop her, burying his face against her breasts.  Karen sighed quietly as she felt his limp dick plop out from between her legs.  It seemed he was already done.  She gently rolled him off her body and reached down with one hand, slowly rubbing his flaccid member.

Harold lightly tapped her hand away from his crotch.  “Oh babe, I know it’s been a while since you’ve felt this beast but whew, I need a break,” he said as he rolled away.  “Whew, was not expecting that,” he continued as he stood up and wiped his balding forehead.  “Is dinner ready or should we go out?”

Karen bit on her lower lip as she rolled out of bed.  She was trying her best to hide her disappointment.  After taking a deep breath, she turned to look at him and smiled.  “Up to you, if you want to go out, we can.”

Harold grinned and nodded, “how about some burgers?  Been a while since we’ve been to a Whataburger.”

“Sounds good,” Karen replied, trying to sound as enthusiastic as possible.  “Let me get a little cleaned up first.”

Harold nodded as he grabbed his briefs, squeezing into the small, slightly off colored underwear.  Karen closed her eyes, shook her head and then walked into the bathroom, feeling frustrated.  She closed the door behind her and looked at the mirror, her fingers unknowingly gripping tightly on the edge of the counter.  The lips of her sex were still white hot and she craved to see Willis again.  She took a deep breath and counted in her head, cooling herself down as much as possible before washing her face with cold water.
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Sophia stretched her arms upward and inhaled before bending forward, pushing her hips back slightly.  She slowly lowered her upper body down, taking her time and stretching her body.  Her ass stuck up high into the air as her small perky breasts pressed against her legs.  She paused, taking a couple of deep breaths as she wrapped her arms around her legs.

It was relatively early in the morning and it was her time to be alone.  With two young children and a rather needy husband, her days were usually bogged down serving them.  Her shoulder length black hair was neatly tired in a ponytail.

After a deep breath, she slowly straightened her body, reaching up towards the ceiling.  She stared upwards, her eyes narrowing a bit as she looked up at the ceiling fan.  It looked a bit dusty which annoyed her.  She made a mental note to find the duster and extension handle for it.

Her back arched a bit and a small popping noise made her groan.  She took another deep breath and then straightened her body.  Little beams of light from the rising sun began to poke through the blinds, gently reminding her that her alone time was running out bit by bit.

Sophia tilted her neck from side to side while she stretched her arms out.  She glanced down at her toes and wiggled them.  The black toenail polish she had was starting to fade just a bit.  She looked over at a nearby calendar and nodded to herself, taking note that she had an appointment with her favorite nail salon in a couple of days.

After stretching her neck a bit, she slowly began to spread her legs.  The splits were her least favorite part of the exercise but it was something she knew she had to keep doing.  If there was one thing she learned the hard way, it was that the body had a habit of becoming more rigid faster.  She used to be able to do the splits without a second thought, but after a year of not doing them, she had to ease into it.

A little bit of pain rushed through her but she continued stretching, taking long, deep breaths on the way down.  After a couple of long minutes, she was able to finish her split, her ass on the ground.  She closed her eyes and bent forward, further stretching herself.  For a moment, she was at complete peace, her small perky breasts pressing against the mat below her.

Loud thumps thundered above her, letting her know that one, or most likely both of her sons were awake.  Her sons, Tony and Andy were 13 and 10 respectively, both full of immense energy.  They were most likely rough playing upstairs, causing Sophia to let out a loud sigh.  Her alone time was up.

She slowly closed her legs as she stood up.  More thumps as her two boys ran around their room.  She made her way to the kitchen and began preparing breakfast for them.  Their lunches were already in their respective lunch boxes.  She pulled out the overnight oats she had prepared for her sons and placed them on the dining table.

The sounds of water rushing through the pipes meant that Johnny was up too.  Sophia sighed again and opened the refrigerator to get another jar of overnight oats.  After placing it on the dining table, she headed back to the kitchen and pulled out a cutting board.  She opened up a package of strawberries and began cutting off the stems, then slicing them to smaller pieces.

“Hey, hey!  Keep it down!”  Johnny yelled from his side of the house.

“What?!  What?”  Either Tony or Andy yelled back.

Sophia shook her head in frustration and glanced back at the stairs.  Every morning it was the same, a bit of a shouting match, followed by more running, yelling, and finally a bit of settlement as everyone came downstairs to grab their breakfast.  She dumped the sliced strawberries into each of the jars of overnight oats, trying to keep them as equal as possible.

As expected, there was more shouting and yelling as Johnny got ready.  The boys came tumbling down the stairs, rushing towards the dining table.  They raced towards the jars of overnight oats, each trying to figure out which had more fruits.

“I call the right one!”  Tony exclaimed.

“You can’t call it!  It’s whoever touches first!”  Andy yelled back.

Her elder son, Tony shoved his brother from the side, causing Andy to go flying to the ground.  A loud thud filled the air as Tony grabbed one of the jars with a smug file.  Andy immediately began to cry as he got up, rubbing his shoulder.  Sophia glared at her sons and placed her hands on her hips.

“Tony, put that jar back down!  What are you doing pushing him?”  She yelled angrily.

“I didn’t mean to, he ran in my way,” her son replied defiantly.

“Put the jar down, now.”

“No!  I got it first!”

Sophia rolled her eyes as she felt a flash of anger.  He had just hit his teens and was now more difficult than ever to discipline.  Johnny finally lumbered down the stairs, scratching his head through his unkempt hair.  Andy wiped his tears as he tried to stop crying.

“Ugh... what the hell?”  Her husband grunted as he looked around.

“He pushed me!”  Andy whined as he pointed at his brother.

“Tony!  Didn’t I tell you to stop messing around with your younger brother?”  Johnny yelled.

“He ran in my way!”

“Damn it!  You apologize to your brother right now!”  Her husband continued to yell.

Sophia sighed as she felt a headache coming.  She clenched her teeth as both her boys and her husband were now loudly yelling back and forth. 

“Everybody stop!”  She yelled over them.

They all fell silent and stared at her.  “Tony, put that jar down!  Your father will take that one.  Andy, stop crying and get the other jar!  Tony, you get whatever is left!  There’s no point in arguing, they’re all the same, I don’t know why you’re fighting about this!  It’s already getting late so just take your breakfast with you to school, your bus will be here soon!”  She ordered, her voice piercing through the air.

It looked as though Tony was going to argue back but Sophia quickly shot him a death stare.  He knew not to speak and immediately put the jar on the dining table.  Andy wiped his tears, stood up and grabbed the other jar before turning around and grabbing his backpack.  Tony grabbed whatever remained, following along with his younger brother.

They quietly left the house and headed to the main street where their bus would drive by.  Johnny quietly sat at the dining table and took a couple of bites from the oatmeal.  Sophia turned, heading to the sink to finish some remaining dishes.

“Wow, it’s always sexy to see you take the leash,” Johnny commented.

“Quiet,” she replied sharply in Taiwanese.

Johnny stood up, a small tent at his crotch as he walked over towards her and hugged her from behind.  “Hey, the kids are out, I’m going to go to work a little late, maybe we can get a little intimate?”

Sophia gently pushed back with her ass and rolled her eyes.  “Really?  After that chaos?”

“Of course, you’re so sexy when you get all heated,” Johnny answered in Taiwanese.

He kissed her on the neck and slowly ran his hands down her waist, gently tugging at her leggings.  Sophia nibbled on her lower lip, allowing him to pull them down, exposing her ass.  Johnny pulled down his sweatpants and rubbed his little dick between her legs, brushing against the lips of her sex.

He struggled a bit, reaching down to grab his small shaft and trying to push it in.  In their position, his small penis kept popping out, unable to stay upward.  Sophia had to push her ass back, lowering it a bit so that Johnny could slide his dick in.  As his dick pushed in, Sophia let out a light moan.

“Ooooh... yeah,” Johnny groaned as his tummy pressed against her ass cheeks.

He could barely move his hips, if he pulled back too far, his dick would pop out, and if he pushed forward, he could only go so far.  Sophia leaned forward, letting her husband continue to press against her from behind.  Her mind wandered a bit, thinking about the picture Melissa had shown her.

“You like that?”  Johnny grunted in Taiwanese as he rubbed his crotch against her ass.

“Mmm, yes,” Sophia moaned back, trying to sound as enthusiastic as possible.

She also recalled the conversation she had with Melissa and Karen about the average size of a man’s penis.  After their little meet up, Sophia had grabbed a ruler to see what average would’ve been considered in America.  She had been rather surprised.  While size had never been something she cared about, she began to wonder, now that she had heard about and even seen a larger dick.

Johnny slowed his movements, pushing hips forward and pressing his tummy against her ass cheeks once more.  He took a couple of deep breaths, trying to calm himself before he began to move his hips again.  Sophia let out some more moans as she tried to push her ass back towards her husband.

Her husband groaned and pulled his hips back just a little, but it was enough to cause his dick to pop out from between the lips of her sex.  His shaft quivered a bit as it rubbed against her pussy.

“Oh wow!  So tight today!”  Johnny whispered.

He grabbed his dick and aimed it upward a bit as he pushed his hips forward again.  It bent upward, rubbing between her ass cheeks and against her tightly clenched backdoor.  Sophia immediately pushed her ass away and shook her head.

“Oh no, not this time.  You already made that mistake once, a long time ago.  Remember which hole to put it in,” Sophia warned.

Johnny nodded and smiled, “of course!  It was an accident!  I won’t make that mistake again, now hold on, let me get this big thing back in there.”

Sophia couldn’t help but roll her eyes at his words.  Before, she might have believed him, but now, it sounded so hollow.  Johnny struggled a bit but finally managed to slide his dick back in, groaning and tilting his head back as he did.  Again, he could barely move his hips, worried that his dick would pop right back out again.

“Oh yeah!  You like that right?  You like my big dick?”  Johnny groaned in Taiwanese.

She moaned back in response, gently pushing her ass back and forth.  Her body remained mostly still as he continued to grind his lower body against her ass.  His balls pressed against the lips of her sex, almost hitting her sensitive clit.

He enthusiastically grunted, though his body barely moved.  Sophia wondered if she should spin around, but there was nowhere for her to lay, other than the ground.  Johnny straightened his back a bit and grabbed her ass cheeks tightly as his dick popped out from the movement.

“Oh whew!  I guess I’m too big, huh?”  He laughed proudly.

“Do you want me to turn around?”  Sophia asked.

He paused as he looked around and grabbed a nearby stool next to the kitchen island.  “Sit on this and then spread your legs,” he replied as he lowered the stool a bit.

Sophia did as told, sitting on the seat, leaning back a bit and spreading her legs wide.  With all the yoga she did, she was incredibly flexible.  Johnny licked his lips and jammed his dick between her legs, sliding his dick back into her.

“Oh yeah, so tight,” he groaned as he slowly moved his hips back and forth.

He pumped his hips a bit, his rounded belly bumping against her lower abs.  Sophia held tightly onto the sides of the stool as she stared down between her legs.  She had a rather natural amount of pubic hair, just trimmed around the edges.  That was something she couldn’t get used to in America, seeing and hearing about women shaving or waxing down there.

Her husband was much worse, not even trimming in the vicinity.  His little pecker wasn’t even visible as she looked down.  He grunted and tilted his head back as his dick popped out from between the lips of her sex again.

“OH YEAH!”  He groaned as a small little bit of his seed jetted out, landing all over her bush.

She sighed a bit, annoyed that she would have to clean off his jism where it would annoyingly cling to the hair.  Johnny’s eyes seemed to glaze over for a moment before he stepped back, wiping his sweaty forehead.

“That was great!”  He exclaimed in Taiwanese.

Sophia smiled meekly and nodded.  “I’ll go wash up,” she replied.

“And I’m off to work!”  Her husband replied as he pulled up his underwear and sweatpants.
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Karen glanced at her phone, checking to make sure of the time.  She was about five minutes early at the parking lot in front of the Starbucks she and the others agreed to meet at a week ago.  Melissa had to remind her a couple of days ago to call Sharon and confirm, since she rarely ever looked at her text messages or group chats.

She hopped out of the car and headed towards an empty table outside the coffee shop, glancing around to see if anyone else had already arrived.  After looking outside, she dipped into Starbucks to take a quick look inside, confirming that she was the first person there.  She quickly walked back over to the empty table, sat and pulled out her phone.

After a couple of minutes of surfing, she glanced up to see Sharon getting out of her car.  Her curly, fiery hair was unmistakable as she made her way towards the coffee shop.  Unlike Karen and Melissa, she didn’t care too much about trying to stay slim.  She wasn’t overweight by any means, but a rather regular build, mostly thanks to her constant running around as a real estate agent.

Karen waved and Sharon smiled as she plopped down on the chair across from her, lifting up her Chanel sunglasses.  Her green eyes contrasted greatly from her hair, something Karen was actually a little jealous of.  They were like flashing emeralds at certain angles.

“Karen!  It’s been too long!  I’m so sorry I missed our get together last week, sales were getting so intense.  The market out here is heating up!”

“It’s all those transplants from California I bet.  That’s where my new black neighbors are from,” Karen replied.

“Oh right!  The ones we saw at the barbeque!  They seemed... nice.  I see a lot of people like them moving into neighborhoods, but rarely ones like Rollingwood,” Sharon informed.

“Really?  How are home values holding up?”

Sharon shrugged as she looked around and then leaned close.  “Honestly, it is hurting some areas a tiny bit, but don’t let people know, gotta try to keep the market hot.”

“I knew it!  Sophia and I were talking about it last week.”

“If she’s that worried, she needs to get more of her friends into these neighborhoods.  People like her do the opposite to neighborhoods, brings their value up an inch.”

“Really?  Asians?”

“Yeah, but like certain types of them.”

“Certain types?”

“Yeah, usually the lighter skinned ones that are famous for plastic surgery.  Like Koreans, Japanese, and Chinese.  Sometimes Indians, but it’s a mixed back.  Too many Indians and values start to go down.  Apparently the neighborhoods start getting this smell,” Sharon answered.

Karen nodded but before she could respond, she spotted Melissa and Sophia walking towards them.  She waved, making Sharon turn her head to look back and smile at them.

“Hey girls!”  Karen greeted.

Melissa sat to the chair closest to Karen as Sophia sat across from her.  “Whew!  I can’t believe how much traffic this area is getting lately!”  She exclaimed as she dug through her bag to grab a small paper tissue.

“I know!  I was a couple of cars behind you,” Sophia agreed.

“Did you see that jackass trying to cut me off in his little electric car?  Who did he think he was?”  Melissa complained as she tapped her face with the tissue.

“I think it was a BMW.”

“I don’t care what it was, I can’t believe he tried to squeeze by me in that thing.”

“Well, I thought you did great stopping them.”

Melissa smiled and nodded at Sophia, “you’re damn right I did a great job,” she laughed.

“Okay, drinks are on me today, what do y’all want?”  Karen asked as she stood up.

“A tall iced caramel macchiato,” Melissa said.

“Same,” Sophia added.

Sharon tilted her head as she tapped on the table.  “Hm...  A tall mocha cookie crumble frappuccino,” she finally answered.

“Really?  Those have so many calories,” Melissa warned.

“Oh, I don’t worry about my shape as much a y’all do.”  Sharon replied while rolling her eyes a bit.

The others laughed as Karen nodded and headed into the store.  She made her way to the counter and ordered the drinks while the others continued chatting outside.

“Did you dye your hair?”  Sophia inquired.

“Me?  No, I actually have to soon though, if you look closely enough, you’ll see some white trying to burst through,” Sharon replied as she ran her fingers through her fiery red hair.

“Wow, it looks so red today,” Sophia responded.

“Does it?  I’ve been using this new shampoo lately.”

“Instead of trying out new shampoo, you should be responding to our texts,” Melissa interrupted as she leaned back in her chair.  “You got to get with the times.”

“Ugh, not this again, if y’all need me, just pick up the phone and call.  Trying to read those texts gives me a headache, especially when I’m racing around town.”

“Well, you should definitely take a glance at the picture in our group chat.  You don’t need glasses to see something amazing there,” Melissa laughed.

Sharon sighed as she pulled out her phone and unlocked it.  “Oh lord, did y’all send more of your workout photos?  Those before and after things?  That’s why I stopped looking at that chat.”

“Are you going to look at it now?”  Sophia questioned, looking around worriedly that other people would be able to see her screen.

“Why not?  It’s not like...”  Sharon froze as she stared at her phone.  “What in tarnation...”  She whispered.

A small bell rang as Karen stepped out of the coffee shop and Sharon quickly slammed her phone facedown.  Her face was practically the same color as her hair.  She glared at Melissa, and then at Sophia.

“You could’ve warned me!”  She growled.

Karen walked by, placing everyone’s drinks beside them before tossing the cupholder and sitting across from Sharon.  “Warned you about what?”  She asked, trying to catch up with the conversation.

“Did you see what Melissa sent?”

Karen shrugged, smiled and nodded as she sat and sipped her drink.  “Oh yeah, I saw it.”

“Really?!  And even you didn’t warn me?  I didn’t need to see a picture of a naked black man!”

“Are you sure?  You seem really tense, maybe take another small glance,” Melissa suggested with a laugh.

Sharon’s face was still red as she looked around, making sure there weren’t others within earshot.  “What makes you think I want to see a naked black man?  They’re hurting my commissions, is this some kind of sick joke?”

“Whoa, whoa, calm down there hon, take a breather.  Melissa is just joking around.  That picture though, did you get a good look at it?”  Karen inquired, trying to calm the situation.

“Why?  It’s such a gross thing to send.”

“Because, Melissa couldn’t help but point out that Marcus has quite a large you know what,” Karen replied as she looked down towards her crotch.

“What?  Marcus?  That big black one that moved in next to you?  With his brothers and father?”

“Yeah, apparently he’s got a profile and looking for someone to get cozy with.  And that picture there is something he’s got out as bait.”

“Who in this area would want to see a picture of a naked black man, really.  They bring home values down, they cause all kinds of fusses and-”

“So home values do go down!”  Sophia gasped, interrupting Sharon mid-sentence.  “I knew it!”

Karen shot Sophia a small glare before turning her attention back to Sharon.  “Look, just take a close look, that’s all.”

Sharon gritted her teeth as she unlocked her phone again and opened the chat with the picture.  She glanced around to make sure no one around her could see as she scrolled down again.  Her finger paused as she saw the full picture this time.

“What in tarnation is that?”  She said as she clicked the picture and zoomed in.  “Holy shit!”

“Yeah?  Now you know why Melissa sent it.”

“That’s a fake,” Sharon said as she closed the chat and put her phone down.  “No way in hell that’s real.”

“Ha!  That’s what we talked about last week.  Sophia was adamant that it was fake,” Melissa informed as she took a long sip of her drink. 

“Yeah, but it’s definitely real.  I thought it was fake but when I got home, I looked at it close, there’s no sign of it being manipulated,” Sophia agreed.

“Well, then it’s just lighting.  You know, he’s black, the background is dark, there’s shadows.  But what in the world are you doing trying to hook up with him?”  Sharon questioned, changing the subject.

“I found it on Cathy’s phone.  Ever since she broke up with Thomas, she’s been using those apps to try and find a new boyfriend.  This was one of the pictures she got.”

“Did you speak with her?  Like really sit her down and tell her not to go around dating people like them?”  Sharon asked as she leaned forward a bit, concern on her face.

“Oh please, Cathy’s smarter than that!  Or at least I would hope she is...”

“Mm, mm, you need to sit her down and give her a scolding.  No good comes out of something like that,” Sharon said as she pointed at her phone. 

“Well, the way I got the picture was a bit...  Well, let’s just say there was a phone mix up and I shouldn’t have been snooping around on her phone anyway.  What am I supposed to do now?  Tell her about something I found during the mix up so long ago?”

“I don’t know what you can say to start the conversation but I do know you need to end their conversation, if they’re having one,” Sharon answered, giving a little shake of her head.  “Marcus is also far too old for her.  He was what... 30?”

“I think he said 28,” Sophia answered.

“Whatever, it’s the same.”

“Well, he’d be a great young stud for any of us though, right?”  Melissa joked.

“Ew...  Since when were you into people like them?”  Sharon responded.

“What?  Nothing wrong with fantasizing a bit.  You saw that thing between his legs.”

“Oh please, it’s not the size that matters.  Look at Sophia, she’s fine with what Johnny has,” Sharon answered.

“Hey, what’s that supposed to mean?”  Sophia questioned.

“He’s in the double digits Sharon, he’s pretty endowed for an Asian man,” Karen informed.

Sharon paused as she looked at Karen, then Sophia.  “What?  How would you know?  Wait, y’all talking about sizes now?  And... wow, really?  Double digits?”

“Yes, about 10 centimeters,” Sophia replied.

There was another pause as Sharon stared at her.  She glanced over at Karen and then Melissa.  “Y’all know that we use inches around here, right?”

“Of course.  But how big of a difference is it anyway?  Centimeters, inches, whatever,” Karen replied as she rolled her eyes.

“That’s a little under four inches,” Sharon informed.  She knew how to convert from her days working as an interior designer, before she became a real estate agent.  One of the biggest headaches she had was when builders would bring in the wrong sized materials.

“What?”  Melissa balked.

Sophia nervously glanced around.  “Okay, let’s stop talking about Johnny.  He’s about the same as all my ex’s.”

“Right, right, sorry.  But see?  Size has nothing to do with pleasure,” Sharon said while crossing her arms.

Karen was about to retort but she opted to take a drink instead.  She had felt the pleasures of a large shaft and knew that it was quite different.  But that was not a tale she could tell with this audience, not here, not now, she thought.

“Right, right, let’s settle down y’all.  We haven’t had a get together like this in a while...  Maybe even since the barbeque over at the new neighbor’s.  So, what’s new, Sharon?”  Melissa asked.

“The market around here is heating up, even with certain types of people moving into Austin.  Brian still wants to visit Ireland, his homeland or whatever.”

“Wow...  Is he still doing the accent?”  Karen inquired.

Sharon laughed and shook her head.  “Oh thank God, no.  He finally stopped it.”

“Any plans to go to Ireland?”  Melissa asked.

“No, of course not.  From what I’ve read, it’s cold, cloudy and rains all day,” Sharon laughed.

“Might as well just go up to Seattle!  They’re leaving to come down here, we might as well spread the love,” Karen said.

All the them laughed as they drank their coffee.  Sharon leaned back and crossed her legs.  “How about you?”

Melissa tilted her head as she thought about it.  “Hm, I guess not too much.  Quit the gym cause the trainers were starting to annoy me.  And they kept shutting it down, opening it, shutting it down, it’s like they couldn’t make up their minds!”

“Wow!  So you work out mainly from home?”  Sharon asked.

“Yeah, that’s the idea.  Though, I was thinking about having Marcus train me a bit.”

“Marcus?”  All three of the others asked, stunned..

Melissa paused and looked at them for a moment, surprised at their reaction.  “Uh, why, is that wrong?”

“Yes!  Not just the fact that you have a nude of him, but is he even a trainer?!”  Sharon responded.

“He’s not certified or anything like that, but just look at him.  He knows how to get in shape.”

“Is that really something you want to do?  I mean, is that even safe?”  Sophia asked worriedly.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”  Melissa shot back.

“It’s just, I mean...”

Karen rolled her eyes, laughed and leaned back.  “What is going on with the sensitivity today gals?  Y’all are old enough to remember them riots in L.A. back in the 90’s right?  Well, maybe not Sophia, you were what... three?  But I’m guessing your parents told you more than enough about it.”

“Right, with the fires,” Sharon said.  “I was readying for middle school.”

“So you remember the scenes.  There was even a shot of some Asian man with a gun one of them magazines,” Karen continued.  She turned her head towards Sophia.  “But look, you ain’t got nothing to worry about honey.  The Jones family, they all seem really nice so far.  I was honestly a bit worried and scared at first but y’know, Willis was real friendly with me.”

A small chill ran up her spine as she said her words.  He was far more than just real friendly, she thought to herself.  The lips of her sex quivered as she thought about his long, hard member.  She had to adjust herself in her seat and cross her legs.

“Now, what I’m more worried about is what kind of workout Melissa is thinking of getting herself into,” Karen joked.

Melissa scowled and shook her head as the others laughed.  “What are y’all even thinking about?”

“Oh please, after the photo you sent to all of us?  C’mon hon, we all know what you’re itching for,” Sharon joined in with another laugh.

Melissa crossed her arms as her face grew red hot.  Her steely blue eyes shot from Karen to Sophia and finally Sharon.  “I’m fixing to leave y’all from here on out!”

Karen lightly tapped her on the shoulder, “oh hon, come on, y’know we’re all hat and no cattle.  I reckon he’ll be a great coach, looking at his size.  No need to be sweating like a hooker in church.”

Melissa shot her another glare as she lightly clenched her teeth.  “Really poor choice of words there,” she said before closing her eyes, calming herself.  “Well, bless y’alls hearts, thinking that a young stud like him would want a ride on this horse,” she said, the corners of her lips curling upwards as she opened her eyes.

All of them laughed again as they drank their drinks and continued chatting to catch up.  Melissa occasionally glanced at her watch, every minute passing by causing her heart to race faster.  Today was the day she had agreed to visit Marcus at his gym.
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Her heart raced as she sat in her car, staring out the passenger side window at the large white house of the Jones family.  The garage door was wide open but she couldn’t quite see inside as it was up a slight incline from the curb.  Melissa gripped tightly onto the steering wheel as she nibbled on her lower lip.

She glanced at the time, it was half past one, and she had told Marcus that she would try to swing by around one.  Butterflies danced in her stomach as she looked back at the open garage.  A part of her wanted to turn the engine back on and drive off, but she couldn’t do it.  She reached up and grabbed the rearview mirror, aiming it downwards to look at her upper body.

Her bright pink sports bra was squeezing her breasts tightly.  She debated wearing something on top but decided against it as she reset her rearview mirror and gave her reflecting a reassuring nod.  “You’ve got this,” she whispered to herself.

Melissa’s hand trembled as she reached over and pulled on the door handle.  She slowly got out of the car, her legs quivering as she closed the door shut.  Her tight fitting white leggings clung to her lower body.  There were portions of it that were sheer on the sides of them.  She had also made sure to wear a lacy, dark crimson colored thong underneath, which actually showed a bit through the leggings.

“Ok, it’s just a workout, that’s all this is,” she said to herself as she locked the door and began working her way up the driveway.

She could hear the clanging of metal hearing metal, most likely a barbell touching down on a weight rack.  Her heart felt as though it would pounce from her chest as she got closer.  The lips of her sex started to quiver and grow warm with each passing step.  More clanging and groaning filled the air as she could see inside the garage.

Marcus was facing the other direction, a barbell on his shoulders and upper back, filled with weights to the point where the bar itself was bending.  He squatted down low, paused and then pushed up while letting out a small roar.  Melissa got closer, watching him, mesmerized by the sheer force of will that he seemed to command as he straightened his body.  Once he was up, he took a couple of steps forward and slowed down, the barbell clanking loudly against the rack.

“Wow!  Impressive!”  Melissa gasped as she got to the front of the garage.

He turned, smiling as she did a small shrug and loosened his legs.  “Yeah?  I just gotta do my one rep max now and I’m good with squats.”

“One rep max?!  That weight right there isn’t it?!”

Marcus laughed as he sat on a bench and took a couple of deep breaths.  “Nah, that’s almost there.  That was actually my fifth rep right there.  Now I just need to stack another plate on each side and that’ll be my max for sure.”

Melissa's eyes widened as she stared at the barbell and the weights already attached to it.  She counted the weights, added the usual weight of a barbell and tilted her head.  “That’s already...  630 pounds?!”

“Yeah, most definitely.  Right now my personal max is 720, but back in my heyday in college, I was bumping out 810.  I might be able to do it now but I’d need spotters for sure,” he replied as he stood back up.

He was shirtless like before, showing off his massive frame.  It glistened and sparkled when some sunlight peered through.  Melissa was speechless as she watched him rack up another 45 pound weight on each side of the bar.  He had a weight belt on, squeezing tightly around his midsection, making him look even larger somehow.

“Now, I ain’t expecting you to do this level of weight training,” he laughed as he straightened his gloves.

“That would probably squash me!”

Marcus shook his head as he got himself in position under the barbell.  “Let me crank this out and then we can start on you,” he said.  He adjusted himself a couple of times, planting his feet firmly on the ground as he took quick shallow breaths.  Melissa stepped to the side, her eyes marveling at his muscular frame.

Once he was ready, he took a deep breath, grabbed tightly onto the barbell and lifted it up.  He took a couple of steps back and steadied his body.  Melissa could see that he was definitely putting his all into it, his body shaking as he tried to stabilize his footing.  Once he was ready, he began his descent, lowering down with 720 pounds hoisted on his shoulders and upper back.

She remained silent, her eyes roaming his body as he reached his low point and grunted.  He roared again as he began to stand, shaking as he struggled to bring the weight up.  Melissa worried that he might be unable to lift the weight but he managed to lift himself upright.  He took a couple of breaths before walking forward and letting the barbell rest on the rack.

“WOOOO!  That’s right!  Yeah!”  He said excitedly while clapping his hands and hopping to loosen his legs a bit. 

“Wow, you look like you’re stronger than an ox!”

“Well, I have been called a black bull here and there,” he replied with a wink as he made his way back to the bench.  He grabbed a towel and wiped his bald head, taking a couple of more deep breaths as he rested.  “Well, I’m glad you made it,” he continued.

“Sorry I was a little late.”

“Oh no, it’s fine.  I was falling a little behind in my workout anyway.  Was feeling a little unmotivated but now that you’re here, I feel damn good,” he replied.

“Hm?  You’re motivated by me being here?”

“Hell yeah.  A beautiful woman like yourself, and me getting the opportunity to teach you.  Nothing more motivating than that.”

Melissa blushed slightly at his words and shook her head.  “Oh please, I’m just an old woman trying to keep up.”

“What?  At 40?  C’mon, ain’t no way you just said you’re an old woman.  You look absolutely stunning,” Marcus complimented as he stood up and walked towards her.

She had considered herself on the taller side at five foot eleven, but he still seemed to tower over her.  His massively wide frame only helped to make him feel larger and taller.  He walked by and stopped by a rack full of dumbbells.

“Are you pretty confident in your form?”  He asked as he looked around at the weights.

“It depends.  Are you talking about curls?”

He shrugged, “I guess most movements.  But most importantly the big ones, like deadlifts, squats, good mornings, stuff like that.”

“I’m pretty sure my form is good.”

Marcus rubbed on his chin as he looked at her.  “I remember your squat form being a little off.  I have a feeling you might curve your back when you deadlift.  It’s one of those things I see with a lot of Crossfit folks.  It’s too much focus on rep and speed and not enough on correct form.”

Melissa raised an eyebrow as she eyed him, crossing her arms under breasts to help lift them up and show a bit more cleavage.  “You might be right.  I’ve been avoiding deadlifts because my back hurts after I do them.”

“Oof, that’s no good.  That’s the worst kind of pain.”

“Well, my trainers are always talking about working through the pain,” Melissa replied.

Marcus looked concerned as his thick eyebrows furrowed and he shook his head slightly.  “I hate that advice.  You should never be working through pain, especially if it affects your back.  I mean, yeah, you’ll feel the burn when you workout but that’s not pain, that’s growth.  Really bad advice.”

“Well, guess that’s another good reason for why I quit.”

He slowly walked around the spacious gym, looking at Melissa from different angles while occasionally looking at different equipment.  Melissa nervously watched him, “uh, everything okay?”

“Yep, just thinking about the different workouts we can do and the best equipment to use.  I like a push, pull, legs workout but since this is my first time getting a feel for your level, I think we’ll go with a mix,” he answered.

“Okay, well usually I start with some burpees to warm up, is that okay?”  Melissa inquired.

“Burpees?  Sure, we’ll do some of those, but I got some different warm up workouts.  And stretches of course, gotta get those stretches in.”

“Sounds good.  And I try not to lift too heavy, I’m not looking to be butch and bulky.”

Marcus laughed and rolled his eyes a bit.  “That’s such a common misconception.  It’s really difficult for a woman to be all bulky like a bodybuilder.  That’s more to it than just lifting heavy weights for that kind of body.  It’s calorie intake, it’s specific one rep max workouts, supersets, it’s... insanity.  So you’ve got nothing to worry about, the workouts we can do will not be to get you all bulky,” he assured.

Melissa nodded and smiled, “that’s good to know.”

“So, you ready for the workout of your life?”  He asked as he finally walked a complete circle, stopping at the dumbbells and tapping on one of them.
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Small beads of sweat rolled down Melissa’s lower back as she huffed and puffed, her arms trembling and her legs feeling like jello.  She sat on the edge of the bench, trying to recuperate from her last set.  Marcus grinned as he stood across from her in his sports shorts that ended above his knees.

“You feeling that?”  He asked with a laugh.

“Whew!  What is this workout?!  I don’t feel my legs!”

Marcus laughed even harder as he leaned against the squat rack.  “Well, I’m impressed you’ve been able to keep up.  Why don’t we take five and get your body to recover a bit more.  Would you like something to drink?”

Melissa nodded as she took a couple of shallow breaths, her heart still racing wildly.

“Do you take any supplements when you workout?  Pre-workouts, post-workouts, protein drinks, things like that,” he inquired.

“No, not really.  The gym I went to really pushed a product on me, um... C-something, I can’t remember but it was the letter ‘C’ and then a number.  I tried it a couple of times but it made me feel a bit nauseous and I had to turn them down.”

Marcus tilted his head a little with a small frown on his face.  “Ugh, that C4 shit huh?  Well, I make my own proprietary blend using pure ingredients.  Amino acids, a bit of creatine, some natural flavors and vitamins.  Do you want to try it?”

Melissa hesitated as she thought about it.

“I mean, you don’t have to, if you don’t want to.  I’m about to make me a cup, but if you want water, you can just have that.”

“You’re going to make a pre-workout in the middle of a workout?”

“It ain’t a pre-workout per se, but like a pick me up I guess.  It’s a uh, workout drink,” Marcus replied.  “I don’t know what to call it, but it’s worked out for me so I keep doing it.”

“Maybe just a little?”

“Sounds good, I make a 16 ounce cup but I can make you eight if that works.”

Melissa nodded, “that sounds good.  What flavor is it?”

Marcus began heading to a different corner of the gym where there were a couple of cabinets.  He opened it up and took out an unlabeled black cylinder.  “Fruit?  I guess fruit is the best way of describing it,” he laughed as he opened the container and began scooping out the contents into some mixer bottles nearby.

“Wow, that’s vague,” Melissa laughed.

He shrugged as he walked over to a water dispenser and filled up each mixer bottle.  Melissa couldn’t help but still admire his massive frame.  He had muscles on top of muscles, and it appeared it wasn’t all just for show.  Every time he moved, she could see his muscles flex and he was not afraid to show it off.  His shorts actually annoyed her as she saw his nude image in her mind’s eye.

“Let me know what you think it tastes like.  I’m working with Willis to get the ingredients and flavor right.  My main man Dwayne is promising to build me the tech platform I need to sell and advertise it,” he said as he shook the two bottles.

Melissa was finally starting to breathe normally as she leaned back slightly on the bench.  “Really?  So you’re thinking of starting your own brand?”

“Something like that, yeah.”

“Wow... Are you currently working or is this new brand your full time effort?”

“Oh, this?  Currently a part time thing.  Full time, I work for my brother to develop his crypto platform thing he’s making.  I’m head of marketing, Willis is head of development.  It don’t pay much right now cause that runt ain’t letting us get a big salary, so I also moonlight as a bouncer at a club downtown.”

“Head of marketing?  Do you have experience in it?”  Melissa inquired.

Marcus handed her one bottle as he opened his.  “Kind of.  I took some classes in college, aced it and then did my own marketing and ads thing for a small startup that I spun up after.  I ain’t just a meathead,” he answered with a laugh.

“Oh, I wasn’t implying that you were,” Melissa apologized as she opened her bottle and sniffed it.  Whatever the drink was, it smelled somewhat sweet and, like he had said, fruity.  She couldn’t quite pick up on which fruit scents however.  After a whiff, she slowly took a sip and tilted her head.  “Oh, that’s... different.”

Marcus took a long gulp before wiping his lips and looking down at her.  “Different good or different bad?”

Melissa continued to tilt her head side to side as she took another sip, taking in the flavors.  “I think different good.  It’s not overly sweet and it actually...  It actually tastes fresh.”

“Yeah?”

“Yup!  Wow, it’s kind of hard to describe, it’s like I’m drinking fresh fruit juice,” Melissa replied as she took a big gulp.

“That’s good to hear.  We were trying to get it to taste real, natural, y’know?  Not like that sweet shit that lingers and eventually gives you that rush and then crash,” Marcus answered with a touch of pride in his voice.

“Do you have a name for this yet?”

“Nah, not yet.  I was surprised by how many different brands were in this business and all the names that were already taken.  I’m just gonna take my time with this,” Marcus replied.

Melissa took another long drink and wiped her lips.  “Well, I think you’ve got a big business opportunity here.  So you’re head of marketing for your youngest brother, you’re a bouncer, and you’re making this workout drink?  You probably ain’t got no grass growing under your feet.”

He had a look of confusion as he looked down at her.  “Huh?  Grass under my feet?”  Marcus asked as he looked down at the bottom of his shoes, starting with the right foot, then the left.

Melissa laughed and shook her head, “it just means you’re busy as all hell.”

“Oh!  Ha, ha, ha!  Yeah, I guess you could say that.”

“So I guess that means no time for a girlfriend?”  Melissa asked, knowing full well the answer.

“Nah, nothing steady.  I have been using a couple of different apps to hook up occasionally.  I mean, I am a man after all,” he replied with a wink.

“Oh yes you are...”  Melissa whispered.

“What was that?”

“Um, I said that must be nice.  As in, I didn’t have that kind of stuff when I was your age.”

“Hey, nothing stopping you from starting now, right?”  Marcus laughed.

Melissa shook her head and rolled her eyes while raising her left hand up and pointing at her wedding band.  “I’m taken honey.”

“Mmm, still don’t think that means it has to stop you.  In today’s day and age, people are all about these open relationships.  And uh, I don’t know what it is about this area but I’ve been surprised by how many women have their man watch when uh... y’know, we get down,” Marcus replied.

Melissa’s eyes widened at his words.  ‘What?  As in...  They have their boyfriend... watch?”

“Husbands,” he corrected.  “I mean, I was taken off guard when it happened a couple days ago.  And they were like a real young married couple too.”

“That’s... wow...”  Melissa responded as she pictured Daniel sitting in his favorite sofa, watching Marcus pound her.  A small shudder went down her spine at the thought.  “So I guess you’ve been having quite a lot of fun with the young women here then.”

Marcus tossed his cup to the side and crossed his arms as he thought about his answer.  “Y’know, not really.  I feel...  What’s the word, kind of like a uh... thing to try out more than anything.  They want to get something deeply rooted out, so I guess, y’know, I’m that outlet.  They’ve never been with a black man, it’s like I’m forbidden fruit,” he replied.  His eyes twinkled for a moment.  “Forbidden fruit...  I think that’s what I’m going to name this flavor,” he said, making a mental note.

“Interesting...  But at least it’s a fun experience right?”

He sighed as he placed his hands on his hips.  “That’s the thing though, they’re not experienced.  Married or not, they’ve never been with a man like me.  They laugh about it, they joke about it, but when they see the real thing... They really struggle to handle it.”

“Handle it?  Handle what?”

There was a brief moment of silence as Marcus looked around.  He finally started to laugh and glanced downward at his crotch.  “This thing.”

The nude image of Marcus flashed before Melissa’s eyes as she stared at him.  She knew exactly what he was talking about but tried to be coy about it.  “Your penis?  Oh come on, this ain’t my first rodeo, they probably couldn’t handle it because some kind of psychological thing,” she responded as she finished her drink.

“Psychological?  Nah, I’m pretty sure it’s something more than that.  Like, I am hung like a fucking horse.  Pardon my language,” he replied.

Melissa laughed as she stood up and stretched her legs, finally feeling as though she was refreshed.  “Oh please, that’s what every man thinks.  I don’t understand why y’all are so obsessed with the size of your dicks.”

“It’s not just men, at least from my experience with this app.  Anyway, it looks like you’re ready to go for another round,” he replied, changing the topic.

“You know it, what’s next?”  Melissa asked.

“Let’s do some deadlifts, and then after each set, we do pull ups, break, and then cycle back.  I’d say, you can do at least 95 pounds I’m guessing so... three sets of ten to twelve reps.  I’m going to do three sets of five, and for pull-ups, I’ll be doing it until failure,” Marcus informed.

“Sounds good to me,” Melissa responded as she began to put weight plates on her barbell. 

She glanced over to see Marcus racking weight after weight onto his barbell.  He rolled it on top of a rubber mat.  Melissa did the same, placing her barbell on another rubber mat close by.

“All right, let me show you the proper form.  And then I want to see you and I’ll help you fix as needed,” he replied.

Melissa nodded as she watched Marcus prepare himself, taking quick shallow breaths while he firmly planted his feet on the mat.  He pointed towards his feet and the bar, “as you can see, my ankles are right up against the bar.  Now when I reach down, you’ll see me hinge at the hips.  Whatever you do, don’t curve the back.  Keep your chin up, don’t look down or else your back will curve along with your shoulders,” he explained.  Marcus reached down, sticking his ass back as he bent forward.  He grabbed onto the barbell, took a deep breath and pulled upward, pushing his hips forward while raising the weight filled barbell up.

“Wow,” Melissa gasped as she watched his massive frame hoist up the weights, his muscles straining and seemingly growing as he straightened up.

He slowly descended, paused, and then pulled up again.  Melissa was supposed to focus on his form, but she was too busy admiring his build.  She wondered what it would be like to have him have his way with her.  A part of her felt jealous of the women Marcus had met on the apps.  He finished his set and dropped the weights, a loud thud filling the air.

“Whoo!  Yeah!  All right, hope you paid attention cause now it’s your turn,” he said as he turned to face her.

Melissa nodded and got close to the barbell.  She reached down as she heard Marcus stepping over towards her.

“Whoa, whoa, hold up.  Sorry, I forgot to tell you, your feet have to be about shoulder width,” Marcus said as he stepped behind her and used his feet to help position hers.  “And I noticed when you were reaching down, your back was already curving.”

“Really?  I thought I was keeping it straight,” Melissa replied.

“Yeah, the actual problem isn’t the back, it’s these hips.  Do you mind if I place my hands on you?”  Marcus asked.

“Oh please, you’ve been asking that each time.  It’s okay, do whatever you want with me,” she replied, a slight sultriness added to her voice at the last sentence.

Marcus smirked, “I just want to make sure I’m being respectful.”  He placed his hands on her hips and then began to pull her ass back towards him.  Her heart raced as she felt his crotch press against her ass.  He began to pull back while continuing to pull her back with him, at the same time, he was gently pushing his massive upper body against her back so that she would bend forward.

“There we go, you feel that?”  Marcus asked.

She gulped, she could feel something against her ass but she was sure that’s not what he was asking.  “Uh, I think so?”

“You’re bending down but with the hips, not the back.  That’s the important part,” he said as his lower body pressed close to hers.

Melissa rubbed her ass against his crotch slightly as she pretended to plant her feet like he did.  She heard him let out a slight groan while moving back a bit.  She would’ve sworn that she had felt something harden behind her.

“Okay now uh, grab the bar and let’s get that bar up, okay?”  Marcus said as he let go of her hips and stepped to the side of her.

Melissa nodded and glanced over to see that his hands were down now, folded over strategically against his right upper thigh.  She held back a giggle and focused on the bar, grabbing it and beginning to lift.  As she began to pull it up, she heard Marcus step close again.

“Hold on, take it back down,” he said as he stepped behind her once more.  He placed one hand on her hips and another on her tummy.  “Similar to the descent, you want to actually pivot at your hips.  So while you’re pulling up, you’re technically pushing forward.  I know that might be confusing so hold onto that bar.”

Melissa did as told, wrapping her fingers around the bar and beginning to pull.  Her ass pressed back against his crotch again.  He let out a small sigh as he pushed his hips forward, helping her do the same.  She began to pull the bar up as Marcus helped her from behind, his hand on her tummy helping to keep her core engaged while his other hand helped to move her hips forward bit by bit.  He also pushed his crotch against her ass to further help push her lower body forward as her body straightened.

She, for sure, felt something hard against her right ass cheek.  It was a bit hard for her to focus as she saw his nude picture in her head again.  She had to take short shallow breaths as she held the bar.

“Okay, we’re going back down again,” Marcus said from behind.

Melissa began her descent again, pushing her ass back against his crotch as she bent forward and lowered the bar.  Before the weights even touched the ground, Marcus stepped back and walked away.  Melissa paused and looked over at him as he faced in the other direction.

“You okay?”  She asked.

“Uh...  Yeah, yeah, uh, everything’s all good.  Um, okay, so how about you crank out the other nine reps,” he answered.

Melissa let go of the bar and straightened up while staring at him.  “Are you sure?  Why... why are you facing the other way?  Did I do something wrong?”

It was strange talking to him with his back towards her, his head turned to the side as he talked.  “No, you did great!  I uh...  Man this is embarrassing.  Uh, I just need a um...  like a quick break,” he replied as he awkwardly walked sideways towards a weight rack.

“Marcus, seriously, what’s going on?  Young man, I’d like you to turn around and face me,” she ordered as she placed one hand on her hips and raised an eyebrow.

After a brief pause, he turned around and she could see why he was embarrassed.  There was something straining upwards from his right thigh, his shorts barely able to contain it.  Melissa's eyes widened as did her mouth, which she covered with one hand.

“Wow!  Did I cause that?”  She asked.

Marcus grinned sheepishly, “yeah...  sorry, you’re just so beautiful, and all that rubbing against it.  Sorry, I understand if you want to head out.”

Melissa walked over towards the side of the garage and pressed on the door opener, causing the garage to descend.  Marcus tilted his head as he looked at her in confusion.

“Uh... Melissa?”
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Sharon quietly walked around the house, closing the windows in the house closest to the master bedroom.  Brian was out hanging out with his employees for a morale event.  He wouldn’t be home for hours.  She continued walking through the halls, making her way downstairs and pausing as she reached Turner’s bedroom and pressed one ear against the door.  He was either talking to himself or his friends on his game as he excitedly tapped on something.

She nodded to herself assuringly and made her way back upstairs to the master bedroom.  Her fingers trembled a bit as she closed the door and locked it.  She made her way towards one of her dressers, pulling on one of the corner ones and reaching into the back to grab her favorite vibrator.

More and more she’d been using it as Brian had not been able to please her, even with Viagra.  She tossed the vibrator on her bed and then walked over towards the windows, closing the curtains.  Her heart skipped a beat as she grabbed her phone and loaded up the image of Marcus that Melissa had sent.

“Fuck that’s huge...”  She whispered as she pulled off her pants and panties, tossing them to the side as she got in bed.

It actually wasn’t a surprise for her, considering she had secretly been watching porn on the internet.  She wasn’t a tech savvy person but months ago, Brian had accidentally left a folder open in their laptop with video files with some very lewd names.  When she had played them, she had been stunned at what she saw, big black powerful men dominating white women with their massive members.  It seemed her husband had quite the fetish with interracial pornography.

Sharon had made sure to take note of the file location and had been watching them whenever she had felt frustrated.  This time around, it was less frustration or more complete lust.  The picture Melissa had sent of Marcus had sparked something inside her.  She put her phone down and grabbed their laptop, opening up a video to watch as she turned on her vibrator.

The buzzing in her hand instantly made her shiver underneath the blankets. 

She paused and turned off her vibrator as she opened the bedside drawer to dig out a pair of wireless earphones.  The videos needed sound, she thought as she popped the earbuds in and waited for them to connect to the laptop.  She waited... and waited... and waited as the laptop popped up a message on the side that a device was connected.

“Oh come on, I just want to git-r-done,” she sighed angrily under her breath.

A couple of more minutes passed by as the laptop continued to sync with the earbuds.  Sharon cursed under her breath as she grabbed her phone and loaded up the image again.  She nibbled on her lower lip as her eyes roamed Marcus’s body, focusing solely on his big fat member.

As she readied to turn on her vibrator, a notification bell surprised her, letting her know that the laptop had connected to the earbuds.  She sighed again as she put her phone down and picked one of the videos in her husband’s little “secret” folder, her heart racing wildly as the player loaded up.  Her fingers shook as she turned her vibrator back on.

On screen was a redheaded woman, though hers seemed fake unlike Sharon’s.  She looked to be a housewife having problems with her kitchen sink.  Sharon reached out with her other hand and skipped the beginning, not caring for whatever cheesy story they were going with.  The video paused momentarily before loading up a couple of minutes ahead.  The redheaded woman was on a kitchen counter, mostly nude except for her green bra, with her legs spread wide as she leaned back.

The fake black plumber was licking away at her clit while gliding two fingers in and out of her sex.  Sharon grew excited at the sight and she placed her small vibrator against her sensitive clit.  She let out a small gasp at the cool touch of the vibrator as it buzzed against her.

“Mmm...” 

She closed her eyes and slowly moved her vibrator down the lips of her sex.  It felt incredible as it warmed her wet pussy.  Unlike the woman onscreen, Sharon hadn’t shaved her mound, preferring to keep her thick red bush all natural.  To a certain degree, it was her little prideful way of showing that she was a real redhead.

“Oh yeah, lick that pussy!”  The woman on the video moaned as she reached down between her legs and pulled the black man’s face closer towards her crotch.

Sharon gasped, her eyes still closed as she imagined herself in the same position.  She continued to glide the smooth vibrator up and down the quivering lips of her wet sex.  A small moan escaped her lips as she listened to the woman in the video do the same. 

“Yeah, looks like this plumbing needs a lot of work.  Let me get my tool out,” the man in the video said, causing Sharon to giggle momentarily at the absurdness of his words.

She opened her eyes to watch the video and gasped at the sight of the black man’s long, hard member.  The woman in the video got off the counter and on the ground, kneeling before him and wrapping her hands around his shaft.  She leaned in and opened her lips, taking the tip into her mouth.

Sharon pressed the vibrator against her clit again as she watched.  She’d rarely ever given a blowjob, it always seemed so dirty to think about putting her lips around a dick.  Yet, watching someone else do it felt so erotic.  She felt a shiver run down her spine as her body warmed up from the vibrator constantly grinding against her clit.  The sounds of the woman sucking on the black man’s dick filled her ears, loud slurping noises that made her even more wet.

She imagined herself, on her knees, stroking a thick black dick... specifically Marcus’s.  Her heart raced as she grinded her lower body back and forth against the vibrator.  She gasped as her toes curled, a ball of warmth forming within her. 

“Mm... yes... yes...”  She whispered as she felt close to her climax.

Sharon focused her attention back to the video, watching as the black man helped the woman up to her feet and spun her around.  He grabbed his shaft and jammed it between the woman’s legs, making her let out a loud moan.  Sharon placed the vibrator right up against her clit as she slid two fingers into her pussy.

She watched as the black man reached up and grabbed a handful of the woman’s thick, curly red hair, using it like a leash as he began to slam his hips back and forth, hammering away.  Sharon tried to match his pace with her fingers, jamming them in and out rapidly while the vibrator continued to light her clit on fire.  She was feeling the warmth within, spreading bit by bit.  Her body felt white hot and she felt light headed as she watched, mesmerized by the scene on the video.

“Mm... oh yes...”  She gasped as she neared her orgasm.

Tingling sensations ran through her as she slid a third finger into her pussy, arching her back and turning her head towards her pillow, covering her mouth as she let out a loud moan.  She closed her legs together, clamping shut while still fingering herself, getting closer to her climax.  It was so close, she could feel it.

KNOCK!  KNOCK!  KNOCK!

Sharon nibbled on her lower lip as she glanced over at the door.  She hoped that she was just hearing things as she continued to pleasure herself.  Unfortunately for her, it was not her imagination.

KNOCK!  KNOCK! KNOCK!

“Mom?  Are you in there?”  Turner asked as he knocked a couple of more times.

“Urgh... YES?!”  Sharon responded, her voice a bit higher pitched than usual.  She pulled out her earbuds angrily as she glared at the door.

“Uh... are you okay?”  Turner questioned as he tried to turn the door knob.

“I’m fine!  What do you want?!”  Sharon answered as she tried to focus on the vibrations between her legs.

“Why is your door locked?”

Sophia cursed under her breath as she turned off the vibrator and sat up.  Her body was so close to climax but her mind was no longer in it.  She felt extremely frustrated as she got out of bed and headed to the master bathroom to wash her hands.  Turner knocked on the door again.

“God damn it,” she whispered as she dried her hands.  “I’m coming, just wait!”  She yelled.  It wasn’t exactly the type of ‘coming’ she was hoping for.

She grabbed her panties and pants, pulling them up before walking towards the door.  The soft cotton of her panties clung to her wet, aching pussy.  Sharon was furious as she unlocked the door and opened it.  Turner nervously took a couple of steps back.

“What?!”

“Uh, sorry to bother you mom, but I just wanted to tell you that I was going to go out and meet with Ryan today.  I don’t think I’ll be home by dinner,” he answered nervously.

“Ok, fine, is that it?”  Sharon questioned impatiently.

“Uh... so... this weekend, Ryan and I are um...”  Turner nervously glanced down as he twirled his fingers.

“You better answer right quick, I got a lot of things I need to do,” Sharon urged as she crossed her arms together.

“We’re going to go to a get together thing with the Joneses and some friends they got coming over,” he answered.

“The Joneses?  The black folks that live next to Karen?”

Turner nodded nervously as he stared down at his mother.  Her piercing green eyes narrowed as she worriedly tilted her head.  “I don’t know about this.  Ryan will be there?”

While Turner was already eighteen, Sharon still looked at him and treated him as if he were a child.  He had always been coddled and told to listen to her.  Brian’s absence most of the time didn’t help him grow.

“Yeah, he’ll be there,” Turner answered.

Sharon took a deep breath as she turned her head and glanced back at the phone, thinking about Marcus’s nude body.  That’s when she noticed that the laptop was still on, playing the video she had been watching.  Her eyes widened and she quickly turned back around, trying her best to keep her son’s focus on her and not past her.  Luckily, he seemed oblivious.

“Okay, fine, go, git!”  She ordered before closing the door.

“Uh... thanks mom!”  Turner responded as he walked away.

Sharon turned, pressed her back against the door and closed her eyes, placing her right palm on her forehead.  “Oh lord, get a hold of yourself Sharon.  Whew...”  She sighed.  After that experience, she no longer felt in the mood to pleasure herself as she walked over to the laptop and closed it shut.

“Dagnabbit!”  She exclaimed.
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Melissa walked closer towards Marcus.  She didn’t know what had gotten into her, but she felt an incredible need to close the gap between them.  Her heart raced, her legs trembled and the lips of her sex quivered.  The garage door was now down, concealing them behind frosted panes framed by black painted wood.

Her nipples were rock hard, straining through her sports bra pointing towards Marcus.  His massive thick member was pointed upwards towards her, straining in his shorts.  She couldn’t keep her eyes off of it.

“So...  I did that?”  She asked.

“Uh, yeah, sorry, this is embarrassing,” Marcus answered.  “I find you so incredibly sexy,” he continued.

Melissa blushed as she placed her hands on her hips.  She could feel her heart racing as if it was about to jump out of her chest.  “Oh please, you’re joking right?  I’m far too old for some young stud like you.”

Marcus shook his head as he answered, “no ma’am, I actually don’t think that way.  Women are like fine wine to me.”

“Really?  What?  The older it gets, the better?”  Melissa laughed, her eyes unable to look away.

“Yeah, I mean, the experience alone is far different.  Your husband, Daniel, right?  He must be in heaven spending his time with someone like you,” Marcus responded.

Melissa rolled her eyes momentarily as she got within a foot of Marcus.  She could see his thick member struggling within his shorts, straining against the fabric.  There was no way it could’ve felt remotely comfortable for Marcus.

“Ha!  Stop it,” she laughed.

“Well, if I could spend my night with you... whoo,” he paused as he licked his lips.  “No way I’d be able to work the way I do.  Would be getting no sleep.”

“No sleep?”

“Because we’d be up all night, y’know what I’m saying?”  Marcus continued with a mischievous little grin and a nod.

Melissa couldn’t help but smirk at his words as she eyed the giant tent straining up from his right thigh.  “Really now?  Up all night?”

Marcus nodded confidently.  “Once you get this beast up, it takes a lot to get it down.  I mean, we might have to stop our workout right now so I can try to get it down.  Don’t know how well that’s going to go.”

“Oh please, what is with y’all men and always talking that big game?  Daniel likes to brag to and he...”  Melissa paused, hesitating to admit that her husband was a minute man... if that.

“Big game?  You think I’m lying?”  Marcus scoffed as he reached down and rubbed his crotch.  “Well, I guess you do have every right to think that.  Well, I could argue all day but what’s the point, right?”

“So... it really won’t go down?”

“Unfortunately, yeah, once it’s up, the only way to get it down is to tire it out.  Sorry, I really think we’ll have to cut our workout short today,” Marcus answered.

Melissa nibbled on her lower lip for a bit, choosing her next words carefully.  She felt a haze in her mind as she licked her lips and stared down at his crotch.  “Maybe I can help?”

“Huh?  Say what?!”  Marcus responded, taken aback by her words.

“I mean, if I can help get it down, then we can continue our workout right?  I mean, I just took your workout drink, I feel energized!  It’d be a waste to just let it all go for some silly little hard-on like that,” Melissa replied.

“Well...  I mean, I’d be down with that but...  Are you sure?  Getting this beast down alone would probably be one hell of a workout,” Marcus said.

“You really think so?  Prove it.”

She got even closer to him, her heart racing like never before.  Even as she said the words, it almost felt as though they were coming from someone else.  She honestly couldn’t believe what she was getting herself into.

“You’re serious right now?”  Marcus questioned.

Melissa flipped her black hair over her shoulder as she crossed her arms.  “You think I’m toying with you?  You promised a workout and I haven’t gotten the full session.  I’ve already told you about how annoyed I was with my gym and the trainers, so yeah, I’m serious.”

“You want to take a seat or something?”  Marcus asked as he untied the knot holding his shorts up.

Melissa glanced back and sat down on a nearby bench.  She licked her lips with anticipation as she watched him slowly loosen his shorts and pull them down.  The base of his thick black member slowly showed itself, causing her to take a deep breath inwards.  It was exactly like his picture, nice and smooth, everything cleanly shaven down below.

“Oh my lord...”  She whispered as his shorts fell to the ground, dropping at his ankles and releasing his member.

It bounced up and down excitedly as it straightened up, finally free from the constraints of his shorts.  She marveled at it, her mouth wide open in stunned silence.  His member looked larger in person than it did in the picture, thicker and longer.  Most likely because he was fully erect now.

“You like what you see?  Probably the best piece of equipment in this gym,” Marcus joked.

“Wow, I can see you’re definitely not taking steroids,” Melissa responded, unsure of what else to say.

Marcus laughed, his big black manhood bouncing along with his movements.  Melissa couldn’t keep her eyes off it, mesmerized by the way it continued to move around.  She lightly nibbled on her lips, her arms still crossed, as if to try and hide her erect nipples poking through her sports bra.

“Of course I ain’t taking no steroids!  I would never have gotten through college football with that crap.  Plus, that’s definitely not how my dad taught me, y’know?  No cheating, no cutting corners, that’s not what people like me and my brothers can do.  We’re scrutinized at every turn,” Marcus replied as he mimicked Melissa, crossing his massive muscular arms across his broad ebony chest.  “So, if you really do want to help and get a small workout in, you can jerk the shaft.  You probably need to use both hands and go back and forth.  It’s a repetitive movement,” he continued with a huge grin.

Melissa couldn’t help but smile at his words, they were so silly yet, her hands began to move on their own, reaching towards his massive, throbbing, black shaft.  She couldn’t believe what she was about to do as her fingers hovered over his member, feeling the intense heat emitting from it.  “So, you want me to grab it and jerk it back and forth?”

“Yeah, you might need to spit on it though, get some lubrication going,” he suggested.

She recalled that in his picture, he was semi-hard and his thick foreskin wasn’t retracted back.  Now, she was watching his massive member, the foreskin retracted back to reveal the lighter colored head of his massive cock.  She glanced up at him before pooling up some spit in her mouth and then launching it on his shaft.

Her fingers wrapped around his shaft and spread her spit all over his thick shaft.  She couldn’t believe she was holding his fat cock in her palms, squeezing the hard rod.  It definitely felt different than her husband’s.  His shaft was hard but also soft on the outside, the thick foreskin feeling like some kind of memory foam wrapped around steel.  She stared at his members as her two hands worked their way back and forth.

“Oooh... yeah, that’s it,” Marcus groaned.

Her fingers couldn’t fully wrap around the girth of his shaft, catching her by surprise.  It was much thicker than she thought.  Only looking at his nude picture had not prepared her.  She had to spit on his cock again to further help lubricate her hand’s movements.

“Yeah, that’s it, get real nasty with it, that really gets me going,” Marcus groaned.

Melissa began to work away at his shaft, squeezing her fingers around his shaft and moving her arms back and forth.  The length of his manhood was incredible, her arms moving as though she was doing a bicep curl.  His shaft throbbed in her palm, the lightly colored tip mere inches away from her face.

“Does this feel good?”  Melissa whispered, as she continued to move her hands, while her lips got extremely close to the tip of his big black cock.  Her warm breath brushed by the sensitive head, causing it to tremble faster in her palms.

“Oh fuck, yeah, that’s real good.  Why not give it a kiss?”  Marcus requested.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”  She teased as her face got even closer, her lips practically touching the tip.

“Oh hell yeah.”

Melissa licked her lips and in the process, her tongue briefly brushed by the tip of his big black cock.  It wasn’t something she was doing purposely, but the minute she felt it, she felt a chill run down her and the lips of her sex quivered excitedly.  Marcus groaned as his cock trembled in response.  She pulled her face back and stared at his member as she continued to stroke it, watching the thick foreskin move, gently covering the tip and then pulling back.  A small bit of his seed glistened at the tip, and she tasted a bit of saltiness on her tongue.

“You feel the burn on your biceps?  Y’know, you can stroke faster if you want a better workout,” Marcus joked.

Melissa rolled her eyes as she sped up her strokes.  She leaned in again and pursed her lips, kissing the tip of his massive member.  A part of her was worried that he would climax early if she sucked on his manhood.  Her husband barely could contain himself when he did get the occasional blowjob.

“Are you almost there?”  Melissa asked.

Marcus scoffed and shook his head as he looked down at her, “what?  Already?  Hell nah.  Why?  Your arms getting tired?”

Melissa shook her head in response as her face got close to his crotch again.  She stuck out her tongue and gently rolled it around the tip of his cock, focusing on the sensitive underside.  Marcus stood steadfast, groaning with approval as he reached down and ran his fingers through her smooth black hair.

“Oh, that’s nice.”

She stopped stroking his member and pushed it up towards his belly button, marveling at the length.  There were a couple of thick veins that lined and wrapped around his shaft, one particularly thick one on the underside.  She ran her tongue up and down, following it from tip to the base of his shaft.  Her body was growing warm with excitement.  She continued to glide her tongue up and down as she reached down with her right hand and cupped his balls gently.  They were massive, far different from her husband’s little sack.

Her lust was taking over, any semblance of reason long gone.  All inhibitions were thrown out the window as she took in his scent, it was sweet, almost like coconut, but also there was a powerful musky scent that was strangely alluring.  Her sex was soaking wet, her tight little thong clinging to the lips of her hot pink pussy.

She wasn’t sure how far she was going to take this, but her body seemed to crave more.  After licking the underside of his shaft for a bit longer, she let his cock down and wrapped her lips around the tip.  She could barely get past it, her mouth struggling to take his girth.  Marcus groaned and pushed his hips forward slightly, trying to jam more of his massive cock in.  Melissa placed her hands on his thighs and tapped, as she gagged.

Marcus noticed and pulled back, letting his cock pop out from her lips.  She took a couple of deep breaths while wiping the saliva on her mouth.  “Wow!  Ain’t no way that’s going any further!”  She gasped.

“Why don’t you let me return the favor?”  Marcus suggested.

“Huh?”

“Take them leggings off, and whatever’s underneath.”

Melissa tilted her head, hesitating a bit as she thought through whether or not to do so.  Her body moved on its own, as she stood up and pulled off her white leggings, showing off her crimson colored thong.  Marcus took a deep breath as his eyes widened.

“Oh damn!  That’s nice!  Y’know what?  Keep that thong on, cause damn!”  Marcus ordered.

He closed the distance between them, wrapped his arms around her and pulled her up, spinning her upside down effortlessly.  Melissa let out a yelp at the sudden orientation change as she was upside down.  Marcus managed to hold her with one arm wrapped around her lower back as he reached up with his right hand to pull her thong to the side, practically peeling it off of her wet pussy lips.

Melissa blushed as she realized her pussy was right in front of his face.  He turned his head downward, pressing his thick black lips against her sensitive, quivering pussy.  She gasped as she felt his long, warm tongue slowly roll along the lips of her sex.  He took his time, tasting every inch of her, even taking a dip towards her tightly puckered backdoor.

His long flexible tongue slid along her perineum, the area between her pussy and ass.  She gasped as his tongue curved and circled her backdoor again, teasing it.  Each time it circled, her back passage immediately tensed up and tightened.  As he held her tighter, he thrust his hips forward, making the tip of his cock press against her lips.

Melissa opened her mouth, slowly enveloping the tip of his cock again, taking in his member as he pleased her with his tongue.  She had never been in this type of position before.  If Daniel had tried, he would’ve blown out his skinny little back, but Marcus was effortlessly holding her in place.  As she slurped on the tip of his cock, his tongue made its way back towards her pussy, sliding into the folds of her sex.

“Mmmph!”  Melissa let out a muffled moan as she felt his tongue journey into her, twirling inside.

She clenched her toes, pressing against the flat soles of her shoes.  An intense warmth began to spread from between her legs, working its way towards her upper body.  As she continued to suck and slurp away, she felt lightheaded, all the blood rushing to her head.  It was strange but it only seemed to enhance the pleasure she was feeling from Marcus’s skilled tongue.

His tongue hit deep inside her, curling and twisting to hit some of her most sensitive areas.  She had to pull back and get some air as she hung upside down.  Spit rolled down her face as she gasped for air, trying to get a hold of herself.  She wasn’t sure how much time had passed but she was feeling dizzy, almost feeling as though she would pass out but Marcus seemed to take note as he gently lowered her down on the bench.

“Did you like that?”  He asked.

“Oh lord... that was great, but wow, I am dizzy,” she replied as she placed her right forearm on her head.

“So...  How far do you want to take this?  Cause if you’re tired, I mean, you can get dressed and head on out.  I can try to finish on my own,” he said as he stood near her, his cock throbbing and bouncing above her face.

“Do you have a condom?”

“Hell yeah,” he replied as he turned and headed towards a hoodie hanging on a rack.

“Well put it on, I want to ride that thing,” Melissa replied as she slowly sat up, catching her bearings.

Marcus pulled out a condom, ripped it open and handed it to her.  “Why don’t you put it on?  Make sure it fits nice and snug,” he requested.

Melissa smirked as she took it and slowly wrapped the rubber ring around his thick girth.  She struggled a bit, failing to get it on due to how thick his member was.  After she finally managed to get it on the tip, she rolled it down.  Her eyes widened as she noticed that once it was fully unrolled it didn’t reach the base of his shaft.

“Wow, how big are you?!”  She gasped.

“So, you said you wanted to ride this?  That’s perfect, let me get on the bench and you can do the five minute challenge,” Marcus replied.

“Five minute challenge?”

“Yeah, you hop on and then bounce yourself up and down for five minutes.  Should be a good leg workout, probably better than squats,” he laughed.
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Melissa squirmed a bit as she reached between her legs and held tightly onto Marcus’s big fat cock.  She struggled as the tip of his thick member tried to make it past her tight little pussy lips.  It kept slipping out as she was not accustomed to something so large.

“You want me to start?  You can lay back and spread your legs,” Marcus suggested.

She shook her head, “no, I can do this,” she responded, feeling a bit of competitiveness inside her.  All she needed was for the tip to fit, after that, the rest would be simple, she thought to herself.  She gripped tightly onto his cock, but it was a bit slick due to the lubricant on the condom.  After taking a deep breath, she calmed her body a bit, loosening herself as she lowered down again, aiming his cock carefully.

“Ungh... fuck...”  Marcus groaned as he felt the tip of his shaft slowly manage to penetrate her tight little cunt.

Melissa slowly let go of his member and placed her hands on his chest, letting out a moan as his thick cock stretched her pussy like never before.  She trembled wildly as she bent her knees, slowly lowering herself down his long, thick shaft.  The veins on his member bumped against her pussy lips, sending incredible waves of pleasure as she made her way down.

“OH!  LORD!  That’s big!”  She gasped.

Marcus placed his hands on her hips and helped to lower her down.  “Ungh... yeah... let’s see how far down you can go,” he groaned.

“OH!  WHOA!  WHOA!  HOLD ON BIG BOY!”  Melissa exclaimed as she tapped her hands on his massive chest and held firm, stopping herself from squatting down any further.

“It’s alright, just lower yourself a bit more, it’ll stretch out, trust me,” Marcus cooed as he gently pushed her lower.

Melissa closed her eyes and gritted her teeth as she went with it, bending her knees bit by bit.  The bench was not too low, so if she could get her legs bent at ninety degrees, she’d reach the base of his big fat cock.  She tried to envision herself getting there but each inch that slid in made her pause and squeal.  Her pussy was not used to anything this thick before.

“Ooooo fffffffuck...” she whimpered as she clenched her eyes tightly.

Tingling sensations rushed through her, followed by an intense heat that originated from between her legs.  Luckily for her, her sneakers gave her enough traction to stabilize her feet.  Her legs began to burn as she lowered herself further.  A part of her wanted to get it over with and bend her knees as much as possible so that her legs were not straining but, with his girth, she did not want to speed through this.

She tilted her head back as she continued down, inch by inch.  It was initially painful but it subsided quickly each time, her body being overwhelmed by intense heat that burned through her.  Immediately after, the heat would dissipate, as her body would turn ice cold, a numbing sensation rolling through every inch of her.  Though, there was a strange ball of warmth between her legs that did not go away and only seemed to grow.

Her body was on fire again as she bent her knees further, lowering down his long bumpy shaft.  She was thankful that there was enough lube on the rubber to help ease it in bit by little bit.  Her heart was racing wildly as she took short shallow breaths.

“Ungh!  Real tight pussy you got there Melissa,” Marcus groaned as his hands slid down her hips and around her nice round ass cheeks.

He squeezed and massaged them, spreading them open as if it would help loosen her pussy.  Melissa moaned in response, loving the way he took charge, something her husband couldn’t seem to do.  She felt pressure from his hands as he began to pull her down while gently pushing his hips upward.

“OH MY GHAAAAAAAAAAAWD!”  She screamed as his cock plunged deeper into her.  “WAIT!  WAIT!  OH FUCK!”

“Sh... don’t worry, you got this, calm down.  Look!  You’re all the way down now,” Marcus whispered.  “You just needed a spotter, that’s all.  Think of me as a spotter.”

Melissa looked down between her legs, her mouth dropping as she confirmed that she had reached the base of his fat cock.  She could even feel his massive balls pressed up against her pussy lips.  It was quite the accomplishment as she took a deep breath, trying to calm her nerves.

“There we go...  Now, ride this big black cock,” Marcus ordered as he squeezed her ass cheeks again.  He lifted up his right hand and then smacked her ass cheek.

Melissa's eyes widened as she felt a flash of heat on her ass.  “Ow!”  She yelped, her pussy clenching even tighter around his cock.

“Oh damn!”  He groaned as he closed his eyes.

She gritted her teeth and pressed her hands down on his chest before she began to gyrate her hips.  An intense heat rushed through her even at the slightest movement.  Her fingers dug into his massive, muscular chest as she took her time, slowly getting adjusted to his girth while rolling her hips.  Her sensitive clit rubbed against the smooth base of his manhood.

“Mmm...  That’s so good...”  She moaned.

The initial pain she had felt from her pussy stretching was long gone.  Now, waves of ecstasy rushed through her body.  Marcus groaned and smacked her ass again, causing her to flinch and freeze, her pussy clamping tight again.

“Ow!  What was that for?!”  She gasped as she glared down at him.

“You gotta ride it, bounce!”  Marcus grunted as he gently pushed her upward.

Melissa’s eyes widened and she lost her breath as she felt his thick throbbing member slide out from between her legs.  She struggled, her legs trembling wildly as she rose up.  Marcus’s powerful hands held tightly onto her soft ass cheeks and pushed.

“OH FUCK!”  She yelped.

It felt strange as an emptiness grew within her as his cock slid out.  She’d never felt this way before.  Her entire body grew numb and she could barely support herself but Marcus held steadfast, easily pushing her up bit by bit.

“Ohmygodohmygodohmygodohmygod.... Waitwait... wait.. WAIT!”  She gasped as she felt more of his big fat cock leave.

Her pussy was clutching tightly on the shaft, as if it did not want it to leave.  She could feel it being stretched outward as it held on as much as possible.  The thick nerves along his shaft bumped against her pussy lips on the way out, just as they did on their way in.  She felt lightheaded as her legs straightened further, wondering when she would reach the tip.

“Ungh... this pussy really needs some stretching, damn!”  Marcus groaned as he held her still.

Melissa took a couple of deep breaths, again trying to calm her racing heart.  A constant thumping filled her head as she looked down, past her breasts that were tightly squeezed in her sports bra, and between her legs to see how much of his cock had left.

“Oh fuck...”  She whispered as she stared, amazed by the fact that something so long and thick had fit inside her.

“Alright, come on back down,” Marcus ordered as he smacked her ass again.

The black haired mother of one slowly began to bend her legs again, loving the way his thick cock filled the emptiness within her.  She was getting adjusted to it now, able to slide back down with more ease than her initial attempt.  Her body was on fire as she tilted her head back and lowered down, gasping as her ass touched his upper thighs.

“Ungh... yeah, that’s it.  Now bounce on it, for five minutes.  That’s the five minute challenge,” Marcus groaned from below.

“What?!  Seriously?!”

“Fuck yeah, you wanted a workout right?  Well get to it!”  He responded as he smacked her ass yet again.

Melissa yelped, a flash of pain shooting through her.  It wasn’t something she was used to, but it actually felt good as her ass cheek felt white hot and then cooling down as it tingled.  She took a deep breath and began to do as ordered, lifting and lowering herself on his thick black cock.  At first, she continued to move up and down slowly, still getting adjusted to both the girth and length of his cock.  Once she had a good sense of how far up she could go, she began to speed up.

“Oh yes... mm... yes...”  She moaned as she nibbled on her lower lip and bounced up and down on his fat cock.

Her thighs began to ache a bit as she bounced for a couple of minutes.  When she tried to slow herself, Marcus spanked her ass hard.  Each time, it caused her to yelp excitedly and speed her movements again.

“Unf... yeah!  That’s it!  Keep bouncing like that!  You feel it?”  Marcus grunted.

She could feel it everywhere, his thick fat cock throbbing inside her, the rush of pleasure throughout along with the aching burning of her thighs as she bounced up and down.  Melissa was basically doing sped up bodyweight squats on his massive member.  His hands squeezed her ass cheeks again and spread them, the tip of his middle finger rubbing her tightly clenched backdoor.

“Oh... oh... OH!  OH FUCK... OOOOOHHH!”  She screamed as she tensed up, her body trembling everywhere as an immense amount of heat washed through her.  Her clit quivered, her pussy clamped around his mighty shaft as she climaxed.  It was the most intense feeling she had ever felt, a high pitched ringing filling her ears.

“UNGH!  Damn!  You cumming on my cock?”  Marcus groaned with a smile on his face.

Melissa couldn’t answer as she just let out a loud, high pitched moan while pressing her hands firmly on his chest.  Her legs were shaking wildly as her upper body felt like it was convulsing a bit.  She felt really light headed as she took short shallow breaths, her vision blurring slightly from the overwhelming sensations taking over.  As her climax peaked, Marcus wrapped his arms around her waist and sat up, causing her to instinctively wrap her arms around his muscular neck.

He stood up effortlessly while holding her in his arms.  Melissa’s legs dangled momentarily as she continued to shake from the pleasure.  When she realized she was in the air, her legs immediately wrapped around his wide waist to try and hold her steady.  Marcus lowered his arms, placing them under her legs to hold her before he began to thrust wildly.

His fat black balls slammed lewdly against her wet pussy lips with each powerful thrust.  Melissa screamed loudly with pleasure, her arms holding onto his neck tightly.  She closed her eyes as small beads of tears formed at the edges of them.  The pleasure she was feeling was absolutely incredible, it felt as though she was melting in his arms.

He continued to thrust away at an incredible pace, slamming in and out of her with all his might.  She could feel his hot breath brush against her tingling neck and shoulder.  Her body grew white hot again, her pussy clamping tightly onto his cock as it dribbled out her juices.

“OH GOD!  OH MY GOD!  OH FUCK, WAIT!  WAIT!  OH MY GOD!  HOLD ON!  AAAAAAAHH!”  She screamed and squeezed her arms tightly around his upper body, pressing her face against his shoulder and lightly biting him as she felt another intense climax rush through her.  Never in her life had she experienced two orgasms in a row, much less one that was this intense.  Her body went limp for a moment as she squirmed in his grasps, her legs trembling wildly as she tightened them around his waist.

As her pussy tightened, Marcus groaned and tried to keep his intense pace.  Once her climax peaked, her tight little cunt practically pushed his cock out, making it slide out with a slick wet popping sound.  He continued to thrust his hips regardless, his cock sliding between her ass cheeks, gliding up and down.

“Ohmygodohmygodohmygod...” she whimpered as she tapped on his upper back.  “Hold on, I can’t feel anything, I need a quick break,” she gasped.

Marcus stopped his thrusting and grinned as he carried her over towards a Roman chair; a piece of gym equipment, consisting of two small pads where someone could place their feet under and a larger pad to support their torso.  Melissa had used them to train her abs and lower back in the gym.  He easily flipped her around and lowered her torso onto the larger pad, letting her upper body hang down off the edge.  Her ass pointing upwards at a slight angle.  He then grabbed two large plyo boxes and placed them to the sides of the Roman chair.

Melissa looked around, feeling a bit dazed as she let her body dangle.  Normally, if she were working out, she’d be raising her body upwards to strengthen her lower back while clenching her glutes.  Marcus got on top of the two boxes and aimed his cock downwards, pressing it against her still quivering pussy lips.

“Time to take it from behind,” he grunted as he held tightly onto his shaft and pushed his lower body forward.

Melissa’s eyes widened as she let out another loud moan.  “Oh fuck!”  She yelped as she felt the bulbous tip of his cock pop into her sore little cunt.

It was an entirely different feeling in the new position she was in.  Her ass jiggled as he slammed his cock deep inside her with one powerful thrust.  He reached out and grabbed the back of her sports bra, almost using it like a leash while he had his way with her.  His balls swung around wildly, smacking against her clit each time he hammered forward.

Marcus released her bra, letting her upper body fall and hang off the edge of the platform her torso was on.  He did so that he could smack her ass cheek hard again as he thrust his hips, slamming his thick black cock deep into her.  She began to feel dizzy as her upper body was upside down, the blood rushing to her head again.  It only seemed to add to the pleasure she felt from behind.  He furiously worked away, driving her wild and making her entire body tremble.

“OH MY GAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHWWWWDDD!”  Melissa screamed at the top of her lungs as her pussy quivered and clamped around his thick shaft again.

Another climax rocked her body, harder than the others, temporarily numbing her entire body as pure ecstasy racked through every inch of her.  She placed her hands on the pad and raised her upper body up as she felt like she was going to pass out from the position she was in.  Marcus grabbed her smooth black hair and pulled it, using it like a leash as he thrust his hips at an incredible speed.

The Roman chair began to squeak and creak as if it would break apart from below her.  That fear of the equipment breaking only heightened her senses, driving her even wilder with pleasure.  Even as she reached the peak of her climax and her pussy clenched as tightly together as it could, Marcus was able to continue jamming his fat cock in and out of her. She felt her own warm juices flow out from between her legs, running down her inner thighs.

“Ungh!  Yeah that’s it!  You like this big black cock, don’t you?”  Marcus grunted as he thrust his hips, still holding her hair.

“Agh!  AH!  AHH!  FUCK!  YES!”  Melissa moaned back loudly.

“UNGH!  Yeah that’s right!  You like cumming on this cock don’t you?  Yeah, let me feel you cum some more!”  He grunted back as he thrust even faster, only keeping about half his shaft in her as he moved his hips wildly.

Melissa couldn’t believe his endurance and his strength.  He was like a machine behind her, showing no signs of exhaustion as he pounded away.  Her husband was absolutely no match for the black stallion riding her wildly.  She couldn’t believe she had been missing out on pleasure like this for decades!

“OW!  OH!  OW!  WHOA!  WHOA!  WAIT!  WAAAAAAIT!  WHOAAAAOH MY GAAAA... FUUUUUUCK!”  Melissa screamed as she felt yet another climax, even before her previous one had fully subsided.

She took one deep breath before her vision blurred and for a moment, she blacked out, going limp as Marcus continued to pound away.  It was as if her whole body and mind were restarting after a pleasure overload.  As she came to, her body was tingling everywhere as if she had touched a live wire while soaking wet.  All her senses were alert, she felt as though she was on another plane of reality as she gasped.

Marcus groaned and slowed his strokes as he felt her pussy tighten even more, squeezing on his shaft like a vice.  He closed his eyes, released her hair and smacked her ass again, making her cunt clamp down.  “UNGH!  FUCK!”  He grunted as he pulled back, his cock slipping out with a slick wet pop.  Immediately after, a small stream of her juices dribbled out, surprising him.

“Wow!  You are so fucking wet!  This pussy is perfect!”  Marcus exclaimed as he crouched down and began licking her sex again.

Melissa let out a surprised yelp as she felt his tongue glide into her pussy, bending and twisting inside her.  It was a nice change of pace for her.  His tongue slid in and out before it began to glide up and between her ass cheeks.  She let out another moan as the tip of his tongue circled around her still tightly clenched backdoor.

“Ah... oh lord, what are you doing?”  Melissa asked as she hung down from the pad again.

His tongue gently nudged into her backdoor, gliding in and surprising her.  She let out a gasp as she felt the strange intruder in her virgin ass.  It was not something she was used to at all.  It felt weird, but oddly pleasurable as his tongue wiggled inside.

“AH!  That’s not an entry, hon!”  She stuttered as her body quivered.

Marcus didn’t seem to care as his tongue continued to wiggle and twist in her ass.  She closed her eyes and focused on her glutes, clenching her ass cheeks tightly, but it had no effect on his long slick tongue.  But as soon as she did so, she felt a wave of pleasure run through her body.

“Oooh...”  She whispered.

He pulled his tongue back, sliding it out from her tight little ass and stood back up, admiring the sight before him.  His powerful hands wrapped around her waist and he pulled her up again, plopping her on his broad shoulder.  He hopped away from the Roman chair and walked towards an incline bench.  After putting her down on her feet, he sat down and then spun her around so that her ass was facing him.

“Now, you’re in for a real ride,” he said as he pulled her down so that she sat on him, his cock plunging deep inside her much easier than before.

She gasped and arched her back as she felt his balls hit her pussy.  He reached down and placed his hands under her thighs, raising them up as he began to lean back.  His hands pulled her legs up high, until her feet were above her head as he leaned back fully against the incline bench.  His arms then wrapped under her knees while his hands pressed down against the back of her neck.  She was in a full nelson as he began to thrust his hips wildly from below.

Melissa felt like a ragdoll as she was bounced up and down atop his magnificent black cock.  He effortlessly tossed her while thrusting his hips.  His low hanging balls swung upward with each stroke, slamming against her sensitive clit.

“OH WHAT?!  WHAT THE FUCK?  OH FUCK!  FUCK!”  Melissa squealed as she was stunned by the position she was in.  “AAAHHH!  I CAN’T... I CAN’T BELIEVE THIS!”  She squealed, her voice starting to give out.

Marcus continued to hold her tight as he slammed away.  Melissa felt dizzy again as a high pitched ringing drowned out the slick wet sounds of his fat cock gliding in and out of her.  She felt her pussy clamp down again as her body turned white hot.  Her mind couldn’t comprehend the fact that she was having another orgasm.

At the same time, she could feel his thick black cock quivering inside her as she began to thrust harder.  She felt his hot breaths behind her as he grunted.  Thick beads of sweat rolled down both their bodies as the opaque glass on the garage doors steamed up.  He slammed her down while pushing up and froze, his balls clenching tightly as his shaft trembled wildly.

Melissa closed her eyes, her climax peaking at the same time, squeezing onto his massive shaft.  She felt his cock bounce inside, and his seed as it shot into the condom.  Her heart raced as she felt every pump, wondering if the rubber around his cock would be able to stop his powerful seed.  Marcus finally let go, letting his arms down so that her legs could follow.  His hands gently glided underneath her sports bra and squeezed her soft supple breasts.

“Ungh!  Fuck yeah...”  He groaned as he pinched her nipples lightly.

His cock continued to tremble as more of his seed pumped out.  After a couple of minutes, he reached down and pulled his cock out from her pussy, letting it tap against her tummy.  Melissa took some long deep breaths and looked down between her legs, surprised to see how much of the condom was full of his thick seed.  More surprisingly, he was still rock hard.

‘Holy shit... down boy!”  Melissa huffed as she lightly smacked his cock.

Marcus laughed as he winced slightly.  “I told you, it takes a while to get this beast calmed.  I probably have to jerk it a couple more times.  Unless... you feel like going a couple rounds?”  He asked as he gently rubbed her pussy with his hot throbbing shaft.

“Oh no!  No way!  I’m done, I’m tapping out!”  Melissa responded as she barely managed to get on her feet.

Marcus shrugged and stood up, moving out of the way and then helping her sit where he had been.  She leaned back against the back of the incline bench, still feeling light headed and completely exhausted.  Her pussy ached as it throbbed between her legs.  She looked down and gasped, seeing how pinkish red it and the area around it was.

“Damn, you really did a number on me!”  She gasped as she ran a finger along her pussy lips, wincing a bit from how sensitive it was.

“Well, you wanted a real intense workout and I warned you.  I don’t play around.  But damn Melissa, your pussy is fucking grade A!  I’m so fucking jealous of your man, cause fuck...  I’d probably have a tough time keeping up with my workouts, probably wouldn’t be able to get enough sleep,” Marcus complimented.

“What?  Because my nagging?”  Melissa laughed.

“Nah, cause I’d be up all night pleasing that pussy,” Marcus replied as he casually pulled off the condom from his still hard cock.

Melissa marveled at his glistening, throbbing member, wondering how he could stay so hard.  She almost wanted to reach out and grab his shaft.  “What do you put in that pre-workout?  Maybe I should get some for Daniel,” she joked.

“Oh, you think there’s something in there that gets me like this?  Ha!  Trust me, this is all me, no effect from the pre-workout.  Though, maybe that might be something to try and use as a selling point?”  Marcus laughed back.

“Whew... well, if you can make a drink that can make any man a stallion like you, wow, you’d make millions.  Hell, billions!”  Melissa said as she rested her head on the top of the bench.

“Bull, I ain’t a stallion,” he responded.  “Hm... black bull juice.  Might be good for the foreign market, I feel like they’re into things like that,” he continued, talking to himself.  He walked over to the other bench, the flat one, and sat, his cock still erect and pointing upwards.  Marcus leaned back and bit and stroked his member as he looked at Melissa.  “Damn, you are so fucking sexy.”

Melissa felt extremely warm as she eyed Marcus.  Her husband tried to compliment her at times but his inability to pleasure her for longer than a couple of seconds was not enough to satiate her cravings.  She gulped, licked her lips and wiped some sweat off her forehead.

“I think I’m done for the day but do you want to pencil me in for another session sometime?”  She asked as she lewdly spread her legs a bit.
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Chapter 30
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Two weeks had passed since Karen, Melissa, Sharon and Sophia had met, and a group chat message started up to meet again.  Sharon was the one to initiate it, asking to see if everyone was free.  Eventually every one of them had responded and agreed to meet at the same Starbucks.

This time around, Sophia was the first to arrive.  She sat back in her original seat from two weeks ago and leaned back, feeling exhausted.  Johnny had been on a work trip for the last week and a half, leaving her with the two boys, which was tiring.  Now that he was back, it was his turn to watch them, but he was half-assing it, just treating them to movies and junk food while she had to discipline them and make sure they got their school work done.

On top of that, she still had to go to work at her consulting firm as a human resources manager.  The cases had been piling up due to some recent managerial changes, and altogether, it was completely wiping her.  She had even debated on showing up today as she yawned and glanced at her phone.

Her eyes felt tired as she blinked a couple of times.  A shadow on the table caught her attention and she looked up to see Melissa smiling down at her.  “Wow, your eyes look smaller than usual,” she greeted, half jokingly.

Sophia had long gotten used to the racial humor that Texans had and wasn’t really bothered by it anymore.  “It’s been a rough couple of weeks,” she answered.  “You look paler than usual, have you been staying indoors?”

Melissa laughed as she plopped down on the chair across from her.  “I haven’t been going to the Crossfit gym lately, so no outdoor classes,” she responded.

“You still look like you’re in shape,” Sophia complimented.

“Oh thank you!  I’ve been taking some different private classes,” Melissa informed.

Sophia tilted her head at Melissa’s response.  “Different private classes?”

Before Melissa could respond, Sharon walked over in a huff, wearing a tan sun hat.  She sat next to Sophia and let out a sigh.  “It’s hotter than a stolen tamale!  How are all y’all not wearing anything to cover your faces?”

“Oh please, it’s just a little cozy.  Lord, why are you wearing a blazer?  Take that off and you’ll feel cooler for sure,” Melissa responded.

Sharon looked down and quickly took off her blazer, hanging it on the back of her seat.  “Lord almighty, I completely forgot.”

Karen finally wandered over and sat down while stretching her arms a bit.  “Forgot what?”  She asked as she looked at the others.

“I had my blazer on in this damned heat!”

Karen laughed as she nodded at the other two, “howdy honeys!”

“You look chipper,” Melissa commented as she crossed her legs.

“Ha!  It’s been a peaceful week for me.  Katlyn is out with Ryan more often, and Harold has been mostly out at his usual bars.  It’s been so long since I’ve had such a peaceful and quiet house, all to myself,” Karen replied.

“I wish I could get some of that,” Sharon laughed as she thought about how Turner interrupted her little session.

“What?  Is Turner still just staying at home and playing video games?”  Karen asked.

Sharon sighed and nodded, “I feel like it’s gotten worse.  He thinks school’s out and all he has to do is stay home and talk to all his buddies in his little video games.  It’s going to rot his brain.  I guess it’s partly my fault though.”

The other three girls glanced at one another, knowing that they were thinking the same thing, it wasn’t just partly her fault, it was most likely her fault in general.  The way she babied him even when he was old enough to be a man. 

“Yep, he was actually going out and hanging around with Ryan and them Jones boys, the black ones,” Sharon continued, oblivious to the way the others were looking at one another with small smirks on their faces.

“Oh, yeah, I heard about that from Katlyn.  They had some friends fly over right?”  Karen inquired.

“Yep, who knows why they flew here.  Hope they don’t plan on making it permanent.  Y’all already heard about my rant around property prices.  But yeah, they had some kind of little get together and Turner was invited.  I think they might’ve been a bit rough with him, he had grass stains on his jeans!”  Sharon answered angrily.

All three of the girls rolled their eyes and then stared at Sharon.  She crossed her arms and looked back at each of them, one by one.  “What?”

“Sharon, he’s a man at this point.  Men get dirty,” Melissa responded.

“But he’s so skinny!  Ain’t no way he’s ready to man up!”  Sharon tried to argue.

“I bet Sophia’s boys are already out there getting themselves some dirt on their boots,” Karen added.

“Yeah, they do get dirty out in the parks.  Tony wants to play football and Andy is getting into soccer, so it’s been a mess.  And Johnny is barely lifting a finger,” Sophia replied.

“Wow, you do look mighty tired,” Karen commented.  “Do you need help with anything?”

“Oh no, thank you for the offer but unless you can stop the consultants I work with from doing stupid shit, I don’t think there’s much else you can do,” Sophia declined.

“What?  Your work?”  Karen asked.

“Yeah, lately there’s been a lot of political discussions at work and at client sites.  It’s rubbing people the wrong way, regardless of which political party they’re with.  They’re just arguing for the sake of arguing at this point,” Sophia replied.  “And then they both start pointing fingers at each other and saying HR needs to do something.”

“Oh lord, what is happening to this place?”  Sharon sighed.  “It’s all these damn people coming from all over.  I mean, it’s good for business but it’s changing everybody here.”

Melissa rolled her blue eyes and leaned back in her chair, “so who’s turn is it to get drinks?”

Karen and Sophia looked over at Sharon with small smiles on their faces.  “Well, Sharon was the one who started this here rodeo today,” Karen said.  Sophia nodded in agreement as she crossed her legs.

“Oh for crying out loud!  Fine, what do y’all want?”  Sharon asked as she got out of her seat.

“You know me, a tall iced caramel macchiato,” Melissa answered.

Sophia nodded, “same for me again.”

Karen tilted her head side to side as she thought about it.  “How about one of them kiwi starfruit refreshers?”  She requested.

Sharon stared at her for a moment.  “A what?”

“Kiwi starfruit refresher,” Karen repeated.

“What in tarnation...  That’s a thing?” 

“Yes Sharon, it’s a thing, now go on, git!”  Karen responded with a laugh.

Sharon sighed, shook her head and headed into the coffee shop.  Melissa leaned forward, placing her elbows on the table as she glanced at Karen and Sophia.  She really wanted to open Pandora’s Box and talk about her experience with Marcus, but knew it was probably a bad idea to do so.  Karen saw the strange twinkle in her friend’s eye and raised an eyebrow.

“What?”  Karen asked.

“Hm?  What?  I didn’t say nothing,” Melissa replied.

“I know you didn’t say nothing but you look like you want to say something,” Karen replied.

Melissa shrugged, trying to hold back a smirk as she leaned back again, the table squeaking slightly as she lifted her elbows off of it.  “I ain’t got nothing to say.”

“Are you sure?  Cause you know I ain’t going to keep pestering you,” Karen responded as she eyed Melissa suspiciously.

Melissa wiggled her nose slightly as she continued to play coy, tilting her head slightly to one side as she stretched her arms upward.  “I know.  There’s nothing to say... At least for now.”

Karen sighed and crossed her arms, “really?  Fine, keep your little secrets, I’ll keep mine,” she said.  Her secret was similar to Melissa’s, except instead of a passionate time with Marcus, Karen had quite the experience with Willis.

Sophia’s eyes darted between the two women as a look of confusion filled her face.  “Secrets?  What are you two on about?”

Before either of them could answer, Sharon strutted out from the coffee shop and plopped the drinks, in the holder, on the table.  She sat down and slid her phone into her purse as she pulled out her drink.

“Another frap?”  Melissa questioned.

Sharon shot her a glare as she took a long sip from the familiar green straw.  After a very silence couple of seconds, she finished her sip.  “Yes, another.  It’s been two weeks since the last one.  Do you have a problem with it?  With all the running around I’m doing in these heels, I need the calories.”

Melissa raised her hands, her eyes wide, “whoa there, sorry, I didn’t mean to say it like that.  Just keeping an eye out, that’s all.”

Sharon let out a sigh and placed her drink back on the table.  “Sorry, I’m really snappy today.  These busy days, Turner and his games and Brian being unable to satisfy me.  I think it’s all getting to me.”

“The blue pill isn’t helping?”  Karen asked.

“I mean, sure, it gets him hard but that doesn’t mean it gets the rest of his body pumped up.  He likes to just lay there and make me do all the work lately,” Sharon complained.

“Well... at least he’s open to the pill and getting hard,” Karen sighed, trying to make her friend feel a little better.

“Harold still struggling to keep it up?”  Melissa asked as she grabbed her drink.

“Yep, it’s so disappointing.  I wonder if it’s my fault.”

All three of her friends shook their heads.  “No, that can’t be,” Sharon replied.

Karen smiled as she blushed slightly, “why thank you.  But it’s kind of hard not to think that when he can’t get it up.  Even when I put on sexy lingerie.”

“It’s not you honey, it's Harold.  I mean, sure he’s only three years older than you, but at 42, I’ve heard of some men needing the pill,” Melissa added.

Sharon nodded, “Brian started taking it in his forties too.”

Sophia remained silent as she sipped at her drink.  She still wasn’t comfortable talking about sex life in public like this.  Melissa placed one hand on Karen’s.  “It’s not you,” she repeated.

Karen nodded, holding back a couple of tears as she grabbed her drink and took a long sip.  Melissa smiled, tapped on her friend’s hand and sat back.  “Hey, at least you don’t have to deal with a minute man,” she continued.

Karen nearly spit her drink as she laughed along with Sharon.  Sophia covered her mouth, trying not to show that she was laughing.  Melissa smirked and crossed her arms.

“Oh please Sophia, just laugh, you ain’t got to hide it.  This is what we housewives do when we’re frustrated in Texas.  We let it out with our words.  How about you?  Mister double digits doing well?”  Melissa asked.

Sophia blushed and nodded as she watched Karen and Sharon both snicker a bit.  She wasn’t sure why, but then she immediately remembered the conversation about inches and centimeters.  “You’re making fun of me right now, right?”  She asked.

“What?  No!  Now, don’t go on throwing a hissy fit there honey.  We ain’t trying to hurt your feelings.  It’s just funny that your husband was talking himself up for being double digits, when, in America, he’s less than average,” Melissa responded.

Karen leaned in a little, “now, don’t you go thinking our hubbies are gigantic or anything.  Like, don’t be thinking about that picture of Marcus.  When she says below average, she just means a little smaller.  Harold is maybe a little over five inches.”

Sharon nodded, “yep, that sounds about right for Brian too.”

Melissa smirked, “Daniel told me he was six inches when we first met.  Come to find, he was measuring way down from the base of his balls, so he was adding an inch basically.”

“Down to the base of his balls?  Honey, he wasn’t adding just an inch then,” Karen laughed.

Melissa lightly tapped Karen on the arm and laughed along with her.  Sophia felt just a tinge of anger but listening to them and watching them laugh about their own husband’s sizes made her feel better.  “So, what is the average?”  She inquired.

“Probably five or so,” Sharon answered.

“Unless you're Marcus,” Melissa quipped.

“Or Willis,” Karen said, regretting it as soon as the words left her mouth.

“Willis?  Have you seen his penis?”  Sophia asked.

Karen’s face immediately turned bright red as she cleared her throat and wildly shook her head, “what?  No!  Uh... no, um, it’s just, I mean, family um...”

As she stuttered, her three friends looked at her with suspicion on their faces, especially her closest, Melissa.  Her brain was struggling to find the right words. 

“Honey, are you okay?  I mean, the answer can be a simple no,” Melissa said.

Karen cleared her throat and took a sip of her drink, her eyes bouncing around as her mind raced.  “Obviously, yeah, um, that’s the answer,” she managed to choke out.

Sharon glanced at her phone and cursed under her breath, “shit, I need to high tail it out of here.  Sorry gals!  I have a very picky buyer who wants to see another damn house.  This lady is going to drive me off the walls!”

She hurriedly grabbed her purse, and her drink, gave them each a nod and raced off.  Melissa continued to stare at Karen with a suspicious gaze.  Sophia remained quiet, her eyes darting between the two.

“Karen...  Do you have something to tell us?”  Melissa asked.

“What?  No!  I ain’t got nothing,” Karen responded, her heart still racing wildly.

Melissa folded her arms together as she ran her tongue across her teeth inside her mouth.  She glanced over at Sophia then back at Karen.  After a small sigh, she focused her attention back to her Asian friend, “you can keep a secret, right?”

Sophia raised her eyebrows and nervously nodded back.  “Uh yeah...  Are you talking about your secret from before?”

“What I say, it stays between us.  And maybe Sharon if she ever stops being a one legged man in an ass kicking contest.  If you ever peep a word of this to anyone, you’ll forever be as welcome as an egg sucking dog whenever I see you,” Melissa warned.

“A what?  I’m not sure what that means, but if you’re asking me to keep my lips shut, I can promise that.  I don’t really even have friends outside of you girls, other than Anita.  Why aren’t you warning Karen?”

“Because I know I can trust her, we’ve been through thick and thin since we were young.  And I don’t like holding too many secrets from close friends.  I mean, look at this, Karen already hiding things, cause she knows I’m hiding something,” Melissa explained.

“What?  No, I mean, it’s not cause you’re hiding something it’s...”  Karen paused, still cautious of her words.

“I have your word then, right honey?”  Melissa questioned as she stared right into Sophia’s eyes.

“Yes, you can trust me.”

Melissa took a deep breath, let it out and then took a long chug of her drink.  All kinds of thoughts were crossing her mind.  What would her friends think of her?  But something deep inside told her that Karen would have a similar secret she wanted to tell.  Judging by what she had said and how she had reacted to her own words.

“So, remember how I said I quit my gym?  And I had a private coach?  It was Marcus,” Melissa started.

Sophia looked surprised as she tilted her head, “the black guy?  The one you have a naked photo of?!”

“Yep, and, let’s just say, one thing led to another and I got a different kind of workout,” Melissa continued as she glanced over at Karen, watching her reaction.

Karen’s jaw dropped as she listened, “you don’t mean?”

Melissa gave her a small subtle nod.  Sophia tilted her head, her eyebrows furrowed as she wasn’t quite getting what Melissa was saying.  Karen covered her mouth with one hand.

“Are you serious?”  Karen asked.

Melissa nodded, “yep.  Right in the middle of our workout, he got a bit too excited.  He pitched a tent that you couldn’t believe!  I’m talking as big as Dallas!”

Sophia was still a bit confused, “what?  I’m still not following, he made a tent?  In the middle of a workout?  For like camping?”

Karen and Melissa glanced over at her and laughed.  “No, you know, when your husband gets hard, he has a tent in his pants, right?”

“Um...  I don’t think so,” Sophia responded.  “But wait, you’re saying he got hard?!”

Melissa nodded as she took another long sip of her coffee.  “Yeah, that’d be an understatement.  That thing was something else, just ready to burst out from his tight little shorts.”

“So... that thing... in the picture, you saw it... well, at least hard in his shorts?”  Sophia asked.

“Oh, more than that honey,” Melissa answered.

Sophia’s slightly tanned face turned white as her eyes widened.  She looked over at Karen, then back at Melissa.  “Wait... does that mean... you’re saying...”

Melissa nodded, “I helped him out of those shorts and I had to have me some of that meat.  I might could have just left, he absolutely apologized for his tent and said we could stop the work out.  But there wasn’t no way I was going to let that piece of equipment go to waste.”

Sophia shook her head, shocked at her friend’s words.  Karen was also gobsmacked, as she stared at her closest friend.  Deep inside, she had suspected that Melissa was going to try and have a piece of Marcus but didn’t think it would actually come to fruition.  Melissa shrugged and looked over at Karen, a small devious smile on her lips.

“So?  Karen?  I think it’s time you share whatever you’re hiding now.”

“Huh?  Wh-wh-what?”  Karen stuttered, her face feeling hot as it started to turn red again.

“You too?!  You’re... working out with Marcus too?!”  Sophia questioned as she pieced together everything Melissa was saying.

Karen shook her head, “what?  No, not Marcus!”

Melissa smirked and leaned in towards them, “but Willis?  You know he’s big for a reason, right?”

Silence filled the air as Karen bit on her lip and looked at her two friends.  Her ears felt white hot as her face was now bright red.  Her lips quivered a bit, as if her secret wanted to come out on its own and her mouth was unable to stop it anymore.  After a couple minutes of uneasy silence, Karen began to nod.

“I knew it!”  Melissa exclaimed as she clapped her hands.  “When?”

Sophia only stared in silence, stunned by what she was hearing from both her friends.  They always seemed like typical white women from the South, who had no interest in black people.  But now, it seemed Sophia’s entire world view was shifting.

“The day I was locked out,” Karen started as she looked at Melissa, a huge weight falling from her shoulders.  “I heard music coming from their house and decided to try and see if anyone was there.  I saw Willis, completely nude and I guess I made a noise when I fell off a rock I was standing on to look over the fence.”

“And you’ve been keeping it a secret since then?!  Karen!  I thought we were closer than that!”  Melissa gasped, feeling somewhat disappointed.

“I mean, Melissa, it’s a very sensitive thing here I’m talking about.  It’s not like some little thing!”  Karen responded.

“Okay, fair enough, I can let it slide.  But doesn’t it feel good to get it off your chest?  I know it makes me feel damn good,” Melissa replied.

“Yeah, it does.  I really did contemplate telling y’all the last time we met but, it’s hard to do.  And to be honest with y’all, I can’t stop thinking about it.  I mean, it felt so good, sweeter than stolen honey,” Karen said.

“I know, right?  It’s amazing!”  Melissa agreed almost immediately.  “I don’t think I’ve ever felt that kind of pleasure before.”

“And he kept going, and going and going, my goodness, he was a machine,” Karen added, feeling excited to have someone she could freely talk to about the experience, finally.

Sophia continued to just listen and stare.  She still couldn’t fully contemplate what was happening before her.  Yet, a part of her felt a bit jealous as she listened to them talk.

“So...  Do you think you’ll do it again?”  Sophia interjected, asking as they were still talking.

Both her friends quieted down and looked at her.  Karen wiggled her lips as she tilted her head side to side.  “I mean...  I really shouldn’t...”  She responded.

“I think I will,” Melissa answered, surprising Karen and Sophia.

“What?!  You ain’t serious, are you?!”  Karen gasped.

Melissa shrugged and smiled as she finished her coffee.  “Why not?  It’s just a little fun to keep me happy.  Daniel barely pays attention to me and when I do get all sexy, he lasts less than a minute.  When is it my turn to get some pleasure in my life?”

Karen didn’t have much to say as she stared at her closest friend.

“What?  Don’t judge me over this little thing.  You just said Harold can’t get hard around you.  And here you are, able to make a young stud like Willis rock hard.  You can’t let a chance like that just go to waste,” Melissa continued.

“I hear you but...  I mean...  I’m going to feel so crooked that if I swallowed a nail, I’d spit up a corkscrew,” Karen said.

“Oh come on.  Where does Harold go out every night?  Or hell, every day lately, am I right?”  Melissa questioned.

“A sports bar...”

“And that’s how he gets his rocks off basically.  He doesn’t spend that time with you, or try to use that time to help you or make you happy anymore.  So isn’t it only fair you have your own way of getting your rocks off?”

Karen remained mum as she licked her lips and nibbled on them lightly.

“And, he’s your neighbor!  Honey, you’re riding the gravy train with biscuit wheels here,” Melissa stated.

Karen contemplated her friend’s words as she finished her own drink.  What Melissa was saying wasn’t wrong by any means.  She sighed and crossed her legs while leaning back in her chair.  “I’ll just think about it.”

“If that’s what you want to do honey, but I know I’ll be visiting Marcus again.  Get me another good one on one training session,” Melissa replied.  She glanced at Sophia and smiled, “you should try it too.”

Sophia shook her head wildly, “I can’t do that!  No way.  I mean, even if I were single, the size of that thing is ridiculous.  There’s no way I could handle anything like that,” she responded.

“Well, if ever you feel like feeling something new, give it a whirl,” Melissa said.

The three friends continued to chat for another hour or so, talking about their wild experiences, with Sophia occasionally asking a question.  Both Melissa and Karen were happy to let loose, talking about how amazing their experiences were.  With each passing minute, Sophia couldn’t help but think about what it might feel like.
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Sharon rushed out of her car and ran into her little office, waving her assistant down.  “Greg!  Greg!  Did you see that email?”  She exclaimed as she made her way to the desk and tossed her purse on the ground.

Greg gingerly walked over; wearing the most outlandish little suit Sharon had ever seen.  It was light blue, almost like a character from a comedy movie.  Inside he was wearing some kind of button down shirt with fluffy laces running down the center.  Sharon always suspected he was gay but he was adamant that he was just stylish.  While he didn’t look like the type of person she wanted as a personal assistant, he was actually very good at his job and she eventually looked past his exterior looks.

“Yes ma’am!  The one about the 2500 square foot commercial space, with an option to expand to double that space in the future?  Sounds like a great opportunity to put them as a tenant over in either Mesquite or Center.  Depends on whether they’re going for more of the older look or a modern office,” her assistant answered.

Sharon paused as she looked at him, “new glasses?”

He smiled as he gently nudged his pink shaded glasses upward and then back down.  “Yes!  I’m surprised you noticed.  I really loved the shade these glasses have, and they darken when I go outside.  The circular shape is also so good at framing my face, right?”

She responded by raising an eyebrow and then shrugging.  “Never you mind honey.  So you’re thinking Mesquite or Center huh?  Do we know the buyer?  Maybe we can figure out ahead of time, the kind of style they want.”

“It’s strange; they’re working through an intermediary.  You know him, Randy.”

“The cowboy?”  Sharon sighed as she tapped on her desk and stared at her screen. 

“The cowboy.”

“Ugh... he’s such a snake, he’s going to try and get his cut from everyone again, isn’t he?”

Greg shrugged as he raised his neatly trimmed eyebrows.  “Unfortunately.”

“There’s no way to go directly to the renter?”

“Not without some investigating.  And you don’t want that cowboy sniffing out that he’s going to lose a client.  Remember PropBubl?”

Sharon rolled her emerald eyes as she recalled the experience they had gone through fighting with Randy about a new startup coming to the market called PropBubl.  She had gotten Greg to find someone who could work around Randy.  They had been successful and Randy had gotten extremely suspicious and the owner of the startup had told him about the fact that they were pinged directly and ordered not to contact Randy.  Near lawsuits, hundreds of calls, thousands of emails later and Sharon had finally managed to get him off her back.

“I can’t believe we’re on that distribution list for his client after that debacle.  You think he put us on by mistake?”  Sharon asked.

“Oh no, I sweet talked the little feller.  He’s so country he thinks a seven-course meal is a possum and a six-pack.  A couple of beers, a nice cheap bottle of Daniels and he let bygones be bygones,” Greg answered.

Sharon tilted her head and smiled, “impressive.  You keep that up and you might see a promo in your future.”

He laughed and rolled his eyes as he leaned against a nearby counter.  “Oh please honey, you and I both know there’ no such thing as a promotion here.  What’re you going to make me, a SENIOR personal assistant?”  They both laughed as Greg straightened his blazer.  “I’m with you thick and thin because you not only pay me, but you respect me for who I am.  Last place I worked, I had to wear this boring suit and tie, no color, no life.  Ugh, and the way they treated me.  I’m just so glad I met you and you hired me.”

“Well, that goes two ways.  I’m glad I got someone with horse sense,” Sharon complimented back.

Greg made an awkward neighing sound while shaking his head.  “You know it!”

“So we have no choice but to go with Randy huh?”

“Either that or we risk another investigation.  Unless...”

“Unless?”

Greg tilted his head from side to side as he thought about it.  “Unless, Randy let’s slip some kind of information.  If he says something that sounds unique, we could always use that to try and Google some information up.  Like, if he said t-shirt shop, we’re screwed.  But if he says something like pro-wrestling t-shirts, that might help us narrow down to certain sites.  Then we can dig a little further and maybe find the owner.”

“How is that any different than what happened with PropBubl?”

“Well, this would be Randy telling us the owner.  PropBubl, he gave us nothing.  I had to reach out to my little birds and have them follow Randy around until we got information,” Greg explained.

The little birds he was referencing were some high schoolers that he paid off.  It was his way of trying to be like a character in a television show. 

“Hm...  You’re coming with.  I want you to needle him a bit, get him to say more,” Sharon said as she typed furiously on her keyboard.

“Really?  You want me to join you today?  It’s too hot though!  That sun is going to tan my sensitive skin.  I wasn’t planning on staying out there,” Greg complained as he pointed out the window dramatically.

“Put a hat on to cover your face and... you need to tan those arms anyway.”

“A hat?  A hat?!  You know how long it took to get my hair like this?”  Greg responded as he gently ran his fingers through his wavy hair.

“Greg, you’re coming with me, whether you like it or not.  I need you out there.  You know I don’t like talking to the cowboy, he’s such a slimeball,” Sharon responded as she finished typing and pressed the ‘send’ button.

Greg sighed as he leaned over her desk, placing his head on his hand.  “Fine.  But only because you asked nicely.  You really owe me for this one.”

“What do you want?”  Sharon asked as she glanced through the rest of her emails.

“I’m planning on going out on a fancy date to Jeffrey’s,” Greg started.

“Oh really?  A date with Jeffrey?  Jeffrey who?”  Sharon inquired, not quite fully hearing his sentence.

“Sharon!  I told you, I’m not gay.  I’m going TO Jeffrey’s, that fancy restaurant, with a date.  I met her on this dating app,” Greg replied.

“Hm... her, huh?  Okay...”  Sharon paused, and then looked over at Greg.  “Wait, to Jeffrey’s?!  The place where they got that beef from Japan or whatever?!”

“It’s not real Kobe beef though, it’s wagyu.  And yes, that restaurant.”

“Wag you?  The hell kind of name is that?  And since when did you start running with the big dogs?  Am I paying you too much?”  Sharon gasped.

Greg laughed and rolled his eyes as he stood up straight.  “Oh come on now, I’m not going to be as tight as a wet boot when it comes to a date.  Going to wine and dine her all nice.”

“Uh huh...  So what’s her name?”

“Sara, with no ‘h’ in the name.  She’s a recent transplant from California.”

“Another one?!  They’re just sprouting roots all over this place.  Well, don’t let her fill your head with nonsense,” Sharon warned as she grabbed her bag and stood up.  “Ready to go?”

“Yep.  Do you want me to drive?”  Greg asked.

Sharon glanced at her watch and shook her head, “no, not today.  This ain’t no leisurely stroll through the park; we gotta get over there in fifteen minutes.  Or else Randy is going to whine like a little bitch for an hour before we can start talking options.”

Greg laughed as the two headed out of the little office.  He turned and locked it as Sharon got in the driver’s seat of her car.  She waited patiently as he rushed to the passenger side seat, covering his face as much as possible with one hand.  Even before he managed to get his seatbelt on, Sharon stepped on the gas, speeding off onto the road.

“Whoa Nelly!  At least let me get settled in!”  Greg barked.

“We ain’t got no time for that.  I think traffic is going to start soon, so we need to do everything we can to get ahead of it.  You think of a game plan to squeeze info out of Randy while I’m driving,” Sharon responded.
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The car came to a screeching halt in a parking lot and Sharon quickly stepped out, “come on Greg, let’s go!  We’ve got like a minute left!”

Greg hurriedly undid his seatbelt, popped out and pointed towards an ice cream shop.  “Over there right?  Let me hustle on over and I’ll tell him you’re on your way,” he said as he straightened his light blue blazer.  Within seconds he rushed off, running at full speed.  Sharon took a deep breath and walked along as fast as she could behind him, her heels clacking loudly on the pavement.

As soon as Greg walked into the store, he saw Randy sitting on a seat, his legs crossed, his short graying hair a mess, and his black, large brim cowboy hat was at his side.  A small empty cup was on the small circular table he was occupying.  Greg waved and got close, extending his hand for a shake.

“Randy!  It’s been too long!”  He greeted.

The older man smiled as he stood and shook Greg’s hand.  He towered over Greg, as he was well over six feet.  Though, he was on the skinnier side, making him look like a tall skeleton.  He picked up his hat and placed it near his chest as he glanced out the window.

“Looks like y’all barely made it in time,” he said with his slow, Southern drawl, his voice low and raspy.

“Yep, we were racing out here like a bat out of hell,” Greg replied.

“Well, can’t let the lady feel like she’s being rushed.  Let’s head on outside so I can greet her,” Randy said as he made his way out of the shop, putting on his black hat.

Greg winced as he had wanted to stay in the store and avoid the sun.  After sighing, he followed along behind.  “You don’t want to just wait inside and grab another ice cream?  I mean, it is scorching out here!”

“Nope.  One’s enough for me.  Trying to watch my health at this age.  Was actually hoping y’all was going to show up early, get me a free scoop,” he responded as he glanced back.  He snorted and then spit on the ground as he crossed his arms and looked around.  “Look at all these millennials, wandering around, nothing to do.  Should get a damn job around here,” he continued.

“Well, it is summer break, I’m sure a lot of folks here are just teens taking some time off,” Greg replied.

Randy turned and looked Greg up and down before scoffing and shaking his head.  “Boy, where do you find them outfits, son?  You’re more lit up than a Christmas tree.”

Greg wiggled his nose as he tried to stop himself from looking angry.  “Online obviously.  Though, you’d be surprised by how forward thinking some of the clothing stores around here are.  The latest fashion is all about bright colors, standing out.”

“Maybe if you play for the other side,” Randy grunted as he pulled out a cigarette and placed it in his mouth.

“That’s such old fashioned thinking.  I mean, look at you, in all black, in this heat.  You’re asking to get a heatstroke,” Greg replied.

Randy pulled out a lighter and lit up his cigarette, breathing in the toxic smoke through his lips and then blowing it out from his nose.  One of the workers from the ice cream store stepped out and tapped him on the shoulder.

“Sir!  You can’t smoke within 20 feet of the entrance.  Can you please go over there?”  The worker requested.

“Damn kids,” Randy grunted back as he glared at the worker.  “Ain’t like I’m bothering anybody here.”

“Sir, the smoke is coming into the store and our patrons are not a fan of it,” the worker responded, holding his ground.

“Fine, whatever, damn pansies these days,” Randy replied as he sauntered over to the other side.

“I’m so sorry,” Greg mouthed to the worker as he followed behind Randy.  He quickly walked towards Randy’s left where some shade was hitting the sidewalk.

Sharon was nearing them, huffing a bit as she began to slow her steps.  It seemed Greg was having some kind of conversation with Randy, though they had moved to the side.

“So Randy, 2500 square feet of commercial space with the possibility to double?  That’s pretty hefty!  What kind of business are they in?”  Greg inquired.

Randy snorted and took another long puff of his cigarette.  “Hell if I know.  Some kind of technology shit that I don’t understand.”

“Oh, a tech startup huh?  So they probably would prefer a more modern, open layout concept?”

“Maybe.  These damn young ones these days are confusing on what they want.  Big but private, shared rooms but personal space.  They’re saying contradicting shit all the time,” Randy replied.

“Do you happen to know what kind of technology shit they’re working on?”

Randy leaned against a nearby pole as he watched Sharon.  “She’s getting a little plump, ain’t she?”

“Uh... no.  I think it’s the clothes she’s wearing.  I keep telling her to use darker colors to bring it in.”

“She’s still a fireball of personality isn’t she?  Y’know, that damn red hair, just thinking about it used to be piss me off after that little steal she tried with that bubble company,” Randy said.

“I know, I know, you told me about it.  But bygones be bygones right?”  Greg replied.

“Yep, wouldn’t be gentlemanly of me to keep that kind of grudge.”

“Oh yeah, you’re the shining image of a gentleman,” Greg whispered under his breath.

“What was that?”  Randy asked, turning his head and blowing smoke towards the shorter young assistant.

Greg waved his hand in front of his face while coughing a little, “oh nothing, just that there aren’t that many gentlemen around nowadays,” he lied.

“As for your previous question, I don’t know.  Something about money?  Currency or some shit.  Maybe some kind of money for dead people or some shit,” Randy answered.

“What?”

“Yeap.  It had to do with crypts and money I think.  Like Tales from the Crypt, y’know?  But money was involved somehow.”

Greg raised an eyebrow and tilted his head from side to side, “what the hell?  Is that a thing?”

“Hell if I know.  Kid seemed smart, real smart.  Which is kinda strange cause he was black,” Randy continued.

Greg rolled his eyes as he crossed his arms, “really?  Randy, it’s the 21st century, get with the times.  You can’t judge someone’s intelligence based on the color of their skin.”

The old man spit on the ground again and placed a hand on the brim of his hat, giving a small nod towards Sharon as she neared.  “My dad did it, his dad did it, and his dad did the same.  And I believe we’re all the best at judging intelligence, y’hear?  Skin color most definitely plays a part.”

Greg shook his head and sighed as Sharon came to a stop and smiled.

“Whew!  Sorry for the delay Randy, this damn heat and these heels are not helping to get me faster,” Sharon laughed.

“I thought you started working out?”  Randy responded as he took another puff.

“Are... are you implying I’m out of shape?!”

Sharon’s face started to feel white hot as she glared up at the taller older man.  Randy smirked and shrugged, “I ain’t implying nothing.  Now, are we ready to talk about the places you have available for my client?”

She took a deep breath, trying to calm herself.  The thick scent of his cigarette made her wiggle her nose a bit.  “Do you want to physically see the places?”  Sharon asked.

Randy shrugged as he tapped his cigarette towards the ground, letting the ash fall to the ground below.  “You have any floor plans with you?  I can eyeball it first and see which places we should check out in person.”

“I sent that over email, so we can load it up on Greg’s tablet,” Sharon replied.

“Ugh... You didn’t print them out?  You know I like big print outs, makes it easier for me to comment and draw what the client is hoping for,” Randy grumbled.

“Randy, in this day and age, nobody prints them out,” Sharon said, feeling frustrated.

“It’s fine, if we have a large enough table, I can project it onto a surface.  You can use your finger to mark things and draw, as if it were paper and the feedback will go to the device,” Greg explained.

Randy spit on the ground again before finishing his cigarette and tossing the bud to the ground.  He stepped on it with one spurred boot and grunted.  “I guess that could suffice,” he sighed.  “You got any places we can go to?”

“There’s a couple of places, there’s a library we can hit up just a few feet that way,” Greg answered.

Randy snorted and glanced at his watch, a flashy Rolex, though Sharon was suspicious of whether or not it was a knock off.  “Y’all keep making me wander all over this place, I might have to increase the cut I get,” he warned with a small little smile on his chapped, dry lips.

Sharon tried hard not to roll her eyes as she glanced at Greg, who was slowly shaking his head.  She took a deep breath, smiled back as best as she could.  “Oh come on, you get enough already,” she laughed.

The taller old man let out a small chuckle as he took out another cigarette and placed it on his lips.  “Alright then, let’s get to it,” he mumbled.

“Hold on, let me chat with Greg real quick, just to make sure we’re on the same page on which locations to go with,” Sharon said.

“Whatever.  I know the library y’all are talking about.  I’ll mozy on over there, but don’t take too long.”

Sharon waited until he sauntered off out of earshot.  “Did you get any information?”

“No, he’s talking nonsense.  Something about dead people and money,” Greg answered.

“What?  The hell does that mean?”

“I don’t know, he referenced Tales of the Crypt with money.  I mean, what am I supposed to get from that?”

Sharon sighed as she placed her hands on her hips.  “Do you think he’s wise to us?  Saying random things so we can’t try to go directly to the source?”

“I mean...  I wish I could say he was that smart but I don’t think so.  I mean, considering how backwards he still is.  You know, he said he found it strange that his client was smart, because he was black.  I mean seriously, what year is he in?!”  Greg said.

Sharon’s ears twitched at his words.  “His client is a smart black person?”

“Yeah, and I’m guessing young cause he was complaining about that too.”

“A smart, young black person, and something that’s related to money and Tales from the Crypt...”

“Right?  Makes no sense.”

Her mind raced as she thought back to the short conversations she had at the barbeque weeks ago.  The youngest of the brothers, Dwayne, had been talking about his company and how he was spinning it up in Austin.  “Shit!  What was it...”  She murmured.

“What was what?”

“Crypt...  Money... What the hell did he say...”  Sharon continued, a thought at the tip of her tongue.  “Crypto...  Crypto money?”

“Are you talking about cryptocurrency?” 

Sharon’s eyes widened as she stared at Greg.  “That’s it!  Oh my lord!  That’s it!  Okay, just, follow Randy and give him a pony show.  I’m pretty sure we don’t need him anymore, I know who his client is.”

“What?”  Greg looked completely confused.  “I think this heat is getting to you...”

“No!  I’m almost completely certain.  Just waste his time for a bit, show him some of the random shit properties we have.  I need to go track down his client directly.”

“Wait...  You’re leaving me with Randy and you’re ditching?  How am I supposed to get back to the office?!”

Sharon was already rushing off as she turned, “call and Uber or something!”

Greg groaned and sighed as he watched his boss rush off.  He glanced over at Randy.  “I swear, I need to ask for a raise.”
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Daniel groaned as he took his shoes off and stepped into the house.  He cleared his throat and straightened his blazer before walking down the hall towards the great room.  It was oddly silent in the house.  On his way, he opened the door to the garage and poked his head in to see if his wife, Melissa, was there.  To his surprise, she wasn’t there working out.

“Mi amore?!”  He called out.

He was met with silence.  Suspicion crept through him as he slowly made his way up the stairs.  He was home early today, tired of dealing with some of his idiot subordinates, and all he wanted to do was get some food and take a nap.  Once he was on the second floor he noticed the master bedroom was closed.  He slowly pushed the door open and his jaw dropped.

Melissa was in bed, smiling, completely nude with her legs spread wide.  She looked at him and beckoned for him to come in with one finger.  “Come in.”

“Mi amore!  How did you know?”

“Mm...  A sixth sense,” Melissa lied.

She had finished taking a shower earlier and had been masturbating when she heard her husband’s car drive up to the front of the garage.  As she was already nude, and extremely horny, it was the perfect timing for him to come home.  It was absolutely a surprise but not an unwelcome one by any means.

“Oh, my beautiful...  But can I eat first?”  Daniel requested.

Melissa raised an eyebrow as she pushed herself up onto her elbows.  “You can’t be serious.  Your loving, beautiful wife is right here, waiting to satisfy you, and you want... food?!”

Daniel smiled meekly before gulping and wiping his forehead with one hand.  He nervously glanced around before shaking his, “no, no, of course not.  I was uh... joking.  Just joking!  A joke, mi amore!”

“You could always eat this,” Melissa suggested as she reached between her legs and parted the lips of her sex.

Daniel’s face scrunched a bit as he took off his blazer and then his pants.  “Oh, mi amore, you know I don’t do that.  It’s not really something we Italians do.”

Melissa sighed, “well, it was worth a shot.  You sure you don’t want a taste?”

“Oh no, no, I’d rather please you with this!”  He responded as he pulled down his briefs to show off his hardened member.

It might have been because of Melissa's experience with Marcus, but Daniel’s dick looked rather unimpressive.  He made his way to the bed and placed himself between her legs, pressing the tip of his member against the lips of her warm wet sex.  She wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him in, letting his little dick glide into her.

“Oh... oooo... so warm!”  Daniel groaned.

Melissa let out a small moan but she didn’t feel the pleasure she thought she’d feel.  In fact, it was rather unsatisfying as she felt the entire length of his manhood easily slide into her.  She locked her feet behind him as he feebly gyrated his hips, grinding his lower body against hers.  The fire in her loins only grew, as she began to fantasize about Marcus and his big fat cock.

“Yes...”  She moaned as she closed her eyes, thinking back to her experience in his garage.

Her pussy tightened briefly and Daniel grunted.  She took a quick breath and loosened herself, worried that even the slightest bit of tightening might make her husband climax.  While it wasn’t bringing her to the levels of ecstasy she had hoped, it was providing at least a small bit of pleasure between her legs.

“Mmm... si... si...”  Daniel groaned softly as he continued to stick with his grinding.

Melissa opened her eyes and glanced at the analog clock on the wall.  She was surprised to see how long Daniel was lasting.  A part of her wondered if it was because the lips of her sex were still a bit loose after having been stretched by the girth of Marcus’s big fat black cock.  Even though her husband was trying her hardest, he was simply unable to really satisfy her lust.  She actually grew more interested in how long he was lasting, watching the seconds tick away.

Her devious side got the best of her and she focused, slightly tightening her sex and hearing Daniel tremble in response.  She quickly loosened herself, letting him continue his grinding.  Her power over how long her husband could last was actually beginning to excite her more than his little penis.

“Ah!  Ah!  Amore!  Si!  I think I’m going to...”  Daniel huffed and puffed, out of breath as he grunted and moved his hips wildly.

Melissa sighed as she felt his little pecker throb and quiver inside her pussy.  He shuddered as his seed popped out from his dick, little squirts as he climaxed.  Afterward, he tried to pull away but Melissa kept her feet locked behind his back and she tightened her pussy again.

“OH NO!  MI AMORE!  OW!”  He groaned as he continued to try to pull away.  “I’m too sensitive, please!”  He continued to plead.

Melissa smirked as she watched her husband squirm.  She teased him for a bit longer, tightening and loosening her soft velvety sex.  After having some fun she finally spread open her legs, letting him pull away and roll off the bed.

“Oh, mi amore, that was not funny!”  He whined.

“What?  It was a little funny,” she laughed.

His old haggard face turned to anger as he glared at her.  “No!  It was not!  It’s too sensitive to toy with it like that after I cum!”  He growled as he stood up.  “You need to slow it down with those workouts, or do different kinds of workouts because that does not feel good!”  He continued as his face turned bright red.

“Whoa there Italian Stallion, you’re going to pop,” Melissa responded, surprised by how angry he was getting.

Her words barely seemed to register as he grabbed his underwear and pulled it on, still seething with rage.  She couldn’t believe how red he was.  It was rare to see him this angry and she worried for a bit.  After a couple of minutes, his red face began to slowly turn pink and return to normal.

“I’m sorry, mi amore, I am very hungry.  And sex...  I feel a lot of pressure,” Daniel responded.

“Oh no, from work?”

Her husband shook his head, “no, I know I don’t last as long as I used to when I was young,” he said solemnly.  “I might’ve been the Italian Stallion in my younger days but I can’t seem to have the stamina I used to,” he continued as he raised a fist and wrapped one hand around his wrist, mimicking some kind of power move.

“It’s okay, there’s no pressure.  You can still do the job at least, you know, get hard,” Melissa replied, trying to cheer him up.

“Non fai scumbari!  That’s a given, Italians don’t get soft.  I’m getting out of shape but you, mi amore, you’re still so fit.  You workout so you can control your, you know, your micino, you get it real tight.  It’s ah... too much,” he continued, slowly shifting the blame of his minuteman status to her.

Melissa now began to feel angry but she did her best to try and look calm.  “Really?  So it’s because of me?”

“No, no, no, not all, don’t misunderstand.  It’s a combination.  Your workout, my ah... non-workout,” he replied, trying to diffuse the situation as best as he could.

“More like your laziness,” she mumbled under her breath.

“Huh?”  Daniel finished putting on his shirt.  “Did you say something?”

“No, no.  I just had a small thought.  Maybe I should workout less.  Or, stop with the kegels and workouts around this area,” she replied as she rubbed her hands along her still sensitive inner thighs.

Her husband nodded in approval, “yes, exactly!  That would help me a lot!”

Melissa felt disappointed as he didn’t seem to have any thoughts or will to contribute on his end.  Obviously, she wasn’t going to stop or slow her own workouts but if he wanted her to be less tight, there were other ways of doing so.  Her pussy lips quivered at the thought of Marcus’s thick girth.

“Now, you going to get me some food?  I’m going to go clean up a little,” Daniel requested as he headed into the bathroom.

Another round of disappointment made its way through her as she got out of bed and grabbed a tissue.  She should’ve been the one that had first priority to go to the bathroom to clean up, she thought.  After wiping herself she got dressed and headed downstairs.  She placed some food in the microwave, started it and leaned against the edge of the island.

“Damn it...”  She whispered to herself as she pulled out her phone and opened up the picture of Marcus again.

Her heart raced immediately as she recalled the heights of pleasure she had felt.  She nibbled on her lower lip as she opened up her texts.  Marcus had given her his number, just in case she wanted to schedule another “workout” appointment with him.  Her fingers trembled as they hovered over the virtual keyboard.

She could hear the water running upstairs and tilted her head, surprised that her husband was going to take a shower.  “What was the point of putting your clothes back on then,” she said to no one in particular as she looked back at her phone.  Her entire body trembled as she slowly began typing on her phone, starting off with a simple hey.

As soon as her message popped up with a note saying that it had been sent, she closed her eyes.  A part of her regretted the decision, but it was only a small part.  She really wanted to experience the feelings of bliss she had felt weeks ago, her lust burning from within.  The short session she had with her husband felt like less than an appetizer as she waited patiently.

She didn’t have to wait long as her phone buzzed, letting her know that a message arrived.  After taking a long deep breath, she opened her eyes and then unlocked her phone.  It was indeed Marcus, saying ‘hey’ back to her.  She began typing, asking how he was doing, trying to start some chit chat.

He was quick to reply, letting her know that things have been well and asking if she was still enjoying the fruits of her workout.  She couldn’t help but reply that she had and that she was hoping for another session.  Marcus began to flirt with his texts and surprisingly, sent her a picture of himself, pulling down his shorts, just showing the base of his massive member.  Melissa smirked, she had a picture that was so much more.

The microwave dinged, letting her know that the food was warmed up.  At the same time, she heard the water stop upstairs, letting her know that Daniel was done with his shower.  She texted Marcus to check on his availability, wondering if he was open for another visit.  This time, he didn’t respond immediately, leaving her waiting as she heard her husband stomping around upstairs.

“Come on Marcus...”  She whispered.

Her eyes lingered on the screen and soon she saw the familiar three dots bouncing, letting her know that he was typing.  Daniel began making his way out of the master bedroom and down the stairs.  Melissa glanced towards them and then back at her phone, tapping her foot on the floor impatiently.  She smiled as his message came through, he was available any time or day as long as she gave some advanced notice.

“Perfect,” she mouthed as she typed back.

She put her phone away and turned, taking the food out of the microwave and carrying it over to the dining table.  Daniel grinned as he made his way down the stairs, scratching his tummy.  “Mmm... that smells great!  What is that?”  He asked.

“Lasagna,” she replied.

“Perfecto!  Just what I wanted!  Though, it’s a little sad that it’s not homemade, like my mamma used to...”

Melissa rolled her eyes and shook her head.  “I don’t have time to go hand making lasagna.  Maybe spaghetti.  At least this is from the brand you like.”
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Aloud thud filled the air as bodies came crashing down into the pale green grass.  Turner groaned as a couple of black guys stood up, dusting themselves off before helping him up.  Ryan winced and shook his head.

“Good hustle,” Willis yelled as he rushed in close.

“Ugh... Can I take a break?”  Turner asked.

Marcus clapped as he got close and then place one powerful hand on his slim, thin shoulder.  He gave it a slight squeeze, making Turner flinch in pain.  “Come on man, this is how you toughen up!  If you’re looking to get some ladies, you gotta learn to man up!”  He cheered.

“Yeah, I guess but is this how touch football is supposed to be played?”  Turner questioned as he rubbed his right elbow.

Marcus nodded as he placed a hand on his chin.  He looked up, “Darius!  Jamal!  Come on guys!  Take it gentle up in here.  It’s tough football!”

Darius and Jamal nodded and smiled as they waved.  “Yo sorry Turn!  I’ll be gentle!”  Darius laughed.  He was 20 years old, tall and lithe like a track runner.  Jamal was 21, a bit on the shorter side, stumpy and thick, like a soldier, which he was.  Or at least, he had been, as he had finished his first term.

“Yeah, me too, sorry man.  Playing football gets me hyped,” Jamal apologized from afar.

“Alright man, you should be good.  They get rough on you again and I’m going to have more than a word with them.  You follow?”  Marcus asked.

Turner meekly nodded as he continued rubbing his elbow.  It was still sore from the fall he had taken.  Marcus tapped him on the arm.  “Good hustle man!  You almost caught that ball this time.  You’ll get the hang of it,” he cheered.

“Thanks,” Turner replied.

Ryan gave Turner and thumbs up before he tossed the football up and caught it himself while readying for the next play.  The teams had been split with Marcus and Willis joining with Turner and Ryan.  On the other team were Dwayne, Jamal, Darius and another friend of Dwayne’s, Tyrone.  The three black friends of Dwayne had flown in a couple of weeks ago, then flown out, and were now back again.

“You ready?”  Ryan asked Turner as he walked close.

“Yeah man.  Hey, do you think you can just throw it to Marcus or Willis for a while?  I’m getting murdered out there,” Turner whispered.

“I’ll try but Dwayne and Tyrone are surprisingly fast man, they’re covering those two like wolves.  And nobody is coming for me for some reason so... that kind of leaves you,” Ryan whispered back.

“I think that’s the point, make it impossible for you to throw to anyone that can actually catch,” Turner sighed.

“Come on man, I know you can catch, you got this.  That last throw was picture perfect, even Katlyn would have caught that one.  Pay no attention to those two man, just focus on the ball if it comes to you,” Ryan replied as he huddled up with the others.

“Yo Ryan, pass it over to me this time.  I’m gonna smoke that kid with my speed.  He won’t be ready,” Willis said.

“You got it,” Ryan replied.

Each team readied up and Ryan looked around.  “Okay... Ready!  Set!  Hike!”

Marcus flung the ball back to Ryan as Willis blasted forward, slipping by Tyrone like a speeding bullet.  Even Ryan was stunned by how fast he had taken off.  Tyrone looked back, then turned and started running towards Ryan.  “Oh shit!”  Ryan yelled as he readied his arm.  He was stunned by how fast Tyrone was closing the gap between them and quickly hurled the ball with all his might. 

Unfortunately, it wasn’t enough as it began to peter out, falling fall shorter than where Willis had run to.  Jamal quickly rushed towards it, launching himself into the air and catching it.  He was rather short but yet the height he got from his jump was tremendous.  Ryan sighed and placed his hands on his hips as Jamal landed and began rushing forward.  Marcus ran towards him and managed to touch his back.

“Man, I forgot how high your ass can jump!”  Marcus laughed.

“Fuck yeah man.  I guess I can thank, or blame, my drill sergeant for that.  He was always yelling at me for not being able to get enough air,” Jamal responded with a grin.

“You throwing?”  Dwayne asked Tyrone.

“Of course, why wouldn’t I?”

“Because you were backup at Stanford.  At least I started a couple of games in high school,” Dwayne responded with a smirk.

“Oh, oh snap, you think you’re a big dog now huh?  Fucking varsity high school bullshit, get out of here!”  Tyrone laughed.

Ryan tilted his head, taken aback by the fact that Tyrone had gone to Stanford.  He figured it must have been some kind of scholarship he had gotten for sports.  Dwayne smiled and put his hand out with the football as if to hand it to Tyrone.  As Tyrone tried to take it, Dwayne smoothly pulled away.  “See?  You too slow man!  Let me take this one.  You can get the next run.”

Tyrone laughed even harder and looked over at Marcus and Willis.  “Y’all seeing this?  Fine, I’ll let you take this one, let’s see how good you are.”

They readied up again and this time Dwayne called out “ready!  Set!  Hike!”  Tyrone flung the ball back as Jamal ran down the left side of the park.  Darius ran straight, dodging between Marcus and Willis and rushing past Ryan in the blink of an eye.

Dwayne noticed his brothers heading towards him and quickly rushed back a bit before aiming and launching the football.  His arm was like a cannon, the football flying high and far.  Ryan was absolutely astonished by how good everyone else seemed to be.  He tried to chase down Jamal but it was no use.  The football landed right on target, Jamal catching it with ease as he rushed down to the other side of the field.

“Touchdown!”  Dwayne yelled excitedly.

As everyone began to gather back around, Tyrone tapped Dwayne’s arm.  “Not bad.  You did that on purpose didn’t you?  You didn’t want me to have a run.”

Dwayne laughed and nodded, “yeah, absolutely, that was all calculated.”

“Hey guys, can we like, take a break?”  Turner asked, huffing and puffing.

“Damn man, you alright?  You need a drink or something?”  Willis asked.

“Yeah, I think so.  I’m not used to running around outside in this heat.”

“Shit man.  Alright!  Everyone, let’s take five...  Or shit, maybe thirty with the way Turn be panting up in here,” Marcus laughed as he clapped.

They started heading towards a shaded area, Turner limping behind the others.  Ryan got close to Tyrone.  “Hey, did Dwayne say you were at Stanford?”  He asked.

“Yeah.”

“Like... THE Stanford?”

Tyrone looked over at him, his eyebrows furrowed slightly.  “Yeah, THE Stanford University over in Cali.  Is there another?”

“Wow.  Must’ve been tough.  Did you get like a scholarship or something?”

Tyrone’s face momentarily showed a flash of anger but he quickly calmed himself.  This was something he had been asked quite a lot, even when he was in college.  “Nah man.  I’m originally from Detroit, just kind of played ball there but I studied like a mad man.  I did everything I could to get out of there.  When I got accepted, man, it was the greatest feeling.  My mom had been working three jobs, barely got any sleep to keep me and my brothers straight as arrows.  My younger brother went to Harvard, my older brother went to Yale and I got into Stanford.  No scholarships, none of that diversity bullshit, it was our grades and after school shit we did.”

“That’s incredible!”  Ryan commented.  “And then you got into their football program?!”

“Yeah, I mainly played basketball in high school but I dabbled in football.  My freshman year at Stanford, I was launching them for fun during a party and one of the guys there was a senior on the team.  He pulled me in to see the coach and I ended up getting a coveted walk-on spot,” Tyrone explained.

“Damn...  That’s like a Lifetime movie type thing,” Ryan replied.

Tyrone laughed and shook his head, “nah man, I’m black.  Lifetime movies don’t feature people like me.”

“So how did you get to meet Dwayne?”

“I was reading some online forums and I saw his whitepaper on his crypto project.  Shit looked interesting so I gave him a ping and we realized we were both in the same area.  I was back in college then, like senior year I think?  So that young kid was still in the middle of high school and coming up with this shit man.  We chatted, I helped him out, mentored him on certain things and next thing you know, he’s spinning up a product, service and company.  I had to join in,” Tyrone informed.

“Mentored me?  Wasn’t it the other way around?”  Dwayne asked as he turned and smiled.

“Man, youngblood, you really trying to get on my nerves huh?”  Tyrone laughed.

“That’s what I do.  Hey, did you ever figure out how we can integrate with other chains like Solana or even Cardano?  I don’t think it’s going to work out if we stay on Ethereum, those gas fees are starting to get ridiculous,” Dwayne asked as he slowed his steps to let Tyrone catch up.

“Man, it’s going to be tough.  I’m still trying to figure out Solana, I think we can use a DEX or something but Cardano, shit man, they use an entirely different programming language.  I’m thinking we either scrap what we got and move chains or if we keep this shit up, we need to hire people to figure out this whole exchange part man,” Tyrone answered.

Darius rubbed his nose, “Avalanche is the way to go man.  You all banking on some outdated shit, I’d say.”

Ryan scratched his head, not understanding a lick of what they were saying.  He looked back and waited for Turner.  “Man, these guys are smart,” he whispered.

“They’re also freaking tough.  I think something is broken,” Turner replied.

“Oh come on, it was a couple of falls on the grass man, don’t be a wimp.  Do you know anything about this crypto stuff they’re talking about?”

“Not really.  I read about like dog coins or whatever but it’s too confusing,” Turner said.

“Man...  And did you hear?  He graduated from Stanford,” Ryan said.

“What?  No, I don’t think I caught that.  One of those football scholarships?  Or those scholarships that only black people get?”  Turner asked, his voice going low so that the others didn’t accidentally hear.

“Nope, none of that stuff.”

“Wow.  That’s impressive,” Turner commented.

“I know right?  That was exactly what I was thinking.  These guys are no joke,” Ryan responded.

“I don’t know though, Darius over there apparently just got out of jail.”

“What?  Really?”

“Yeah, he mentioned it in passing, I heard him and Jamal chatting about it,” Turner answered.

“Hm, guess I can’t say I’m surprised.”

Once they got in the shade, they all sat around a picnic table.  “Yo Turn, you think you can go buy us some drinks?”  Marcus requested.

“Huh?  Yeah, I mean, I guess...”  Turner replied.

“I’ll help you out,” Ryan offered.

“Oh, and here you go man, no need to use your money,” Tyrone said as he pulled out his wallet and handed Turner a couple of crisp one hundred dollar bills.

“Uh... It’s okay, I got this,” Turner said as he handed them back.

“Cash no good?  I can Venmo it to you too,” Tyrone said as he put his cash and wallet back.

“No, it’s fine, it’s affordable.  Is there something specific you want?”  Turner asked.

“Gatorade or Powerade, any flavor,” he replied.

“Or just water man,” Marcus added.

Turner nodded and began walking off.  Ryan followed along and the two headed off the field and across the street towards a nearby supermarket.
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Marcus tapped Willis on the shoulder and tilted his head to the side, signaling his brother to follow him.  Darius, Jamal, Tyrone and Dwayne continued discussing their business.  Jamal glanced at Marcus and Willis but continued his focus listening to the others.

“Yo Willis, damn man, I got some shit to talk to you about man,” Marcus whispered.

“Yeah?  What’s up?”  Willis responded as he pulled out his vaporizer and took a puff.

They headed over to another bench and sat, each taking a puff.  “Remember that chat we had back at the mall?  About that fine piece, Melissa?”

“Yeah, the Crossfitter.”

“So she came by like I said, on Friday,” Marcus started.

“Ha!  I knew you looked tired.  That’s the weekend where you didn’t even want to go out, right?”  Willis laughed.

“Yeah, she tired me out, kind of.”

“Mmm...  She good?”  Willis asked.

“Fuck man, she was something else.  She was able to take it all bruh.  It took a while but man, once I got these hips pumping, it was fucking amazing,” Marcus replied.

“Damn nigga, these housewives here are something else, huh?”  Willis said as he took a long puff and passed the vaporizer to his brother.

“I wiped down the equipment but I don’t think you’re going to want to use that bench, or the incline bench, or the Roman chair for a bit,” Marcus informed.

“You fucking serious bruh?  You telling me this now?  I was doing benchpresses yesterday!”  Willis responded as he lightly punched his older brother.

Marcus laughed and clapped loudly, drawing in the attention of the others, unbeknownst to him.  “What man?  It ain’t like dirty or some shit.  I just didn’t want you thinking about it, y’know?”

“Thinking about what?  You pounding her on that bench?  Thanks, I’ll try not to next time I’m working out.”

“But seriously bruh, she was so fucking tight.  I would never have thought she was a mom.  Was Karen like that?”  Marcus inquired.

“Yeah I told you man, she was tight and it was like velvet man... Mm...  Getting hard just thinking about it,” Willis replied.  “You do that dumb shit with the five minute squat challenge or whatever the fuck you call it?”

Marcus laughed, “hell yeah man.  She wanted a ride, she got one.  I’m thinking it was one of her fantasies, y’know?  Melissa was all about it being an exercise session.”

“Better than that Crossfit shit, right?”  Willis laughed along.  “Wait...  Did you say Roman chair before?”

“Yeah bruh.”

“How the fuck you be using a Roman chair?!”

“It’s like doggy style advanced nigga, flip her around, get her ass up, use those plyo boxes to get at the right angle.  Though shit, you’re tall enough to probably not need those,” Marcus answered with a smirk.

“Shit bruh, only you can think of something that crazy, damn.  I like to keep it simple.”

“Except when it comes to feet.  That ain’t simple, that just weird.”

“Man, shut the fuck up, it’s a real thing bruh.  I ain’t the only one into it,” Willis said as he lightly punched his brother again.

“Yo dawg, stop punching me man.  Shit, I got another session planned with Melissa soon.  I need to be in top shape,” Marcus responded as he flexed his massive arm.

“Melissa?”  Dwayne asked as he stepped in close, along with the others beside him.

Willis and Marcus both froze momentarily, their eyes wide as they turned their heads to look at their youngest brother.

“Fuck...  How much did you hear?”  Marcus asked.

“Enough to know that you two are in some deep shit if dad found out,” Dwayne replied as he pushed his glasses up.

“Yo... you ain’t gonna tell pops right?”  Willis questioned.

“I don’t know.  I’ll keep it in my back pocket for now,” Dwayne replied.

“This nigga...  You say anything, I’m gonna beat yo ass like never before,” Marcus warned.

Dwayne rolled his eyes, “come on bro, that’s if you can even catch me.”

“Who were y’all talking about?”  Jamal asked, with a heavier, thicker Southern accent.

“Our neighbor’s wife, Karen and then her friend, another housewife, Melissa,” Dwayne informed.

“Damn!  You’s serious?!”  Jamal responded as he looked at Marcus and Willis.  “Y’all be crazy!”

“Hey, whoa there now.  We didn’t actively pursue man, it just... It was like one thing led to another,” Willis replied.

“How do you ‘one thing into another’ with the neighbor’s wife?”  Tyrone laughed.

“Shit, if you all want to hear the story, sit your asses down.  And keep watch and let me know if them two white boys come back,” Willis started.

He waited as the others sat around the bench, each one at a different angle to be on the lookout.  Marcus took a puff from the vaporizer and handed it back to Willis.  Darius reached over, “yo, can I get a puff?”

Marcus smacked his hand, “man, you want to go back to jail or some shit?  You’re one year off man, just wait.”

Darius sighed and crossed his arms unhappily.

“So, a couple weeks back, or maybe it was a month ago?  I was sitting at the pool, just enjoying the sun,” Willis started his tale.

“Complete naked too, don’t forget that shit,” Marcus laughed.

“Yeah, yeah, fine, completely naked.  Shit, it’s our home, I should do whatever I want with that privacy.  Anyway, I was laying there when I heard something outside the fence.  I go out and there’s Karen, next to this big boulder, on her ass.”

“She trip on that shit or something?”  Darius asked.

“Nah, I’m pretty sure she was peeking over the fence, getting a view of this, right here,” Willis responded proudly.

“You serious?!”  Darius said.

“For sure man.  She apparently locked herself out of her own house.  I don’t even know that still happens nowadays.  But she even forgot her phone, left it in the house that she wasn’t able to get into,” Willis continued.

“Nah, nah, nah, come on, that’s some bullshit!”  Jamal laughed, waving his hands.

“Yeah, I’m with Jamal, that is ridiculous,” Dwayne agreed.

Willis raised an eyebrow as he glared at them.  “So what?  You all think I’m making this shit up right now?  Like, I made this shit up to talk to Marcus about, and now I’m replaying it to you for what?  Kicks?”

Dwayne eyed his older brother, he’d rarely seen him heated.  “You’re serious?”

“Look, if you all think I’m making this shit up, then why don’t you go back over there and keep talking about that nerdy shit.  When you’re done, come on back and tell us what we need to do so I can work on the development side and Marcus can work on the marketing.  Until then, we are going to have our own conversation, like we originally were,” Willis answered coldly.

Jamal, Darius and Tyrone began to turn but Dwayne shook his head.  “He’s serious guys.  Let’s hear the rest.”

“What?”  Jamal questioned.

“Look man, my brother doesn’t get this angry or upset about most things in life.  The fact that he thinks, that we think he’s lying, and that’s making him get all heated...  That’s a sign, he’s telling the truth,” Dwayne explained.

“No fucking way...”  Darius whispered.

“So, you all going to shut the fuck up now?”  Willis asked.

“Go on, tell the rest of your tale,” his younger brother responded.

“Good.  So where was I?  Yeah, she was outside the fence and I brought her back to the pool.  Let her use my phone to call whoever she needed to.  I was surprised she even remembered her husband’s phone number.”

“She’s like 40 right?  She was around back when you had to remember digits,” Dwayne said with a small smirk.

“Yeah, whatever.  So I only had this towel around my waist and I did a little, y’know, movement to give her a couple of glimpses of the beast.  Made sure she got a couple of glances, get that heart rate going.”

All of the others laughed.  “He got that from me,” Marcus said proudly.

“Whatever man.  I got the slip and slide from you not the glimpses bruh,” Willis laughed.  “So yeah, next thing I know, she goes and tosses my phone on the fucking ground.”

“What?!”  The others responded.

“Well, maybe not tosses but like she falls or some shit, and the phone goes flying.  Breaks the screen.  Look at this shit,” Willis said as he pulled out his phone to show it off.  “So I go and say it’s all right but then when I try to help her up, the towel... y’know, comes off, by accident,” he continued with a wink.

“Oh shit, damn dawg!”  Darius laughed.

“So after she gets a real good look, I try to cover myself up.  I tell her I’m a bit sad about the broken phone but that it’s all right.  But she got that southern hospitality and offers to get this beast down.  To pay back for breaking the phone too.”

“You were fucking hard?!”  Tyrone asked, stunned.

“Shit, you would be too if you saw her.”

“You going to tell them about the foot stuff?  Getting a foot job?”  Marcus teased.

“Bruh, why you gotta keep saying that man?  I’m telling you, it ain’t weird,” Willis replied.

“Foot fetish?  Damn man, I’m right there with you.  Woman with beautiful feet... Mmm...”  Darius agreed as he rubbed his hands together.  “I love it when they got like bright red polish.”  The others fell silent as they stared at him.  “What?  Man, whatever.  Don’t knock that shit,” he continued.

“That’s right youngblood, don’t let these fools mess with you,” Willis said.  “So yeah, after that, it was the slip and slide, y’know?  Just gliding, not going in, just sliding.”

“Oh shit, here they come,” Jamal warned as he nodded his head upwards at the field.

Ryan and Turner were carrying a couple of plastic bags and walking over.  Willis shrugged and continued on.  “I just won’t mention names, all right?  So yeah, I keep teasing her, just rubbing this shit up and down until finally, she slides down on it.”

“Damn!”  Jamal exclaimed.

“Like raw?!”  Darius questioned.

“Nah, nah, had to wear a rubber.  That was the only way she even let me do the sliding,” Willis answered.

Ryan got close and smiled as he put down a bag, followed by Turner.  “Whew!  Sorry, I didn’t mean to overhear but you were wearing a rubber?  You meet someone already?”

Willis smirked, “yeah, you could say that.”

“Nice.  Was she hot?”  Ryan inquired, trying to fit in with the group.

“Oh yeah, absolutely perfect.  She knew how to handle what I got.”

“Very nice!  You know, girls out here in Austin, they can be crazy sometimes, got to watch out,” Ryan responded.

“You already got a girl though right?  Katlyn?”  Marcus asked.

“Hm?  Yeah, yeah, of course.  Like, I’m not sleeping around, I just uh, like, from what I hear from my brothers at the frat.”

“Well yeah, I was just telling these guys about a nice lady I met.  I’m sure she had the time of her life,” Willis said.

Ryan nodded along with the others.  “I’ll be honest guys, I’ve never been with a woman of color.  Was it any different?”

Willis tilted his head, “what?  You think I was talking about a black girl?”

Ryan looked around nervously as he nodded, “sorry, was that offensive?”

“Offensive?  No!  You youngbloods these days always getting upset over something someone says.  Like damn, sticks and stones.  But nah, wasn’t a black girl.  Beautiful white lady, blonde hair, amazing body,” Willis said, describing Ryan’s girlfriend’s mom.

“Oh wow, didn’t think...  I mean, like, I’ve always heard from girls that they wouldn’t...  Like, you know, sleep with a black guy,” Ryan said, trying to be careful with his words.

Marcus laughed, “that’s what they say, but not what they do!  Ha, ha, ha!”

Ryan laughed along, still feeling a bit nervous.  Turner remained quiet as he handed out drinks.  “All right, so after this, we back in the field right?”

“Hell yeah,” Tyrone responded.

Turner sighed and nodded as he took a long sip of his drink.  This was going to be a long day for him.  He was actually fantasizing about being back at home, playing Call of Duty or some other game in his air conditioned room.


[image: ]




Chapter 36

[image: ]

Sharon paced around her house, looking for some paperwork that Dwayne could sign if he accepted the location she had planned.  She hoped that Greg would keep Randy busy enough while she convinced Dwayne.  As she dug through some papers on her desk, she heard the front door open and close.

“Turner, is that you?”  Sharon called out as she grabbed the papers she needed and walked out to see her son.

“Uh yeah,” Turner replied.

“What in the world?  Turner!  What in the hell happened to you?”  Sharon questioned as she rushed down the hall towards him.

“Uh, nothing mom, I’m fine.”

“My goodness!  What happened to your clothes?  Were you out playing with those black boys again?!”  Sharon asked, her voice almost a growl.

“Yeah, the Jones brothers and their friends,” Turner answered.

“I thought they left?”

“They did but they’re back.  I guess they might be planning on staying in this area,” Turner informed.

“What?!  More of them in this area?  How are they even going to afford to live in Rollingwood?”

Turner shrugged, “maybe they’ll stay downtown.”

“Even the city is extremely expensive.  What kind of jobs do they have?  Are they selling drugs or something?”

“Mom, come on, no.  I mean, I don’t think so.  One of them is from Stanford.”

Sharon’s eyes widened at his words, “Stanford University?!  Or he just lives in the Stanford area?”

“University.  He graduated.”

“And the other two?  Don’t tell me they went to Cornell and Harvard or something,” Sharon said with a small sigh.

“Uh, no, one of them just recently finished their first term with the Army and the other uh...”  Turner hesitated as he looked towards the ground.

“And the other?  What?”  Sharon pressed.

“I heard he just got out of jail.”

Sharon rolled her eyes and nodded, “I knew it.  See, that sounds more right.  What did he do wrong?”

“Uh, I don’t know, I didn’t ask.”

“Watch yourself Turner!  For all you know, he’s some common gangbanger and you might be caught in the crossfire,” Sharon warned.

“Mom, I don’t think he’s that kind of guy, like he wasn’t carrying no gun or something.”

Sharon sighed and shook her head, “come on, let’s get a bandaid on that mark.  And some medicine, don’t need you having a scar on your forehead.  Go on, git!  To the bathroom, now!”

Turner sighed and walked down the hall to the bathroom.  He hated being treated like some kind of child.  She still made him feel like some kind of child even though he was basically an adult now at eighteen.

“Seriously, I can do this myself,” Turner whined.

“Sure you can.  But you ain’t going to do it correctly if you do.  Now go on!  Why are you walking so slow?  And stop slouching, straighten up that back like a man!  After this, I need to go track down Dwayne but while I’m there I’m going to be giving them a stern talking to.  Who are the ones that did this to you?  Was it Marcus or Willis?  Or Dwayne?!”

Turner rolled his eyes as he walked into the bathroom and opened the top drawer, taking out the medicine and handing it to his mother.  “It wasn’t any of the Jones brothers.  It was their friends, mostly Darius and Jamal, they were covering me during touch football.”

Sharon put some medicine on the wound on her son’s forehead.  He flinched slightly with pain.  “Sit still!  Darius and Jamal huh?  And touch football?  Last I checked, you don’t tackle people in that game,” she said with anger.

“It was more of an accident, I kind of came to a complete stop and they were rushing towards me,” Turner replied.

“Regardless, they should be smart enough to avoid you,” Sharon responded as she finished putting medicine on the wound and carefully placed a band-aid on it.  “Are they staying at the Jones family’s home?”

“Uh, I guess?  I mean, they might be there, but I’m not sure,” Turner replied.

“But you don’t think they went out somewhere?”

Turner shrugged, “honestly, I don’t know.  They didn’t seem all that tired out after the game.  They might be somewhere playing basketball maybe.”

Sharon gritted her teeth, her son was so useless sometimes.  “Well, you need to stop this nonsense.”

“Well, like, you and dad are always telling me to go out and stop playing video games at home.  So, is this your blessing for me to no longer go out?  Because I’m good with that,” Turner replied.

“You’re eighteen now Turner, and you sure as hell won’t be living here much longer, so you can do whatever you want. 

Turner let out another sigh, her words were saying one thing, but her actions were not aligned with them.  Telling him he can do whatever he wanted to but then forcing him to go to the bathroom so that she could put medicine on his wound and a band-aid.  A part of him wanted to point this out but he knew that she would only just get angered by it.

“Okay, well, I’m just gaming then.”

“Don’t forget the last half of that statement honey, when you are no longer living here.  If you are still under this roof, then no, you ain’t gaming all day,” Sharon responded.

“So... I should go out and play football and stuff with Ryan and the Jones brothers?”

“Or, you could just go out with Ryan and maybe find yourself a nice, proper, young woman to settle down with,” Sharon suggested.

“Settle down with?  I am not getting married young,” Turner replied.

“Suit yourself.  Better to find someone while you’re young.  It only get harder as you get older, unless you plan on being rich.  Then it doesn’t matter if you’re bald, out of shape or even ugly, cause money talks, everything else walks,” Sharon said with a small smile.

“Like dad?”  Turner asked, his voice low.

He instantly regretted it as he saw a look of scorn on his mother’s face.  Her emerald eyes glued to him.  “Excuse me?”  She questioned, her voice like a razor blade.

Turner gulped and shook his head, “uh... um... nothing.”

“Look, your father was extremely fit and handsome when I first met him.  Sure, he’s gained a bit of weight since, and his once fiery red hair is now white, but that comes with age,” she explained.

“Okay, okay, fine.”

“Well, I’m going to go have a chat with the Jones brothers and, what did you say the names of the ones who did this to you were?”  Sharon questioned.

“Mom, it’s fine, no talk is needed, really,” Turner whined.

“Turner O’Connor, do not make me repeat myself young man!”

“Agh...  Fine, Darius and Jamal, okay?”  He sighed.

Sharon nodded as she pulled out a notepad and a pen.  She wrote their names down before turning and heading out of the house.  Her plans already involved going to visit Dwayne so she figured she would knock two birds out with one stone.  Though, she’d have to take it a bit lighter, as she also didn’t want to lose Dwayne’s business.

Before she got in her car, her phone buzzed, and she glanced down, it was Sophia.  She tilted her head as she got into the driver’s side seat and answered, “Sophia?  Everything okay?”  She asked. 

“Oh, of course.  Do you think I only call when there’s a problem?”  Sophia laughed on the other end.

“Well, you ain’t got the habit of calling out of the blue,” Sharon replied, half-jokingly.

“I’m about to head into the all natural grocery place you talked about a couple of months ago.  I remember I had this um... like sauce?  Is that what it is in English?  The thing you used for your chips and tacos,” Sophia responded.

“Salsa?  Or dip?”

“Oh, maybe it was salsa.  It had like a tanginess to it but it was still really spicy, do you remember that?”  Sophia asked.

Sharon tilted her head side to side as she tried to recall what Sophia was talking about.  “Honey, I can barely remember what I did a week ago, asking about a salsa from months ago is really asking a lot from me,” she laughed.

There was an audible sigh on the other end.  “Oh, that’s my fault.  I’ve been meaning to ask but I kept forgetting.  Ugh...  It was on the tip of my tongue a couple of weeks ago and then Melissa had to go and share that nude photo.  That completely messed with me.”

Sharon smirked, it had messed with her as well.  She kept looking at the photo whenever she had the urge to masturbate.  It only heightened her lust.  “You’re telling me.”

“Well, okay, I was hoping you knew.  Johnny really liked it and I was going to surprise him with a Taiwanese dish but fusion style with Tex-Mex,” Sophia informed.

“Sounds... kind of weird.  Well, it was probably some kind of ghost pepper with pineapple combo salsa.  That was something we liked for a while, but for some reason we kind of stopped getting it.  Maybe we went with something lighter?  Well, regardless, look for something that has pineapple and a pepper that’s on the spicier side.  Like jalapeno, habanero or ghost pepper,” Sharon replied.  “You surprising him for some special date?”  She further inquired.

“Uh, kind of.  Our anniversary is coming up and I thought I could make something special for the night.”

“That’s gutsy, spicy food on an anniversary.  I mean, if you were planning on going hog wild, spicy ain’t going to be fun,” Sharon laughed.

Sophia laughed along with her, “it’s fine.  I’m Asian, we thrive on spicy food.  It’ll get Johnny worked up even before we go in bed.  But okay, I’ll look around for something with pineapple and a spicier pepper.  Thanks Sharon!”

“Of course!  I’ll see you around!”  Sharon said as she hung up and pressed the garage door opener.
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Sophia sighed and hopped out of her SUV, glancing around to confirm that she had parked correctly between the lines.  She was still not used to the width of their new family  SUV, it was wider than the car they used to own.  It was a bit closer to the parking line on the driver’s side but she was still within her boundaries.  She headed into the all natural and organic market.

It was full of shoppers, a lot more than she had expected as she navigated through the somewhat narrow aisles to get the groceries she needed.  Johnny didn’t care much for this particular market because it didn’t have the snacks that he enjoyed, things like Cheetos or Takos.  However, he did like the salsa that he had at Sharon’s and had asked about it occasionally, though not recently.  Sophia figured he had already forgotten about it, but if she could get the flavor mixed into her dish, she thought it would be a nice surprise for him.

As she pushed her cart through the aisles, her mind wandered a bit.  She wondered what surprise her husband had in store for her on their anniversary.  Their last one, or actually, their last couple, he had obviously forgotten about.  His so-called “surprises” were lame and looked like last minute purchases.  A pair of diamond earrings from Costco of all places on one year, and a watch, something she never wore, on the following anniversary.  She had tried to take it in stride but this upcoming one was for their 15th anniversary, something she had considered very special.

“Ma’am, may I help you?”  One of the workers asked as he stocked some items.

“Hm?  Uh, maybe?  I’m looking for a salsa with pineapple that’s also spicy,” Sophia responded.

The worker scratched his chin as he looked up and then at the other end of the aisle as if he were lost.  Sophia momentarily thought that maybe he was actually a customer that was asking if she needed help.  He pulled something out of his pocket, a little notepad, and rummaged through the pages.

“Sorry ma’am, I’m still new, learning the ropes around here,” he explained as he flipped back and forth.

“Oh, it’s okay, if you don’t know, that’s fine, I can keep looking around.”

He shook his head, “no ma’am, I can find it, please, let me help.  I’m looking to get a good score during this trial period.”

“Trial period?”

“Yeah,” he replied, his voice a hush, “they have this trial period for new folks and if I don’t meet the cut, I’m out.”

“That’s... strange.  I’d never heard of that,” Sophia replied.

“Yeah, it’s some kind of new thing so that they can show up as having top notch customer service.  A little overkill if you ask me, especially for a supermarket,” he replied as he stopped flipping pages.

“Well yes, and there’s a labor shortage isn’t there?”

“Exactly!  Anyway, salsa is in aisle eight, which is three down that way,” he informed as he pointed.  “And uh, as for the particular salsa you’re looking for, there’s a pineapple habanero salsa from Simple Truth.  It’s more on the milder side though, at least in my opinion.”

“Hm, not one that’s more on the spicier side?”  Sophia inquired.

He tilted his head from side to side as he thought about it.  “No ma’am, not a salsa that I would know of.  There is a ghost pepper pineapple sauce but it’s not a salsa,” he answered.

“Really?  So what it is it?”

“A sauce, like you would put on uh, like chicken or uh, like beef?”  He replied, unsure of his own answers.

“How about tacos?  Or burritos?”

“Uh... yeah, I guess it could go well with those,” he answered.

“Have you tried the sauce?”

He shook his head as he responded, “no, sorry, I’m more of a tabasco person for tacos and burritos.”

Sophia nodded as she wondered if maybe it was a sauce and not a salsa.  Maybe that was why Sharon wasn’t entirely sure what she had been asking about.  “Where would that sauce be?”  She inquired.

He began flipping through his notepad again, and paused on a specific page.  “Uh...  Let’s see, that sauce would be aisle nine, so yeah, the one right after the salsa.”

Sophia nodded, “well, thank you!  Maybe I’ll have to get both and do a taste test.”

“Well, if you end up not liking one, we do have a great return policy you can take advantage of,” he suggested.

“Oh no, I’m not going to return an opened salsa or sauce.  That’s wasteful.  I’ll figure out a way to use them.  Thank you for your time,” she replied as she smiled and headed down the aisle.

“You’re welcome!”

Sophia wandered down and turned, heading towards aisle eight.  She looked down each of the aisles as she made her way there.  As she turned the corner to the aisle she wanted, her cart slammed into something and she stopped immediately.

“Oof!” 

“Oh no!  I’m so sorry!”  Sophia apologized as she pulled her cart back and looked at who or what she had hit.

It was a short and stocky black man, wide and built with massive muscles.  He reminded her of Marcus, just a little shorter and he wasn’t bald.  He had a small bit of curly hair on top with the rest faded in from the sides and back. 

“No problem ma’am,” he said with a heavy Southern accent, much more so than any Texan she had run into.  “Are you okay?”  He asked.

Sophia nodded nervously, she was still not used to the sight of a black man in this particular area.  “Uh, yes, sorry, I should’ve been looking where I was going.”

“Mrs. Sun?” 

Sophia tilted her head to look behind the massive frame of the stocky black man.  She noticed a familiar black man straightening from behind as he carried a jar that he had found on the bottom shelf.  “Oh... Darren!”

“Dwayne,” he corrected with a smile.

“Oh, sorry, that’s what I meant to say, I don’t know why I said Darren,” she apologized, feeling her face turn hot as she blushed with embarrassment.

“It’s okay Mrs. Sun, people call me all kinds of wrong names.  Wayne, Daryl, I think you’re the second or third person to call me Darren,” he laughed.

“Oh no, that shouldn’t be happening.  I’m really sorry about that!”

“Really, it’s okay,” Dwayne replied.

“So you and Dwayne know each other huh?  You just graduate from high school too?”  Jamal asked.

“High school?  What?  Oh no, that’s silly!”  Sophia laughed as she shook her head and waved one hand.  “I’m a friend of his neighbor’s.  I live around this area and I graduated from high school 15 years ago, a couple of months before I got married.”

Jamal’s eyes widened as he looked her up and down, “no way you’re saying you’re over 30?  Impossible!”

“Thank you for the kind words, but yes, I am over 30, 33 to be exact,” Sophia responded. 

“Damn!  No fucking way,” Jamal gasped.  “Oh, sorry for the language,” he immediately apologized as he glanced around.  “Well, I’m Jamal.  I work for Dwayne now, at least part-time while I consider what to do about my future,” he introduced as he stuck out a massive hand.

Sophia gulped and shook it, her hand practically disappearing in his palm.  He was shorter than Dwayne but still taller than her.  “Oh, nice to meet you.  I’m Sophia.  No need to call me Mrs. Sun, unless you’re a teacher at my son’s school.”

Jamal finished shaking her hand and tilted his head, his eyes widening again.  “You have a son?  Wow!”

“Two actually...”

“TWO?  With that bod?  Damn...”  He responded.  “I mean no disrespect, I am just amazed by how young you look,” Jamal continued.

Dwayne rolled his eyes and lightly smacked him on the back of the head.  “I’m sorry Mrs. Sun, I mean, Sophia, he just finished active duty and is getting readjusted to civilian life.  I’m guessing he didn’t have much in etiquette training while he was in the Army.”

Sophia nodded, “oh, Army.  That’s why you are so buff.”

Jamal laughed, almost instinctively flexing a bit, “yeah, I like to keep in shape.  Never know when the enemy is going to show up at your doorstep, you know?”

“Uh, well thank you for your service,” she replied.

“Oh yeah, anytime.  If you ever need service, let me know,” Jamal said with a wink.

Sophia felt a bit uneasy as she tried to avoid eye contact with him.  As her eyes ducked down, she glanced at his crotch.  Immediately an image of Marcus in the nude flashed before her eyes.  The picture Melissa had sent was messing with her head again and she quickly looked away.  She did wonder though, was Jamal just as big?

“Are you from this area?”  She asked, trying to change the subject.

“Me?  Nah, I’m from Arkansas, good ol’ Little Rock, or at least on the outskirts of it.  Always wanted to see the larger world but school just wasn’t the way for me.  When the military came calling and recruiting at my high school, I hopped right on.  It’s been a pretty damn good experience, got to visit lots of countries, some great, some...”  He paused as he closed his eyes, recalling the moments.  “Bad.  Like real bad.  But you know, you gotta persevere, be strong,” he replied.

Sophia nodded as she glanced around.  She still felt a little unsafe around them, even though she didn’t really need to.  It was her upbringing and what her parents had drilled into her head.  She had grown up learning about black people mainly through television shows or through the lens of Hollywood.  In Taiwan, she had grown to fear black people as being thugs or gangsters.  No matter how many years she had lived in the States, it was hard for her to change that perception.

As an awkward silence filled the air, a familiar voice sounded to the side.  “Sophia?”

She turned her head to see Karen walking by with a basket in hand.  Sophia smiled and waved, happy to find a way out of the situation without it being too awkward.  “Karen!  I didn’t know you shopped in this area!”

The blonde housewife smiled as she glanced at Jamal and then Dwayne.  “I occasionally come here.  Dwayne!  I haven’t seen you in a bit, howdy!  How are you?”

Dwayne smiled, “doing great Mrs. Jensen.”

“Hi, I’m Jamal, I work for Dwayne.”

Karen nodded and shook his hand, eyeing him up and down.  “You work for Dwayne?  Really?  You look more like you work out with Marcus,” she laughed.

Jamal smiled and crossed his arms.  “Nah, no way he can keep up with me.  He’s just all show, a bodybuilder.  I’m built for the real thing, I know how to use these guns,” he said with a chuckle.

“Really now?  What, are you some kind of fighter?”  Karen asked.

“Warrior ma’am, good ol’ U.S. Army,” he replied proudly.

“Army?  Wow!  And that accent...  New Orleans?”

“Nah ma’am, a little place called Little Rock,” Jamal answered with a smirk.

“Oh, and what are you doing here?  Stationed in Camp Mabry?”  Karen inquired.

“You know you’re camps,” he replied, surprised.  “I’m actually done with my first duty, debating on going back but this guy over here,” he continued as he tapped Dwayne, “thinks it’s a better idea for me to work for him.”

“Well thank you for your service.”

Before Jamal could reply, Dwayne shook his head and interrupted, “come on Jamal, I think it’s time we head out.”

“Man, really?  I’m just getting to know these beautiful ladies,” Jamal complained. 

Both Karen and Sophia glanced at one another, blushing at his comment.  Karen eyed Jamal a bit more, he was definitely a little bulkier than Marcus but shorter.  She wondered if his manhood matched that of Marcus as she glanced down at his crotch momentarily, feeling the lips of her sex grow warm at the thought.

“Well, it really was nice meeting y’all.  If y’all ever need any assistance with anything, and I mean anything, let me know.  I’m pretty good at solving lots of problems,” he said with a small wink.

Karen tilted her head slightly at his words.  Something about the way he stressed the word ‘anything’ worried her a bit.  She wondered if he knew about her little fling with Willis.

“Sorry, he’s a real horndog.  One of the unfortunate outcomes of being cooped up in a barracks year after year with men,” Dwayne apologized as he noticed the slight look of concern on Karen’s face.

“What?  I wasn’t saying nothing bad,” Jamal said as Dwayne gently nudged him forward.

Karen felt a tingle run through her as Jamal brushed by her.  Even with the lightest touch, she could feel that he was built as if he were molded by steel.  She sucked in her lips as she felt the tingling sensation work its way between her legs.

As the two black men left, Sophia let out a small sigh of relief.  “Thank goodness you ran into me.  I still don’t feel comfortable around people like them,” she whispered.

“You still scared of black people?”  Karen responded.

“I mean, it’s just... Well, I guess scared is the right word.”

“Oh please, so far they seem like nice people, harmless really,” Karen replied as she glanced back at Jamal and Dwayne.

She hadn’t noticed before but Dwayne was surprisingly well built.  He seemed like a well balanced version of Willis and Marcus combined.  Tall but not too wide, yet muscular, obviously athletic, more like someone who ran track but with a bit more muscles.

“Well, not harmless to my property value,” Sophia grumbled under her breath.

Karen was far too busy staring at Jamal and Dwayne, almost salivating at the sight.  She felt her heart pump faster as she wondered if either of them were like Willis.  Her mind flashed back to when she was at the pool, riding atop Willis and his fat black cock.  “Mmm...’  She moaned softly.

“Uh...  Are you okay?”  Sophia asked as she tapped her blonde friend on the shoulder.

Karen quickly turned and blinked a couple of times, getting her mind back on track.  “Hm?  Oh yeah, I was just remembering that I needed to get some chocolate,” she blurted.

“Chocolate?  Is there a particular chocolate that’s good here?”  Sophia inquired.

“Huh?  Uh, yeah?  I’m not sure, I’ll probably just grab something that looks good.”

“Oh, okay.  Oh hey, do you remember that get-together Sharon had at her place a couple of months ago?”  Sophia asked.

“Hm...  I think so?  I guess vaguely?”

“Do you remember there being this sauce, or salsa that was spicy and sweet?”

Karen raised an eyebrow as she tilted her head, looking up as she tried to recall the event.  “Um...  There was a lot of stuff to eat there...”

“I remember it being next to the meats,” Sophia informed.

“Oh... then I don’t think I would know, I’ve been trying to avoid red meat for the last year,” Karen replied.  “I only eat tiny amounts of it.”

Sophia sighed as she slumped against her cart, “shoot.”

“Why?”

“There was this sweet and spicy sauce that Johnny really loved.  He was raving about it for weeks until we went to a Brazilian steakhouse.”

“Fogo?”  Karen asked.

Sophia nodded, “yup, that’s the one.  But yeah, our anniversary is coming up and I wanted to make him something special.  I figured having that sauce or salsa or whatever it was, would surprise him.  But I cannot remember much about it.  I talked to a worker in another aisle and he got me more confused, whether it was salsa or a sauce.”

“Do you really think your husband will remember?  I mean, as long as it’s close enough, he’ll probably love it,” Karen replied.  “Oh, and early congratulations.”

Sophia smiled meekly, “thank you!  Hopefully he remembers this year.  It’ll be our 15th anniversary.”

“Wow, 15 years?  You got married young, I completely forgot,” Karen commented.

“It definitely doesn’t feel like it’s been that long though.  Well, I guess I’ll be off.  Any plans for the upcoming weekend?”

“Mm...  Not at the moment but I think I’ll have to think of something.  Katlyn will be out again and Harold is still bar hopping with baseball in full swing.  I’ll have to find ways to entertain myself,” she replied as she thought about Willis.

“Oh, well, if you need company, feel free to text me!  I’ll see you later!”  Sophia said as she headed down the aisle.

“Bye sweetie!”  Karen replied as she continued down her own path.

Jamal smirked and rubbed his hands together as he sauntered down with Dwayne.  “Damn yo, was that her?  The woman Willis was talking about?”

“Keep it down,” Dwayne warned as he glanced around.

“Man, he’s one lucky motherfucker... literally!”  Jamal laughed, drawing the attention of some passerbyers who glared at him.

“Jamal!  Seriously.  Tone.  It.  Down.”  Dwayne warned again.  “Don’t be a stereotype, especially not in this area.”

“Aight man, I got you.  So that was her, right?”  Jamal replied, much calmer and quieter than before.

“Yes, that would be.”

“Mm... mm... mm... I’m so jealous of Willis man.  Wow...  I got to say though, the way she was looking me up and down...”

Dwayne smirked, “don’t do anything stupid.  I’m not so sure Willis is the sharing is caring kind of guy.”

“Man, come on man, he’s your brother, let him know I’m a good guy,” Jamal replied with a small chuckle.  “Or man...  How about that Asian lady, wow...  She Chinese?”

“No, Taiwanese.”

“Man, same thing dawg.”

Dwayne sighed as he turned down an aisle.  “Jamal, they’re not the same.  You were in the Army, this should be part of the basics they teach you.  The two countries are worlds apart.”

“Whatever brain man.  I wouldn’t mind running into her again...”

“Well, if you do, tone it down.  You’re going to get arrested acting like that,” Dwayne warned as he looked along some shelves.

“Aight, I’ll be careful,” Jamal responded.

“Okay, I think I’ve got everything I need.  Let’s head out,” Dwayne said.
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Sharon took a deep breath as she stared out her passenger side window.  The long slightly uphill driveway of the Jones family looked daunting for some reason.  She actually felt nervous as she gripped tightly onto her steering wheel.  It was strange, she didn’t quite understand what she was nervous for, it was just going to be another deal to sell some commercial real estate, she thought to herself.

“Come on, snap out of it,” she whispered to herself.

She had to find a way to sound respectful while giving Jamal and Darius a lesson for being so rough with her son.  At the same time, she had to try to sell Dwayne on a piece of commercial real estate that he could use for his business.  While Randy hadn’t directly told her it was Dwayne, she was more than confident that she was right.

“Damn Melissa,” she said as she pulled out her phone and opened up the group text, scrolling up to load the nude image of Marcus.  “Dagnabbit...  If only Turner weren’t home,” she complained to herself as the lips of her sex quivered wildly.  The last time she had tried to satiate her lust, her son had interrupted at possibly the worst moment.

After taking a good, long look, she took a deep breath, put her phone into her purse and opened the driver’s side door.  A loud honk made her pause and freeze as a car drove by.  It could have easily side swiped her door if she had opened it fully.  Whoever was driving stuck their hand out and gave her the middle finger.

“Well, fuck you too!”  She said angrily.

As the car continued on, she slammed her own door, glaring off into the distance.  She pulled back her fiery red, slightly curly hair and tied it into a ponytail before pulling up her sleeves a bit and starting on up the driveway.  Her heels clacked loudly as she made her way up and she could hear laughter from the garage along with loud rap music.

“How typical,” she said to herself as she continued her way up the driveway.

“Nah man, you can’t squat that much young blood!!” 

“What are you talking about?  This?  Come on man, I could do this in my sleep!”

“You’re going to hurt your back.  Your form was horrible too!”

Sharon’s heart raced as she heard their loud voices.  She wasn’t sure who was talking with who but as she got closer, she began to see some familiar faces, Marcus and Willis.  Along with them were two other black men, most likely Darius and Jamal, she thought.  Her eyes darted around, seeing if Dwayne was anywhere near the area.

“I’m in here having sex, I ain’t in here making love!”  Marcus sang along while dancing, bobbing up and down with one arm in the air.

“Man, what is this shit, Fiddy?  Come on, get with the times, where the Drake or Kendrick Lamar at?”  One of the other black men laughed.

“Man, young blood!  This is the classics man!”  Marcus laughed.

As the tapping of Sharon’s heels got close, they all stopped and looked over, eyeing her up and down.  She felt a strange tingle run down her body as she looked back at them.

“Hi!”  Willis greeted as he stepped forward, towering over everyone.  “It was Sharon, right?”

She nodded as she got to the entrance of the open garage door.  “Yep, that’d be me.  Hi Willis, Marcus.”

“Always a pleasure to see a beautiful friendly face,” Willis complimented as he tilted his head down towards her.

Sharon was about five foot seven and even with her heels on, she felt short compared to him.  One of the other black men she wasn’t familiar with stood up and smiled while Marcus turned down the music.  “Hi there, I’m Darius.”

“Oh... You’re Darius huh?  And I’m guessing you’re Jamal?”  Sharon started as she glanced over at the other black man.

“Uh...”

Before he could respond she raised a finger and shook her head.  “Both of you should really tone it down when you play touch football.  Y’all do know you’re not supposed to actually tackle and shove, right?  I saw the bruising you gave my son.  I can’t have him out there getting beat up, so I need y’all to tone it down,” she continued in a stern voice.

“Your son?”  Darius asked, confused.

“Turner.  Turner O’Connor.  I know you two are the main culprits, Darius, Jamal.  Hell hath no fury like a mother scorned, y’all understand?!”  Sharon responded, her voice rising just a little bit as she felt a heat of anger.

Darius raised his hands and nodded, “heard ma’am, absolutely.”

Marcus walked over and smacked Darius on the back of the head, a loud smack echoing in the garage.  “See?  I told you to stop that shit when we were playing.  I’m really sorry about that Mrs. O’Connor, he thinks he’s some kind of football star.”

Willis lightly punched the other black man on the arm.

“Ow!  Yo!  What was that for?!”

“Pass that shit on to Jamal,” Willis laughed.

Sharon’s jaw dropped as she looked at them, confusion on her face.  “Wait...  You’re...  You’re not Jamal?!”

“Nah ma’am,” the man said as he stood up, rubbing his arm and glaring at Willis.  “I’m Tyrone.  But I’ll make sure Jamal gets the message,” he introduced.

Sharon’s cheeks felt red hot, feeling embarrassed.  “Oh no!  I’m... Wow, I’m so sorry!  I shouldn’t have assumed you were Jamal!  Turner didn’t tell me there was another one of you.”

All four black men looked at her as an awkward silence filled the air.  Tyrone tilted his head, “another one of us?  You mean, he didn’t tell you there was another person, I’m assuming?”

“Uh, yes, another person.  Sorry, poor choice of words there,” Sharon apologized, feeling even more embarrassed.

“It’s all good Mrs. O’Connor, we know what you meant,” Willis said as he stepped forward.  “Outside of teaching these young idiots a lesson, anything else we can help you with?”  He asked.

“Oh, um, yes, is Dwayne around?”  Sharon asked.

“Dwayne?  Shit, he do something wrong too?”  Marcus asked.

“What?  No!  Nothing of the sort.  I had heard through the grapevine that he might be looking for some space for his business.”

“Yeah, we’re looking for a spot.  Business has been good so far and we got more employees, and working from this place isn’t the best.  Pops always gets on us for being too loud when he is home,” Marcus replied.

“We’ve been lucky with him being out for business and vacation but he’ll probably be back for longer periods eventually.  But, on top of that, never good for our customers to see that we’re working out of some home at this point in this company’s trajectory.  Am I right there, Tyrone?”  Willis informed.

He nodded, “yeah, with where we’re headed, we can’t look like some amateur shop.  The crypto space is confusing for the average customer and if we looked like a poorly run shop from someone’s home, it’s not going to instill confidence.”

“Wow...  I mean, I get it.  My own little real estate business needed to grow and I got a nice little office in downtown.  So... Is he around?”  Sharon asked again.

“Nah, little bro went to get some groceries,” Marcus answered.

He was wearing the tightest of tight white shirts that clung to every fiber of his being.  Sharon couldn’t help but let her eyes roam around his frame.  The nude picture of him flashed before her eyes and she could envision his thick black member hanging low against one of his legs in his sports shorts.  She wanted to step close and run her fingers on his body, just to feel it.

“Shoot...  Will he be back soon?”  Sharon inquired.

“Uh... He’s going somewhere after the grocery.  Yo, Darius, you remember where he’s headed?”  Marcus asked, turning to the side.

Sharon’s eyes glazed over a bit as she admired his frame from this new angle.  She couldn’t help but nibble on her lower lip gently.  Her crotch grew warmer and warmer.

“Yeah, we’re going to that mall, with them headsets again.  The virtual thing?”  Darius answered.

“The virtual thing?  Oh, at the Domain!  Shit, I forgot the name, hold up, let me Google it,” Marcus said.

Sharon shook her head, getting out of her own little zone as she heard their words.  “Oh, I know what you’re talking about.  The Sandbox, I helped the owner with that.  Do you happen to know when he’ll be there?”

“Yeah, I’m supposed to swing by and meet him in like an hour,” Darius replied.

“An hour huh...  Okay... Okay...  That works,” Sharon said as she pulled out a notebook planner and flipped through the pages.

“What’s that?”  Darius asked.

“What do you mean what’s that?!  It’s a notebook man!”  Willis laughed.

“You don’t use your phone?”  Darius inquired.

“No, I don’t like using technology too much,” Sharon replied as she closed her book and placed it back in her purse.

“Wow, now that’s impressive,” Darius commented.

Sharon raised an eyebrow and smirked as she looked at him.  Why would I ever need to impress someone like him, she thought to herself.  “Don’t stare at screens all day, it’ll rot your brain.  That’s what I grew up with and I stick by it.  The real thing is always better,” she replied.

Darius nodded and smiled, “that’s for sure, ain’t nothing better than the real real.”

“So Sandbox in about an hour?  Dwayne should be there?”

“Yep, I can text him now if you want, have him come home,” Marcus offered.

“Oh no, no need to bother.  I need a small break anyway.  It’s been a hell of a long day,” Sharon replied.

“Hey, if you give me your number, I can text you and give you a head’s up when I’m there with Dwayne.  You know, like a confirmation that you can come on over.  Wouldn’t want to waste your time if Dwayne decides to change locations or something,” Darius suggested.

Sharon looked him up and down.  He was wearing a black tank top and some camo pants, looking like someone who wanted to be in the Army but couldn’t cut it.  Both his arms had various tattoos, and she could see the beginnings of one near his chest, just peeking out of his top.  She was worried that he was some sort of convict.

“No...  It’s okay,” she replied after some hesitation.

Yet, while one part of her was deathly afraid, there was another part, deep within, that did want his number.  The part of her that craved pleasure, that wanted to wash away the fiery storm between her legs.  She gulped and licked her lips as she tried to calm her mind, as she thought about all the interracial videos she had watched while masturbating.  Her fantasies had gotten more wild over time, and having a convict have his way with her...  She shivered briefly at the thought.

“Uh... aight, that’s fair.  You okay?  You cold?”  Darius responded as he noticed her tremble briefly.

“Hm?  Oh uh, no, I just...  I just remembered something, that’s all.  Um, well, I guess maybe I’ll run into you in a couple of hours,” Sharon said as she turned around.  “And it was nice meeting you all!”

As she hurriedly made her way down the driveway Darius rubbed his chin and smacked his lips.  “Damn...  Look at the booty on her, fuck...”

“Yeah, she’s nice, huh?”  Willis laughed.

“You see the way she was looking at us?  I can see her judging us from a mile away, like damn,” Tyrone added.  “I thought Austin was more welcoming.”

“It’s hit or miss around here, more hit than not though.  Don’t worry, I don’t think she was judging us.  The way her eyes were dancing around, I would say she was checking us out,” Willis replied.

Marcus rubbed his nose and glanced at his watch.  “Oh shit.  All right, all of you need to head on out.  I got me a workout appointment,” he informed with a huge grin.

“What?  Now?”  Willis responded, looking surprised.

“In about a half hour, but I’d rather play it safe, get your asses out of here early.”

“Wait, you talking about that Karen lady?”  Darius asked.

“Nah, that’s Willis.  Melissa is swinging by her private workout,” Marcus replied with a grin.

“Man, you got to let us in on this,” Darius requested.

“What?  Man, that’s weird man.”

“Puff, puff, pass, yo.  Share the love around dawg,” Darius said with a laugh.

“Ha, ha, ha!  Nah man, you gotta share first youngblood,” Marcus laughed as he shook his head.  After a brief pause, his face turned serious, “now get the fuck out of here.”

The others rolled their eyes and headed on out.  Marcus grinned as he lifted a couple of weights, getting himself nice and warmed up for the workout ahead.
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Melissa closed the door to her car and glanced around.  She had parked a couple of houses away from the Jones’s, to avoid any strange rumors that might spread.  After making sure there weren’t any wandering eyes, she began jogging.  She had chosen the tightest of sports bras she had, along with spandex shorts that clung to her crotch.  Her nipples clearly poked through the pink fabric above and the lips of her sex teased out from between her legs, the black spandex gripping to her.

She couldn’t help but feel excited as she jogged closer and closer towards the Jones’s garage.  When she had texted Marcus for another workout session, he was more than happy to oblige.  She had needed a small break between, her crotch had been sore for days after her first workout. 

As she closed the distance and worked her way up the driveway, she could hear the familiar clanging of weights being racked and unracked.  She gulped and slowed her steps, her heart pounding wildly as she saw him, stretching his powerful, thick arms.  The lips of her sex quivered at the sight and began to get wet.

When she got to the entrance, Marcus smirked and nodded, “hey Melissa. You’re late.”

“Marcus, sorry, I wanted to jog around the block first,” she greeted back with a smile.

She glanced back behind her, worried that someone might see her.  With Karen living next door, she was even more worried that her best friend might see, even though she had already spilled the beans.  She was actually less worried about Karen seeing her with Marcus but more about the possibility that her friend might interrupt their upcoming session.

“I’m guessing you would like the garage door closed?”  Marcus said as he stood and walked towards the door opener on the side of the wall.

“Yes please,” she replied as she stepped in, subconsciously sticking her upper body out and keeping her back straight so that her soft, supple breasts pressed against her tight fitting sports bra.

Marcus smirked as he pressed the button, the garage door smoothly going over them and then down to close the opening.  With each passing second, Melissa’s heart raced even faster.  She couldn’t believe she was back but her body needed it.  The fire in her loins had become a raging inferno after her husband had not been able to please her.

“So?  Should we start with squats?”  Marcus asked.

He took a small step back as he noticed how fast she had closed the gap between them.  Melissa reached out and rubbed her hand against his inner right thigh, teasing his hardening member.  “No warm up needed today big guy, let’s start with this,” she whispered as she gently slid her hand down the waistband of his shorts to feel his bare member.

It felt so warm against her palm, and her body trembled as she felt it stiffen at her touch.  Marcus groaned and closed his eyes as she stroked his member to life.  She grabbed his waistband with her free hand and pulled his member down, having to crouch to do so.  His big fat member grew rock hard and rigid, fully erect inches away from her face.

“Wow...  I cannot get tired of seeing this,” she whispered as she marveled at his manhood, using both her hands to stroke his member.

She was mesmerized by how his foreskin slid back and forth over the bulbous tip of his big black cock.  Her nipples perked up, straining against her tight little sports bra as she stared at his member.  A bit of his pre-cum leaked from the tip as she continued to stroke his member.  One hand was not enough to cover the full length of his rock hard manhood so she reached up with her other hand to help.

“Ah yeah... that’s good,” Marcus groaned.

“Did you get bigger since I last saw you?  My goodness,” she marveled as she paused her stroking to lift his cock upwards. 

Her left hand cupped his balls, gently massaging them as she leaned in and stuck out her tongue.  She gently licked the underside of his shaft slowly, from the base all the way up to the tip.  Her tongue circled around the head of his cock once it got there, sliding between the foreskin and the tip.  Marcus groaned louder and tilted his head back.

“Oh baby... damn...”  He grunted as he ran his thick manly fingers through her jet black hair.

She teased the tip for a little bit before making her way back down the long shaft towards his low hanging balls.  Her body was white hot with lust as she leaned in and ran her tongue along his smooth balls.  With her right hand, she began stroking his member again.

Marcus lips his lips before he gently pulled her away from his cock and up onto her feet.  “Let me see that beautiful body of yours again,” he requested.

Melissa blushed a bit as she obliged, reaching down and pulled her sports bra off first.  Her soft round breasts popped out and bounced once they were free.  Marcus leaned in and wrapped his lips around her right nipple while he gently tugged on her left nipple with one hand.  Melissa moaned and tilted her head back while she placed her fingers on the waistband of her tight spandex shorts.

As she pulled her shorts down a little, Marcus used his free hand to reach in and gently rub his fingers against her wet sex.  He pulled back for a moment, looking surprised.  “Damn!  No panties?”

“Not today,” she replied with a devious little grin.

His cock throbbed at her words and he continued sucking on one nipple.  He continued teasing her, gently rubbing his fingers against the lips of her sex.  She loved the way his fingers worked their magic, caressing the most sensitive parts of her pussy.

“Mmm... fuck yes...”  She whispered.

He crouched down and pulled her tight little shorts off.  She almost stumbled as he helped to get her shoes off, and then her spandex shorts.  He grinned as he stood back up, both of them almost completely nude.  Him, with just his sneakers and socks on, her with just her white sox.  She yelped as he wrapped his arms around her and hoisted her up.  His powerful arms easily got her legs up to his shoulders and she reached up, the tips of her fingers bracing against the ceiling of the garage.

“OH MY!  DON’T DROP ME!”  She warned.

“No need to worry about that, you’re as light as a feather,” he complimented as he finished hoisting her up onto his shoulders, her sex right at his lips.  When he spoke, his warm breath brushed against her sensitive pussy, making her shiver.  “Now, let me taste this sweet, sweet pussy again,” he continued before he pulled her in and pressed his lips against her quivering sex.

She gasped as his long, dexterous tongue slid into her, twisting upwards to hit one of her most sensitive spots.  Her arms remained in the air, her fingers still against the ceiling as she worried that she would fall.  Marcus made sure to keep his hands against her lower back, preventing her from falling backwards.

“Oh fuck...”  She whimpered as his tongue worked its magic, flicking in and out, twisting and turning, then gliding out to focus on her clit.

Her body trembled as she slowly lowered her arms.  She grew more confident in Marcus’s ability to keep her in place.  Her hands wrapped around her own breasts, squeezing them tightly as she moaned, enjoying the feeling of his tongue exploring her soaking wet sex.  She couldn’t believe how good Marcus was at pleasing her with just his tongue.

His tongue glided out and then he began lapping her pussy lips, sliding his warm tongue up and down between the lips of her sex.  Her eyes rolled back as she closed her eyes halfway, tilting her head back as the feelings of bliss rushed through her.  She wiggled her toes and squeezed her thighs together around his head.

“Oh shit... yes... yes...”  She whispered as she felt a familiar glow of warmth within her belly.

He sped up, his tongue sliding up and down, occasionally pausing to circle around her sensitive little clit.  As the warmth within her began to spread rapidly, she pinched her nipples and let out a loud moan.  “OH MY GOD!  OH FUCK!”  She gasped as she squeezed her legs shut, surprised as she climaxed from just his tongue.

Her body shivered as she squeezed her breasts harder.  She felt lightheaded as he continued to slide his tongue up and down, driving her wild.  As her climax reached its peak, her pussy clamped down tightly and he jammed his tongue right back into her.

“OH FUUUUUUUUUUCK!”  She screamed.

His tongue began to jerk around inside, twisting and exploring her tight little sex.  She squealed as she clenched her toes, reaching down with one hand to place it on the back of Marcus’s bald head.  Melissa gently moved her hips, rubbing her clit against his broad nose.

As her climax began to subside, Marcus lifted her up and then lowered her back down to the ground, near a large yoga ball.  He bent her forward, so that she was supporting her upper body on the yoga ball while her ass pointed towards his thick throbbing member.  She let out a small gasp as the cold plastic of the ball pressed against her hard, cherry red nipples.

Marcus tapped his fat cock against each ass cheeks as he admired her from behind.  He grabbed her ass and spread it open while crouching down.  His tongue circled around her tightly clenched backdoor, making her squirm.  He then worked his way back down between the lips of her sex, continuing to tease her with his marvelous tongue.  She held tightly onto the yoga ball below her as his tongue continued to glide up and down, occasionally working its way between her ass cheeks again, teasing her virgin backdoor.

“Oh... look how juicy it’s getting,” he said as he pulled up and smacked her right ass cheek.

She gasped in response, still not used to the feeling.  He rubbed two fingers against the entrance to her sex, gently caressing it before sliding them in.  His fingers bent downwards, as they glided deep inside.  Melissa shuddered as she balanced herself on the shaking ball.

“Damn, still so tight too!”  Marcus commented as he began to flick his fingers back and forth inside her.

“Mmm... Yes... Oh fuck...”  Melissa moaned.

Her hips rocked back and forth, using the ball to help with her movements.  She was amazed by Marcus, he pleased her with his tongue, now his fingers, it was all for her enjoyment.  This was something she craved, something Daniel refused to do.  As his fingers continued to slide in and out, he leaned in close, teasing her backdoor with the tip of his tongue.

She shuddered again, still not used to the feeling of something rubbing against her other hole.  It felt a bit unnatural and yet... a strange sensation of pleasure crept through her.  Coupled with his fingers sliding in and out, curving and touching her most sensitive spot, everything was on fire.

“You ready?”  Marcus teased.

“Yes...”  Melissa whispered.

“Tell me what you want.”

Melissa glanced back, a bit of confusion on her face.  “Huh?  I want that dick, hon.”

“This ain’t no dick,” Marcus replied as he pulled his fingers out and picked up his shorts, rummaging in a pocket to pull out a familiar gold foil covered rubber.  “Go on, tell me what you really want,” he continued as he opened the package.

Melissa gulped as she stared at his bobbing manhood.  It bounced up and down with his movements as he walked back towards her.  As he stretched and struggled to get his condom on, she took a deep breath and closed her eyes, “I want your cock.”

Marcus smirked as he pulled the tight condom on.  He let out a sigh and scrunched his face as he did.  “Damn, don’t know why it’s so hard to find the XL ones out here.  Fuck that feels weird,” he grunted.  He approached her from behind and tapped her ass cheeks with his cock again.

“Is this what you wanted?”  He teased as he gently rubbed the tip of his member against her soaking, quivering pussy.

“Mm... Yes!  Please!”  She pleaded.

“Brace yourself,” he warned as he slowly prodded forward, trying to slide the thick tip of his cock into her.

“OW!  OH FUCK!”  Melissa yelled as she held tightly onto the yoga ball, trying not to fall off.

Marcus struggled for a bit, trying to get his cock to fit. 

“Shit!  You’re talking about me getting bigger, I think you got tighter!”  He grunted as he held tightly onto his shaft and pushed his hips forward again.

His cock slipped upward and between her ass cheeks as her pussy clenched tightly together again.  Marcus rubbed his forehead with one arm as he let out a long breath he had been holding.  “Damn!  All right, let’s try this again,” he said as he aimed his cock back down and pressed it against her tight little pussy.  “Push your hips back,” he ordered as he moved his hips forward slowly.

Melissa did as told, using the ball below her to help roll her body back towards him.  She closed her eyes and gritted her teeth as she felt the tip of his cock slowly make its way in, spreading her pussy wide.  Hot flames of pleasure burst through her as Marcus finally managed to lodge the first bit of his thick black cock inside her.

“OH YES!”  She moaned.
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Sharon glanced around, a strange tingling running up her back.  “What was that...?”  She whispered to herself.  A car honked as it drove by, bringing her back to reality as she gave him the finger.

“Jackass!”  She yelled as she continued walking across the crosswalk.

Her heels were killing her feet, she’d been up driving and walking practically all day.  She couldn’t believe the amount of time and work she was putting in just to get Dwayne of all people a commercial office.  As much as she didn’t want to, the money was good.  It seemed his company was loaded, and judging by how fast he wanted to expand, he was going to be a repeat customer for her.

“I hope he’s there,” she said to herself as she made her way through the outdoor mall.

Traffic to the area was worse than she thought, and she was running a little later than she had anticipated.  A part of her worried that Dwayne and Darius were gone, off to do whatever else they were planning to do.  She debated on taking off her heels and rushing barefoot, but she thought it’d be embarrassing if she did run across anyone she knew.

“Maybe I should have gotten his number,” she hissed under her breath, regretting her decision earlier to not get Darius’s number to keep in contact.

She hurriedly made her way through the crowd, rushing towards the virtual playcenter that she had helped a few years ago.  The owners were nice and she thought about calling them, but she realized they probably weren’t on site.  It was most likely some high school students or college graduates working part time to man the store.

As she got close, she let out a sigh of relief.  Dwayne was standing outside, talking to Darius and another young black male.  “Maybe that’s Jamal,” she whispered as she eyed the short but muscular black man.  As she neared, the three glanced over and Dwayne waved, along with Darius.

“Damn, who’s that?”  Jamal whispered.

“Neighbor’s friend,” Dwayne replied.

“Is that Melissa?”

“Nah, that’s Sharon,” Dwayne informed.

“Damn...  I’m loving this area man, fuck...”  Jamal replied, trying to keep his voice low.

“Dwayne!”  Sharon greeted as she smiled and nodded.

“Hi Mrs. O’Connor.”

“Oh please, call me Sharon.  Mrs. O’Connor makes me feel older than I already am.  And Darius, nice to see you again.”

“Same, a pleasure to see you,” he responded.

“And hi, I’m Jamal!”

Darius gave him a hard whack on the back of the head, making him spin around with clenched fists.  He glared at the skinnier, taller Darius, “yo, what the fuck was that man?!”

“Hey, I got one from Marcus, I’m only passing on a message to you too.  Sharon here is Turner’s mom and she wasn’t happy about how we were a bit hard on him,” Darius replied with a chuckle.

Jamal unclenched his fists and took a deep breath as he shook his head, “man, you got to watch yourself.”  He turned and smiled at Sharon, “I’m sorry ma’am, didn’t mean to use that kind of language in front of a beautiful woman like yourself.  And wow, you’re Turner’s mom?!  That’s unbelievable!  If anything I would’ve thought he was your brother or something,” he complimented.

Sharon rolled her eyes, finding his words hard to believe, yet her face did feel warm as she blushed.  “Huh, that accent, you’re from the Deep South aren’t you?”

“Yes ma’am, good old Arkansas,” he replied, drawing out the ‘aw’ part of his state.

“Well, I would give you a talking to, like I did with Darius over there but I think, based on the sound of that smack, you got the message,” she laughed.  Jamal rubbed the back of his head.  He had short, very curly hair that was clean cut and close to his head.  “Former military?”  She asked.

“Oh damn, yes ma’am!  What gave it away?”

“The hair.  No offense, but it isn’t exactly like something from a salon.  There’s no fade, everything looks like the same set of clippers was used,” she answered.

Dwayne and Darius both laughed heartily at her words as Jamal glanced at them, then at Sharon.  His ebony skin was far too dark to tell but he was now blushing with embarrassment.  He awkwardly rubbed his hair with one hand while shifting from side to side, “nah, nah, no offense taken ma’am.”

“Darius mentioned you were looking for me,” Dwayne interjected, changing the topic to something more relevant for Sharon.

“Oh yes, I’m sorry to bother you.  I know you’re probably really busy, but I had heard through the grapevine that you were looking for some commercial space,” Sharon started.

“Yeah, I hired this guy, Randy, to do the legwork.  Did he get in touch with you?”

“Yep, and about that...  Can we keep this conversation between us?  It’s usually not friendly to do what I’m doing, coming directly to you and all.”

Dwayne shrugged, “sure that’s fine.  I had some reservations about him anyway and he was being downright shady with his commission rate.  I was this close to dropping him anyhow,” he replied, raising his thumb and pointer finger.

“Great!  Well, I’ve got some great places you can look at and I brought my tablet if you’d like to see some spots virtually,” Sharon offered.

“Sure, let’s head on over to Starbucks, they’ve got some seating outside,” Dwayne replied.

They began walking towards the coffee shop, Sharon beside Dwayne, with Darius and Jamal behind them.  “Again, I’m really sorry for bothering you about this now.  I’m guessing you already had plans with those two at Sandbox,” Sharon apologized.

“It’s fine, I’m only there to study VR and the sustainability of it.  My crypto play is strong as is, but if I can incorporate metaverse elements, it would be fire,” Dwayne replied.

“Darius and Jamal, are they friends of yours?  Just visiting?”

“Friends and also employees.  Darius for sure, Jamal, he’s still debating on whether or not to leave the Army after his first tour.  He’s free for now but he’s got a deadline to sign some papers if he wants to continue.”

“Are they planning on moving here as well?”

Dwayne nodded and sighed, “yeah, but there’s a big problem.  Jamal should be good, but sometimes apartments can be a pain for ex-military.  They ask for previous addresses, they ask for proof of this and that.  It makes it hard for someone like him who’s been all over the world.  And Darius...”  He glanced back for a moment.  “He’s probably not eligible for a lot of places.”

“Really?  Why would you think that?”  Sharon inquired, her ears perking up slightly.

“Well, he just got out of jail, so that’s not ideal, right?”

Sharon gasped, “jail?  Oh no... no, no, no... Yeah that’s going to be tough.  So he’s an ex-con?” 

Dwayne shook his head and held back a smile, “that makes him sound like some kind of criminal.”

“Well, Dwayne, hate to be so blunt, but if he went to jail, he is a criminal,” Sharon whispered.

“I mean, technically yes, but his crime...  It’s definitely not a fair sentence that he received.  He’s 20 years old right now, and he was super bright in high school.  Was ready to graduate back in Cali but decided to go on a road trip to Arizona with some friends.  They got pulled over for speeding, literally 2 miles over the limit.  Next thing you know, he’s told to get out of the car, they frisk him and find maybe 3 ounces of marijuana,” Dwayne explained solemnly.

“What?  Only 3 ounces?  That’s like a bottle of travel sized lotion!”

“Yeah, well, back then, before this new law passed, having 2.7 ounces was considered a felony, if you can believe that.  He gets put in front of a judge, gets 2 years.  His high school wouldn’t just let him graduate, he goes to jail and now he’s screwed.  It’s really unfair,” Dwayne continued with a sigh.

Sharon felt for Dwayne as she looked back at the young black man behind them.  Initially she had felt someone unsafe with Darius, especially after Turner had told her about one of them being in jail.  His medium length braids, tied up in a topknot, along with the way he dressed and walked...  She had made assumptions that she shouldn't have, she thought to herself.  A strange fuzzy feeling came over her as she looked over at Dwayne.

“Well, let me see what I can do.  I know a lot of people in the industry.  If Jamal doesn’t mind, maybe I can find a place where they both can rent.  It’ll help alleviate any concerns the owner would have,” Sharon offered.

“Wow, really?  You would do that?  I mean, that would honestly mean the world to us!”

“Of course!  Everyone deserves another chance,” Sharon replied.  “As my husband would say, the Irish weren’t welcome here at first but we fought our way to the top.  Though, I wouldn’t agree with him that we’re at the top of anything.”

Her own mind reeled as she heard the words coming out of her mouth.  She didn’t know what had gotten into her.  While she had never thought of herself as racist, she didn’t really have a fondness for black people moving into Austin.  Feelings of guilt crept through her as she realized that money was the main reason for it, more than anything.  The difficulties she faced trying to sell certain properties where people of color had moved in.

“And, I can’t promise y’all nothing though, I can only give it a shot.  I don’t want to raise expectations too high now,” Sharon said.

“The offer alone is everything,” Dwayne responded with a smile.

“You two talking about us?”  Darius called out from behind.

Dwayne slowed his steps and looked back, “Sharon here said she can see if she can find a place for you two.”

“Whoa, like separate, right?”  Jamal asked.

“Nope.  Would have to be together,” Dwayne replied.

Jamal rubbed his clean shaven, broad chin, “I don’t know man...  Living with this guy?”

Darius lightly punched him on the arm, “what?  Are you hating on someone from the west side?”

“Man, you're too loud,” Jamal laughed.

“Well, Darius won’t be able to find a place on his own with his bullshit record, and you, Jamal, from what Sharon is saying, your previous constant travel isn’t going to make it easy.”

“Yeah, yeah, I know, the couple of places I tried going to, they already shut the door on me.  I figured it was cause I was black.  Doesn’t matter that I served,” Jamal responded.

His words stung Sharon.  She probably would have been the same, closing her office doors if someone like him had come in for help about buying a home or finding an apartment.  Her entire life, she’d been told to avoid black people, to be cautious around them...  Even the porn videos that her husband had accumulated, most were about aggressive black men and docile white or Asian women.

“Well, I can’t promise anything but I’ll do my best,” Sharon said, shaking her head slightly to try and clear her thoughts.

“Thank you ma’am.  Not to sound like I’m asking for favors or anything but if it could be two bedrooms, hopefully far away from each other, it’d be much appreciated,” Jamal replied.

“Beggars can’t be choosers,” Dwayne warned.

“A man can dream, right?”  Jamal responded.

Sharon smiled as she focused her attention back towards Dwayne.  “So, the email Randy had sent, it looked like you were thinking of expanding soon after you found a place, is that right?”

“Yes, the initial 2500 square feet will be a good starting ground but if operations ramp up as fast as I think it will, doubling is easily something that could happen.  Not sure if I would need triple but who knows?  The world of crypto and metaverse is in its infancy, you know?  If we can get this right, the sky really is the limit.”

“This... crypto, is that...  Is it real money?”  Sharon inquired.

“Oh absolutely, it’s the future of the economy.  I mean, at least according to guys like us.  If you think about it, what is the real value of currency?  Like the U.S. dollar, what is it, really?  A piece of paper with a bunch of watermarks, right?”

Sharon tilted her head side to side, “well, it’s got to be more than that.”

“Okay, it’s backed by gold, which implies it has some kind of value.  But with the government constantly pumping this paper into the economy, what does that even mean for it?  How does the backing of gold really do anything?  Cryptocurrency, it’s the same concept, you’re valuing something to be worth something.  That’s really all society is based off of, bartering based on the supposed value of something, and that includes that piece of paper we call the dollar,” Dwayne explained.

Sharon could hear the enthusiasm in his voice.  She was surprised at his level of intellect, yet another stereotype shattered in her mind.  Darius stepped in a little closer.

“Don’t forget, our company isn’t about only that crypto aspect.  I’ve been developing some AI to help advertise certain items that will show in our decentralized app for the auction house we’re also incorporating,” he added.

“What?  You’re developing... AI?”  Sharon asked as she looked back at Darius.

“Yeah, why?  I don’t look it?”  He replied with a smirk.

“Well...”  She hesitated, trying to think of her next words carefully.  “You’re so young and... you were in jail for two years.  They let you program?”

“I was a comp-sci whiz kid in high school, was thinking about going to UC Berkeley or even Carnegie, but... yeah, dreams, right?  One stupid decision and all that gets lost.  Jail did hold me back but they had a pretty extensive library that I could check out from and they did allow me to use a computer during free time so I just self-taught as best as I could.”

“He doesn’t look it, but he really is a genius on the computer,” Jamal agreed.

“And you?  Do you program or do AI?”  Sharon inquired.

“Kind of.  I’m the security guy.”

“Okay, you do look like that.  I figured Marcus would be better for that though,” Sharon said.

Jamal laughed and shook his head, “nah, not like physical security.  I ain’t a bouncer or anything like that.  I’m talking cybersecurity, like the online hacker type stuff.  I make sure the thing we’re building can’t get hacked.  That would be the death of this company.”

“That’s right, because going back to that concept of currency, if someone could claim they hacked the treasury and were able to print themselves dollars, then would anyone trust the dollar?  Our coin can’t ever be in that situation or our dapp,” Dwayne added.

Sharon shook her head as she raised her eyebrows.  “Okay, I have no idea what y’all are talking about, honestly.  But hey, we’re at Starbucks!  Have a seat, let me get y’all some drinks.”

“Oh hell naw ma’am, I got this.  My man Dwayne got me a corporate card, I need to use it.  Right?”  Jamal interjected.

“Yes, let’s get some charges on that card.”

“What?  Are you sure?”

“Of course.  Please, sit, rest your feet, those heels cannot be comfortable,” Dwayne assured.

Sharon smiled as she sat, grateful that he seemed to care.  She rubbed her ankles and let out a small sigh of relief.

“What would you like to drink?  I already know these fools want fraps,” Jamal requested.

“Um, I would like one as well, the toffee one,” she requested.

“Sounds good.”

As Jamal headed to the store, Sharon loosened her heels a bit and crossed her legs.  She dangled her left stiletto from the tip of her toes and bounced her leg up and down slightly.  Darius couldn’t help but glance down, watching the stiletto barely hold on.  He hoped that it would accidentally fall off. 

Sharon glanced over at him, noticing his attentiveness towards her foot.  She purposely bounced the stiletto a bit more, letting most of her toes show themselves.  Darius reacted almost immediately, licked his lips and nodded happily before he looked up and their eyes met.  He quickly sat upright and looked towards the coffee shop awkwardly.  Sharon had seen some video where it seemed some men had a fetish for feet, and she wondered if Darius was one of them.

“Okay, well, while we wait for Jamal, let’s get back to work.  The first place you want to show us, how big is it?”  Dwayne asked.
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“IT’S SO FUCKING BIG!  OH MY FUCKING... AH... AH!”  Melissa screamed at the top of her lungs.

Marcus grunted loudly as he slammed his thick black cock in and out of her from behind, his balls whipping around and smacking against her sensitive clit with each powerful stroke.  Melissa was still supporting herself on the yoga ball, trying her best to not fall over to one side.  She wasn’t sure how long they had been in this position, but she had been loving every minute of it.  Marcus gripped tightly onto her waist as he hammered away, faster than their first time.

“Yeah!  Ungh!  Let me open this up!  Ungh!”  Marcus groaned.

The entire length of his thick black cock slid in and out of her tight pink cunt, the room filling with the sounds of his body meeting hers.  The lewd sounds of his balls slapping against her quivering pussy lips only added to her pleasure.  In her mind’s eye, she could see them swinging wildly, smack, smack, smack!

“Yes!  Oh my God!  Yes!”  She screamed as she arched her back a bit, nearly losing her balance on the yoga ball.  It was a somewhat frustrating experience, trying to support herself while trying to feel the pleasure rushing through every inch of her.  The thick beads of sweat rolling down her body didn’t help.

Marcus grinned as he finally slowed his strokes and massaged her ass cheeks with his big powerful hands.  He spread open her ass cheeks, occasionally dipping his thumb between them to tease her tightly clenched backdoor.  Her tight little hole squeezed shut, practically winking at him, in response.

“Time to try something new,” Marcus said as he slowly pulled his fat member out from between her legs.

Melissa gasped as she felt his cock leave, her pussy clamping tightly around it, as if to prevent it from sliding out.  With a slick wet pop, his big fat cock glided out and Melissa’s body loosened a bit.  She hadn’t realized how tensed up she had been.  Marcus hoisted her up effortlessly and carried her towards what looked like an incline bench, but it had different attachments around it.  Melissa realized it was one of those all-in-one workout systems with a glide board that would move when you pull on the attached grips, like a pulley system.

He gently lowered her down onto the board then grabbed the attachments, pulling them so that it lifted her upwards on the board.  She rose diagonally, feeling a bit confused as he grinned down at her.  He placed one of the attachments on her right foot, then the other on her left.  She was now in control of her movement, if she closed her legs, she would glide diagonally upwards, spread them and she would go downwards.

Marcus placed himself between her legs and rubbed the tip of his fat cock against her soaking wet cunt.  “Now it’s all you, open and close them legs,” he said as he continued to tease her, just barely pressing his cock in and then back.

Melissa felt a bit silly but she began to spread her legs, gasping as she lowered herself down on his cock.  As the bulbous tip of his cock popped in, she moaned and continued to spread her legs wider, sliding further down his throbbing shaft.  Her toes curled as she took quick shallow breaths, taking in his big black cock again.  Marcus groaned and reached out, grabbing her soft supple breasts and squeezing them tightly.  Her tight little cunt enveloped his cock, feeling like soft velvet.

“Ungh... yeah, that’s it,” he grunted as he massaged her breasts and pinched her nipples.

To reach the base of his massive member, she had to spread her legs fully apart.  Once she did, she arched her back slightly, getting used to the strange position and the amount of strength she needed.  After a couple of seconds, she began to swing her legs together again, gliding up with the board.  His cock slid out from between her legs, and she trembled as she took her time.  It was a bit of a struggle, but she loved the fact that she could control the tempo.

As her legs closed, she also clenched her glutes, her pussy clamping even tighter around his shaft.  Marcus groaned and leaned forward, wrapping his thick lips around her left nipple.  His tongue flicked against her sensitive hard nipple, teasing her even further as she continued her glide upwards.

Once she was about halfway up, she spread her legs again, taking her right back down on his fat cock.  She felt lightheaded as his cock pushed into her.  Her legs ached a bit as they supported her weight.  Marcus seemed to take note and straightened up, placing his hands on her ankles.  He helped to spread them wide, letting her glide right down onto his fat cock, his balls smacking against her ass.

“OH FUCK!”  She gasped as she closed her eyes and trembled.

Marcus kept his grip on her ankles and began to close her legs together, lifting her right back up.  Her whole lower body was on fire as she rose up.  He began to open and close her legs faster while also thrusting his hips.  Melissa trembled wildly atop the gliding board as she felt the warmth between her legs spread like wildfire.  Tingling sensations rolled through like lightning as she gasped and reached up to squeeze her own breasts.

“YES!  OH YES!  FUCK!”  She screamed as she climaxed.

Marcus groaned as her pussy clamped tightly around his shaft, squeezing his throbbing member with all its might.  He released one of her legs to place his thumb against her clit.  His thumb pressed against her most sensitive spot and rubbed wildly as he continued to thrust and move her up and down.  Melissa shook her head left and right as her body tingled from head to toe.

“YES!  YES!  YEEEEEEESSS!”  She squealed as her climax peaked.

“Oh yeah, that’s so fucking tight,” Marcus groaned as he spread her legs wide while slamming his hips upward.

He paused, his thick cock deep inside her as he let her orgasm.  Melissa glanced down as she felt him pull the anchors off her feet.  He pulled her legs together and then bent them towards her, practically folding her in half while pushing the board upward.  Soon, he legs were pressed against her breasts as he continued to jam his cock in and out, thrusting with all his might again.  SLAM!  SLAM!  SLAM!  His powerful thrusts rocked her to her core as she gasped and arched her back slightly.

She wiggled her toes as yet another climax popped within her, the warmth exploding throughout.  Her sensitive, cherry red nipples rubbed against her thighs as Marcus continued to hold her legs down.  As her climax peaked, he finally slowed his strokes again, taking his time with each thrust.  Each time he pushed his hips forward, he aimed his cock in a slightly different direction, hitting all new kinds of pleasure centers.

“OH SHIT!  AH!  AH!  YES!  THAT’S SO FUCKING GOOD!”  Melissa screamed.

Marcus slowly wrapped his arms around her and then lifted her up with ease, her legs still up, her body bent at her hips.  He held her steady as he maneuvered his way away from the workout equipment to a more open space.  Once he was able to find a suitable place, he began to toss her up and down effortlessly.  His huge black balls swung wildly slapping against her ass as he practically threw her up and down on his throbbing black shaft.

Melissa felt lightheaded from the intense pleasure, feeling a familiar warmth between her legs yet again.  She couldn’t believe how good Marcus was at this.  It was day and night when compared to her husband, who could barely last a couple of minutes.  Though, with Marcus’s help, it seemed Daniel was able to last a bit longer.  She considered this little workout a favor for her husband as well as for herself.

“Agh!  Ungh!  Yeah!  How are you so tight?”  Marcus groaned as he continued to slam away.

Just when Melissa thought he couldn’t thrust his hips faster or harder, he gently bent his knees a bit, lowering his body and holding her tightly.  He began to really hammer in and out like a wild stallion below her.  Melissa nearly blacked out from the pleasure as yet another climax rocked her, every inch of her lighting up with pleasure.

“OH MY FUCKING GAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHWD!”  She screamed, her voice cracking as her orgasm spread through her.

“Unf... Ungh... Hmph... Yeah, fucking cum on this fat cock,” Marcus groaned as he pulled her down, holding her still as she trembled wildly, her climax reaching its absolute peak.

Melissa clenched her toes tightly as her legs quivered wildly, her pussy clamping around his shaft like a vice.  Marcus didn’t thrust, instead he just gently swirled his hips, grinding his lower body against her crotch.  Melissa could only clench her teeth tightly as she rode out her intense orgasm.

Marcus waited for a moment longer, loving the way she squirmed within his powerful arms.  Once she settled down, he lowered her down back on the board, letting her rest for a moment and gather her breath.  He stroked his member, admiring her nude body, glistening with sweat with her jet black hair a complete mess. 

“You still able to go?”  Marcus asked.

Melissa glanced up at him, her eyes locked onto his thick black cock.  She gave him a small meek nod, “yes,” she answered.  Even though she was tired, she still wanted more.

He grinned as he hoisted her up on his shoulder and walked over to a separate corner of the garage where his cardio related equipment was.  “Whew, it’s so damn hot and muggy in here!  Let’s get some air circulation!”  He said excitedly as he slapped her ass cheeks.  Melissa yelped and squirmed as her ass turned white hot and then numb.

He spun her around and lowered her down on the seat of his air bike.  Melissa had used these before at her gym but it looked as though Marcus had a much more modern and expensive one.  It was a standing bike with two large handles up front that would move if pushed and pulled.  Large sturdy pedals attached to the base that when spun, would turn a large fan within a large circular cage in the front.  Unlike her gym’s smaller fans, his was huge, almost like an industrial fan.

“Don’t worry, I’ll keep the settings low,” he said as he walked over and spun a dial, lowering the resistance.

Melissa’s crotch felt hot as it pressed against the cool, soft leather triangular seat below her.  She placed her feet on the pedals and placed her elbows on the long bars of the handles.  Marcus helped to pull her ass back further so that it was practically hanging off the seat.  He made sure to support her with his hands as he slowly pushed his cock back into her sopping wet cunt.  As he did, Melissa gasped and tried to stabilize herself, pressing on the pedals and spinning them forward.

“Ungh!  You just stay tight, don’t you?  Damn!”  Marcus grunted as he shoved his fat black cock deep into her.

As Melissa moaned and pressed her feet down, the pedals began to spin.  There was practically no resistance.  The large circular fan in the cage in front of her began to spin, blowing out air to the side, which gently spread around, gliding past her sweaty back and cooling it.  She shivered as her sensitive skin felt the gentle cascading waves of air.

“Yes...  That’s it...”  Melissa moaned as Marcus continued to move his hips back and forth slowly.

His thick throbbing cock hit all the right places as he leaned back a bit and moved one hand towards her ass cheeks.  He made sure to take his time with every inch, slowly pushing in and out of her tight little cunt.  His thumb gently caressed her other hole, teasing it, circling it as he worked her pussy with his big fat cock.

“Mm... Ohgodohgodohgod... yes...”  Melissa whimpered as she leaned forward, supporting as much of her upper body on the swinging handle bars of the bike.  It wasn’t the most comfortable of positions but she didn’t mind.

Marcus groaned as he continued to glide his thick black cock in and out of her.  His thumb pressed against her other hole, gently nudging and making its way in.  Melissa froze, her eyes widening as she felt a slight sharp momentary pain as her ass tried to clench tight to stop the invader.  “Whoa there, take a deep breath, calm down, this’ll feel real good,” Marcus cooed from behind as he continued to push his thumb down.

Melissa closed her eyes and clenched her teeth as she felt his thumb slowly work its way into her virgin backdoor.  She wiggled a bit as she felt the first knuckle of his thumb pop in.  At the same time, he continued to slowly move his hips back and forth, taking his time to please her with his thick black cock.

Marcus spit on his thumb, letting it slip in to help lubricate the invader.  Melissa gripped tightly onto the handlebars as she took short shallow breaths, trying to calm her body.  Every part of her was on fire, sparks igniting throughout as she felt yet another orgasm building within her.  She was more exhausted than she had ever been, her legs feeling limp as a numbing sensation began to creep through her.

“Oh fuck...  Fuck... Yes... Yes... Yes......”  She whispered as the tingling spread, her body turning white hot as her pussy quivered and clenched around his throbbing black shaft.

Marcus slid his thumb in deeper as he felt her tighten.  He grinned as he watched backside.  After plunging his cock deep inside her, he paused, feeling her pussy squeeze.  He was close as well and began to thrust faster again, slamming in and out of her with everything he had in the tank.  The entire air bike rocked, even scooting forward a bit from his hammering thrusts.  Melissa gasped and screamed as another intense climax rocked her overly sensitive, tingling body.

“Oh my... I can’t..  AH!  I can’t feel... I can’t feel my legs...  OH GAAAAAAAHHHHWD!”  Melissa screamed as she blacked out momentarily, her climax peaking at levels she had never experienced before in her life.

Marcus continued to hammer away, tilting his head back and grunting as he felt her velvety soft pussy clamp around his shaft.  He plunged in deep and paused, trembling as his seed shot out.  Melissa clenched her toes together as she felt him cum, stunned by how powerful it felt even with a condom providing a small barrier between them.  Marcus held steady, his thumb still deep in her ass as his cock continued to spurt out his seed.

Once he was done, he finally pulled out, both his thumb and cock.  He grinned as he stared at her pussy as it gaped open and closed.  Even her other hole did the same, winking at him.  He gave her a nice light smack on the ass before helping her up and placing her down on a bench to rest herself.  While she slowly came back to her senses, he cleaned himself up and grabbed an extra towel for her, along with a bottle of water.

Melissa just leaned against the back of the inclined bench, barely able to get her arm up to wipe sweat off her forehead.  She could not believe how tired she was feeling.  Most of her Crossfit workouts didn’t tire her out like this.  Marcus handed her a bottle of water along with the extra towel, which she gladly accepted.

“Whew!  Was that good for you?”  Marcus asked.

“Holy shit...  That was intense,” Melissa answered.

Marcus smiled as he took in front of her, his cock still standing rock hard between his legs.  He took a swig of his water and crossed his arms.  “So that was the first set.  Most of my workouts here, you have to do at least three sets,” he said with a chuckle.

Melissa shook her head side to side, “oh hell no.”
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Sharon glanced at her watch and tapped one foot on the ground.  A couple of days had passed since she had met with Dwayne and convinced him on a particular piece of commercial real estate.  He had promised her that he would do a deal but he wanted her to keep her word and at least help Darius and Jamal find an apartment.  She didn’t have to succeed by any means but at least put in some effort.

Initially she had thought of finding some random run down place but her guilt got the better of her.  The fact that Darius had been put in such an awful situation and that Jamal served the country, it didn’t seem right for her to not at least try and find a place at a nice condominium downtown.  She looked down at her watch again, she was early but she began to wonder if it was the right thing to do.  To her surprise, she saw Darius and Jamal walking down the sidewalk heading towards her.  She waved, catching their attention.  She couldn’t help but notice Darius glancing down towards her feet.  Unlike the other day when she wore stilettos, she was wearing open sandal heels as it was far too hot and it matched with her floral summer dress.

“Hi Sharon!”  Darius greeted.

“Wow, you two are actually... early,” Sharon responded.

“Military precision,” Jamal joked.  “If it wasn’t for me, this guy would probably still be sleeping.”

“Whatever man, I would’ve made it on time,” Darius replied.  He paused and looked her up and down, “damn!  Wow...  You look stunning!”

Sharon blushed and waved her hand, “oh please.  No need to try and appease me, I already promised that I would do the best I can to get you a nice place.”

“I’m just being honest ma’am.  Love them red toenails,” he responded.  “Really matches that fiery hair of yours.”

Sharon laughed, “you like it?  My husband absolutely hates it.  He thinks it’s too bright for an old hag like me.”

“Old hag?!  The fuck?!  He better not have called you that!”  Darius responded, looking stunned.

“Yo man, watch the language,” Jamal warned as he lightly punched Darius on the arm.

“Oh sorry ma’am, I’m just...  Like hearing you say that made me mad, you know?”  Darius quickly responded as he looked at Sharon.

“It’s fine, he’s Irish...  Well, supposedly.  He’s just got a bad way with words.  But thank you for the compliment.  Now, are you two ready to go up and see this place?”  Sharon asked.

“Wait, it’s in this area?  I thought maybe you’d be taking us away to some ghetto,” Darius laughed.

“What?  I wouldn’t do that,” Sharon responded, still feeling a bit guilty as she had thought about it.  “Now come on, we’re going to this tower here,” she continued.

“Wow, you talking about this tan tower?  Nice!”  Jamal complimented.

Darius pointed behind him, “I saw a multicolored ‘G’ on top of a building back there when we were on our way here.  Is that really a Google office?”

Sharon nodded, “good eye, yep, this area is their Austin location.  You probably saw one of their corporate offices here.  This is our business district.”

“One of their offices?  Wow, there’s more?”  Darius inquired.

“Yep, you might be able to see them from up in the condo here,” Sharon replied.

“Condo?  Wait, you taking us up to a condo?”  Jamal asked.

“Yes, I know the owners and they’re looking for some renters.  They’re never around.  Come on, follow me.”

Darius and Jamal walked along with Sharon, staring up at the tall tan tower, mixed in with blue reflective windows.  They hadn’t imagined getting a place in such a nice area, and especially not one in a tower of any sort.  “So...  What do you mean they’re never around?”  Jamal inquired as they walked into the tower entrance.

“They’re an older couple.  Had the whole place furnished and ready for one of their kids to move in.  Unfortunately for them, all of their kids moved out of Texas, going to California, New York and I think one went to Canada of all places.  They already had a home in the suburbs and they thought about moving in themselves but found it too noisy and daunting,” Sharon explained as they boarded the elevator.

“They’ve been thinking of moving to another city, but staying in Texas, but they’re not really sure where to go with everything being a bit crazy, you know, politics wise.  They then thought they could sell the place but with the value rising up so fast, they figured they’d hold and see what happens,” she continued as the elevator made its way up.

Darius stared at the numbers on the elevator as they continued to move up higher and higher.  “Whoa... what floor are we headed to?”

“The 37th floor,” Sharon answered with a small smile.

“Damn!  You serious?  Wow,” Jamal responded excitedly.

“It should also have a nice view.  I haven’t actually gone and toured the place myself, just a couple of pictures from the nice couple,” Sharon informed.

“And you’re saying it’s already furnished?”  Darius asked.

“It has furniture in it, yes.  I can ask if it can all be moved out if y’all have your own you’d like to bring in.”

“Actually, the opposite would probably be nicer for us.  Whatever furniture I have back in Cali is pretty used and trying to ship it here would be useless as it’d probably break.  And big boy over here, he’s been living the military life so he has like the most minimal life ever,” Darius replied.  “I think he still just sleeps on the ground in a sleeping bag,” he continued.

“Whatever man, it’s more comfortable.  Don’t need no super soft bed that’s too hot to sleep in,” Jamal replied.

“I can definitely ask.  I don’t think they’d mind.  As long as y’all take care of it,” she responded.

“We can most definitely do that,” Darius agreed with a nod.

The elevator dinged and Sharon led them out.  As she walked down the hall, she turned towards them, “and I forgot to mention, the ninth and tenth floors have a gym, theater and pool.”

“Shit, no way...”  Jamal said, doing his best to keep his voice low.

“Now, I have heard from others that a big con is the elevator wait times.  There’s only four to cover all 42 floors.”

“That’s fine, I need a good workout now and then,” Jamal replied.

Sharon paused as she stared at him and tilted her head, “Jamal...  It’s 37 floors you’d be going up.”

“Yeah, no problem with that.”

She glanced down at his legs.  He was wearing some very loose jeans and it was hard to tell how thick his legs were.  Judging by what he had just said, she figured he must have some extremely well built thighs.

“Wow...  Well, you are just full of surprises,” Sharon responded as she turned and continued on down.  She stopped in front of one of the doors and pulled out a key, turning the lock and heading in.  Jamal and Darius followed right behind and froze as they walked in.

“Holy shit...”  Darius whispered.

“Fuck me...  This is nice,” Jamal added.

Sharon grinned, feeling proud of herself as she saw their reactions.  She was relatively sure the couple would be fine with these two moving in.  They were a couple who had lived in Austin all their lives and were open to the diversity of the city.  Something Sharon was still trying to get used to.

“Now, as you can see, the entire place has floor to ceiling windows, 10 foot ceilings.  It’s also an open floor plan so you can really spread your wings.  The place is also extremely well built, concrete along with sound dampening so that you don’t hear your neighbors and they don’t hear you,” Sharon explained as she walked around, her heels tapping loudly against the smooth hardwood flooring.

“Man this is wild...”  Jamal said as he looked around.  “This looks really expensive.”

“It’s a little under 3000 a month, but I think I can talk them down.”

“That...  Actually, that isn’t too bad.  If we split it fifty, fifty,” Jamal replied as he continued on to the windows, staring outside.  “Look at this view!”

“This is real nice.  And it’s got two bedrooms?”  Darius asked as he wandered around through the kitchen.

“And two bathrooms, so you two don’t have to run into each other,” Sharon replied.

“Yo, this is wild...  Like, seriously, thank you so much Sharon.  Not only are you smoking hot but you really got the hookups,” Darius said as he looked at her, his eyes glancing down towards her feet again.

“Oh please...  Now, go on, take a look around, every room should be furnished and again, I can ask the owners if they’re okay with y’all renting it this way.”

“Don’t mind if I do.  Sharon, you really should sit, rest those beautiful feet,” Darius suggested as he walked out of the kitchen area and towards one of the rooms. 

“Yo, I call the big one,” Jamal said, glancing back towards Darius.

“What?  Then we ain’t doing no fifty, fifty split,” Darius replied as he looked around one of the bedrooms.

“That’s fine.  With what Dwayne is paying us, I could probably just pay the whole thing and you can find your own place,” Jamal laughed.

Sharon’s ears perked up at his words.  She was surprised to hear how easily affordable the place was for them.  “These tech and startup companies...  They do pay y’all a lot, don’t they?” 

“Only the smart ones,” Jamal replied with a grin.  “Man, I echo what Darius said, this place is wild.  I mean, if we do end up getting this place, we owe you big time.”

Sharon sat down on a sofa and pulled off her heels.  They were comfortable, but to a point.  She rubbed her feet as she waited for Darius and Jamal to continue looking through the place.  As she rubbed the heel end of her right foot, Darius walked by and smiled.

"Your feet tired?  You know, I've been told that I give some great massages.  Would you mind if I massaged your feet?"  He offered.

“What?  No, it’s fine, keep looking around, I can massage my heels,” Sharon replied.

Darius walked over closer towards the sofa, “may I sit here?”

Sharon nodded, “of course,” as she felt her heart start to race.  She wasn’t sure why, but excitement began to creep through her.  Jamal was gone, checking out the larger bedroom.

“Why don’t you lean back that way and let me try massaging your feet, I promise, it’ll be amazing,” Darius offered again.

She hesitated for a moment as she looked at him.  It seemed like an innocent enough request and her feet were killing her.  Sharon sighed and scooted over to the edge of the sofa and turned her body, putting her feet up towards Darius while making sure to place her hands on her thighs to avoid her dress from revealing too much.

Darius smiled as he pulled her feet over his thighs and began to slowly rub his hands on them.  They were surprisingly warm against her cold feet.  Even in the scorching hot weather, she could never seem to get her feet and hands warm, bad circulation she’d been told.  As Darius gently rubbed her feet, she let out a small sigh of relief, feeling her aching, tired feet finally relax a bit.  She watched him carefully as he eyed her feet while massaging them, more or less confirming that he most likely had a fetish for them.

As he rubbed her heels, she wiggled her toes slightly, teasing him.  She could see his excitement as he gulped and squeezed the back of her feet gently.  He had long, wiry fingers that looked thin but were surprisingly strong.  She let out a small light moan as his hands worked their magic, rubbing and massaging her aching feet.

“I really love the color you used,” he said calmly as slowly worked his fingers between her toes.

Sharon smirked and closed her eyes, enjoying the massage as she leaned back against the armrest of the sofa.  All of his fingers fit snugly between her toes as he began to gently squeeze them together.  She couldn’t believe how good it felt.  As her aching feet began to feel better, her whole body felt lighter.  Her mind wandered momentarily, flashing back to a video she had watched a white masseuse with a black customer.  She nibbled on her lower lip as she recalled the cheesy storyline but the actual action was hot and heavy.

Her body instinctively reacted to the thought, her legs gently pulling together as the lips of her sex quivered wildly.  His fingers pulled away from between her toes and then worked their way towards her ankles, giving them a nice but firm squeeze.  She let out another soft moan and clenched her toes together as she felt an intense warmth creep up from between her legs. 

“Damn Sharon, you are so beautiful,” Darius whispered as he continued to massage her ankles.

Sharon tilted her feet down a bit and felt something hard underneath.  She opened her eyes and glanced down.  Her feet were still on his right thigh but it didn’t quite feel right.  She pushed her legs down, pressing her ankles down towards his leg and he squirmed a bit, groaning and adjusting himself.

“What...  What is that?”  Sharon asked.

“Huh?  What’s what?”  Darius responded.

“Why is your leg...  I mean, it feels...  Your leg, it feels like there’s some kind of bump on it,” Sharon said.

“Uh...”  He nervously glanced around before giving her a meek smile, “it’s nothing ma’am.  Probably just the way my pants are uh, clumped up or something.”

“What?  Are you sure?  No, there’s something there,” Sharon said as she pulled her feet up and back to the floor. 

Darius nervously moved away and stood up, facing his back towards her.  “Nah, really ma’am, it’s nothing.”

“Yo Darius, man, the room is off the hook.  I definitely need the bigger one,” Jamal said as he walked back from the bedroom.  He froze and stared at Darius, not seeing Sharon on the sofa behind him.  “The fuck?  Why you pitching a tent up in here man?  Get that shit under control before Sharon gets in here.  Where is she, anyway?  You cannot be seen with your shit sticking out like that,” he warned.

“I’m over here,” Sharon said as she leaned to the side.  “What does he have to get under control?  What are y’all talking about?”  She sighed as she put her heels back on and stood up, sighing as she stared at the two young black men.  “Please don’t tell me you were trying to steal something in your pants.”

“What?  No!  No!  It’s not like that!”  Darius replied.

“Then what are you hiding from me?  I know I felt something against your leg,” Sharon replied.

“His leg?  Why are you feeling his leg?  The hell is going on here?”  Jamal questioned as he looked at Darius, then Sharon, his thick black eyebrows furrowing with confusion.

“Darius, young man, please turn around, I really don’t like talking to someone who won’t give me the courtesy to look me in the face,” Sharon ordered sternly as she placed one hand on her hip.

He hesitated for a moment before spinning around, his hands hovering over his crotch.  But even with him trying to hide something, she could tell something was in his pants.  “What in the world?  I cannot believe you’re trying to see something that blatantly!  Show me what you’re hiding,” she said as she looked down towards his crotch where a rather large bulge was hiding in plain sight.

“Ma’am...  Uh, look, I swear to you, I am not stealing anything.  Look, I can’t...  I can’t just show you what this is because uh...  It’ll be inappropriate,” Darius stammered.

Sharon stepped closer towards him, her hands on her hips.  “Young man, if you don’t, I will.  I can’t have someone stealing things here, especially considering this place has not been locked down yet.  For all I know, the owners will swing by one last time to check it before deciding to let you rent or not.  Do you really want them to find out that you stole something?”

Jamal smirked as he glanced at Darius, then at Sharon.  He could not believe what was happening before his eyes.  “Yo man, go on, show her what you’re hiding and let’s get this over with man.  You can’t be stealing no shit in here,” he barked, trying to hold back his laughter.

Darius shot a glare at Jamal, practically burning a hole through him with his eyes.  “Man!  You know what this is!  I am not stealing anything!”

Sharon took another step and Darius immediately stepped back.  He looked down and sighed while unbuttoning his jeans.  “I swear ma’am, I am not stealing anything.  This...  Look, before I go any further, I’m just going to tell you like it is.  This is my dick, okay?  I got hard cause I found you so beautiful.”

“Really?  That’s how you’re going to play this?”  Sharon responded as she rolled her eyes and tapped one foot on the floor.  “Young man, I know what a dick looks like and how big it gets.  What you got going there, I’m thinking you must have grabbed one of those stand alone speaker things.  Now, go one, take it out, put it back.”

Darius gritted his teeth as he unzipped his jeans and pulled them down to his knees.  Sharon tilted her head as she noticed he was wearing some tight black boxer briefs.  Whatever he was trying to steal, it looked as though he had put them in his underwear.

“Unbelievable...  You put it in your underpants?  Young man, you make one wrong move and whatever you’re trying to steal is going to hurt your actual dick.”

After shaking his head, he grabbed the waistband of his boxer briefs and pulled them down.  Sharon’s jaw dropped as she saw the base of his thick black manhood.  He reached down, grabbed his shaft and pulled it out, his large black cock bobbing up and down.

“Oh... my...”  Sharon gasped as her heart raced wildly.
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Darius scratched the back of his head with one hand while still holding his member with the other.  “See?  I told you I wasn’t stealing anything.  Let me put this back now,” he said as he pushed his member back down under the waistband of his boxer briefs.  He struggled a bit, trying to get it to fit back to where it was before.

Sharon was speechless, her eyes darting down at his crotch then at Jamal, then back at Darius.  It was like her fantasies were coming to life before her eyes.  She had been masturbating to men like them for so long.  Her legs felt weak, her body grew warm and her pussy began to get nice and wet.

“Wait,” Sharon said, her voice trembling.

Darius froze, his big black manhood straining against his boxer briefs as it continued to stay erect.  Sharon stepped in even closer, her hands shaking as she stared at his crotch.  His thick member bobbed up and down slightly, something she could clearly see as it pushed against his black boxer briefs.

“How...  How big is that?”  Sharon asked as she placed her fingertip against the tip of his covered member.

“Uh, I don’t know, I don’t really measure it,” Darius responded.

“It’s very impressive,” Sharon commented as she rubbed his shaft.

She had been fantasizing about a moment like this for years, ever since she had found those interracial videos on their laptop.  Every time she watched them, she thought something had to be fake.  Yet, here she was with a young black man, his hard member easily dwarfing her husband’s.  And, he didn’t need a blue pill to get him hard.

“Let me see it again,” she requested assertively.

Darius glanced nervously around the room.  “Uh... are you sure?  I mean...  Um...”

“Ma’am, look, I don’t know if you’re playing but I think this whole thing was an accident,” Jamal interrupted.

Sharon placed her hands on her hips as she looked Jamal up and down.  “You too,” she said.

“Uh... what?!”

“Well, only if you want to join.  Let me see what you got big boy,” Sharon responded, her inner, lust filled side emerging from within.

Jamal gulped nervously as he raised one eyebrow and looked at Darius.  He gave a small shrug and undid his belt.  His fingers trembled a bit as he undid his pants and began pulling them down.  Sharon eyed his massive, tree trunk like legs, marveling at how built he was.  He had a couple of scars here and there, most likely from his time in the military.

“Yo dawg, are you serious?  We doing this?”  Darius questioned nervously.

“It’s the least we can do, right?”  Jamal responded as he pulled off his boxers, revealing his long, cleanly shaven manhood.

“Oh my...”  Sharon whispered as she stared at his crotch.

Contrary to the rest of his body, his manhood was slim but very long.  Even flaccid, it looked incredibly large.  Sharon took a couple steps toward him, reaching out with one arm to wrap her fingers around his smooth ebony shaft.

“Oh shit...  Is this really happening?”  Jamal questioned as he looked over at his friend, then at Sharon.

“Is what happening?”  Sharon questioned as she tightened her grip around his shaft, making him groan and try to move back.

She smirked, as she watched this large black man squirm from her actions.  She had forgotten how much she enjoyed being in control.  His shaft hardened in her palm, as if it were trying to protect itself from her powerful grip.

“Well damn...  I guess I got no choice,” Darius said as he pulled off his boxer briefs, letting his rock hard member pop back out again.

Sharon turned her head, this time getting a much better look at his thick black cock.  Similar to Jamal, his manhood was the opposite of what she had expected.  While Darius was tall and slim, though not lanky due to his muscular build, his manhood was nice and thick, not quite as long as Jamal’s but it definitely had more girth.  Also, unlike Jamal, he was uncut, his thick foreskin covering the tip of his fat black member.  Her pussy quivered at the sight of both their powerful members.

She reached out with her free hand and grabbed onto Darius’s member, gasping as she noticed her fingers were nowhere near able to wrap around his girth.  This is what she had fantasized about when she masturbated watching her husband’s stash of interracial videos. 

“Good lord, what do they feed y’all in California?”  She whispered as she gently began massaging and stroking their members.

“I don’t know about him, but I grew up on fried chicken and watermelon,” Jamal joked as his thick black cock hardened in her palm.

She gripped tightly onto Darius’s cock and pulled it towards her, making him groan and take a couple of steps forward.  “You liked my feet, didn’t you?”

Darius groaned, looked down and then nodded.  Sharon grinned and wiggled her toes, feeling his cock throb faster at the sight.  She pulled her hand towards the base of his member, watching his foreskin pull back to reveal the tip of his cock.  It was a lighter shade of brown from the rest of his body.

“Oh... damn, ma’am, you’re a bit rough,” Darius groaned.

“That’s right.  What?  You don’t like it?”  Sharon teased as she squeezed his member harder while continuing to wiggle her toes.

“Oh fuck...” he groaned back.

“Come here you two,” she said as she turned around, switching hands and making her way back to the sofa while pulling them by their cocks.

“Shit man, she’s lost it,” Jamal whispered as he leaned towards Darius.

Once they were near the sofa, she spun around and reached down, pulling her floral dress up and over her head.  Both Jamal and Darius nodded their heads, their eyes widening as they saw her in her black bra and thong.  She reached behind her back and unclasped her bra first, before tossing it to the side, letting her soft supple breasts free themselves.

“God damn!”  Jamal exclaimed.

“Those are some nice titties!”  Darius agreed.

As he reached out to touch them, Sharon smacked his hand down and shook her head.  “No, not until you get permission,” she said as she purposely moved her upper body a bit, letting her breasts swing left and right.  Darius groaned and tilted his head back.

She pointed towards the sofa and looked at Jamal, “you, big one, sit down.”

“Wow, uh... okay,” Jamal replied as he made his way over to where she was pointing.

As he walked by, she swung her hand down and smacked his ass.  He looked back at her, stunned.  She only grinned back at him, loving the fact that she was in control.

Once he sat down, Sharon sat next to him and then laid her head towards his crotch.  She looked towards Darius as she took off her heels and pointed her toes towards him, wiggling them.  “You know what to do,” she said.

Darius nodded as he wrapped his hands around her feet and massaged them gently.  Sharon moaned, letting her warm breath brush by Jamal’s thick trembling shaft.  He tilted his head back as he felt the warmth and lowered his hand on her breast, giving it a small squeeze.  Sharon reached over and grabbed his shaft, squeezing it tightly before wrapping her lips around the tip.  Her teeth brushed by the sensitive head of his cock, making him freeze up and move his hand away from her breast.  Sharon held back a smile and pulled her lips off his cock.

“You didn’t have permission either,” she said as she stroked his member.

Jamal pulled away his hand and stared down at her, surprised at how much her attitude had changed within minutes.  Sharon smiled before letting out a small moan when she felt Darius’s tongue against the sole of her foot.  He slowly licked the bottom of her foot before working his tongue up to her toes, gently sliding it in between each one.  Sharon moaned loudly as she grabbed one of her breasts and squeezed it tightly.  She continued to breathe hard against the base of Jamal’s shaft, teasing him further.

“Ma’am, you gotta give me permission to do something,” Jamal groaned, sounding somewhat whiny with his slower Southern drawn out drawl.

Sharon turned her head and stuck out her tongue, running the tip of it up the underside of his lengthy shaft.  It thickened a little bit when it got hard but still wasn’t as thick as Darius’s.  As her tongue made its way up, she focused right where the shaft met the tip, one of the most sensitive parts.  Jamal groaned, tilted his head back and closed his eyes.

“Okay, you have my permission to touch my body,” Sharon said before running her tongue down his shaft.

He obliged immediately, his right hand reaching down to massage one of her large soft breasts.  His fingers pinched her tiny little nipples gently as he massaged around it.  Sharon moaned again, spreading her legs a little as she felt the fire within her spread.  It had been so long since she had felt this excited.

She reached up and grabbed his cock, adjusting her upper body to twist it a bit so that she could wrap her lips around it again.  This time, she didn’t bite or even nibble on it as she lowered her face down towards his crotch.  Jamal groaned as he felt her warm mouth envelop the head of his cock.  He leaned a bit to pass his fingers under her thong.

Sharon let out a muffled moan as he gently pressed his fingers against the lips of her sex, rubbing to please her.  Darius continued to lick her toes, pulling them closer and leaning forward to suck on them.  Sharon glanced over at him while sucking on Jamal’s black cock, slightly wiggling her toes that were in Darius’s mouth.

Jamal continued to tease her, gently rubbing the lips of her sex with two fingers.  His other hand laid on top of her head, gently pulling her towards his crotch.  Sharon tried to take in more of his member but gagged as she made it down past the tip of his cock.  While it was slimmer than Darius’s, it was still thicker than any other man she had ever been with.

Her spit rolled down his lengthy shaft, pooling at his large black balls.  Darius pulled his lips away from her feet and then lowered them down towards his crotch.  He pulled the soles of her feet together and then spit on his cock before sliding it between the arches of them.  Sharon closed her eyes, feeling Darius’s thick hot member rubbing against the bottoms of her feet.

She felt so naughty, a long hard cock in her mouth with a thick, uncut beast of a member between her feet.  Her heart was pounding rapidly as her body turned white hot.  Jamal slowly pressed the tip of his two fingers into her soaking wet cunt, taking his time as he pushed them in.  Sharon let out another muffled  moan as she felt his rough, thick fingers enter her.

“Damn... This is the first time I’m getting some since I got out of jail,” Darius admitted as he groaned and thrust his hips slowly.

“Shit, been a couple for me too, the Army was riding my ass before my term,” Jamal replied as he tilted his head back and groaned loudly.

Sharon pulled her head back slightly, keeping the tip of his cock in her mouth while she glided her tongue around it, slowly twirling around it.  Jamal was surprised by her eagerness and how well she was pleasing him.  Sharon reached up with one hand and stroked the remainder of his long slender member as she continued to gently suck and roll her tongue along the tip.

Darius continued to massage the sides of her feet gently while sliding his slick, spit covered member against the soles of her feet.  He stared down at them, loving the way she wiggled her toes with the bright red polish atop them.  His eyes moved upward, admiring her legs and then landing at her crotch, barely covered by her thong.  With Jamal’s hand under it, he could catch a glimpse of her pretty pink pussy lips, along with a curly patch of her fiery red hair at her mound.

Jamal slid his fingers in and out of her, making sure to curl his fingers upwards to hit her most sensitive spots as he did.  With his thumb, he rubbed the top of her pussy, right against her clit.  Sharon subconsciously moved her hips, enjoying the pleasure provided by his skilled fingers.

“Shit man, she is so wet.  I think she’s ready for this,” Jamal said as he pulled his fingers out and rubbed them in the air, her sticky wet juices clinging to them.

Sharon pulled her mouth off his cock and raised an eyebrow, “only if you have a condom,” she warned.

“Ma’am, I got those in spades,” Jamal replied with a huge grin.

“Yo, you gotta spot me some,” Darius requested.

“Man...  You are always bumming shit off me,” Jamal laughed as he raised his arm up, pointing a fist towards Darius.  ‘But I got you,” he continued.

Darius met fists with him before he stepped back stroking his throbbing member.  “Thanks dawg.”

Sharon smiled as she sat up and reached out to help stroke Darius’s member while continuing to run her other hand up and down Jamal’s.  Jamal stood up and looked around, “yo, get my pants,” he said as he looked at Darius.  Darius looked down and to the side, he stepped away, feeling the soft, warm palm of her hand go.  He reached down grabbed Jamal’s heavy pants and tossed them over before returning to where he was, letting Sharon wrap her fingers around his cock again.

Jamal dug through one of his pockets and pulled out a roll of condoms.  He ripped one off and tossed it to Darius before getting himself one and ripping the package open.  Before Darius could open his, Sharon shook her head and placed her hand on his.

“No, not you.  At least not yet.  I don’t want to suck on it while it has a rubber,” Sharon informed.

“Oh damn...  Okay ma’am,” Darius nodded.

While they were talking, Jamal managed to get his condom on, stretching it and rolling it down as far as he could.  Sharon stood and turned her ass towards Jamal, gasping as she sat on him, his lengthy member popping up between her legs and sliding against her wet sex.  She stared down between her legs, mesmerized by his member, it was as if it were her own cock, standing proud at her crotch.  Her hands trembled as she reached between her legs and stroked his member.

“It’s so damn big,” she gasped as she ran her hands up and down.  “Maybe too long...  I don’t know if I can take the whole thing.”

“Trust me, I’m pretty sure you can take it, just take your time with it,” Jamal responded as he reached around and grabbed her breasts from behind with his rough hands.

Sharon straightened her legs and aimed his member carefully, rubbing the tip of it against her cunt a bit before pressing it in.  She closed her eyes and gripped tightly onto his slick black cock as she lowered herself.  Jamal groaned and squeezed her tits tightly as her soft, velvety cunt slowly enveloped the tip of his long hard cock.  It’d been a long while since he had felt something like this.

“Oh fuck...”  He groaned as he massaged her breasts.

“Mmph... oh...”  Sharon moaned as she continued to hold tightly onto his cock and lower herself even further.

He was much thicker than she thought, her pussy stretching as it slowly took him in.  She began to wonder if she’d be able handle Darius considering the girth of his fat cock.  Her toes pressed against the ground as she lowered herself more, her thighs burning as she squatted down further.  She managed to get low enough to release one hand off his cock but she kept the other on it, mostly to judge how much further she had to go.

“Yeah, ungh... that’s it...  Fuck man, she’s so tight,” Jamal groaned.

“Damn, I really want me a piece of that,” Darius replied as he watched, stroking his uncut member, gently pushing and pulling his thick bumpy foreskin back and forth.

“You’re definitely going to have to go after me, let me get it a little less tight,” Jamal replied with a small wink.

Sharon gasped as she felt her fingers against her pussy lips.  She had to pause, frozen in place as she felt a mix of pleasure and pain.  His long throbbing member was hitting places that had never been touched, not even by her vibrators or dildos.  Her legs trembled wildly, trying to hold her steady, doing their best to prevent her from sliding all the way down his shaft.

“Oooooooh fuck...”  Sharon whimpered as she squeezed tightly onto his cock with one hand.  “Fuck... fuck...”  She continued to gasp before she began straightening her legs.

His long cock slowly made its journey out from between her legs.  Jamal groaned softly while pinching her nipples, feeling her warm pussy gripping tightly as it rose off his cock.  She slowly made her way up until she reached the tip of his cock, resting for a moment before bringing herself back down.  Once she reached back down to where she was before, she made her way back up again.

“Yeah, that’s it, ride that fucking cock,” Jamal groaned, constantly squeezing her breasts.

“Ma’am, can I get me some?”  Darius requested as he walked over towards her.

Sharon reached out with one hand and stroked his member, leaning forward a bit to wrap her lips around his thick meaty cock.  She struggled to even get the thick, bulbous tip in, stretching her mouth open as wide as she possibly could.  Her tongue gently licked between the foreskin and shaft as she sucked as best as she could on the tip.

“Oh yeah... fuck...  I forgot how good this could feel,” Darius groaned as he tilted his head back and ran his hands through her fiery red hair.

She continued to raise and lower herself, slowly making her way day his lengthy shaft.  Her other hand moved away, wrapping around Darius’s thick shaft, helping to stroke it as she continued to suck on the tip.  She felt a bit lightheaded and a high pitched ringing filled her ears as his cock hit depths that she never thought would ever have been reachable.  It took much longer than expected but she managed to bring her ass down fully, stopping and letting out a loud moan when she finally did.

“Oh fuck... yes!”  She cried out in joy.

“See?  Told you, I knew you could take it,” Jamal said with a smile as he squeezed her breasts harder.  “Now it’s time to really ride this rodeo!”
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The wet sounds of bodies slamming into each other echoed through the condo as Sharon bounced on Jamal’s long hard cock.  Sharon let out loud muffled moans as she popped her body up and down atop Jamal while sucking wildly at the tip of Darius’s thick member.  Both her hands were wrapped around the remainder of his shaft, stroking rapidly.  She was like a caged animal that had finally been freed from all restraints.

Her body was on fire, every part of her tingling with delight as she rode atop Jamal in a reverse cowgirl position, slightly bent forward so that she could suck on Darius’s cock.  She was living out her fantasies, her pent up frustrations finally washing away after so long.  It’d been years, if not at least over a decade, since she had felt anywhere near this kind of pleasure.

“Ungh!  Unf!  Ungh!  Damn, it feels like she gets tighter each time!”  Jamal groaned as he slid his hands down from her breasts and to her hips.

Darius felt a pang of jealousy as he looked down towards his friend.  His eyes wandered down and he angled himself a bit to see her low hanging breasts swaying wildly.  He continued looking down until he was able to see her feet again, licking his dry lips as he stared at her pretty toes.  His cock throbbed at the sight, something Sharon could feel against her tongue.

Jamal held tightly onto her waist and began to thrust his hips upward while pulling her down towards him.  She was practically lifted off the ground with each powerful thrust and she pulled away from Darius to stabilize herself, straightening her body and placing her hands to her sides as she let out loud moans of pleasure.  Slam!  Smack!  SLAM!  Jamal hammered away from below, causing Sharon to cry out even more, closing her legs together as she bounced atop him.  An intense heat built up between her legs, rapidly spreading through every inch of her. 

Her soft supple breasts flung around out of sync.  She could hardly breathe as the fire within her spread.  Jamal moved his right hand down between her legs and began to rub her clit wildly while leaning her back towards him, still bouncing her up and down effortlessly with his other hand and his hips.

“OH MY GOD!  YES!  YES!  FUCK ME!  YES!  DON’T STOP!  OH YES!”  Sharon screamed as an intense climax hit her.

It was incredible!  A rush of heat, followed by a chilling cold and then a tingling, numbing sensation that ran through her.  She clenched her toes tightly as her face turned bright red.  Thick beads of sweat rolled down her sensitive skin, adding to the tingling sensations.

“Agh!  Shit!  That’s so fucking tight!”  Jamal groaned as he continued to thrust away.

Her pussy clamped tightly around his shaft like a vice, gripping it each time he pulled her upward.  His fingers continued to tease her clit.  Sharon opened her lips to let out another cry of passion but no sounds came out, her climax peaking and taking her to heights of pleasure she had never felt before.

Darius watched from the side, slowly stroking himself.  He loved the way she clenched her pretty toes together as well as the way her large round tits flailed around wildly.  His cock throbbed furiously as he wondered what it felt like to slam her the way Jamal was.

“Ungh... shit... UNGH!”  Jamal groaned as he brought her down towards him while pushing his hips upward, jamming the entire length of his long hard cock in her.

The two seemed to be frozen in time, Sharon with her head tilted back, her wild fiery hair a mess with Jamal behind her, closing his eyes and shuddering.  Even with a condom covering his cock, she could feel the force of his seed as it shot out, filling it quickly.  Sharon felt a shiver run up her spine as she imagined the condom breaking open and her pussy being flooded with his warm, gooey, thick cum.

“Damn man, you done?”  Darius asked, trying to hide back a small smirk. 

“For now,” Jamal groaned as his cock remained inside her, still throbbing.

Sharon gasped, her pussy milking his member as she sat atop him.  She could feel his balls clenching beneath her as a couple more spurts of his seed filled up the rubber barrier between him and her.  Darius stroked his member and made his way towards her, feeling that it was finally his turn. 

“Come on ma’am, let me show you what I can do,” he said as he helped to pull her up and off of Jamal.

Jamal got out from beneath her and helped his friend, placing her on the sofa so that her upper back was on it while her ass hung off the side.  Darius opened his package and squeezed his cock into the tight fitting condom.  He groaned as he managed to fit it in, struggling for a bit at the start.

Sharon took a couple of deep breaths, her climax finally subsiding.  She glanced down and watched as Darius spread her legs and placed his thick, meaty member against the lips of her sex.  He tapped against it and she was surprised by the weightiness of it.

“You ready?”  He asked with a huge grin.

“Holy shit...”  Sharon gasped, really seeing the sheer girth of his member between her legs.

Her fiery red hair at her mound only heightened Darius’s excitement as he rubbed his shaft against it.  He spit on his cock, further helping to lubricate it in preparation of jamming it into her soft pink cunt.  After teasing her further, he pulled back and pushed the tip of his thick black cock against the entrance to her sex, holding tightly onto his shaft as he slowly pushed his hips forward.

“Ungh... Damn...  You weren’t kidding, this pussy is tight,” he groaned.

Sharon froze up and opened her lips, wanting to let out a moan but it seemed her body was too stunned to let out a noise.  The bulbous thick top of his cock struggled but finally managed to lodge in, stretching her pussy to new levels.  She could only shake her head wildly with her mouth open as her porcelain white skin turned bright red all over.

“Oh shit...  Good thing I went first,” Jamal laughed as he pulled off the condom and tossed it to the side.

Her head was spinning as her pussy tried to adjust to the sheer girth of Darius’s massively thick shaft.  He groaned as he held tightly onto his shaft and continued to push his hips forward, inching in bit by tiny bit.  It almost seemed impossible with how tight her cunt was, but Darius didn’t mind.  Her pussy squeezed his throbbing member tightly as if to try and prevent it from sliding in deeper.

“Fuck... fuckfuckfuck... nonononono... it’s too big...”  Sharon whimpered as she closed her eyes and reached between her legs, placing her hands down around his shaft.

“It’s all good ma’am, just keep calm and I’ll do the rest,” Darius cooed as he continued to slowly push his hips forward.  “Don’t worry, it’s not as long as Jamal’s, so I’ll be all the way in soon enough.”

Darius grabbed tightly onto her ankles and spread her legs as wide as possible to help.  He stared down at her pussy, loving the way it quivered as he pushed his fat cock in deeper.  She squirmed on the sofa, clenching and unclenching her toes as she struggled to handle the intense feelings of bliss crashing against her.

“Almost... almost there...”  Darius groaned as he managed to get over half his thick cock into her.

Sharon reached down lower between her legs, placing her hands against the base of Darius’s cock, feeling his powerful lower abs.  She could tell he was right, he was getting closer and closer, the base almost against her crotch.  Her pussy ached as it continued to open wide, his immense girth pushing her to her limits.  Darius grunted as he finally managed to push his forward all the way, pushing the last of his shaft into her.  He paused, letting her pussy adjust to his massive girth, his balls pressing against her ass cheeks.

“Mm... Fuck, yeah,” he groaned.

He loved the way her pussy clamped around his shaft, squeezing for dear life as his thick member throbbed inside her.  Darius pulled her legs back together, placing her feet together before rolling his long, dexterous tongue along the soles of each.  Sharon gasped and moaned as she wiggled around on the sofa.

“Here we go,” Darius groaned as he began to pull his hips back.

Sharon felt an incredible feeling of emptiness as his cock pulled away, her pussy gripping tightly onto it as it did.  Darius groaned as he continued to pull back.  He couldn’t believe how tightly her soft, velvety pussy was holding onto his cock.  As he pulled away, he held onto her feet and sucked on her toes.

“God that’s thick...”  Sharon moaned as she closed her eyes and arched her back.

Darius pulled about halfway out before pausing and pushing his hips forward.  His cock slid back in, a bit easier than his initial attempt.  It was still a bit of a struggle due to her tightness but he could feel her opening up more.  He took his time, slowly moving his hips back and forth, making sure to only pull about halfway out before pushing all the way back in.  At the same time, he continued to suck and lick her toes while massaging the heels of her feet.

Jamal made his way to the edge of the sofa and crouched atop it, his still hard, glistening member hovering over Sharon’s face.  He aimed it down and pressed the tip against her open mouth.  “Yeah, that’s it, clean it with that pretty mouth,” he groaned as he pushed down further.

Sharon’s eyes shot open, surprised to feel his hard member pushing past her lips.  She was stunned that he was still rock hard.  His low hanging balls hovered over her forehead as he descended down, trying to push more of his cock into her mouth.  She could taste his seed, a mixture of saltiness, tartness, and a slight sweetness.  It was actually quite tasty, she thought as she tried her best to suck on his cock.

Darius could feel her pussy loosening up a bit as it slowly adjusted to his girth.  As it did, he began to speed up his thrusts, making sure to pull more of his cock out with each stroke.  He slid his tongue between each of her toes as he grew more excited.  Sharon could only let out muffled moans as Jamal’s long hard cock filled her mouth, driving close to the entrance of her throat.  She choked and gagged each time he pushed forward and she reached up, pressing her hands on Jamal’s abs to try to hold him off from pushing any deeper.  Tears formed at the edges of her eyes as she choked on his cock.  It was strangely pleasing, feeling overpowered by him. 

“Ungh, I think she likes sucking on your dick dawg, she’s getting real tight,” Darius groaned as he placed her feet on his chest and began to hammer away.

“Nah man, it’s probably cause you are starting to slam that pussy.  She seems to like it a bit rough,” Jamal responded back.

“Yeah?  All right, I got two years of frustration ready to get out,” Darius laughed before he went back to sucking on her toes and thrusting his hips.

Jamal raised an eyebrow at his friend and shook his head.  The whole foot fetish was strange to him, but to each their own, he thought.  He closed his eyes and groaned as he tried to push his cock in deeper, listening to her gag as she tried to take it.

Sharon’s lungs were on fire as she struggled to take in fresh air.  She panicked a bit, wondering if Jamal was maybe taking this too far.  Her vision blurred, spots began to form before her eyes and her own spit rolled down the sides of her lips as she gagged on his cock.  At the same time, Darius began to speed up, really giving it his all with each powerful thrust of his hips.  Sharon had an out of body experience momentarily, her mind seemingly parting with her body.  She could see herself lying there, head tilted back, Jamal’s cock pushing into her mouth, while Darius kept her toes in his mouth while slamming his lower body back and forth.

“Agh!  Ungh!  Fuck!  So fucking tight!”  Darius groaned as her warm cunt squeezed his cock tightly.

Her legs trembled wildly against Darius’s upper body as she had another powerful orgasm, rocking her to her core.  The powerful waves of pleasure, mixed with the lack of oxygen made her black out momentarily, her body going limp and causing Jamal to pull back worriedly.  Darius slid his cock out with a wet pop and both of them stared at one another.

“Oh shit...  Is he out?”  Darius questioned.

“Fuck man, I think so...”  Jamal responded back.

Sharon came to, shaking her head and looked around in a daze.  “Mmm...  Why did you stop?  That was incredible...”  She murmured weakly.

“God damn!”  Jamal exclaimed with a huge smile.  “I told you man, she likes it rough.”

“Yeah?  Hold up, let me get you in a really nice position,” Darius said as he grabbed her legs and pulled them towards the back of the sofa, then he pushed her legs down towards her upper body, basically folding her at the waist line.  “Jamal, hold her legs man, I’m gonna pound this pussy,” he continued as he lifted her ass up a little higher while he placed his legs to the sides of her body. 

Jamal grabbed her ankles that were hanging above her head and held them tight.  Her head leaned off the edge of the sofa at the perfect height for Jamal to squat down and place his cock against her lips.  Darius grabbed his thick cock and pointed it downwards as he lowered himself.  He was facing away from her and Jamal, his ass towards them for a moment before he leaned forward and pushed his cock into her tight little cunt again.  He grabbed onto the back of the sofa and looked out of the floor to ceiling windows, staring at the city as he felt his cock being wrapped by her soft velvety sex once more.

“Oh fuck that’s nice,” Sharon gasped.

With her mouth open, Jamal took it as a chance to shove his cock right back into her mouth.  Her head was tilted back, allowing her to take in more of his cock.  She still struggled as it jammed into her mouth, tickling the entrance to her throat, but it was a bit easier in this new position.

“Damn, she can take it!”  Jamal groaned as he stared down, watching his lengthy member sink between her pretty red lips.  “Yeah...  That’s it... ungh!”

Sharon gagged once more, her spit rolling down the sides of her lips and face, forming bubbles as Jamal thrust his hips back and forth.  Darius straightened his legs as he began to bounce up and down, slamming his thick cock in and out of her tight little cunt.  Sharon’s toes wiggled as she struggled to breathe while feeling constant waves of pleasure spread from between her legs.

His balls smacked against her sensitive clit each time he pounded downwards, making sure to pause each time.  Sharon closed her eyes as she began to feel lightheaded from the lack of fresh air as well as the intense feelings of ecstasy slamming through her.  Her pussy began to tighten again, squeezing onto Darius’s thick member as she climaxed once more.  A tingling, numbing sensation washed through her as her legs trembled wildly.  Her hips buckled as she felt an intense pressure between her legs.

“Ungh!  UNGH!  FUCK!”  Darius groaned as his cock slipped out from between her legs with a slick wet pop.

He looked down as her pussy tightened and a stream of her juices shot up, splashing all over both their lower bodies as well as onto Sharon’s upper body.  Both Darius and Jamal looked at one another, eyes wide.

“Damn nigga!  Look at that fountain!”  Darius exclaimed excitedly.

“Holy shit!”  Jamal responded, equally surprised and excited.

He pulled his hips back, sliding his long hard cock out from between her lips.  She let out a high pitched scream as her pussy continued to squirt out her juices wildly.  Her mind was in complete shock, as was her body, having never experienced anything like this before.  She had no idea she could even do what her body had just done as her squirting slowed.

“Oh my...  What the hell just happened?!”  She questioned, barely able to finish her sentence as she gasped for air.

“You’re a squirter, that’s what happened,” Darius laughed as he placed the tip of his cock against her tight little pussy.

“Wait... Wait, WAIT!”  Sharon yelped.

He paused and looked back towards her.  “You okay?  Don’t tell me you’re tapping out.”

“Whew...  I’m on the verge of doing that but not yet.  I need to change positions, this is too much.  I’m not supposed to bend like this,” she responded.

“Oh, all right, let me get out of the way,” Darius said as he unmounted her and moved aside.

Jamal and Darius helped to get Sharon spun back upright so that she was sitting on the sofa in the correct position.  She looked down between her legs, staring at her aching wet pussy.  It was bright pink and it quivered wildly.

“Here, why don’t you lay on your tummy on this ottoman,” Darius said as he held her hand.

Sharon weakly got to her feet and then laid forward onto the ottoman, her knees on the ground, her breasts pressing into the soft fabric.  Darius got behind her and spread her ass cheeks wide, leaning down to glide his tongue between them.  She gasped as she felt his long tongue slide against her tightly clenched backdoor and then further down against her sensitive trembling cunt.  He ran his tongue up and down before standing straightening and placing the tip of his cock against her pussy.

“Ooo... slow... slow!”  Sharon requested.

“You got it ma’am,” Darius said with a small nod as he gripped tightly onto his shaft and pushed his hips forward.

Sharon gritted her teeth as she felt his cock plunge back into her, slower than before.  Her heart pounded as he began to slowly move his hips back and forth.  Jamal got back in front of her, placing the tip of his cock against her lips.

“No more deep thrusts,” Sharon warned.

“Aw, really ma’am?”  Jamal whined.

“Yes, I can only take so much,” Sharon responded as she reached up with one tired arm and stroked his long member while sucking just the bulbous tip of his long hard cock.

Darius groaned as he spread her ass cheeks and continued thrust his hips, taking his time with each stroke.  Sharon let out muffled moans as she felt her pussy tingle with warmth.  She could feel her juices leaking out from between her legs, dribbling down her inner thighs as she had yet another orgasm.  Her entire body felt weak as Darius continued to pound away.  He spit between her ass cheeks and gently massaged her backdoor with his thumb.

Sharon gasped and pulled away from Jamal, glaring back at Darius.  “Whoa there now!  That’s not an entrance, you hear?”

Darius grinned and nodded, “heard, ma’am!  Nothing going in there.”

He continued to only massage her other hole as he thrust his hips.  It felt strange to Sharon but it wasn’t unpleasant by any means.  She turned her attention back towards Jamal and sucked on his cock again, doing her best to stroke the rest of his long hard shaft with her tired hand.

Sharon wasn’t sure how much time had gone back but the sky was turning a darker hue of orange, mixed in with a bit of purple as the sun began to set beneath the city skyline.  Darius seemed insatiable as he thrust away, stretching her pussy to its limits.  She could feel that he was close to climaxing as his cock throbbed faster and faster inside her. 

“Unf... agh... UNGH!”  Darius groaned as he pushed his cock deep.

Sharon gasped as she felt his cock unleash his seed.  Powerful blasts of his thick warm seed shot out from his thick cock like a firehose.  His balls quivered against her pussy lips, clenching each time she felt another shot.  He pulled out, the tip of his condom full of his seed as he sat on the sofa, wiping his forehead.

“Whew!  Man, finally!  I’ve been backed up for so long,” he groaned.

Jamal pulled his cock away from Sharon’s lips and stroked his cock.  Sharon let her hand fall to the ground, her body exhausted as she laid on the ottoman.  Jamal lifted her head up by the chin with one free hand as his other stroked faster.  “Ah... ah... yeah...”  He groaned as he came again, shooting his load into her mouth.

Sharon was stunned by how much was still left in his tank as he filled her mouth with his seed.  He stepped back and wiped his forehead.  “Damn that felt good!”

Darius stood up and walked to the kitchen, taking off his condom, tying it and tossing it in the trash.  He looked over at Sharon, noticing she looked a bit uncomfortable and he quickly ripped off a paper towel, rushing over to her and handing it to her.  Sharon nodded and spit out Jamal’s load into the towel before glaring up at him.

“Next time, you need to ask for permission for something like that boy,” Sharon warned angrily.

Jamal raised his arms and nodded, “I’m so sorry ma’am, I got caught up in the moment.”

Sharon took a couple of deep breaths, her eyes darting between the two young studs.  “How are you two still hard?!”

“We told you ma’am, it’s been a long time since we’ve last had sex,” Darius replied as he stroked his glistening erect member.  “You ready to keep going?  I just need a second to put on a new rubber.”

“Oh hell naw!  Tarnation, I am done!  I am tapping out,” Sharon responded as she barely managed to get up so that she could lie back on the sofa behind her.

“Did...  did you just say tarnation?”  Darius asked, trying to hold back a smile.

“Yes, why?”

“Nothing.  I...  I never thought people actually said that,” Darius replied, his smile managed to crack through.

“Can you just get me a cup of water please?  I need a break,” Sharon requested.

“You’ve got it ma’am,” Darius replied as he headed to the refrigerator.

“So...  I couldn’t help but notice you did say ‘next time’ before.  Should Darius and I be looking forward to more visits?”  Jamal asked, with a huge grin.

Sharon rolled her eyes and shook her head.  “Nuh uh.  No way Jose!  I just mean ‘next time’ as in the next time you find a woman.  There’s no way I can handle this again.”

Jamal looked sad as he nodded.  “Aw, damn ma’am.  Well, if you ever change your mind, you know how to find us.”

Sharon laughed as Darius handed her a glass of ice cold water.  She took a big gulp, clearing her throat as she leaned back, her legs spreading open on their own from the sheer exhaustion.  “That’s a big ‘if’ there big boy.”
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Karen crossed her arms as she patiently waited for her order.  Harold had asked her to pick up some po boys at one of his favorite restaurants downtown.  She hated driving in traffic, but still, he would not stop whining about it, so she decided to just bite the bullet and pick it up for him.

“Order up for Karen!  Karen Jensen!”  A person at the counter shouted.

She gave the man a small nod as she walked up, “Karen Jensen right?”

“Yep, you ordered through GrubHub?”  He asked.

“Yes, see?”  She responded as she showed her phone, giving him proof that she was indeed the person who made the order.

“Great, here you go,” he said as he handed her a pretty large paper bag.

She tilted her head as she held the bag.  The order was heavier than she thought.  Harold had a habit of ordering far too much.  She smiled at the worker and supported the bag with one hand from the bottom as she made her way out of the shop.

She made her way to her car, placing the bag on the floor of the passenger side before making her way to the driver’s seat.  There was a little bit of traffic downtown, not ideal but better than hearing Harold complain about having to pick up his own food, as silly as that sounded.  Karen glanced over to make sure a car was not coming as she drove out onto the street.  Her phone buzzed and she pressed a button on the steering wheel, answering it through her car’s system.

“Yes?”  She answered.

“What’s taking so long?  I’m starving out here,” Harold complained immediately.

“Oh please, it’s only been 20 minutes since I left,” Karen replied.

“Yeah, which means it’s going to be another 20 for you to get home!”

“Harold!  If you’re going to complain, you should go get your own order next time,” Karen replied angrily.

“Okay, okay, fine...  Hey, on your way, do you think you can grab me a six pack of Lone Star?”  He requested.

“You’re kidding, right?”

“What?  No, I just noticed the fridge didn’t have any.”

“Harold, that means your food might get a bit colder,” Karen warned.

“Not if you move fast,” he replied as he hung up.

Karen’s jaw dropped as she stared out the windshield.  She couldn’t believe he had the audacity to hang up on her.  It should’ve been the other way around.

“I cannot believe the nerve of that man!  His lazy ass is getting worse by the day!”  She yelled angrily in the car as she honked at the car in front of her.

The driver in front stuck his hand out the window and gave her the middle finger before driving off, unleashing a thick cloud of black smoke as he coal rolled her.  Karen cursed under her breath and pressed a button to recirculate the air in her car.  “Jackass!”

It was getting dark outside, the sun just barely peeking out and providing the last bits of its warmth on the way down.  Karen sighed again as she signaled and made her way down towards a different road.  She hated driving downtown at this time, absolutely hated it.  A part of her wanted to just say ‘screw it’ and forget her husband’s request for beer.  But she knew how annoying he could get with his whining and how often he’d probably bring it up if she didn’t do it.

She glanced out the window, staring up at a colorful capital ‘G’ on the side of one of the buildings.  Traffic eked forward and she managed to squeeze past a traffic light just as it turned red.  The food that her husband had ordered did smell good as its aroma filled the car.  She stared out the other side and paused as she saw a couple of black men walk down the street.  They looked familiar but she couldn’t quite put her finger on why.  She paused and tilted her head as she saw a woman step out from a tall tan building’s entrance.

“Is that Sharon?”  She whispered to herself.

The woman looked pretty disheveled, her red hair all over the place and looking almost as if it were wet.  She was wobbling a bit and pausing, glancing around.  Karen squinted, trying to get a better look.  It was a bit hard with the city growing darker by the minute.  A car behind her honked and Karen looked forward, driving ahead and signaling to turn.

She recalled the two black men crossing the street and started to feel worried as she did a u-turn, doing the best she could in the rather narrow city street.  A couple of cars came by and honked at her but she didn’t care.  She would’ve sworn it was Sharon and now she was started to get really worried as she sped forward, dodging traffic and turning towards the tall tan building.

Not too far off, she saw the red headed woman, noticeably limping as she made her way through the city.  Karen stepped on the gas and opened her passenger side window.  As she neared, she gave a light tap on her horn to get the woman’s attention.

“Sharon?!  Sharon!  Is that you?”  She called out as she got closer.

The woman froze in the middle of the sidewalk, raising one hand as if to cover her face.  She shook her head meekly as Karen parked close to the curb and turned on the hazard lights.  “Sharon!  It’s me, Karen!”

There was no response as she continued walking forward.  Karen hopped out of her car and walked over towards her.  “Sharon, come on, what’s going on?”

The woman sighed and finally turned to look at Karen.  It was indeed Sharon, but she leaked exhausted, almost as if she had been in a marathon.  Karen tilted her head and placed her hands on her friend’s shoulders.

“Sharon, why were you ignoring me?  What is happening?”

“Oh, um... Nothing, I’m just a little out of it, that’s all,” Sharon replied, trying to edge out a smile.

“You look far more than just out of it.  What happened?”  Karen paused and looked down the sidewalk and pointed towards the road.  “I saw those black guys coming from this direction, did they...  Did they rob you?”

Sharon laughed and shook her head, “no, no, nothing like that.”

“Here, come on, get in my car, let me at least give you a ride to where you parked,” Karen offered.

Sharon hesitated as she looked straight across the street at the garage she had parked.  With her entire body exhausted, she wasn’t sure if she’d make it to her car, let alone drive it back home.  “Actually...  Do you think you can give me a ride home?  I took an Uber here,” she lied.

“Of course!  Come on, get in,” Karen responded as she helped support Sharon back to her car. 

She opened the passenger side seat, grabbed her husband’s food and tossed it to the back seat before letting Sharon sit.  Sharon let out an audible groan as she sat down, scowling a bit as she got both her legs into the car.  Karen shook her head, closed the door gently and then headed to the driver’s seat.  Once she got in, she glanced over at Sharon as she turned off her hazard lights and merged into the street traffic.

“Mm...  Something smells good in here,” Sharon commented as she placed a hand on her stomach.  She felt completely exhausted and famished as she sniffed the air.  Every part of her seemed to ache as the car swerved around through the city.

“What were you doing here?”

“Ungh... Helping to show off a condo for Dwayne’s friends,” Sharon admitted as she pressed her head back against the headrest.

“Dwayne’s friends?  So those two black guys, were they them?”

Sharon shrugged, “most likely.”

Karen tilted her head as she thought about her recent trip to the market.  “Was one of them former military?”

Sharon turned her head, looking surprised.  “Yes...  Jamal.  How did you know?”

“Jamal!  That’s right!  That was his name.  I saw him and Dwayne at that little all natural, all natural market Melissa raved about.”

“Oh really?  You saw Darius too?”

“Who?  No, I only saw Dwayne and Jamal.  Sophia was there too, she was actually shaken up a little.  She’s still not used to people like them,” Karen informed.

Sharon nodded as she looked the other way, staring at the city as they drove onto the highway.  Her crotch ached like never before, her sore sex still quivering from the experience.  She pulled down the passenger side mirror and looked at her reflection.  Karen was not exaggerating, she looked like hell.

“So...  Are you going to tell me what’s going on?”  Karen pressed.

Sharon groaned as she adjusted in her seat.  Her lips were itching to tell Karen the truth, it was a blessing and curse for her...  The inability to hold secrets.  “I...  Gah!  Damn Melissa for sending that photo of Marcus,” she started.

Karen’s ears perked at her words and she nervously glanced at her redhead friend.  “Why?”

“I was showing those two young men the condo and one of them offered to massage my feet,” Sharon started.

“Really?”

“Yes, I think he had a fetish for them cause he was all over them.  He was actually pretty good and then I felt it,” she continued.

“It?”

“You know.  His dick.”

Karen nearly swerved into the other lane as she looked over at her friend, her jaw dropping.  “What?”

Sharon’s face turned red as she smiled and looked over at Karen.  “Yeah, he was getting hard from feeling my feet.  And wow... he was...  wow.”

“Like... big?”

“Oh honey, big is an understatement.  I mean, it was thick,” Sharon answered as she weakly raised her hands and formed a circle with them.

Karen’s eyes widened, “no way...  Wait, that’s a guess right?  You didn’t actually see it...  Did you?”

Sharon sighed and nodded, “yes I did.  And I hate to admit it but I did more than just see it.”

The car came to a screeching halt right in the middle of traffic, cars around them honking as they swerved around.  Karen sat in shock, her heart racing as she looked over at Sharon.  “You’re kidding, right?”

“Nope.  You know how bad I am with secrets.”

Another car honked from behind and Karen shot a glare back before stepping on the gas, driving towards a parking lot.  The car fell silent as Karen drove.  Sharon felt embarrassed as she waited for Karen to park.  Once they got to the lot, Karen parked without even looking at where the lines were.

“So... You and Jamal...”

“Darius.”

“Oh.  Okay.  You and Darius, you... had sex with him?”

“And Jamal.”

Karen’s eyes widened as she stared at Sharon, her jaw hitting the floor.  She couldn’t comprehend her friend’s words.  “At the same time?!”  She gasped.

“Yes.  I don’t know what got into me.  When I saw them...  It’s like...  Like something inside me...  I don’t know how to describe it, but I just had to.  I mean, Brian could never please me like they did, no matter how many blue pills he took.  Darius and Jamal, I don’t know if it’s because of their youth or just the sheer size of their dicks but wow...  It...  I cannot describe it,” Sharon said, her words flowing out of her unabated.

Karen stared at her friend, speechless but at the same time she knew she had to spill the beans, it was only fair.  “I know what you mean.”

Sharon tilted her head, “huh?  How?”

After giving a small sigh, Karen leaned back in her seat.  “I had quite the experience with Willis.”

“What?!  When?  And you didn’t tell anyone?!”  Sharon responded.

“Remember our meetup?  When you had to leave early?”

Sharon nodded.

“Well, Melissa let us know that she had quite the workout with Marcus,” Karen started.

“How typical, talking about her workouts,” Sharon replied.

Karen shook her head, “no, not the usual type of workout.  I mean workout,” Karen said, making sure to stress her words carefully while also raising her fingers to make air quotes.

“You don’t mean...  Oh my... You do!  So she and Marcus?  And then you and Willis?!”  Sharon responded, placing one hand on her chest.  “What next, Dwayne and Sophia?!”

Karen laughed and shook her head, “I don’t know about Sophia, she’s very cautious of people like them.  But yes, me and Willis, Melissa and Marcus.  I guess we just couldn’t resist.  You know how frustrated we are.  Harold can’t get hard and Daniel being a minute man.  I guess we all have something in common now.”

There was a brief moment of silence as Sharon processed everything.  She couldn’t believe her ears but yet, she felt a huge wave of relief wash over her.  As she took it all in, she began to laugh, softly at first but as Karen joined, they both burst into loud laughter.  It got to the point where both were wiping their eyes as tears of joy filled them.  After a long couple of minutes laughing they both slowly settled down, taking in long deep breaths.

“So, are you thinking of doing it again?”  Sharon inquired.

Karen pursed her lips and stared blankly out the window.  “I...  I don’t know actually.  I don’t think I will but lord...  but hon, it felt so good.  You?”

“Well, I told them it was a big ‘if’ for them.  I mean... maybe just one at a time.  Two was maybe a bit much,” Sharon responded.

“A bit much?  I could barely handle Willis, I was sore for days!”

“Oh, I know I’m going to be sore for a while.  What about Melissa?  Do you think she’ll do it again?”  Sharon asked.

“Do I think she will?  Ha!  No, I know she will.  She even said she’s planning her next workout with him,” Karen answered.

“Tarnation!  That woman...  Once she gets into something.” Sharon murmured.

Karen’s phone buzzed and she pressed a button on the steering wheel, answering.  “Hello?”

“Karen?!  Where are you woman?!  I’m starving!  Did you get lost getting the beer?!”  Her husband barked immediately.

“I saw Sharon on the way home and picked her up,” Karen replied coolly.

“Hi Harold,” Sharon greeted.

There was silence, then the sound of Harold clearing his throat.  “Oh uh, hey.  Um...  So, are you going to be later than expected?”  He asked, trying to calm himself as he realized someone else could hear him.

“Yes, I’m running late.  And unfortunately I don’t think I can stop by to get the beer.  Unless you are okay with waiting longer for your food.”

“Yeah, forget the beer.  If you could speed it up, that’d be great,” Harold replied.

“I’m so sorry for the trouble Harold.  My car had a bit of a problem,” Sharon lied.

“Oh, no, no, no problem.  Drive safe!”  Harold responded.

“I will.  See you in a few,” Karen said as she hung up.

They both laughed again.  For a moment, they felt young again.  It was like years, if not decades had been shaved off their lives as they enjoyed the moment.  Sharon placed her hands on her belly as she laughed and groaned, still sore from her session with the two young black studs.  Harold was going to have to wait much longer for his cold dinner to arrive.
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Sophia raced around the kitchen, cooking up a storm as she prepared an impressive mix of Taiwanese and Texan food.  She had made her husband’s favorite dishes, three cup chicken, dumplings, fried noodles, slow roasted pork, finished with tacos, the sweet and spicy salsa she had finally managed to find, nachos... it was the works.  It was their wedding anniversary and every year she wanted it to be special.

Her husband seemed to be running late, which was a good thing for her as she felt as though she was running behind.  Their sons were with her mother, giving her the day off to focus on preparing this feast, as well as the night so she and Johnny could be wildly intimate.  She blushed just thinking about it as she stirred some food.

The house was oddly silent for once without the kids running around.  It had been a while since she’d been able to cook without being bothered left and right.  She finished up the last couple of dishes, placing them in various little pots and pans and leaving them on the stove to stay warm.

She wiped her forehead with a small kitchen towel and leaned against the nearest counter.  “Whew, he better appreciate this,” Sophia whispered to herself as she looked over at the food she had made.  A part of her regretted making so much.  While Johnny would probably be able to finish most, if not all of it, he was pretty overweight.  It was not the most ideal gift to give him.

Sophia glanced over at the old grandfather clock, watching it tick away as more time passed.  She sighed and walked over to the living room, plopping herself down on her sofa and turning on the television.  Johnny said he was only five minutes out, but that was ten minutes ago.  She tried to think positively, maybe he was trying to find her a special gift and was being held up.

There were only two channels, one with shows produced from Taiwan and the other from mainland China, that were available on their cable subscription; neither of which had anything interesting.  There was nothing else much to watch as she flipped through the other various channels.  Her phone buzzed and she picked it up to see that it was the other girls massaging one another.  She hesitated momentarily, recalling that there was a lewd set of pictures that Melissa had posted.  At first it was just one, but over time she kept posting a couple of more.

After taking a small breath, she glanced around and unlocked her phone, opening the messaging app.  She froze, her eyes widening as she saw that Melissa had uploaded yet another picture.  It was a strangely familiar sight now, the thick, hard manhood of Marcus.  Another message popped up, this time from Karen, it was a thumbs up emoji.

Sophia began typing but stopped, she was actually going to request that Melissa knock it off, but was worried that they would spin up a separate group chat without her.  The last thing she wanted was to be ostracized from the group.  She sighed as she saw more messages pop up.

“You would be jealous of what I took on,” Sharon wrote out of the blue.

“What?!”  Sophia typed furiously, as did Melissa.

Karen only responded with a laughing emoji...  As if she knew what Sharon was talking about.  “We need to have another meet, pronto,” Sharon wrote as a follow up.

Immediately, times and dates flew out on the chat as they tried to figure out a good time, date and place to meet.  Sophia’s heart raced a bit as she gulped and watched the screen.  If what Sharon was implying was true...  That would mean all three of them had done something with a black man.  “No way...  No...  gàn!”  She cursed in Mandarin loudly.

There was a brief thud and Sophia jolted upright.  It was the garage door opening up, taking her by surprise.  She glanced at the grandfather clock again and was surprised to see how much time had passed by.  The garage door thudded as it closed and Johnny grunted as he opened the door and stepped in.  Sophia turned around, leaning against the back of the sofa as she watched her husband.  A part of her had hoped to see him holding a couple of bags, maybe a large box as a gift, but to her dismay, he was empty handed.

“Hey!  Hey!  Sorry!  Whew!  You know how some of those workers in the warehouse can be.  Bunch of illegals wanting to get an extra dollar.  You know they threatened to quit today?”  Her husband said as he clumsily took off his shoes. 

He wobbled a bit as he tried to balance on one foot while pulling at the heel of his shoe.  “I swear, I need to hire FOBs next time!”  Johnny continued as he popped off one shoe and then finally the other.  He was breathing hard just from that, thick beads of sweat rolling down the sides of his head.  “Whew!  Why is it so hot in here?  You turn on the A/C?”

Sophia nodded, “yeah, it’s on.  It’s probably a bit warm because I’ve been cooking all day.”

“Yeah?  Let me take a shower first,” Johnny said as he headed straight upstairs.

Sophia sighed and raised one eyebrow as she watched him waddle off.  Was he acting oblivious so that he could surprise her later?  She couldn’t tell, but she hoped for the best as she turned back around, pulling up her phone.

“Look at this video Brian seems to be watching everyday,” Sharon typed with a link.  “You should really make sure to use your AirPods.”

She heard the shower turn on upstairs and the heavy footsteps of her husband as he got into the shower.  Sophia tilted her head, grabbed her AirPods, popped them in, and clicked on the link curiously.  Her browser popped up and a page to a porn site popped up, with the video loading momentarily before playing on its own.

“Cào nǐ mā!”  She cursed loudly in her native language as the video started.

Sophia couldn’t believe that Sharon had sent them a link to a porn video.  She was about to close it but the audio stopped her.  It was a strange thumping music and the video was hard to ignore.  Sophia hesitated as she watched, stunned by the image of a blonde white women stroking a thick black dick.

"Isn't this something you want to try?" A female voice purred.

"What is this?" Sophia whispered to herself.

"Your husband's little penis can't compare," the voice continued.

The scenes on the video faded, only to be replaced with woman licking the shafts of black men.  Some words flashed on the video but Sophia couldn't quite catch what they said.  She couldn't help but keep watching, her eyes unable to look away.  The strangely hypnotic music continued, mixed with the sounds of the women moaning.

"Big. Black. Cock," the voice repeated.

The video transitioned to scenes of women being hammered by well built, large, muscular black men. "This is satisfaction," the voice continued.  A couple of colors flashed on the screen as more scenes showed of various women being pounded in various positions.

“Oh my...”  Sophia whispered as she watched a woman on her knees, reaching back to spread her ass cheeks apart as a thick black member slowly slid in between them.  “Wǒ kào!”  She yelped as she realized the black man was jamming his manhood into the woman’s back entry.  It seemed impossible and yet, here she was, watching it.  The blonde woman was writhing and moaning as the music continued.  It was nonstop, different women in various positions as the words “BIG.  BLACK. COCK,” flashed above the video.  She gasped as it seemed to escalate, showing women with more than one black man at a time.

Sophia was lost in her thoughts as she stared at her screen.  It wasn’t until she heard the thumping of her husband’s footsteps as he made his way down the stairs that she finally snapped out of it.  She quickly closed the video and locked her screen, popping her AirPods out of her ears as Johnny made his way towards the dining room.

“Mm...  Smells good in here!  Where’s Tony and Andy?”  He asked as he sat in his usual seat.

She remained silent for a moment, still trying to get her bearings after watching that video.  As her panic, mixed with excitement subsided bit by bit, she took a deep breath and stood up.  It felt as though she was getting out of some kind of trance as she walked to the dining room.

“They’re with my mom,” she answered.

“Yeah?  Great!  Guess I can knock out a few rounds of Halo tonight!”  He said excited as he rubbed his hands together.

Sophia raised an eyebrow and placed one hand on her hips.  Silence filled the air for a moment as she waited...  hoping that he was acting as if he forgot.  As he picked up his chopsticks and reached towards the pork, completely oblivious, she couldn’t help but feel saddened.

“Really?  Wáng bā dàn...  Did you really forget?”  Sophia questioned, trying her hardest not to snap, just in case he was really acting.

He paused as he glanced over at her nervously.  “Huh?  What?  Did..  Uh, did you want to take the first bite?  Come on, sit.”

“Johnny!  I made all this, sent the kids to be with my mom, none of this is registering as special?!”  Sophia barked.

“What?  Yeah, it’s definitely special.  Like I said, the food smells great!  Thank you!”  He stuttered, looking flustered and lost.

“Do you know what today is?”  Sophia questioned, holding back tears of anger.

He gulped as his eyes darted back and forth as if he were some kind of robot trying to calculate a difficult equation.  His eyes began to widen as he realized what she was so upset about.  He cleared his throat as he put his chopsticks down.

“Uh, wow, sorry babe, I... look, it was a really rough day today with those workers talking about going on strike.  I was putting fires out left and right, you know how it is.  Look, I’ll make it up to you tomorrow.  We’ll go out for a nice anniversary date,” he answered, his voice trembling.

Sophia crossed her arms and shook her head, “forget it.  My mom is only watching the boys for tonight.  I have to go pick them up tomorrow.”

“It’s fine.  I’ll hand them off to my parents and we can go out.  I know it sounds like I’m making this up right on the spot but I do have a gift ready, it’s just at the store,” he said.

“You have a gift that’s at the store?  Johnny, that means you just saw something somewhere and now that I’m mad, you’re going to go buy it,” Sophia sighed.

He shook his head, “no, no, I swear, it’s not like that.  It’s already bought, it’s just waiting for me to pick it up.  In fact, I was supposed to get it this morning but then Jay called about the strike talk and I just got completely off track.”

Sophia rolled her eyes and sighed again, it was always the same old excuse.  He was too busy, his workers were too dumb, they complained all day, and ultimately he lost track of it all.  It was starting to get more annoying each time.

“Fine, whatever,” she said as she sat on her seat, trying to contain her searing anger.

“Really though, thank you for this!  This all looks amazing,” Johnny said, trying to cheer her up.

“Yeah, thanks,” Sophia responded nonchalantly as she picked up her chopsticks.

It seemed there was no point in having their sons over at her mother’s.  No matter what her husband hoped, she definitely wasn’t planning on giving him any action.  After all the hours she spent trying to surprise him, the fact that he couldn’t even put in a tiny bit of effort was too much to try and forgive.  They ate in silence, one of the most awkward anniversaries they had ever had.
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Melissa groaned as she rolled around in bed.  Every inch of her ached as she moved.  She couldn’t believe how sore she was.  Not even her previous Crossfit gyms were able to make her feel this way.

“Ugh...  Daniel?  Are you around?”  She called out.

She was only met with silence as a response.  The sun was starting to peek through the blinds, slivers of light making their way onto the bed.  She slowly managed to support her upper body on her elbows as she looked around the empty master bedroom.

“Dan?”

Sill no response.  She sighed and grunted as she turned towards the edge of the bed.  Marcus had done quite the number on her again.  She wasn’t sure if she would ever get used to her little “workouts” with him.  After managing to squeeze into some leggings and a blouse, she headed out of the room, towards the stairs.

She paused as she walked through the hall, glancing into her daughter’s room to see it empty as well.  “Strange...”  Melissa whispered as she continued down to the first floor.

It was strange that both her husband and daughter were absent so early in the morning.  Or at least she thought it was early as she glanced at a nearby clock.  It was half past seven on a weekend, which made it even stranger.

“Dan?  Cathy?”  She called out.

Melissa scratched the back of her head as she wandered into the dining room.  On the table was a yellow Post-it note with something scribbled on it.  She squinted as she picked up the note.

“Father, daughter day.  Visiting Houston,” she read aloud.

She rolled her eyes and shook her head as she put her note down.  “Father, daughter my ass.  More like uncle, daughter,” she sighed.  Daniel had a younger brother who lived in Houston and adored their daughter.  He always surprised her with all kinds of gifts, much to Melissa’s dismay.

She headed over towards the little coffee machine and popped in a little pod.  As it quickly brewed up a cup, she stared out the window.  She wasn’t sure when the two had left, but it was a two-and-a-half-hour drive to Houston, one way.  They probably weren’t coming back for a while, she thought.

As soon as the coffee finished, her phone buzzed to life.  She grabbed her mug, walked over to the living room and pulled up her phone.  It was the girls, messaging back and forth again.  Sharon had surprisingly uploaded quite an interesting video the night before.

She sipped her coffee as she read through the messages.  The most recent one was from Sophia, letting Karen know that the anniversary surprise was a dud.  Based on what she wrote, she was definitely upset.  It seemed Johnny had completely forgotten and was planning on making it up to her today.

“Give him hell,” Melissa typed.

After she finished typing, she leaned back on her sofa and sipped some more of her coffee.  The lips of her sex quivered as she thought about Marcus.  She stretched her arms and looked around the living room, enjoying the silence.  While it was early in the morning, she wondered if Marcus was awake.

“My husband and daughter are out of town for the day.  Do you want to try working out at my gym?”  She typed.

Her fingers trembled as they hovered over the ‘send’ button.  While she was confident that it was true, she was still worried that maybe, just maybe, they’d come home earlier than expected.  She switched to her contact list and dialed her daughter.  After a couple of rings, Cathy answered, “hey mom.”

“You two still on the road?”  Melissa inquired.

“Yeah, we’re passing Garfield right now,” Cathy answered.

“Garfield?  So it hasn’t been that long since you two left huh?”

“I guess?  I think it’s been about thirty minutes,” her daughter replied.

“Is that your mom?”  Cathy heard her husband’s voice.

“Yeah, why?”

“We’re going to visit Rory,” Dan said, his voice distant.

“I figured, why else would you be going to Houston?  Are you two staying the whole day?”  Melissa asked.

“I don’t know, maybe?”  Dan replied, his voice less distant, most likely her daughter aiming the phone towards him.

“Do you have a rough idea?  Should I prepare or grab dinner or anything?”

“Uh... no, no need.  Rory is taking us out to some Japanese restaurant he found.  Apparently, the best sushi in Houston or something,” Dan answered.

“Sushi?  Well, be careful.  Remember the last time you had it, you were sick for almost a week,” Melissa warned.

“That’s because the sushi in Austin is shit!  I trust in my brother.”

“Okay.  Well, you two have fun then.  I’ll see you when you get home.”

“Oh mom, wait,” Cathy started.  “Are you going to be meeting with Katlyn’s mom today?”

“Karen?  I wasn’t planning on it, why?”

“Oh, it’s nothing.  Katlyn was borrowing my old camera and wanted to give it back.  I’ll just tell her to swing by and drop it off,” Cathy answered.

“What?  No,” Melissa responded, almost instinctively.

“Huh?  Why?”

“I uh...  I might not be home when she drops it off,” she replied, her voice trembling slightly.

“That’s fine.  She can just leave it on the front porch.”

“And have it get stolen?  No.  I’ll be meeting with the girls later this week, I’ll just grab it then,” Melissa said.

“Stolen?  Mom, what world are you living in?  There are no porch pirates in our area.”

“Well, just in case.”

There was a bit of a long pause before Cathy finally responded, “um, okay mom.”

“Okay.  Anything else?”  Melissa asked.

“No.  You have anything?”

“Nope,” her husband answered.

“Okay, well, drive safe and have fun!”  Melissa said as she hung up.

As soon as she did, she switched back to her messages and sent her draft to Marcus.  Her heart raced as she switched to the group chat this time.  Karen invited everyone to her house, especially Sophia, most likely to try and cheer her up.  Melissa sighed as she typed, “sorry girls, I might be a little busy today.”  She finished by ending her message with an emoji of a cat.

“Busy with what?”  Sharon asked on the chat.

“I’m waiting to hear back but I’m planning on working out today,” Melissa answered with glee, her fingers dancing on the screen as she typed.

“Again?!”  Karen messaged.

Melissa only responded with a smiley face.  She couldn’t help but feel a bit giddy at the thought of Marcus having his way with her, in her own home...  In her own gym.  It was quite an exciting thought that sent shivers down her body.

“You are addicted,” Sharon added into the group chat.

“You’re the one to talk, with that video you linked to last night,” Melissa responded with a laugh as she took another sip of her coffee.

Though, she had to admit, maybe Sharon was right.  She could not seem to get enough of Marcus’s thick black manhood.  It hit all the right places, each and every time.  The lips of her sex quivered as she thought about him, growing wet and warm as she recalled the way his long, hard shaft filled and stretched her to her limits.

She put her phone down and turned on the television.  There wasn’t much on but she wanted something on as background noise while she finished her coffee and waited for Marcus’s response.  Each time the phone buzzed, her heart fluttered a bit, but when she looked, it was only the girls, still bantering.

“Come on Marcus,” Melissa whispered as she stood up and stretched her arms.

The sun was now fully over the horizon beaming down its warmth through the large open windows of the living room.  She walked over to them and looked out, staring at the other houses in the neighborhood.  Her eyes looked out into the distance, towards where the Jones family lived. 

She stood quietly, lost in her thoughts.  The time between visits with Marcus was shortening each time.  In fact, this latest text to him was probably the shortest amount of time.  Their last encounter had been three days ago, though she was still feeling its effects.  She twisted her upper body a bit, stretching her hips as she continued to look out the window.

A couple of cars drove by, but in general the neighborhood was relatively quiet.  She pulled her right foot back towards her ass and grabbed the ankle, stretching her thigh.  The weather actually seemed perfect for a little jog, she thought as she pulled her leg up a bit more.  She figured it’d also be a great way to get her mind off of Marcus’s big black cock while she waited for him to respond.

After stretching her left leg, she headed back upstairs to switch clothes.  Once she was all dressed, she grabbed her phone, unlocking it and checking to see if Marcus had responded.  Nothing from him, but the girls were still messaging back and forth.  She couldn’t help but smile at some of the things they were writing before sliding her phone into a side pocket.

Melissa stretched her legs one more time after leaving the house before starting her jog.  She still felt a bit sore but a jog is exactly what she needed.  The cool fresh air of the morning before the powerful heat of the afternoon felt fresh against her skin.  Every once in a while, she would notice some men pause and stare, making sure to get a good look at her backside.  Unfortunately for them, they didn’t have what she wanted, a thick black manhood swinging between their legs.

Her heart raced as she sped up a bit, working her way through the various neighborhoods nearby.  She loved the feeling of having her heart beat so rapidly, it made her feel more alive than ever.  There was a time where she had struggled with her weight, especially after she had Cathy.  It was a difficult time for her and she had gained quite a bit of weight.

Her husband didn’t really help motivate her at the time, unless making little snide remarks about how big she was getting were supposed to do that.  She felt a small tinge of anger as she recalled those days.  Her legs burned as she jogged a steep incline, pushing herself to reach the top.

“Whew!”  She huffed as she made it up and paused, enjoying the view. 

While it wasn’t a hike through a tall mountain, she still felt a great sense of accomplishment.  She looked down at her sweaty body, nodding in approval at herself.  It had taken years to get where she was at, and she had done it on her own she thought.  She placed her hands on her hips and took long deep breaths.

The sun was now halfway up the sky, beaming down its rays and raising the heat.  Melissa wiped the sweat from her forehead and turned, heading back down.  She glanced at her watch, she’d been jogging for almost an hour.  “Wow,” she whispered, not realizing how much time had passed.  She began her slow jog back home and as soon as she stepped into the house, her phone buzzed against her thigh.  Melissa’s heart raced as she pulled out her phone, it was Marcus responding with a thumbs up, followed by a message “when?”

“I just got back from a jog so maybe after I shower?”  She typed back.

The response back was almost immediate, “No!  I’ll be there in a few.”

Melissa tilted her head as she decided to just call him.  After a couple of rings, he answered, his deep, low voice making her shiver.

“Hey,” he answered.

“What do you mean no?  I need to shower, I’m all sweaty,” Melissa said.

“That’s perfect.  I like it when you’re all hot and sweaty,” Marcus replied as she heard the sounds of a car engine in the background.

“Eww...  I’m pretty sure I stink.”

“Nah, I’m sure you smell perfect.  Plus we can take a shower together after our uh... workout,” Marcus responded with a chuckle.

Melissa hesitated as she stared at her phone.  “Are you...  Are you sure?”

“Absolutely.  I’ll be there in a couple of minutes,” he replied.

She gulped and smiled.  “Okay, I’ll be waiting.”
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Melissa nibbled on her lower lip as she waited patiently in her garage.  She had left the door open so she could look down the driveway towards the street.  If Marcus drove by, she’d be able to spot him immediately.  Though she hoped that he wouldn’t park too close, she didn’t want to draw in any unwanted attention.

Her heart fluttered as she saw Marcus jogging over from a distance.  She wondered where he had parked as she hadn’t seen his car, or any car for that matter, drive by.  He looked like an Olympian, his massive, well built body glistening with sweat.  She licked her lips as she admired him.  He wasn’t wearing a shirt, showing off his impressive upper body, along with a pair of black shorts.

As he jogged up the driveway, she placed her hands on her hips and leaned a little towards the left.  She was wearing a tight, bright pink, sports bra with capri leggings that fit snugly on her lower body.  They were her favorite as they really accentuated her ass.

He grinned as he looked up towards her, giving a small nod as he sped up the pace.  Melissa waved him in, giving a subtle nod of approval as he jogged into the garage.  His manly musk made her body tingle with excitement.

She quickly pressed the button on the garage door opener attached to the wall.  The relatively quiet belt of the garage opener slowly lowered the heavy door.  Melissa could hardly hold in her excitement as she waited for it to close, taking one step closer to Marcus each time it lowered.

“So, you ready for one hell of an intense workout?”  Marcus asked with a huge grin.

Melissa glanced down to see that he was already hard, his thick black member straining in his shorts, forming a huge tent between his legs.  She got extremely close, running her fingers along the tent in his shorts, feeling his member quiver from her touch.  “That’s what I was going to ask you,” she responded as she ran her other hand across his six pack abs.

“Oh damn,” Marcus said as she slipped her hand down the waistband of his shorts.

She nibbled on her lower lip as she felt the base of his big fat member.  It throbbed lightly against her fingers as she held tightly onto the shaft.  She could hardly contain herself as she released his member and then pulled his shorts down to his ankles, kneeling down as she did.

His big black cock popped out and bounced inches away from her face, released from its cotton prison.  Melissa gasped, still stunned by the sheer size of his manhood.  The lips of her sex grew warm and wet at the sight, a bit of saliva forming at the edges of her lips.

“Did you get bigger?”  She asked as she grabbed his shaft and lifted it upwards towards his belly button.

Marcus laughed, his low hanging balls swinging with his movements.  “What?  Nah, I don’t think that’s physically possible.”

“Well damn, it looks bigger,” Melissa said as she pressed the tip of his cock against his abs, reaching out with her other hand to gently massage his smooth balls.

He let out a soft groan as her warm fingers teased his balls, gently massaging them back and forth while she leaned in close, her hot breath brushing by the underside of his throbbing shaft.  Once she was centimeters away, she stuck out her tongue, gently running the tip of it along the underside of his thick black cock.

Instead of working her way up, she went downwards, stopping once she reached his balls.  She wiggled the tip of her tongue against it before leaning in and kissing them one at a time.  Marcus groaned again as he ran his fingers through her hair, tilting his head back as she continued to tease his balls, licking and sucking on them gently.

She spit on his shaft and gently began to stroke it with one hand while she licked the bottom of his balls.  His manly scent filled her senses, driving her wild with desire.  She flicked her tongue rapidly at his balls while stroking his shaft faster.

“Oh damn, fuck that’s good,” Marcus groaned.  “Why don’t you get a bit more comfortable too?  Let me get a taste of that pussy.”

Melissa smirked as she stood up and pulled her sports bra up and over her head.  Her tight fitting capri leggings were next.  She tossed them to the side, showing off her nude body.  Marcus quickly rushed over, placed his hands on her hips and then lifted her, flipping her upside down in one swift move.

She yelped, feeling dizzy as she soon realized that she was upside down with his thick black cock tapping against her lips.  Marcus sank his long, flexible tongue deep into her pussy, wiggling it as he entered.  She gasped, spreading her legs wide as she felt his tongue journey deep between the lips of her wet sex.

The tip of his thick cock constantly rubbed against her open lips.  She eventually pushed her head closer towards his crotch, opening her mouth wide to take in the bulbous tip.  His hot breath brushed against her clit as he let out a small groan while he continued wiggling his tongue inside her.

She wiggled her toes as he continued to tease and please her with his long dexterous tongue.  It twirled and wiggled all around, hitting the right spots.  Melissa sucked on the tip of his cock, sliding her tongue all over the tip as she returned the favor.

Marcus began to thrust his hips lightly, pushing his cock into her mouth while he held her upside down, his tongue constantly exploring her sex.  She gagged and let out a couple of muffled moans as she sucked on his big fat cock.  His low hanging balls swayed gently, tapping against her forehead each time he thrust his hips forward.

Melissa began to feel lightheaded as the blood continued to rush to her head.  This was definitely not a position she was used to.  There was no way her husband would’ve ever been able to do anything similar to this.  He held her effortlessly as he continued to explore her sex with his tongue.  Melissa tried her best to return the favor, sucking wildly on his cock.

He walked over towards a bench and slowly lowered her down on it.  Melissa kept his cock in her mouth, constantly sucking on it even as she laid on the bench.  Marcus groaned as she stepped back, letting his thick cock slide out from her lips.  It bobbed up and down, the underside of it tapping against the tip of her nose.

“Damn, you’re wild,” he laughed.  “Time to tap that sweet tight pussy,” he continued as he circled around the bench and made his way between her legs.

Melissa gasped as he tapped his big fat cock against her quivering pussy lips.  He held his shaft as he slowly pressed the tip into her, taking his sweet time.  She moaned loudly and arched her back slightly while spreading her trembling legs wider.  Marcus ran his free hand up and down her side before reaching up and squeezing one breast.

“Oh, yeah, that’s tight,” he groaned.

He let go of his shaft as half of it slid into Melissa’s soaking wet cunt.  She continued to squirm on the bench, clenching, then spreading her toes as she gasped.  Her body was on fire, tingling, numbing sensations working their way through every inch of her.

“Yes!  Oh fuck, yes!”  She screamed.

They both froze as the entire length of his thick throbbing shaft lodged itself inside her.  She loved the way his entire cock quivered inside her, while he enjoyed the soft, velvety squeezing of her tight pink pussy.  His balls rubbed up against her ass cheeks for just a minute longer before he began to pull his hips back.

“OH SHIT! OH MY GOD YES!”  Melissa screamed at the top of her lungs.

He pulled out about halfway before slamming his hips forward again.  She gasped and squirmed, taking in his big fat cock with more ease than before.  Her legs continued to tremble wildly as he began to thrust consistently.  He reached down and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them tightly as he hammered away.

“Ungh!  UNGH!  Damn this pussy still tight!”  Marcus groaned.

His powerful thrusts caused the bench below them to squeak loudly and even budge slightly.  He moved his hands over to her ankles, grabbing them and placing them on his wide, muscular shoulders.  She closed her eyes, moaning loudly as he leaned forward, basically folding her in half at the waist as he continued to pound away.

“Ah!  AH!  AHHHH!  IT’S SO THICK!”  Melissa moaned loudly.

Marcus continued to grunt as he thrust his hips back and forth, making sure to clench his ass cheeks to try and get even more of his long hard shaft into her.  He could feel her pussy tightening even more and began to slow his strokes, taking his time gliding in and out.  Melissa squealed as she shook her head.  An immense ball of heat rose from between her legs and spread throughout her.  She could hardly breathe as the wildfire of lust raged through every inch of her.

“OOOOOOOH MYYYYYY GAAAAAAAAAAAAWWWWD!”  She screamed as she climaxed.

Marcus tilted his head, thick beads of sweat rolling down his glistening muscular body as he struggled to push his hips forward.  Her pussy was extremely tight as her climax peaked.  He felt her shudder wildly beneath him, even with her legs pressed down against her upper body.

She continued to shake her head and shudder wildly as the heat within her began to subside, overtaken by a cooling sensation that washed over her, numbing her once more.  Her pussy began to loosen up a bit, letting Marcus continue his long, slow thrusts.  She wiggled her feet as another wave of pleasure washed through her.

“Yeah, that’s it, I’m going to make this pussy make some noise,” Marcus grunted as he began to thrust faster again.

Melissa could only moan and tremble in her position, her legs pressed up against her breasts, her ass hiked upwards with his large, imposing frame above her, pushing down on her.  He began to hammer back and forth hard, his balls smacking loudly against her ass cheeks.  The bench squeaked and lurched around a bit with each powerful thrust.

“Ungh!  UNGH!  Yeah!  Whose pussy is this?”  Marcus whispered as he slammed his thick black shaft in and out of her.

“Oh!  OH!  YES!  YOURS!”  Melissa screamed back.

“Yeah, that’s right,” Marcus grunted as he slowed his strokes again.

Her pretty pink pussy lips gripped tightly to his member as he slowly pulled back and straightened himself up.  His thick black cock slipped out with a slick wet pop.  Melissa gasped, feeling a powerful sense of emptiness within her as she took a couple of deep breaths.

“Spin around, let me hit this sweet pussy from behind,” Marcus ordered.

Melissa groaned as she flipped her body around, her breasts pressing against the soft leather padding of the bench.  Marcus grabbed her by the hips and pulled her lower body down to the edge of the bench.  He grabbed his throbbing shaft and pressed it right back into her pussy, gliding it in from behind.  Melissa’s toes pressed down against the cold concrete flooring of the garage as she gasped and tilted her head back.

“OOOOOOOOH!”  She squealed.

He pushed his hips forward, slamming the entire length of his cock deep inside her, his balls smacking against the wet lips of her sex.  Melissa gasped and kept her head tilted back as she cried out in pleasure.  Marcus reached out and grabbed her dark hair, pulling on it like a leash as he began to thrust in and out of her from behind.  The bench felt as though it would collapse below them as his thunderous strokes slammed into her.

“AH!  AGH!  AAAAAAAGH!”  She groaned, letting out something that almost sounded like guttural roars.

Marcus slowed his strokes and wiped his forehead.  He paused and glanced around the garage.  Melissa looked back, “what?”

He shook his head, placing a finger to his lips.  “I thought I heard something,” he whispered.

They both froze, silence filling the pungent air.  After a moment, they both heard it, a series of knocks.  Melissa eyes widened as she managed to sit up.

“Oh shit,” she gasped.

“Hello?  Mrs. Pessoa?  Are you there?”

Melissa recognized the voice, it was Katlyn. 

“Is everything okay?”  Katlyn called out from the side door of the garage.

“You have to open the door, I’m pretty sure she heard you,” Marcus whispered.

Melissa sighed and made her way to the door.  She took a deep breath before just barely opening the door and only poking her head out.  Marcus was right behind her, pressing his cock against the lips of her sex.

She gritted her teeth with her lips closed as she looked down towards Katlyn.  Her hair was a mess, her face bright pink, sweat rolling down her face as she tried to smile at her daughter’s friend.  “Hey Katlyn,” she greeted softly.

“Uh, are...  Are you okay?”  Katlyn asked, her eyebrows furrowing in confusion.

“Yes, of, of course,” Melissa responded with a small gasp as Marcus gently pushed his hips forward from behind her, sliding his thick black cock right back into her soaking wet cunt.

“Um, I’m just here to return Cathy’s camera.”

“OH!  Mm... I see... Umf...”  Melissa shuddered slightly as she smiled at Katlyn, doing her best to only keep her head poking out.

“Did you want to take it?”  Katlyn asked as she raised up the medium sized bag.

“Hm?  I thought... ungh... I thought I told Cathy to tell you to just leave it outside,” Melissa responded as she reached back with hand and tapped on Marcus’s well built abs wildly.

“Well, I was going to, but then I heard um... Well, I guess it was you screaming, so I wanted to make sure everything was okay,” Katlyn answered as she tilted her head slightly as she suspiciously eyed Melissa.

Marcus gripped Melissa by the waist and began to slow his strokes, taking his time as he slid his big fat cock in and out of her.  Melissa let out a small groan as she gripped tightly onto the edge of the door.  Katlyn started to take a step but Melissa quickly shook her head.

“Are you sure you’re okay?”  Katlyn questioned.

“Yes, I just um... I was in the middle of a really intense workout, just feeling sore and lightheaded, that’s... ungh... that’s all,” Melissa said, struggling to hold back her moans.

“So...  You still want me to leave this bag out here?”

Melissa tried her best to smile and nodded.  “Yes dear, just... ungh... leave it... mmmm.... Right there.”

Marcus could feel her pussy tightening even more, it was as if she was being excited by the fact that she could be caught at any moment.  He thrust his hips hard, his balls smacking against her clit.  Melissa visibly shook and bit on her lower lip, nearly losing her grip on the door.

“Are you sure there’s nothing-”

“YES!” Melissa interrupted as she closed her eyes, an intense rush of heat making its way through her.  “Nothing!  Nothing I need help with!  Now go on!”  She gasped as she quickly closed the door.

Katlyn raised an eyebrow as she stared at the door.  She couldn’t believe it, Cathy’s mom had just shut the door in her face.  For a moment, she thought she heard some kind of smacking noise.  She put the camera down on the ground and glanced back at the door.  Her curiosity began to creep through her as she thought about opening it.  As her fingers touched the doorknob, her phone buzzed, making her quickly take a step back.

“Ah shit.  Damn it, the timing, seriously,” Katlyn muttered under her breath as she pulled out her phone and looked at it.  It was Ryan, asking where she was and if they were still going out.  She sighed, her eyes hovering on the garage door but decided to leave.

Inside, Marcus was still busily plowing his cock in and out of Melissa’ tight little cunt.  She kept one hand over her mouth as she tried to muffle her own moans of pleasure.  Her pussy clamped around his cock tightly as she climaxed yet again.  It was enough to cause his cock to pop out from between her legs.

“Damn!  You got really excited there, huh?”  Marcus laughed as he stroked his shaft, ready to climax as well.

Melissa couldn’t even answer, not registering his words as she shuddered on her feet, her pussy quivering wildly as her climax peaked.  Marcus continued to stroke himself as he watched her, his thick throbbing shaft twitching.  “Ah... fuck... UNGH!”  He groaned as a powerful, hot stream of his thick seed shot out, landing on her lower back and ass.

The two both trembled as they came, their sweaty bodies pressed against one another.  Marcus reached around and squeezed her breasts tightly.  “You know, I could use a shower and so could you,” he said with a grin.

“Whew... yeah, you got that right.  And you need to be more careful!”  Melissa responded as she lightly smacked him on his muscular right arm.  “Katlyn could’ve caught us!”

“Hey, the more the merrier right?”  Marcus joked.

“Oh shush it, you!  Now come on, let’s get upstairs,” Melissa said as she slowly made her way into the house, her legs trembling wildly with each step.
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Karen smiled as she pulled out a bottle of tequila from the freezer.  It had been years since she had made margaritas and she hoped that she hadn’t lost her touch.  She grabbed some ice as well before closing the freezer door and tossing the ice into her blender.  The girls were planning on meeting for an early lunch at her place to continue the conversation that had started on their group chat.

Harold was already out of the house to meet with his buddies and Katlyn had gone to drop something off at Melissa’s before she was going to meet with Ryan.  It was perfect for her and the girls, she thought as she poured some orange liquor into the blender, followed by some cointreau.  She tilted her head, eyeing the mixture before pouring in some lime juice.  The tequila was the last entry into the fray.

“Hope I got the ratios right,” she said to herself as she stopped pouring and closed the lid of the bottle.

Before she could start the blender, the doorbell rang.  Karen wiped her hands quickly on a nearby towel and made her way through the house and towards the main entry.  She opened the door and immediately smiled.

“Sophia!  Come!  Come in!”  She said as she leaned in and gave her friend a small hug.

Sophia smiled back and walked in, pausing to take off her heels.  Karen tilted her head and raised an eyebrow.  “You don’t need to take off your shoes here, remember?”

“Oh, right, sorry, habit,” Sophia replied as she looked down and wiggled her toes.

“Well, I mean, if that’s more comfortable for you,” Karen replied.

“Yeah, it always feels a little weird for me to be wearing shoes in someone’s house,” her petite Taiwanese friend answered.

Without her heels, Sophia was even smaller, making Karen strangely feel like a giant in hers.  “Well, come on in,” Karen continued as she moved aside and closed the door.  They made their way to the dining room, where some bags of chips were opened, along with a charcuterie board full of cheeses, crackers and fruits.

“Wow, this looks great,” Sophia commented.

“Oh please, it’s nothing.  Red or white?”  Karen asked as she opened up her wine cabinet.

“Hm, a nice light red wine to go with this prosciutto maybe?”  Sophia answered.

Karen looked through her wine rack, glancing at a couple and tilting her head.  “A light red huh?  How about a rosé?”  She suggested as she pulled out a bottle.

“Oh, that sounds nice.”

“I really like this French one here, it’s crisp and has a lot of flavor,” Karen said as she handed Sophia the bottle.

“Hm, interesting, I don’t think I’ve seen this one before.  I like the bottle,” Sophia said as she eyed the wine.

“Now, where did I put that opener,” Karen said as she dug through her counters.

Once she found the wine opener, the doorbell rang again.  Karen handed the opener to Sophia as she walked back towards the front door.  “Can you be a sweetie and open that up?”

Sophia nodded as she watched Karen wander out of the kitchen.  It must be Sharon, Sophia thought as she began opening the bottle of wine. 

“Howdy!”  Karen greeted as she gave her red-haired friend a big hug.

“You seem chipper,” Sharon laughed as she walked in.

Sophia stuck her head out from the kitchen and smiled.  “Hey Sharon!”

“Hey girl!  I thought that was your car on the curb,” Sharon greeted back.

“It’s a little dirty... urgh... isn’t it?”  Sophia replied as she grunted a bit.

“You okay there?”  Sharon responded, raising an eyebrow in concern.

“Oh yeah, just opening up this bottle.”  Sophia popped the cork out and raised the bottle of wine with a smile.  “Got it!”

“Yum, is that a rosé?”

“Sure is!  Karen suggested it.”

Sharon made her way into the kitchen and nodded her head as she looked at the island.  “What a lovely charcuterie board!  Where’d you get the cheese from?”  She inquired as she picked up a cracker and some brie.

“That local shop, uh... the organic one.  I always forget the name.  It’s where we ran into each other Sophia,” Karen replied.

“Right, where I was looking for that salsa,” Sophia said.

Sharon took a bite and tilted her head, before giving a nod of approval to no one in particular.  “Not bad, not bad at all.  Did you ever end up finding that salsa?”  Sharon asked.

“Yes, I think so.  Or at least it tasted close enough.  I used it as part of the anniversary dinner for Johnny.  Though, in hindsight, it wasn’t worth it to spend my time,” Sophia remarked.

Sharon shook her head as she sighed.  “Can’t believe he forgot.  Well, I mean, I guess I can.  If it makes you feel any better, Brian forgot ours years ago and continues to.  How about Harold?”

“Eh, it’s hit or miss.  He tries to remember the milestones, but when he attempts to celebrate those, it usually falls flat.  It comes with the territory I guess, being a married woman,” Karen laughed as she poured some wine out into some nearby glasses.

“Oh, fancy, where did you get these from?”  Sharon asked as she raised her glass.

“I...  Hm, that’s a good question.  Where did I get these?  Maybe at the Austin Winery?”  Karen replied with uncertainty.

“I like it,” Sophia commented.

“Yeah, it’s real fancy,” Sharon said as she took a sip of her wine before biting into her brie covered cracker.  “Oh that’s nice and tasty,” she said.

“So, Sophia, how are you going to get back at Johnny?”  Karen asked with a little devilish smirk at the corner of her lips.

“Hm?  Get back at him?  I don’t know, I wasn’t planning on it,” Sophia replied as she grabbed a couple of fruits.

“You haven’t thought about it?  Really?!”  Sharon asked, surprised.  “We definitely need to get her a couple more drinks!”

Karen laughed as she poured more wine into Sophia’s already full glass.

“Whoa, wait, I can’t drink this much!  It’s not even noon!”  Sophia exclaimed as she tried to step back.

“It’s five o’clock somewhere,” Karen laughed as she put the bottle down.  “Go on, enjoy it,” she continued.

Sophia sighed and took a sip, swishing around the wine before swallowing it.  Afterwards, she bit into a grape, “wow, it really brings out the sweetness in the fruit,” she said. 

“Try it with the cheese and crackers, or the prosciutto.  The saltiness really changes it up,” Sharon said as she took another bite of her cracker.

Sophia nodded as she finished her grape and picked up a piece of prosciutto along with cheese.  She drank a little wine first, then the meat and cheese combo, then followed it up with another sip of the wine.  It was a fabulous combo, an initial hint of sweetness with tartness, followed by intense saltiness, then finished off with more crisp sweetness that filled the insides of her mouth.

“Wow!  You’re not kidding, that is amazing!”  Sophia agreed.

Karen sat on a nearby island stool and crossed her legs as she took another sip of her wine and ate some food.  “Well, I think you need to pay him back with no sex.  Close that shop up,” she commented.

“Close up shop!”  Sharon repeated with a laugh.

Sophia’s face turned bright red, she wasn’t a fan of this kind of discussion.  “That’s too mean isn’t it?”

“Too mean?  Sophia!  You prepared a feast and he repaid you by completely forgetting you existed!”  Karen replied.

“Hear, hear!”  Sharon agreed as she raised her glass before taking another long sip of her wine.

“Well, I already kind of did.  On our anniversary night, I had planned on having a...  well, exciting night, but I took that part away,” Sophia informed.

“One night?  That’s it?  You got to close that right up and make him beg for it,” Sharon said.

“On his knees,” Karen added with a loud laugh.

Sophia shook her head as she took another sip.  The wine was stronger than expected, already giving her a light buzz.  She quickly grabbed some more meat and cheese, eating it to help with the alcohol.

“Wow, you really get the Asian glow, huh?”  Sharon said.

“What?”

“Your face, it’s turning red,” Sharon clarified.

“Oh, yeah, I do get red fast when I drink any kind of alcohol.”

Both Sharon and Karen laughed as they grabbed some more different things to eat from the board.  Sharon grabbed the bottle of wine and looked at the label, as if she were studying it.  “Where is this from?”  She inquired.

“France,” Karen answered.  “Though, we didn’t buy it from there.  I think I picked it up at Total Wine.”

“Great choice, I love the flavor,” Sharon said as she put the bottle down.  She turned her attention back to Sophia.  “Okay, so back to you honey.  You’ve got to hold the line, close up shop until he can’t help but beg,” she continued.

Sophia shrugged, “oh, I don’t know.  I mean, I’m sure he learned his lesson.”

“Really?  Didn’t he basically forget the year before?”  Karen questioned.

“Yeah, but you said Harold did too.  Did you close up your shop?”

Karen laughed, “it’s different for me sweetie.  I didn’t go planning and making a great dinner.  I used to, but I stopped when he stopped.  You’re still going hon, and you can’t let him just get away with it year after year.”

Sophia shrugged as she ate a couple more pieces of meat and cheese, followed by a long sip of the wine.  “Well, I mean, he’ll throw a hissy fit if I do the whole closing shop thing.”

“You might could ignore his little tantrum.  Or, come up with a couple of different punishments and tell him to pick his switch,” Sharon suggested.

"Pick his what?" Sophia asked, confused with Sharon's words.

"Hon, it means have him pick his poison," Karen explained.

"Oh, like choose his punishment," Sophia said, nodding her head as she understood.

"Yeah, go with closing up shop or..." Sharon tapped her glass lightly on the kitchen island.

"How about just a nice dinner out?" Sophia suggested.

"What?  Just one nice dinner out?  Sophia, come on, you are being far too lenient!" Sharon answered, rolling her eyes.  "Think about how upset you were, all those messages you started this morning.  You've got to hit him harder than that," she continued as she finished her wine.

"Another?" Karen asked as she reached for the bottle.

"Oh, absolutely, you keep it running," Sharon laughed as she tipped her glass.

Karen filled it up as Sophia silently stared off.  She was lost in her thoughts, thinking of possible punishments for her husband.  It wasn't something she'd thought about before.  For a moment though, something strange happened.  Her mind wandered too far off, thinking about the video Sharon had shared on the group chat.  The lips of her sex quivered ever so gently as she thought about it.

Sophia cleared her throat and finished her own glass of wine.  She felt pretty woozy as she grabbed some more food.  Karen quickly refilled it with more wine.

"You okay?" Karen inquired.

Sophia nodded, "hm? Yeah. I couldn't think of any other punishments."

"Oh honey, you're thinking too hard.  I guess that's what y'all are good at.  But look, sometimes you got to keep it simple.  What's he like?  Judging by his stomach, I'm guessing a tasty meal?" Karen responded.

Sophia didn't know whether to be offended or to laugh.  While it did sting, her words rang true.  “Yeah, I mean, I guess I could stop cooking food he likes,” Sophia agreed solemnly.

“No sex, no food, he’ll get the message,” Sharon agreed with a loud laugh as she took another drink of her wine.

“So, is Melissa coming?”  Sophia inquired, trying to change the subject.

Karen shrugged as she finished her own glass and began to refill it.  “Considering she didn’t respond, I’m guessing not.  Probably getting the pounding of her life again,” she said with a devious little smirk.

“Karen!”  Sophia gasped.

“What?  I’m just saying what y’all are thinking.”

“That is true,” Sharon agreed as she finished another glass.

There was a slight pause before all three of them burst out laughing.  “I don’t understand you girls.  You’re having sex with... people other than your husbands,” Sophia said.

Sharon sighed and poured herself a glass of her own this time, filling it near the top.  She plopped down on a nearby stool herself and crossed her legs and leaned back.  “Sophia...  You’re looking at it from the wrong perspective.  The world has changed and I probably would’ve been right there with ya, except, after the experience I had... wow, it’s life altering,” she explained.  “Think about it, we all have had our problems but the one that puts the most strain in our relationships is because there’s a missing spark.  Mostly in our love lives.  This thing we’re doing, it’s reigniting that,” she continued as Sophia sat next to her and Karen.

“So, are you going to go in detail about this life altering experience of yours?”  Karen inquired.

Sophia smiled, “I’ll share if you share.”

“Deal.”
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Warm streams of water flowed down on Melissa’s body as she tilted her upper body forward, pressing her ass back towards Marcus.  He was behind her, his powerful arms wrapped around her body, his hands squeezing her breasts as he slammed his cock in and out of her tight little cunt.  Her moans echoed in the large shower stall, the porcelain tiled area acting as an echo chamber.

Marcus groaned as he turned her towards the full glass window of the shower, pressing her upper body against it as he moved his hands down to her waist.  Melissa gasped as her breasts pressed against the cool surface, her hard, cherry red nipples squishing against them.  She pushed her hips back each time he thrust forward, adding to the intense pleasure.

The warm water drizzling down from the waterfall showerhead only helped to enhance the pleasures she felt as their bodies collided.  Marcus gripped tightly onto her waist as he began to thrust even faster, his low hanging balls swinging wildly and smacking loudly against her pink pussy lips.  Melissa gasped and moaned; her body pressed against the glass as she felt another familiar rush run through her.

She shuddered in place, her body going numb as she climaxed once more.  It was incredible, the crashing waves of ecstasy against her sensitive body.  Marcus continued to piston in and out of her, his thick black shaft well lubricated from her juices.  His right hand moved down around her waist and towards her crotch, his fingers pressing against and rubbing her hypersensitive clit.  He could feel her tightening as she climaxed, adding to his own excitement.

“Ungh!  UNGH!  Yeah!  I love how tight it gets!”  He grunted as he slowed his strokes again.

Melissa screamed, her hands pressing against the glass as her climax peaked.  Her eyes rolled back as her pussy squeezed onto his shaft, pulling at it as it slowly worked its way out from between her legs.  Marcus paused when only the tip was inside her, letting her ride her climax out before he slowly pushed his hips forward again, gliding his thick black cock deep inside.

“AH!  AHHHH!  YES!  OH MY GOD YES!”  Melissa squealed.

Her body lit up as her knees buckled, another wave of pleasure rolling through her.  It felt as though she was standing on unsteady ground, her legs feeling weak as she closed her eyes.  Marcus continued to rub her clit as he thrust his hips back and forth, taking his time.  He could feel her pussy getting tighter and tighter as if to try and push his big black cock out.  For Melissa, it was a different type of feeling, an intense pressure within her, as if something needed to get out.

“OH FUCK!”  She screamed at the top of her lungs, lifting one leg up into the air as she trembled.

“UNGH!  DAMN!”  Marcus groaned as he pulled his hips back, his thick black cock popping out from between her legs.

Melissa felt lightheaded as she felt his cock pop out.  It was like she had been uncorked, the pressure between her legs releasing and her pussy squirting a stream of her juices.  She nearly collapsed but Marcus held her steady by the waist, his right hand still rubbing her clit.

“Yeah, that’s it, let me see that pussy squirt,” Marcus said with a huge grin, his fingers rubbing even faster.

Melissa felt as though she was floating, her body feeling weightless, empty and numb as another powerful stream of her juices splashed out from between her legs.  Marcus was the only man in her life who had been able to take her to these heights.  It was amazing how he was able to do this so well, and still remain so hard.  He truly was her big black stallion, his thick black member eagerly pressing against her pussy lips once the squirting stopped.

“Spin around,” Marcus ordered.

Melissa turned to face him, and he quickly grabbed her by the waist and lifted her up.  She yelped in surprised, instinctively wrapping her legs around his hips.  He lowered her down onto his cock, sliding deep inside her in one swift stroke.  Melissa gasped, closing her eyes and tilting her head back as he began to lift her up and down effortlessly.

She was insatiable, he thought, but he had the stamina to keep her pleased.  He reached down under her thighs, lifting her legs even higher behind his back as he began to thrust and toss her up and down.  Melissa wrapped her arms around his thick neck, looking like a ragdoll as he plowed in and out of her.  His pace was incredible, his thrusts full blown now as he pounded her aching wet cunt.

He leaned his head in, pressing it against her shoulder as he breathed heavily.  Melissa was completely lost in the pleasure, bouncing up and down rapidly.  Her moans became silent as she nearly blacked out from the pleasure.  The bathroom filled with only the sounds of their bodies smacking against one another in rapid succession, along with the slick lewd sounds of his thick black shaft working its way in and out of her.

Her body lit up again, every part of her numbing once more as yet another climax rocked her to her core.  She gasped and trembled wildly in his arms as her pussy clenched tightly onto his shaft like a vice.  Marcus continued his furious thrusts, even though he felt her pussy clamp around his shaft.

“AH!  AH!  STOP!  OH LORD! STOP!”  Melissa cried out in pleasure.

Marcus grinned as he slowed his thrusts, letting her quiver atop him.  She writhed around, her hips moving on their own, her lower body grinding against his as she let out another loud moan.  Her body was on fire, and no amount of water from the showerhead above was going to put it out.  She could hardly breathe as her climax reached its peak again, every part of her tingling with delight.

“Yeah, that’s it, ride it out,” Marcus groaned as he finally paused.

“Ohfuckohfuckohfuckohfuck...”  Melissa whimpered as she continued to tremble, her arms holding tightly onto his neck while her ankles locked together behind his back.

Marcus moved his hands a bit to squeeze her ass cheeks tightly, gently pulling them apart and massaging them as he felt her pussy quiver rapidly on his shaft.  As her climax began to subside, her slowly pulled her up and off his big fat cock.  She shuddered as she felt his shaft slip out from between her legs.

“Now time for one of my favorites,” Marcus said as he gently helped her place her feet on the ground.

Melissa felt dizzy as she tried to support herself on her trembling legs.  She was more exhausted than ever.  Not even her Crossfit workouts left her this tired.

“What?  Aren’t you tired?”  She questioned.

“Nah, I feel like I’m just getting started,” he laughed as he spun her around again.  “Now, you said you’re flexible right?”  He asked.

“Um... yes?”  Melissa answered, confusion in her voice.

“Good, you’re going to love the full nelson,” he said with a huge grin that reached ear to ear.

Melissa was a bit nervous as he lifted her up again, but this time from behind.  It was amazing how effortless it seemed for him, even with water pouring on them.  His arms made their way below her legs.

“Okay, I need to lift your legs as high as you can,” he whispered into her ear.

“Seriously?  I’m exhausted,” she whined, and yet, her legs seemed to move on their own, raising up higher and higher.

He gently slid the first half of his thick cock into her, making her wince a bit.  As she raised her legs higher, his arms moved up them, helping to lift them even higher until her legs had reached up and above her head.  As her legs got higher, she slid down lower onto his slick, glistening shaft.  She let out a small groan as his arms held her legs in place and then his forearms worked their way behind her neck, his two powerful hands clasping together.

Melissa momentarily froze, her body folded in half in his powerful arms, his cock lodged deep inside her soaking wet cunt.  She had a hard time breathing as an immense wave of bliss rushed through her.  He held her steady as he began to thrust his hips, sliding the entire length of his big fat cock in and out of her.

Her toes clenched tightly together as she gasped.  She had no control over the situation, just being tossed up and down like his play thing.  His balls slammed loudly against her aching cunt with each powerful stroke.  Her entire body was locked together, folded at the waist, his muscular arms holding her tightly.

“AH!  AH!  OH MY GOD!  OH FUCK!  FUCK! FUUUUUUUUCK!”  She squealed at the top of her lungs.

Melissa blacked out momentarily again as her body lit up, every inch of her turning white hot as she climaxed.  She could only shudder and tremble wildly in his arms as he continued to thrust his hips wildly.  He was a machine, slamming in and out of her without abandon.  She wasn’t sure if her body would be able to take any more of the pleasures that rocked her.

A high pitched ringing in her ears brought her back to consciousness, barely registering what was happening.  Her head was spinning as another powerful climax followed immediately after the previous one.  Marcus relentlessly pounded away, groaning as he felt her pussy tighten around his thick shaft as she climaxed. 

“Ungh!  Ungh!  Fuck, this pussy stays tight, fuck!”  Marcus grunted as he happily thrust away.

Warm water from the waterfall showerhead above them continued to wash past them, flowing down their heated bodies.  Each time a drop of water fell off her nipples, it sent ripples through her.  It was amazing how she could feel even the slightest movement in the air in her current state.

“OH!  OH!  PLEASE!  OH!  SLOW!  SLOOOOOOW!”  Melissa screamed.

“UNGH!  UNGH!  Hold up, let me get a couple of strokes in... UNGH!”  Marcus grunted in response, holding her even tighter in his arms as he plowed away from below.

Melissa closed her eyes, drifting off as she blacked out yet again.  The pleasure she was feeling was well beyond anything she had ever felt before in her life.  Marcus didn’t seem to notice as he continued to thrust, his balls swinging wildly and hammering away against the sore, sensitive lips of her sex.

After a couple more thrusts, he finally slowed his strokes again, taking his time as he pulled his hips back while lifting her up a bit.  He felt her pussy quiver wildly and squeeze, pushing his cock out.  A second after his thick black cock slipped out, a powerful stream of her juices fired out from between her legs.

“OOOOOOOOH MYYYYYY GAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHWWWWWDDD!”  She moaned as she squirmed in his powerful grasps, another stream of her juices launching out.

“Oh shit!  Damn!”  Marcus said, taken by surprise at how much was squirting.

Melissa continued to scream and moan, trembling wildly in his arms as she continued to climax, a third and final stream of her juices firing far out from between her legs.  His still hard, throbbing member bounced up and down, tapping against the lips of her sensitive, quivering sex.  She could hardly breathe as she continued to feel the rush of pleasure washing through every inch of her.  The water softly landing on her body only added to the intense sensations.

“Ohfuckohfuckohfuck...” she whimpered between short, shallow breaths.

“Yeah, that’s it, ride it out,” Marcus whispered as he loosened his grip and began to let her legs lower back down.

She couldn’t support herself on her own two feet, her legs completely exhausted.  Marcus helped to lower her down until she was sitting on one side of the large shower where the water from the waterfall showerhead was barely able to reach.  She sighed as she leaned back against the cooler tiled wall of the shower while Marcus spread her legs and slowly pressed the tip of his big black cock back inside her.

“Huh?  Still?!”  She gasped.

“I’m almost done,” Marcus answered with a huge smile, gently nudging the bulbous tip of his cock into her.

Melissa moaned loudly as her aching cunt took in his big fat member again.  He pushed his hips forward while reaching up and squeezing her breasts tightly.  She gasped, pushing back harder against the wall as she felt his thick throbbing shaft make its way deep inside her once more.

“Ah... AH!  Oh lord... it’s still so big,” she gasped.

“Mm... ungh... and you’re still so fucking tight,” Marcus groaned back as he jammed his fat cock deep inside her.

He began to thrust faster again, slamming his cock in and out with all his might.  At the same time, he continued to squeeze her breasts and pinch her hard, sensitive nipples.  Melissa could only gasp in response, her legs trembling wildly as she felt the constant waves of bliss running through her.

Marcus took his time, slowly gliding his cock in and out of her at first, making sure every inch of his shaft was pleasing her.  Her pussy still felt as tight as a virgin’s, and as soft as velvet.  He groaned as his shaft began to tremble wildly.

“Oh!  OH! OOOOH!”  Melissa screamed.

“UNGH!  FUCK... Here it comes... ungh...”  Marcus groaned as he pulled his hips back, pulling his throbbing black cock out of her soaking wet cunt.

As soon as he pulled out, his cock shot out his massive, thick load.  It fired off wildly, landing on her belly and some of it even reaching up between her soft, supple breasts.  Melissa gasped as she stared down between her legs, watching his cock shoot out another long stream of his seed.  Her heart raced even faster as she realized how close he was to climaxing inside her.

“Agh... Ah... shit, damn,” Marcus groaned as he reached down and stroked his member, squeezing out every little drop.  “Whew!  You got me running empty, woo!”

Melissa took a couple of deep breaths, her eyes locked in on his still hard member.  Marcus wiped his forehead with one powerful forearm before he stood up.  “You ready for some more?  We can use that bedroom of yours,” Marcus offered.

“Oh fuck no, nuh uh... at least not yet.  I need a small break,” Melissa gasped.

“Seriously?  I’ll just carry you, all you got to do is ride.”

“After this experience?  I don’t think I can even handle a simple ride!”

“Damn, I’m still rock hard,” Marcus sighed.

“Don’t worry, we have plenty of time,” Melissa responded, as she rubbed her hands along her abs, rubbing his seed on her fingers before licking them seductively.

“Whooooo damn!  Ain’t no way I can stop being hard after seeing that,” Marcus laughed.

“Well, just be patient, let me clean up a bit and rest before we go again,” Melissa said as she was barely able to get to her feet.
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Sophia’s eyes widened as she listened to Sharon’s words.  They weren’t completely registering as she heard her red-haired friend talk about how she had taken on two black men at the same time.  One of them was with Dwayne at the market she had visited. 

“Wow, so they took turns?”  Karen asked, leaning forward a bit towards Sharon.

“Absolutely!  And they were incredible!  The two were so unique.  It wasn’t like they were just both huge.  Jamal had this long one, which was unexpected cause the rest of him is so wide.  You know?  Probably cause he was former military.  I mean, he was still thicker than my husband but the length, it was incredible,” Sharon explained.

“Former military?”  Sophia asked.

“He’s the one you saw at the market,” Karen informed.

Sophia nodded, recalling the muscular black man with the long southern drawl.  “He was from Alabama?”

“Arkansas,” Sharon corrected as she finished another glass and began refilling it.  “And Darius, wow, he was an absolute surprise,” she continued as she leaned back against the back of her stool, recalling his thick, black, uncut beast of a member.  “I mean, have you see him?”

Sophia shook her head while Karen nodded.  “I think so,” Karen answered.

“Well, he’s this skinny little thing, I mean compared to the others.  But what he’s got packing?  It’s incredible!  I mean, he is thick.  You look at him, and it’s not something that immediately comes to mind,” Sharon explained.

“It’s all the same though, isn’t it?”  Sophia asked.

Both Sharon and Karen shook their heads in unison.  “Hon, that’s what I used to think but after having experienced it, wow, it is something that...”  Karen paused as she stared upward, trying to think of the right words.

“Brings you closer to heaven,” Sharon interrupted with a grin.

Karen burst out laughing as she heard her friend’s words.  “You know, I think you’re right.  I mean, I hate to say it, but you are,” she agreed.

Sophia shook her head and frowned a bit.  She had a hard time believing their words.  “There’s just no way,” she said.

“Look, just trust us, those black men, they’re as good as all git-out,” Karen responded.

“What?”  Sophia asked, tilting her head.  She still wasn’t used to all the different slang people used in Texas.

“It just means it’s extremely amazing,” Karen clarified.  “Right Sharon?  That’s the best way I could think of explaining it.”

Sharon nodded as she sipped her glass and took a couple of more bites from the charcuterie board.  “Close enough.  Look, you really should try it,” she suggested.

“What?  With a black person?  No way!”  Sophia replied as she shook her head rapidly.

While she hadn’t considered herself racist, Sophia had grown up in a country that looked down on those that were different.  And on the bottom of that tier of people they had created, were those with darker skin.  Whether they were black or from Southeast Asian countries.  It was just a part of her upbringing, a part of who she was.

“I mean, that’s one way of getting back at Johnny, if you think about it,” Sharon continued.  “You don’t have to tell him obviously, but you can still get the satisfaction that you crave.  Let’s be honest, there’s no way he’s pleasing you with what he’s packing,” she said bluntly.

“Whoa, Sharon!  I think you’ve had a couple too much to drink,” Karen warned.

“What?  I’m just being honest.  I think we’re close enough to tell each other the truth,” Sharon replied.

Sophia sighed as she put her glass down.  “I’d feel too guilty,” she said as she grabbed a couple bites of her own.  “I mean, even after all these forgotten anniversaries, birthdays, hell, any special events, I still love him.  He’s my husband.”

“Hon, Brian is and always will be my husband.  What I did, doesn’t change a thing.  I’ll still love him as my husband.  But here’s how I think of it, I could go blow off steam ranting and raving to y’all every weekend.  Or I might could go to Shuffle 512 and play some cards, probably lose a lot of money because I have no idea what I’m doing.  Or worse, eat all day and gain that weight I’ve been trying so hard to lose these last few years,” Sharon started.  “Brian, he’ll just still be oblivious to it all, maybe make a comment about my weight if I gain some, but then he’ll be right back at that bar.  Talking and drinking it up with his friends, not a worry in the world.  And if needs to whack off, he’s got a giant stash of porn to fall back on,” she continued.

“What?”  Both Sophia and Karen responded, surprised by how honest Sharon was being.

“Yeah, I stumbled on it a while back.  And his history is full of it.  Where do you think I got the link to that video I sent y’all?  Think I searched for it?”  Sharon answered with a laugh.

Sophia’s mind immediately flashed to the video, causing her whole body to shudder momentarily and grow white hot.  She shook her head, trying to forget about it.  “You’re saying your husband watched that?”

“Hell yeah he was.  I bet your husband does too,” Sharon replied with a shrug.  “Or not, who knows.  But that’s not what matters hon.  I’m a little buzzed so maybe it’s a little too much information, but seriously, in this day and age, there ain’t nothing wrong with just some sex to release stress,” she continued.

“That’s...  I mean, let’s say I did just say fuck it and tried it.  Putting it out there, I’m much smaller than both of you.  I’m barely five feet tall.  If I tried to have sex with any of them, it’d hurt like hell,” Sophia said as she took a long swig of her wine.

Karen and Sharon both looked their Taiwanese friend up and down before nodding in agreement.  “That’s fair,” Karen admitted.  “But your body gets used to it.  Trust me, I thought I couldn’t take it but Willis got it all in eventually.  Sure, it felt uncomfortable at first, a little bit of pain but once I got used to it, I got to agree with Sharon, I was on cloud nine.”

“Look, Sophia, I’m just throwing out an idea, that’s all.  I get it, you don’t like the idea, you’re not comfortable with it, well, then it is what it is, right?”  Sharon said with a smile.

“Cheers!”  Karen interjected as she raised her glass.

They clinked glasses and continued to eat and drink, laughing as time passed by.  Their topics continued to switch around, ranging from politics back to their sex life and then on to their children.  When the front door opened, they all paused and glanced out the dining room.

“Oh, hey Katlyn,” Karen greeted.

“Hey mom.  Hi Sophia, Sharon.  Didn’t know y’all were swinging by,” Katlyn greeted as she pulled out her earphones.

“Did you return whatever it was to Cathy?”  Karen asked.

Katlyn nodded, “yeah...  It was a little awkward though,” she replied.

Karen tilted her head and then glanced over at her friends briefly before focusing her attention back towards her daughter.  “Awkward?”

“Yeah, so, Cathy wasn’t home, like she said she wouldn’t be.  She’s going to visit her uncle.  But she still asked if I could just drop the camera off next to the side door.  You know, to the side of their garage?”  Katlyn started.

“Yup.”

“Well, then I heard some,” her daughter hesitated as she glanced at the others.  “Uh, maybe I’ll tell you later.”

“What?  No, come here, you can say whatever is on your mind,” Katlyn replied.

Her daughter hesitated once more as she raised an eyebrow.  “Are y’all drunk?”

“Drunk?  No!  Buzzed?  Maybe,” Sharon answered with a laugh.

Katlyn sighed and shook her head as she made her way to the kitchen.  She was surprised to see a couple of empty wine bottles.  “Wow...  Bit early to be drinking this much, isn’t it?”

“It’s happy hour somewhere,” Karen replied with a smirk.  “Now come on, what happened?  Did you run into Melissa?  Is everything okay with her?”

Katlyn tilted her head, sensing something slightly off.  “Well, yeah, I...  Wait, is there something wrong with her, that I should know about?”

“No, absolutely not.”

“Well, anyway, yeah, so I was dropping off the camera and I heard this loud grunting and like... screaming.  So I got all worried and knocked on the door,” Katlyn said.

Karen, Sharon and Sophia all did their best to hold in their laughter.  “Was she okay?”  Karen asked.

“It took a while but she finally kind of opened the door, like just barely opened it.  She was sweating like crazy.  Apparently that’s how she works out?  But wow, I mean, she must’ve been going all out.  I ain’t never heard anything like that from working out,” Katlyn answered.

Karen couldn’t hold back any longer and burst out laughing.  Sharon and Sophia immediately followed suit, cracking up.  Katlyn looked at them confusingly.  “What?  Am I missing something?”  She asked.

“What?  No, no, uh,” Karen paused, trying to think of a reason as to why they were laughing.  Obviously, they knew that Melissa must’ve been with Marcus but that was not something they wanted anyone else outside their group to know.

“We’ve seen and heard her workout, so we know what you’re talking about,” Sharon interjected, saving Karen from having to try to think of a reason.

“Oh...  So...  She does that at the gym too?”  Katlyn inquired.

Karen glanced at Sharon, laughing again as she nodded.  “Oh yes darling.  She uh, she goes all out.”

“Wow, I don’t know how you would even go to the gym with her then.  I mean, she was really...  Well, let’s just say she was even saying things that got me wondering what was happening,” Katlyn said.

“Oh, that Melissa, she’s quite the athlete,” Karen said through her giggles.

Katlyn glanced at Sophia, who was laughing quietly, her face all red.  “Asian glow huh?”  She remarked.

Sophia smiled and nodded.  While it was true that she was probably getting the Asian glow, it was also because she felt embarrassed by the conversation at hand.  She was a bit worried that Katlyn would catch on.

“The other weird thing is, I think there was someone else there,” Katlyn continued.

“Oh really?”  Sharon responded slyly.

“Yeah, cause they have that garage door with the frosted windows.  I would’ve sworn I saw two figures, but maybe that was just the sun playing with my eyes.”

Karen nodded, “yeah, probably shadows.”

Another burst of laughter and Katlyn placed her hands on her hips, her eyes narrowing as she stared at her mom and her friends.  “There is something isn’t there?  Something you’re not telling me?”

“Hm?  No, of course not.  Weren’t you meeting with Ryan today?”  Karen responded, trying her hardest to change the subject around and get her daughter out of the house.

“Yeah, he’s supposed to swing by soon and pick me up.  Can I get a glass of wine?”  Katlyn inquired.

“You know you can’t.  You have 3 years to go,” Karen laughed as she shook her head.

Katlyn rolled her eyes and sighed.  “Whatever, fine.  I’ll just wait outside, y’all are acting strange,” she said as she turned and headed back out.  She pulled out her phone and texted Ryan, asking for him to hurry.

“Have fun!  Do you think you’ll be home for supper?”  Karen asked.

“I don’t know.  Ryan wanted to go watch this new movie that came out so I’ll probably be home late.”

“Well say hi to Ryan for me,” Karen said.

“Us too!”  Sharon said, pointing at herself and then Sophia.

Katlyn raised an eyebrow as she paused and glanced back at them.  They seemed extremely chipper and drunk.  She contemplated on staying and eavesdropping but figured it’d be pointless.  Her phone buzzed and Ryan texted back, letting her know he was a couple of minutes away.

“Okay, well, he’s almost here.  Bye!”

She left the house and as soon as she did, Karen laughed even harder, holding tightly onto the edge of a nearby counter.  “Oh my lord!  I need to call Melissa!”

“Ha!  Knowing Marcus, they’re probably still going at it like rabbits,” Sharon replied.

“She probably almost had a heart attack,” Karen said between laughs.

“That must have been embarrassing!”  Sophia added.

“I can’t believe she actually did it.  She got Marcus into her house.  She’s definitely addicted to that black dick,” Sharon blurted.

“That’s so...  I mean...  Isn’t that... like sacred or something?”  Sophia questioned.

Both Karen and Sharon giggled like little children at her words.  “Sacred?  Honey, who else are you hanging out with that’s teaching you all these things?”  Karen asked.

“Uh, really just you all.  Oh and occasionally Anita,” Sophia answered.

“Anita?  Ain’t she Indian?  You have a lot of learning to do,” Karen replied.

“And technically, only the bed would be sacred, if you want to use that term.  If Melissa has got Marcus in their marital bed... whew, she is really all about that big black cock,” Sharon added, lowering her voice a bit to make it sound like the woman on the video she shared.

“Ah, stop!”  Karen laughed.  “You’re making me think about that video again.”

“You know you liked it,” Sharon replied with a wink.  “You did too right?”  She asked as she looked over at Sophia.

Sophia’s face felt hot as she gulped and shrugged.  “I don’t know.  It was...  Well, it was whatever.”  She glanced at her watch and gasped.  “Oh no!  I need to head back.  I’m supposed to pick the kids up from the in-laws,” she said as she put her glass down.

“You’re okay to drive, right?”  Karen asked cautiously.

“Of course!  I didn’t drink that much!  Plus, I finished that glass a while ago and I’ve just been eating.  I feel fine,” Sophia answered.

“Okay...  Well, your face is still pretty red.”

“Redder than the devil,” Sharon added.

“It’s fine, I’m Asian, it’s just what happens to us,” Sophia assured as she headed out.
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Sophia yawned as she stared out at the traffic.  While she was no longer buzzed, she was really tired.  She couldn’t wait to get back home but then, with the kids, it was going to be a struggle.  She could only hope that Johnny would help out.

It was strange to see so much traffic in the middle of the day, she thought.  Her SUV felt small nestled between all the large trucks on the street.  She glanced out the passenger side window to stare off at the buildings.  Her in-laws lived in the city, something she wasn’t a huge fan of, especially for their kids.  She didn’t want them to get hurt or lost.  There was some honking around her and the person driving the truck in front of her poked his head out.  He yelled something at the people in front of him.

Sophia sighed and rolled her eyes just as someone in the backseat stuck their head out and looked back towards her.  Their eyes met momentarily and she could’ve sworn she saw a flash of anger on his face, as if he had seen her movements.  She gulped and held tightly onto the steering wheel, hoping that she was wrong.

The truck moved forward slightly and Sophia followed, being extremely cautious as she looked at her side view mirrors.  She wanted to get out of her lane and drive away from the truck.  Unfortunately, she heard a thud and looked forward to see that her car had run into the truck.  It didn’t make any sense she thought as she kept her foot on the brake.  She hadn’t even let go of it.

All four doors opened and four white men stepped out.  They walked over and looked at the back of the truck.  The driver’s face was red and he pointed towards her.

“Hey!  The fuck?  You serious?  Huh?  Look at this shit!”  He yelled as he approached her door.

Sophia made sure the door was locked and shook her head as she called her husband.  The driver angrily tapped on her window while the other three men practically surrounded her car.  They all slammed their hands against the SUV.

“Look at this shit!  She’s Asian!  Of course she can’t drive worth shit!”  He yelled as he slammed his hand against her door.  “Come on, get out!”

Johnny answered the phone as Sophia raised her hand and shook her head at the white driver.  “Johnny!  I got into a fender bender but I think they’re trying to scam me!”  She blurted.

“What?  You got into a fender bender?  Already?  That car is brand new!”  He responded.

“You’re not listening!  I think they’re trying to scam me!  They backed into me!”  Sophia replied.

“What?  What kind of scam would that be?”

“Johnny!  They’re slamming their fists on the car, what do I do?” 

“What?!  Are they denting it?  Damn it!  What do they want, money?”  Johnny responded.

“I don’t know!”

“Well ask!”

“I don’t think it’d be safe to try and talk with them,” Sophia said.

“Hey!  Bitch!  Open the fuck up or I’m going to break this fucking door!”  The driver yelled angrily.

“Johnny, I’m near your parents, are you nearby?”

“You want me to drive over there?  Just call the cops,” he replied.

“Are you...  Are you serious?”  Sophia questioned, feeling more and more stunned at how nonchalant he was.

“Yeah.  If they’re denting the car, hell yeah.”

“They’re threatening to break the door if I don’t get out,” Sophia informed.

“Oh shit.  Then get out.  Or just open the window a bit and slide them some money,” Johnny suggested.

“I swear, I’m going to break this fucking window!”  The driver screamed.

No one seemed interested in helping as they drove right on by.  Tears started to form at the edges of her eyes as she helplessly looked out the window.  She opened it just slightly, “I’m sorry, look, I can call the police.  We can work this out.”

“The police?!  Oh!  Yo dawgs, look at this bitch, she going to call the police!  Yeah, call them, so I can get you in jail!”  He responded as he kicked her door.

“What was that?”  Johnny questioned as he heard the loud thud.

“He kicked the door.”

“Sophia!  Look, just call the cops and get out of the car.  What are they going to do, hurt you while you’re on the phone with the police?  Come on, you’re smarter than that.  I’m hanging up now so you can call them,” he replied.

Before Sophia could even respond there was a click.  Sophia’s eyes widened, stunned by her husband’s actions.  She couldn’t believe what he was suggesting.  Her fingers trembled as she dialed 911 and unlocked the door.  The driver seemed to notice and immediately opened her door, pulling her out and grabbing her phone.

“The fuck?  You really are calling the police?  Wow, this fucking bitch,” he said as he took her phone and hung up before tossing it to the ground.

He grabbed her hair and pulled angrily, “you fucked with the wrong guy,” he growled.

Sophia began to sob, unsure of what to do.  The other white men who were in the truck cheered and waved cars around them.  She thought it was all over but then she heard a voice.

“Hey!  Yo, what the fuck are you doing?”  A thunderous bass filled voice called out.

“Man, none of your business.  Get the fuck out of her nig-”

There was thud and Sophia opened her eyes to see one of the white men lying on the ground, flat on his back and shivering.  His eyes were wide open but there was definitely nobody home.  Standing above him was a tall, wide black man with a small afro, his fists clenched, his arms bulging out of his shirt.

“Hey!  Uh, what the fuck man!  You’re about to get a fucking whupping!”  One of the two other passengers of the truck yelled as he rushed towards him.

The black man ducked under a punch and launched a jab of his own, hitting the white man square in the jaw.  It was such a quick movement that Sophia hadn’t fully registered what had happened.  Even the man who was hit seemed to be lost as he staggered around aimlessly.

“I’m over here dumbass,” the black man said.

The last remaining passenger, other than the driver, tried to sneak up on the black man from behind.  He closed the gap and wrapped his arms around his neck, trying to get him in a chokehold from behind.

“Look out!”  Sophia yelled.

“You shut up!”  The driver yelled as he pulled on her hair again.

The black man easily lifted the man behind him upward and ran backward, slamming him into the truck.  A loud thud filled the air and a large dent formed where the white man had been practically put through the truck.  The black man moved his head from side to side, stretching his neck as he turned, watching as the white guy crumpled to the ground.

“Get your hand off her,” the black man warned as he closed the gap between himself and the driver.

Sophia was stunned by how fast he was.  The driver released Sophia’s hair and tried to get his hands up to defend himself.  The black man faked a jab at his face with his left and then immediately landed a powerful punch to the driver’s gut. 

“OOF!”  The driver groaned as he fell to his knees, struggling to breathe.

“Get back on your feet,” the black man ordered.

“Ugh...  I...  I can’t,” the driver replied between breaths.

“Man up and get up or else I’ll knock your ass out like your friends.”

The driver slowly got to his feet, tears running down his face.  Sophia could see the fear in his eyes as he stared at the towering black man. 

“Are you okay ma’am?”

The black man was huge.  She was barely five feet and he easily towered over her by almost two feet.  Sophia nodded slowly and wiped her tears. 

“I’m Tyrone,” he introduced, his voice softening.

“Thank you so much Tyrone, I’m Sophia.”

Tyrone nodded and turned his attention back to the driver.  He grabbed him by the collar and slammed him hard against his truck.  “You think you’re all bad ass because you can lay a finger on a woman? Huh?  Who’s the bitch now, huh?”  Tyrone growled.

“I’m...  I’m sorry man, I don’t know what got into me.  She hit my truck and I just lost it,” the driver responded.

“What’s your name, asshole?”  Tyrone responded.

“J–J-Jake.”

“Okay J-J-Jake, I saw what happened.  You pulled your truck back for some reason and slammed into her car.”

“What?  N-N-No, I didn’t!”

“Yes.  You.  Did,” Tyrone replied, his voice hardening.  “Your ass is going to pay for all damages, you understand?”  Jake nodded as tears rolled down the sides of his face.  He yelped as Tyrone pulled him by the collar to the side of Sophia’s SUV.  “And I mean all damages, including these fucking dents you and your friends caused.”

“Okay, okay man,” Jake replied.

“Now, J-J-Jake, give me your fucking wallet,” Tyrone said.

Jake’s eyes widened but he still did as told.  Sophia tilted her head, wondering if Tyrone was going to rob him.  Tyrone opened up his wallet and stared at Jake’s license.

“I’ve got photographic memory so I’ve got your address down.  To make it easier for you to understand, I know where you live.  Now, let’s sit tight and wait for the police so you can let them know the shit you just did,” Tyrone threatened.

“Hey man, I don’t think we need to get police involved, you know?”  Jake responded.

“No, I don’t know.  We are getting the police involved, you will be making a statement about your dumbass actions and you will be paying to fix all damages for her,” Tyrone ordered.

Jake sighed and nodded.

“Okay ma’am, go ahead and call the police,” Tyrone said.

Sophia picked up her phone and winced as she saw a crack on the screen.  She had just recently gotten the phone.  Tyrone seemed to notice and slammed Jake against the truck again.

“You’re also paying her for a new phone,” he said.

“What?!  Come on man!  That’s ridiculous!”

“You threw it, you broke it, now you pay for it.  Your mom never taught you any manners?”  Tyrone barked.

While Sophia called the police to explain her situation, Tyrone pulled out his phone and loaded up a site to purchase a new Apple iPhone.  He waited until Sophia was done with her call, still holding Jake against the truck.

“You use an iPhone right?”  Tyrone asked once Sophia was finished.

“Uh... yes?”

“What color do you like?”

“Um, white, I guess?”

Tyrone selected the white color as he pulled Jake up higher.  “You’re buying her a white iPhone now.  Type your name in, put your credit card number in.”  Jake did as told, still sniffling and sobbing a bit as he did.  “And remember, I know where you live.”

“I got it, man, I got it,” he replied.  “Where do I send it?  Do I put in her address or something?”

“Fuck no.  I’m putting in my address.  You ain’t ever going anywhere near this woman again,” Tyrone responded.

Once Jake was done, Tyrone typed in his address and ordered the phone.  “Now sit tight motherfucker.  You move an inch and I’ll make sure you’re out until the cops show up.”

“Thank you so much,” Sophia whispered.

“No problem ma’am.  Bullies like this just need to know their place.”

“And you didn’t have to get a new phone, I could’ve just used this.”

“Hell no.  That crack, watch, it’ll spread over time.  You got to nip it in the bud.  Right J-J-Jake?”  Tyrone asked, mocking him again.

“Yeah...”  Jake replied, holding back his tears.

The police arrived and while they had initially surrounded Tyrone, Sophia made sure that they understood why they were called over.  The cops seemed surprised that no other person had helped.  “So... wait, all these other folks just drove on by?”  One of the officers asked.

“Yes.  They just watched and continued on,” Sophia replied.

A black officer walked over towards Tyrone and gave him a fist pump.  “My man, out here being a hero.  You from around here?”

“Nah man, Detroit born and bred, before I got my shit in order and went to Stanford.”

“Hoooo damn, Stanford?  And Detroit huh?  No wonder you took these losers out by yourself,” the officer laughed.

“Well, I’ll be honest man, I thought I was going to get arrested first when you all showed up.”

“Y’all,” the officer corrected with a grin.  “Just kidding man.  Nah, I get it though, but Austin is different man.  They’re more open and liberal.  I’ve watched it change since I was a kid.”

“You born and raised here?”

“Yep.  Name’s Tom.”

“Tom?”

“Tom.”

Tyrone laughed and shook his head, “you’re shitting me right?”

“What?  What’s wrong with my name?”

“Huh?  Nothing man, it’s just...  I mean, I don’t meet a lot of guys like us named Tom.”

“Man, whatever.  We should grab a beer sometime man.  I can show you around Austin.”

“Yeah?  Mind if my friends join?”

“No problem man.  They all from Detroit?”

“Nah, mostly Cali.  I’m actually here because one of them is the founder of a startup.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah.  I debated on joining but Dwayne seems like a down to Earth kid with all the right ideas.”

“Kid?”

“Well, not kid, he’s 18, but you know, young blood,” Tyrone replied.

Sophia couldn’t help but overhear their conversation and she gravitated towards them a bit.  She wondered if the Dwayne he was talking about was the same one she had met, Karen’s neighbor. 

“Damn, well, look, here’s my number.  See you around,” Tom said as he walked away, heading back to the other officers.

“Hey, do you need a ride back?”  Tyrone asked.

“What?  Uh, I think I can drive,” Sophia answered.

“You sure?  You still look a bit shaken up.”

“Uh, yes.  I think I’m fine,” Sophia said as she looked back at her car.  She bit on her lower lip as she turned back to focus her attention on Tyrone.  “Can I at least get you lunch or something to make this up to you?”

Tyrone laughed, “it’s okay ma’am, I didn’t do it to get anything.”

Sophia felt a bit saddened by his words.  “Are you sure?  I don’t think it’d be right to not thank you.”

Tyrone shrugged, “okay, well, I mean, I guess I could grab a bite.  I know this great barbeque joint, but only if that’s okay with you.”

“Of course!  Just give me the address.  And give me your number in case I get lost,” Sophia requested as she handed him her phone.

Tyrone tapped his information in and handed her phone back.  “Well, my car is parked over there, so...  I guess I’ll see you at the barbeque joint?”

“Yes, I’ll see you there,” Sophia responded, a hint of excitement in her voice.
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Johnny’s voice rang in Sophia’s ears as he shouted angrily over the phone.  “What?  How many dents?  And didn’t I just get you that phone?  I can’t believe you dropped it!”

“He threw it,” Sophia corrected, trying to remain calm.

“How did he even get your phone in the first place?”

“You told me to get out of the car and call the police.”

“You’re supposed to call the police first and then get out, not get out while dialing.  What were you thinking?”  Johnny responded.

Sophia held back her anger as she gritted her teeth.  “I was thinking, where is my husband?”  She blurted back.

“Where was I?  I was working!  That’s what I do!  I bring in the money!”

She couldn’t believe it.  He hadn’t asked once if she was okay.  His initial question when he called was to ask if the car was okay and if she had gotten the other party’s insurance information.  For someone who liked to claim that he was rich, he was an absolute penny pincher of a man.

There was a brief pause as he shouted at someone in the background.  “Look, I need to go sort out this mess with Wang over there so we can talk more when I get home,” he said before hanging up.  Sophia didn’t even have a chance to respond as she heard the line go dead.

“Wáng bā dàn!”  She cursed loudly in Taiwanese.

She felt heated as she turned the SUV into a parking lot, stopping near the barbeque restaurant that Tyrone had given her the address to.  Sophia took a couple of deep breaths trying to calm herself.  She did her best to hold back her tears of frustration as she looked at the rearview mirror and cleaned her face up a little bit.

A white Mercedes Benz parked closer to the restaurant and Sophia looked over to see Tyrone step out.  He glanced over at her car and waved.  She took one more deep breath before opening her door and stepping out, giving him a smile.  He seemed so kind as he waited for her to walk over.  Tyrone opened the door and let her in first, something her husband hadn’t done in years.

“Thank you,” she said.

“Hm?  Of course, who doesn’t do this?”  Tyrone laughed.

The restaurant smelled like smoked meat, permeating the air and making Sophia salivate a bit.  She looked over the menu while Tyrone talked with one of the workers, asking about what was popular, what was fresh, what the worker liked.  “Okay man, I’m trusting in you then, I’d like some brisket please.  Yeah, half a pound for now.  And half a pound of ribs.  How are them jalapeno cheese sausages?”

“Pretty good if you like a kick.  Some people can’t handle the spiciness.”

“I love spicy, yeah a quarter pound of that too,” Tyrone ordered.

Sophia was surprised by how much he was ordering.  “You can eat all that?”

Tyrone glanced over and smiled, “yeah, I eat a lot.  Though, one of my friends, Marcus, he blows me out of the water.  Dude is a tank with a never ending appetite.”

The name Marcus immediately made her remember the picture that Melissa had sent.  The thick black manhood of Karen’s neighbor.  She shivered briefly at the thought.

“Wow, more than what you ordered?”

“He works out a lot.  I mean, I work out quite a bit but he takes it to another level,” Tyrone answered.

He pulled out his credit card and handed it to the cashier.  Sophia rushed over and shook her head.  “Wait, wait, this is supposed to be on me,” she said.

“Huh?  Oh right, sorry, my bad, I forgot.  Maybe next time huh?  I ordered a lot,” Tyrone replied.

“Nonsense!  Give him back his card,” Sophia ordered.

The cashier glanced at Tyrone then Sophia before shrugging and handing the card back.  Tyrone shook his head and sighed.  “Wow, you stubborn.”

“I sure am.  I’ll have the beef sandwich,” Sophia requested.

“Sliced or chopped?”  The person taking her order asked.

“Uh, what’s more popular?”

“Probably chopped.”

“Okay, then the chopped one please,” Sophia clarified.

“Y’all want any sides?”

Tyrone looked over the menu again, “hm, I’m trying to lay off the carbs some, so no sides but... how’s that peach cobbler?”

The person taking the order nodded, “it’s good.  People like that over the banana pudding.  The mini pecan pie is also popular.”

“I’ll take the cobbler, the 5 ounce one,” Tyrone ordered.

“Oh, uh, can you also add a mini pecan pie?”  Sophia requested.

“You got it ma’am.”

“Go sit down, I’ll pay,” Sophia said.

Tyrone hesitated for a moment before he made his way towards a nearby table.  Sophia paid for their order, took a number and then sat across from him.  She smiled and cleared her throat as she glanced around.

“So, when you were talking to the officer, I couldn’t help but overhear your conversation,” she said.

“Yeah?”

“So...  You went to Stanford?”

“Yep, got my life in order early and studied like crazy.  But I knew that wasn’t going to be enough so I did all kinds of sports but landed on football.  Wrestling was fun too but I didn’t feel like it was in me to do it through college,” Tyrone replied.

“Wow, so you did wrestling and football, in high school?”

“Yeah.  Also did track and field, touched on baseball but eventually shifted to wrestling and football.  Junior and senior year, I put all my efforts in football but still occasionally did some wrestling,” Tyrone answered.  “I also didn’t like how tight those singlets were.  I was supposed to wear a cup but they never quite fit right and then the singlet just really... yeah.  I looked like stupid honestly.  Hold on, let me see if I have a picture,” he continued as he pulled out his phone.

Sophia couldn’t help but laugh at his words.  “I always wondered if wrestlers liked wearing those outfits.”

“Oh, here we go, look at this.  This is after high school, I did a practice in my first year of college.  And with that stupid headgear,” he said as he showed her a picture on his phone.

“Oh my...”  Sophia gasped as she saw his picture.

He looked almost as he did now, maybe a bit smaller in frame, but that wasn’t exactly what she was focused on.  Her eyes were glued towards his crotch where she could clearly see the outline of his long, thick member, clinging to his right inner thigh, reaching far further down than she thought was physically possible.

“Yeah, I look stupid right?  I can’t believe I thought this would be a good picture to even take.  You know I posted this on my Facebook as a profile pic for a while?”  Tyrone laughed as he put his phone away.

Sophia gulped and blinked a few times, trying to clear her head.  She couldn’t help but think about the pictures that Melissa posted and the video that Sharon did in their group chat.  Her heart raced faster and faster as she nervously looked around.

“You okay?”  Tyrone asked.

“Uh, yeah, of course,” Sophia replied, feeling her face turn hot.

“Well, anyway, yeah, so I went to Stanford and I got a full scholarship.  Rode that for four years, got my degree and met Dwayne online.  He really sold me on his startup and I figured why not.  Sometimes I wonder if it was the right choice, cause I had a lot of possible unicorns giving me all kinds of offers,” he continued, bragging a bit.

“Wow, that’s incredible.  And Dwayne?  Dwayne...  Jones?”

Tyrone raised an eyebrow and tilted his head.  “Yeah, you heard of him?  Damn, I didn’t think he was that famous.”

“Huh?  Oh, I know of him because he’s my friend’s neighbor.”

“What?  No way!  Small world!”

“Yeah, that’s crazy!”  Sophia responded, just as surprised.
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Before they could continue talking, a man carrying a tray came by and placed their food down on the table.  Tyrone nodded as he looked at what he had ordered.  It was a feast for sure.

“Damn, this look good!  Smells good too!”  He said with a huge grin.

“Y’all didn’t order any drinks,” the guy said as he turned towards the cashier.  “Yo Jay-T.  Get these folks some cokes, on the house,” he hollered.

“Oh shit, thanks man,” Tyrone responded.

The cashier nodded, grabbed two cans of coke and walked over, plopping them down on the table and giving them all another nod.  He headed back to his spot behind the register.  The other worker followed along.

“So, do you know Dwayne or just saw him?”  Tyrone asked as he began to dig in.

“I met him at a barbeque at their place.  I’m friends with their neighbor and we were all invited when they first moved in,” Sophia answered.

“No shit?  So you met Marcus and Willis?”

Again, the image of Marcus’s thick black manhood flashed before her eyes and she hesitated for a minute.  Her face felt hot again as she just smiled and nodded.  She grabbed her sandwich with trembling hands and took a bite.

“Uh, you okay?  Did I say something wrong?”  Tyrone asked as he noticed her hands shaking.

“Hm?  Oh yeah, everything is fine,” Sophia replied, calming herself as best as she could.

She took a quick bite of her sandwich and tilted her head, surprised by the amazing amount of flavors.  “Wow, that’s really good,” she commented.

Tyrone took a bite of his own dishes and nodded, “oh yeah, that’s what I’m talking about.  I cannot get enough of this kind of barbeque.  Didn’t have this kind of stuff back in Detroit or in Stanford.”

“So, you work with Dwayne?  What do you work on?”  Sophia inquired.

“Not with, for.  I work for Dwayne,” he corrected with a small grin.  “Sorry, don’t mean to nitpick but I got to make sure that people know there’s a difference.  He’s my boss and I can’t have anybody question that.  He gets enough crap being eighteen with his own company, and the fact that he’s black,” he explained as he took another bite.

“As for what I work on, I actually roll under Marcus.  He’s a meathead and he might not look it, but he’s a perfect fit as the head of marketing.  I focus more on the data around ads and marketing, he does the graphics the...  I guess experience is the best word for it,” he continued.

“Did you major in marketing?”  Sophia asked.

“Me?  Nah, I’m an economics major with a minor in computer science,” Tyrone replied. 

“Really?  But to be in marketing, don’t you need some sort of artistic background?”

“Well, that’s why I’m more focused on the data.  I get the information he needs that allows him to create the marketing campaigns and target the ads that we need to spin up.  He doesn’t look it, but the guy’s a genius when it comes to translating data into actionable stuff,” he said.

“That’s really interesting...  And you don’t need any background in statistics?”

“Ha, ha, ha, that’s the thing, statistics is the basic foundation of economics.  A lot of my classmates went on to be researchers with their degrees, which, I think, is stupid.  They do it for the accolades, to have their names written in the annals of history or whatever bullshit they get sold on,” Tyrone said.  “But they get paid peanuts.  Barely living out of some so-called open one bedroom apartment, with a roommate, usually another economist.  And I’ve seen where their work ends up, I mean, their names are far in the back as a contributor in some size six font,” he continued.

Sophia couldn’t help but smirk at his words.

“Me?  I ain’t doing that.  I go where the money goes.  That’s why I got that computer science minor, that’s what opened the doors to data analytics and programming.  I’ve been able to come up with some cool stuff.  Though lately, Darius has been helping me understand AI and machine learning to further enhance the stuff I can make.”

“Wow, that’s incredible.  I mean, I’ll be honest, I never would’ve thought you were from Stanford,” she blurted.

Tyrone paused mid-bite.  “Why’s that?”

Sophia face started to feel hot as she glanced around uncertainly.  “Well um, it’s uh...”  She hesitated as she tried to think of the right words.  “It’s just...  I mean, from where I’m from.  In my culture, people like you, we have this image,” she started.

“People like me?”  Tyrone responded as he raised an eyebrow and leaned back.

She squirmed a little in her seat.  “Well, black people,” she whispered.

Silence filled the air as Tyrone stared at her.  Sophia immediately regretted what she had said.  Maybe she had been too open.  After a couple of minutes, Tyrone started to laugh and shook his head.

“Ha!  I got you!  Nah, I get it.  Hell, it’s not just your culture, I get it all the time from people who grew up in the States,” he laughed.  “People think that I got some kind of minority advantage, or that it was only because of sports that I got into Stanford.  They never assume that it was because of what’s up here,” he continued as he pointed to his head.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to insult you,” she apologized.

“It’s fine, it’s alright.  That’s what drives me, you know?  Breaking those expectations.  Not just breaking, but blowing them out of the water.  That’s what made me so interested in what Dwayne was doing.  You see all these companies where the founder is some white dude who supposedly started things in their parent’s garages or whatever.  Which, by the way, is really some complete bullshit.  They make it sound like they have humble beginnings but if their parents have a fucking two car garage in some nice sunny ass neighborhood, there’s nothing humble about that,” Tyrone responded with a smile.

Sophia breathed a small sigh of relief.  “Well, I hope it all works out well.”

“Oh it will,” he said confidently.  “So, where are you from?  You mentioned your culture, where is that?”

“Originally from Taiwan.  I actually went to Harvard, not necessarily by choice, but because of the pressure from my parents.”

“Whoa now, Harvard?  There must’ve been some level of choice cause they have some crazy ass requirements to get in.”

“Okay, well, I guess I kind of wanted to go after all the pressure my parents put on me.  I majored in sociology after switching around trying to find the right major for me.  And that all was useless as I just ended up working at a Victoria’s Secret for my first couple of years out of college,” she explained.

Tyrone leaned back as he wiped his thick black lips.  “You still work there?”

“Oh no, I’m too old to do that now,” Sophia laughed.

“What?  You’re like twenty... six?”

Sophia laughed even harder and shook her head.  “Oh please, you’re being too kind.  I’m 33.”

“No way!”

“And I have two children, one is 13, the other is 10, two boys,” Sophia continued.  “So as you can see, probably not the ideal worker at Victoria’s Secret.”

Tyrone’s jaw dropped as he stared at her.  “You’re shitting me right?  Like, you’re just playing, joking,” he responded, completely stunned.

“I’m serious!  I met my husband, Johnny while I worked at Victoria’s Secret.  He was this awkward guy wandering around looking at women’s lingerie,” she replied.

“Wait, wait, wait.  Hold up.  You’re 33 right now, you got a kid that’s 13.  What, you graduated early or something?”  Tyrone questioned.

Sophia paused and tilted her head to the side.  “Oh, sorry!  It came out wrong.  I worked at Victoria’s Secret while I was in college, I think starting my sophomore year.  I continued to work there after graduating,” she clarified.

“And you decided to go out with some dude who went into a Victoria’s Secret, by himself, to stare at women’s lingerie?”  Tyrone asked, raising one eyebrow as he looked somewhat confused and surprised at the same time.

Sophia giggled as she took a bite of her food.  “I know, it sounds strange when I say it like that.  He wasn’t necessarily there by himself.  He was like a third wheel for his friends and they had left the store without telling him.”

“Wow, he must’ve had some mad skills to pick you up like that.”

“He was so attentive...”  She responded as she thought back to how he used to be.  Sophia paused, reflecting on how much he had changed since that first encounter they had.  “He was 35 back then I think when we first met.  He would come to the store so often, always to try and see what I was doing after work.  It was like clockwork.”

“A real hustler huh?”  Tyrone laughed.

“Hustler?  I mean, I guess?”

“So he wooed you, yeah?  Must’ve been a good man to get someone like you,” he responded as he looked her up and down briefly.

Sophia laughed and shook her head while raising her hands.  “Oh please, stop it.  I’m an old Asian lady now.”

“Not from where I’m sitting,” Tyrone replied with a smirk.  “Your husband work far from the downtown area?”  He inquired.

“Huh?  No, he’s relatively close.”

“Oh, you should’ve called him up.  If I wasn’t there, at least you would’ve had your husband to back you up.”

Sophia paused as she glanced around and leaned back a bit.  “I did.”

“Yeah?  Sorry, should you have waited there for him?”  Tyrone apologized.

“Hm?  No.  He...  He wasn’t going to show.”

“What?!  That’s crazy!  Did you tell him what they were doing?”

“Yeah, he was more concerned about them banging up the car,” Sophia responded with a touch of sadness, mixed with anger, in her voice.

“Nah, nah...  That ain’t right.  Maybe he wanted to surprise you and show up last minute or something.”

Sophia shook her head, holding back some tears that began to form.  “No, he was pretty clear in letting me know he wasn’t showing up and that I should just call the police.  He also wasn’t a big fan of this,” she continued as she pulled out her phone and pointed at the crack.

Tyrone’s eyebrows furrowed as he crossed his arms, his muscles bulging.  “That ain’t right.  That ain’t right at all.  Well, you tell him the phone is no longer a thing to get all worked up about because you’re getting a replacement.  As for the dents, that shit should buff out and that white boy’s insurance should cover the rest,” he responded.

A small tear rolled down her cheek as she nodded.  “Thank you.”

Tyrone immediately wiped his hands on a wet napkin and leaned in, wiping away the tear as he smiled.  Sophia felt a strange tingle run through her body.  It was a warmth that she hadn’t felt in years.

“It’s all good.  As my mama always told me, life is about finding joy and ignoring everything else opposite of it...  Or something like that,” he said as he sat back in his seat and smiled.

Sophia bit on her lower lip as she felt warm all over, her body feeling as though it was glowing like a light bulb.  She had always grown up being told that black people were violent, that they were savages, and to avoid them at all costs.  She’d seen footage of the riots in Los Angeles back in the 90s, with Asian people being affected.  Yet, here was Tyrone, seemingly the most gentle giant she could’ve possibly met.  A part of her could understand the allure that had drawn in the other housewives.

“Do you live around here?”  Sophia inquired.

“Me?  Yeah...  Sounds a bit silly but I’m actually living out of a hotel for the time being.  Darius and Jamal, my coworkers, somehow got this nice pad next to a Google office of all places.  They said they’d introduce me to the real estate agent that found the place,” Tyrone answered.

Sophia’s eyes widened.  Darius and Jamal...  They were the two men that Sharon had talked about.  She felt a slight pang of jealousy as she thought about Tyrone getting the same treatment as the other two.

“But yeah, I’m actually not too far from here.  It’s not bad and ultimately it’s company paid but it’ll only last so long,” he continued as he finished one plate and moved on to the next.

Sophia’s phone buzzed and she looked to see a text message from her husband.  He was asking where she was and whether or not she had picked up the kids.  She sighed and texted him back, asking him to get the kids as she was still sorting things out with the police.  The text back just made her angrier. Fine - thanks for making me do more. Better make sure to get contact information to make sure there’s no problems with insurance <italicize here> he wrote.

“Such an ass,” she whispered.

“Huh?  What’s that?”  Tyrone asked as he sat up a bit.

“Oh nothing.  So you live close by huh?”  Sophia said as her mind began to race.

Karen, Melissa, Sharon...  They had all experienced pleasures that blew their minds and they couldn’t stop talking about it.  Images from the video Sharon had sent began to flood her mind as she stared at Tyrone.  Their words began to ring through her head about the experience being life altering, about how they were just reigniting sparks that were missing in their lives.  She had a choice to make.

“Would you like to finish off with some coffee?  We can take it to go and chat more at your place,” Sophia offered.

“Huh?”  Tyrone looked dumbfounded at her suggestion.  “You sure?  I mean, we could just grab coffee and sit outside or something.”

“Yeah, it’s just...”  Sophia paused as she thought of various reasons.  “The optics,” she blurted.

“The what?”

“The optics.  Asian woman, black man, in the middle of Austin.  I mean, I get it’s more progressive here but still, I can kind of feel the stares,” she said as she glanced around.  Tyrone began to turn his head but Sophia quickly shook hers.  “No, no, don’t look around, it’ll make it even weirder,” she said, leaning in and bringing her voice down to a whisper.

“Who’s staring?  Is it the workers?  Cause I know them,” Tyrone replied cautiously, doing his best to not move.

“No, just some of the white customers here,” Sophia lied.

There was an awkward moment of silence as Tyrone stared at Sharon.  He didn’t know if she was being serious or pulling his chain.  The silence was broken by the sounds of footsteps nearing.

“Is everything alright here?”  A police officer asked as he crossed his arms.

Tyrone looked up, surprised.  “Uh, yeah.”

The police officer didn’t even look at Tyrone, keeping his gaze on Sophia.  “How about you ma’am?”

Sophia smiled as she looked up at him.  “Oh yeah, everything is great.”

He kept his arms crossed as he loudly chewed on a piece of gum.  Another beat of silence passed before he snorted and turned, heading towards the counter.  Sophia was stunned by her luck, she was not expecting some random police officer to walk in just as she was talking about optics.

“Damn, you weren’t kidding,” Tyrone whispered.

“I know, right?”

“All right, I mean, if you’re really cool with it, coffee at my place works,” he said as he quickly finished his other plate of food.

Sophia finished her own sandwich as she glanced over at the police officer.  He was casually chatting away with the restaurant workers.  Tyrone kept the container that held his cobbler closed and once Sophia was done, the two stood up and headed out.

“Have a nice day, y’all,” the officer said.

“Yeah, you too,” Tyrone responded.

Sophia was still feeling stunned by how lucky she had been with the timing.  Her heart began to race as she pulled out her phone.  “Okay, do you want to give me the address of your hotel?  And let me know what drink you’d like, I’ll get it and meet you at your place.”

Tyrone typed away, occasionally glancing at the restaurant to check on the officer.  “I can go with you to get the drinks.  In fact, I should at least buy the drinks,” he said.

“No, nonsense.  Go home, rest, I’ll meet you there in a bit,” Sophia replied as she put her phone away.  “Now, what drink did you want?”

“Uh, anything cold I guess.  A mocha frappuccino or something similar.”

“You got it,” Sophia replied with a wink. 


[image: ]




Chapter 55

[image: ]

Sophia sat quietly in her car for a moment, trying to calm her nerves.  She couldn’t believe it, she was parked in a guest parking spot at Tyrone’s hotel.  Her heart was racing faster than ever as she thought about what exactly she was doing here.  There was no way Tyrone was oblivious to what Sophia was thinking about, bringing coffee over to his place.

Her trembling hands held tightly onto her steering wheel as she debated on messaging and letting him know she had changed her mind.  She glanced down and picked up her phone to see that she had four unread messages and three missed calls.  It was her husband, texting her over and over again to make sure she had gotten a copy of the police report along with the insurance information.  She texted back, letting him know that it was taking longer than expected with the statements she had to fill out for the police.  Sophia also let her husband know that she was going to visit the hospital afterwards to make sure everything was okay.

It wasn’t long before he texted right back, asking if she really needed to go to the hospital.  If she really did, she should say she doesn’t have any identification.  Sophia gritted her teeth and glared at the phone.  She couldn’t believe how stingy he was.  He also didn’t seem to care if she was hurt or not.  She wanted to hurl her phone out the window, it’s not like it would have mattered if she was going to get a new one.  But she stopped and instead decided to just text back a thumbs up.

“Unbelievable,” she growled.

She turned off her phone, placed it inside her passenger compartment and slammed it shut.  Whatever hesitation or fear she had was now gone.  In their places were excitement and a hint of anger.  She grabbed her coffee as well as Tyrone’s and headed out of the car. 

The hotel building looked nice, rather modern, she thought as she walked into the entrance.  She had memorized his hotel room number before she had put her phone away.  As the elevator doors opened, she gulped and walked in, pressing on the button for the fifteenth floor.  It was surprisingly high up, she thought.  The elevator was rather quick, flying up to the fifteenth floor like a rocket.

She gripped tightly onto the cups in her hands as the elevator dinged and the doors opened up.  Her heart thumped loudly in her chest, ready to pop out at a moment’s notice.  She took one deep breath before heading out and through the halls.  Even the interior of the halls looked nice and clean.

Her hand trembled as she placed one coffee on the ground and knocked on Tyrone’s door.  She crouched down to pick up her coffee as she heard his footsteps getting closer.  As soon as he opened the door, Sophia stood up and smiled.

“Wow, that was quick,” Tyrone commented.

“You can thank the baristas,” Sophia replied with a smile.

“Come on in,” he said as he reached out and grabbed the cups from her hands.

Sophia nodded and walked past him, feeling small compared to his rather large muscular frame.  He had changed clothes, opting for a pair of shorts and a snug white t-shirt.  She could hardly contain her excitement as she walked in and looked around.

“Wow, this place looks nice,” Sophia commented.

“Yeah, I can’t believe Dwayne is letting me stay at a Westin of all places.  I really hope he’s not laundering money or doing something illegal to afford this,” Tyrone said.

“What?  You don’t think he’s really...”

Tyrone shook his head, “nah, I’m just kidding.  I’ve seen the finances, everything looks legit.  He and Marcus have been doing an awesome job getting angel investors along with others who are interested.  He’s actually in the black, which is rare for a startup as young as his.”

Sophia nodded, impressed by his words.  She had never thought in her wildest imaginations that a black man would have a startup that would be so successful, with plans to have their headquarters in Texas of all places.  “Wow, this is a one bedroom suite?”

“Yup, I told Dwayne I was fine with just a regular room but he wanted me to feel at home.  Separate out the bedroom from everything else,” Tyrone answered.

“Not bad,” Sophia commented as she glanced around.

“It’s crazy.  I saw the bathroom had a spa tub and told Dwayne he needs to get me out of here.  It’s ridiculous,” Tyrone laughed.

“A spa tub?  Have you used it?”

Tyrone shook his head, “nope.  I’m not really the type to enjoy that kind of luxury.”  He walked over to the edge of the two seat sofa and leaned against it.  “Your coffee is over there,” he informed, pointing over at a circular table with four chairs surrounding it.

Sophia nodded and sat in one of them and turned her seat towards him.  He had one leg up while the other was straight, his foot on the floor.  His shorts were rather loose and she noticed that she could see up the side where his leg was up.

She gulped as she picked up her coffee and took her sip, forcing her eyes up to look towards his face.  “Thank you.”

“No problem.  I don’t know if I should be drinking mine.  I was planning on working out,” he said.

“Yeah?  They have a pretty good gym here?”

“That’s one of the big faults I think.  It’s just one of them regular hotel gyms, nothing special.  But at least I can get a jog in,” Tyrone answered.

Sophia nodded slowly, her eyes making their way down towards his crotch.  She thought she saw something up the loose leg of his shorts.  There’s no way, she thought to herself as she took another sip of her coffee.  The videos and pictures shared by Sharon and Melissa flashed by her eyes and she let out a small moan, followed by a quick cough.

“You okay?”  Tyrone asked, looking worried.

“Oh yeah, I’m good,” Sophia said with a smile, giving him a thumbs up.

She regretted her decision, who in the world would give a thumbs up in a situation like this, she thought to herself.  Tyrone nodded as he took a sip of his own drink.  He glanced out the large floor to ceiling windows.

“I got to say, Austin is a beautiful place,” he said.

Sophia’s eyes lingered, staring up the legs of his shorts, a small shiver running down her spine.  She finally managed to look out the windows and nodded.  “It is, isn’t it?  When I first moved out here, I thought it was going to be all tumbleweeds and fields.  At least that’s what people in Taiwan think about when someone hears Texas.”

Tyrone chuckled as he drank his frappuccino.  “Yeah, I guess that’s what I was kind of expecting to see too.  When my plane flew down, I thought we were landing in the wrong city.”

Sophia licked her lips before sipping on her coffee and staring at his leg again.  She leaned forward ever so slightly, hoping that a different angle would give her a better view.  Tyrone turned his head and noticed where her eyes were.  He did his best to hide a grin as he drank his drink again.

“So, you said you went to Harvard right?  Was that the first time you had come to the States?”  Tyrone asked, moving his raised leg slightly.

Sophia broke out of her little trance-like state and quickly looked up.  As they locked eyes, she wondered if he had noticed what she had been staring at.  She cleared her throat, feeling her body grow warm with nervousness.

“Uh, yeah.  I mean, I had visited here and there for vacation, but living on my own in the States, that was basically when it started,” Sophia answered.

“And what led you to Austin of all places?  Massachusetts is pretty far away,” Tyrone inquired.

“That would be because of my husband.  He has his own business and he decided to open a second headquarters in Austin.  He thought the laws were more business friendly here than any other state at the time.”

“Wow, smart guy.  I never would’ve thought Texas would’ve been the place to go for businesses.”

Sophia shook her head, “smart with business maybe, but other than that, he’s a...”  She hesitated as she glanced around, trying to find the right insult.  “Idiot,” she finally blurted.

“What?  Oh, is it because he didn’t show up after the little incident out there?”

“It’s not just that.  He’s so stingy when it comes to family.  Nickel and diming every little thing we try to purchase, it’s honestly embarrassing sometimes.  Then on top of that, he keeps missing important events like our anniversary, my birthday, even the kids’ birthdays.  He always has the same excuse, something at his company went wrong and he had to be the savior,” Sophia sighed.

“Oh that’s rough,” Tyrone agreed.

“And...”  Sophia paused, all kinds of thoughts racing through her head.  “He was my first ever... intimate experience.  He always bragged about how he was great at it because his...  well, you know, down there, was double digits,” she continued.

Tyrone’s eyes popped open at her words.  “Oh, your husband is white?” 

Sophia shook her head.  “Taiwanese.”

“Damn!  That’s impressive for an Asian guy.  I mean, I get it, it’s probably a stereotype but I don’t think I’ve ever heard them being that big,” he laughed.

“That’s the thing, I never really thought much of it.  And, I mean, before I came to Texas and settled down, I never really talked about it either.  But recently, I have some close friends and I mentioned that I was talking in centimeters and that’s when they opened my mind, I guess is the best way of putting it.”

Tyrone sat silent for a moment, trying his best to hold back his laughter.  “Centimeters huh?”

“Yeah, and honestly, by double digits, he meant 10.  Like the bare minimum to be considered double digits,” Sophia blurted, surprised at what she was even saying, to a stranger no less.

There was a small moment of silence before Tyrone burst out laughing.  He clapped a couple of times as he did.  “Wait, seriously?  Your husband walking around talking about how he’s 10 CENTIMETERS?!  Ha, ha, ha!  Who doesn’t use inches?!”  He laughed heartily.

Sophia shrugged, “I thought that was how it was supposed to be.”

“Well, I guess I’m not surprised.  Asians use the metric system right?”

“Tyrone, the rest of the world uses it,” Sophia laughed.

They both laughed and Tyrone fell back slightly, lifting his one leg up higher.  Sophia’s eyes darted back over to see if she could get a better view up.  She was stunned as she noticed the loose leg of his shorts rolled upward with his movements. 

“OH MY GOD!”  She yelped as she saw it, the thick bulbous tip of his black manhood.

Tyrone quickly shot upright and pulled the section down.  “Oh shit, sorry, my bad, I hate when that happens.”

Sophia’s face turned red as the lips of her sex quivered excitedly.  It was just like the pictures and videos she had been given by the girls.  It looked unreal and yet, there it was.

“It’s...  It’s okay,” Sophia stuttered.

“Uh wow, awkward,” Tyrone commented as silence filled the air.

“May I see it again?”

“What?”

“May I see your, you know, down there, again?”  Sophia requested again.

“Uh...  I mean, are you sure?  Wait, are you really a cop or something?”  Tyrone questioned as he glanced around.

“No I’m not a cop.  I’m just really curious.  The only um... penis, I’ve seen is my husband’s and I’m curious if the size makes it look any different,” Sophia responded.

“Well, I mean, compared to 10 centimeters, I’m about three times that size probably,” Tyrone said as he quickly did some math in his head to convert inches to centimeters.

“Three times?!  No...  No way!”

“When it’s hard, yeah.  Flaccid, eh, probably less than that.”

“Prove it, let me see it again,” Sophia requested yet again.

“What?  Hell nah,” Tyrone responded, surprised by how she was acting.

“Come on, why are you scared?”

“I’m not scared.”

“Okay, prove it,” Sophia urged.

Tyrone raised an eyebrow as he looked down at her.  He hesitated, just for a moment longer before he grabbed the waistband of his shorts and pulled them down.  Sophia’s eyes were glued to his crotch, watching his thick black manhood slowly reveal itself.

“Wǒ kào!”  She cursed in her native tongue as his shorts fell to the ground.

“Whoa cow?  Is that what you just said?”  Tyrone laughed.

His laughter made his thick member gently bounce around.  She couldn’t believe what she was seeing.  Like he had said, Sophia guessed that his manhood was at least three times as long as her husband’s.  The girth was also something she had never imagined, probably almost as thick as her wrist, possibly more.

She stood and walked towards him, her body trembling with each step.  “May I touch it?”

“What?  Uh...  I mean, that’d be great but I am not looking for any trouble,” Tyrone responded.

Sophia slowly reached out with one hand, wrapping her fingers around his thick shaft.  She marveled at it as she leaned forward a bit to get a better look.  It was different from her husband’s, the tip of his manhood was covered somewhat.

“Wow... are you not circumcised?”  She inquired.

“Nope.”

“I’ve never...  Wow,” she continued to marvel as she gently pulled his shaft up with one hand, reaching out with the other to pull his thick foreskin back.

Tyrone tilted his head back and groaned as the sensitive tip of his thick black cock revealed itself.  Her hands were nice and warm.  He looked back down and noticed that he could see her little perky tits under her blouse.  Her bra was a bit too large for her, giving him a nice clean view of her areolas.

“Does this hurt?”  Sophia asked as she pulled his foreskin back further, feeling his shaft starting to grow harder.

“Mm... nah, that feels real nice,” he replied as he felt his cock rise higher up.

“Oh my...”  Sophia gasped as his cock curved upward a bit as it turned rock hard in her palms.

She stared at the tip while stroking on his shaft, mesmerized by the view.  The thick foreskin would gently roll upward and cover the lighter colored tip when she pulled, and when she pushed, the tip revealed itself once more.  A small drop of his seed leaked out as his rock hard cock readied for action.

Tyrone enjoyed it as he continued to stare down at the tiny Asian woman.  He couldn’t believe what was happening.  When Marcus and Willis had talked about the housewives they had banged, he had thought they were kidding.  Now, here he was, standing in front of this beautiful Taiwanese woman having his big black cock stroked.

Sophia touched the tip of his cock with her pointer finger and pulled back, watching in silence as the drop of his seed clung to her finger.  She was surprised by how far she could pull her finger back before the link broke.  She stuck out her tongue and licked the tip of her pointer finger, tasting the residue on it.

“Oh damn,” Tyrone groaned.  “That’s fucking hot.”

She smacked her lips a couple of times and tilted her head.  “Sounds silly, but I thought maybe it would taste sweet,” she said as she looked up.

Tyrone smiled, “what, like chocolate?  Maybe you should lick the tip, see if that tastes sweet,” he replied with a grin.

“Oh please,” Sophia said as she rolled her eyes.  Yet, she still leaned in, holding his shaft tightly in her hands while sticking her tongue out.  Her heart raced as she got close, gently rubbing her tongue against the warm tip of his thick trembling cock.

“Ooo, damn...”  Tyrone groaned in response.

With his cock curving upward, she was able to slowly work her way down the underside of his shaft, wagging her tongue left and right as she made her way towards his balls.  She wasn’t used to doing this, and it was usually reserved for special events with her husband.  Yet, this was the best way she could think of to thank Tyrone for practically saving her life and thinking nothing of it.

“Oh yeah, that’s real nice,” he whispered as he ran his fingers through her black hair.

Sophia slid her tongue back up the underside of his shaft, working her way to the tip.  Once there, she circled the tip of her tongue around it before making her way back down, turning her head.  She lifted his cock upward once she reached the base and marveled at the size of his large smooth balls.

“Wow, these are really big,” she commented as she stared at them, reaching up with her free hand to gently caress them in her palm.

“Ha!  I don’t think anyone’s commented on the size of my balls,” Tyrone laughed.

“Well, considering how you stood up and beat up three men, I would’ve thought these would’ve been made of steel,” Sophia joked.

Tyrone chuckled at her comment, his balls swinging around with his movements.  Sophia gently squeezed them gently before releasing them and pressing his cock up against his belly.  The tip reached up past his belly button.  She stuck her tongue out again and licked the underside of his shaft once more, working her way back up to the tip.

“Mm, hold up, you gotta let me return the favor,” Tyrone commented.

“Return the favor?”  Sophia asked, confused.
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Sophia yelped as Tyrone helped her up, lifting her off her feet effortlessly.  He placed her down on the sofa, putting her ass on the edge of the seat.  His thick powerful hands reached under the waistband of her leggings and pulled, bringing them right off her legs and feet in a second.  Sophia yelped, her face turning bright red with embarrassment as she reached down and covered her crotch with two hands.

“Wait, I was not expecting this,” she gasped.

“Huh?  It’s all right, I’m just returning the favor,” Tyrone responded as he gently reached his fingers on the waistband of her panties.  “Trust me.”

Sophia hesitated for a moment before moving her hands away.  She watched as he pulled her panties off and tossed them to the side.  Her entire body trembled as it turned white hot.  Tyrone gently grabbed her ankles and spread her legs wide open.

“Oh my,” Sophia whispered as she reached down between her legs and covered her sex.  “Only my husband has seen down there,” she said.

And even then, it had been in the dark.  She was not a big fan of showing off her body, and yet here she was, in broad daylight, her lower body unclothed with her legs spread wide.  It felt like such a lewd position to be in.

Tyrone lowered himself onto his knees, his face getting closer to her crotch.  Sophia’s face turned bright red as she looked down between her legs.  “Wait, what are you doing?”  She gasped.

“I told you, returning the favor,” he responded with a grin.  “Can you move your hands please?”

Sophia nibbled on her lower lip as she hesitated for a moment longer.  She wasn’t quite sure what he had meant.  Did he mean he was going to lick her there?  That was something she had never experienced before.  The lips of her sex quivered at the thought as she wondered what it would feel like.

“Wait...  You’re...  You’re going to lick down there?”  She asked.

Tyrone raised an eyebrow and tilted his head.  “Yeah.  Your husband doesn’t?”

“Um, no,” she answered.

“But you lick him down there?”

“Only on special occasions,” she said.

“Wow, that ain’t fair at all.  Go on, move your hands, I’m about to show you pleasures you’ve never thought you could experience,” Tyrone said with confidence.

Sophia stared down at him, her hands trembling as she moved them aside.  Tyrone nodded as he looked down between her legs.  She had a natural black bush that covered her sex.  He leaned in closer, placing his hands at her crotch to spread the lips of her dark pink sex open.

She gasped, feeling his hot breath brush against her sensitive crotch.  Her pussy grew wet and she couldn’t help but feel excitement run through her as she glanced down between her legs.

Tyrone’s long tongue slowly made its way towards her sensitive little sex.  Sophia closed her eyes, unsure of what she would feel.  As the tip of his tongue slid along the lips of her sex, she let out gasp, an intense heat making its way through her body.  His tongue worked its way up towards her clit, teasing it, gently flicking up and down.

“Oh my...”  Sophia gasped as she closed her eyes and tilted her head back, pressing it against the back of the sofa.

His tongue slowly made its way into her, sliding into her sweet soft pussy.  She moaned while reaching up to grab onto the edge of the sofa.  His tongue began to wiggle inside her, the subtle movements echoing throughout her whole body.

“Ooooh...”  she moaned loudly as her legs trembled.

His thumb pressed against her clit, rubbing it while his tongue continued to tease and please her.  She couldn’t believe that she had never felt this before.  Her husband had never attempted or even offered to do this.  Tyrone’s long tongue squeezed deeper into her tight Asian pussy, wiggling and twirling as it did.

His left hand rubbed her inner thigh gently, sliding up and down against the most sensitive parts of her leg.  She gasped, her pussy squeezing tight as she felt a rush of warmth wash over her.  His thumb continued to rub her highly sensitive clit, moving faster and faster to match the speed and movements of his tongue.

“Oh... OH... OH!”  Sophia moaned loudly as she felt her entire body tingle with delight.

Tyrone moved his thumb away from her clit as he pressed his face closer towards her crotch.  He moved his hands below her ass, squeezing them and spreading them as his nose rubbed against her clit instead of his thumb.  Sophia took short shallow breaths as she clenched her toes, surprised by the intense feelings of bliss rolling through her.  After rubbing his face against her crotch with his long tongue inside her, he pulled back, sliding his tongue out and down between her ass cheeks.

“OH!  What?!  Wait!  That’s dirty!”  Sophia gasped in shock as she felt the tip of his tongue flick against her tightly clenched backdoor.

She couldn’t believe what he was doing, licking her down between her ass cheeks.  It felt so dirty and yet, she couldn’t help but feel a shiver of pleasure run up her back.  He leaned in closer, circling her tight little backdoor the tip of his tongue, occasionally pressing against it as if to enter.

“Ah!  AH!”  Sophia gasped each time his tongue pressed in, teasing her.

Tyrone skillfully flicked his tongue around her quivering backdoor, teasing her far beyond what her husband could do.  His tongue then worked its way back upward, sliding across her trembling pussy lips.  Sophia gasped and shuddered, his tongue working its way up to her clit and flicking against it furiously.  She felt a ball of warmth forming between her legs, growing more and more as Tyrone flicked his tongue.

"Oh... Oh... Oh my... Wǒde tiān na!" She screamed as the warmth within her exploded.

She couldn’t believe it, her body tingled and grew numb as the warmth spread like wildfire.  Her legs trembled as her toes spread apart, pleasure rushing through her entire body.  She’d never felt anything like this before.  Her pussy lips quivered rapidly as she arched her back.

“Yeah, I knew I could get you off with just my tongue,” Tyrone gloated with a grin.

He slowly slid a finger into her tiny pink cunt, nodding as he felt how tight she was.  His cock throbbed at her tightness, growing more excited by the minute.  Sophia continued to squirm and tremble as she climaxed.  His long, thick finger gliding in only helped to increase the pleasure she was feeling.

Sophia closed her legs a bit as her climax subsided a bit.  She felt a bit lightheaded as her body burned with desire.  Tyrone curved his finger a little as he made a ‘come hither’ motion, rubbing the most sensitive part of her sex.  Sophia’s eyes widened as she felt the ball of warmth between her legs return, hotter than before.

Tyrone continued to rub the most sensitive spot of her sex with his finger, enjoying the way she writhed on the sofa.  She kept her eyes closed, gasping as she felt the constant waves of pleasure blasting through her.  As her legs closed even more, Tyrone reached out with his free hand, pushing at least one leg open.

“You like that?”  He asked, constantly moving his finger inside her.

Sophia tensed up, unable to process the sensations running through her.  She’d never felt such an intense heat within her before.  It was like she was on fire, burning up from the inside out.  And yet, at the same time, she felt a cool, chilling sensation running through her at the same time, numbing her as she gasped for air.

Her body tensed up once more as she felt the heat begin to spread again.  Tyrone slowed his movements as he felt her pussy tighten around his finger.  He rubbed slower and slower before gently pulling his finger out.  Sophia gasped and writhed on the sofa, opening her eyes to look up at him.

“Why did you stop?”  She asked.

“I want you to take off your top, let me see your whole sexy body,” Tyrone answered.

Sophia hesitated for a moment but then nodded and pulled up her blouse, tossing it to the side.  She reached back and undid her slightly oversized bra next, her fingers trembling wildly as she unclasped it.  Before she took off her bra, she looked up at him.

“Will you continue if I take this off?”  She asked.

Tyrone smirked and nodded, “of course.”

She took a deep breath and pulled her bra off.  Her small, round, perky breasts were something she was a bit subconscious of.  Johnny had a tendency of gawking at women with large breasts and making snide remarks about how she should get hers augmented.

“Oh, nice,” Tyrone commented as he saw them, surprised to see that her nipples were inverted, like little buttons that had been pressed into her breasts.  Sophia nervously covered her breasts with her hands but Tyrone shook his head.  “Nah, let them loose, let me see those beautiful tits,” he said as he leaned in towards them.

Sophia gasped and moaned as she felt his hot breath brush against her right nipple and areola.  His tongue gently rubbed around it, flicking against the tip of her breasts until her nipple began to harden.  At the same time, he reached down between her legs and slowly slid a finger back in, gently gliding it in and out as he teased her right nipple to life.

Tyrone squeezed her right breast, licking his lips as he watched her right nipple pop up, rock hard and bright red.  He leaned in, wrapping his thick black lips around it and sucking on it.  His finger continued to slide in and out of her tight little cunt, while he rubbed her clit with his thumb.

Sophia let out another loud moan as she felt the warmth within her spread once more.  Tyrone moved over to her left breast, teasing her nipple out on that side as well.  Her excitement grew even more as both her nipples turned rock hard, becoming extra sensitive. 

She squealed as Tyrone slowly inserted another finger, pushing it into her tightening cunt.  Her heart raced rapidly as the warmth spread through her once more.  His thumb continued to rub wildly while his tongue flicked against her hard nipple.  He even nibbled on it lightly, making her tremble wildly beneath him.  As she neared another climax, Tyrone slipped his fingers out and straightened up, letting her squirm on the sofa.

“Oh no... don’t stop,” she pleaded as she reached between her legs and rubbed her hot sex.

He pushed her hand aside.  Then he stroked his thick hard member and tapped it against her quivering pussy lips.  “I’m not stopping, I think it’s time to try this on for size.”

Sophia’s eyes widened as she stared between her legs.  His throbbing member still looked gigantic even though she wasn’t as close up to it as before.  She gulped nervously as she wondered what it would feel like.

“I... I don’t know, I think it might be too big,” she responded worriedly.

“Don’t worry, I’ll go real slow, ease it in.  You’ll get used to it, trust me,” Tyrone replied with a huge grin.
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Sophia screamed at the top of her lungs as she reached down and squeezed the padding of the sofa below her for dear life.  Tyrone’s thick member slowly worked its way into her tight little cunt, the thick bulbous tip barely able to pop in.  He groaned, reaching down and holding onto his shaft as he pushed his hips forward bit by tiny bit.

“Agh... God damn that’s tight!”  He grunted.

Her pussy felt tighter than a virgin’s, he thought, as he groaned and continued to take his time.  His thick throbbing member felt as though it would pop out of her extremely tight cunt, bending slightly as he pushed forward.  Sophia closed her eyes, her body tensing up and her pussy clamping tightly shut, enveloping his thick black cock.

“It’s too big!”  Sophia whined as she squirmed on the sofa.

“Hold on, take a deep breath, you need to calm down a bit,” Tyrone groaned as he paused his push forward.  “You’ve got to relax and let that pussy open up a bit.”

Sophia shook her head, opting to take short, shallow breaths instead as her body remained tense.  Tyrone groaned as he felt her pussy squeeze even harder around the sensitive tip of his cock.  He reached down and gently massaged her breasts, rubbing her hard nipples to try and help. 

“It’s okay, relax,” he cooed as he continued to tease her nipples.

She finally decided to take his advice and took long deep breaths, trying to calm her body.  A small ringing filled her ears and she felt a bit light headed as she continued to breathe in and out, taking her time.  She focused in on the pleasure she was feeling, spreading her legs open a bit more as she began to relax a tiny bit.  As soon as her pussy loosened a bit, he pushed his hips forward just a bit, sliding in a little further.

“OW!  OH!  WǑ KÀO!  WǑ KÀO!  WOOOOAAAAH!”  Sophia screamed as his cock journeyed forward, pushing open her pussy to its limits.

The small ringing in her ears grew louder, turning into a higher pitch as she started slapping the sofa below her.  Her toes curled as her legs trembled wildly in the air.  Tyrone groaned again as he felt her pussy wrap around his shaft, squeezing it with all its might.  He had finally managed to lodge enough of his thick cock in that he could let go of his shaft.

“Fuck... Can’t believe how tight you are,” he grunted as he reached up and grabbed her ankles.

He spread them wide as he continued to push his lower body towards her.  Sophia grimaced and squeezed her eyes shut as she felt a short intense rush of pain, followed by an incredible blast of pleasure that warmed her body.  It was as if the sun itself had come down to rest between her legs as a powerful wave of heat spread through her. 

“Ungh!  Damn!”  Tyrone groaned as he paused, struggling to push forward once more.

He placed her legs on his shoulders as he leaned in closer, slowly sliding his cock in just a little deeper as he folded her up.  Sophia continued to take slow deep breaths as she felt wave after wave of pure bliss rushing through her core.  She clenched, then spread her toes as she reached up and placed her hands on his muscular arms.

“Slow!  SLOW!  I don’t think it’s going to fit anymore!”  She cried out.

“Okay, okay, don’t worry,” Tyrone cooed as he paused again, letting her pussy adjust to his girth.

Sophia squirmed a bit more, her legs trembling wildly on his shoulders.  He decided on a different approach and began to pull his hips back.  Her pussy clamped onto his thick shaft as he began to pull his fat cock out of her tight little cunt.  Sophia’s eyes widened as she felt his thick black shaft make its way out, her pussy stretching out a bit with it.

Tyrone tilted his head back a little as he pulled back a bit, just until the tip of his cock was inside her.  He paused again before thrusting forward again, a bit faster than before but still slow.  Sophia continued to tremble, her pussy clenching tightly onto his thick black shaft as it made its way back into her.

She could hardly think as she was overcome with ecstasy, her body lighting up and numbing as she gasped and moaned.  Her heart raced rapidly as the tingling sensations worked their way through her.  Tyrone took his time, pushing his cock back in about halfway before pulling back again.  As he pressed in, Sophia let out a loud moan, the tingling sensations exploding and numbing her from head to toe.

The high pitched ringing in her ears reached a fever pitch as she gritted her teeth.  As Tyrone began to pull back again she let out a guttural roar as she had another climax.  Her entire body trembled wildly as her pussy clamped even tighter around his thick black cock.  Tyrone grunted and pushed his hips back forward, jamming his cock back in as best as he could.  He could hardly believe how tight her little dark pink cunt was as he closed his eyes and thrust in.

“OH! OOOOOOOOOOH!”  Sophia moaned loudly as she shook her head wildly, her black hair flailing around all over the sofa.

Tyrone continued to slowly move his hips back and forth even as her climax peaked.  The feelings of pleasure she felt echoed through her body, tingling and numbing as it passed.  She continued to try and breathe slowly, doing her best to keep her body from tensing up.  Yet, the sheer girth of his thick black shaft made it difficult.

He managed to slide in over half his thick shaft, still struggling with each stroke.  She felt like a virgin to him, her pussy so soft and tight around his throbbing shaft.  He loved the way it gripped around it, squeezing it with all its might each time he moved.  Tyrone glanced down, watching his rod sink in further and further.  He was almost there, he thought, as he felt her legs tremble in his hands.

“OH!  OW!  OOOOH!  WǑ KÀO!  That’s it!  That’s all that’ll fit!”  Sophia squealed as she writhed around, her tiny little hands squeezing his forearms tightly.

Tyrone nodded as he began to pull out, groaning and closing his eyes as her velvety pussy clenched his member on its way out.  Sophia continued to writhe, this time being overtaken by an entirely different feeling.  She felt a strange void, and emptiness, at her core as his member began its journey back out from between her legs.  Her hips seemed to move on their own, working their way upwards towards his crotch as if to get his thick black cock inside her.

“Ooo... ungh, damn, this is the tightest pussy ever,” Tyrone groaned as he continued to pull his hips back.

He straightened up, letting her legs slide off his shoulders and spread wide open.  Thick beads of sweat rolled down his forehead that he wiped with the back of one forearm.  He took a deep breath, leaving just the tip of his member inside her while he pulled his shirt up and over his head, tossing it to the side.  Her pretty pink pussy lips quivered and he grinned.  He reached out and grabbed her small, perky breasts, squeezing them tight as he slowly pushed his forward again.

“OOOOOOOH!”  Sophia screamed.

“Don’t worry, I know when to stop,” Tyrone assured as he glided his cock right back into her.

She moaned loudly as he pinched her nipples between his fingers while squeezing her breasts.  He continued to thrust forward, sliding just a little over half his cock in before pausing and pulling back out.  Sophia enjoyed the way he was pinching her nipples while sliding his cock in and out of her.  Normally, they were inverted, hidden from view, but once they popped out, they were extremely sensitive.

Tyrone continued to thrust his hips back and forth, taking his time but speeding up little by little.  He could feel her pussy adjusting to his cock, loosening enough for him to feel confident with his strokes.  His hands slid down to her waist, holding them tightly as he continued to thrust, making sure to pull back to the tip each time before he pushed back in.

Sophia reached up and back over her head to grip onto the top of the sofa as she raised her hips up slightly.  It was like her body had a mind of its own, wanting more of his thick black cock as he began to thrust faster.  She understood why Karen, Melissa and Sharon had all been so adamant that they had reached new heights of pleasure.

Tyrone began to thrust faster and deeper, sliding more and more each time he pushed forward.  Sophia cried out as she felt yet another climax.  An avalanche of heat, followed by tingling and numbing sensations rushed through her from head to toe.  She could hardly breathe as she shuddered on the sofa.

“Ungh, fuck!”  Tyrone groaned as he pulled back, his cock slipping out with a slick wet pop as her pussy tightened together.  “Whew!  You got real tight!”

Sophia couldn’t respond, lost in the pleasures that enveloped her.  She could hardly comprehend what was happening as she panted and trembled.  Tyrone waited patiently, choosing to just tap her clit with his thick meaty shaft.

“Okay, how about you on top?  You can control how much you want,” Tyrone said as he stood up, then sat next to her.

He reached over and pulled her up, spinning her around so that she was facing him as she mounted his big fat cock.  She gasped as Tyrone grabbed his shaft and pressed the tip of his cock right back into her tight little cunt.  Her hands rested on his muscular chest as she bent her knees willingly, lowering herself down onto his cock, tilting her head back as she felt the bulbous tip slowly work its way back in.

“Oooh yeah, that’s it,” Tyrone groaned.

She took her time, pressing her fingertips down onto his chest as she continued to bend her knees.  Her entire body trembled as she lowered herself, her pussy struggling once more to take in his girth and length.  Each time she lowered down further, she gasped and bounced up briefly, feeling a slight bit of pain that quickly subsided.

Tyrone leaned forward and wrapped his thick black lips around her breasts, his tongue flicking wildly against her sensitive nipple.  He reached around with his hands to squeeze her firm ass cheeks, spreading them wide as if to help loosen her tight little cunt.  One of his fingers gently pressed against her tightly clenched backdoor, massaging and teasing it a bit.

“Ooooh...  It’s too thick,” Sophia gasped as she began to straighten her legs, moving her body upward.

As she did, the feeling of emptiness crept through her again, the warmth between her legs seemingly dissipating down past her legs.  She gasped as she raised her body upward further, her hands trembling atop his shoulders now.  Tyrone groaned as he nibbled gently on her nipple, then flicking his tongue against it.

“Ah... Ah... AH!”  Sophia gasped as she paused for a moment.

She took a deep breath before lowering herself back down again.  Her legs trembled wildly as his cock slid back, deep inside her tight little pussy.  After managing to get about halfway down, she paused and then adjusted her legs a bit.  Her knees lifted off the sofa and pointed upwards as she got into more of a squat position atop him.  The slight adjustment allowed her to lower her body even further.

“OH!  OH FUCK!”  She screamed as his cock pushed in deeper, hitting places she never thought possible.

She tilted her head back, closed her eyes, and held tightly onto Tyrone’s broad shoulders as she continued to push her body down, trying to see if she could reach the base this time.  Her pussy ached, being stretched to its limits by his big fat cock.  She could hardly breathe as her legs shook wildly, her ass lowering further and further towards the base of his shaft.

“YES!  YES!  OH YES!”  Sophia screamed as she finally managed to lower down to the base of his thick black shaft.

Her eyes widened as she felt his balls against her trembling ass.  Every inch of he was on fire and tingling as her hands pressed down and gripped tightly onto Tyrone’s shoulders.  She froze up, squatting atop his fat cock as she trembled wildly.  Tyrone continued to suck on her nipples, switching from one to another while constantly squeezing her ass cheeks and teasing her backdoor with one finger.  He pulled back and smirked as he looked down, seeing his cock fully buried into her tight little cunt.

“Mmm, look at that, damn that looks amazing.  I told you, you took it all.  You like that don’t you?”  Tyrone teased as he tensed up his lower body, causing his cock to throb and tremble inside her pussy.

Sophia gasped as she felt his shaft move.  “Oh!  It’s so thick!”  She gasped.

“Hell yeah it is, but look, it still fits.  Lord almighty your pussy is fucking tight though, whew!”  Tyrone grunted as he slapped her ass cheek.

‘Ow!”  Sophia gasped as she felt a sudden shock of pain roll through her.

“Go on, ride that cock,” Tyrone responded as he massaged her aching ass cheek again.

Sophia took a deep breath and began pushing herself upwards.  She moaned loudly as her pussy gripped at his cock as if to prevent it from leaving as she made her ascent.  Her arms trembled as she squeezed tightly onto his shoulders and moved up.  After managing to get up to the tip, she brought herself down, pushing her lower body firmly down back to the base of his crotch.

She tilted her head back and let out another loud moan, her eyes rolling back as she shuddered atop him.  It felt absolutely incredible, taking the entire length of his thick shaft in one stroke.  She had to pause again, waiting for the heat within her to dissipate bit by bit, her heart pounding as if it were ready to jump out of her chest.

Tyrone gave her another light smack on the ass, causing her to shiver from the pain mixed in with the pleasure.  He leaned back, his hands moving from her ass cheeks towards her hips.  His thumb gently rubbed against her overly sensitive clit as she trembled atop him, barely able to support herself in her squatting position.

“Looks like you’re ready to take it to the next level,” he said.
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Katlyn yawed as she stared out the window of Ryan’s car.  He took a hard turn and parked in one of the few empty spots of the mall parking lot.  She couldn’t help but think back to the noises she had heard in Melissa’s garage, feeling a strange sense of suspicion.

“Hey, I know this sounds weird, but have you ever been around when Cathy’s mom works out?”  She asked.

Ryan raised his eyebrows and shook his head as he laughed.  “What?  What kind of question is that?  No, can’t say that I have.  Why?”

Katlyn shrugged as she opened the passenger side door.  “Nothing.”

Ryan stepped out and leaned over the roof of his car.  “What?  You can’t ask me a question like that and then say there’s no reason for asking.”

“It’s nothing,” Katlyn repeated, immediately regretting her decision to ask.

“Oh come on now.  You got something going on in that little blonde bobblehead of yours,” he laughed.

“Screw you.  It’s nothing.  I just went by to drop of Cathy’s camera and I overheard her mom working out in the garage.  It just...  It sounded so weird,” she finally admitted.

“What do you mean it sounded weird?”

“I don’t know.  Like she was grunting and screaming like a wild woman.  It almost sounded like she was saying something too but it was too muffled,” Katlyn answered.

“Huh... well, I mean, she’s always been in pretty good shape.  I got a buddy of mine who does Crossfit and I guess the last time I went in one of those gyms there was a lot of grunting and yelling,” Ryan said with a small shrug.  “You think something else was going on?”

Katlyn hesitated momentarily before shaking her head.  “No, like I said, it was nothing.  Just a stupid question.”

Ryan shrugged as he closed the driver’s side door and began walking towards the restaurant they were visiting, a Brazilian steakhouse.  Katlyn sighed as she saw Turner awkwardly standing around, rubbing one arm as she stared off into the distance.  “Why’d you invite Turner?  I thought this would be a nice little date for the two of us.”

“Oh come on, I feel bad for the guy.  He doesn’t have that many friends left around,” Ryan replied.

“Has he gotten an acceptance letter yet?” 

“Uh, you know, I actually didn’t ask.  I figured he’d say something if he did,” Ryan answered.

“I don’t think he’s going to be making it to UT Austin,” Katlyn replied.

“That’s sad.  I thought he was smart?  Like a nerd or whatever,” Ryan responded.

“Sure, he’s got stuff going on up here,” Katlyn said as she pointed at her head.  “But you can’t just get into UT Austin with good grades.  He doesn’t have any real extracurriculars.”

“Yeah...  And he’s a white guy.  No diversity advantage or whatever,” Ryan agreed with a small sigh.

“I told you, I ain’t a diversity pick up,” Katlyn whined.  “Just because I’m a woman doesn’t mean that’s the reason why I was accepted.”

“What?  I wasn’t talking about you.  I meant like,” Ryan paused, glancing around, “black people.  I’m always stunned by how many are on campus and some are seriously questionable.”

“Well, some of them are smart.  Look at Dwayne, he’s already owning his own company and what not,” Katlyn responded.

“Well yeah sure, I didn’t mean like all of them or anything like that.  Hey Turner!”

Turner looked over and smiled, waving his arm awkwardly.  Katlyn sighed, everything he did seemed so hopeless.  Even a simple wave of the hand made him look so... weak.

“Hey guys!”  He yelled back, his voice cracking ever so slightly.

“Has he not gone through puberty?”  Katlyn sighed.

“Come on now,” Ryan whispered back.  “He grew up with us, he’s practically family.”

“Thanks for inviting me,” Turner said.

“Of course!  No problem man.  You ready to eat?”  Ryan responded happily.

“Uh yeah, I’m ready to scarf down some meat,” Turner said excitedly.

Ryan raised an eyebrow and shook his head, “please don’t phrase it like that again.  Come on, let’s get going.  Remember, avoid the appetizer buffet thing, that’s where they put a shit ton of carbs to get you full early.”

Katlyn rolled her eyes as she followed along behind them with her arms crossed.  “Penny pinching.”

“What?  Nah, it’s getting my money’s worth is what it is,” Ryan laughed.

They headed into the restaurant and were seated almost immediately.  While Ryan and Turner ordered the all you can eat option, Katlyn opted to stay with the salad bar option.  She headed up to grab her food while Ryan and Turner waited for the servers to wander by with different slabs of meat.

“So, what are your plans man?”  Ryan asked as he nodded at a server who gave him a slice of filet mignon.

“Plans?”

“Yeah, summer is here, you’re done with high school, what’s next?”

Turner shrugged as he began to cut into his own piece of steak.  “I don’t know.  College, I guess?”

“You guess?  You’ve applied right?”

“Uh...  Kind of.  I sent a couple of applications out earlier in the year but I haven’t heard back from them,” Turner replied.

“Dude, you got to apply to more then.  Or at least start thinking of picking up some summer jobs,” Ryan suggested as he took a bite of his food.

“Yeah, I know, I should.  I’m not really that motivated though, you know?  I’m not sure what I want to do.”

Ryan shook his head as he flagged down a server.  “Hey, can I get a coke?  Thanks.  How about you Turner?  You want anything to drink?”

“Uh, yeah, a coke would be good.”

The server nodded and headed off.  “You don’t know what you want to do?  Let’s be real here man, if you don’t get your feet stable on the ground, life is going to knock the fuck out of you,” Ryan warned.

“I mean, my mom seems fine with it.  And my dad is talking about taking us to Ireland, you know, go feel our heritage or whatever he goes on about.”

“Come on, you know your dad has been saying that for years, right?  I’m sure your parents are going to want to live their own lives.  I know my parents didn’t show it, but once I went to college and gave them space, they’ve had a hell of a great time.  They’ve been traveling all over the place.”

Katlyn sat down with her plate.  “Who’s been traveling where?”

“I’m talking about my parents.  How they’re free to go off and do what they want now that I’m in college.”

"You can't be serious, your parents have been doing that even before you headed out.  Like shit, it's not like you went across the country," Katlyn responded.

Turner chuckled, nearly spitting out some food.  Ryan immediately shot him a glare, silencing him.  Katlyn shook her head as she watched Turner clam up before her eyes.

"That doesn't matter.  I'm sure Turner's parents are looking forward to living with him," Ryan retorted.

"Oh please, I'm sure Sharon wants Turner to be around forever.  The way she coddles him," Katlyn said.

"Uh, actually... I think my mom might be getting tired of me hanging out at home. A while back, I knocked on her door to let her know I was heading out and she sounded really annoyed.  Didn't even open the door," Turner informed.

"See? I'm telling you, it's going to be more and more obvious over time."

"Ryan, knock it off, you're starting to sound like my mom," Katlyn said as she lightly smacked him on the arm.

“What?  I’m just trying to be a good mentor.  I was kind of like you Turner, not sure what to do but then I met this dude at my frat, super smart, taught me all the ropes and got me adulting,” Ryan said.

“Adulting?  You’re cheating on me and you’re saying it out loud?!”  Katlyn responded angrily.

“Huh?  What?  Not, not adultery, adulting.  Learning how to be an adult,” Ryan replied as he chuckled.

“That’s not a word!”

“Well, it’s something that’s picking up steam,” Ryan retorted.

Turner smiled as he took another bite of his food.  He missed having his friends around and he felt a little sad knowing that this was probably the last year they would hang out like this.  “Too bad Cathy isn’t here,” Turner commented.

“You have a thing for her don’t you?  You know she broke up with Thomas right?  Man up, ask her out,” Ryan replied.

Turner’s face briefly flashed red as he shook his head.  “What?  No, no, I don’t have, what?  No, no way.”

Katlyn laughed as she ate from her own plate.  She glanced around before sneaking a piece of meat off of Ryan’s plate.  He glared briefly before turning his attention back to Turner.

“Come on man, you can tell us.  We’re friends here,” Ryan said.

“No, seriously, I’m not, nope.  She’s not my type,” Turner replied, stuttering.

“She’s not YOUR type?  Seriously?  If anything, you aren’t HER type, nowhere near her league,” Katlyn balked.

“Hey, come on,” Ryan said as he pushed her gently with his elbow.

A server came by with another slab of meat.  Ryan nodded and waited for the server to slice the meat and let it fall on his plate.  Turner nodded and got a piece of his own as he drank his coke.

“You guys going to watch that new Marvel movie?”  Turner asked.

“There’s a new one coming out?”  Ryan answered, surprised.

“Yeah, it looks wild!  They’re really getting deep into the Multiverse and everything!”  Turner responded.

“The what?”  Ryan responded, looking confused.

“The Multiverse!  There’s like different versions of the Marvel Universe and now they’re going to hop through them.  It looks insane!”  Turner continued excitedly.

“Huh... Okay...  Isn’t that going to get confusing?”  Ryan asked.

“Well yeah, if you’re not paying attention.  But can you imagine?  Like think about it, Tom Cruise as Iron Man, or I don’t know, Professor X making an appearance?”  Turner imagined loudly.

Katlyn rolled her eyes and finished her plate of food.  “I’m going for another round.”  She quickly ate a small piece of meat off of Ryan’s plate.

Ryan sighed and nodded as he waved over a server to get some more meat.  Once Katlyn left Ryan glanced around and took a bite of the new piece of meat.  “So, is uh, Patrick Stewart rumored to show?”  He asked.

“Yeah, that’s what’s in the rumor mill,” Turner replied.

Ryan nodded with a small smirk.  “Man, that’d be pretty fucking awesome.”

“I know right?!”

Katlyn wandered around the salad bar, grabbing different vegetables and pasta side dishes.  She paused as she saw a tall black man walking over towards the bar.  He looked strangely familiar as he neared.

“Willis?”  She called out.

The tall black man paused and leaned down a bit, “oh, hey Katlyn,” he greeted back.

“Wow, what are you doing here?  You here with the family?”  Katlyn asked as she walked around to get closer towards him.

“Uh, not today.  Marcus was busy, he had a uh...”  Willis paused, the corners of his lips lifting upward into a small smile.  He was definitely trying to hold back from smiling too obviously.  “A coaching session,” he continued.

Another black man came walking over.  He was shorter than Willis, and he had medium length braids that were tied up in a top knot.  “Hey man, this is Katlyn, my neighbor’s daughter,” Willis introduced.

“Yeah?  Hi, I’m Darius,” the other black man introduced.

“Oh, is this another brother?”  Katlyn inquired.

Darius raised an eyebrow as he looked at Willis.  “Uh, wow, people around here just call us brothas huh?”

Willis laughed out loud, “nah man, that’s not what she means.  No, Darius isn’t my brother, we’re not related in any way.  He’s an employee of our company.”

“Oh, ok, sorry.”

Darius began to laugh too as he realized his error.  “No worries, it was my bad.  I thought...  You know what, nevermind.”

“So just a business lunch?”

“Yeah, something like that.  Figured we could have a one on one and discuss his career aspirations.  We finished up and now are just shooting the shit,” Willis answered.

Katlyn glanced over towards her table.  “Do you want to see if we can combine tables?”

“Huh?  Oh, nah, I don’t want to ruin your get together,” Willis answered as he looked over towards Ryan and Turner.

“Really?  Come on, I feel like y’all have more interesting stories to talk about then those two.  I think they’re talking about the new superhero movie.  For sure Ryan was waiting for me to leave before he could geek out or whatever,” Katlyn said.

Darius lightly nudged Willis, but he was ignored.  “Well, you should check with your friends first.  We’re sitting over there next to the window.  If they’re open to it, let us know,” Willis responded.

Katlyn sighed and rolled her eyes.  “Okay, fine.  Maybe I’ll see y’all in a few,” she said as she turned and headed back around to a different section of the salad bar.

“Damn man, look at the ass on her.  Whew, would love to tap that,” Darius whispered.

Willis smirked as he felt a slight stir between his legs.  He was more interested in getting together again with Katlyn’s mom, Karen.  It’d been quite a bit since she had paid a visit.  “Keep it in your pants young buck.”
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Sophia yelped as she felt her body being lifted off the ground.  Tyrone held her in one arm as he made his way off the sofa.  She had lost track of how long she had been riding atop his fat cock.  He effortlessly got to his feet with her in one arm.  His right arm made its way down below her thigh, before it wrapped around her lower back.  His left arm followed soon after, hooking under her left thigh and then around her lower back as well.  Her arms wrapped around his thick powerful neck, worried that she might fall backwards.

She couldn’t believe how easily he was holding her, effortlessly bouncing her up and down his cock.  Each time he lowered her, he thrust his hips upward, sending her body into a frenzy.  She spread her toes as another powerful rush of pleasure ran through her entire body. 

“Tài dà!  Tài dà!”  She screamed in her native language, shouting that it was too big. 

Her entire body trembled as the warmth within her exploded, overpowering her senses as she climaxed once more.  She nearly blacked out as Tyrone continued to toss her up and down, ignoring the fact that she was having an orgasm.  Her pussy squeezed tightly onto his shaft, the room filling with the slick wet sounds of his cock sliding in and out from between her legs.

Tyrone squeezed his arms tightly as he continued to thrust faster and faster, his balls slamming loudly against her ass cheeks.  Sophia could hardly breathe as her climax peaked, her voice giving out as she continued to tremble in his arms.  His thick cock trembled deep inside her, echoing throughout her entire body each time he thrust it in.

“Ungh!  UNGH!  Yeah, making this pussy mine,” he grunted as he slammed away.

He effortlessly tossed her up and down, as if she were weightless within his arms.  As soon as Sophia’s climax subsided, she felt yet another rush of warmth run through her.  She closed her eyes, small tears of joy forming at the edges of them.  Thick beads of sweat rolled down her body as she breathed heavily, trying to adjust to the constant rush of pleasure rolling through her.

“OH!  OH!  WAIT!  WAAAAAAIT!  STOOOOOOOP!”  She screamed as she felt an intense pressure between her legs.

Tyrone thrust his hips a couple of more times before pausing and pulling his cock out with a loud wet pop.  Sophia’s eyes widened as she felt something drizzle out from between her legs.  Tyrone was surprised, watching as her juices dripped down out of her quivering cunt.  He carried her over to the bedroom and gently laid her on it.

“You okay?”  He asked.

“Ohmygodohmygodohmygod...”  Sophia whimpered in disbelief as she stared between her legs.  “This is so embarrassing!  I didn’t mean to pee!”

Tyrone laughed and shook his head.  “That’s not what that is.  What you just let out is something different.  You’d be surprised by how many women experience it,” he replied.

“What?”  She responded, looked up at him, confused.

“Yeah, some women squirt, and I mean, they squirt.  Like it flies out,” Tyrone replied with a grin.

“I’ve...  I’ve never felt this before,” Sophia gasped.

“Well, you’re about to feel it a lot more,” Tyrone said confidently as he placed his still hard cock against her pussy lips, teasing them open with the bulbous tip.

Sophia gasped as she arched her back and looked between her legs.  “Slow... Slow...”  She requested.

Tyrone nodded as he rubbed her inner thighs, helping to calm her a bit as he eased his way back into her tight Asian cunt.  She closed her eyes immediately, reaching between her legs and raising her upper body slightly to press her hands against his chiseled abs, as if to help control the speed at which he pushed forward.  Her pussy struggled initially again as his fat cock slowly made its entry, pushing apart the lips of her sex wide as it entered.

“Ungh!  Damn, still so fucking tight,” Tyrone groaned.

Sophia gasped and shuddered as the thick bulbous tip slipped in, the rest of his thick throbbing shaft slowly sliding into her.  His shaft had an unevenness to it, some parts of the shaft thicker.  Each time a thicker part pushed in, she couldn’t help but gasp, feeling her pussy stretch even further to accommodate the girth.

“OH YES!”  She screamed as Tyrone pushed in, jamming the entire length of his shaft into her.

It was much easier now to slide his cock in and out of her pussy.  He placed his right thumb against her clit and rubbed furiously as he began to thrust his hips.  Sophia pressed her hands against his abs as she shook her head, feeling an intense heat rush through her again.

“Oh... OH!  OH!  SLOW!  SLOOOOOOOOW!”  She moaned.

Tyrone slowed his strokes, taking his time as he slid the entire length of his big fat cock in and out of her.  Sophia arched her back again, pressing the back of her head against the bed as she squeezed her eyes shut.  The heat within her spread yet again, taking her to new heights as she climaxed once more.

She clenched her toes tight as she let out a high pitched scream, washed away in streams of bliss.  Tyrone groaned loudly as her tight cunt clamped around his shaft as she trembled below him.  He reached out and squeezed her breasts some more, making sure to pinch her sensitive nipples tightly.

"OH!  FUCK!  AHHHH!" Sophia screamed as her latest climax peaked.

She momentarily had an out of body experience, blacking out and seeing herself from afar.  In her mind's eye, she saw herself, legs spread wide on the bed as Tyrone slammed away.  She came back to, as the loud squeaking of the bed filled her ears.

The entire bed rocked wildly while it squeaked, sounding as if it would collapse.  Tyrone finally slowed his strokes a bit as he wiped his forehead.  He gently pulled his throbbing cock out from her aching, quivering cunt, watching as it gaped open momentarily.

“Mmm, damn that is some sweet, sweet pussy.  Turn around, let me see that ass,” Tyrone said as he placed his hands on her hips and helped to spin her onto her tummy.

Sophia could barely move, feeling exhausted as Tyrone gripped her waist and pulled her ass upwards.  He spread her ass cheeks apart, licking his lips as he saw her wet pussy lips open up, quivering as he pressed the tip of his cock back between them.  The thick bulbous tip of his cock took its time, slowly working its way back into her cunt.  He spit on his shaft, helping to lubricate it.

“Tài hòu...  Tā bù shìhé...”  She gasped in her native language.

Tyrone had no idea what she was saying as he grunted and pushed his hips forward.  Her pussy was still extremely tight, enveloping around his thick shaft as it made its journey back in.  He licked his lips again as she stared down at her ass, watching his cock glide into her soaking wet cunt.  Her tiny little backdoor clenched tightly as if it were winking at him as his shaft slid into her.

Sophia gasped, pressing her face into the soft blanket below her.  In this new position, his cock was hitting all new areas, lighting up even more of her body. 

“Please, slow, please,” Sophia gasped as he thrust his hips forward.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take my time,” Tyrone assured as he continued to glide his cock into her.

He loved watching his thick, meaty shaft disappear into her tight pink cunt.  His balls finally reached the lips of her sex, brushing against her clit as he pressed the entire length of his shaft in.  He titled his head back and arched his back a bit, trying to push in deeper with his stroke.

“Oh fuck, that feels so fucking good,” he grunted.

Tyrone held his position for a moment longer, holding her waist tightly as his thick black cock throbbed inside her tight cunt.  After a moment longer, he began to pull out, staring down to see her pussy tightly grip onto his shaft as it left.  He loved seeing her sweet, soft, dark pink pussy lips stretched as he pulled out, making his cock quiver with delight.

“Oh... Oh... yes...”  Sophia gasped as she grabbed a hold of the sheets and clenched tightly onto them.

She could barely keep her ass up but luckily Tyrone’s powerful hands on her waist helped to keep her in her current position.  Her toes clenched as she wiggled her feet slightly while Tyrone began to thrust in and out.  His big black cock barreled back and forth, hitting all the right places as it slid in and out of her tight Asian pussy.  One of his hands wrapped around her waist and down between her legs.

Sophia gasped as he began rubbing her clit with two fingers on his right hand.  At the same time, his left hand worked its way towards her ass cheeks, his thumb gently pressing against her backdoor and teasing it.  She froze up as she felt the combination of feelings rushing through her.  His thumb pressing against her tightly clenched backdoor, his fingers against her clit and his thick throbbing shaft plowing into her pussy.  It was overwhelming.

He spit on his thumb and pushed it forward, gently sliding the tip of it into her tight little ass.  Her heart skipped a beat as she felt his thumb enter her ass, stunned by the brief sharp pain.  She jolted a bit, trying to get her lower body down but his powerful right arm kept her ass right in place. 

“Ah!  AH!  AHHHH!”  Sophia screamed as she felt his thumb wiggle in her virgin hole.

She gasped and screamed again as she felt the first knuckle of his thumb slide in, venturing deeper into her ass.  At the same time, he rubbed her clit furiously while thrusting his hips faster, slamming his fat cock in and out of her.  His large balls smacked loudly against her wet pussy lips, echoing in the room.

Sophia closed her eyes and bit the sheet below her as she felt yet another wave of pleasure crash through her.  Tears of joy rolled down her cheeks as she let out a muffled scream, her face buried into the sheets below her as the fires within spread.  The familiar sense of pressure between her legs grew and Tyrone pulled out, letting his cock pop out as her pussy let out a small stream of her juices.

His thumb remained in her ass, gently sliding in and out as he watched her climax and collapse forward onto her tummy.  She remained prone, slowly rubbing her face against the sheet below as her entire body tingled and grew numb.  He wiped his forehead once more before lightly smacking her on the right ass cheek, then the left.  She yelped softly and trembled, but remained prone, feeling completely exhausted.

Tyrone stroked his still hard cock and mounted her, pushing his cock back into her quivering cunt.  She gasped, barely able to squirm as his thick member made its way deep into her.  There was no more strength left in her body as she laid still, feeling his throbbing shaft work its way into her sensitive little pussy.  The most she could do was clench her toes tightly as he began to thrust rhythmically in and out.

His thrusts were different in this new position, more controlled as he pushed his hips forward, sliding the entire length of his shaft into her.  He would pause for a moment each time before pulling back, all the way until only the bulbous tip was inside before he pushed forward again.  Once his cock worked its way back in, he would gently grind his lower body against hers, making his throbbing cock bounce upward a little while it was buried deep in her tight cunt.

“Ungh... Unf... Ugh...”  Tyrone grunted each time he thrust his hips.

Sophia barely let out some muffled moans as she enjoyed the ride, feeling constant rolling waves of pleasure wash over her.  She felt his hot breath against the back of her shoulder as he thrust away.  Each time he pushed his hips forward, he used all his might, slamming his shaft in deep, then taking his time on the way out. 

“Mm... yes... yes...”  She moaned softly, barely able to keep herself awake.

She was completely exhausted, every inch of her feeling as though it was made of lead.  The bed continued to squeak and creak beneath them, still feeling as though it would collapse each time he thrust forward.  Sophia wasn’t sure how much time had passed but when she glanced out through one of the floor to ceiling windows, she was surprised to see that the sky was turning purple.

“Damn, this pussy stays tight!”  Tyrone groaned as he thrust forward again, pausing as he enjoyed the warmth of her sweet soft cunt.

Sophia gasped as she felt the pressure between her legs release again as he pulled back.  Tyrone moaned as his cock popped out again, followed by a small drizzle of her juices.  He smirked as he pressed the tip of his cock right back in.

“Wǒde mā ya!  Aren’t you done?”  Sophia gasped.

“Almost, almost,” Tyrone responded as he gently slid his cock in deep into her velvety pussy.

He loved the way her pussy gripped onto his cock.  Even after all the thrusting, she was still tighter than any other woman he had ever been with.  It had been a real challenge to not nut inside her.  He was surprised that she hadn’t even asked him to put on a condom.  That’s when a thought occurred to him.

“Where do you want me to cum?”  He whispered.

“Huh?  What?”  Sophia’s eyes widened as she realized that he was not wearing any protection.  “Oh no!  Outside, outside!”  She stammered.

“Okay, okay, calm down, I got it,” Tyrone responded as he began to thrust his hips again.

She could feel that he was close, his shaft throbbing and quivering faster inside her.  Sophia was stunned at herself for allowing him to just slide his cock in her without any form of protection.  Her pussy seemed to tighten even more at the thought, as if it wanted his seed.  Tyrone groaned, waiting until the last minute to pull his shaft out and rubbed it between her ass cheeks.

“Agh!  Fuck!  Yeah!”  He groaned as he shot his thick, hot load.

Sophia shivered as she felt his gooey warm seed land on her mid and lower back, and then on her ass.  She was surprised by how much was shooting out from his member.  Tyrone continued to groan and stroke his shaft as he came, launching out more of his seed.

“Whew!  Damn!”  He grunted as his cock finally stopped.

He opened up her ass cheeks and rubbed his glistening rod between them as more of his seed dribbled out a bit from the tip of his cock.  Sophia laid still, enjoying the warmth of his shaft between her ass cheeks.  He still felt rock hard.

“That was amazing,” Sophia whispered as she rubbed her face on the sheet below her.

“Hell yeah, wow.  Tightest pussy ever,” Tyrone said with a grin as he unmounted her and stood at the edge of the bed.  ‘Let me wipe you off,” he said as he rushed to the bathroom and grabbed a towel.

Sophia wiggled a bit as he rubbed the soft towel on her back and lower body, cleaning her off as best as he could.  “You’re welcome to rest here for a while and use the shower to clean up,” he said as he tossed the towel to the side.  Sophia could only nod, just barely, as she closed her eyes, completely exhausted from the experience.  Tyrone got dressed before walking back into the bedroom.  “Well, I’m going for my workout, you’re welcome to stay, but if you don’t want to, the door locks itself.  Maybe I’ll see you again?”

“Huh?  Yeah...”  Sophia whispered, barely able to register his words.

As Tyrone headed out, Sophia drifted off, falling asleep as soon as the door closed.  Whatever worries she had, were long gone.
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Johnny growled as he placed his hands on his chubby hips and yelled.  Sophia had barely entered the house when Johnny had rushed over, more angry than concerned.  And now, here she was, standing as he lectured her.

“You know how long I’ve been waiting?  I’ve been starving here and you haven’t answered your phone or texted back!  Unbelievable!”  He shouted.

“I was at the hospital getting examined for any injuries,” Sophia lied.

“And the car?  Did you get the insurance paperwork like I told you to?  Where’s the police report?”  He responded.

“It’s all in the car.  Where are Tony and Andy?”

“I left them back at my mom’s place,” he answered.

“Oh, you...  You weren’t watching them?”

“What?  You know how busy I am?!  You were supposed to pick them up and take care of them.  I’ve got multiple fires I have to put out right now.  You owe me one!  You know the earful I got from my mom?  Talking about how you were irresponsible, how you need to be more careful driving.  Is this all because I forgot our anniversary?”  Johnny questioned.

Sophia rolled her eyes as she sighed.  She was exhausted and not in the mood to hear him rant.  “Look, some racist pieces of shit purposefully tried to hurt me today, they damaged the card and nearly choked me out.  I was lucky there was someone brave enough to step in and stop them.  The last thing I want to do is stand here listening to you shouting, my ears are already ringing as is,” she replied, a sharp angry edge to her voice.

He seemed to finally take the hint and quieted down, glancing awkward towards the ground, knowing that what he was doing was wrong.  Sophia continued walking past him, heading straight upstairs.  Every part of her ached as she made her way up, each step making her grimace.  Tyrone had done quite the number on her.

She couldn’t help but smirk as she made her way to the top of the stairs and towards the master bedroom.  Her heart was still racing and the lips of her sex still quivered from the experience.  She nearly tripped over her own clumsy feet as she got to her bed and practically slammed down onto it.

“Wow...”  She whispered.

The ceiling felt as though it was spinning as she stared up at it.  She sighed as she heard Johnny’s heavy footsteps as they made their way up to the master bedroom.  He poked his head in, still looking slightly angry.

“So, are you okay then?”  He asked.

“I think so.  Just really tired and aching everywhere,” Sophia responded.

“So...  Are you going to make dinner or are we ordering in?”

Sophia glared at her husband.  “Really?  Just order in, I’m too tired to do anything right now,” she answered sharply.

“Whoa, no reason to get angry.  If anything I should still be angry, I could’ve ordered hours ago if you had just texted back,” he remarked.

She was about to say something but paused, deciding to just remain silent and hold it in.  He could have easily ordered in without her approval.  It’s not like he was even interested in what she wanted to eat, it was just for show, to make it seem like he cared.

“Okay, I’m going to order that fried chicken that we both like,” he said.

“Fine,” Sophia answered as he confirmed exactly what she had predicted would happen.  Only ordering what he actually wanted.

He turned and left, not apologizing for his behavior, which only further drove Sophia off the walls.  She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, trying to calm herself as best as she could.  The anger welling up in her grew and she felt like a volcano ready to burst.  She continued to take slow, deep breaths and thought about her amazing experience with Tyrone.

A small moan escaped her lips as she thought about his thick black shaft slamming in and out of her.  The lips of her sex quivered at the thought, aching slightly as they did.  She grimaced momentarily as she got up and scooted back towards her pillows, leaning against them as she took another deep breath.  Every part of her still ached, but her crotch was throbbing.  The constant pounding she had received had made her extremely sensitive there.

She pulled up her phone and opened up an app to stream shows.  They had subscribed to one that specialized in Chinese and Taiwanese content.  After scrolling through a couple of different screens, she finally found a show she was interested in and casted it onto the television.

Within minutes, she had zoned out, barely registering what was happening on the screen.  Instead, she kept thinking about Tyrone.  He was so big and strong, and brave, she thought.  The way he had handled the three racists that had harassed her.  A shiver ran down her spine as she thought about what could have happened if he hadn’t been around.

Whatever preconceived notions she had about black people had dissipated.  The fear she had of them being around, now replaced with thoughts of safety.  All the other cars and trucks that had driven by, not one of them had even honked or attempted to stop the three hooligans.

She nibbled on her lower lip as she envisioned him walking out of her bathroom, his smooth ebony skin glistening with sweat and only his lower body covered by a towel.  Her pussy shuddered at the thought and she let out another soft moan. 

Sophia’s imagination began to go wild, imagining him walking towards her while letting his towel drop to the floor.  The ball of anger that had felt like it would explode inside her had turned to one full of desire.  Her hands slowly made their way between her legs, two of her fingers just grazing against her sensitive, aching crotch.

She winced as a sharp pain worked its way through her and her hand immediately pulled away.  A small sigh made its way out of her parted lips as she admitted to the fact that it was probably too soon to go anywhere near her crotch.  She got up and headed to the bathroom.

Once she was in front of the mirror, she pulled down her pants, then her panties.  “Oh wow,” she whispered as she looked at her reflection.  Even though she had a natural bush covered her sex, she could still see that the area around it was bright pink.  Never in her life had she imagined that her crotch would look so used.

“Nì tiān...”  She whispered as she stared at herself.  It was unbelievable.  She pulled her panties and pants back up, slightly wincing as they rubbed against her sensitive crotch.  While it was painful now, her body seemed to want more as the lips of her sex continued to quiver. 

She headed back into the room, glancing over to see that the show she had put on was still going.  There were a couple of characters she didn’t recognize so she grabbed her phone and paused the video.  She clicked on an earlier time frame to see if she could catch up, even though she was completely clueless as to what was happening in general on the show.

Sophia glanced at the clock, surprised at how much time had passed.  The little zone out she had, imagining Tyrone in the room felt short and yet fifteen minutes had come and gone.  She blinked several times just to make sure she was reading the clock right.

“Wow,” she whispered as she glanced over at her phone as it buzzed to life.

She laid back in bed and picked up her phone, opening the group chat with the other girls.  It was Melissa, letting them all know that she had finished yet another workout.  Sophia gasped as a picture popped up of Marcus’s glistening black rod.

Karen was the first to respond with an emoji of a laughing face.  Sharon followed with a picture of a man shaking his head.  Sophia’s fingers hovered over the small virtual keyboard as she debated on whether or not to let them know of her own little experience.

“We need to meet soon, I have something to tell you all,” she whispered to herself as she typed, her fingers trembling each step of the way.

As soon as she pressed send, there was a flood of responses from all three.  They wanted to know what it was about, when the best time to meet was, and a couple of guesses as to what Sophia was going to say.  Melissa was pretty much spot on, guessing if Sophia had gotten a similar workout.  Sophia typed back that she would feel more comfortable talking about it in person.

Before she could read the follow-up responses, Johnny poked his head back into the room.  Sophia looked up at him, trying her best not to glare.  He cleared his throat and stepped in.

“Hey, look, I’ve been thinking about it downstairs and I’m sorry for all the yelling when you got back.  Are you okay?”  He asked.

Sophia raised one eyebrow as she stared at her husband suspiciously.  There were very few reasons for him to apologize.  He glanced around and scratched his chin, eyeing her like a piece of meat.  Sophia sighed as she realized what he was trying to get at.

“I’m fine, just really sore everywhere,” she answered.

“Huh... ok.  So like... everywhere?”  He asked.

“Please don’t tell me you’re apologizing just because you want to have make up sex or something.  Johnny, are you not registering what happened to me today?  Having sex right now is the last thing on my mind,” she replied.

There was a key word she had kept out of her response, ‘you,’ as in having sex with him right now was the last thing on her mind.  Tyrone, on the other hand, still made the lips of her sex shudder with excitement.  Johnny stared down at the ground and placed his hands on his hips unhappily.

“Ugh, where’s the freaking food,” he muttered under his breath as he rubbed his belly awkwardly.

The doorbell rang and Sophia could see him immediately perk up, standing straight as he turned.  “Finally!”  He roared with happiness.  After taking a couple of steps out the door, he paused and turned, “are you coming down?”

“You can get started.  I’m going to rest for a bit longer,” she answered.

“Okay, well, I’m taking the drumsticks!”  He said as he rushed off.

“Can you get me some water?”  Sophia called out.

She didn’t hear a response and sighed.  He was usually so slow but when it came to food, it was like he became the Flash, zooming off without a second thought.  The show she was watching had continued on, oblivious to her situation.  She sighed yet again as she grabbed her phone, restarting the episode in its entirety.  As she stared at the screen, she thought about what she was going to tell her friends.
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Sophia stared out the window of her kitchen while sipping on her cup of matcha green tea.  It had been a couple of weeks since she had her first black experience with Tyrone.  She still felt a bit of soreness from between her legs. 

The house was silent, except for some music she had playing as background noise.  Her husband had taken the boys and gone fishing.  He was still trying to make it up to her after trying to blame her for the accident with the racist drivers that had purposely backed their track into their SUV.  She had taken the girls’ advice to use sex as a bargaining chip of sorts, negotiating the things she needed from Johnny.

Her phone buzzed to life as a couple of messages came flying by.  She glanced at the notification screen, smirking as she saw Melissa’s name.  As she sipped on her coffee, she looked over at her clock.  It was like clockwork, right around two in the afternoon, Melissa would start sending either pictures of black men or outcome pictures from her so called “workouts” with Marcus. 

She waited for a bit longer as she continued to stare out the kitchen window.  They had a nice view of some trees along with glimpses of the Colorado River.  The phone continued to buzz on her counter, as if to try and get her attention.

“Ugh... fine, what picture did you send today,” Sophia sighed as she put her mug down and unlocked her phone.

Her heart fluttered a bit as the app they used for group chatting loaded up.  She gasped as she saw the picture, it was a selfie of Melissa with the tip of a black man’s manhood in her mouth.  Immediately, the others flooded the group chat with messages.

“OMG!  Are you out of your mind?!?!”  Karen had responded.

Sophia couldn’t help but chuckle as she saw the picture, shaking her head at the same time.  “This isn’t one of those apps where the message disappears after a few minutes,” she typed.  She followed it up with a small winking emoji.

“Nobody better be taking a screenshot or saving any of this,” Melissa warned in her message.

Sophia laughed out loud as she finished her coffee and put her mug in the sink.  “Anybody open for a drink?  Johnny took the kids out and I’m bored,” she typed.

“Sorry hon, got to visit my friends for a bit of chocolate,” Sharon typed.

“That’s it, I’m getting me some too,” Karen added.

“You two can’t be serious,” Sophia messaged.

“Serious as can be,” Sharon answered.

“Well, I’m free,” Melissa typed.

Sophia let out another sigh as she stared out the window.  She had hoped to meet all of them at the same time.  For a moment, she contemplated calling Tyrone, to see what he was up to and if he was free for a little fling.

“Let’s grab a drink then.  Happy hour at Gibson?”  Sophia suggested.

“I’m in.  See you at 5 at the bar?”  Melissa typed back.

“See you there.”

“Add me to the list.  I wasn’t being serious about getting some chocolate,” Karen added.

“Sounds good,” Sophia responded.

“Wait, y’all gonna meet for HH?  I’ll be done by then, save me a seat,” Sharon entered.

“You sure you won’t be too tired?”  Sophia asked.

Sharon responded with an emoji of a thumb's up.  She smirked and breathed a small sigh of relief.  Everyone was going to be there.  It was still a couple of hours away and she decided to get some snacks ready for Johnny and the kids when they got back.  She pulled out a cutting board and then opened the refrigerator door to grab some carrots and celery.  After cutting them, she placed them to the side and grabbed a jar of peanut butter.

There was no way Johnny or the kids were going to eat the celery without a generous slathering of peanut butter on them.  After finishing that up, she put the peanut butter back and then grabbed a bottle of Thousand Island dressing.  She poured a generous amount into a small bowl that she placed next to the carrots.

“Hm...  That’s not enough is it...?”  She whispered to herself as she stared at the little vegetable platter of celery and carrots.  After putting the Thousand Island away, she grabbed a bottle of ranch and poured it into a separate bowl that she placed next to the other.  “That should be enough,” she said to herself.

She placed the plates and bowls on the kitchen island, and then covered them.  It was probably not enough so she began looking through the pantry.  While she could’ve heated up some pizza rolls or bagel bites, there was no way they were going to keep warm.  And Johnny was most likely going to just shove them in the microwave, rather than using the oven.

There were a lot of sweet unhealthy snacks filling up the pantry, most, if not all, bought by her husband.  She had to dig towards the back to find somewhat healthier snacks her parents had bought and sent from Taiwan.  They were still on the unhealthier side, but compared to the American snacks they had bought, they were definitely better.

She opened a couple of bags and poured the contents out in separate bowls.  If they weren’t in the packaging, then most likely her husband and the boys would never know.  After pouring out the small rice crackers and other snacks, she covered them up before heading to the bathroom.

Sophia started the shower and began taking off her clothes.  She looked at her nude body in the mirror, turning to the side to look at her profile.  Her husband had complained that she had gained a little bit too much weight after having the kids but no one else seemed to notice.  She ran her hands up her body, pushing up her small perky breasts and hopping a bit to see if anything jiggled.

“I don’t get what he’s complaining about,” she said to herself as she spun around once, getting a complete view of her entire body.

As the water warmed and fogged up the mirror, she sighed one last time before stepping into the shower.  She closed her eyes, letting the hot water rush down her body.  Her hands gently massaged her soft, small breasts, squeezing them gently as she thought about Tyrone.  He had been gentle and yet firm, absolutely annihilating her tiny body with his big black manhood.

“Mmm...”  She moaned softly as the warm water caressed her sensitive skin.

Her right hand slowly made its way between her legs, past her furry little bush and down to the lips of her sex.  She started by teasing her sensitive clit while spreading open the lips of her sex.  The warm water rushed on by, intensifying the pleasure she was already feeling.  She took a deep breath before sliding one of her fingers in, her mind flashing to the experience she had with Tyrone.

There was no way her fingers would please her like he had, but it was at least something.  Her finger gently slid in and out of the tight lips of her sex.  She let out soft, small moans as she tilted her head back and continued to finger herself.

“Mm... Yes...”  She whispered as she began to slide her finger in and out faster.

At the same time, her other hand continued to massage one of her breasts, lightly pinching her nipple occasionally.  Her body craved the feeling of Tyrone’s massive member, her tight little pussy squeezing tightly around her finger.  She slowly slid in another finger, it was still not close to the girth of Tyrone’s manhood.  Her fingers began to slam in and out faster as she leaned back against the shower wall.

“Yes... Yes... Yes...”  She gasped.

Her heart raced as she felt a small ball of warmth between her legs.  The warmth slowly began to spread through her body, taking its time to hit every part of her.  “Oh...  Shì de!  Shì de!”  She screamed as she climaxed.  It wasn’t as strong as her orgasms with Tyrone but it was still something to satiate her lust.  She continued to masturbate, trying her best to achieve the same pleasures she felt before, but it began to get a bit frustrating.  Her fingers slammed in and out of her tight little sex but it was not enough. 

"Come on... come on..." she whispered.

After a bit more trying she paused and reached up to grab the showerhead.  She pulled it off and changed the setting to massage.  The stream of water changed, blasting out thick lines of water that pounded her body.  She slowly and carefully aimed it towards her quivering pussy.

The powerful streams of water blasted against her sensitive sex, making her moan loudly in pleasure, her voice echoing in the tiled shower room.  Her heart raced as the showerhead pounded away on her pussy, pushing her to new heights of pleasure.  It wasn’t the same as what she felt with Tyron but it wasn’t bad.  She closed her eyes and tilted her head back as she had another climax.

“Wǒde tiān na!  Yes!  YES!”  She screamed as she shuddered, her legs trembling as she pulled the showerhead away from her pussy.

Her body tingled as a numbing sensation rushed through her.  She gasped and trembled, her quivering sex feeling a little sore from the powerful blasts of water that had been pounding against it.  It took a couple of minutes for her to recover.  Once the rush was over, she finished washing herself and began getting ready to go out.
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Karen stepped out of her balcony and glanced outside towards her neighbor’s backyard.  There was some music playing and she could tell they were cooking something good.  She peered over the edge and saw that a smoker had been set up.  Horace was pacing around talking on the phone, occasionally glancing down at his pool.

She watched as Willis stepped out wearing only a pair of swimming trunks.  He strutted by and laid back on a chaise, pulling his sunglasses over his eyes. Karen licked her lips as she stared down towards him, admiring his muscular frame.  Her knees felt weak as she thought about his long hard manhood.  Melissa’s constant messages about her time with Marcus, along with the pictures were starting to drive her wild.  She wasn’t just irritated, she was jealous as she wanted to do the same with Willis.

Her husband still had trouble getting hard.  She had tried to seduce him the other night and while he had briefly gotten hard, he immediately got soft when she tried to mount him.  It had been yet another frustrating night for Karen.  She continued to admire Willis, feeling hotter by the second as she stared at his almost nude body.

“Honey?  Hey, honey?”  Harold called out, breaking Karen out of her little trance-like state.

Karen sighed and turned to look out towards her husband’s voice.  “Yes?  What is it?”

“Have you seen my tablet?  I feel like I had it lying around in the bedroom but I can’t find it,” Harold responded.

He was still in his boxers and a sleeveless undershirt with a couple of yellow stains on it.  Karen shook her head, holding back another sigh.  “No, I can’t say that I have,” she answered.

Harold scratched his ass and glanced around some more, barely putting in any effort as he wandered around and picked up a couple of cushions off the kitchen.  Karen stared at him for a bit, and then looked out the window again.  Willis was so much more fit and younger.  She shuddered a bit as she thought about the pleasures he had given her with his long hard manhood.

“Where did I put that darn thing...  I thought I watched some baseball highlights the other night right here on this couch,” he mumbled to himself.

“Maybe it fell between the cushions,” Karen suggested as she continued looking out the window.

“The cushions?  It can’t fit in there... Can it?”  He responded as he began to dig in and check.  “Nope, not in between the cushions.”

“Didn’t you go to the bathroom for a while last night?”  Karen asked as she finally turned her attention back to her husband.

“The bathroom?”  Harold said as he scratched his balding head and made his way down the hall.  After a couple of minutes he wandered out, carrying a small tablet in his hands.  “You were right!  You’re a real lifesaver,” he said with a huge smile.

“You have any plans today?”  Karen inquired.

“Yeah, I was going to head out to a bar and watch the Rangers tonight,” he answered.

“Oh really?  When’s the game start?”

“It’s a 3 o’clock game so I’ll probably be heading out here in a minute.  It’s why I needed the tablet, got to get some bets in,” Harold replied.

“Bets?  Are you still doing that illegal betting crap?  Harold, you have got to stop before you get caught,” Karen warned.

“What?  Online betting isn’t illegal.  Plus, I got a good feeling about the Rangers today,” her husband said confidently.

“Harold!”

“Trust me, its fine,” he said as he walked back into the master bedroom to get changed.

Karen glanced at the clock, then out the window again.  If she was going to meet with the girls at around five, that meant she’d have at least a couple of free hours once Harold was gone.  Her juices began to flow, her sex growing wet and warm as she stared down at Willis.

“Maybe...”  She whispered to herself as she began to fantasize.

She pulled up her phone and texted Willis to see what he was up to.  Karen stared out the window, hoping to see him respond, but he laid still, his hands behind his head, sunglasses over his eyes, bathing in the light.  A bit of disappointment filled her as she realized that he most likely didn’t have his phone with him.

“Damn,” she muttered quietly under her breath.

Karen continued staring out the window, watching Horace pace around, still talking on the phone.  She thought about wandering over when Harold left, but it would’ve been hard to explain why she wanted to see Willis if Horace asked.  Before she could think of different ways to try and reach Willis, her husband walked by.

“What are you looking at?”  He asked as he glanced out the kitchen window.

“Huh?  What?  Nothing, just admiring the weather,” Karen responded, her voice trembling.

“Oh, I see!”  Harold as he eyed her somewhat suspiciously.

Karen’s heart raced as she wondered if she had been staring at Willis too obviously.  Harold wasn’t exactly the sharpest person in the world, but he could’ve put one and one together.  “What...  What do you mean?”  She stuttered.

“What?  You don’t see it?  Looks like Horace is going to cook up another storm tonight.  What I wouldn’t do to get me some more of that barbeque.  Gotta admit, them black folk really know their barbeque,” he responded.

Karen breathed a small sigh of relief.  He was still thinking with his stomach thankfully.  She chuckled and nodded.  “That’s for sure.  He seems to barbeque every other day, always smoking those meats,” she added.

“He really needs to open his own shop.  I know I’d buy it in a heartbeat,” Harold said as he headed out of the kitchen.  “Maybe I can stop by and sneak in a few bites before the game.”

“Don’t be that neighbor, Harold,” Karen responded as she crossed her arms.

“Fine... Fine...  But hey, if you happen to run into them, do you think you can ask for a couple pieces?  I cannot stop thinking about that meat,” Harold requested.

“I can’t either,” Karen said with a smirk, though she was referring to a different type of meat.

“You have any plans?”  Harold asked before leaving the kitchen.

“Yeah, I’m meeting with the girls for happy hour,” Karen answered.

“Oh, happy hour huh?  Well say hi to them for me,” Harold responded before he continued on his way.

Karen breathed a huge sigh of relief as she watched him leave.  Her heart continued to race as she leaned against a kitchen counter.  Just as she was calming down, her phone buzzed, startling her immediately.  She pulled out her phone and glanced at the screen, smirking as she saw that it was Willis responding to her text.  He let her know that he had nothing planned for the day.

“Why don’t you come by?”  Karen texted, her fingers trembling nervously.

She waited patiently, her heart racing faster and faster as she stared at her screen.  The garage door clanked shut as Harold drove off.  Willis texted back asking her when.

“Now!”  She typed, licking her lips as she did.

Karen looked out the kitchen window to see Willis immediately get up out of the chaise and rush around the pool.  His father, Horace, stopped him, raising one hand, his other still holding his phone.  The two were going back and forth, Karen guessed that Horace was probably asking where his son was going in such a hurry.  Horace pointed at his smoker and began shaking his head while Willis raised his arms up in the air and looked upwards, most likely rolling his eyes.

Karen grew concerned as she stared out the window.  The two continued to go back and forth until Horace finally raised two arms in the air while shaking his head.  He walked off and Willis made his way around the pool and into the house.

"Perfect," she whispered to herself.

She quickly rushed over to her room to change.  There was a sexy piece of lingerie she had bought to try and get her husband hard.  It was a lacy pink g-string thong and tiny bra combination.  There were even small little cutouts for her nipple to pop out of.

She pulled her clothes off and rushed to get the lingerie on.  Her body trembled wildly as she thought about Willis.  There wasn't too much time, especially if he was running over.  Just as she finished clasping the bra, her doorbell rang.

She quickly grabbed a silk robe and wrapped it around before rushing downstairs.  The doorbell rang again as she got to the first floor.  Karen took a deep breath before opening the front door.

"Took you long enough," she greeted as she leaned against the doorway, letting her robe open up a bit to show off her body.

Willis stared at her, his jaw dropping to the ground.  She grabbed the waistband of his shorts and pulled him into the house before slamming the door shut.
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Karen took Willis over towards the living room.  Her hand was wrapped around his hardened manhood, pulling on it like a leash.  She had already pulled off his shorts and tossed them near the front door.

"Damn, you've really been waiting for this huh?" Willis chuckled.

"Absolutely.  It doesn't help that I have friends that are very bad influences," she answered.

"Oh really?"

Karen rolled her eyes as she led him to a nearby sofa.  "Don't act all surprised.  I'm sure you know exactly who I'm talking about," she replied.

"What?" He laughed, trying his best to try and look earnest.

"You and your brother don't talk?  Maybe about some workouts he does?"

Willis laughed out loud while tilting his head back.  Karen gave his long hard shaft a tight squeeze.  He groaned and shuddered a bit.

"Whoa now, don't go breaking anything," he groaned.

"Don't worry, I need this to stay hard," Karen assured with a seductive wink.

She pushed him into the sofa and then fully opened up her robe, letting it drop to her feet.  Willis licked his lips and rubbed his hands together eagerly.  Karen let him take it in, slowly moving her hips side to side while running her hands up her body.

"You like what you see?" Karen asked as she gently flicked her hard sensitive nipples.

"Fuck, you know it," he replied as he rubbed his long hard shaft.

"Let me help you with that," Karen whispered as she got on her knees.

He let go of his shaft and leaned back.  "Have at it," he replied.

She pooled some saliva in her mouth and then spit it on the tip of his throbbing manhood.  Karen paused, letting her spit slowly run down his lengthy shaft.  Willis grinned as he watched her hands wrap around his shaft, squeezing gently as she rubbed her spit all along his member.

"Yeah, that's it, get nasty with it," he groaned.

Her hands slowly worked their way up and down his lengthy black cock.  She loved how smooth it was.  It was also hot in her hands, like warmed steel.

She leaned in closer, letting her warm breath brush by his crotch.  His long hard member twitched, gently bobbing up and down.  The tip of her tongue brushed against the underside of his cock, right where the tip met the shaft.

Willis groaned and tilted his head back in pleasure.  "Oh yeah, that's the spot."

Her tongue gently wagged left and right, rubbing one of the most sensitive spots in his manhood.  She reached up with her right hand, stroking his shaft as she circled the top of his cock with her tongue.  He groaned again as he reached down and ran his fingers through her soft blonde hair.

"Hold on, let me get a taste too," he said as he helped her onto the sofa before spinning her upside down.

Her legs were soon on the top of the back pillows, his face at her crotch.  Only the thin lacy fabric of her thong standing in the way of his tongue.  His long hard cock tapped against her face.  He reached up and squeezed her ass cheeks gently as he ran his tongue against her crotch.

She let out a soft moan as his tongue pressed against her thong and against the lips of her wet sex.  He teased her, rubbing the tip of his tongue up and down.  Karen returned the favor, licking his shaft up and down.

He reached between her legs and pulled her thong to the side.  She gasped as his long dexterous tongue slipped deep inside her soaking wet, soft pussy.  His tongue circled around inside her, skillfully hitting all the right places.

He worked his tongue up and down before gliding it between her ass cheeks.  She worked her way down his lengthy shaft, circling his large smooth balls with her own tongue.  As the tip of his tongue flicked gently against her tightly clenched backdoor, she let out a sweet soft moan.

Karen clenched her toes together as his tongue continued to circle and tease her puckered backdoor.  She slid her tongue up his shaft and then opened her lips, slowly wrapping them around the tip of his cock.  As her mouth enveloped the head of his member, he let out a small groan and pressed his tongue into her other hole.

She let out a muffled moan while sucking loudly on his big black cock.  Her eyes rolled back as she tried to take in as much as she could.  Spit rolled down his glistening shaft as she gagged.

Willis pulled his tongue back down to her soft pussy, gently sliding against the lips of her sex before plunging right back in.  Karen trembled as she continued to suck on his member.

His tongue flicked faster and faster, driving her wild.  He slowly worked his way out while pushing two fingers into her pussy.  Willis focused his efforts on her clit, rubbing it with his tongue.

"Mm... yes..." Karen moaned, taking a break from her sucking.

She couldn’t believe how skilled he was with his tongue.  He flicked it rapidly against her sensitive clit while sliding his two fingers in and out of her slowly.  As she began to tremble, he pushed his two fingers in and then curled them, rubbing one of the most sensitive spots inside.  She gasped and tilted her head back, overcome with pleasure as his tongue and fingers hit all the right places.

“Oh fuck... yes... yes... right there...”  She gasped.

Willis continued to do the ‘come hither’ motion with his fingers while wagging his tongue left and right against her clit.  She felt an incredible warmth build up between her legs, slowly spreading through her.  Karen moaned loudly as her hands gripped tightly onto the edge of the sofa, her entire body trembling wildly as the warmth continued to spread throughout.

“Ohmygodohmygodohmygod...” She whimpered as she climaxed.

“Yeah, that’s it, already making you cum,” Willis said proudly as he flicked his fingers faster and harder.

“OH YES!”  Karen gasped as her climax peaked, a tingling sensation rushing down her back as her legs shook wildly against the top of the sofa.

“Damn, that sounds nice and juicy,” Willis said as he pulled his fingers out from between her legs.  He gently pushed her off and then spun her on her back.  “Taste your pussy,” he whispered as he slowly slipped his two fingers into her mouth.

Karen sucked eagerly on his fingers as her climax slowly subsided.  She couldn’t believe he had already gotten her off.  Willis grinned as he pulled his fingers out of her mouth and then grabbed her ankles, spreading her legs wide while positioning his lower body between them.  She looked down between her legs and let out a whimper, feeling his heavy, hot cock rub against the slick wet lips of her pussy.

He released her right ankle and then gripped his shaft with his left hand.  The thick tip of his long hard cock pressed against the entrance to her sex as he pulled her left foot towards his face.  He licked the sole of her foot while pushing his hips forward.  Karen squirmed a bit, his tongue tickling her a bit.  At the same time, she was overcome with pleasure as his massive member began its journey into her tight pink cunt.

She had missed the way his powerful cock had filled her pussy, it was so much more different than her husband or even a dildo.  Willis took his time, slowly pushing his hips forward while he began to lick between each of her toes.  She could feel his warm breath brush against the sole of her foot, adding to the sensitivity.  Her pussy clamped around his cock as it entered, squeezing it tightly as if to welcome it back.

“Ungh... yeah, fuck... so tight,” he groaned.

He sucked on her toes gently as he began to thrust his hips, back and forth, taking his time with each stroke.  Karen couldn’t help but arch her back a bit as she felt his long hard member press its way deeper into her.  Loud moans filled the air as she took his cock.

“Yes... Yes... Oh my God...  Yes...  Right there, right there,” she whispered between moans.

Willis began to speed his thrusts up a bit while he continued to lick and suck on her toes.  She responded by wiggling them and moaning loudly, reaching up to grab her own breasts and squeezing them tightly.  The sofa began to squeak as their lower bodies slammed against one another.

“It feels so gooooooood!”  Karen cried out as she trembled wildly.

“Yeah, that’s it, I’m going to stretch this pussy out,” Willis grunted back as he began to thrust faster. 

He released her other leg, letting it fall to the side so that her legs were wide open.  Willis leaned in, wrapping his massive arms around her and pressing his upper body against hers.  His massive, muscular chest pressed against her soft supple breasts as he squeezed her in his powerful arms and began to thrust even faster.

Karen could hardly breathe as she felt his massive member slam in and out of her little cunt.  The rush of pleasure that ran through her was incredible.  She clenched her toes tightly and wrapped her own arms around him, gripping onto his powerful upper back as she felt another climax overtake her.

“OH MY GOD!  YES!  YES!  YEEEEEEEESSSS!”  She screamed wildly as her pussy clamped around his thick throbbing member.

“UNGH!  Yeah, that’s it!  Whose pussy is this?”  Willis grunted back as he began to slam his hips back and forth faster.

The entire sofa rocked and creaked as if it was going to collapse.  Willis huffed and puffed as he thrust his hips without abandon.  Karen could feel his hot breath brush against her neck as her entire body tingled with an intense heat.  The intense heat died down, quickly replaced with a numbing, cooling sensation that spread through Karen’s body.

“Mmmm... YES!  OH MY GOD!”  She screamed at the top of her lungs as her body trembled wildly from the climax.

He pulled his cock out with a slick wet pop and tapped his member against her quivering pussy lips.  She continued to tremble as her climax slowly began to subside.  Willis wiped his forehead and grinned as he continued to rub her pussy with his cock.

“You want to take this to the bedroom?”  He asked.

Karen smirked and nodded.  “You naughty, naughty boy...”
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Willis easily lifted her off the couch and carried her up the stairs to the master bedroom.  Karen’s heart began to race even faster at the thought of sharing her marital bed with this big black beast of a man.  He tossed her on the bed and then immediately spun her around so that she was on all fours. 

Karen gasped as he leaned in, gliding his tongue up and down her quivering pussy.  She lowered her face into her pillow as his tongue worked its way up higher, circling around her tightly clenched backdoor.  He teased her even further, dipping the tip of his tongue into her tight little ass while reaching down and sliding two fingers into her soaking wet cunt. 

His fingers curved again, rubbing against the most sensitive part of my sex while his tongue began to flick in and out of her ass.  Karen closed her eyes and clenched her toes tightly while gripping onto her bed sheets.  His fingers rubbed faster and faster, slowly driving her wild.

She pressed her face into her pillow and let out a loud muffled moan.  Her legs felt weak as his fingers continued to work their magic while his tongue constantly teased her virgin ass.  She shuddered and lifted her ass up a bit as some of her juices squirted out, taking her by surprise.

“OH GOD!  OH FUCK!”  She gasped as she managed to pull up her lower body and then spun around onto her ass.

“Damn, that pussy is so damn juicy!”  Willis laughed as he licked his fingers and stared at her quivering pussy.

He pressed the tip of his cock against the lips of her sex once more, grabbing her legs and spreading them wide as he did.  After tapping her pussy a couple of times with his heavy member, he jammed it right back in, pushing the entire length of his shaft into her in one swift stroke.  Karen gasped and arched her back immediately.  She gripped tightly onto her bed sheets as her body turned white hot.  The sudden jamming of his entire cock was not expected.

“Oh yeah... still fucking tight,” Willis groaned as he tilted his head back and paused, letting his long hard shaft throb deep inside her.

He pulled her feet up and onto his shoulders before leaning forward, practically bending her in half.  Her feet reached over her head as he pressed down with his upper body.  Karen squealed as her body lit up once more, the familiar intense heat traversing through her.

“OH MY GOD!  OH MY GOD!  DON’T STOP!  DON’T STOP!”  She screamed while shaking her head wildly.

“UNGH!  UNGH!  YEAH!  THAT’S IT!”  Willis grunted loudly as he began to pound away.

The bed was extremely bouncy, their bodies popping up and down on the mattress as Willis thrust with all his might.  It squealed loudly and shook as though it would collapse beneath them.  Karen gripped even tighter onto her bed sheets as she felt yet another orgasm course through her overly sensitive body.  For a moment, she thought she heard something outside the bedroom but thought nothing of it.

Willis absolutely dominated her pussy, grunting and slamming his long hard cock in and out of her.  He pressed her feet even closer and planted his face on her soles, licking them as his cock throbbed wildly inside her.  Karen’s body went numb as she reached the peak of her climax, a high pitched ringing filling her ears.

“...fuck?  Karen?”  A muddled voice called out.

Karen glanced over to where she thought she heard the voice and then immediately froze.  Willis also paused his thrusts and looked over.  “Oh fuck...” he muttered.

“What the hell?!”  Harold said, completely bewildered as he stood at the entrance to the master bedroom.

Willis quickly pushed himself off Karen and rolled off the bed.  Karen was speechless, her legs falling to the bed as she tried to get up in a seated position.  “Wait, wait, Harold, I can explain,” she stuttered.

Her husband’s eyes flickered as he stumbled a bit.  Willis quickly rushed over to stop him from falling and then helped him over to a nearby armchair in the corner of the room near the bed.  Harold flailed a bit but eventually plopped down on the seat.

“What... what is going on?  What is there to explain?”  Harold questioned.

“Look, Harold, you have a hard time getting hard and I have my needs.  I still love you dearly, but sometimes I crave pleasure, I’m a woman with sexual needs,” Karen answered as calmly as she could.

His eyes darted over towards Willis and then his jaw dropped.  “Holy shit...”  He whispered as he squirmed in the armchair a bit.  Harold cleared his throat and then looked back at his wife, feeling something he hadn’t felt in years.

“Are you okay?”  Willis asked as he looked down at Harold.

Thick beads of sweat began to roll down her husband’s forehead as he took a couple of deep breaths.  Karen worriedly made her way to the edge of the bed, it almost looked as though he was having a heart attack.  He was shaking as his eyes kept darting from her to Willis and back again.

“Whew... oh wow, I need...  I need a breath,” he huffed and puffed.

“Take some deep breaths,” Karen ordered.

Her husband’s face was bright red as he continued to squirm a bit in the armchair.  Karen sat on the edge of the bed and then noticed something, a small little tent at his crotch.  “Wait...  are you...  are you hard?!”  She asked.

Harold looked down between his legs, surprised that what she said was true.  “Uh... yeah...”

“Did you take the blue pill?”  Karen inquired.

Her husband shook his head, “no, I didn’t.”

“You...  You like this, don’t you?  You like me having sex with another man,” Karen whispered as she reached out and grabbed Willis’s long hard cock.

She stroked it slowly while staring at her husband’s eyes.  He took a couple of deep breaths and wiped his forehead.  “I...  I don’t know...  This...  It’s just... I have no idea what the hell is wrong with my dick,” he stuttered.

“It’s all right man.  Lots of husbands like to see their wives with other men,” Willis said.

“Look how big he is, Harold.  Look how hard it gets,” Karen cooed as she lifted Willis’s long hard cock upward and cupped his low hanging balls.

Harold grunted uncomfortably as he watched, unable to look away.  She was right, watching her stroking another man’s cock was making him incredibly horny.  But it wasn’t just the fact that she was with another man, it was the fact that it was with a black man that was making him grow excited.

“Why don’t you unzip your pants, let your little guy free?”  Karen suggested.

“What?  No, I... This can’t be right,” her husband responded.

Karen got off the bed and seductively made her way to her husband.  He nervously stared at her as she reached down and carefully unzipped his pants.  She smirked as she saw the tip of his member, peeking its head out through the fly of his briefs.  The tip quivered a bit as if it knew she was looking at it.

“Let’s pop this out,” Karen said as she pulled his little dick out.

Compared to Willis’s monstrous black member, her husband’s looked like a little mushroom sticking out of his briefs.  She leaned in and gave the tip a gentle kiss before she made her way back to the bed with Willis.

“You want to see this...  Don’t you?  You want to watch?”  Karen questioned.

Her husband nervously shook his head, “what?  No, no, nothing like that,” he answered.

“You say that, but look at how hard you are.  You haven’t been this hard since...  Well since Katlyn was a baby!”  She remarked, surprised by how long it’d been since she had seen him erect.

“What?  No...  No, that can’t be true,” he murmured.

Karen wrapped her fingers around Willis’s long, hard shaft again and slowly stroked it while staring at her husband.  “Really?  You really don’t want to have a front seat view of this big black cock slamming in and out of this tight little pussy?”  She teased as she spread her legs wide.

“Oh fuck...”  Harold whispered, his little dick twitching wildly.

He didn’t know how else to respond.  This was the last thing he had expected to see when he had come back home.  He had forgotten his phone and he thought he’d be in and out in a couple of minutes.

Karen laid back, her legs still spread wide as she continued to stroke Willis’s big black cock.  “Ok, come on, let’s keep it going,” she said as she looked at the young black stallion.

Willis glanced over at her husband, shrugged and made his way between her legs again.  Harold was speechless, his eyes glued to his wife’s crotch, watching as Willis placed the tip of his cock against her slick, wet sex.  Karen gasped as Willis thrust forward, sliding the entire length of his thick cock deep into her in one swift stroke.  He grabbed her legs and placed them on his shoulders again before leaning forward and getting his lower body onto the edge of the bed.

“OH MY GOD!  HE’S SO BIIIIIIIIIG!”  Karen gasped as Willis began to bounce up and down again while she was folded in half.

Harold remained silent, unable to look away as he stared at the throbbing shaft sliding in and out of his wife’s pussy.  He couldn’t believe how tightly her pussy lips were wrapping around his shaft, stretching outward each time Willis pulled back.  His low hanging balls smacked against his wife’s tightly clenched backdoor and Harold couldn’t help but lean forward and squint his eyes to try and get a better look.

“Ungh!  UNGH!  Yeah, still fucking tight!”  Willis grunted as he slammed away.

The bed began to creak and shake wildly again and Harold slowly got up from his seat.  He quietly wandered over closer, one hand gently rubbing his little shaft as he watched his wife being taken by his young black neighbor.  Never in his life did he think he’d be watching such a sight in his life.

“OH!  OH!  YES!  RIGHT THERE!  RIGHT... RIGHT THEEEEEEEERE!”  Karen squealed before she began to shake wildly on the bed.

Another powerful climax overtook her, lighting her up as if fireworks had gone off inside her.  Knowing that her husband was watching and was excited about it, only added to the intense pleasure already coursing through her.  She closed her eyes as she rode the climax, feeling the familiar tingling sensations as her body went numb.

“HE’S MAKING ME CUUUUUUUUUUUUUUM!”  She screamed loudly.

“Oh wow,” Harold whispered as he continued to rub his own dick gently, trying his hardest to pace himself.

It had been a while since he’d been able to get this hard.  He began to stroke a little faster, trying to keep pace with Willis, but he had to slow it down before he climaxed.  Willis, on the other hand, seemed unstoppable, thrusting his hips wildly.  Karen cried out in pleasure and shook her head wildly while gripping the bed sheets below her tightly.
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Harold wiped his forehead as he continued to slowly stroke his little dick while watching his wife get hammered by their big black neighbor.  He couldn't stop watching, trying his best not to orgasm.  Karen on the other hand, had multiple orgasms as Willis wildly thrust his hips.

She was moving her hips to match his thrusts, pushing her lower body up towards him each time he barreled down into her.  The poor bed continued to squeak and squeal as if it would collapse with every powerful slam from Willis.

“Ungh!  Here, get up here!”  Willis groaned as he wrapped his arms around her and pulled her off the bed while straightening his body and planting his feet on the ground.

Karen immediately wrapped her legs around his waist as she was hoisted up effortlessly.  He began to toss her up and down, his balls loudly smacking against her ass.  She reached around and held tightly onto his broad, muscular shoulders.  Her soft, supple breasts pressed against his massive, barrel chest, being squished between their sweaty, hot bodies.

Harold groaned again as he watched, stopping his stroking as he neared his climax.  He took a couple of deep breaths, trying to calm his sensitive excited body.  Sweat rolled down his forehead and he finally decided to take off his button up shirt, followed by his briefs.  He stood nude, watching as Willis continued to toss his wife up and down on his long black cock.

“He’s so strong!  OH GOD!  He’s going to make me cum again!”  Karen squealed as she tilted her head back and tightened her legs around his hips.

Her toes clenched together as she let the familiar warmth blast through her body.  She loved the fact that she didn’t have to do anything, Willis was putting in all the work.  He was effortlessly tossing her up and down, slamming the entire length of his big black cock in and out of her tight little pink cunt.  His low hanging balls swung around wildly, slapping against her ass cheeks with each powerful thrust.

“Yeah!  Yeah!  That’s it!  Making this pussy mine!”  Willis grunted proudly.

He bent his knees a bit and thrust even harder, tossing her up and down even higher.  Karen could hardly breathe as she squeezed her arms tightly around Willis’s upper body.  She began to grind her lower body against him each time he pounded in and out of her.

“Hey!  You!  Harold, right?  I want you to lay down here on the ground and stare up at the edge of the bed.  I’m going to give you one hell of a view!”  Willis said as he lowered Karen back on the edge of the bed and flipped her around.

Harold hesitated for a bit but eventually made his way to the edge of the bed and laid down.  Karen’s feet rested on the floor, each on one side of her husband’s head.  Willis grinned and tapped his thick cock against Karen’s quivering pussy.  Harold had a clear upward view, staring up from below.

“You like the view?  You about to see something even better!”  Willis laughed as he slowly pushed the thick bulbous tip of his cock back into her tightly pink cunt.

“Oh wow...”  Harold whispered, unable to look away.

He grabbed his own penis and stroked as he licked his lips.  Karen’s tight little pussy was gripping tightly around Willis’s shaft as it entered.  It wasn’t until Willis began to pull his hips back that Harold got an even clearer view of how tightly her pussy was gripping onto the shaft.  The lips of her sex stretched out as he pulled back.

“Unbelievable...”  Harold gasped as he stroked himself a little faster.

When he was about halfway out, Willis paused and then slammed his hips forward.  Harold’s eyes widened as he watched Willis’s low hanging balls swing wildly and slap his wife’s clit.  Karen gasped loudly and gripped tightly onto the bed sheets, even biting down on some as she quivered.

Willis slammed away, thrusting wildly as he grew even more excited.  He couldn’t believe that he was sliding his thick black cock in a hot blonde housewife while her husband watched from below.  Her sweet, soft pussy clamped tightly around his cock, squeezing it for dear life as he hammered away.

“Ungh!  UNGH!  Fuck, this pussy just stays tight!”  Willis groaned.

“AH!  AH!  YES!  OH MY GOD!  YES!  DON’T STOP!  AAAAAAAHHH!”  Karen squealed as she closed her eyes, wiggling her toes as a constant stream of bliss rushed through her sensitive, almost numb body.

Harold neared his climax and he wanted to stop stroking but he couldn’t.  He couldn’t help but keep moving his two fingers up and down as he stared up at the sight.  As he watched his wife shudder and trembled, her pussy lips quivering wildly, he gasped and closed his eyes.

“Oh lord!  OH!”  He groaned as his dick trembled, squirting out a couple shots of his seed.

Willis continued to thrust away, oblivious of what was happening with Harold.  His thunderous thrusts seemed to make the bed even move a bit.  Karen nearly passed out from the pleasure, her upper body collapsing down on the bed, her elbows no longer able to supper her as her arms gave out.

She gasped and screamed as Willis smacked her ass cheek.  Soon after, he spit between her ass cheeks and gently rubbed her tightly clenched backdoor with the tip of his thumb.  Karen shuddered, feeling slightly uncomfortable but at the same time, excited.  Willis continued to rub her backdoor, teasing it as he continued to thrust his hips.

“Yeah, that’s it, damn, look at that pussy gripping,” Willis groaned.

Harold remained silent on the ground, his dick starting to get flaccid as he took a couple of deep breaths.  He couldn’t believe Willis was still thrusting away, with no signs of tiring out or even that he was going to orgasm.  It was such a stark difference to Harold, who was already spent after climaxing.

“OH!  WHOA!  OW!”  Karen howled as Willis slowly slipped the tip of his thumb into her ass.  She clenched her teeth, struggling as she momentarily felt a sharp pain run through her body.  “OW!  OW!  That’s not an entrance!”  She squealed.

Harold raised an eyebrow as he stared up, unsure of why she was saying such a thing.  He scooted down and then got to his feet to get a different viewpoint.  His jaw dropped as he saw that Willis had his thumb inside his wife’s ass as he continued to slam her pussy with his long black cock.  It was a sight to see, his wife, barely over five feet, getting absolutely crushed by a man who was probably close to seven feet.

“Ugh...”  Harold groaned as he hunched over slightly, his flaccid penis trembling, trying to get hard again at the sight.

The young black stallion was working his hips, slamming back and forth while keeping his finger in Karen’s ass.  Harold gulped as he watched his wife shudder and scream, her toes clenching tightly as she began to tremble wildly.  Karen froze up as she had yet another climax, more intense than the earlier ones.

“OH MY GOD!  HE’S SOOOOOOO GOOOOOOOD!”  She screamed at the top of her lungs.

“Yeah, that’s it!  Yo Harold, look at this, look at this cream on my cock,” Willis laughed as he pulled his lengthy shaft back.

Harold’s eyes darted over to see something that resembled white cream all over Willis’s thick black shaft.  He had no idea what it was.  Never in his life had he ever seen such a thing when he had sex with Karen.

“We call this churning butter,” Willis continued as he began to slide the entire length of his cock back in.  “You got to switch it up, fast strokes and then long, slow strokes,” he grunted.

“OH!  OH!  OH YES!”  Karen moaned.

Willis took his time, pushing his hips forward slowly and jamming his fat cock in.  He wiggled his thumb a bit, further increasing the pleasure Karen felt rushing through her body.  A high pitched ringing filled her ears as she bit down on her blanket.  She was still in the middle of her climax.  Willis glanced over at Harold and raised an eyebrow.

“Yo, you done already?”  He questioned.

Harold gulped again and nodded nervously, his face starting to turn bright red with embarrassment.  “Yeah, I...  I couldn’t hold it.”

“Damn man, you got to work on that stamina,” Willis commented.

“Uh... yeah, sure thing,” Harold stuttered.

Willis continued to take his time, sliding his thick, long cock back and forth slowly.  Karen continued to shudder as her climax peaked, and yet, she still felt an incredible feeling of warmth rushing through her.  It was like she was on fire, nothing able to cool her down.  Her pussy gripped onto Willis’s shaft, squeezing it tightly as she gasped and shook her head.

“OHMYGODOHMYGODOHMYGOD!  PAUSE!  STOP!  TIME OUT!”  She squealed while tapping on the bed with one hand.

After pushing his cock deep inside her, Willis paused and then pulled out, his thumb sliding out of her ass at the same time.  Karen laid still, unable to move as she shuddered involuntarily, constant waves of pleasure washing over her.  She could hardly breathe as she tried to get her bearings.

“Oh shit, you tapping out?”  Willis asked.

“Lord yes, I don’t think I can handle anymore,” she sighed.

“Damn, I’m still rock hard...  Can I at least get off using your feet?”  Willis requested.

“Huh?  What?  Do I have to do anything?  I don’t think I have enough strength to move,” Karen responded.

“Oh you don’t have to do anything,” Willis said as he grabbed her legs, pulled them up, held her ankles and pushed her feet towards her ass.

He got on the edge of the bed and placed his long hard cock between the soles of her feet, which were held together by his powerful hands.  Harold stared in wonderment as Willis glided his glistening member back and forth.  Karen remained still, just letting out soft moans as she tried to recover.

"Mm... yeah, that's nice, so smooth," Willis groaned.

His thick black cock slid back and forth between the bottoms of her feet.  He leaned in closer, the tip of his cock brushing between her ass cheeks with each stroke.  Karen trembled a bit each time she felt his warm shaft against her skin.

“Oh fuck... yeah, here it comes,” Willis grunted as he began to speed up a bit.

He shifted his focus, pulling his thick cock back until only the tip, right where the shaft met the head, was gliding back and forth between her feet.  Karen wiggled her toes in excitement as she felt his cock begin to throb wildly against her soles.  Harold gulped, still barely processing the sight before him.  Willis tilted his head and then pushed his cock forward, sliding it forward and between her ass cheeks.

“UNGH!  Fuck yeah!”  He groaned as his long, glistening shaft quivered before a stream of his thick hot load shot out.

Karen shivered as she felt his thick gooey seed land on her upper and lower back, as well as her ass cheeks.  Willis groaned and slid his cock back and forth between the bottom of her feet a bit more, pushing out the remnants of his hot seed.  He flicked his still hard cock a couple of times before wiping his forehead and getting off the bed.

“Damn man, your wife is something else!”  He grunted as he raised a fist towards Harold.

Her husband flinched and stepped back as if he had been frightened by Willis’s movements.  After a moment of hesitation, he extended his own fist and the two bumped one another.  Willis gave him a small nod as he made his way over towards his boxers.  Harold couldn’t help but notice that Willis was still hard, his long black cock bouncing up and down with his steps.

“How are you still hard?!”  He blurted.

“Huh?  I can go all night,” Willis laughed.

“Do you...  Do you take drugs or something?  I mean, like a pill, not like... like drug drugs,” Harold stuttered nervously.

Willis raised an eyebrow as he began to pull his boxers on.  “Drugs?  Nah, it’s just stamina man.  Live a healthy life, eat your vegetables, get that workout in, you know,” he answered with a shrug.

Harold gulped as he stared down at his belly, unable to see his flaccid penis hiding beneath it.  He felt a bit of anger and embarrassment.  Long ago, he had been much more fit, having been a quarterback in high school and college.  “I need to get in shape,” he sighed.

“Shit, I can get you on a nice training regime if you want.  Before I became the head of development at my brother’s start up, I used to coach people at one of them expensive gyms in Hollywood,” Willis offered.

Harold glanced over at his wife, who appeared to be knocked out. 

“Hey man, and getting fit, might solve that problem of yours getting hard,” Willis continued.

A brief spark of anger filled Harold but it dissipated quickly as he sighed and placed his hands on his hips.  “Yeah... well, I mean even if I were to get fit, I don’t think I’d ever be able to measure up now,” he sighed.

“You know what they say right?  It’s not how big it is, it’s how you use it,” Willis responded with a small wink and nod.  “And actually, it might not be a physical thing, might be mental.  You got hard watching me with your wife right?”

Harold nodded, feeling a bit of shame, his face turning bright red.

“Nothing to be ashamed of man, I’ve seen it a lot.  Look man, why don’t you take my offer, help you get in shape, huh?”

“I’ll...  I’ll think about it.”

“All right man, I’ll see you around,” Willis replied as he finished getting dressed and passed by Harold, giving him a light tap on the back.

Silence filled the air as Harold quietly stared at his wife.  She was completely knocked out, her back glistening with sweat.  He walked into the bathroom and grabbed a towel to wipe her down a bit.  Strangely enough, he didn’t feel any anger, not even in the slightest as he wiped off Willis’s thick gooey load off her back and ass.  Though, he’d have to have a talk with her about this, a serious sit down later when she was back up.
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Sophia yawned and leaned forward against the bar.  She glanced towards the door as she saw it open.  It was a stranger walking in and heading across to another section of the bar.  Sophia had arrived a bit earlier to save a row of seats.

The door opened again and this time Melissa walked in.  She waved and headed towards Sophia, a huge smile on her face.  “Sophia!  Why does it feel like it's been forever since we last saw each other?”  She laughed.

Sophia chuckled as she got off her stool and gave Melissa a hug.  She was almost a foot shorter and could feel it as the two hugged before getting into their respective seats.  Melissa glanced down at the menu, and then her watch.

“It’s still happy hour right?”  She asked.

Sophia nodded, “I think it probably just started actually,” she answered with a small laugh.

“Great!  I could use a couple of drinks,” Melissa said excitedly.

“That kind of day?”

Melissa shook her head as she waved down a server.  “Not yet, but I’m sure it will be soon enough.  Katlyn almost saw me with Marcus not too long ago.”

“Yeah, we all heard about that,” Sophia chuckled.

“What?”

“We were there when Katlyn said that you were making strange noises in your garage!”  Sophia blurted with a huge smile.

“Oh no!  Are you serious?!”  Melissa gasped, her face turning bright red.  “Karen didn’t tell me that!  She just told me that Katlyn said she thought I was being weird!”

Sophia couldn’t stop laughing as she listened to Melissa.  “Don’t worry, Katlyn thought you were doing some heavy workouts...  Which I’m sure you were.”

Melissa rolled her eyes before a server stopped by.  “Are you ready to order?”  He asked.

“My drink, for sure.  I’d like an Amber Rose,” Melissa responded.

The server nodded and then looked over at Sophia, “and you ma’am?”

“Oh um...”  She read the available options while tapping her chin with a finger.  “Which gin drink would you recommend, the Ritz or the French 79?”

“That depends, do you enjoy sweeter drinks or something a bit more fresh?” 

“Hm...  Fresh, I guess?”

“Then the French 79 for sure, there’s that lemon that they add to really lighten it up but it does have a flowery taste to it,” the server answered.

“Oh, flowery...  Yeah you know what, I’ll go with that,” Sophia requested.

“Sounds good, anything to eat?”  He asked.

Sophia glanced over at Melissa, “should we start with some fries or something?”

“Fries?  Eh...  I try to avoid fried foods.  I mean, you should get some if you want, and I’m sure Sharon will like them,” Melissa answered.

“Okay, then the fries and... oh, jalapeno poppers,” Sophia requested.

“And the artichoke dip please,” Melissa added.

“Of course.  I’ll be back in a bit,” the server said as he wandered off.

“So, how have you been?  Have you met with Tyrone since?”  Melissa asked.

“Hm?  What?  No, I’m still kind of...”  Sophia hesitated before leaning in a bit closer, “sore down there,” she whispered.

Melissa laughed, “yeah, it’ll be like that for a couple days.  It’s like working out, your body has to get used to it.”

“Well, I can’t believe I’m still recovering,” Sophia said.

“Tyrone...  He’s the smart one right?  The one who went to...  Harvard?”

Sophia shook her head, “Stanford.”

“Oh right.  Yeah, he’s a big guy and look at you, barely five feet.  Probably looked like a bear humping a rabbit,” Melissa laughed.

“Melissa!”  Sophia replied as she couldn’t help but laugh along.

“I’m telling you, once you get hooked it’s hard to stop thinking about it.  That’s why I had to have follow up coaching sessions with Marcus, you’ve seen the pictures.”

“Yeah, I can’t believe some of the pics you’re sending to us,” Sophia replied.

The server came by and dropped off their drinks.  “Your food will be right up,” he informed before heading back off to the back.  Sophia and Melissa nodded before picking up their drinks and clinking them together.

“Cheers!”  They both said before they sipped on their cocktails.

“Oh wow, that’s good,” Sophia commented.

“I love this place, it has the best drinks,” Melissa agreed as she licked her lips and put her drink down.

Sharon wandered in and rushed over towards them.  “Whew!  Hotter than hell out there!”  She blurted as she sat down and wiped her forehead with one arm.  “I can’t believe some of the demands these buyers have lately,” she continued.

“Well, a good evening to you as well,” Melissa greeted with a smirk.

“Oh please, don’t give me that.  Where’s the server?”  Sharon replied as she tied her fiery red hair back and waved her hand in front of her face like a fan.

“He’ll be coming around.  Here’s the menu,” Melissa responded.

Sharon glanced through it and then looked at their drinks.  “What did y’all get?”

“Amber Rose.”

“French 79.”

“The hell are those?”  Sharon blurted as the server returned carrying the appetizers Melissa and Sophia had ordered.

“Howdy ma’am.  Anything I can get for you?”

“Yeah, a whiskey sour,” Sharon answered as she looked at the fries.  “Oh, do y’all have onion rings too?”

“We sure do ma’am.”

“Did y’all order them?”  Sharon asked, looking at Sophia and Melissa.

They shook their heads.  “Nope, it’s just this for now,” Melissa answered.

“Okay, add an order of onion rings please,” Sharon requested.

“Will do ma’am.  Anything else?”

Sharon glanced at the others quickly before shaking her head.  “Karen said she was coming right?  We have another person coming so if you can check in on us later hon, that’d be sweet,” Sharon replied.

“Sure thing ma’am,” the server responded before heading off again.

“Lord I am famished,” Sharon said as she grabbed a couple of fries.

"Another busy day?" Sophia inquired.

"I've been busy as a one eyes did in a smokehouse," Sharon replied as she ate the fries.  "So many transplants coming in from California.  Hell, there's even folks from New York starting to roll on in.  I cannot believe how hot this market is!"

"I can believe it. The home values are skyrocketing," Melissa agreed.

“And these transplants, by God, every little thing seems to cause a conniption.  I had a family this morning asking for basically a 5 bedroom mansion, with a pool, solar powered, and asking for a basement with a completed theater,” Sharon explained.

“Wow, that’s asking for a lot,” Sophia commented,

“Well, y’all know me, I lit through the neighborhoods and found something.  You know what they raised a hissy fit about?  The water heater.  It wasn’t one of them tankless ones.”

“They bitched about a water heater?”  Melissa balked.

“Right?!”  Sharon responded as she grabbed some more fries.  “I had to hold in all this anger.  What in tarnation were they thinking?  A water heater of all things!”

As soon as she finished, the server came by with her drink and a basket of onion rings.  He plopped them down on the table and glanced around.  “Is there anything else I can get for y’all?”

“Hon, if you see this glass less than half full, get me another, and keep them coming,” Sharon laughed.

The server smiled and nodded.  “And all y’all?”

“I’m good for now, I might order a different drink later,” Sophia answered.

“Same,” Melissa added.

The server nodded again before heading off.  Sophia took a sip of her drink and leaned back on the stool she was on.  “Where’s Karen?”

“I figured she’d be one of the first ones here,” Melissa responded.

“Hm...  She’s not responding to texts.  Do you think she’s decided to have some chocolate after all?”  Sharon suggested.

“Well, if she is, we can’t let her hear the end of it,” Melissa laughed as she took a sip of her drink and dipped a chip into the artichoke dip.  “She better at least take a couple of pictures to share,” she added before taking a bite.

Sharon looked over at her Asian friend and smirked.  “How about you?  After your first taste of chocolate, did you get another nibble?”

Sophia’s face turned bright red as she rolled her eyes.  “What?  No.”

“We were just talking about that before you walked in.  She’s still sore,” Melissa added.

“Melissa!”  Sophia exclaimed as she reached out and tapped her on the arm.

“What?”

Sharon laughed, “still sore?  I guess I can’t say I’m surprised.  Look how small you are honey.”

“Right?  That’s what I was saying, like a bear on a rabbit,” Melissa agreed with a huge grin.

Sophia shook her head as she took another sip of her own drink.  “Well, how about you Sharon?”

“I’ve been so damn busy I have not had a chance to pay Jamal and Darius another visit.  Though, after a day like today, I’m thinking I should swing by,” Sharon answered.

“So the last time you saw them was I was with Tyrone?”

“Yeah, I think so,” Sharon replied.

“Wow, so you’re taking them both on still?”  Melissa asked, a touch of excitement in her voice.

“Yeah the two for one deal has been fantastic!”  Sharon laughed.  “It is exhausting though, my goodness, once they start raring to go, there’s no stopping.  It’s better than any workouts I’ve gone to,” she continued.

“I really need to try it out,” Melissa mused as she sipped on her drink again.  “I mean, Dwayne is still available...”

“Dwayne?  He’s too young,” Sharon laughed.

“What?  He’s eighteen!  I mean, that’s prime beef,” Melissa laughed back.

“Oh my God!”  Sophia exclaimed, her narrow eyes opening wide in surprise.

They all began laughing loudly before clinking glasses and drinking their cocktails.  “Is anyone going to ping Karen?”  Melissa asked.

“Hold on, let me try,” Sharon said as she pulled out her phone and began typing furiously.

“How has Johnny been acting?”  Melissa inquired.

Sophia tilted her head from side to side.  “Threatening him with no sex has been working out pretty well.  He’s taking care of the boys more and he’s been keeping his voice down,” she answered.

They all waited while continuing to chat.  After a bit more time had passed, their phones buzzed.  “Finally,” Sharon said as she picked up her phone.  “She can’t make it!”  She read aloud, sounding a bit frustrated.

“She’s too tired?!”  Sophia read.  “Tired from what?”  She typed her question into the group chat.

“You don’t think she...”  Melissa paused, letting the others finish her words in their heads.

“She must’ve run into Willis on the way here then,” Sharon replied.

“I had a ride at the rodeo next door,” Karen typed back in the group chat.

They all laughed loudly as they saw her response.  Sophia shook her head as she finished her drink.  “Unbelievable,” she murmured.

“Well, guess it’ll just be our night out, her loss,” Melissa said.

“I’m not sure she really lost though...”  Sharon replied with a wink.
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Melissa sighed as she got out of bed.  Her head ached as she managed to sit upright and look around.  The girls had quite the night, and she had a bit more to drink than she thought.  She rubbed her toes against her carpet, clenching and unclenching them to try and relax.

Daniel was still sound asleep, completely knocked out and snoring away.

She slowly made her way to the bathroom and rested her hands on the sink.  The floor felt as though it was spinning as she stared downward.  “Ugh... never again,” she whispered before turning on the cold water.

She splashed her face and shook her head a bit, feeling a bit more awake.  It was refreshing.  The ground finally began to stop spinning as she blinked her eyes a couple of times.  Behind her, Daniel groaned and rolled around in the bed.

After washing her face, she brushed her hair and headed back to the bedroom.  Her phone buzzed and she picked it up.  It was a text from Marcus, asking if she was up for another workout.  Melissa sighed as she stared down at her husband, he didn’t have any plans for the weekend, as far as she was aware.

“My gym is unavailable,” she typed.

There was a brief pause and then three dots to show that Marcus was responding.  Melissa felt her heart race as she waited.  As soon as he responded, she couldn’t help but smile.  His home gym would be available.

“Perfect!  I really need this,” she responded back.

Marcus responded back letting her know that she should swing by after one.  He had an errand he needed to run in the morning.  Melissa sighed, she had hoped to meet him sooner.

“Okay, I’ll be there at one,” she typed back.

She felt a rush as she put her phone back down.  Daniel slowly sat up and scratched his head as he turned to place his feet on the ground.  “Ugh...  good morning,” he groaned.

“Morning hon,” Melissa replied with a smile.

“What time is it?”  Daniel asked as he glanced around the room before looking at the clock.  “Oh wow, guess I slept in today.”

“You came home pretty late,” Melissa said.

“Yeah, the poker game went much longer than expected,” Daniel replied.

“How did you do?”

He shrugged and shook his head.  “Well, let’s just say I at least didn’t lose more than I spent.”

“How about Harold?  He was there too, right?”

“Uh, actually, no.  He didn’t show, it was kind of strange.  I mean, he’s usually down for poker, but yeah, he didn’t show,” Daniel answered.

Melissa tilted her head and placed a hand on her hip.  “Really?  Huh...  That’s strange...  Karen didn’t show at our happy hour...”

“Oh ho ho!  Maybe they were having a bit of fun, eh, mi amore?”  Daniel laughed as he slowly got out of bed and stretched his lower back.

Melissa raised an eyebrow as she leaned against a dresser.  She knew that what Daniel said couldn’t be true, based on the text that Karen had sent.  Based on her text to the group, she had met up with Willis again.

“Oh no,” she whispered as she wondered if Harold had caught them in the act.

Daniel glanced up at her, “you okay?”

Melissa nodded and forced a smile on her face.  “Oh of course, I just remembered something I had to do, that’s all.”

“Like making breakfast?”  Daniel joked, though he was half-serious.

“Ugh, really not in the mood to cook anything this morning.  Do you want to just order something?”

“I guess we could get a stack of pancakes and some sausages from that place I like,” Daniel replied.

For a man as old and skinny as he was, he really enjoyed the unhealthiest of foods.  Melissa shook her head.  “Veto.  You know you need to take care of yourself.  You need to watch your blood pressure.”

Daniel grunted and scowled as he made his way to the bathroom.  “Gah, my Italian blood still runs strong, I can still eat whatever I’d like and I’ll be fine!”

“That’s not how that works,” Melissa replied.

“What are we even going to order that’s healthy?  A fruit basket from somewhere?”  Daniel replied as he turned on the faucet.

“There’s that vegan place nearby, they have the muffins you like.”

Daniel sighed, he had lied about liking those.  “Oh... right.  Yeah, I guess we could get something from there.”

“And I’ll make some coffee to go along with it,” Melissa offered.

“Can I at least get some creamer and sugar in my coffee?”

“Oh no, no, sweetie.  Those are two things the doctor said you need to avoid.  Ain’t no way in hell I’m going to let you add that kind of poison into your coffee.  And plus, black coffee is so much better,” Melissa replied as she began putting on some makeup.

“Sounds great...  Vegan muffins and some black coffee.  You going to add some veggies while you’re at it?”  Daniel replied, trying his hardest not to sound too snarky.

“Hey now, I’m doing this for your health.  If you don’t want that, then fine, you can go ahead and get those pancakes.  You’ll have to tell Cathy about your bed decisions when you’re lying in your death bed.”

“Gah, why do you have to word it like that.”

Melissa smirked as she continued to apply makeup.  She wanted to look as sexy as she possibly could for her visit with Marcus.  Though, far in the back of her mind, she couldn’t help but feel worried about Karen.  She glanced at her phone and debated on texting her but decided against it.

Daniel finished cleaning himself up and sauntered out of the bathroom.  He looked at Melissa and tilted his head.  “Mi amore, why are you getting so fancy?  Are you looking for a little early morning action?”  He asked as he smiled.

Melissa looked back at him and saw the small little tent at his crotch.  She smirked and seductively walked over towards him.  “Do you think you’ll be able to keep quiet enough to not wake our daughter?”  She teased as she gently rubbed her hand against the small tent.

“Oh!  You are so sexy!”  Daniel groaned.

“Go on, close the door,” Melissa said.  “And don’t forget to lock it.”

Daniel hurriedly rushed to the master bedroom door, closed it and locked it.  He grinned from ear to ear as he made his way back towards the bed.  Melissa was feeling horny and while her husband usually couldn’t satisfy her, she hoped that he’d at least be a good appetizer before she met with Marcus.

She gently pushed her husband to the bed and pulled his boxers off.  His little penis bounced excitedly as it was freed.  Melissa pulled her panties to the side and mounted him, slowly lowering down onto him.

“Oooo!  Mi amore!”  Daniel groaned.

She placed a finger to his lips, “shh, you need to keep quiet, don’t want to wake Cathy.”

He nodded as he held his breath and placed his hands on her hips.  Melissa tried to raise herself up but she couldn’t get too far as his little shaft almost popped out.  She decided to just lower herself back down and rock back and forth instead.

“Oh...  mi amore, that’s too good,” Daniel groaned as he wiggled around beneath her.

She rocked her hips gently, and she could feel him tensing up beneath her.  His little dick began to throb wildly inside her.  She was just getting started but it seemed he was already near his end.

“Oh!  Oh!  Mi amore!”  Daniel groaned.

Melissa lifted her body up a bit and his dick slipped out.  She still rubbed the lips of her sex against the underside of his shaft.  Daniel shook his head and closed his eyes.

“OH!”  He groaned as he climaxed, shooting out a small load.

Melissa looked down at her husband and watched him shudder.  She was nowhere near satisfied.  It had only been a matter of minutes but he was already done.  It was frustrating to experience this yet again but she tried her best to hide her disappointment.

“Wow, mi amore, that was amazing,” Daniel groaned as he placed an arm on his forehead.

He closed his eyes again as he tried to catch his breath.  Melissa unmounted him and straightened her panties.  She really wanted to visit Marcus now.


[image: ]




Chapter 68

[image: ]

Karen finished cooking up some pancakes as she heard Harold stomping down the stairs.  Her legs were still trembling from exhaustion.  Harold quietly made his way towards a cabinet and pulled out a cup, occasionally glancing at her.  Silence filled the air, just the soft sizzling sounds of pancakes cooking breaking it.

Harold headed over towards the refrigerator and then grabbed a carton of milk.  “So...  how... Um,” he paused, trying to formulate the right words in his head.  “Uh...  How, how are you feeling?”

“Very sore, pretty tired, but otherwise, great,” Karen replied with a small smile.

Harold just nodded, his eyes glazed over as he took a sip of his milk.  He was obviously still trying to process everything that had happened the day before.  Karen could tell he was struggling to wrap his head around all the different feelings that were coursing through him as he stood in the kitchen.

“I’m guessing you want pancakes, right?”  Karen asked.

“Uh...  Yeah, yep,” Harold replied.

Karen nodded as she finished cooking a couple more pancakes and placed them on a plate.  “Can you grab the butter and maple syrup?”  Karen requested.

Harold nodded and headed back to the refrigerator.  He took his time, slowly grabbing the butter first and then the bottle of syrup.  Karen glanced back and shook her head, “not that one, that’s the new one.  Grab the already opened one,” she informed.

“Huh?  Oh, there’s another?  Okay.”

He put back the bottle and stared inside the refrigerator for a bit.  It was nice and tidy, everything in its place.  He found the opened bottle of syrup and switched it with the new one.

“Harold!  You can’t put the new bottle where the old one was.  How did you even manage to find the new one and not the open one?”  Karen sighed as she walked over and moved the maple syrup to its rightful place.

“Hey uh.., should we talk about what happened last night?”  Harold asked as he grabbed a plate with some pancakes.

“What’s there to talk about?”  Karen responded as she closed the refrigerator door and headed back to the stove.  “It’s just a little bit of fun, that’s all.”

Before Harold could respond, they both heard the front door close.  Karen sighed and leaned her head out towards the hall.  “Katlyn?”

“Yeah.”

“You’re home late,” Karen commented.

Katlyn strolled into the kitchen and grabbed an apple from a nearby fruit basket.  “Or home early, am I right?”

“Where were you?  You weren’t home all day yesterday,” Karen inquired.

“Just out with Ryan.”

“Hope he had a rubber,” Karen said.

“Mom!”

“What?”

Katlyn rolled her eyes and headed back out.  “I’ll be upstairs if you need me.”

“You sure you don’t want to eat with us?  I made pancakes.”

“I’m good.”

Karen watched her daughter head on upstairs before she turned her attention back to her husband.  He was quietly buttering his pancakes and pouring maple syrup on them.  “Look, I’m still not really sure what yesterday was.  I mean, I can’t say that I didn’t like it but at the same time...”  Harold started.

“What?  You cannot tell me you didn’t like it.  You actually got hard and stayed hard!”  Karen remarked.

Harold blushed and rushed over towards the hallway, looking down to make sure their daughter was not there.  “Karen, you got to keep your voice down.  You don’t want Katlyn to hear,” he warned.

“Oh please, she’s so lost in her own world, she’s oblivious,” Karen replied as she rolled her eyes and poured some syrup on her own pancakes.  “So, you don’t want me to do that again?”

A dull silence filled the kitchen as she eyed her husband.  He remained stoic as he stared down at his food.  It was obvious that he was struggling with his words, trying to figure out a way to say what was on his mind.

“Look, uh...  I mean...  I...  It’s, wow...  I don’t know how to say it,” Harold stammered.

“Let’s keep it simple, you either like it, like I do, or you don’t,” Karen responded.

“It’s not that simple though.  You’re making it very black and white.”

“Because it is.  There’s really no gray area here,” Karen said as she took a bite of her food.

“What?  There’s got to be a middle ground we can agree on,” Harold replied.

“Middle ground?  On what?  You want to set a schedule or something?”  She chuckled.

“No, I mean...  What I mean is...  What we’re doing, it can’t be right,” Harold started.

“Define what you mean by right.  Come on Harold, we haven’t had sex in years.  You can’t get hard when it’s just us.  But look at yesterday, you know you had just as much fun as I did,” Karen responded.

“I mean...  Yes, I did have fun,” Harold sighed.

“See?  Look, if you’re afraid that I’m going to leave you, the answer is no.  I love you!  What I have going with Willis, it’s just fun, excitement, some sexual release, that’s all,” Karen said.  “It’s like when you go to a strip club.”

“Yeah, but there’s no touching in those!”

“I’m sure there’s some that allow it,” Karen laughed.

“I’m serious Karen!  Look, I’m not agreeing that we continue or disagreeing but I do need some time to process this,” Harold responded, a touch of anger in his voice.

“Okay, okay, let’s give this some time then.  But you can’t sit on it forever,” Karen warned.

“Well, I will need probably a lot of time...”

“Harold, you cannot just sit on something like this.  It’s my stress relief.  Maybe strip club was the wrong example.  It’s like the rush you feel when you watch sports and go betting and win.  It’s something like that for me,” Karen responded.

Harold nodded as he cut into his pancake and began eating.  “Okay, I won’t take that long.”

“And even if you said you don’t like it, I don’t think I’ll stop,” Karen informed.

Harold sighed and took another bite.  “I figured as much,” he said regretfully.
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Melissa heads to Marcus’ home.  There she’s greeted by Marcus and a new character Dequan, bodybuilder, bigger than even Marcus.  Melissa’ fantasy of 2 men comes true.

Melissa pulled up to the curb before taking a deep breath to calm herself.  She's been looking forward to seeing Marcus again.  Her loins ached as she sat in the car, excitement filling her to her core.  She texted Marcus, letting him know she was a couple of minutes away.

After glancing around to make sure there were no wandering eyes, she stepped out of her car and stretched her arms.  If any of the neighbors saw her, she'd need to make it look as though she was on her daily jog.  She looked around one more time before she began lightly hitting towards Marcus's home.

Her heart raced faster and faster with each passing step.  She could see their house with the long, slightly uphill driveway.  The lips of her sex trembled at the sight as she began to grow warm and wet.  As she began her ascent up the driveway she sped up, rushing towards the house, not only because of her excitement but to also avoid any nosy neighbors that might notice her.

Once she reached the top, she noticed the garage door was open and Marcus was inside, doing some pull ups.  He was shirtless, his back muscles flexing as he made his way up and down.  Only a pair of shorts were stopping her from seeing his ass.

“Hey,” she greeted as she walked in.

Marcus glanced back as he finished pulling himself up.  “Hey yourself,” he replied with a wink.

“Want me to close the garage door?”  Melissa asked.

“Yeah, that works.  We’re going to go inside though, cooler in there and my fam is out,” he answered as he lowered himself back down.

“Oh, perfect,” she responded giddily as she pressed the button on the wall to close the garage door.

Marcus smirked and turned to face her, his massive chest glistening.  “Yeah, come on,” he said as he made his way into the house.  Melissa followed along, her nose wiggling a bit as she caught his manly, musky scent.  It turned her on even more.

Her phone buzzed but she ignored it, opting to look at it later.  She only had one sole goal in her mind at the moment and nothing was going to ruin it.  As soon as they entered, she tilted her head back, enjoying the cool air.

Marcus turned and quickly wrapped his massive arms around her, hoisting her onto his shoulder effortlessly.  “Come on, can’t wait to tap this again,” he chuckled as he lightly smacked her ass.  Melissa yelped in surprise before she began to laugh.  He carried her through the living and then up the stairs, walking through a long hall before tossing her onto his own bed.

As he pulled his pants off, Melissa peeled off her sports bra, tossing it to the side as she saw his massive member bounce free.  She licked her lips as he made his way towards her.  He reached out and grabbed the waistband of her leggings, practically ripping them off and tossing them to the floor.  She was wearing nothing underneath and Marcus dug right in, spreading her legs wide and pressing his lips against her wet pussy.

Melissa gasped as she felt his hot breath brush by the lips of her sex, his tongue sliding deep inside her.  She loved how long and dexterous his tongue was, as it was able to flick and twist to hit all the right places.  Marcus eagerly flicked his tongue in and out of her tight little pussy while gently rubbing his hands against her sensitive inner thighs.  Melissa moaned loudly and wiggled her toes as she trembled lightly on the large, soft bed.

“Damn, this pussy so good,” Marcus commented before he began to kiss the lips of her sex, occasionally sucking lightly on her sensitive clit.

Melissa shuddered and let out another loud moan as Marcus masterfully teased her.  He gently slid two fingers into her pussy, slowly sliding back and forth while he flicked the tip of his tongue against her clit.  His fingers curved upward and he began to do the come hither motion, hitting her most sensitive spot.

“Oh... oh... yes... yes!”  Melissa moaned loudly.

She trembled wildly as he began to flick his fingers faster and faster.  Her pussy squeezed tightly around his fingers as she began to flail around on the bed.  She arched her lower back and clenched tightly onto the bed sheets as she felt her crotch grow red hot.

“AH!  AAAH!  OH MY GOD!  YES!”  She screamed as the heat expanded through her.

Marcus leaned in and sucked on her clit while his fingers continued to flick against the most sensitive part of her sex.  Melissa pressed her feet down onto the bed and raised her lower body upward as if she were performing a glute bridge.  Her entire body trembled wildly as the heat spread like wildfire, sending tingling sensations everywhere.

“YES, YES, YES!  RIGHT THERE!  OH MY!  YEEEEEEEESSSS!”  She screamed at the top of her lungs as her ass collapsed back down on the bed.

She couldn’t believe it, he was making her climax with just his fingers and lips.  Her pussy quivered uncontrollably as she closed her eyes and continued to grip tightly onto the bed sheets.  The climax had taken her by surprise, numbing her body once the heating sensation dissipated.  Marcus pulled back and slipped his fingers out to watch her writhe around on his bed.  He smirked and stroked his rock hard shaft.

“I think it’s time to fill that tight little pussy up again,” he said with a huge grin.

Melissa continued to shake and shudder, barely able to register his words as her climax reached its peak.  Marcus gently rubbed the thick, bulbous tip of his fat black cock against the lips of her sex, bring her back to reality.  She looked down between her legs before looking up and him and giving a small nod.

He reached over to the side and grabbed a condom, ripping it open and squeezing his cock into the tight little piece of rubber.  Melissa spread her legs wide and stared between her legs, watching as Marcus slowly prodded the tip of his cock into her.  He took his time, struggling a bit as he tried to get the thick tip into her tight little cunt.

“Oh...  Slow...  Slow...”  Melissa whispered.

“Damn, no matter how many times, it’s still so fucking tight,” Marcus groaned as he managed to pop the tip of his cock into her.

Melissa gasped as her pussy stretched wide to accommodate his massive girth.  She still couldn’t get used to just how big he was.  Marcus took his time, gently gliding his cock deeper and deeper into her.  Melissa squirmed a bit as half his shaft slid into her.  She wrapped her legs around his waist and squeezed them, placing her right hand on his chest.

“Hold on, pause for a second,” she gasped.

Marcus smirked and waited for a bit before pushing his hips forward again.  Melissa gasped and squealed as he sank the rest of his throbbing black shaft into her.  He held it for a moment, letting her pussy adjust before he pulled his hips back slowly.

“Oh shit, damn, she look good,” a voice from the side interrupted.

Melissa’s eyes widened as she froze.  It was not a voice she recognized.  Marcus looked up and tilted his head.  “Come on man, you came in too early,” he grunted.

“Shit, after hearing them moans?  I had to come and check it out,” the voice responded.

Melissa gulped and looked towards the entrance of Marcus’s bedroom.  A huge black man stood at the doorway, practically blocking the entire thing.  He somehow seemed even larger than Marcus, though maybe slightly shorter.

“I...  I thought you said no one would be home,” Melissa gasped as she tried to cover her breasts with her arms.

“I said my fam wouldn’t be here,” Marcus corrected with a small grin as he pulled his cock out and tapped his shaft against her clit.  “That there’s Dequan.  He’s an old training buddy of mine that recently joined Dwayne’s company,” he continued.  “I thought maybe he could join in, but only if that’s alright with you.”

Melissa gulped again as she stared at Dequan.  Her body tingled with pleasure as Marcus continued to tease her clit with his manhood.  She nibbled on her lower lip for a bit, contemplating her decision.  It was, after all, something she wanted to try after hearing about Sharon’s experience.

“...okay...”  she whispered.

“Yeah?!”  Dequan said, surprised.

She nodded.  “Get over here.”
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Melissa’s heart raced as Dequan took off his tank top and pulled down his shorts.  She gulped, her eyes locked in at his crotch as he pulled off his boxers.  As soon as his thick black manhood popped out, Marcus slid his own cock right back into her soaking wet cunt.  Melissa gasped and arched her back a bit, her pussy lips quivering furiously.

“Oh fuck...”  She whimpered.

Dequan sauntered over, giving her a better view of his massive member.  It looked incredibly thick, even girthier than Marcus’s!  And it was only at half-mast, just semi-erect.  He stroked it slowly as he made his way to the edge of the bed.

“Yo, move her head over here to the edge,” Dequan requested.

Marcus grabbed Melissa by the hips and easily moved her so that her head was closer to the edge like Dequan had requested.  He kept her legs spread and slowly pressed the tip of his cock right back into her tight pussy.  Melissa opened her mouth to moan and Dequan quickly filled it with his fat cock.  Her eyes widened as she felt the tip of his smooth, hot cock slide between her lips.  It was slightly soft but she could feel it hardening as soon as it made its way into her mouth.

“Ah yeah, that’s it,” Dequan groaned as he tried to jam more of his cock in.

Melissa struggled, opening her mouth as wide as she could.  She felt as though she would dislocate her jaw as she tried to take his girth.  Dequan tried his best but could only managed to get just the tip of his cock in before she began struggling.

“Oh fuck, she’s tightening up,” Marcus groaned as he continued to push his hips forward.

“Yeah?  She’s struggling, I don’t think she’s had cock this thick before,” Dequan laughed, half gloating.

Marcus chuckled as he pressed onward, jamming his thick throbbing manhood deep into Melissa.  She let out a muffled moan as she tried her best to suck on Dequan’s fat cock.  Her tongue wagged left, right and around the tip as saliva began to dribble out from the sides of her lips.  Dequan gently moved his hips back and forth, only able to slide the tip of his cock in and out of her mouth.

“Mmm...  Mmm... yes...”  Melissa gasped before Dequan pushed his cock back in.

“Damn, look at these tits,” Dequan commented as he reached down and squeezed her breasts tightly with his large, powerful hands.  “These fucking nipples are on point!”  He continued as he squeezed them between his fingers.

Melissa let out another loud moan.  He was being rough with her breasts and nipples but it felt so good that she didn’t care.  Marcus began to move his hips back and forth rhythmically, taking his time as he pulled the entire length of his member out before gently gliding it right back in.

The soft, smooth, velvety folds of her warm, tight sex wrapped tightly around his thick throbbing member, squeezing it with all its might.  Marcus grabbed her legs and pulled them up, placing them on his shoulders as he began to speed up his thrusts.  Melissa reached up and pulled Dequan’s girthy cock out of her mouth to let out some loud moans.  She stroked his fat shaft as she gasped.

“Yes!  Oh my God!  Yes!  I love that black cock!”  She squealed with delight.

Dequan continued to squeeze her breasts and pinch her nipples as he stared down at the beautiful white hot wife.  He tapped his fat cock against her forehead before slipping it back into her open lips.  Melissa immediately gagged and choked as Dequan pushed his hips forward, jamming his cock deep into her mouth.

“Ungh... yeah, suck on that big black cock,” he groaned as he began to pump his hips.

Melissa closed her eyes as she continued to gag on his fat manhood.  More saliva rolled down the sides of her lips as she struggled to take in his massive girth.  She closed her eyes and tried to breathe through her nose as Dequan pushed his hips further forward, jamming his fat cock as deep as he could into her mouth.  At the same time, Marcus began to thrust his hips wildly, enjoying the way her velvety soft pussy squeezed his cock.

“UNGH!  Yeah!  Fuck, she’s getting real tight again!”  Marcus groaned as he placed his hands on the bed to support his upper body while he bounced up and down.

The entire bed rocked and creaked with his movements.  Melissa nearly blacked out from the intense sensations of pleasure that rocked her body.  Coupled with the lack of oxygen, her world began to spin.

“Damn man, let me get some of that,” Dequan requested as he pulled his cock out from her mouth.

“Fuck, aight man, hold up, let me get a couple of more pumps in,” Marcus responded as he thrust his hips even harder.

“OH GOD YES!”  Melissa screamed as she reached up and held onto his shoulders while bending her legs and clenching her toes tightly.

A familiar intense heat rushed through her whole body, lighting her up with tingling sensations as she climaxed.  His bed felt extra springy as it bounced her back up towards him each time he thrust forward.  It was a strange feeling, being sandwiched between his powerful body and the soft mattress as she tilted her head back and moaned loudly, her climax reaching its peak.

“She cumming?”  Dequan inquired.

“Oh yeah, fuck yeah she is,” Marcus grunted as he finally slowed his pace.

He let her writhe around for a bit before slowly pulling his cock out with a slick wet pop.  Marcus ginned as he watched her pussy gape, squeezing at the air as she continued to shudder on his bed.

“Yo, spin her ass around, I wanna fuck her doggy style,” Dequan said as he stroked his cock and grabbed a condom.

Marcus nodded and gently grabbed her by the hips and effortlessly spun her so that she was on her belly.  Dequan struggled for a bit but managed to fit his thick throbbing member into his condom before he hopped on the bed.  Marcus move, giving him space to grab Melissa and pull her up onto her hands and knees.

“Gentle and slow!”  Melissa warned as she felt his thick cock press against the lips of her sex.

“Don’t worry, I got it,” Dequan reassured as he held tightly onto his thick shaft and pushed his hips forward slowly.

Melissa gasped as the thick bulbous tip of his cock slowly parted her tight pink pussy lips.  She thought Marcus had prepared her well, but she was wrong, Dequan’s cock was somehow even thicker, his massive girth pushing her to her limits.  Her entire body trembled wildly as she tensed up, trying her best to take his member.

“Oh... damn... yeah, you wasn’t kidding man, this is some fucking tight pussy,” Dequan groaned.

He reached out and grabbed her by the hips, holding her steady as he continued to slowly push his wide manhood in.  Melissa gasped and fell to her elbows as she pressed her face against the blanket.  Her pussy felt like it was being stretched to its limits, a small bit of pain mixing in with the intense feelings of pleasure that rocked her.

“Ohmygodohmygodohmygod...”  She whimpered, tears of joy filling her eyes.

She could barely keep her lower body up on her knees, Dequan’s powerful hands holding her steady as he plowed the rest of his thick, throbbing manhood into her tight little cunt.  Melissa gasped again, tilting her head back with her eyes closed as an intense heat rushed through her.  When his big fat balls slammed against the lips of her sex, he paused, letting her pussy quiver and squeeze his cock.

“Ooo, damn, that’s it,” Dequan groaned.

Marcus watched while stroking his own hard, glistening member.  He loved the way Melissa’s pale, toned body trembled on his bed.  Her long, jet black hair looked a bit greasy and messy as it sprawled around her.  He couldn’t help but hop on the bed himself and press his cock against her open lips.

Dequan’s hands moved away from her hips and down towards her ass cheeks.  He spread them wide as he began to pull his cock back.  Melissa moaned loudly, her pussy clenching tightly onto his member as it exited.  Dequan groaned wildly as he pulled back, his eyes locked in on her ass, watching as the sweet, soft lips of her sex stretched out, holding onto his thick black shaft.

“Damn, look how tight that pussy is,” he grunted as he squeezed her ass cheeks while keeping them spread.

Marcus gently pushed the tip of his cock into her mouth and helped to get her back on her hands and knees.  Melissa opened her mouth as wide as she could, gagging as his thick black cock jammed in.  She slid her tongue around the underside of his massive member while trying her hardest to suck on the tip.

Dequan spit between her ass cheeks and gently rubbed his thumb against her tight little backdoor.  Melissa squirmed a bit while letting out some muffled moans.  She still could not get used to someone touching her virgin hole like that.  Before she knew it, she felt the tip of his thumb press inside her ass, a sharp stinging sensation cutting its way through the pleasure.  Her entire body tensed up, her pussy clamping even tighter around Dequan’s fat cock.

“Oh damn, she’s real sensitive, her pussy getting so fucking tight,” Dequan groaned.

“Yeah?  You teasing that ass?”  Marcus laughed.

“Fuck yeah man,” Dequan responded as he wiggled his thumb while pushing his hips forward again.

Melissa let out another loud muffled moan as she reached up to grab onto the base of Marcus’s thick cock.  Her jaw ached as she tried to keep sucking on the upper quarter of his throbbing black shaft.  At the same time, she felt light headed as she felt Dequan’s thumb in her virgin ass, and his girthy black member in her tight little cunt.

Dequan’s thrusts were relentless, his hips hammering back and forth like a well oiled machine.  His low hanging balls swung wildly and smacked against her sensitive clit each time he thrust forward.  The bed bounced violently as the two big black men began enthusiastically moving their lower bodies.  Melissa was sandwiched between them, their thick black cocks pounding her from both ends.

“Damn, I love how tight she is,” Dequan groaned as he continued to squeeze her ass cheeks while wiggling his thumb inside her.

Melissa let out another muffled moan as she felt an intense ball of heat work its way through her again.  The intensity hit its height, and then it was followed by a stream of cold that numbed her body.  She felt lightheaded as a high pitched ringing filled her ears.  Her body collapsed forward as she blacked out momentarily from the pure bliss that overwhelmed her.
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Melissa gasped and opened her eyes as she woke back up from her momentary blackout.  Dequan was still slamming in and out of her furiously from behind, his thumb deeply lodged in her ass.  Marcus had pulled his cock out of her mouth and was stroking it instead, occasionally tapping the thick bulbous tip on her cheek.

“Oh, she’s back,” Marcus chuckled.

“Yeah?  Damn, she got real tight for a bit there,” Dequan grunted back.

He slowed his strokes and took a deep breath as he spread her ass cheeks, admiring the way her pussy still gripped tightly onto his cock as he pulled back.  Marcus licked his lips and reached around, squeezing one of her soft, round breasts.

“Damn man, when are you going to switch and give me a turn again?”  Marcus asked as he stroked his throbbing member.

“Fuck man, I really don’t want to pull out, this pussy is next level!”  Dequan laughed.

“Yeah?  I told you man.  And she’s flexible as fuck man,” Marcus responded.

“Aw yeah?  Shit...  Hold up, fine let me get this pump in,” Dequan grunted as he slammed his hips forward, jamming his cock deep into Melissa’s still tight pussy.

“OH YES!”  She squealed.

Dequan waited for just a moment longer before pulling back and gliding his cock out of her.  He tapped his thick, heavy member against her ass cheeks before giving Marcus a nod.  “You’re up again,” he said.

Marcus nodded back and walked over to the edge of the bed.  He wrapped his powerful hands around her waist and pulled her back towards him.  She yelped as he easily lifted her up from behind, holding her up with just his right arm around her waist while he used his left hand to hold onto his shaft and position it upwards.

He carefully aimed his cock and lowered her down.  Melissa moaned loudly as she felt the lips of her sex spreading open once more, her tight velvety pussy enveloping his thick fat shaft.  She wiggled her toes as she lowered down further.  Her lower back rubbed against his chiseled abs and he slowly moved his hands so that they were under her thighs.

“You ready to see this?”  Marcus asked as he tilted his head over toward Dequan.

Dequan nodded as he stroked his member.  Marcus slid his arms under her knees while lifting her legs up into the air.  She cried out in surprise as her legs were pulled up high, her feet past her shoulders as his arms squeezed around her legs.  His forearms worked their way behind her neck and he locked his fingers together.

“Oh fuck!  You really got her in a full nelson?!”  Dequan exclaimed.

“UNGH!  Yeah!  That’s right!  UNGH!”  Marcus grunted as he began to thrust his hips.

His balls swung wildly as he bounced her up and down while slamming his crotch up and down, sliding the entire length of his big black cock in and out of her tight pink cunt.  Melissa closed her eyes, struggling to even breathe as she was overwhelmed by all kinds of sensations.  Every inch of her lit up with joy, tingling, numbing sensations rushing through her very core.

Marcus held her tightly, keeping his fingers locked behind her neck and head as he continued to hammer her pussy with his fat black cock.  Melissa’s eyes rolled back as she felt yet another climax, her pussy clamping tightly around his thick black shaft.  Marcus groaned as he felt her soft pussy tighten, squeezing onto his cock for dear life as he continued to thrust and toss her up and down.

“Oh yeah, that’s it, cum on this big black cock!”  Marcus groaned loudly.

“AH!  AH!  OH MY GOD!  YES!  YES!  YEEEEEEESS!”  Melissa screamed as she trembled wildly.

As her pussy clamped even tighter around his thick black cock, she felt an intense pressure between her legs.  Marcus slowed his strokes before pulling back, his cock slipping out with a loud pop as her tight cunt pushed it out.  Seconds later, a powerful stream of her juices shot out, flying all over the bed.

“Oh shit!  Damn dawg!”  Dequan exclaimed, his eyes widening as he watched, stunned.

Another powerful stream shot out, her pussy squeezing tightly together as her juices blasted out like a fountain.  Dequan chuckled as he stroked his cock.  Marcus smirked as he continued to thrust his hips, letting his cock smack against her pussy lips loudly.

Melissa’s body felt white hot as she blushed, embarrassed by what was happening.  In her position, folded in half, her legs up past her shoulders and her head tilted down she could see her juices spraying across the room.

“OH GAAAAAAAAAHHHHWD!”  She squealed as her climax finally began to settle down.

Marcus groaned and gently tossed her onto the bed.  He stroked his still hard member and got on top of the bed.  Melissa laid still, her body prone on the soaking wet blankets.  Marcus carefully aimed his cock right back into her tight cunt as he mounted her.

“OH!  OH GOD!”  Melissa screamed as Marcus pushed his hips forward, pushing his thick black cock deep inside her again.

Marcus took his time, slowly rocking his lower body back and forth, sliding his immense shaft.  Melissa could feel his weight on her, pushing her into the soft, plush bed below.  His warm breath brushed by the sides of her neck as he grunted.

“Ungh... yeah, ungh... take this black dick,” he grunted.

“AH!  AH!  YES!  YOU’RE IN SOOOOOOOOO DEEEEEEP!”  Melissa squealed as she closed her eyes and rubbed her face against the soft blanket.

Marcus continued to slowly move his lower body back and forth, loving the way her pussy clamped tightly around his shaft.  He groaned as his balls began to quiver, his shaft trembling wildly.  Melissa closed her eyes as she climaxed again, her pussy tightening like a vice around his sensitive shaft.

“UNGH!  Yeah...”  Marcus grunted as he shot his load, filling the condom almost instantaneously. 

Melissa gasped as her own climax peaked, her pussy milking his cock as it continued to spurt out his thick, gooey seed.  She could feel it, a shiver running up her spine as she wondered what it would have felt like without the condom.  Marcus trembled atop her, his thick cock quivering as he slowly pulled back.

“Oh damn that felt good,” he chuckled as his cock slipped out with a slick pop.

He lightly spanked her ass cheeks and then spread them, watching her pussy gape open and close.  Dequan smirked as he continued to stroke his own massive member.  “You tapping out?”  He asked.

“For now, she’s all yours,” Marcus responded.

Dequan nodded as Marcus hopped off the bed.  He leaned forward and grabbed Melissa by the hips before pulling her legs over the edge.  She yelped as she felt as though she was going to be pulled off the bed entirely.

"Don't worry, I got you," Dequan assured.

He kept his grip on her hips as he stared at her white ass cheeks, with a shade of pink on them.  After spitting on his shaft, he very gently pushed his fat cock into her still quivering cunt.  Melissa gasped as he slid his member deep inside her.

"Oh, that's so fucking good," Dequan groaned as her soft velvety pussy enveloped his thick throbbing shaft.

"Oooooh... that's so deep," Melissa hissed.

Dequan grunted as he thrust his hips forward, sinking the entire length of his member into her.  He paused, letting her readjust to his massive girth.  After a minute, he began to slam his hips back and forth at full force.  Melissa squealed and pressed her toes against the carpet below as she felt a familiar wave of intense pleasure rocking her.

The thrusting was much more frantic than before, Dequan switching up how much of his shaft he would pull out with each stroke.  His balls slammed lewdly against the lips of her soaking wet pussy.  Melissa gripped tightly onto the blanket as her legs trembled wildly.

"Oh!  OH!  OH GOD!  Harder!  HARDER!"  She cried out as she closed her eyes.

He obliged, thrusting even faster and even making the bed rock wildly.  The headboard slammed against the wall with each powerful thrust of his hips.  Dequan smacked her ass cheeks hard while he pounded her sweet soft cunt.

Melissa gritted her teeth as she felt yet another ball of warmth spread through her.  As she felt her climax near, she bit the blanket.  At the same time, Dequan, feeling how tight she was getting, slid his thumb back into her tightly puckered backdoor.  It was enough to drive her over there edge.

"OH LORD! AHHHHHH!" Melissa screamed at the top of her lungs.

She climaxed yet again, her pussy clamping tight around his thick throbbing shaft.  The intense feeling of pressure between her legs returned as her pussy began pushing Dequan’s cock out.  He groaned and pulled away as she raised her legs into the air while shuddering on Marcus’s bed.

“OOOOOH!  GAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHWD!  YEEEEEEEESSSS!”  She squealed as another long, powerful stream of her juices shot out all over the blankets.

“Holy shit!”  Dequan exclaimed.

Marcus stared, wide eyed, as he watched.  His cock began to tremble as it grew hard again.  He loved the way this hot white wife was going wild on black cock.

“Damn man, she an absolute unit man!  Whew!”  Dequan laughed as he stroked his member.

Marcus licked his lips as he walked over towards Melissa’s ass.  He spread open her ass cheeks and gently pushed two fingers into her tight little backdoor.  Melissa yelped and flinched as she felt his fingers invade her virgin ass.

“Ow!  Hey!  That’s not an entrance!”  She exclaimed.

“Hey, calm down, we’ll start with fingers but I really want to try that ass,” Marcus replied as he gently slid his fingers in and out.

Melissa closed her eyes and squirmed a bit, feeling uncomfortable and yet, a strange sense of pleasure trickled through her body.  Marcus slowly slid in a third finger, causing her to tense up and squeal.

“It’s okay, you need to relax, take slow, deep breaths,” he cooed as he slowly repositioned himself a bit, getting behind her.  He gripped the base of his cock tightly as he continued to slide his three fingers in and out of her ass.  “Yo, can you squirt that lube here?”  He requested, looking over Dequan and nodding towards his nightstand.

“Is it in here?”  Dequan asked, as he made his way over.

“Yeah, just open that up,” Marcus answered.

Dequan opened the nightstand, dug around and pulled out a bottle of lube.  He walked back, opened the cap and poured the slick, gooey lube down between her ass cheeks.  Melissa continued to squirm as she felt the cold lube land on her.  Marcus smirked as he continued to slide his fingers back and forth, making sure to get her nicely lubed up for him.

“Don’t worry, you’re going to love this,” Marcus said.

“What?  I’m not sure Marcus,” Melissa whispered as she glanced back.  “It’s an exit, not an entrance,” she continued.

Marcus gently pulled his fingers out while placing the tip of his cock against her tightly puckered virgin hole.  She gasped and closed her eyes tightly while clenching her teeth.  “Remember, you got to take slow deep breaths, keep calm and loose,” he reminded.

“Damn, there’s no way she’s going to take it in that...”
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“Fucking asshole!”  Daniel yelled as he raised his arms in exasperation.

Brian clapped as he laughed, barely able to hold the cigar in his mouth.  He tossed his pokers cards on the table and nodded.  “Read ‘em and weep!”

“That is some complete bullshit!  How are you getting these fucking straight flushes so often?!”  Daniel barked angrily.

Johnny laughed as he tossed his cards onto the table.  “I got to agree, that’s some ridiculous luck,” he chuckled.

“Mathematically, I don’t even see how that’s possible,” Kalpen, an older Indian man mumbled as he ran his fingers through his thinning gray hair. 

“Look at good old Doctor Patel trying to suggest I’m cheating,” Brian said as he puffed on his cigar.  “Y’all should just call it the luck of the Irish.”

“Unbelievable,” Daniel grunted as he pulled the cards together and began shuffling them.

“I’m not suggesting you are cheating,” Kalpen responded, his accent heavy, as he tilted his head from side to side.  “I only mean...”

Johnny reached out and wrapped one of his arms around Kalpen’s shoulders and gently squeezed.  “Don’t worry about, Brian just sounds like he wants a fight, but he’s just bullshitting,” he informed.

Kalpen nodded, he was still getting adjusted to his newfound friends.  His wife, Anita, had introduced him to the Sun family.  And Johnny, in turn, had invited him over to play some poker and meet Brian, Daniel and Harold, though the latter had not arrived.

“So, good Doctor, where in India are you from?”  Daniel asked as he shuffled through the cards.

“Gurugram.”

“Guru... what?  Is that near Bombay?”  Brian asked.

“Uh... no and it’s not called Bombay anymore, it’s Mumbai,” Kalpen responded.  “Gurugram is near Delhi.”

“Deli?  There’s a place called Deli?”  Brian replied with a small smirk.

“Oh come on man, you’ve studied some geography, haven’t you?!”  Johnny laughed.  “Not deli, like a sandwich shop, it’s D-E-L-H-I.  Come on.”

“Shit, I don’t know, last time I looked at a map of that area was back in like fucking elementary,” Brian laughed as he puffed on his cigar again.

Kalpen forced a smile as he nodded his head.  Even after almost twenty years of living in the States, he had a difficult time adjusting to their loud, brash voices.  As well as their proclamations admitting their incompetence proudly. 

“And you said you’ve been Austin for three years now?”  Daniel continued as he began handing out the cards.

“Yes, that is correct.”

“And then Guru uh... gram, before then?”

Kalpen tilted his head from side to side, “no, I was in the Seattle area before then,” he answered.

He missed Seattle, though he didn’t say it out loud.  There was a huge Indian community that he could connect with.  While there was a community in Rollingwood, it wasn’t as large and for some reason it felt quite different.  He could never place his finger on it, but he never felt like he belonged as he did in the Seattle area.

“Ah, you’re a Seattleite!  Lots of people from that area coming on over here,” Daniel said as he finished handing out the cards.

“And California.  I’m tired of seeing so many of them come on over here, ruining the area, I’d say,” Brian huffed as he spread his cards while chewing on his cigar.

“Lots of black people lately too,” Johnny added.

“Yeah, I don’t know how Harold does it, living next to the Joneses,” Brian replied.

“Why?  Who are the Joneses?”  Kalpen inquired.

“Ah, just some new black family that moved into their neighborhood.  I mean, it’s a really expensive area, you know?”  Brian responded.

Kalpen uneasily smiled and nodded, he wasn’t sure if he was supposed to agree or act as though he was offended by the language. 

Brian smirked as he put his cards face down on the table.  “Y’all might as well just fold now,” he laughed.

Johnny waved his cards back and forth, “well there’s four cards in here that would argue otherwise,” he taunted back.

“So...  Are there not a lot of rich black families here?”  Kalpen asked cautiously.

Brian raised an eyebrow as he put his cigar back in his mouth and chewed.  “Well, I’m sure there’s a couple here and there.  It’s just pretty rare...  But not just here, I mean, in general.  Right?  Or is it different up there in Seattle?”

Kalpen tilted his head from side to side, “I mean, I guess relative to the population, it is rare.  But it’s more of a numbers game at that point.”

“What are you babbling on about?”  Brian retorted as he took another big puff.  “Relative to the population?!  Look, all I’m saying is, when I usually see a rich black person, they’re either a rapper or a dealer, and neither of them live in places like Rollingwood.”

“And the Joneses are not?”  Kalpen inquired.

Brian laughed as he tapped Johnny on the shoulder.  “Look at this guy!  Ha ha!  Kalpen, if they were dealers, I don’t think they’d outright say it.”

“The son, what was his name... Dwayne?  He’s some kind of tech whiz and is doing some kind of startup in his dad’s garage.  I guess doing that in California is too cliché now,” Daniel informed with a smirk.

“Oh, interesting...  Is he looking for investors?”  Kalpen asked curiously.

“Fuck if I know.  I ain’t investing in some intangible shit I don’t understand,” Daniel replied.

Kalpen nodded as he took another look at his cards.  He had invested in a couple of small startups while he was in Seattle and had made quite a bit of money.  Finding another that could bring him some more wealth sounded enticing.

“So they live in Rollingwood?  Whereabouts?”  Kalpen asked.

“What?  You interested in investing?”  Brian responded, his ears perking a bit.

“Well, I’d like to at least know what he’s trying to do before I make a decision.”

“Huh...  Well shit, if you invest, let me know, I’ll put in a couple grand,” Brian said.

“Are you sure you want to follow what I do?”  Kalpen asked.

“Yeah, you Indian folks seem to be really good at technology so if you think it’s good, I’m guessing it’s good,” Brian laughed.

Kalpen wasn’t a big fan of Brian’s words but he decided to bite his tongue and brush it off with a nod.  Johnny sighed as he tossed a couple of chips towards the center of the table.  “He lives next to Harold.  We can go visit him for our next get together and have him introduce you to Dwayne if he’s around,” he said.

“Speaking of which, where the hell is Harold?!”  Daniel questioned.

“He was supposed to be here like an hour ago, you want to give him a call?”  Johnny asked.

“Man, I hope he’s alright.  Hold up,” Daniel said as he pulled out his phone.

“Hey, hey!  No phones during the game,” Brian complained.

“Oh, shut up,” Daniel replied as he dialed Harold.  “We should at least check in on our friend.”

Kalpen eyed the three as he put his cards together and held them tight in his hand.  “How long have you all known each other?”  He inquired.

“Well, Harold, Daniel and I go a while’s back I guess.  We all just met because our wives got to know each other.  Johnny here was our newest recruit,” Brian answered.

“They needed some diversity,” Johnny added with a chuckle.

“Hey!  Harold!  Where are you?!”  Daniel yelled.

“Man, how many times do we have to tell you, it’s a phone, not a walkie-talkie man, you don’t have to yell,” Brian said.

“What?  What do you mean you’re feeling a little under the weather?  Just drink some damn whiskey and get your ass over here,” Daniel continued.

“Under the weather?  What?  Is he still upset cause he lost so much last time?”  Johnny egged, making sure to keep his voice raised so that Harold could hear.

“Fine, fine, next week it is then.  You know you’re missing our new friend here, Doctor Kalpen Patel.  Actually, maybe you should get your ass over here and he can give you a free checkup,” Daniel said with a smirk.

“Next week?  He’s that sick?  Come on, that’s some bullshit,” Brian grumbled as he puffed on his cigar.

“Whelp, I mean, there is something going around.  The guys working the warehouses were all taking turns taking sick days,” Johnny said.

“You let those illegals take sick days?”  Brian scoffed as he pulled his cigar out of his mouth.

“Hey, they’re not all illegal,” Johnny laughed as he shook his head.

“Okay, fine, fine, I hope you get better, see you next week,” Daniel said as he hung up.

“Wow, he’s really not coming?”  Brian questioned.  “Well, whatever, doesn’t matter.  Looking at these cards, I got to ask, you know who’s on fire right now?”
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“OH GOD!  IT’S SO HOT!  MY BODY FEELS LIKE IT'S ON FIRE!”  Melissa screamed at the top of her lungs.

Marcus took his time, slowly pushing his big fat cock into her tight little virgin ass.  It had taken a bit of effort to get the bulbous tip of his cock in at first, but once it had managed to lodge itself in, he was able to slowly glide it in, bit by tiny bit.  Dequan handed him the large bottle of lube.

“You’re probably going to slather this on,” he laughed.

“Fuck, you right, she is so tight,” Marcus grunted as he opened the lube and poured it between her ass cheeks.

Melissa kept her eyes closed as she held onto the blankets for dear life.  Her feet were clenched tightly as she breathed through her clenched teeth.  Like she had said, it felt as though she was on fire, every inch of her feeling extremely hot as stinging sensations worked their way through her.

Never in her life had she felt anything like this before.  It felt as though she was being split apart, a wildfire exploding within her as she cried out in a mixture of pain and pleasure.  Tears formed at the corners of her eyes as she took long deep breaths, trying to handle the searing pain.

“It’s okay, I’m going slow, you just need to relax,” Marcus cooed.

He continued to slowly push his hips forward while pouring even more lube, this time on his shaft as well.  She could feel every little bump on his fat shaft and each time his cock throbbed, it echoed throughout her whole body.  Melissa nearly forgot how to breathe as she felt him inch his way in further.

“Ungh, fuck, it’s so damn tight,” Marcus groaned.

“That’s it!  I don’t think it’ll go any deeper!”  Melissa cried out as she reached back with her right hand and tapped on his muscular thigh.

“Okay, okay, no worries, we can take our time, here, let me pull back,” Marcus responded with a small smirk.

Melissa’s eyes widened and she let out a low, almost guttural roar as she felt his thick, throbbing member slide out.  Her tight little ass gripped onto his cock, being pulled along with it.  It was the strangest feeling she had ever felt.  The searing pain disappeared, replaced by a feeling of emptiness.

“OH FUCK!”  She screamed.

“Damn!  Look at the way her ass is gripping your cock!”  Dequan said, his eyes wide as he watched his friend pull his hips back slowly.

It was an incredible feeling of release that Melissa had never felt before in her life.  Her body was overwhelmed with different feelings as Marcus continued to pull his cock back bit by tiny little bit.  He was very careful, taking his time as he gripped her ass cheeks and pulled back.  As he neared the tip of his cock, he slowed even further.

“How are you feeling?  You ready to take it back in?”  Marcus asked.

Melissa could hardly think as she pressed her face against the soft blanket and closed her eyes again.  She took several deep slow breaths, trying to adjust to the powerful sensations of pleasure rushing through her.  Marcus took his time again, slowly pushing his cock right back into her tight little white ass.

He reached around with his right hand, moving down between her legs as he placed his rough fingers against the lips of her wet sex.  His fingers gently rubbed her pussy lips, focusing mostly on her clit as he continued to push his thick fat cock into her from behind.  Melissa cried out in pleasure and bit into the blanket.

“Damn, she sounds so fucking wet,” Dequan chuckled.

The pain that Melissa had felt earlier was now completely gone, replaced by overwhelming senses of pure bliss.  Marcus began to rub his fingers against her pussy faster as he pushed his hips forward.  His throbbing black shaft slid further into her once virgin ass, stretching it to its limits.  Melissa shook her head as she kept biting on the blanket, stunned that her ass was able to take in something so long and thick.

“Yeah, ungh... that’s it, open that ass up for me,” Marcus groaned.

Once about half his shaft was inside her, he paused and began pulling back again.  Her ass gripped onto his cock tightly again.  Marcus groaned again as he moved his hips back, his right hand still rubbing her sensitive wet cunt.

“OH GOD!  OH MY GOD!  AAAAAHHHH!”  Melissa squealed as she felt his cock leaving her tight little ass.

“Damn, this ass is too good!  Yo, Dequan, get your ass back on the bed man,” Marcus ordered.

“Huh?”  Dequan responded, looking confused.

“Look how wet this pussy is, she’s ready for a DP!”  Marcus said excitedly.

“Oh fuck man...  You serious?”

Marcus nodded, “come on man, get up here.”

Melissa wasn’t sure what they were talking about.  She’d never heard of the term ‘dee-pee’ and had no idea what Marcus had in store for her.  A part of her was worried, but with the constant waves of pleasure rolling through her, she honestly didn’t care.  Dequan hopped on the bed next to her.

“How’s this work?”  He asked.

Marcus slowly pulled his hips all the way back, letting his cock pop out of her ass.  Melissa gasped, as her backdoor immediately clenched together before gaping open as if it were asking for more.  Marcus gripped her by the hips and easily lifted her up and over Dequan.

“Whoa!”  She yelped from the sudden shift.

Dequan reached between his legs and gripped his thick shaft, aiming it upwards and gliding it into her soaking wet cunt.  Melissa closed her eyes and gasped as she felt her pussy lips stretch wide for his massive girth once more.  She slid right atop him, the full length of his massive shaft gliding deep into her aching pussy.

"Oooh, damn that's still smooth," Dequan groaned as he closed his eyes.

Melissa gasped as she tried to handle his girth again. She felt Marcus spread her ass cheeks and pour even more lube between them.  Marcus gently placed the tip of his thick bulbous cock against her slightly gaping backdoor.

"Whoa! Wait!" She cried out as she glanced back at him.

Marcus slowly pushed the rounded tip in, stretching her tight little ass back open.  "It's okay, you're going to love this," he cooed as he slowly pushed his hips forward some more.  He gripped his shaft tightly as he carefully nudged his thick black cock forward.

Melissa cried out in a minute of pleasure and pain.  She had never felt so full in her life!  Dequan's thick shaft was throbbing wildly in her cunt while Marcus continued to slowly fill her other hole with his own massive member.

"Oh fuck, she getting real tight!" Dequan groaned from below.

"It's definitely a tight fit," Marcus chuckled as he continued to inch his way in from behind.

Melissa could hardly breathe through her clenched teeth as enormous waves of ecstasy washed through her.  Whatever pain she felt initially was long gone.  Instead, it was an endless rush of pleasure that spread through her like an out of control wildfire.

"OH MY GAAAAAAAHHHWD!" She cried out as she blacked out momentarily again.

She came back immediately, her body shuddering uncontrollably as she was overtaken by a powerful orgasm.  Her entire body lit up, feeling as though it was on fire for a moment before immediately cooling into a cold chill.  She could feel every little drop of sweat running down her sensitive skin as the tingling, numbing sensation returned.

“Oh damn, I’m getting in deep,” Marcus grunted as he slowly pushed his hips forward gently, sliding more and more of this thick black cock into her ass.

“Man, this feels so fucking weird, I can feel you coming on in,” Dequan groaned back as he moved his own hips a bit.

Melissa kept her eyes closed as her hands straddled Dequan’s sides and gripped tightly onto the blanket.  “OH FUCK!  THIS FEELS SOOOO GOOOOOOOOD...” she exhaled as her body continued to tremble, her intense climax reaching its peak.

“You’re going to have a hard time walking after this,” Marcus laughed as he sank his thick cock even deeper into her once virgin ass.

She could feel their cocks practically rubbing past each other as they began to move their hips in opposite directions.  Her heart raced wildly as she felt another rolling wave of heat rush through her.  Marcus managed to lodge about half his long hard shaft into her before he paused and began to pull back again.  At the same time, Dequan groaned and pushed his hips upward, gliding his cock right back into her tight little cunt.

The two began to get into a rhythm, both of them starting to speed up their thrusts.  Melissa's two holes were filled like never before.  She nearly blacked out again from the fierce feelings of pure bliss rocking every inch of her.  Just as soon as her previous climax had subsided, yet another rushed through her, numbing her again.

“OH FUCK!  OH MY.... AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHH!”  Melissa squealed as her entire body tensed up and trembled wildly between the two young, muscular black men.

“Ah shit!  She’s getting fucking tight as fuck again!”  Dequan groaned as he began to thrust a bit more wildly.

Marcus pumped away at the same time, driving his thick black cock deeper with each thrust forward.  He could only get a little half his shaft in before he pulled back.  With how tight and full Melissa was, there was no way he was going to get the entire length of his cock into her ass.  He groaned and closed his eyes as he felt her ass tighten around his cock.

Melissa’s eyes filled with tears of joy as her most powerful orgasm yet hit her like a ton of bricks.  Tingling sensations rushed through her already numb body.  It was the strangest feeling, as if she was on fire but inside a giant freezer. 

“YES!  YES!  OH FUCK!  YES!  DEEPER!  DEEEEEEEEEPER!”  She screamed as she came.

Dequan clenched his teeth as her pussy squeezed with all its might, pushing his cock out.  Immediately after, another forceful stream of her juices shot out from between her legs, splashing all over Dequan’s lower body.  As soon as his cock slipped out, Marcus grunted and pushed his hips forward further, lodging even more of his cock into her tight little white ass.

Melissa squealed as she continued to ride out her massive climax.  It didn’t help that Marcus was jamming more and more of his fat cock into her ass.  She felt Dequan’s throbbing member bounce against the lips of her sex as more of her juices dribbled out.

“Ah, yeah, almost...”  Marcus grunted as he began to hammer in and out even faster, inching his cock in deeper and deeper.

She could feel his balls as they swung freely, smacking against her aching pussy.  Dequan reached down and grabbed his shaft, carefully holding and aiming it to slide it back into her tight cunt.  Melissa cried out in pleasure as she felt his thick throbbing member slide deep inside her.  At the same time, Marcus pushed his hips further, almost managing to fit the entire length of his shaft into her ass.

“Agh... fuck!  Here it comes!”  Marcus groaned as he paused, his cock twitching wildly.

Melissa gasped as she felt his hot gooey seed blast deep into her ass.  Even though he had already shot his load before, it sure didn’t feel like it.  Her ass was being filled with his sticky seed.  He continued to gently rock his hips back and forth as he came, his long black cock still semi-hard inside her.

Dequan thrust his hips a bit faster as he felt her pussy loosen up a bit.  Marcus groaned once more before he slowly pulled his cock out, his seed dribbling out a bit from her quivering ass.  He wiped his forehead and hopped off the bed, taking a bit of a breather as Dequan took this as a chance to begin thrusting his hips wildly.

The bed began to creak wildly again as their bodies hopped up and down, Dequan using all his massive strength to slam his big black cock in and out of her tight little cunt.  Melissa clenched her toes tightly as she rode the powerful black bull below her. 

"Ungh! Yeah! Fuck this pussy is next level!" Dequan grunted as he bounced her up and down.

Melissa continued to moan loudly as she felt another wave of pleasure rock through her body.  As she climaxed again, her ass clenched tightly for a moment before gaping open again, letting Marcus's thick seed drip out and down the lips of her sex.  It continued down to cling onto Dequan's shaft as he hammered his hips.

"Agh!  Here it comes!  Ungh!" Dequan grunted as he trembled below her.

His cock throbbed wildly before he shot his load, the condom barely able to contain in.  Melissa shivered as she felt it.  Her pussy responded by clamping even tighter around his cock, milking it.

"Yes!  Oh yes!" Melissa moaned as she grinded her lower body against his.

"Can never get enough of this," Marcus said as he slapped one of her bright pink ass cheeks.

Dequan continued to thrust his hips while his balls were drained.  His cock remained hard even after he had shot his massive load.  Melissa was constantly impressed by their stamina.  It was so different from her husband.  After a few more pumps, Dequan gently rolled Melissa off of him and he made his way off the bed, pulling his condom off.

“Fuck, it’s been a while, I filled this shit up,” he laughed.

“Don’t flush that shit down the toilet man,” Marcus warned.

“Man, I know that much,” Dequan responded as he tied and tossed it into a nearby waste basket.

“I’m going to rest here for a bit,” Melissa whispered, unable to even flinch as she laid on her tummy, both her holes opening and closing slowly.

“Yeah, rest as much as you need,” Marcus replied.

“Shit man, that was wild!  Ain’t never done a DP before,” Dequan chuckled.

“She took a lot more than I thought man, most women can barely get it past the tip but she took this like a champ,” Marcus responded as he pointed down at his semi-erect cock.

“Damn, I already love it down here,” Dequan said with a huge grin.
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Katlyn leaned back in her chair as she glanced over at Cathy.  “Have you felt like your mom has been acting weird lately?”  She inquired.

Cathy looked up from her phone and tilted her head, her eyebrows furrowing a bit in confusion.  “Huh?  No?  Why?”

“I don’t know, I feel like mom has been acting really... I don’t know, something just feels off.  And I guess my dad too, he looks like he has like an extra kick to his steps,” Katlyn replied.

“You mean they’re happy?  Probably cause you’re heading off to college,” Cathy laughed.

Katlyn rolled her eyes and shook her head.  “No!  I’m telling you, it’s different.  I can’t describe it but they are just acting strange.  Y’all haven’t noticed that?”

Turner glanced over, “huh?  Oh, was that question for me?”

“It was for both of y’all.”

He shrugged as he took a bite of a cookie.  “I mean, my mom seems busier than usual, maybe sounds a lot more frustrated, but that’s the usual.  Real estate market is really hot right now, so I figured that must be why.”

“Did you notice my mom being weird?”  Cathy inquired.

“Your mom?  I mean, there was that one time, when I came to drop your camera off, remember, I told you about the grunting?”

Cathy laughed, “oh right, forgot about that.  That’s just her being her.  She’s so into that fitness stuff.  I told her she should participate in those Crossfit games someday.”

“Yeah, it sounded like she was going hog wild,” Katlyn commented.

Turner couldn’t help but chuckle to himself as he scrolled through his phone.  “She could’ve been going hog wild doing a different kind of workout.”

“Ew!  Gross!”  Cathy exclaimed as she smacked him on the back of the head.

“OW!  What?  It was just a joke,” Turner said as he rubbed his head.

“Of course you would think of a perverted joke like that,” Cathy sighed as she put her phone down and headed to the refrigerator.  She grabbed two cans of flavored carbonated water, handing one to Katlyn as she sat back down.  “Seriously, get your mind out of the gutter,” she continued as she opened her drink.

“What?  None for me?”  Turner complained.

“Hell no, if you want one, go get it yourself,” Cathy replied.

“So, where do y’all want to go for dinner?  Ryan’s asking,” Katlyn asked.

“Hm...  I don’t know, Chipotle?”  Turner suggested.

“Ugh, again?”  Cathy sighed.

“Well, I don’t hear any suggestions from you,” Turner said, his voice cracking a bit as he grew a bit nervous.

“Panera Bread,” Cathy replied as her eyes narrowed, glaring at Turner.

“Oh, that sounds good,” Katlyn agreed.

“Aw man, seriously?  Can y’all drop me off at Tacodeli first?”  Turner requested.

“Tacodeli?  Are they any good?”  Katlyn inquired.

“You’ve never been there?!”  Turner responded, sounding surprised.

“Nope.”

“How about you?”  Turner asked, looking over at Cathy.

“Hm...  I don’t think so.”

“What?!  That’s crazy!  Y’all have been to Chipotle but not Tacodeli?  You ain’t Texan if you’re choosing Chipotle over it.”

“Uh huh, says the shining example of a real Texan man,” Cathy replied sarcastically.

“We have to do Tacodeli then!”

“We just had Chipotle the other day,” Cathy rebutted.

“Trust me, they’re different worlds.”

Before Cathy could respond, they heard a car pull up to the driveway.  Cathy glanced up at the clock and shrugged.  “She’s later than usual, if you’re looking for something weird about my mom,” she said as she smirked towards Katlyn.

“Whatever.”

The front door opened and Melissa waddled in, and to the surprise of everyone, Marcus was helping her, holding her steady as they came in.  Cathy quickly rushed off her stool and towards the front door.  “Are you okay?  What happened?!”

Katlyn and Turner rushed over as well, the latter hesitating for a moment when he saw Marcus and yet another black man out in the driveway.  He gulped as he headed towards them.

“Oh yeah, I think I sprained something during my workout,” Melissa lied as Marcus held her steady.

“I can just carry you upstairs,” Marcus suggested.

Melissa shook her head.  “It’s okay, I can at least get my bedroom on my own.”

“Were you working out at the same gym?”  Cathy asked as she looked over at Marcus.

“Huh?  Uh, yeah, she was uh...”

“I was doing some supersets of squats and deadlifts, a bad choice,” Melissa interrupted.  “Luckily, Marcus was there to stop me from getting really hurt.”

Cathy raised an eyebrow, “you seem really hurt as is.”

"Oh it's fine, it's nothing," Melissa replied as she gripped tightly onto the railing heading upstairs.

"Here, let me just carry you," Marcus said as he easily scooped her up into his arms.

Both Katlyn and Cathy were surprised by how easily he lifted her up.  They glanced at one another before admiring his muscles. He made his way up and carried her to the master bedroom.

"Wow, he is really strong," Katlyn whispered.

Cathy nodded as she felt a warmth between her legs, the lips of her sex quivering.  "We should go when they leave," she whispered back.

Marcus came stomping back down with a huge grin on his face.  "All right man, you ready to party?"

Dequan nodded.

"Good seeing you all," Marcus said as he headed out.

He paused for a moment and shook his head before turning around.  "Aw, where are my manners?  Let me introduce you all to Dequan," he started.  "My training partner back in L.A.  He's over visiting for a bit," he continued.

Turner gulped as he stared at the large built black man.  "Hi, I'm Turner," he greeted meekly.

"Huh?  What?  You're turning?!"  Dequan responded as he took a couple of steps forward.

Turner flinched and gulped again.  Marcus tapped him on the back and squeezed his skinny shoulder.  "This is my man Turner!  Hell of a flag football player," Marcus chuckled.

"Turner?  All right, all right," Dequan greeted with a nod.

"I'm Katlyn."

"And I'm Cathy."

"That's Melissa's daughter," Marcus informed as he pointed at Cathy.

"Damn!  You serious?!  Wow," Dequan responded.

There was something about the way he said those words that bothered Cathy.  “What?  Is that a bad thing?”  She questioned.

Dequan shook his head, “nah, nah.  I mean, your mom is uh... very fit and I would never have imagined she had such a beautiful daughter that was already so grown up.  I mean, how old are you anyway?”

“I’m eighteen.  We all are, getting ready to head to college.”

“Wow, eighteen?  Whew, well, your family has some good genes,” Dequan replied.

Cathy blushed briefly before laughing along with him.  “Oh please, you’re too kind.”

Katlyn raised an eyebrow as she looked at Cathy.  It almost seemed like her friend was admiring the tall, almost overly muscular black man.  Dequan, while a bit shorter than Marcus, still towered over Cathy.

“Well, it was nice meeting you,” he said as he nodded down towards her and turned, heading out the door with Marcus behind.

“Yo Turner, you need to come out to another game with us,” Marcus bellowed.

Katlyn looked out to see that they had brought another car.  So most likely Marcus had driven Melissa home while Dequan had followed along with his own, most likely a rental.  Turner let out a breath he didn’t realize he was holding.

“You okay there?”  Cathy asked as she glanced over at him.

“Huh?  Yeah,” he replied, his voice still a bit shaky.

“Do you need to check in on your mom before we go?  Or, I guess, do you even want to go?”  Katlyn inquired.

Cathy hesitated as she turned to look back towards the stairs.  “Okay, hold on y’all, let me at least chat with my mom to see if she’s going to be okay.”

Katlyn and Turner nodded as they watched Cathy rush her way upstairs.  “See?  I told you, acting strange,” Katlyn murmured.

“Huh?  What?  She got injured during a workout, how is that strange?”

“I don’t know, something just seemed... off,” Katlyn replied as she stared off.

Cathy made her way to her mom’s room and poked her head in.  “Are you okay?”  She whispered.

Her mom was laying on the bed, her face illuminated by the screen of her phone as she glanced up.  “Hm?  Oh yeah, I’m good.”

“We were going to go out and get dinner.  Did you need anything?  Do you want me to stay home to help you?”

Melissa smiled and shook her head, “oh no hon, go ahead and have fun.  Your father should be home soon, unless he’s having a hot streak playing poker.  Where are you going?”

“Panera Bread, but Turner wants to make a stop at Tacodeli.”

“Oh, Panera...  do you think you can grab me my usual on your way back?”

“Sure.  Anything else?”

“No, that should be good.  If you come home too late, you can just leave it on the kitchen island, I have a feeling I’ll probably be sleeping by the time you get back,” Melissa replied.

“Okay,” Cathy said, pausing for a moment as she stared at her mom.  “Are you sure you’re okay?”

“Of course!  I just pulled my back and uh... landed on my ass soon after.  Usual lower body pain.”

Cathy raised an eyebrow, holding steady for a moment longer before nodding and heading back out.  Melissa breathed a sigh of relief before massaging her sore ass cheeks.  While the reason she had given was a lie, it sure felt like that was what had happened.

Katlyn watched Cathy skip down the stairs and head towards them.  “Everything okay?”

“Yeah, she sometimes hurts herself like that.  She really needs to tone down her workouts.  Can you remind me to grab food for my mom later?”  Cathy requested.

“Did you hear that?”  Katlyn said, nodding her head towards Turner.

“Huh?  What?”

“Remind her to get food for her mom before we leave,” Katlyn repeated.

“What?  Why do I have to be the reminder?”

“Because you’re smart and can remember things,” Cathy said with a hint of sarcasm in her voice before they headed out the door.

“And there’s Ryan,” Katlyn said as they saw his car roaring by towards the driveway.
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Karen yawned as she looked around the aisle, trying to find a specific type of bread that she and Harold liked.  The shelves looked like they had recently been stocked, and yet, some portions of it looked completely empty.  She ran her fingers through her hair and then waved her hand to get a worker’s attention.

“Yes ma’am?”

“Do y’all have this bread?”  Karen asked, pulling out her phone and showing him a picture she had taken the last time she had bought it.

“Oh, uh, hold on,” he replied as he looked at the shelves.

Karen raised an eyebrow as she watched him.  He was basically looking at the same shelves that she had already looked at.  After a bit of searching, he paused, scratched his head and shrugged.

“That’s weird, it would usually be right here.”

“Right...  I already looked through this area.  I asked you because I wanted to know if maybe they were in the back,” Karen said, trying her best to not sound irritated.

“Oh, uh, okay, hold up, let me go check,” he said as he turned and headed down the aisle and off towards the back of the store.

Karen shook her head and sighed, it felt as though the quality of the workers was going downhill.  She looked down at her phone and began browsing through the internet to take up some time.  After about ten minutes had passed, Karen looked around, feeling more annoyed.

“Don’t tell me he just up and left,” she whispered to herself.

She tried to recall the name that was on his name tag but for the life of her, couldn’t remember at all.  After hesitating for a couple of more minutes, she sighed again and began walking down the aisle and towards the direction the worker had gone down.  Each aisle she passed by, she looked down to see if she could spot him.

“Oh, Melissa?”  She called out as she saw a familiar face down one of the aisles.

Melissa glanced over and smiled, “hey!  Fancy seeing you here!”

“Haven’t seen you in a while,” Karen greeted back as she gave her friend a hug.

“I know!  You missed our last get together.  Were you feeling a bit frisky?”  Melissa laughed.

“Oh hon, you don’t know the half of it,” Karen replied.

“Really?  Are you going to spill the tea?”

Karen glanced around, “well, not here.”

“Do you want to grab a drink and sit over in one of those corner tables at the entrance?”  Melissa suggested.

"Sure, let's do that," Karen agreed.

The two headed off towards the exit of the grocery then turned towards the small cafe located in it.  They placed their baskets on the ground and headed to the counter.

'I'll get it today, what do you want?" Karen offered.

Melissa looked at the menu and tapped on her chin.  "Hoping for an iced drink...  Oh, how about that iced hibiscus tea?"

Karen nodded and smiled at the person taking their order. "A tall iced hibiscus tea, and..." Karen paused as she looked up.  "How is the sweet tea?"

"It's pretty good, popular around here. It really is on the sweeter side though," the barista answered.

"Oh, I love it sweet.  And one of those then, tall."

"That'll be $8.38."

While they were chatting, Melissa had grabbed a seat at a table far off in the corner.  Karen tapped her phone on the register before sitting down next to Melissa. 

"So, what's been happening?" Melissa inquired, keeping her voice low.

Karen glanced around the empty area before leaning towards Melissa.  "Harold caught me with Willis," she whispered.

Melissa's eyes widened as she shot back, nearly falling out of her seat. "WHAT!?!"

The couple of baristas working glanced in their direction.  Karen shook her head, "keep it down," she whispered.  Her face was already starting to turn pink with embarrassment.

"Oh shit, sorry.  So what happened?  Do you need a place to stay?"

Karen shook her head, a small devious smirk forming at the edges of her bright red lips.  "Wouldn't you know it, he was turned on," she answered.

Melissa gasped and placed one hand over her mouth.  One of the baristas tapped on the counter.  "Order number thirty three!" He yelled out.

The only customers were Karen and Melissa.  Karen quickly stood up and grabbed their drinks.  Melissa nervously tapped her foot as she watched and waited for her friend.  It felt like an eternity, watching her friend walk back with their drinks.  The minute Karen sat, Melissa tapped on the table nervously.

“What do you mean he was turned on?”  Melissa inquired.

“He was actually hard and stayed that way.  I thought he was one brick shy of a load, but apparently it’s a thing,” Karen replied.

“So...  I mean, did he storm out?  No wait,” Melissa paused as she thought back to a couple weeks ago.  “No...  That was the same night as poker night right?”

Karen smiled and nodded.

“And he didn’t show, from what Daniel complained about.  Apparently Harold wasn’t feeling well?  Oh...  Oh my...  So Harold stayed then?”  Melissa gasped, putting the pieces of the puzzle together slowly.

“Yes indeed he did.  It’s like he couldn’t help it, and I didn’t want to stop because Willis was going hog wild.  I mean, the next couple of days after that was strange.  He was as nervous as a fly on a glue pot, and tried to avoid the topic but we actually sat down and had a long talk.”

“You’re pulling my leg,” Melissa responded.

Karen shook her head.  “If this ain’t a fact, then God’s a possum.”

Melissa jaw dropped, her eyes widening as she sat in stunned silence.  She could barely process her friend’s words.

“I’m telling you, when he saw me with Willis, his little pecker got so hard.  Not even the blue pill gets him that hard, that fast, for that long,” Karen continued, her voice still a low hush.

“So...  What happened after the talk?”

Karen took a sip of her drink and leaned back a bit.  “He said he needed some time to think about it all.  I was pretty blunt, I told him that there was no way I was going to stop.  I mean, I figured I’d lay it on him, the whole truth.  We didn’t have sex for... lord knows how long.  He knew it, I knew it, and I told him that no matter what, I still loved him.  He’s my husband, through sickness and good health.  I told him what I was doing with Willis...  Well, it was like him going to a strip club or how he goes gambling, it’s stress relief,” Karen explained.

“And he’s still thinking about it?”

Karen smirked as she took another sip.  “Actually, he’s come around to it.  I did have to compromise though.”

“Compromise?”  Melissa inquired as she took a sip of her own drink.

She paused and looked at the pinkish purple drink, giving a small nod of approval as she enjoyed the floral notes of the bubbly drink.  Karen couldn’t help but chuckle as she saw her friend enjoying her drink, completely taking herself out of the conversation for a moment.

“Yes.  No going around behind his back.  If I want to have a good time, he wants to be there,” Karen replied.

“Really?!  He wants to watch?”

“Each and every time.”

Melissa shook her head in disbelief.  She would never have imagined Harold to be that type of man.  “So... like a voyeur?”

“What?”

“Someone who likes to watch, hon, I believe that’s called a voyeur.”

Karen shrugged, “I don’t think he cares what he’s called, but yeah, he really wants to watch.”

“Wow...  A drought usually ends with a flood, but this is something else,” Melissa whispered.  “If that were Dan, he would’ve blown a gasket, probably had a heart attack on the spot.”

“You know, I can see that happening, his face all red,” Karen agreed with a chuckle.

That made Melissa laugh along as she glanced around the empty area.  “So, you’re really going to keep having Harold around every time Willis comes around?”

“Sure, I mean, it makes it easier than trying to schedule things around.  I only hope Harold is able to keep up,” Karen answered.  “How about you?  You still having fun workouts with Marcus?”

Melissa gulped as she felt a small tingle rush through her at the sound of his name.  Her tight little backdoor puckered up at the thought of his thick black member.  “Oh, yeah...  Well, remember when Sharon talked about her fling?”

“No...  Don’t tell me you tried to take on two,” Karen whispered.

“Oh yes I did, it was more of a surprise actually.  I thought he was going to be home alone but then there was his workout buddy, Dequan.  And wow, that was...”  Melissa’s voice trailed off as she looked up and to the left, reliving the experience in her mind.

“That was what?”

“I don’t know how to say it, but you know you have more than one hole down there, right?”  Melissa started.

Karen tilted her head and then a moment later, her eyes widened and she gasped loudly.  “No!  Are you serious?!”

The baristas, again, glanced up at them.  This time, Melissa was blushing bright red as she looked over at them and then back to Karen.  “Shush,” she reminded.

“But you’re being serious?  You really took it well, in the other hole?”  Karen asked, trying to keep her voice as hushed as possible.

Melissa smiled and nodded, her face bright red.  “And not just...  Let’s just say I was really full, like both of them.”

Karen’s eyes widened even more at Melissa’s words.  “No...  There’s no way in hell,” she gasped.

“Oh yes there is hon, and it was... wow,” Melissa responded as she took a long sip of her drink, her bright red lipstick sticking to the clear straw.  “You want to talk about mind blowing, this was it.  I mean, it was...  It was universe shattering,” she continued.

“How does that even... I mean, it’s too big as is,” Karen responded, her voice trembling.

“Yeah, trust me, the first couple of minutes was absolute pain but once I got used to it, it was something else.  I mean, my body was on fire, I was hotter than a fur coat in Marfa,” Melissa said.

Karen couldn’t help but uncomfortably shift in her seat, her own tight little backdoor puckering up at the thought.  Though, the lips of her sex did quiver at the same time as a part of her wondered what it would feel like.  “I don’t think I’d ever be able to do that,” she replied.

“That’s what I thought until it happened,” Melissa said with a wink.  “I’m guessing if I told the others, it would blow their minds.”

“More than blow their minds.  I can just imagine it now, Sharon screaming, her red hair flaring out everywhere,” Karen replied as she mimicked what she thought Sharon would do with her hands.

“And her face all red to match her hair, right?”  Melissa added as she laughed out loud.

“You know she’s going to want to try it, now that you’ve done it,” Karen continued.

“She would, wouldn’t she?”

They both began to laugh, almost maniacally, no longer caring if the baristas were looking or not.  Karen even had to wipe a tear off the corner of her right eye as she sniffled a bit and tried to calm herself.

“What about Sophia?”  Melissa said.

“She’ll probably just stay quiet about it,” Karen replied.

“You think so?  Do you think she’d try it?”

“Oh honey, lord no, you see how tiny she is?  I was surprised when she said,” Karen paused, glancing at the baristas before lowering her voice.  “When she said she had such a good time with Tyrone.  Isn’t he one of the bigger muscular ones?”  She continued, her voice a whisper now.

“I know, I can’t imagine, I mean, she’s barely five feet, right?”

“Like a rabbit and horse no doubt,” Karen responded.  “Imagine her trying to take that up in the ass,” she continued.

They both laughed out loud again.  Melissa took a couple of deep breaths to calm herself before taking a long sip of her drink.  Karen followed suit as she quieted down along with her close friend.  After they both settled down, Karen leaned back and crossed her legs.

“Wow, so it looks like we’ve both been through quite the adventure this past month, huh?”  Karen stated.

“You can say that again.  So, looks like we might be having less double dates?”

Karen laughed lightly and shook her head, “of course not!  I mean, Harold might be around less for those poker nights, but I’m sure we can still have our double dates.”

“Hm, well, he’s going to need a better excuse if he’s going to keep bowing out of them.  Oh, speaking of, Daniel and the little crew got to meet Anita’s husband,” Melissa replied.

“Anita?”

“Yeah, Anita Patel.  That Indian lady that lives near Sophia.  Their kids go to the same school.”

Karen scratched her chin and tilted her head.  “Hm, I don’t think I’ve ever met her.”

“No?  I guess that’s possible, I only briefly got to know her when I ran into Sophia a while ago.  She brings up Anita’s name every once in a while,” Melissa said.

“Huh, Indian huh?  Maybe we should invite her at our next get together,” Karen suggested.

“Mmm, I don’t know, especially with this little secret life we’re all living,” Melissa disagreed.

“That’s true.  Well, maybe a more open get together, like a tailgate or something.”

Melissa nodded her head, “yeah, that might be better.  Oh shit, what time is it?”  She grabbed her phone and glanced at the time.  “Ah, I got to go, appointment,” she continued as she stood.

“Oh, another little workout?”  Karen responded with a smirk.

“Hon, I still haven’t recovered from my last intense one.  No, doctor’s,” Melissa answered as she grabbed the grocery items she was going to buy.  “Let’s actually have a real get together soon, okay?  And no flaking this time.”

Karen nodded, “I know, I know, I’m sorry.  But yeah, let’s do that.  In fact, let me send out a group text.”

Melissa nodded back and headed on out leaving Karen on her own.  Karen texted everyone else to see what dates and times people were available.  She then stared at her drink as she thought about what Melissa had said.  Two black men at the same time... In two different holes...  She shuddered momentarily at the thought as her body felt warmer and warmer.  After thinking it through for a couple of minutes, she finished her drink and grabbed her basket full of groceries so that she could finish her shopping.
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Dwayne dodged his brother as he leaned down and sprinted forward while dribbling a basketball in his left hand.  As Willis tried to reach out to stop him, Dwayne spun, crossing the ball over to his right before hopping and laying the ball up towards the hoop.  Marcus rushed over under it and tried to grab it but was too late as it popped up against the rim before swooping on down through the net.

“Yeah!”  Dequan yelled as he high fived the young black genius.  “That’s what I’m talking about!  This right here!  Real nig-”

“HEY!  Language!”  Horace yelled from the side.

“Oh, sorry Mr. Jones,” Dequan apologized.  “Got excited.”

“Man, you’re getting excited for that?  You three are only up by two,” Marcus responded as he shook his head and checked the basketball towards him.

“Two is better than zero,” Dequan laughed back as he bounced the ball back to Marcus.  “You ready to go bruh?  I ain’t letting you get past me this time.”

“Please, you so big, you ain’t never gonna catch up with this speed,” Marcus said as his eyes glanced over towards his brother Willis. 

He faked a pass, causing Dequan to respond.  The big black man lunged to the left with his arms out and Marcus smirked as he bounced the ball to the right towards Darius.  Dequan’s large frame made it hard for him to stop his momentum.

Darius got a hold of the ball and began dribbling down the line towards the edge of the driveway before making his way back towards the hoop.  Tyrone was right on him, flailing his arms around to try and slow the slimmer man down.  He didn’t play basketball too often, he was more into football.

After dribbling the ball between his legs, Darius made his move, sprinting over to the right while raising his left arm to try and push Tyrone away from him path.  Unfortunately for him, Tyrone was far too strong, barely flinching as he kept blocking him.  Darius felt like David going against Goliath as he tried to get closer to the hoop.

“You got this!”  Marcus yelled as he rushed over to one side of the hoop.

Darius acted as if he was going to pass the ball towards Marcus but quickly turned and jumped, throwing the ball towards the hoop.  Tyrone tried to jump as well but it was too late.  Willis rushed over near the hoop and jumped, grabbing the ball and dunking it down.

“BOOM!”  Willis yelled as he held onto the rim.

He kept his hands on the rim, holding onto it as he swung from side to side.  Dwayne rolled his eyes and shook his head while adjusting his glasses.  “Way to go man, a seven foot tall giant just swinging around on a hoop,” he said sarcastically.

“Hey, if you got it, you got to flaunt it,” Willis said as he dropped down and flexed.

“Man, you talking about me celebrating too much and you up here doing that shit for evening the score,” Dequan replied.

“All right!  Get your asses off the driveway!  Barbeque is ready!”  Horace yelled.

“Shit, was just about to dunk on your asses myself,” Dequan continued as he walked towards the gate to the backyard.

“Like your ass can get that high,” Marcus laughed.

Willis tapped his youngest brother on the arm, “yo, you know that Marcus and I are going to be out this weekend right?”

Dwayne tilted his head, “huh?”

“Yeah, we’re gonna take the guys out to check out Dallas, maybe even fly over to Houston to watch a game.”

“Was that this weekend?”

“Yeah man, it’s on your calendar.”

“Crap, sorry, I completely lost track of time.  All these VC meetings have been grinding me down,” Dwayne said with a sigh.

“Why don’t you take a break too man, come with us.  We can afford another ticket.”

“Nah, I need to prep for Monday, meeting with a big dog.”

“Cuban?”

Dwayne nodded as he pushed his glasses up with one finger.  “He’s apparently in town for some kind of convention and I managed to get on his schedule.”

“Damn, that’s lit!”  Willis remarked as they walked over towards the smoker.

“Of course it’s lit, fool, how else do you think I’d smoke the meat?”  Horace responded.

“What?  Nah, pops, I was talking to Dwayne,” Willis laughed.

“Oh, are you lighting something?  You better not be doing that Mary Jane!”  Horace warned.

“It’s an expression pops, like damn, that’s cool, you know?”  Willis explained.

“What’s cool?”  Horace inquired.

“He’s meeting with the big man himself, good ol’ Cuban!”

“Who?”

Willis shook his head as he grabbed a plate.  “Nevermind pops.  You’re staying home this weekend, right?”  He asked, changing the subject.

Horace took a bite of brisket and shook his head.  “Nope.  Going to see a lady in Hotlanta,” he said excitedly.

“What?  A lady?  When did you find someone in Hotlanta?!”  Marcus asked, surprised as he grabbed himself some brisket.

“More like, how?  You barely know how to use that phone of yours,” Willis added.

“Boy!  Shut your mouth!  I have my ways,” Horace responded.  “And don’t you boys worry, she’s real, I did that whole face talk or whatever.”

“You want to at least leave an address or something so we can keep tabs?”  Dwayne asked, a bit of concern in his voice.

“Tabs?  Why do you need to keep tabs on me?”

“Dad, there’s all kinds of crazy shit that happens out there.  You’ve never heard of catfishing?”  Dwayne responded.

“Catfishing?  Like fishing catfish?  It’s been awhile since I’ve done that.  What does that have to do with anything?”

“Pops!  Come on!  Yo, Dwayne, you got to install some kind of safety software on his phone before he leaves man,” Marcus interrupted as he munched away.

“Yeah, dad, give me your phone.”

Horace sighed and handed him his phone.  “Don’t go digging in there for pictures.  This is my special lady.”

“Fine, whatever dad.  Actually, let me just put this on here,” Dwayne said as he began installing an app.  “Dad, give me your wallet real quick too.”

“My wallet?”  Horace responded as he dug through his back pocket and pulled it out.  “What do you need this for?”

Dwayne pulled out an AirTag from his pocket and grabbed his father’s wallet.  He plopped it into where the cash was.  “Don’t lose that.  Just keep it in there,” Dwayne said.

“Is it going to give me cancer?”

“Dad, no.  All of this is to make sure we know where you are and that you’re safe,” Dwayne replied.

“Shit, that means you’re going to be home alone bruh,” Willis said as he licked his fingers. 

“Guess so.  Better for me, I really need to prep for that meeting with Cuban,” Dwayne responded nonchalantly as he finished installing the app for his father before handing him his phone back.

“Well, don’t burn yourself out over it,” Willis warned.

“Hey, do you need us around to help out?  Cause we can cancel our trip,” Marcus added.

“No, no, go on your trip.  Do you think you all can at least take your laptops?  I might send you the deck to get a second set of eyes on it,” Dwayne asked.

“Of course bruh.  You hear that Dequan?  Bring your laptop,” Marcus ordered.

“He said you all, that means everyone,” Dequan barked.

“Nah, we just need one.”

“Man, why I got to be the one?”

“Cause you’re the strongest, remember?”  Marcus laughed.

Marcus ate another piece of brisket while getting close to his brother.  “Hey bruh, uh, I didn’t get a chance to let Melissa know, so if she swings by, just let her know no workouts this weekend,” he whispered.

“Why don’t you just text her?”  Dwayne asked.

“New phone, lost my contacts.”

“You got another new phone?  What happened to the last one?!”

“Uh...  Let’s just say Melissa got a bit too excited during one of our workouts,” Marcus whispered as he glanced over to make sure their dad wasn’t listening.

Dwayne raised an eyebrow and shook his head.  “Should I even ask for details?”

“Well, not with pops around,” Marcus laughed.

“Boy!  What’re you telling Dwayne over there?  Don’t be a bad influence on him!”  Horace warned.

“Pops, chill, I’m just letting him know about my workload, that’s all.  He’s my boss, remember?”

Horace eyed him suspiciously before grabbing a spoonful of potato salad and plopping it on his plate.  Dequan grabbed a rib and mowed it down next to him.  “This boy can eat, can’t he?”  Horace laughed.

“Of course pops!  Look how big he is!”

“Like feeding cattle,” Horace remarked.

Everyone laughed as Dequan glanced around.  He felt a little embarrassed but shrugged it off.  “I got to maintain my weight,” he responded.
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Melissa stepped out of the shower and glanced at herself in the mirror.  She twisted her body left and right, admiring her own body.  “Wow,” she whispered.  It seemed the workout sessions with Marcus were helping her lose weight.

“Oh!  Mi amore!”  Daniel proclaimed as he peeked his head into the bathroom.

He placed his fingers to his lips and kissed them.  “You’re looking more beautiful than ever!”  He continued as he stepped in and admired her.

“Is Cathy home?”  Melissa asked.

“No, I think she went out to meet with Katlyn.”

Melissa smirked and slowly, seductively walked towards her husband.  It took him by surprise and he took a couple of steps back.  She loved how nervous he looked as she made her way towards him, like a predator getting ready to pounce on its prey.

“Well...  If it’s just the two of us,” she whispered.

Daniel’s old eyes widened in surprise as she got face to face with him and then got to her knees.  She pulled down his sweatpants and gently massaged his little pecker.  The tip of his member just barely protruded past her palm as she kneaded it to life.  Her husband groaned as his little dick grew rock hard in her hand.

Melissa was always someone who enjoyed sex, but after her experiences with Marcus, she was insatiable.  She stuck out her tongue and flicked it against the tip of her husband’s member.  He tilted his head back and groaned while trembling.  She knew she had to be careful not to overdo it or he would pop too early.

“Do you like that?”  She cooed as she gently flicked her tongue against the tip of his member again.

“OH!  MI AMORE!  You’re so sexy!”  Daniel grunted.

She stood up and then pulled him by his little dick to the bedroom.  He followed along obediently, staring at her ass.  Once they got to the bed, she laid back and spread her legs wide, showing off her flexibility.

“Come on in,” she whispered.

Daniel excitedly got on the bed and rubbed the tip of his penis against the wet lips of her sex.  He closed his eyes while slowly pushing his member into her.  Melissa let out a small moan as she stared between her legs, feeling a bit underwhelmed.  His cock easily glided into her.

“Ah!  Yes!”  Daniel moaned as he began to grind his lower body against hers.

Compared to Marcus, Daniel felt so small.  He couldn’t hit the places that Marcus could.  But, at least he could still please her to a certain extent.  She had to be careful not to squeeze the lips of her sex to help her husband last longer.

“Ah!  Ah!  Yes!  Mi amore!”  Daniel continued as he grinded away.

He couldn’t quite thrust his hips, as his shaft wasn’t lengthy enough, so he had to keep his lower body close to hers.  Melissa glanced around the room, noticing how messy it was getting.  She kept a note to herself to tidy it up later.  Small little pings of pleasure tapped along through her as she looked over at her phone.

Marcus hadn’t texted back in a while and she wondered if everything was okay.  She had planned on visiting him for another workout session tomorrow but he hadn’t replied with a time.  Her husband continued to grunt and moan as he subtly moved his hips.

Melissa checked her clock and was surprised to see a couple of minutes had passed.  Daniel had always been a minute man but it seemed he was lasting longer.  She wondered if her consistent workouts with Marcus had helped loosen her up for him.  A small smile crept up along the corners of her lips as she focused just a little and clenched the lips of her sex.

“OH!  OH!  Are you cumming?!”  Daniel exclaimed excitedly.

“Mm, oh yeah, you’re making me cum,” Melissa responded, trying to fake an orgasm as best as she could while teasing him further by clenching the lips of her sex a little harder.

Her husband frantically moved his hips left and right as he felt her sex squeeze around his little pecker.  His thin, frail body tingled all over as he reached out and grabbed a hold of her soft supple breasts.

“Agh... oh!  UNGH!”  Daniel grunted loudly as he pushed his hips as forward as he could while collapsing atop her.

Melissa felt her husband’s dick tremble inside her for a moment before it softened.  She looked over at the clock again, he had managed to last at least five minutes, a new record.  Her husband huffed and puffed before rolling off of her and wiping his forehead.

“Whew!  Mi amore!  That was amazing!”  He groaned.

Melissa shrugged as she got out of bed and headed back to the bathroom.  “You’re still my Italian Stallion,” she complimented before turning on the shower.

Her body was nowhere near satiated.  That was but a mere appetizer, if that, to hold back her desires.  She stepped into the shower and closed her eyes as the warm water rushed down her body.  The lips of her sex still quivered and ached for attention and her fingers began to make their way down on their own.

She imagined Marcus in her mind’s eye, his massive hulking nude frame towering over her.  His long, thick, throbbing member standing at attention for her.  She let out a soft moan as her fingers gently caressed the lip of her sex, just gliding past her sensitive clit.

Her heart raced as she recalled how powerful Marcus’s thrusts were.  She nibbled on her lower lip and leaned back a bit while sliding two fingers up and down her slit.  Her excitement continued to build as she slowly pressed her fingers into her soft sex.  She had to be cautious not to moan too loudly, as she didn’t want her husband to hear.

She slid two fingers in and out of her while reaching up and rubbing her left breast with her other hand.  In her fantasy, Marcus was pounding away, thrusting his hips like a black bull.  She could almost hear the lewd wet sounds of their bodies slamming against one another.

“Mmm...”  She moaned quietly as her fingers moved a bit faster.

Melissa squeezed her breast and then pinched her hard nipple as she continued to finger herself.  She couldn’t believe she had to wait another day to have a little workout session with Marcus.  As her body began to grow warmer and warmer, she heard the bathroom door creak open and she immediately stopped.

“Mi amore?  You’re still planning on coming with me to the charity lunch thing, right?”  Daniel asked.

Melissa held back a frustrated sigh as she looked at him.  The shower glass panel was already heavily steamed up.  “Yes, that’s in an hour right?”

“Yes it is.  Okay, I just wanted to check, sometimes you shower a bit long.”

“Don’t worry, I’m not washing my hair today.  I’ll be out soon,” Melissa responded.

As he closed the door and left, Melissa grabbed some body wash and gently scrubbed herself.  She didn’t understand why her husband wanted to go to the charity event, he hadn’t even donated any money.  His company had sponsored it, but he had mainly used it as a tax write-off.  She let out a sigh and finished washing herself, she had to be patient, just one more day before she could get her regularly scheduled workout.
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Dwayne yawned, stretched and rubbed his eyes as he woke up.  The weekend was just beginning.  His brothers had taken off the night before, and his father had left early in the morning.  The entire house was his.  He grabbed his glasses and then his phone, checking his email.

“Oh no, figures,” he sighed as he scrolled through a couple of emails.

There was a laundry list of items being requested from him before his meeting with one of his biggest venture capitalists.  He took a mental note of the more important items before getting out of bed and heading to the bathroom.  It was already mid-morning, he had slept in longer than he had anticipated.

He rolled out of bed and stretched his arms high, letting out a small groan as he heard a small pop near his upper back.  His vision was still blurry as he turned and reached down to pick up his glasses.  The sun peeked through the blinds, a stream of separate orange lines filling his clean room.

The house felt eerily silent as he brushed his teeth and browsed on his phone.  It had been a long time since he’d been alone like this, not since his later days in college, when had finally gotten his own place.  He finished brushing, washed his face and then headed downstairs while ordering some delivery for a late breakfast, early lunch through an app on his phone.

To add some noise, he turned on the television and left it on some random channel while he opened up his laptop.  The presentation he had drafted up was still up, with only a title slide.  He sighed and rubbed his hands together as he began to outline his deck.

"Okay, you've got this," he whispered to himself as he tapped on his keyboard.

He liked to start by putting everything in his head on a slide before parsing it out piece by piece.  This was probably the least favorite part of his job, something he usually assigned to Marcus, as he was better at marketing.  However, from everything he’d heard, Cuban cared less about the deck and more about the investor, so he had decided to take it upon himself to quickly draft something up.

His fingers furiously tapped along the keyboard as he described his company and its goals.  Time flew by as he created enough content for at least twenty slides.  He cracked his neck and leaned back, making sure he had everything at least roughly defined.  It was still an extremely messy draft but it was a start.

He changed the order of the slides to try to paint a more consistent story before popping in a couple of pictures, clip art mostly, as placeholders.  It looked like a child had made the deck but he didn’t care, it wasn’t something Cuban was probably even interested in.  And plus, he’d send this out to his brothers to review and he hoped that they would work on it even while they were partying.

The doorbell rang and he looked up at the clock, more time had passed than he had thought.  He put his laptop aside and headed towards the front door.  As he opened it, he saw a car drive off, and at his feet was a bag of food.  He pulled out his phone, tipped the driver and then grabbed the bag before heading back into the kitchen.

The television was still on and Dwayne tilted his head as he watched whatever random show was on.  He pulled out the food containers, opened them up and then grabbed some utensils while still watching the trashy show that was on.  Some older woman was calling another woman names while the two were trying to grab some kind of glittery dress off a rack.

“Can’t believe this type of stuff gets air,” he sighed as he grabbed the remote while sitting on a nearby stool.

He flipped through the different channels, uninterested in most things that were on.  The Thai food he had ordered smelled good and he grabbed his chopsticks.  His eyes lingered on the screen while he readied to eat a mouthful of food.  Before he could, the doorbell rang.

"Huh?" He said to himself as he put his chopsticks down and made his way to the door.

He wondered if he had ordered something recently as he opened the door.  To his surprise, it was Melissa, wearing the tightest workout clothes she possibly could've.  There was nothing left to the imagination.

"Oh!  Dwayne, hey," she greeted, looking surprised.

"Hi Mrs. Pessoa," Dwayne greeted back.

"Please, just call me Melissa," she replied, her eyes glancing around.  "Is Marcus home?"

"Uh, no, oh, actually he wanted to tell you that he got a new phone and apparently had to get a new number too.  I can give it to you," Dwayne said as he walked back to the kitchen to get his phone.

Melissa walked in and closed the door behind her.  "A new phone and number?!"

"I know, right?  I didn't even know until he told me.  We usually use our work phones to communicate," Dwayne replied as he grabbed his phone.

"How long will he be out?" Melissa inquired, trying her hardest to hide her disappointment.

"All weekend, actually, until Tuesday.  He and Willis planned out this trip to show the rest of the guys Dallas, Houston and, I don't know, some other areas of Texas," Dwayne answered.

Melissa's heart sank at the news.  She'd been looking forward to this for days.  Her husband's inability to please her the day before had only heightened her lust.

"So it's just you and your father for the long weekend?"

"Huh?  Oh no, he's visiting Atlanta for a while."

Dwayne walked back over while staring down at his phone, "so, if you want, I can give you his new number."

"Oh sure... hey..."  Melissa hesitated, trying to choose his words carefully.  "Do... you and Marcus talk about... private matters?"

Dwayne pushed his glasses back and tilted his head to one side.  "Huh?  I mean, we're pretty open about our lives."

"Has he... has he talked about his workouts with me?"

Dwayne gulped and slowly lowered his phone.  Lying wasn't his strongest trait.  "Uh... I mean, uh... he um, he definitely um... enjoys them," he answered, his voice trembling wildly.

Melissa eyed him, while he wasn't as beefy as Marcus, he still looked very athletic, though a little nerdy.  She also found it cute to see him struggling to respond.  He was obviously trying to hide the fact that he knew was his brother had been up to when it came to his workouts with her.

She slowly closed the gap between them, taking a few slow but deliberate steps forward.  "And, what's he say about them?  Does he have any favorite... positions?" She asked.

Dwayne gulped again and took a step back.  His dark skin was flushed, though hard to tell.  "Uh... um... uh... I guess, I mean um..."

"You're the brains behind the whole company right?" Melissa asked, changing the subject.

"Uh yeah."

"And you were how old again?" Melissa inquired.

"Um, eighteen ma'am," he replied, his voice cracking a little.

He'd argued with some of the most intense venture capitalists, debated with wealthy, powerful investors, and yet, at this moment, he was more nervous than he had ever been.  As he took another step back he bumped into the edge of the kitchen island.

"Eighteen huh?  Wow, your hormones must be raging," Melissa said seductively.

"Uh, well um, oh, hey, look at the time, I uh... let me um, I can still get that number for Marcus," Dwayne said nervously.

"Well, that number isn't going to do me much good right now.  I've been really looking forward to this workout today," Melissa said as she slowly pulled up her sports bra.

Dwayne's eyes widened as he nearly dropped his phone. "DAMN!" He exclaimed as soon as her soft supple breasts freed themselves.  Marcus had mentioned off hand how insatiable Melissa was, but this was highly unexpected.

“You’re an adult, well, more of a young stud, so let’s see if you can give me a workout,” Melissa continued as she slowly pulled down her tight leggings. 

Dwayne was a statue, barely able to process what was happening before his eyes.  Melissa was twice his age, yet extremely fit and beautiful.  He was still a virgin, mostly due to how busy he’d been more than anything.  As Melissa pulled off her leggings, she revealed she was wearing nothing underneath, her neatly trimmed bush, in the shape of an arrow pointing towards her sex, revealed itself.

Once she was completely nude, she slowly walked towards him until they were basically face to face.  He was taller than her, and she had to look up while gently running her hand against his legs.  “Oh... there it is,” she commented as she felt a strong rod pressed against his right thigh.
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Melissa grabbed the waistband of Dwayne’s sweatpants and pulled them down while she squatted.  Her eyes widened and she let out an audible gasp as she saw his lengthy member bobbing around.  He was definitely longer than Marcus and he was still flaccid.

“Holy shit boy!  You’re really packing some heat here, ain’t you?!”  Melissa said, startled as her eyes danced along his shaft.

“Uh, I mean, um,” Dwayne was still a bit frazzled as he stared down at the beautiful fit, black-haired, white housewife.

She looked up, her blue eyes looking into his.  He shivered a bit, excitement coursing its way through him.  Her eyes really popped because of her raven colored hair.  His long, slim member began to tremble and harden, slowly working its way up.

Melissa licked her lips seductively as she reached up and helped to strengthen his rod, gently wrapping her fingers around his shaft and squeezing.  She leaned in a bit and spit onto his shaft, using her left hand to stroke her saliva up and down.  Her right hand cupped his large, low hanging balls, gently massaging them.

“Oh wow, your balls are so big too,” she commented.

Dwayne let out a small moan as he felt her hot breath brush by the sensitive underside of his hardening shaft when she spoke.  He’d masturbated from time to time, but this felt entirely different.  Her hands felt so warm and soft.

“Oh...”  He gasped.

“How long has it been since you’ve had sex?”  Melissa inquired.

“Uh, um, that’s um...”  Dwayne stuttered, feeling embarrassed.

“Oh, honey, are you a virgin?”  Melissa gasped.  “Are you saving yourself?  Do you want me to stop?”  She asked as she pulled her hands away.

Dwayne shook his head, “no ma’am, I’m definitely not saving myself.  I just uh, I never had the time,” he answered.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes ma’am!”

“So you want me to keep stroking that big fat cock of yours?”  Melissa teased as she rubbed her pointer finger around the tip of his throbbing member.

“Yes!  Yes ma’am!”  Dwayne exclaimed excitedly.

Melissa smirked as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft again, surprised by how thick it had gotten.  It was definitely comparable to Marcus and the length was something else.  The lips of her sex quivered at the thought of taking this young black stallion’s virginity.

She stroked his shaft gently, taking her time with her movement, up and down.  Her other hand continued to lightly massage his balls.  She pulled them up against his shaft as she leaned forward and slowly wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock.

“Oh!  Oh shit...”  Dwayne gasped as he felt the warmth of her mouth slowly envelop the head of his big black member.

He placed his phone on the counter and pushed his glasses up while tilting his head back.  Her mouth felt amazing as she slowly worked her head forward.  His heart raced as he felt her tongue move from side to side against the sensitive underside of his shaft, right where it met the tip.  At the same time, she gently sucked away at the bulbous round tip while her left hand continued to stroke his lengthy shaft.

Melissa could taste his pre-cum as it leaked out.  She pulled back and spit on his shaft again, helping to lubricate her hand as it worked its way up and down.  His big black cock was rock hard now, throbbing wildly as she stroked it.  She couldn’t wait to take him between her legs.

“Let’s go somewhere a little more comfortable,” she said as she stood up and walked towards the living room while holding onto his shaft.

She pulled him along behind her until they got to a sofa.  Melissa sat back down and stroked his member some more while leaning forward and taking the tip of his cock into her mouth again.  She sucked on it a little before she pulled it out and lifted it up.  Her tongue gently glided down the underside of his shaft until she got down to his balls.

“Oh fuck...”  Dwayne whispered.

Melissa gently sucked on his balls, one, then the other before gliding the tip of her tongue right back up his lengthy shaft.  He couldn’t believe how good it felt.  His whole body tingled as her tongue made its way back up and then circled around the tip.

“You like that?”  Melissa teased as she pulled back and spread her legs wide, showing off her natural flexibility.

“Oh wow...”  Dwayne responded, his eyes wide as he stared down at her tight pink slit.

He couldn’t help but crouch down to get a better look.  His mouth salivated at the sight, his hands shaking wildly as they rested on her inner thighs.  He leaned forward, sticking out his tongue and slowly licking the quivering lips of her sex.

“Oh... returning the favor?”  Melissa gasped.

Dwayne wasn’t entirely sure exactly what to do, he was going by what he had seen in porn movies, slowly moving his tongue up and down.  He was surprised when she wrapped her thighs around his head and thrust her crotch up while pulling his head in.  His long dexterous tongue slid inside her and wagged left and right.

“Mm... that’s it,” Melissa moaned as she grinded her lower body up and down.

Her sensitive clit rubbed against the tip of his nose.  Dwayne continued to flick his tongue in different directions as his hands reached down and gripped her firm but round ass cheeks.  His glasses fogged up a bit as he pleased her as best as he could with his tongue.

Melissa spread her legs again and gently pushed his head back with her hands.  Dwayne thought he did something wrong as he leaned back and pushed his glasses back.  “Oh, sorry,” he apologized.

“What?  For what?”

“Oh, I thought, I mean, because you pushed my head back,” Dwayne responded.

She laughed and reached down between her legs to grab a hold of his fat cock, pulling it towards her soaking wet sex.  “No, I just want to feel this inside me,” she answered as she rubbed the tip of his cock against the lips of her sex, focusing primarily on her clit.

“Do you have a condom?”  Melissa asked.

“Huh?  Oh, yeah, hold on,” Dwayne replied as he looked around before pulling away and rushing back up to his bedroom.

He came thundering back down while ripping open the package of his condom, his long, hard cock flopping around wildly.  Melissa giggled as she watched him stare at the condom, turning it from one side to the other as he tried to figure out how to put it on.  She shook her head and sat up, taking it from his hands.

“You want to see something really impressive?”  She asked.

“Uh... yes ma’am.”

She opened her mouth and placed the ring of the condom against her lips.  After grabbing his shaft and pulling him towards her, she leaned forward, slowly enveloping his thick cock with her mouth again.  At the same time, she expertly managed to slide the condom down his shaft with her lips.

“Oh damn!”  Dwayne groaned loudly.

Melissa pulled back when she was done and wiped her lips.  “There we go,” she said proudly before leaning back again and spreading her legs wide.  “Now come on in,” she teased as she licked her fingers and rubbed her clit.

Dwayne nervously grabbed his throbbing hard cock and pressed it against the lips of her sex.  He was a bit unsure of what to do, he’d seen plenty of videos but he wasn’t entirely confident on how hard he should push.  Melissa gasped as the tip of his cock gently pressed against her crotch, parting open the lips of her sex but then it slipped upward.

She raised an eyebrow and reached down, grabbing a hold of his cock and helping to aim it and keep it steady.  He looked nervous as he tried to follow her lead.  “It’s okay, you’ve got this hon,” she said with a smile.  It was cute, how inexperienced he seemed as she helped to guide his cock into her soaking wet sex.

Dwayne groaned loudly as the bulbous tip of his fat cock slowly entered her.  He couldn’t believe how warm and soft it was.  It was so different than his hand.

“Ooh, that’s it,” Melissa gasped as she continued to help guide his cock in.

Her pussy wrapped tightly around his cock, squeezing and kneading it as it entered.  Dwayne closed his eyes and tilted his head back as slowly pushed his hips forward.  He couldn’t believe how tight she was.  His cock felt like it was being wrapped in velvet as he slid deeper and deeper into her.

“Oh fuck... Damn...”  He groaned softly.

Melissa slowly pulled her hands away as his shaft inched its way in.  She moaned loudly while clenching her toes tightly.  This is what she had been waiting so long for, a big black cock.  She reached up and placed her hands on his chest, gently flicking her fingers against his dark nipples. 

Dwayne trembled as he continued pushing his hips forward.  He had quite a bit to go as he took his time.  Melissa moved her hands towards his arms and then pulled his hands down to her breasts.  He opened his eyes and gulped as his hands wrapped around her soft supple breasts.  He squeezed tightly as he pushed the rest of his big black shaft deep into her soft velvety sex.

“Ungh...”  He grunted.

“Oh... wow, you’ve bottomed out,” Melissa gasped as she wrapped her legs around his waist.

He was definitely skinnier than Marcus, she thought as she squeezed her thighs tightly against his hips.  Dwayne winced a bit and groaned, his cock twitching inside her.  She loosened her grip slightly in response.

“Okay big boy, start thrusting those hips,” she ordered.

Dwayne took a deep breath to prepare himself as he began to pull his hips back.  He shuddered as he felt the tight grip of her pussy against his shaft.  His legs felt weak as he pulled his hips back, watching as her pussy lips stretched along with his shaft, holding onto it for dear life.

He could feel the suction as he pulled back, her pussy gripping onto his shaft and trying to pull it back.  Thick beads of sweat began to form along the sides of his forehead as he felt his cock throb wildly.  He took a couple of deep breaths, panicking a bit as he felt his balls quiver.  Melissa closed her eyes and squeezed her pussy tightly, feeling his cock throbbing faster and faster.

“Oh... OH... shit... wait... Wait..  AGH!”  Dwayne groaned as his thick hot seed blasted into his condom.

Melissa gasped and looked down between her legs.  Her blue eyes met Dwayne’s hazel brown ones and she thought he was blushing as he pulled back.  His cock throbbed up and down, the tip of his condom full of his gooey white seed.  He wiped his forehead and nervously glanced down between his legs.

“Oh... fuck... sorry, I was too excited,” he apologized.

His cock was still rock hard, bouncing up and down as Melissa stared down between her legs.  “You’re still hard though,” she replied.

“Uh... yeah...”

“Do you have another condom?”  Melissa asked.

“I have a box full,” Dwayne answered.

Melissa got up on her elbows and glared at him.  “Well, what are you waiting for?  Go get them!  Let’s use that hard cock of yours until it goes soft,” she responded.
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Dwayne nervously placed the tip of his covered cock against the lips of Melissa’s soft pink pussy again.  He slowly pushed his cock back in, closing his eyes as he felt her smooth, satin sex wrap around the tip again.  His heart raced as he pushed his hips forward, struggling a bit as her tight pussy squeezed his still hard shaft.

“Oh... that’s it,” Melissa gasped.

She had initially been disappointed when he had climaxed so soon, but the fact that he was still hard and trying made that disappear quickly.  It was something she was willing to forgive, considering he was a virgin.  He pushed his hips forward a bit faster this time, plunging deep into her in one swift stroke.

“Ungh!”  Dwayne groaned as he paused and took a couple of deep breaths again.

“Dwayne,” Melissa said as she placed her hands on the sides of his head.  “You’re thinking too much, don’t.  Just enjoy it, don’t worry about anything else,” she whispered.

He nodded as he pulled his hips back, groaning as he felt her pussy grip around and pull his shaft again.  This time, he managed to pull his cock out about halfway before he pushed his hips back forward again.  He was getting used to it, his shaft feeling slightly less sensitive as he began to rhythmically move his lower body back and forth.

“Oh... OH!  Yes!  Yes!  That’s it!”  Melissa moaned loudly as she spread her legs wide.

The sofa began to squeak as Dwayne thrust his hips faster and harder.  He squeezed her breasts tightly as he hammered away.  His low hanging balls loudly smacked against her ass, the lewd sounds echoing in the large living room.

“That’s it!  Go harder!  Harder!”  Melissa gasped as she reached up and placed her hands on his chest.

He obliged, sliding his lengthy cock back and forth.  Her pussy tightened around his shaft further as she closed her eyes and cried out loudly.  She began to tremble wildly below him and he slowed, coming to a stop as she writhed around.

“OH!  OH GOD!  AAAAAAAAHHH!”  She screamed, being overtaken by a powerful climax.

“Uh... whoa, ma’am, are you... are you okay?”  Dwayne asked.

Melissa squeezed her legs tighter around his hips.  “Don’t you dare stop this rodeo!”  She screamed as she pulled him towards her.

Dwayne’s long thick cock slid right back into her.  He was a bit more gentle this time, worried that he had hurt her.  Melissa looked up and lightly smacked him on the cheek.

“Hon, you better start moving those hips faster,” she growled.

He was taken aback but he nodded and began to thrust harder again, slamming with all his might.  Melissa gasped as her eyes rolled back and her back arched.  Her legs began to tremble as Dwayne leaned in closer and pounded back and forth.  The sofa actually rocked back a little with each thrust of his hips.

Melissa gasped as she moved her own lower body, trying to push up each time he hammered in.  She felt yet another powerful blast of warmth rush through her body as her pussy quivered and tightened around his thick black shaft.  “Yes!  OH FUCK!  YES!  DON’T STOP!  OH GOD!  I’M CUMMING AGAIN!”  She squealed as she shuddered.

Dwayne groaned and slowed his strokes as her pussy clamped around his cock, squeezing it like a powerful vice.  He held his breath and tried his hardest to think about something else but it felt too good.  His ass clenched, his balls quivered, and his long black shaft throbbed as he came along with her, shooting out more of his thick gooey seed.  Melissa trembled as she felt his load, barely being contained by the condom wrapping his chocolate package.

“UNGH!  OH FUCK!”  Dwayne grunted as he pushed his hips forward and shook.

Melissa squealed as she writhed beneath Dwayne, loving the way his cock felt inside her.  He groaned as he pulled back, his cock still rock hard as it filled his second condom.  Melissa took a couple of slow breaths in while she looked down between her legs.

“You’re still hard?  Perfect!”  She said with delight as she sat up.

“Uh, ma’am, can I at least clean up a little before I put on another rubber?”  Dwayne requested.

“Oh no, you just get over here,” Melissa replied as she reached out and grabbed his still hard cock.

She peeled the condom off and tossed it to the side before leaning in and wrapping her lips around his cock.  Dwayne’s eyes widened as he groaned, taken by surprise as she sucked on the sensitive tip of his big black dick.  Melissa did the best she could to clean his cock with her mouth and tongue, licking up every last sticky drop of his seed.

She got off the couch spun Dwayne around and shoved him onto it.  “I saw this in a video and I’m pretty sure Marcus is too big and bulky to do it, but I think you’re the perfect size,” she said as she grabbed a condom and ripped the wrapper open.  She placed it in her mouth and slowly lowered her lips around his cock once more, sliding the condom down his long throbbing shaft.

“Oh shit...”  Dwayne gasped.

He couldn’t believe how horny the raven haired housewife was.  This was his first time ever with a woman and she was completely draining him.  Melissa pushed Dwayne down and then pulled his legs before lifting them up in the air.

“Uh, what the...”  Dwayne was confused as his feet hit the air, his ass hanging off the edge of the sofa while Melissa got her feet up next to his legs.

It was a reverse missionary position, or better known as an Amazonian position, with his legs open and up and her mounting him.  She let go of one of his ankles while reaching down between her legs to grab a hold of his fat throbbing cock.  Once the tip slid into her, she grabbed onto both calves and began her descent.

“Oh wow, this is amazing,” she gasped.

She felt like she was in complete control as she began to ride him.  There was no way her husband would ever be able to handle her in this type of position, and Marcus’s body would’ve been too wide, but Dwayne was the perfect fit.  She lowered herself down to the base before she began to grind her lower body back and forth.

“Agh... ungh... damn... ma’am... wow...”  Dwayne groaned as her soft pussy squeezed tightly onto his cock.

Melissa held tightly onto the back of his legs as she began to bounce up and down.  Her lower body felt pumped, like she was doing squats, as she pounded her body against his.  Dwayne closed his eyes and reached up to push his glasses back as she rode him wildly.

“Mmmm... yeah... you like that?  UNGH!  Yes!”  Melissa squealed as she slammed her lower body up and down.

She was in complete control, speeding up and slowing down whenever she pleased.  It was an incredible experience, holding power over the young black man.  Another powerful blast of warmth made its way through her as she felt an intense pressure between her legs.

“AH!  AH!  YES!  UNGH!  FUCK!”  She gasped loudly before she bounced up, his cock sliding out of her and bouncing against her clit as she shook uncontrollably.

A powerful stream of her hot juices shot out, splashing all over an unsuspecting Dwayne as she continued to moan and shudder.  Dwayne rubbed his face and opened his eyes, stunned by the sight.  Melissa’s pussy was squirting out her juices all over his upper body and face.

“Holy shit!”  He exclaimed.

“Mm... fuck that was good,” Melissa gasped as she lowered her body back down.

She continued to ride him, slamming her body as hard as she could against his.  Dwayne could barely see, her juices covering his fogged up glasses.  Melissa couldn’t get enough as she bounced as fast as she could, sliding up and down the entire length of his cock each time.

“Ah!  AH!  Oh shit... ma’am... MA’AM... UNGH!”  Dwayne groaned as Melissa continued to fuck his big black cock.

The wet sounds of her pussy slapping against the base of his big black continued to echo through the empty living room.  Dwayne’s balls began to ache, as did his throbbing shaft.  He couldn’t believe how much energy she had.  He wondered how his brother had managed to satiate her lust.

“Almost... almost... yes... yesyesyesyes...”  Melissa whimpered as she lowered down and began grinding her body back and forth instead.

Dwayne felt a bit light headed as his balls quivered once more.  Melissa gasped and stopped moving as yet another climax overtook her.  As her pussy tightened around Dwayne’s aching shaft, he groaned and closed his eyes, his balls tightening up as he shot out another load.

“UNGH!”  He grunted, thick beads of sweat, mixed with her juices and rolling down his face.

“YES!  YES!  AAAAAH!”  Melissa gasped as her climax peaked just as she felt his cock throb wildly.

She unmounted him and sat on the sofa next to him.  His cock continued to throb and bounce gently as he shot out whatever was left in his balls.  He took a couple of deep breaths as his legs fell to the ground, exhausted.

“Oh wow, I can’t believe how many times you came,” Melissa commented as she reached down and rubbed his balls gently.

His cock continued to twitch as he shuddered.  “Oh ma’am... wow... that was amazing,” he whispered.

“Mmm...  I think we’re going to have to meet up again,” Melissa responded as she got up and grabbed her clothes.

“Oh yeah, wow, uh, I guess if my brother is fine with it,” he groaned weakly as he tried to adjust his body, getting higher up on the couch.

“You think you can keep going now?”  Melissa inquired as she glanced at his slowly deflating cock.

“Oh, no way ma’am, sorry, I... I mean, I don’t think there’s anything left and my legs feel like jelly,” Dwayne responded as he shook his head.

“Okay, fine, next time then.  And...  Let’s not tell Marcus.  Let’s keep this between us,” Melissa said as she pulled her tight leggings up.

Dwayne couldn’t believe how energetic she seemed.  “Ma’am, I have no idea how you’re so... uh, full of energy.”

“Well, I’ve had a lot of practice with your brother,” she responded with a wink while squeezing back into her sports bra.  “Thank you for the good time, I really needed it,” she continued as she leaned in and kissed him on the forehead.

He blushed, though it wasn’t really visible.  Melissa gave him another wink before she headed out.  She was cautious, poking her head out first to make sure no one was outside, before stepping out and jogging off.

Dwayne took a couple of deep breaths, trying to recover from the incredible experience.  He barely managed to get up on his feet and made his way to the kitchen.  Once there, he plopped himself back onto the stool and stared down at his leftover food.  His stomach growled and he grabbed his phone, he’d have to order some more after that workout.
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Karen glanced outside her window as she did the dishes.  Katlyn had left to hang out with Ryan for the weekend at River Forest Haven.  Her daughter wasn’t a huge fan of camping but it was something Ryan really wanted to do.  Her husband was taking a nap, snoring on the sofa with a beer sitting idly on the table next to him.

She sighed as she washed another plate, feeling bored.  The two had no plans for the day, or the weekend for that matter.  It was already well past three in the afternoon and in a couple of hours, Harold would probably ask about dinner.

Earlier, she had thought she had seen Melissa jog by towards her neighbor’s, and had tried texting but she never responded.  Karen nibbled on her lower lip, wondering if Melissa had visited Marcus.  She glanced over at her snoring husband and turned off the faucet.

Karen walked out to her balcony to try and catch a peek of her neighbors’ backyard.  She didn’t see Willis laying out and catching some sun, which she found a little strange.  In fact, it seemed oddly quiet.  She wondered if everything was okay as her crotch began to grow warm.

Her phone buzzed and she unlocked it to see Melissa finally respond.  Apparently she had been busy working out and missed her text.  Karen grew suspicious as she typed back, asking if it was a workout with Marcus again.

Three familiar dots danced around on the screen, letting her know that Melissa was responding.  Karen waited patiently as the dots bounced up and down.  “No, Marcus wasn’t around,” Karen whispered, reading Melissa’s response.

Karen’s eyes widened as she processed Melissa’s words.  “You better not be working out with Willis,” Karen whispered as she typed back the same.

There was a brief pause before the familiar dots showed up again, bouncing around and starting to annoy Karen.  “No, would never, you called dibs,” Karen read quietly.  “I just had a long workout, that’s all,” she finished, her eyes narrowing with suspicion.

Karen sighed and typed back, asking again if Melissa had jogged by earlier.  This time the pause was longer before the dots came back.  Melissa responded that she might’ve passed by as part of her warm up jog before her main workout. 

Karen nibbled on her lower lip before she put her phone down and glanced over at her husband.  The lips of her sex quivered as she thought about Willis.  She had a sinking suspicion that Melissa wasn’t being completely honest as she looked back at her phone.  After thinking it over for a bit, she walked over to Harold and lightly tapped him.  He continued to snore for a bit until she poked him harder.

“Uh.. um... what?”  Harold snorted as he woke up.

“I’m in the mood,” Karen said.

“Huh?  The mood?”

“Yeah, we have a whole weekend ahead of us, let’s make something of it,” Karen responded.

“Uh... okay, where do you want to go?”  Harold asked as he rubbed his eyes and sat up.

“Well...  It’s been a while since you saw me with Willis, maybe today we can go pay a visit,” she suggested.

Harold tilted his head and scowled briefly, “really?  Again?”  He sighed.  While he had agreed to allow her to have sex with their big black neighbor, as long as he was there with them, he still wasn’t fully happy with the situation.

“What?  I’ll give you a blowjob, and even join in if you can,” Karen suggested.

Harold’s ears perked up at her words.  He glanced down between his legs, hoping that his dick would respond and form a small tent, but sadly it didn’t.  For some strange reason, he couldn’t get hard no matter how excited he was... unless he saw his wife being plowed by a black man.

“Come on...  It’s been a while,” Karen requested.

Her husband gritted his teeth for a bit as he thought about it.  The thought of getting a blowjob excited him, yet he still couldn’t get hard.  The only way that was going to fully enjoy such an experience was to watch her and Willis go at it.

His penis twitched briefly at the thought, just barely getting hard before it softened.  He groaned as he got out of the couch and grabbed his beer, taking a long swig of it as he glanced at his wife.  She had her hands on her hips, meaning she definitely meant business.

“Are you sure Willis is even over there?  I mean, alone,” Harold questioned.

“I don’t know, it’s been oddly quiet over there for a weekend.  If his brothers and father are around, we can always invite him to our place,” Karen answered.

“Do...  Do you want to at least text him?”  Harold asked.

“He hasn’t responded to my texts since yesterday,” Karen said, feeling a brief moment of anger, not towards her husband, but towards Willis for ignoring her.

A part of her wondered if this was his way of teasing her, getting her hot and bothered by not responding.  Harold sighed again as he put his beer down and glanced down at his feet.  He continued to think it through for a bit, this was all still new to him.

“Well?  Come on Harold, I’ll make it worth your while,” Karen said as she got close and rubbed his belly.

He groaned as he looked at his beautiful blonde wife.  It was sometimes, if not often, impossible to say no to her.  He scratched the back of his head and then finally nodded.

“Okay, okay, I guess we can go,” he sighed.

“Perfect!  Why don’t we go upstairs and I can show you a couple of different outfits I can wear, see which one makes you happy,” Karen suggested.

“Oh... I do like that light blue one,” Harold responded.

They made their way upstairs and Harold sat on the edge of the bed, waiting patiently while his wife went into the closet.  He glanced down at crotch, staring, then glaring as he tried to will it to grow hard, but alas, it remained soft.  “Maybe I should just bite the bullet and get the blue pill,” he whispered.

Karen poked her head out the closet, “what was that?”

“Huh?  Oh... I was just saying, maybe I should just get Viagra,” he answered.

“Oh no, I don’t think so Harold.  From what I’ve read about it, it’s actually pretty hard on the heart.  And it looks like it’s more of a mental thing than physical, right?  Look how hard you get when you see me with Willis,” Karen responded.

“Yeah it gets me hard but damned if it don’t make me feel like less of a man,” Harold sighed.

Karen raised an eyebrow as she stared at her husband, silence filling the air.  “Oh hon, baby, that ain’t right.  I think it makes you more of a man,” she responded.

“What?  That makes no sense.”

“Honey, of course it does!  You’re a real man, who’s willing to let his wife be pleased by other men, but knows that she’ll be back,” Karen explained.

“I mean... I guess...”

“Right?  If you weren’t the man I wanted in my life, I wouldn’t be back.  These black men, they’re just toys, that’s all honey.  Like a big dildo,” Karen continued with a small smile.

Harold couldn’t help but chuckle, feeling a bit more secure by her words.  What she was saying was true, she was still by his side, and doing everything he had expected from a housewife.  She was even thoughtful enough to realize that taking the blue pill would harm him more than help.

“I... I mean...  Yeah, I guess that’s true,” he admitted as he glanced down.  “I just... I wish my dick would get hard like it used to, y’know?  It’s shameful...”

“You have nothing to be ashamed about,” Karen said as she took a couple of steps towards him.  “You’re a man’s man.  Ain’t nothing you can do about age though.  But, look at the silver lining honey, we found a way to get you nice and hard again,” she continued.

Harold nodded as he took a deep breath.  “I love you baby.”

“I love you too.  Now come on, let’s go visit our big ass dildo,” Karen said with a wink.
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Dwayne rubbed his eyes as he read through a couple of different items while trying to consolidate some slides.  He was researching other presentations that had been given to Cuban, trying to study what worked and what didn’t.  His initial draft of the presentation was definitely still a mess, and even if Cuban wasn’t the type to care too much, it still probably wasn’t a good look.  He sighed as he caught an error in one of the projections he had put.

“Oh, come on, I can do this,” he whispered to himself, trying to cheer his mood.

He took a long gulp of his energy drink, his second in the last couple of hours.  After Melissa had left, he had finished his food and gone straight to sleep, taking a long nap before getting back downstairs.  He had felt completely drained but he was definitely starting to feel a bit better, if not a bit unfocused.

“Maybe I should just send it to my brothers and get this over with,” he whispered to himself.

Another sip of his energy drink and he shook his head.  He felt too bad about ruining their little adventure to other parts of Texas, and it was not something he wanted to do as a leader, a founder, a CEO of his own startup.  If there was one major lesson he had learned from his father, it was that no matter how hard something seemed, you had to pull yourself up by the bootstraps and get it done.

He turned on some music and began reviewing his own work, making sure to recalculate any projections he had put in the deck.  The music seemed to help as he began to get into the groove, moving his shoulders a bit as he typed away.  As he started to really get into it, he thought he heard something and paused.

Dwayne glanced around as he heard the doorbell, followed by a couple of knocks on the door.  He glanced at the clock, it was about five in the afternoon.  His mind reeled for a moment, as he confusingly looked at his phone, wondering if he had ordered food while he was in a daze.  Another knock and he headed over towards the front door.

“I’m on my way,” he said as he opened the door and peered out.

To his surprise, it was his neighbors, Harold and Karen. Karen smiled at him while Harold awkwardly glanced around.

“Hey Dwayne, is your brother home?”  She asked.

“Uh no, sorry, he and the other guys are out visiting Houston, Dallas and some other cities.”

“Oh...”  Karen responded, looking a bit disappointed.

Harold sighed in a mixture of relief, and some sadness.  He began to turn but Karen reached back and grabbed him by the wrist, glancing at him and shaking her head.

“When you say other guys, do you mean both your brothers?”  Karen inquired.

“Uh, yeah, Marcus and Willis.”

“Hm...  Did Melissa stop by, by any chance?  I thought maybe I saw her, and she mentioned she went for a workout, which usually means she’s uh... training with Marcus,” Karen asked.

Harold’s ears perked up a bit at his wife’s words.  He couldn’t tell if she was implying something else.  He took a mental note to ask her about it later.

Dwayne glanced around nervously and wiped his forehead before clearing his throat.  “Uh, she um, she uh... So yeah, I mean, she came by to see if Marcus was around,” he stuttered.

Karen’s eyes narrowed as she easily realized he was lying.  She placed one hand on her hip, “now, here I was thinking you was honest but it seems you’re slicker than a boiled onion.”

“Huh?  What?”

“Why don’t you let us mosey on in real quick so we can talk inside.  I feel as welcome as a porcupine at a nudist colony talking outside like this,” she responded.

Dwayne scratched the back of his head and then fully opened the door, stepping to the side.  “Okay, sure thing ma’am,” he sighed.

He wasn’t sure what Karen and her husband wanted but it was eating up his valuable time.  With Melissa’s visit, he had already lost half the day unable to really crank out his presentation.  Karen and Harold wandered into the living room with Dwayne behind them.

“So, uh, Willis isn’t here, and I’m not sure if there’s something you needed help with.”

Karen turned, her eyes narrowing once more at his words.  “How did you know I was looking for Willis?”

“Huh?  Uh, isn’t that what you asked when you came by?  Asking if Willis was home?”  Dwayne stuttered.

“No, that’s not what I asked hon, I actually asked if your brother was home, but not which one,” Karen corrected.

Dwayne glanced around nervously and pushed his glasses back habitually.  “Oh, uh, is that what happened?  Sorry, I guess I just assumed,” he responded nervously.

“And what would make you assume I’d be here for Willis and not Marcus?”  Karen inquired, placing her hands on her hips as she eyed him suspiciously.

“I uh... I don’t know...”

“You were twenty, right?”  Karen asked.

“No ma’am, I’m eighteen, closer to eighteen and a half actually,” Dwayne answered.

“Damn boy, you are freaking smart and rich at that age?  Damn!”  Harold blurted.

Dwayne nervously scratched the back of his head again and nodded.  “Yes sir, just lucky I guess.”

Karen waved a finger and shook her head as she stared at Dwayne sternly.  “Oh no you don’t.  Don’t try to change the subject.  So you’re eighteen and a half huh?  A full grown man then,” she started as she glanced at her husband.  “So I’m guessing you talk with your brothers huh?  Tell each other secrets?”

“Huh?  Secrets?  I mean, like, we are pretty truthful,” Dwayne responded.

Harold glanced at a nearby trash bin and his jaw dropped.  “Wow, kid, you’ve been busy, holy shit,” he commented.

Both Dwayne and Karen turned to look at Harold.  “Honey, you’ve got to stop interrupting, keep your thoughts in your...”  She paused as she looked into the bin that Harold stared at.  There were several used condoms inside.

“I thought you said your brothers were out?” 

“Yeah, they are,” Dwayne answered, blushing, though it wasn’t obvious to the couple due to his dark skin.

Karen gasped, “that’s all you?!”

Harold and Karen looked around the room, then at one another.  “Boy must have been pent up being by himself,” Harold commented.

Karen got close to Dwayne and placed a hand on his shoulder.  “Oh no, your poor young man, were you that lonely?!  Is it because of the stress from being a boss?”

Dwayne opened his mouth to say something, but he didn’t want to give away the fact that Melissa had visited.  He had promised to keep it a secret.  “Uh, um, uh... Yeah, you know, uh... house to myself and all,” he responded with an awkward laugh.

Karen’s other hand gently rubbed his crotch, causing Dwayne’s eyes to widen.  He worriedly looked over at Harold, afraid that he might see her.  To his surprise, Harold could clearly see what was happening and didn’t see angered at all.

“How about I help relieve that stress for you instead?”  Karen continued as she slipped her hand into the waistband of his pants and down into his boxers.

“Uh, whoa, uh...”  Dwayne was flabbergasted as he felt her palm brush up against his shaft.

“Oh my... You’re quite hung for a young man,” Karen commented, surprised by what she felt.

“Uh, um, wait, your husband is right there,” Dwayne stuttered.

“Don’t worry about him, this is what gets him hard,” Karen whispered.  “Didn’t Willis tell you?”

Dwayne looked completely confused as he looked around nervously.  His big black manhood began to stir, throbbing gently as Karen continued to rub it.  He gulped as she grabbed the waistband of his pants and boxers, then pulled them all the way down to his ankles while she crouched down.

“Holy shit,” Harold gasped as he saw the young black man’s long, thick black cock.

“Wow, you’re thicker than I thought you’d be,” Karen said as she continued to rub his long black shaft.

“Ah shit, not again,” Dwayne whispered as he tilted his head back and groaned.
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Karen used both her hands to stroke Dwayne’s long hard shaft.  He groaned loudly and kept his eyes closed as he felt her soft palms rub against his still sensitive rod.  It had been a couple of hours since Melissa had visited and left, and he was still a bit tired.  His shaft initially struggled to grow hard, but with enough stroking, it turned rock hard once more.

“Oh wow, look how big he gets honey!”  Karen said excitedly.

“Damn son, how big are you?  You look bigger than your brother!”  Harold quipped, sounding even more excited than his wife.

“Ungh... uh, I don’t know sir, I’ve never measured it,” Dwayne groaned back as he enjoyed Karen’s hands stroking his member.

She leaned in close and raised his cock upward, pushing it towards his bellybutton.  Dwayne moaned as he felt her warm breath brush by the base of his cock and his balls.  Karen marveled at his length while gently running the underside of his shaft.

"Look honey it goes a little past his belly button," she commented as she looked back at her husband.

"Damn," he whispered back, his much smaller penis starting to get hard at the thought of his wife taking Dwayne's big black member.

Karen rolled the top of her tongue along the tip of his cock, making Dwayne shudder.  She teased his member, flicking her tongue gently along the underside of his shaft.  She took her time, working her way down towards the base.

Harold grabbed a nearby chair and sat, unzipping his pants and pulling out his hardened little penis.  Karen paused and glanced at her husband.

"Be careful honey, don't stroke too fast, you have to pace yourself," she warmed.

"I know, I know," her husband replied.

Karen smirked before she wasn't wrapped her lips around the tip of her young black stallion's thick black member.  She sucked on it gently before moving her head forward, sliding more of his cock into her mouth.  Dwayne groaned and placed his hands on the back of her head, running his fingers through her soft blonde hair.

"Oh Lord," Harold grunted as he slowly stroked his own manhood with two fingers.

Karen gagged as she got her face closer to Dwayne's crotch.  She struggled trying to get more into her mouth.  Her tongue slid out and she wiggled it while trying to suck on the thick black stick.

"Damn, that feels so good ma'am," Dwayne moaned.

Her hands stroked the remainder of his shaft, her saliva acting as a lubricant.  She used her left hand to stroke his member while her right hand gently cupped and massaged his massive balls.  Dwayne couldn't help but gently thrust his hips.

When he pushed forward, Karen gagged louder as she choked on his fat cock.

She tried as hard as she could but she couldn't even get a quarter of his long shaft between her lips.  Her eyes began to water as her lungs burned, screaming for fresh oxygen.  She finally pulled back, spit rolling down the sides of her lips as she took a couple of deep breaths.  Her heart raced as she started at the throbbing member, a little red ring around his shaft from her lipstick.

"Lord that's big," she gasped as she stood up and pulled him along while walking towards a nearby bar stool.

Harold groaned as he stood up, clumsily pulling his feet out of his briefs and pants.  He walked closer while watching his wife get on the bar stool and spread her legs.  The backrest of the barstool pressed against the large waterfall kitchen island, giving it stability as Karen carefully leaned back.

"Now, grab yourself a rubber and slip it right in," Karen ordered.

Dwayne nodded as he rushed back to the living room to get a condom.  He looked in the box, there were only two left.  After grabbing one, he opened it and slid it on.

"Is this your first time with a woman?" Karen asked.

"Uh..." Dwayne paused before carefully choosing his words, "I was this morning."

"Oh... Did you hear that honey?  I'm going to pop his cherry," she laughed, misinterpreting Dwayne's words.

The young black stud was not going to correct her, fearing that he might let it slip that Melissa had visited earlier.  He placed the tip of his cock against her soft pink pussy lips and held onto his shaft tightly.  As he tried to push his hips forward, the top of his cock slowly worked its way between the tight lips of her sex.  Karen moaned as she felt the tip enter, but just as quickly, it slipped upward and out.

"Oh here, let me help," she said as she reached between her legs and grabbed his shaft.

The lubricated condom was slick as she held tightly onto it and aimed the tip of his cock downward while pulling it towards her.  Dwayne gasped as he placed his hands on the edge of the kitchen island and moved his hips forward.  Both of them moaned loudly as his cock slid in, slowly sinking in deeper with Karen's help.

"Oh yes!" She gasped as she slowly loosened her grip.

Dwayne closed his eyes and thrust his hips forward, jamming as much of his long, thick shaft into her.  She felt incredible, possibly even tighter than Melissa.  He took slow deep breaths, trying not to get too excited as the soft velvety folds of her sex wrapped around his shaft.

"She's tight ain't she boy?" Harold commented as he continued to stroke his own little shaft.

"Ungh!  Yes sir!  Wow!" Dwayne groaned in response as he paused.

A little over half his shaft was inside her and he wasn't sure he could push any further due to her tightness.  He gripped tightly onto the edge of the island and pulled back, watching as her pussy lips gripped onto his shaft.  Sweat began to form on his forehead as he pulled back further, pausing when only the tip remained.  He thrust forward again sliding his shaft deep inside her again.

"OH MY LORD!" Karen squealed as she clenched her toes.

Powerful waves of pleasure crashed through her as she rocked atop the bar stool.  It squeaked as it rocked a bit with Dwayne’s weight pressing down.  He began to move his hips slowly, sliding his long hard cock back and forth, inching his way deeper with each stroke.

“Yes... YES!  OH FUCK!  THAT’S IT!  YES!”  Karen screamed as she reached up with one hand to squeeze her breast and pinch her hard red nipple.

Dwayne took fast quick breaths as he began to thrust a bit faster, slamming his body harder against her as the entire length of his long shaft began to glide in and out of her tight little cunt.  He reached down to grab her free breast, squeezing it tightly as he felt his legs grow weak.  She was so incredibly as he thrust away.

“OH MY GOD!  YES!  YES!  RIGHT THERE!  RIGHT THERE! RIGHTTHERERIGHTTHERERIGHTTHERE!”  Karen squealed as she tilted her head back and clenched her toes tightly.

Her legs trembled wildly as she felt an intense heat rush through her entire body, lighting her up as she climaxed.  Dwayne could barely move as her pussy clamped tightly shut, squeezing his shaft with all its might.  He squeezed her breasts and tilted his own head back as his balls tightened.

“Oh!  Damn!  Oh ma’am!”  He groaned as his shaft began to throb wildly.

Karen gasped as she felt his cock unload, powerful blasts of his seed filling the condom he was wearing.  Dwayne wiped his forehead and continued to move his hips back and forth, his cock somehow still rock hard.  Karen was unsurprised, Willis was the same, even after he had climaxed, he was able to remain hard.

“Oh whew, sorry ma’am,” Dwayne apologized as he pulled back, his still erect cock slipping out of her tight little hole.

“What are you sorry for?  You’re still hard, let’s keep this going,” Karen responded as she slid off the bar stool and made her way towards the living room.

“Whoa there boy, switch that condom out if you’re going to keep fucking her,” Harold warned.

He was worried that the condom would break if it was already full.  Dwayne nodded and pulled it off while heading to the living room towards Karen.  His long hard cock glistened as he grabbed another rubber and opened the package. 

“Mmm... hold on, come here real quick,” Karen ordered.

Dwayne glanced nervously at Harold before walking towards her.  She was sitting on a long ottoman in the center of the living room.  Once he got close, she leaned in and licked his shaft, working her tongue up and down his creamy cock.

“Oh fuck...”  Dwayne groaned as he felt her warm tongue roll along the underside of his super sensitive shaft.

“That tastes so good, I guess that’s what a virgin’s load tastes like huh?”  Karen commented as she winked at the young black man.

She grinned and then lay back on the ottoman, spreading her legs wide for him and rubbing her clit.  Dwayne cleared his throat and pulled the condom on, his fingers shaking nervously as he stared down at Karen’s pretty pink pussy.  While he was exhausted, he couldn’t get enough.  The base of his cock ached a bit, as did his big black balls, but he disregarded it and pulled his last remaining condom on.

“Oh wait, hold on...  Honey!  Do you want to get a real close look?”  Karen asked.

Harold raised one eyebrow as he paused stroking his member.  “Uh, how close are we talking about?”

“Real up close and personal,” Karen answered.

Her husband seemed extremely nervous as he thought about it.  He wasn’t sure what she meant and a part of him was concerned.  As he pondered, Karen rolled her eyes and sighed.  “Hon, if you don’t want to try something new, then just say it.  You can keep watching from afar then,” she said, sounding a bit disappointed.

“Huh?  What?  I never said no now, come on.  What do you want me to do?”  Harold asked.

“Lay down on this ottoman,” Karen said as she got up and tapped on the ottoman she had been sitting on.

He raised an eyebrow suspiciously before making his way to the center of the living room.  He hesitated for a moment before getting on the ottoman and laying down on it.  To his surprise, Karen got atop him, straddling his face and positioning her face over his little hard penis.  Harold gulped and licked his lips as he stared up at the lips of his wife’s soaking wet sex.
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Dwayne tilted his head as he stared down at the married couple.  He figured he was done and began to walk away, disappointed that he had opened up his last condom.  Karen looked back and shook her head.

“Hey!  Where do you think you’re going?”  Karen questioned.

“Uh...  I thought you two were uh... doing your own thing,” Dwayne answered nervously.

“Oh, no, no, no, you ain’t here to think, you’re here to fuck!”  Karen responded as she shook her ass.

Her husband stuck out his tongue and licked the lips of her sex, causing his wife to smack him on the leg.  “Ow!”

“Not yet sweetie, you need to be patient,” Karen informed.

Harold sighed, feeling confused as Karen turned her attention back towards Dwayne.  “Now come on, get over here and put that big black rod back in,” she ordered.

“Wait, what?!”  Harold responded, stunned.

Dwayne made his way over and gripped his shaft.  He stared down at her ass and gulped as he debated on continuing.  Karen pushed her ass up and back, rubbing it against the tip of his thick black cock.

“Come on, slide it in!”  She exclaimed as she began to stroke her husband’s smaller penis.

Harold groaned and closed his eyes as he felt his wife’s fingers stroke his shaft.  Dwayne nervously took a couple of deep breaths before he stepped forward, slowly pushing the thick bulbous tip of his cock back into the hot blonde wife’s tight pink pussy.  It felt strange, knowing that Karen’s husband was so close, but at the same time, it felt pretty hot, knowing that he was taking the man’s wife.

He groaned as she pushed his hips forward, gliding his cock in deeper.  Her tightness was incredible, her soft velvety pussy squeezing his throbbing shaft.  It was even weirder as he could feel Harold’s breath from below.

“Oh wow, this is crazy,” Dwayne groaned.

Harold took a deep breath before opening his eyes, his curiosity had gotten the better of him.  He thought he’d regret it, but his cock actually flinched at the sight.  Right above him was Dwayne’s thick black shaft, sliding into his wife’s tight pink pussy.  His mouth actually salivated a bit at the sight.

“Holy shit,” he whispered.

He couldn’t look away, his eyes locked in as Dwayne pushed his hips forward.  Harold’s jaw dropped, amazed at the view he had.  Karen smirked as she felt her husband’s cock throb faster, he was absolutely enjoying it.  She spit on the tip of his penis and then rubbed it down with two fingers.

“Oh baby,” Harold groaned as he felt his wife’s fingers.

Dwayne began to grow more excited as he began to thrust his hips back and forth.  Her tight little pussy had loosened up a bit, allowing him to slide the entire length of his member in and out.  She was still extremely tight, squeezing his shaft each time he pushed forward.  His balls swung back and forth, mere inches away from Harold’s forehead.

As Dwayne began to hammer away, Karen leaned in and slowly enveloped her husband’s penis with her mouth.  He was much smaller than Dwayne and she could easily fit his entire manhood in her mouth without it hitting the entrance to her throat.  Brian groaned and moved his hips excitedly as she gently sucked.

He began to salivate a bit and he stuck his tongue out, licking at his wife’s clit.  Harold had to be extra careful not to move his tongue too much in fear that he might accidentally lick something else.  Dwayne’s thick throbbing rod continued to slide in and out of his wife’s tight little cunt, mere inches away from him.

Karen continued to gently suck on her husband’s throbbing little rod.  She reached up and gently massaged his balls at the same time.  Her husband immediately groaned as he continued to move his hips excitedly.  His tongue continued to flick against her sensitive clit.  She loved it, feeling her husband’s tongue while also being jam packed with a thick black cock.

She moaned loudly as she felt a familiar warmth spread through her like wildfire.  At the same time, Dwayne began to thrust his hips faster, feeling her sex tighten around his thick black shaft.  He began to move his hips faster and faster, his balls striking and smacking loudly against the lips of Karen’s sex.  Harold groaned as he tilted his head back a bit, the sounds of his wife’s pussy being smacked only adding to the intense pleasure rushing through him.

“Yes!  Yes!  Oh fuck!  Don’t you fucking stop!”  Karen moaned loudly before she went back to sucking on her husband’s dick.

Harold groaned as his wife sucked harder on his sensitive penis.  Within seconds, his balls tightened and his backdoor puckered up as he flinched and arched his back.  Karen’s eyes widened as she felt his small load fire into her mouth.  She had hoped that he would last a little longer.

Karen swallowed what little came out of her husband and continued to suck on his ultra sensitive penis as it began to deflate.  Harold gasped and groaned, his body tingling as he felt his wife’s mouth.  Right before his eyes was Dwayne’s thick throbbing shaft slamming furiously in and out of his wife’s tight little cunt.  He could even see the lips of her pussy quivering as her legs began to tremble.

“Ungh!  UNGH!”  Dwayne groaned as he felt her tighten even further, to the point where he had to slow down and pull his cock out.

Seconds later, Karen’s pussy vibrated and a stream of her juices squirted out, splashing Harold in the face.  Her husband’s jaw dropped as he stayed silent.  He was in complete shock at what had just happened, in fact, he wasn’t entirely sure exactly what had happened.

“Oh shit,” Dwayne gasped as he took a couple of steps back.

Karen pulled her head back and gasped as her legs continued to shake uncontrollably.  “Oh.... yes...  Oh my...”  She gasped as more of her juices dribbled down her legs.

Harold silently wiped his face with one hand as Karen managed to unmount his face and kneel on the ground, her upper body being supported by the ottoman.  She kissed her husband on the lips and smiled.  He immediately beamed and looked into his wife’s beautiful blue eyes.

“Are...  Are you okay?  Did...  did you just uh...”  Harold was at a loss for words.

“Oh don’t worry hon, that’s just me cumming real hard,” she replied.

“And it’s not...  Well, y’know...?”  Harold inquired, hoping that his wife would get the gist of his question.

“Oh sweet Heavens no hon!  It’s not what you think it is, it’s...  well, I wasn’t even sure what it was, but I looked it up online, I guess women can squirt when they’re having a good time,” Karen laughed.

“Wow, I...  I had no idea,” Harold started as he groaned and sat up.  He looked over at Dwayne who was still rocking a powerful erect cock and shook his head a bit.  “Good Lord, can’t believe you’re still going,” he commented.

“Why don’t you keep resting right there.  Dwayne, you get over here and put that right back in me,” Karen said as she barely managed to get on her feet before plopping down on a nearby couch and spreading her legs.

Dwayne gulped, nodded and positioned himself between her legs.  He slid his cock right back into her and began to thrust away once more.  Unlike before, he didn’t take it slow first, he immediately hammered away, slamming with all his might.  Karen clenched her toes and squealed as her legs rested on Dwayne’s shoulders. 

“OH!  OH!  THAT’S IT!  OH YES!”  She screamed.

Dwayne grunted and groaned as his cock slid in and out of her soft, wet, velvety pussy.  He gritted his teeth as he felt his balls tingling.  His eyes fluttered as his body tensed up, his balls tightened, and his shaft throbbed.  At the same time, Karen gasped and shuddered, another climax overtaking her as she felt his seed shooting out from his cock, barely being contained by the condom.  Dwayne trembled for a bit before he pulled out and took a couple of deep breaths, his still hard cock gently bobbing up and down.

Karen tilted her head back and rested for a second before looking down between her legs.  “You’re still hard?!  Well, put on a new one and get back to it!”  She chuckled.

“Are you serious?!”  Dwayne questioned, feeling exhausted.

His body ached like never before.  He had played sports all through high school, from football, to baseball, to even soccer just to try it out.  All in the midst of studying and formulating plans for his company that he launched after he had dropped out from college a couple months in.  Never in his life had he actually felt exhausted, but now, he was hitting the wall.

Yet, his lower body definitely didn’t show it.  His big black cock continued to throb and pump itself up, keeping him rock hard as he stared at the short blonde woman with her legs wide open.  He wiped his forehead with the back of his hand and then adjusted his glasses before letting out a small breath.  After that, he took a deep breath in, as if the air would re-energize his aching body.
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Karen wiggled her toes as she seductively stared at Dwayne.  “Of course!  We’re going to make sure you have one hell of an experience breaking that cherry of yours!”  Karen said with a huge grin.

“Well uh,” Dwayne’s eyes darted from side to side.  He didn’t have the heart to tell her that she had misunderstood what he said.  Instead, he decided to tell a different truth, “I’m all out of rubbers,” he admitted.

Karen pouted for a moment before she looked over at her husband.  “You have at least one, right?”

“Huh?”  Harold responded, surprised.  “A condom?  Lord, I mean, I might, but it’s probably expired,” he continued as he pulled out his wallet.

“Oh please, they don’t expire,” Karen responded as she tapped her fingers on the couch impatiently.

Harold dug around and pulled out an obviously old condom, the wrapper was scrunched up and filled with wrinkles.  He hesitated for a moment as he looked at it.  “I have this one, but I don’t know,” he said as he handed it to Dwayne.

“Is it open?”  Karen asked.

“No ma’am,” Dwayne answered.

“Then use it,” she responded, her words sharp like a knife.

Both Dwayne and Harold shuddered momentarily.  Dwayne quickly opened up the wrapper and then pulled the condom over his thick, throbbing member.  He groaned a bit as he tried to squeeze into the tight little piece of rubber.  It felt different than the ones he used, it felt much smaller and tighter.

“Oh, wow, ow,” he grunted as he carefully pulled the ring down, though it wasn’t able to roll completely down to the base of his member.

“Are you okay?”  Karen asked.

“Yes ma’am, it’s just, this thing feels really small,” Dwayne replied.  He paused for a moment and glanced back at Harold.  “No offense sir, it’s just, it’s different,” he apologized.

“None taken boy!  I mean, Lord, what do you use, them magnum extra larges?  I’m surprised you were even able to fit into that old one,” Harold replied with a small chuckle, his cheeks slightly pink with embarrassment.

“Hm, you know what, why don’t you lay on that ottoman?  Let me ride you like I’m at the rodeo,” Karen said as she got up off the couch.

Dwayne nodded and did as told, his legs hanging off the edge.  Karen mounted him and reached between her legs, grabbing tightly onto his cock before lowering herself down.  Dwayne groaned and closed his eyes as he felt her soft wet pussy envelope his cock again.  This time, it felt a bit different due to the added tightness of the condom Harold had given him.

“Oh fuck... damn...” he whispered as he reached up and adjusted his glasses.

Karen firmly planted her feet down on the ground as she placed her hands on Dwayne’s chest.  She lowered herself slowly, pausing once she reached the base of his big fat cock.  After waiting for a bit, she slowly rocked her lower body back and forth, grinding her crotch against his while his big black cock was planted deep inside her.  Dwayne moaned and Karen grabbed his hands, pulling them up to her breasts before she put her hands back on his chest and grinded away.

“Mm... oh, that’s so good,” Karen gasped.

Dwayne squeezed her breasts tightly as she began to raise herself up, her pussy gripping onto his shaft every inch of the way.  As soon as she reached the tip, she dropped right back down, slamming her ass down and smacking against his balls.  She moaned loudly as she began to bounce up and down, loving the fact that she was now in control.

The ottoman even let out a small squeak and groan as she bounced atop him.  Her legs began to burn a bit from the effort and she slowed a bit.  She lowered herself down to the base again before lifting one leg up and back, placing her shin on his thigh.  She did the same with her other leg and wiggled her toes before bouncing up and down again.

“Ungh... UNGH... Oh... UNGH!”  Dwayne grunted with his eyes closed, his glasses fogged up.

“Yes!  YES!  Right there!  RIGHT THERE!  OH GOD YES!”  Karen screamed as her body trembled uncontrollably, an incredible heat rushing through her again as she climaxed.

Her pussy clamped tightly around Dwayne’s thick black cock as she continued to bounce up and down.  Dwayne groaned loudly as his cock throbbed.  For a second, he thought he felt a pop of some sort between his legs but thought nothing of it.  As she began to bounce even faster, he held tightly onto her breasts and took a couple of quick shallow breaths.  It was strange, his cock felt more sensitive than ever, and her pussy felt even softer, like silk wrapped around his throbbing shaft.

Karen’s climax peaked as she tilted her head back and let out another loud moan.  Dwayne’s cock felt even hotter inside her as she continued to bounce up and down excitedly.  She clenched her toes tightly as she slammed down over and over again, the large living room echoing the sounds of her wet pussy hammering against the base of his cock.  It sounded so lewd, only enhancing the pleasure she was feeling.

Harold groaned and rubbed his flaccid member, hoping he could get hard again as he watched.  He stood up and took a couple of steps closer, wanting to get a closer look of his wife from behind.  His eyes were glued to her ass as it shook each time she bounced.  As he stared, something felt a little off, but he couldn’t quite figure out what.

Dwayne groaned as he thrust his hips to match Karen’s movements.  His entire body tingled with delight as felt his tired, sensitive balls tremble again.  Karen’s tight little cunt felt so good around his throbbing shaft as she bounced up and down.

“YES!  YES!  OH GOD YES!”  Karen squealed.

“Ungh... UNGH... OH SHIT...”  Dwayne gasped as he squeezed her breasts harder.

“Not yet!  NOT YET!  WAIT... WAIT...”  Karen moaned as she bounced faster and faster, her hands pressing down hard on his chest.

Harold kept stroking his flaccid penis as he watched, unable to look away.  As his wife slid higher up than before, he finally realized what had seemed off.  His eyes widened at the sight and he took a couple of steps closer.

“Oh no...”  He whispered.

“YES!  YES!  OH FUCK YES!”  Karen screamed at the top of her lungs as she had another climax, her pussy clamping like a vice around Dwayne’s overly sensitive shaft.  She collapsed forward and moaned loudly.  “Okay, go on,” she whispered.

“Wait!  No!  Hold on!”  Harold yelled.

Dwayne closed his eyes and slammed his hips upward, sliding his thick black cock deep into her as his balls tightened, his ass clenched, and the rest of his body tensed up.  His shaft throbbed wildly as he shot another load, his seed blasting out of his sensitive cock like a firehose.  This time it felt different, it was hard to explain, but it felt as though his cock had been freed.

“OH MY!”  Karen gasped as she felt his thick, gooey seed as it filled her, shooting deep inside her soaking wet cunt.

She thought that it was her own juices for a bit as her pussy squeezed and milked Dwayne’s throbbing member.  Harold gasped, his mouth agape as he stood stunned.  He could see Dwayne’s shaft literally spasm as it shot its load into his wife’s tight pink pussy.  Even Dwayne’s balls visibly moved.

Dwayne groaned before thrusting his hips a few times involuntarily, as if by instinct, before pulling his cock out and tapping it against Karen’s ass.  Karen felt something dribble out from between her legs and gasped as she got to her feet.  Her knees trembled as she looked down.

“The condom broke,” Harold whispered, his voice shaking wildly.

“Oh shit,” Dwayne groaned as he looked between his legs, noticing that there was nothing covering his glistening shaft, only the remnants of the condom wrapped around the base of his cock.

Karen stared down between her legs and clenched her pussy tight, feeling Dwayne’s seed drip out from between her legs.  Her heart fluttered as she felt his seed cling to her inner thighs and slowly slide down.  She had one hell of a climax from feeling him raw, without a piece of rubber acting as a barrier...  It had felt so good, she thought as she glanced over at her husband.

“It’s okay Harold.  I’m no longer that young spring chicken that needs to worry,” she said with a smile.  “Come on, let’s get home so I can get washed up,” she continued.

“I’m really sorry ma’am,” Dwayne apologized as he got up.

“Oh don’t be, it’s not your fault sweetie.  I hope you had a good time,” Karen replied with a wink.

“Sure did ma’am, that was amazing!”  Dwayne responded all giddy.

Karen laughed as she grabbed her clothes.  Dwayne looked around before he rushed down the hall and back, carrying a small towel.  “Oh man, where are my manners, here you go ma’am, to at least, well, um, clean down there,” he said as he handed her the towel.

“Oh, how thoughtful, thank you,” Karen said as she took it and gently wiped between her legs.

The towel was incredibly soft but she still winced as it rubbed against the extremely sensitive lips of her throbbing sex.  She carefully wiped a couple of times before handing the towel back.  Harold remained silent, his face bright red as he pulled his underwear and pants up.  Once his wife got her clothes on, they made their way out, leaving Dwayne to himself.

He glanced at the clock and sighed, it was much later than he thought.  After loading up an app on his phone, he ordered dinner and then went to the bathroom to take a shower.  He was completely exhausted, there was no way he was going back to his presentation deck.  Once dinner arrived, he was going to eat it and then sleep, hoping to start off with an early morning.
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Sharon sighed as she plopped down her heavy bag and glanced at her watch.  She couldn’t believe she had spent the last couple of hours trying to close a deal, only to have the buyer get cold feet.  It had been a Chinese couple who had recently moved from California, an easy deal, she had thought, but it had been harder than she thought.

She made a mental note to ask Sophia if she had any tips, she was Chinese, or at least, that’s what Sharon thought.  Her husband was scratching his balding head while watching mixed martial arts.  He farted loudly before belching and drinking his beer.

“Come on!  You can get him!  Don’t let him take you to the ground!”  He roared as he watched.

Sharon sighed again as she stared at her husband.  That’s all he seemed to do, watch sports, bet, and then just disappear at times.  It was repetitive and starting to get on her nerves.

“Brian!  Did you take out the trash today?”  Sharon asked, trying to hold her anger in as best as she could.

“Huh?  What?  Hold on, let me finish watching this round!”  Brian barked back.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” she whispered as she walked into the kitchen and saw the full trash bin still sitting at the edge of the island.  “It’s too late!  The garage truck shows up in the morning.  Now we have to wait another week!”  She exclaimed angrily.

“What?  Ah damn it!  I missed it!  Did he tap?!  Did he tap?!”  Brian yelled to no one in particular.

Sharon rolled her eyes and sighed.  It was the one thing, the ONE thing she had asked him to do in the morning and he didn’t.  She gritted her teeth as she crossed her arms and stared at the full trash bin.  “Un-fucking-believable,” she growled under her breath.

She walked past the kitchen sink and paused, staring down at the dirty dishes from the night previous still there.  “TURNER!”  She yelled.  There was a loud thump upstairs, most likely her son either falling out of bed or tripping on his way out.  Soon after, she heard thumping as he rushed down the stairs, nearly falling as he ran into the kitchen.

“Yes mom?”

She smacked him on the back of the head and pointed at the sink.  “Why aren’t these done?!  I asked you to do the dishes last night!”

“Uh... I was going to, right after I finished building my part of the town in Minecraft,” Turner responded as he rubbed the back of his head.

Brian came sauntering in, burping and scratching his ass as he made his way to the refrigerator.  “You talking about your fantasy land thing again?  Jesus!”  He sighed as he opened the refrigerator door and grabbed a beer.  “Come here, let me show you what real men do for a living.”

“Uh...  I have to do the dishes,” Turner replied meekly.

“The what?  That’s for women,” Brian said.

“Excuse me?!”  Sharon barked, her face almost as red as her fiery hair.

Brian flinched momentarily before he patted Turner on the back and nodded his head towards the living room.  “Go on, I’ve got this,” he mouthed as he waved his son off.  Turner nervously glanced at his mother, then at his father before making his way to the living room.  Brian turned to face his wife, placing his hands on his hips as he looked at her.

“Hey come on now, a ghra mo chroi,” he started.

Sharon raised an eyebrow as she heard his words.  “Agra what?  Are you even speaking English?”

“It’s Irish, for love of my heart,” he explained with a grin.  “Come on now, look at our boy, he should be a man but he acts like a child.  You don’t want him to act like a woman too, right?  Let me teach him a thing or two,” he continued.

Sharon sighed and rolled her eyes again, “teach him a thing or two?  Brian, you had eighteen years to teach him!  What are you possibly going to do now, other than stop him from doing his chores?  Act like a woman?  Really?  That’s what washing dishes amounts to?  You know when he’s in college, he’ll have to do all this shit, right?”

Brian raised his hands and nodded.  “I know, I know, the basic chores.  But look, if I can teach him to be a man, he can find a nice girl to do it for him,” he snorted.

“Lord in Heaven...  Do you hear your own words?  Do you really think he’s going to be able to find a nice girl that’ll do his chores?!”  Sharon responded.

“A man can hope!”  Brian barked back.

“I can hear you guys!”  Turner yelled from the living room.

“Shut up!”  Both Brian and Sharon yelled back.

“Fine, you want him to man up, then go for it.  But those dishes had better be clean by the end of the day, and this trash emptied.  Leave it on the side of the house or in the backyard, but I don’t want this stinking up the kitchen any longer,” Sharon said as she scowled at her husband.

“Fine, fine, don’t you worry about it.  Are you going to fetch us some lunch?”  Brian asked.

“Fetch you some lunch?  What am I, a dog?!”

Brian contemplated making a joke but decided, for once, that it was a bad idea.  He swallowed his pride and shook his head.  “No, no, of course not, it’s just a saying.  You know how the Irish talk.”

“You really are on this Irish kick lately, aren’t you?”  Sharon sighed.

“Well, I was thinking about going to the homeland during the summer, before he starts college.  You know, show him where his ancestors came from,” Brian replied.

“Really?  Where his ancestors came from?”

“Yes!  You know, my father wanted to take me, and his father before him, but we never had the finances,” Brian started.

“Ugh...”  Sharon groaned and crossed her arms.  She’d heard this story so many times now.  It never made any sense, it wasn’t as if plane tickets to Ireland were stupidly expensive. 

“But now, I have a chance to break that chain.  I make good money, and obviously, so do you, and I figure I could blow some money to visit Dublin with my son.  A father, son trip.  Maybe a tradition we can start for the O’Connor family,” he continued, ignoring her response.

She bit on her lower lip, processing his words.  “A father, son trip huh?”  Sharon repeated.  “How long are we talking about here?”

“I don’t know, a week?”

“A week?”  Sharon responded as she shook her head.  “That’s barely enough time to get over the jetlag.  No, you should be there at least two...  No, hell, three weeks,” she suggested.

Brian cocked his head to the side and crossed his arms as his eyes narrowed.  “You really want us out of the house eh?”

Sharon laughed, “is it that obvious?  I mean, sure, it’d be nice to have the home to myself for a while, I can do some summer cleaning.  But you know what?  All kidding aside, summer is such a crazy time for me, the sales really pick up.  Giving me three weeks to not worry about getting or making breakfast, lunch and dinner for three, yes please.”

“Well damn, I thought you might’ve been against the idea but if you’re okay with it, I’m going to book the trip,” Brian said excitedly.

Sharon raised a finger and wagged it, “not until you do what I asked.  Dishes cleaned, trash out,” she responded.

“Fine, fine, I got it,” he said.  “By the end of the day, right?  So I still have time.  Let me finish watching this pay per view with my son,” he continued as he turned and made his way out.

Sharon closed her eyes and took a deep breath.  There was no chance in hell he was actually going to do the chores, but she figured she’d at least give him an opportunity to do so.  The lips of her sex quivered momentarily as she thought about three weeks of unfettered access to her two black lovers...  It was like a fantasy come true.

She glanced at her phone, it was past lunch time, she could always order food for her husband and son.  With the crazy schedule she had in the morning, she had a late lunch and was definitely not in the mood to eat.  That would mean she had time to pay a visit to visit Jamal and Darius.

Sharon quickly made her way out to the living room and blocked the television to get her husband’s attention.

“Hey!”  Brian barked angrily.

“Have Turner order lunch online okay?  I just got a call letting me know about another potential sales opportunity so I need to go.”

“Okay, okay, whatever, get out of the way,” Brain responded, barely registering her words.

Sharon shook her head and stepped to the side before snapping her fingers.  It immediately grabbed Turner’s attention, who seemed disinterested in what was happening on the television anyway.  “You heard me right?  Order lunch, whatever y’all want,” she said.

Turner nodded and quietly pulled out his phone.  He tapped away, looking for a good place to eat.  “Do you want me to order something for you?”  He asked.

“You didn’t hear everything I said, did you?  I need to head out now, so unless that order can show up in a couple seconds, no,” Sharon answered as she rushed out the door.
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Sharon pumped the brakes on her car as she waited impatiently at a red light.  Her calls to both Jamal and Darius were going straight to voicemail.  She gritted her teeth and gripped tightly onto her steering wheel as she stared at the tower where she had found them a condo to rent.

“Come on... answer,” she whispered.

Once the light turned green, she hung up and sped toward the tower.  There was luckily one parking spot open near the entrance and she quickly took it.  She hopped on out and rushed up to the tower, pressing the call button for their condo.  No answer.

“The hell,” she sighed.

After waiting and pressing the button again, she took a deep breath and stared up at the tower.  If they weren’t home and not answering, there was a chance that they could’ve been at the Jones’s home, maybe playing basketball.  She nibbled on her lower lip as she thought about it, wondering if it was risky to visit Karen’s neighbor in the middle of the day.

“Fuck it,” she sighed as she headed back to her car.

Even if Karen saw her, it wouldn’t matter, she thought, it’s not like they didn’t know what each other was doing.  With all the stress she had been going through the past few days, and especially today, she needed to get some sort of relief.  If Jamal and Darius weren’t at the Jones’s, then she’d grab anyone there, she figured.

“Worst case, I can get a massage,” she whispered to herself as she got into her car and started it up.
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DWAYNE STRETCHED AND stared out the window.  He had woken up early, worked out, meditated a bit, and had even taken a small power nap before lunch.  His body still ached a bit as he continued stretching his arms while making his way to the backyard.  Marcus had recently gotten a giant cold therapy ice barrel that Dwayne had filled with ice before lunch.

He took off his clothes, only keeping on a tight pair of Speedos that really clung to his crotch.  It wasn’t something he liked wearing, but he didn’t want to end up getting some kind of complaint for walking around naked in the backyard.  Though, neither of his brothers seemed to care.

His body shuddered as he took the steps up to the barrel.  He took a deep breath, trying to get past his hesitation.  When Marcus had first gotten it, Dwayne didn’t understand what the purpose of it was but after much pestering, he had been convinced to try it.  At first, he had gone extremely slow, dipping his toes in first, until his brother had just shoved him in, telling him that he had to go in fast and adjust to it.  It had not been a great experience, but after a couple of tries, he had gotten used to it.

Dwayne nodded to himself, closed his eyes and hopped in while holding the rim of the barrel.  “WHOO!”  He exclaimed as he bent his knees, getting neck deep into the barrel filled with water and ice.  The cold shock caused an initial spike in his heart rate as he kept his eyes closed and took long, deep breaths.

He didn’t need to stay in too long, maybe two minutes tops.  His goal was to hit a minute, which seemed to take forever in the ice filled water.  He waited patiently, calming his mind and body as he waited for his Fitbit to vibrate at the one minute mark.  “You’ve got this,” he whispered to himself.

Bzz... Bzz... Bzz... He felt the light vibrations on his wrist and he quickly stood up, grabbing the rim of the barrel and hopping out.  His body shivered as he rushed over and grabbed a towel.  The warm weather outside helped to warm him up as he wrapped the towel around his shivering body.  He continued to take long, deep breaths as he felt his heart rate slow bit by bit.

He was now fully awake and energized, ready to seize the day.  Under the towel, he pulled off his Speedo and placed it on the ground, letting the sun dry it as he finished tapping himself off with the towel.  He headed back into the house, regretting the decision a bit as the house was cooled.  Dwayne wrapped the towel around his body tightly as he grabbed his laptop and opened it up.

He sat in the dining room, completely nude, except for the two around him, as he waited for his computer to load up.  While he did want to get on some fresh clothes, Marcus had told him that for the ice therapy to be effective, it was best to let the body naturally warm up.  He quickly rushed over to the cabinet and grabbed some lotion, placing it on the island near his laptop.  His skin was extremely dry and he rubbed some on his body while the laptop booted up.

After loading up his presentation deck, he glanced through his email, working his way through to see if there were any urgent items.  The meeting with Cuban had been moved up to earlier in the day.  “Oh shit,” he whispered as he accepted the proposed change to the schedule.  That would mean he’d really have to get the deck done and sent over to his brothers to review.

He began going through the items he had already completed, rearranging the text to help him tell a story.  A sense of urgency crept over him as he went through the slides, worried that maybe Cuban would want something more eye-catching.  He rearranged a couple of slides, paused, then rearranged them again.  Whatever adrenaline rush he had gotten from the ice cold bath was starting to wear off.  Before he could move another slide, the doorbell rang.

“Huh?  What the hell...”  Dwayne whispered as he stood up and paused, realizing that he was still nude.  “Shit...”

Another ring, followed by a couple of knocks on the door, then another.  Dwayne sighed and wrapped his towel tightly around his lower body.  He debated on grabbing some clothes, but the knocking seemed a bit frantic. 

“Okay, okay, hold on!”  He exclaimed as he made his way to the door.

While walking over, he loaded up the doorbell’s app on his phone and turned on the camera.  There was a figure too close to the door for the camera to really pick up.  He opened the door a little and poked his head out.  It was Sharon, the red-haired housewife that Jamal and Darius loved to talk about.

“Oh hi Sharon, are you looking for Jamal and Darius?”  Dwayne blurted out.

Sharon’s eyes narrowed immediately and her face began to turn pink.  “Excuse me?  Why would you immediately think I’m looking for them?  Are they here?”  She questioned as she pushed the door and walked right in.

Dwayne was surprised and took a couple of steps back.  The fiery redhead looked around and then paused when she saw him.  “Wait, were you just in the shower?”  She asked as she glanced past him at his laptop on the kitchen island.  There was a large bottle of lotion next to it.  Her eyes narrowed once more as a small smirk formed on the edges of her lips.  “Oh my...  Or am I interrupting you with something else?”  She questioned, trying her hardest not to giggle.

“Huh?  What?”  Dwayne looked behind him, a bit flustered as his brain began to work through what Sharon was probably thinking.

Unbeknownst to him, when he turned his upper body, the towel had opened up a little, giving Sharon a nice clear view of his long black shaft.  She let out a small gasp and covered her mouth.

“No, wait, no ma’am, uh, hold on, lots of misunderstandings going on here,” Dwayne stuttered as he turned to face Sharon again.

“So I’m guessing Jamal and Darius aren’t here,” Sharon said.

“No ma’am.”

“And why would you immediately think of them when you saw me?”  She asked, taking a step closer.

“Well, I mean, you helped them find their condo, so I figured uh... maybe um,” Dwayne was at a loss for words.

“Uh huh...  Yeah, I’m sure that’s it.  And that over there?”  Sharon questioned as she pointed towards the kitchen island.  “A laptop, a bottle of lotion, and you naked under there?  Darlin’, come on, I may not be a spring chicken but I ain’t dumb.  You’re as nervous as a fly in a glue pot right now.  I think we both know what you were doing.”

Dwayne raised his hands and shook his head.  “Ma’am, I swear, this is a huge misunderstanding.  I get really dry skin, especially after an ice bath.”

“Uh huh.”

“And I’m just over there getting some work done, that’s all.”

“Completely naked,” Sharon quipped with an eyebrow raised.

“It’s just timing, I swear,” Dwayne responded.

“Hm...  Well, judging by how busy you are alone, I’m guessing Jamal and Darius aren’t here?”  Sharon asked.

“No ma’am.  They’re discovering the rest of Texas with my brothers,” Dwayne answered.

“And your father is...?”

“In Atlanta, for some kind of date.”

“Which leave you all home alone, with a laptop, the internet, and a bottle of lotion,” she responded as she got even closer.  “And it’s okay, a young man like you, of course you’re probably all pent up,” she whispered into his ear.

Dwayne gulped as he felt a stirring between his legs, his cock growing half erect and twitching as he felt her warm breath brush by his neck when she spoke.  She took a couple of steps and looked down at his crotch, noticing the tent forming, the tip of his big black cock poking out from  the opening of the towel.  Her fingers hovered over his hardening member, so close that Dwayne could feel the heat.

“Uh, um...” Dwayne stuttered as he looked down at the red haired housewife.

“What?  Come on, I think we both need a break.  You’re a young busy CEO who seems to be pretty lonely over there in your kitchen, and I’m obviously craving a bit of chocolate,” Sharon whispered as her fingers gently wrapped around his shaft.

Dwayne let out an audible groan as he felt her soft hands grip his cock.  He couldn't believe it was happening again.  Sharon leaned in closer and licked his left nipple.

"Do you want me to help relieve your pent up frustrations?" She whispered.

"Oh ma'am... I'd love that but, I have to..."

"No buts," Sharon interrupted as she stroked his cock to life.

Dwayne sighed in defeat, his cock now a full raging hard on.  Sharon continued to tease his nipple before she slowly got lower, her tongue making its way down towards the base of his manhood.  manhood.  His body shivered with anticipation as she reached the base and then ran her tongue all along the top of his shaft.

“Oh fuck... Here we go again,” he whispered.
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Sharon teased the tip of Dwayne’s now rock hard cock, running her tongue all along it, focusing where it met the rest of his shaft.  Dwayne’s legs nearly gave out as he groaned and closed his eyes.  She was absolutely amazing at teasing him with her tongue.  He had been a virgin for eighteen years as of yesterday, and now, here he was, having his third experience. 

Her tongue expertly worked its way up and down his shaft, from the top to the underside, until she got to his balls.  She sucked gently on them while stroking his shaft with both her hands.  Dwayne couldn’t help but place his hands on her head, running his fingers through her soft red hair.

“Oh yes, ungh...”  Dwayne groaned.

He loved the way she sucked on his balls, gently nibbling while her hands worked his shaft.  She paid particular attention to the tip, massaging it with her fingers.  Her tongue gently worked its way back up the underside of his shaft before she stood up and continued stroking his fat cock.

“It looks like you’re nice and ready.  Why don’t you come along and return the favor,” she whispered into his ear before she made her way to the living room.

She pulled off her clothes each step of the way until she got to the couch and spread her legs.  Dwayne nervously gulped as he followed along, his eyes widening as he saw the pretty pink lips of her sex.  Above it was her curly red bush, neatly trimmed into a triangle.  He’d never seen such a sight before.

Sharon wiggled her toes and pointed them towards him with her legs still outspread.  “Come on, get those lips down here,” she ordered.

Dwayne nodded as he crouched down and leaned down towards the lips of her quivering sex.  He slowly licked the lips of her sex, circling it with just the tip of his tongue.  This was all still new to him and he wasn’t exactly sure if he was doing it right.  He was just doing what he saw in porn movies.

Sharon gasped and placed one hand on the back of his head while she gently moved her hips up and down.  His tongue wandered a bit aimlessly and she looked down between her legs.  She helped to guide him, pushing his head towards where she wanted to be pleased.  Dwayne easily understood, moving his tongue along, following her movements.

“Mmm... Oh, that’s good,” she moaned as she wiggled her toes.

She lowered her legs a bit and bent her knees, getting her feet closer together near his throbbing shaft.  Dwayne let out a small groan as he felt the soles of her feet press against his cock, gently stroking it.  He remembered his brother, Willis, talking about how good women’s feet felt, and while he had laughed it off with the others, now, he was beginning to understand.

The soft soles of her feet continued to rub and stroke his cock while he continued to lick her pussy.  He could tell she was getting wetter by the minute.  Sharon gasped as she squeezed one breast tightly while keeping her other hand on the back of Dwayne’s head.  What he lacked in skill, he had in sheer determination.  His long, flexible tongue flicked wildly inside her, faster and faster.

“Yes... yes... right there,” she moaned as she stroked his fat cock faster with her feet.

Dwayne flicked his tongue rapidly as her hand pressed harder against the back of his head.  He figured it was the most sensitive spot of her pussy.  Sharon began to tremble as she thrust her hips up and down excitedly.  She squeezed her nipple, giving it a small twist as she felt her first small climax, a rush of warmth overtaking her.  Dwayne could feel her pussy tightening around his tongue.

“Yes!  Yes!  OH!  You’re so gooooooood!”  Sharon squealed as she continued to thrust her hips.

His tongue was amazing, but the tip of his nose was also rubbing against her sensitive clit at the same time, adding to the pleasure.  She trembled and spread her legs wide again while moving her hand off of Dwayne’s head.

“Okay, let’s get this show on the road!  Get that fat cock up here,” she exclaimed excitedly.

Dwayne got up and nervously looked around.  His cock bobbed up and down gently, tapping against her fiery red bush.  “Uh... I... Um... I ran out of condoms,” he sighed.

Sharon sat up, a small spark of anger in her eyes as she glared at him.  “You’re bringing this up now?!  Ugh!  Hold on, go get my purse,” she ordered.

Dwayne nodded and rushed back over to the entrance where she had left her purse.  He grabbed it, ran back and handed it to her.  Sharon dug around for a bit and then, to Dwayne’s surprise, pulled out a small blue bottle.

“Uh... what’s that?”  He asked.

“Lube,” she responded as she opened it and poured some on his thick throbbing shaft.

It was cold, making Dwayne shiver momentarily.  Luckily for him, her hands were warm as she gently stroked his cock, covering it with the lube.  She then put some more on her hand as she laid back and spread her legs.  Dwayne wasn’t sure what to do as he nervously took a step forward.  Sharon immediately shook her head and raised her other hand.

“Whoa there, you need to wait a second, let me get prepared,” she said.

Dwayne cocked his head to one side as he was confused as to what she was preparing for.  His eyes widened as he saw her slide a finger between her ass cheeks.  He couldn’t look away, watching as she slowly slid her finger back and forth into her tightly clenched backdoor.

“Wait... um...”  Dwayne was at a loss for words.

Sharon slowly slid another finger in, then another, closing her eyes and moaning loudly.  Her cute toes, pedicured perfectly with bright red nail polish, wiggled as she continued to slide her fingers in and out of her tight little ass.  Dwayne watched in stunned silence, staring as he saw the lips of her sex quiver.

“Okay, now get over here,” she said as she spread her legs as wide as she could and pulled her fingers out.

Dwayne gulped as he stepped forward, nervously making his way between her legs.  He couldn’t believe he was about to have anal sex for the first time.  She reached between her legs and grabbing his cock tightly, pulling it and aiming it between her ass cheeks.

“Nothing to worry about this way, and no need for any rubber,” Sharon said with a wink.

She held tightly onto the upper half of his cock as she pulled him in closer, closing her eyes and taking a couple of deep breaths.  The thick bulbous tip of his cock pressed against her tightly clenched backdoor.  Dwayne groaned as he tried to push his hips forward.  His cock pushed, then slid down, popping out from between her ass cheeks.

“Hey!  Come on now!  You have got to go slow!  You ain’t never done this before?”  Sharon gasped as she glared at him.

“Uh sorry ma’am, I’ve never done this before,” Dwayne replied sheepishly.

Sharon raised an eyebrow, her anger simmering for a bit as she let out a small laugh.  “What?  I thought all y’all liked doing this.  Well, take your time honey, don’t rush it, I’ll help aim but you got to push and go slow,” she said.

“Yes ma’am.”

She held tightly onto his cock again, carefully aiming it between her ass cheeks.  The lube was making it a bit hard to get a good grip but she held on as tightly as she could.  She pressed the tip against her tightly clenched backdoor again and took shallow quick breaths before taking a couple of slow deep ones.

“Okay... hold on,” she whispered.

Dwayne did as ordered, waiting patiently as he watched her.  She tugged on his shaft and he slowly pressed forward.  He groaned as he felt the tip slowly making its way into her tight little hole, struggling and taking his time.  Initially, it didn’t seem like it would be possible, the sensitive tip feeling like it was being pressed against a wall.

“Oh... fuck...”  He groaned.

“Ow!  Ow!  Fuck!”  Sharon gasped as she held tightly onto his shaft and squeezed it, causing Dwayne to pause.

She took another deep breath before tugging on his cock again.  Dwayne gritted his teeth and pushed his hips forward slowly, inching his way towards her.  He struggled a bit more before he finally felt her open up, the rounded tip of his cock slowly making its way into her ass.  Both moaned loudly once the tip was lodged in.

“OH FUCK!”  Sharon gasped.

Dwayne trembled as he closed his eyes and slowly continued his journey, inching in deeper and deeper.  He couldn’t believe how tight it was.  Sharon writhed a bit as she held onto his shaft, making sure that his cock wouldn’t pop out from her tight little white ass.

“OH LORD!  YOU’RE SO THICK!”  She gasped.

Dwayne groaned loudly as he continued to push, struggling as he placed his hands on the sofa.  He heeded Sharon’s words, going as slow as he could.  Once more of his cock slid into her, she pulled her hand away from his shaft and instead placed it between her legs, rubbing her clit rapidly to help ease the slight bits of pain that came with being penetrated from behind.

“Ungh...  Damn...  Ma’am, I don’t know if I can keep going,” Dwayne groaned.

“Oh don’t you dare stop!  Keep sliding that big black cock into my ass!”  Sharon ordered as she slid two fingers into her pussy.

He obliged, pushing in deeper as thick beads of sweat slowly dripped down his forehead.  His glasses fogged up a bit as he took a couple of deep breaths himself, trying to make his way in deeper.  It was completely different from his previous experiences with the other housewives that had visited.  Dwayne paused when he was about halfway in, his cock nearly bending as he tried to go in deeper.

Sharon screamed loudly as she placed one hand down on his abs.  “Whoa there!  Okay, hold on!  Oh lord that’s bigger than I thought, hold on!”  She squealed.  Dwayne nodded and kept taking a couple of deep breaths as he felt her ass tighten even harder around his cock.

Each time his cock throbbed, Sharon gasped, feeling it throughout her body.  She panicked a bit as she stared down between her legs.  “Okay, okay, pull out and you get on this sofa,” she ordered.  “But slow!”  She added hurriedly.

“Yes ma’am,” he replied with a nod.

He took another deep breath and began to pull his hips back slowly, just as slowly as he had entered.  His cock throbbed as he felt her ass squeeze tightly.  He could feel an intense feeling of pressure around his shaft as if he was pulling out from a vacuum.  His knees buckled slightly and he wanted to pull back fast but, he knew that wouldn’t be a good idea.

“Oh damn, fuck...”  He whispered as he tried his best to pull out slowly from her ass.

Sharon gasped and arched her back slightly as pleasure overwhelmed her.  She loved the way his cock felt as it made its way out.  After what felt like an eternity of bliss, Dwayne managed to pull his thick, throbbing, sensitive cock out of her ass with a small little pop.

“Whew!  Damn!”  He exclaimed happily as he stared down between his legs, his cock bouncing gently with his movements.

“Oh, you got that right!  Now come on, get on the sofa, right next to me and let me ride that big shaft!”  Sharon ordered as she tapped on the space next to her.
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Chapter 89
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An incredible feeling of pressure hit Dwayne as he closed his eyes and pressed his head back on the sofa.  The tip of his cock was once again struggling to get into Sharon’s still tight little white ass.  She was facing the opposite direction, mounting him in a reverse cowgirl position, slowly lowering herself down onto his cock.

Her right hand was wrapped around his shaft, holding it steady as she tried to fit the tip of his cock into her ass.  She rubbed her clit with her left hand at the same time.  After a bit of struggling, she finally managed to pop the tip into her.  Both gasped and moaned loudly again as her tight backdoor enveloped the sensitive bulbous tip of his throbbing black manhood.

Dwayne’s lower body tensed up as Sharon began her descent.  She was in complete control now, her feet firmly planted on the ground as she bent her knees slowly.  Her ass slowly took in his thick cock, squeezing it as it entered.  Dwayne groaned and continued to tense up, his thighs trembling as she lowered herself further.

“Ungh... UNGH!”  Dwayne grunted as her tight little ass clamped around his fat throbbing cock.

Sharon gasped and moaned as she continued to rub her clit while slowly lowering herself down.  She leaned forward a little and moved her other hand off his abs and down between his legs.  Dwayne trembled immediately as she gently massaged his balls.

“Oh!  Ungh!  Fuck!”  Dwayne grunted loudly as her soft hands caressed his large balls, while her ass continued its descent towards the base of his cock.

She made it about halfway before she had to pause and push back up, she wasn’t ready for his length or girth.  As soon as his cock began to pull out from her ass, Dwayne shuddered, feeling an incredible amount of suction against his sensitive cock.  He even forgot to breathe momentarily as waves of ecstasy washed through him.

Sharon continued to knead his balls gently as she pushed her body up.  She could feel every bump and ridge on his shaft as it slid out from between her ass cheeks.  Her heart raced wildly as she reached the tip and paused again before lowering herself.

“OH!  MMMMmmm...”  Sharon moaned loudly as she bent her knees.

Dwayne reached down and grabbed onto the sofa, squeezing it tight as he felt her tight ass make its way down his throbbing shaft again.  It was an incredible amount of pressure squeezing his cock.  Sharon was able to slide down just a bit faster this time as she slowly grew accustomed to his girth.  Now all that remained was handling his incredible length.

She slid a couple of fingers into her quivering cunt while her other hand moved away from his balls.  Sharon reached up and squeezed her own breast, adding to the intense pleasure that was already spreading through her.  She lowered herself a little past the halfway point, struggling as she felt the tip of his cock push deep into her ass.  A sharp pang rushing up her spine.  She had to stop and push herself back up again, faster than before.

“OH!  OH WHOA!”  Dwayne groaned in surprise at her sudden move upward.

He wasn’t prepared to feel such a sudden rush as her tight ass clenched tightly around his shaft every inch of the way up.  His balls tightened and he clenched his toes, taking a couple of quick shallow breaths.  He closed his eyes and tried to imagine he was on a serene beach, calming his body as much as he could.

Sharon felt his cock quiver wildly in her ass as she reached the tip.  She didn’t even give him a chance, sliding right back down, trying to reach the base this time.  Dwayne shook his head, rubbing the back of it on the sofa while tapping his hands on it rapidly.  Sharon couldn’t quite reach the base again, but immediately bounced back up, slowly gathering speed.

“Ungh!  Oh ma’am!  Oh fuck!”  Dwayne groaned.

Sharon felt an incredible heat rush through her body.  She loved being in control and the fact that this young black bull was struggling below her only added to her bliss.  Her fingers slid in and out of her tight little cunt while she began to bounce up and down on his shaft.  She still couldn’t quite reach the base but it was still more than enough to drive her wild.

Dwayne continued to keep his eyes closed as he tried to imagine himself on a beach.  Unfortunately, it didn’t take away from the fact that his cock was being squeezed like never before.  He wasn’t sure how much longer he could last as his balls began to tighten.

“UNGH!  UNGH!  OH MA’AM!”  He cried out as he began to tremble wildly below her.

Sharon closed her own eyes and braced herself before bending her knees, finally managing to slide all the way down to the base of his cock.  She rested there, feeling his balls quiver against her soaking wet pussy lips.  A familiar sharp pang rushed through her as his lengthy member hit deep inside her ass.

“AGH!”  Dwayne groaned as his balls tightened further and his shaft throbbed wildly.

His cock erupted, shooting his thick, gooey, warm seed deep inside her tight ass.  Sharon gasped and trembled as she climaxed at the same time.  The intense wildfire within her felt as though it was being quenched by Dwayne’s load as it fired off into her ass, filling her.  As her climax peaked, she clenched her ass cheeks tightly, squeezing and milking his cock.

Dwayne pressed his head back while clenching tightly onto the sofa as his cock shot out a couple more streams of his load.  Sharon didn’t budge, his thick black cock still planted deep inside her ass.  She waited for it to soften but to her surprise, it remained rock hard.

“Oh my...  You’re not going down,” she gasped as she turned to look at him.

“Ungh... uh... no ma’am,” he groaned back.

“Well then...”  Sharon responded with a wink before turning back and raising herself.

She began to bounce up and down again on his still hard cock.  Dwayne took a deep breath and looked down in surprise.  He couldn’t believe that she was continuing.  He remained silent as he watched his thick black shaft slide in and out of her ass, his seed making its way out each time she bounced.  It looked like a layer of thick white cream as it covered his cock.

Sharon loved the way it felt, his seed acting as a lubricant as she began to bounce faster and faster.  She gritted her teeth as she reached down and squeezed his balls again, a bit rougher this time as she slid up and down.  Dwayne was taken aback as a rush of pain mixed in with the pleasure coursing through his young body.

Her ass bounced lewdly against his crotch, slick wet sounds of their bodies smacking against each other filling the room.  Dwayne released his grip on the sofa below and placed his hands on her ass, squeezing them tightly.  Sharon moaned loudly, pausing for a moment to look back at him.

“What are you waiting for?  Give that ass a good hard smack!”  She ordered.

Dwayne nodded nervously and lightly tapped her right ass cheek.  Sharon sighed as she squeezed his balls, causing him to flinch noticeably.  Even his cock shook a bit inside her ass as it throbbed.

“Ow!”

“What?  You don’t like that?  Then really smack my ass to show it!”  Sharon responded as she began to bounce again.

She loved being in control, but she also liked some roughness with her sex.  Jamal and Darius were very skilled at that.  She hoped that Dwayne would be just as good.  Dwayne took a second to recover from having his balls squeezed before he swung his palm against her ass, a loud smack filling the air.

Sharon gasped and shuddered as she felt an intense heat rush from her ass through the rest of her body.  It was a stinging sensation that temporarily numbed her ass.  Dwayne stared as a small pink handprint appeared before fading slightly.

“Oh shit, I’m sorry ma’am,” he apologized.

She paused her bouncing again and tugged on his balls.  “What are you apologizing for?  I told you to smack my ass!”  She roared before popping up and down once more.

Dwayne tilted his head back and groaned as she tugged and squeezed his balls some more.  He swung his palm down again, this time on the opposite cheek, slapping her ass hard.  She squealed as she continued to ride his thick black cock.  Dwayne couldn’t believe it, the fiery, redheaded housewife was wild!

He continued to smack her ass, taking turns on each ass cheek while she bounced.  Her ass cheeks seemed to glow pink, his handprints starting to show more and more.  Sharon’s ass felt like it was on fire, tingling for a bit even after Dwayne had smacked it.  After a couple more slaps, Sharon reached back and shook her head.

“Wait... wait... OH!  OH!  AHHHHHH!”  She screamed as she tilted back, slamming her ass down deep onto the base of his cock as she climaxed again.

She trembled wildly and grinded her lower body back and forth while her ass clamping tightly around Dwayne’s shaft.  He let out another loud groan as his shaft quivered in her tight ass.  He wasn’t sure how much longer he could last again.

Once her climax peaked, she pushed herself up and off his cock, shivering for a moment as she felt his seed dribble out of her briefly gaping backdoor.  She got on the ground and leaned her upper body against the sofa so that she was on her knees, ass towards Dwayne, with her upper body resting.  Dwayne reached down and squeezed the base of his shaft as he took a couple of deep breaths, trying to calm himself a bit.

“What are you waiting for?  Get that big black cock over here!”  Sharon ordered as she swayed her ass from side to side.

Dwayne sat up and made his way behind Sharon.  He stared down at her ass, reaching out and spreading her ass cheeks.  His thick black cock quivered at the sight.  Her tight little backdoor slowly opened close a bit, as if it were winking at him.  All the while, he could see his initial load drip down between her trembling pussy lips.

“Fuck me...”  Dwayne whispered as he grabbed the base of his cock and pressed the tip right back in between her ass cheeks.

“Oh no, YOU fuck ME!”  Sharon responded as she reached back and helped to hold her ass cheeks open.

Dwayne released her ass and placed his hands around his shaft, holding it tightly as he slowly pushed his hips forward.  This time around, his glistening, lubricated cock was able to slide in easier.  Sharon gasped and pressed her face into the sofa as she felt the thick bulbous tip of his big fat throbbing cock glide right into her tight little ass.

“Oh fuck!”  She yelled into the sofa, her voice muffled.  “Get in there!  Get in deep!”

Dwayne braced himself, pushing his glasses up before placing his hands on her hips and thrusting forward.  Her sweet, velvety ass enveloped his shaft, squeezing and kneading it as it entered.  He didn’t go slow this time, opting to just press forward and jam as much as he could in one stroke.

“OH MY GOD!  YES!  YES!  YEEEEEESSSSS!”  Sharon squealed.

Dwayne arched his back a bit as he slammed the entire length of his cock into her ass.  His balls smacked lewdly against her quivering pussy lips.  He paused momentarily before he began to pull back, staring down at her ass and watching it grip tightly as his shaft slid out.  His eyes were glued to the sight, amazed by the fact that his cock could even fit in the first place.  Once only the tip remained, he slammed forward again, sliding the entire length of his shaft deep inside her cum filled ass.

Sharon screamed in pleasure as she rubbed her face against the sofa while keeping her ass spread with her hands.  She couldn’t believe how good it felt, his thick throbbing shaft filling her little ass.  Her pussy quivered each time his balls smacked against them and she could feel a strange sensation between her legs.

Dwayne began to thrust faster and faster, slamming forward as hard as he could with each stroke.  Even the sofa squeaked and shifted a bit.  Sharon’s eyes filled with tears of joy as she felt an intense heat rush through her body and then make its way between her legs.  She climaxed again, but this time, her pussy tightened up for a moment before her juices came dripping out.

“OHGODOHGODOHGODOHGOD!”  She screamed as she shivered.

At the same time, Dwayne groaned and tilted his head back as his cock throbbed wildly, shooting out another load of his thick hot seed deep into her ass.  He felt weightless for a moment, his entire body feeling numb as his balls tightened and his ass cheeks clenched together.  His shaft felt like it was going to break as he fired shot after shot.

“OH FUCK!  OH GOD DAMN!”  Dwayne groaned loudly as he shuddered behind Sharon.

He collapsed forward, his cock still lodged inside her ass, and rested atop Sharon’s back.  The two of them remained quiet for a moment, both of them unable to move from exhaustion.  Every little wisp of movement in the air against their skin caused them to shiver.

“Oh ma’am... Ungh...”  Dwayne groaned as he slowly pulled back, his cock finally starting to soften.

Sharon remained still, her ass clenching and unclenching as she took a couple of deep breaths.  Dwayne collapsed against the sofa, his ass plopping onto the ground as he wiped his forehead with one arm.  His cock briefly throbbed and stood semi-erect before finally giving up and deflating towards the ground.  There was nothing left in the tank for him after this long weekend.

“Mind if I use your shower?”  Sharon asked meekly, barely even moving her head to speak.

“You’re more than welcome to ma’am,” Dwayne groaned.

“Thanks... Oh fuck that was amazing...”  Sharon whispered, going in and out of consciousness.

Dwayne nodded and closed his fluttering eyes.
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Aloud bang woke Dwayne up and he quickly sat upright.  The room was dark and he couldn’t quite get his bearings.  He couldn’t tell where he was momentarily as he panicked and looked around.  His vision was blurred and he blinked several times before realizing he didn’t have his glasses.

He heard muffled voices and shook his head.  The once unfamiliar room began to grow more familiar, it was his own.  He was in his own bed and he quickly reached to the side to get his glasses.  There was another bang, not as loud as before and Dwayne quickly got to his feet, rushing over behind the door to grab a baseball bat.

His brothers weren’t supposed to arrive until tomorrow.  Rollingwood wasn’t really known for any burglaries or robberies, but it was a wealthy neighborhood.  There was always a chance, Dwayne thought as he grabbed his bat with both hands and slowly made his way out of the bedroom.  He could barely remember what had happened and how he had even gotten to his room after his experience with Sharon.  Bits and pieces were coming back to him but more importantly, he had to figure out who or what was downstairs.

The house went eerily silent as Dwayne slowly took steps out of the hall and down the stairs.  His hands grew sweaty as he gripped the baseball bat tightly.  He debated on calling out to whoever was in the house, he needed to have the advantage of surprise on his side. 

The light to the kitchen was on and there was some clanging and then someone chuckled.  Dwayne crept in and had the bat held high, ready to swing.  He saw someone crouched down, wearing a hoodie and digging through one of the cabinets.

“Hey!”  Dwayne yelled as he got in close.

The figure turned and looked up at him.

“Marcus?!”

“Bruh, what... what the fuck are you doing?”  Marcus questioned as he glared at his youngest brother.

Someone tugged on the baseball bat and took it out of Dwayne’s hands.  He turned to see Willis behind him.  “You practicing some baseball?”  He laughed.

“What are you guys doing back?!  Your flight wasn’t until tomorrow,” Dwayne responded while breathing a huge sigh of relief.

Willis closed in on his brother and gave him a big hug. "Bruh, we missed you," he chuckled.  "In all seriousness though, we saw what you sent over and got worried.  To be blunt, your deck sucked," he continued.

Marcus got up, holding a can of beans.  "Yeah man, shit was whack!  We thought maybe you were sick or something," he added.

Dwayne sighed and made his way to the island.  "That bad huh?  And you thought beans would help?" Dwayne inquired.

"Huh?  Oh, nah, I'm hungry!  You know they don't even serve peanuts or pretzels on them short flights?!" Marcus replied.

"What about the others?" Dwayne asked.

"Man, they grown men, they'll be fine," Marcus said as he opened the can and grabbed a pot.

"So, you feeling alright?"  Willis asked.

"Yeah, it was just..." Dwayne paused, leaning against the island and contemplating his words.  "Exhaustion and pressure," he continued.  "How was the trip?"

"Oh fuck man, it was something else!"  Marcus chuckled as he licked his fingers and turned on the stove.  "Man, we thought the housewives around here were wild, but man..."

Willis laughed heartily and tapped his hand on the nearest counter.  He even snorted a bit as he walked over to his brother and lightly smacked him on the back.  "Yo, the lady with the red hair, man, she was something else!"  Willis said.

Dwayne shuddered a bit, thinking about the fiery redheaded housewife that had visited yesterday.  His knees felt weak for a moment.  Yet there was a small stirring of his loins as he thought about the sight of Sharon's ass.

Willis cocked his head to one side as he looked at his youngest brother.  "You want to go back to bed man?  You seriously look out of it," he said.

"Huh? Oh yeah, maybe I should," Dwayne replied.

Willis had a look of concern on his face as he glanced at Marcus and then stared at Dwayne.  “Bruh, seriously, are you good?”

Dwayne took a long pause before sighing and nodding.  He decided he would tell them after the meeting with Cuban.  “Yeah, I’m good.  I’ll tell you guys about something later.”

Marcus raised an eyebrow as he stirred the beans.  “Yeah?  Can you be any more vague?  What’s up man?” 

“It’s nothing, that’s why I’ll talk to you guys about it later.”

Willis shook his head as he opened the fridge and grabbed a bag of shredded cheese.  He tossed it over to Marcus.  “Yo, get it cheesy too.”

“Man, cheesy?  Seriously?”  Marcus groaned.

“Yeah man, it’s good!  Plus, you get protein, get that bulk you always talking about,” Willis laughed.

“Shit, you know I don’t need the fat,” Marcus complained.

Yet, he still opened the bag of shredded cheese and dumped some in the pot.  Willis nodded, “yeah, put some more in there,” he said.

“Man, you want the whole bag in there?  Shit man,” Marcus responded as he shook his head and put the shredded cheese to the side.

“Come on man, you can add a bit more,” Willis ordered.

Dwayne couldn’t help but smile, he had missed this banter.  The silence over the weekend, whatever little he did manage to get between housewives, was nice, but this noisiness was why he had pulled his brothers along into his startup venture.

Willis grabbed the bag and dumped a bit more into the pot while Marcus was looking away.  Marcus turned and smacked Willis on the back of the head and the two tussled briefly.  Dwayne sighed and shook his head, “come on guys.”

“What?  You want in on this?”  Willis laughed as he wrapped one arm around his youngest brother’s head, putting him in a headlock.

“Hey!  Come on!  Stop it!”  Dwayne whined.

“Maybe this’ll get you out of your little rut.  Man, you even got the numbers wrong in the presentation.  The financials were nowhere near what you put in there,” Willis said as he held onto his brother’s head tight.

“Ow!  Willis!  Damn it!  Marcus, help!”  Dwayne cried out.

Marcus laughed as he stirred the pot.  “Nah man, you the CEO, you got to put your foot down.”

Willis chuckled before letting go of his brother and patting his head.  “Shit, I thought you’d be able to fight out of that.”

“I told you man, I’m exhausted.”

“Well, you got one day to freshen up before the big meet.  You want to just cancel it?”  Willis questioned.

“What?  No!  As long as you two clean up the deck, I’m good.”

“Oh, you putting us to work huh?  Well, I got some good news, we already cleaned that shit up.  Just need a couple of finishing touches,” Marcus responded.

“Damn dawg, you wasn’t supposed to let him know.  At least let him sweat it out a bit,” Willis said, sounding disappointed.

Dwayne let out a sigh of relief as he plopped down on a nearby stool.  “Thanks.”

Marcus grabbed a spoon and began eating the beans mixed with shredded cheese.  “So, bruh, now that we solved your problem, why don’t you tell us what’s on your mind man?  What you even do this weekend?”

Dwayne nibbled on his upper lip for a bit, thinking about whether or not he should tell them about his very long weekend.  Willis tapped him on the shoulder.  “Did something happen to you bruh?”

“Nah...  It’s just uh...  So, I had a couple of visitors,” Dwayne started.

“Visitors?”

“Yeah, I guess uh...”  Dwayne paused, hesitating as his eyes shot from Marcus to Willis.

“Come on bruh, just spit it out, damn,” Willis bellowed as he grabbed a spoon and took a bite of Marcus’s food.

“Okay.  The housewives made a visit,” he blurted.

“The who did what now?”  Marcus responded, nearly dropping his spoon.

“The housewives, you know... like our neighbor and her friends,” Dwayne replied.

“They made a visit?  What’s that mean?”  Willis asked.

“Well, you know, they usually come to visit you two.  Well, they really wanted to see either one of you and I was the only one around so...”  Dwayne responded shyly.

“What?”  Marcus was still confused as he took another bite of his food.

Willis on the other, lit up, his eyes widening as he began to laugh.  “OH SHIT!  NO FUCKING WAY!”  He yelled.

“What?  What the fuck is he talking about?”  Marcus asked, feeling frustrated.

“BRUH!  THINK!  Why the hell does Melissa visit you?  Why does Karen come swinging by to meet up?”

Marcus paused before his jaw dropped, as did his spoon.  “Nah... nah bruh... You serious?!”

“Yeah...”  Dwayne whispered.

“BRUH!”  Marcus exclaimed as he got close and gave his brother a hug.  “All at the same time?!”

Dwayne shook his head, “what?  No!  Not like that,” he replied.

“Why you so tired then?”  Willis questioned.

“It’s just... Like, they came by one after the other practically.  I barely got to work on those slides and barely got to take a break,” Dwayne sighed.

“What?  Wait, so hold up bruh, you got a piece of Karen?”  Willis questioned.

“Uh... yeah, I’m sorry,” Dwayne apologized.

Willis laughed and tapped his brother on the back.  “It’s all good bruh.  Shit, she popped your cherry huh?”

Dwayne cleared his throat and shook his head.  “Uh, not quite.  That was actually Melissa,” he admitted.

Marcus was in the middle of getting a new spoon when he heard his brother’s words.  He raised an eyebrow and crossed his arms.  “Melissa?  Nah bruh, no way,” he said.

“Yeah, she came here first.  She was looking to have a workout with you but I was the only one here so...”

“She worked you out huh?”  Marcus said with a small chuckle.

Dwayne couldn’t help but blush as he stared down at the ground.  Marcus laughed and shook his head, “damn, so you had some Melissa and Karen?!  No wonder your ass is wiped.”

“Well actually...”

Both Marcus and Willis stared at their youngest brother intently.  “Sharon visited too and she was... wow...”

“Oh fuck, the redhead?  God damn!  Jamal always be talking about how wild she is!”  Marcus blurted.

“Yeah, she was something else.  I had run out of condoms so she uh... well, she took it from behind.”

“Oh fuck...”  Willis gasped surprised.

“I mean, Karen was pretty wild too.  Or I guess, her husband.  I mean, he was watching and... yeah, shit got weird,” Dwayne said.

“Damn... Fuck man... yeah, go rest up.  Not sure how you’re even alive after that,” Marcus chuckled.

Dwayne nodded as he got off the stool.  “You two aren’t angry?”

“Angry?  Shit man, I’d say I was jealous but damn, my cock would be aching after that,” Marcus responded with a laugh.

Willis laughed along with him and nodded.  “That’s for damn sure!  I mean, we did go pretty hog wild in Dallas, you know what I’m saying?”

Marcus nodded back while leaning and giving Willis a fist bump.  “Yeah, you talking about the blonde right?”

Dwayne tilted his head, “what are you guys talking about?”

“Story for another time bruh, go back to sleep man, we’ll talk when you’re all rested up.  You need to be in top shape for the meeting with Cuban,” Willis answered.

Dwayne stretched, yawned and then nodded.  He hugged his brothers before heading on upstairs.  It felt good letting them know and he regretted even thinking about not telling them.  As soon as his head hit his pillow, he was out instantly.  The most exhausting weekend of his young life was finally over.
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