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The Dallas Hotwives Club Part 1

Darius nervously looked around while waiting in line.  Jamal was taking his sweet time checking in, constantly pausing for seemingly no reason.  Darius tapped him on the shoulder, “yo man, are you done yet?”

“What?  I’m making sure everything is right.  Can you believe this shit?  We flying business man!”  Jamal exclaimed.

Willis laughed as he adjusted his backpack.  “You know business isn’t much on these local flights right?  You’re not going to be drowning in luxury,” he commented.

“Shit, whatever man, I ain’t never get a chance to fly business when I was military.  If I wanted to go somewhere it was always Space-A,” Jamal replied.

“The hell is that?”  Marcus asked.

“Ah, it means if there’s space available on a DoD plane, I can ride for free,” Jamal answered.

“Yo man, can you hurry yo ass up?”  Darius pressed.

“Why you in a rush dawg?  We have time to burn,” Jamal responded, sounding annoyed.

“I’m not a fan of being under watch man.  I just want to get through security and get this over with,” Darius replied.

“What?  You carrying?”  Willis questioned sternly.

“Nah man, you know I ain’t that stupid... at least anymore,” Darius answered.

“All right man, then calm down.  Everything will be fine,” Willis assured.

Darius sighed and nodded as he rubbed his right arm.  He had a huge distrust of any form of law enforcement, mainly due to being put in prison for barely carrying some marijuana on him.  Two years in the slammer had changed his world view, not just because of the real criminals that were there but also because of how corrupt the guards were.

“Look, if anything happens, and I mean anything, we got your back,” Marcus said as he placed his hands on Darius’s shoulders and gave them a small squeeze.

"Man, I thought you said this would be a road trip," Darius sighed.

"So you'd rather be crammed in some car with all of us?'

“Your scrawny ass gonna be smashed between us,” Dequan, the largest of them, built like a tank, commented.  He had actually competed in bodybuilding contests and was proud to be a true ‘natty’ or natural.

Darius glared at the much larger man.  He was literally half his size width wise.  “Man, don’t ever say you are gonna smash anybody.  You know what that means right?”

The others laughed as Dequan glanced around.  “What?”

“Nothing.  Look, you done?”  Darius turned, tapping Jamal again.

“Yeah, yeah, all set.”

He moved aside, letting Darius over towards the kiosk.  “Yo Marcus, they got good barbeque in Dallas?”

Marcus nodded and smiled, “hell yeah man.  There’s this place called Hutchins, great brisket.  But damn, you have to try the Texas Twinkie there.”

Jamal tilted his head as he tapped on the top of the kiosk, purposefully annoying Darius.  “Texas Twinkie?  I don’t know man, I haven’t had a Twinkie since... well shit, before I was deployed to the Middle East.”

“Ain’t nothing like a Twinkie though.  It’s a jalapeno pepper stuffed with cream cheese and brisket, then wrapped in this thick ass bacon,” Marcus responded as he rubbed his hands together.  “Damn good.”

Jamal smacked his lips loudly as he stared up.  “Mmm... damn, that sounds fucking good.”

Darius finished up and printed his boarding pass.  “All right, who’s next?”

***
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THE PLANE RIDE HAD been quick, a little over an hour.  Darius had been squeezed next to Dequan, making him question if taking the flight was even worth it.  Once they had landed, Marcus led them to a long limo with his arms outspread.  “Yeah, we traveling to the hotel in style!”

“Oh shit dawg!  You got us a limo?!”  Tyrone exclaimed as he rubbed his small afro.

“Hell yeah!  What, did you think we were going to go Uber around to clubs?”  Willis remarked with a huge grin.

The six big black men lined up near the limo as the driver stepped out.  He was an older white gentleman, short and scrawny.  Wrinkles filled his face, each with a story to tell.

“Oh, my apologies, are you the Jones family and friends?  I had the time wrong on my pickup sheet,” he said as he rushed around the front of the limo.

“It’s all good man, we ain’t in a hurry,” Marcus replied with a huge smile.

The limo driver opened the door and bowed just a bit as he waved them in.  “Please, come on in.”

All of them, except Marcus, lined up and stepped into the limo.  Marcus pulled out a wad of cash and handed it to the driver.  “You know where Hutchins barbecue is?”

“Oh, of course, sir.  But if it’s barbeque you’re craving, might I suggest Cattleack?  They’re only open for lunch from Thursday to Saturday and we should be able to just make it.  If not, I know a guy who works there that will get us in,” the driver replied as he took the wad of cash and glanced down, his eyes widening in surprise at the amount.  “Wait sir, I can’t...”

“Cattleack huh?  Ain’t never been there.  Let’s check that out then.  Maybe we’ll do Hutchins for dinner,” Marcus said, interrupting the driver.

As the driver tried to hand the money back, Marcus shook his head.  “Nah man, that’s all you.  What’s your name?”

“Lawrence, sir.”

“Yo, you gotta stop calling me sir.  Well, Lawrence, nice to meet you.  I’m Marcus, and I hope you’re ready for a long day my man!  I’m out here taking these boys to check out Dallas for the first time.”

“Absolutely ready sir.  Please let me know if there’s anything I can do to help you plan out your day,” Lawrence replied.

Marcus chuckled as he headed into the limo.  Once Lawrence got in, he lowered the small window between them and smiled.  “So you’re okay with Cattleack?”

“Absolutely!”  Marcus responded.

“Cadillac?  What?  We getting a new car or something?”  Willis asked.

“Nah man, it’s a barbeque joint my man Lawrence is suggesting we go to.  He even knows someone there that can get us in,” Marcus answered.

“Lawrence?”

“Yeah man, the driver!  Keep up with the conversation, damn,” Marcus laughed.

“Yo, what happened to Hutchins and them Twinkies?”  Jamal inquired.

“We’ll grab them for dinner.  It sounds like this other place is more exclusive man, only open for lunch on certain days.”

Jamal shrugged, “whatever man, I’m hungry.”

“Same here,” Dequan agreed.

“Well good sirs, the limo is stocked with drinks and snacks if you’d like to at least stave off your hunger,” Lawrence informed.

“Ah shit, you know I’m all about that,” Dequan said as he rummaged around.

“What, you in the bulking phase right now or something?”  Willis laughed.

“Man, shut up, you see how big I am?  I need them calories,” Dequan responded as he waved him off.

“Well, don’t go farting up a storm in here man.  The limo is big but not that big,” Tyrone said.

All six of them laughed as Lawrence smirked and closed the barrier between them.  Marcus turned on some music and they began opening up a couple of beers.  “Whoa, whoa, not Darius though!  He ain’t twenty one yet!”  Willis said as he grabbed a bottle that was headed towards Darius.

“What?  Come on man, I’m twenty!  I’ll be twenty one in like two months!”  Darius complained.

“Nah, rules be rules,” Willis responded as he shook his head.  “Get him a Coke.”

“Man... that’s some fucked up shit,” Darius sighed.

As they drove towards the restaurant, Darius popped open his bottle of Coke and took a sip while glancing out.  The others had beers in their hands as they laughed, talked and joked.  Dequan leaned back as the car came to a stop at a red light.

“Ho damn...”  He whispered.

“What’s that?”  Willis asked.  “You say something?”

“Look over there man,” Dequan answered as he pointed out the window.

“Oh wow,” Willis agreed as he saw a group of white women at the sidewalk.

They were all wearing tight bright leggings and different types of crop tops that clung to their shapely figures.  The others looked out and nodded in approval.  Marcus tapped on the window separating them from Lawrence.  As it came down, Marcus grinned.

“Yo Lawrence, you think you can open the back window?”  He asked.

“Sure, why?”

“There’s some hot ass ladies out there, wanted to just say hi,” Marcus responded.

“Of course,” Lawrence said as he turned on the emergency blinkers before rolling down the window towards the sidewalk.

Marcus stuck his head out the dark tinted window and waved at the women.  “Hey!  How are you all doing?”

The three women glanced over at him.  A blonde with dark, black roots, and streaks of silver blonde hair walked over and smiled back at him.  “Well hey, y’all.  You from out of town?”  She asked as she chewed a piece of gum.

“Yeah, we’re visiting from Austin.  You girls have any plans tonight?”  Marcus inquired.

“Mmm... maybe.  We’re going to our favorite yoga studio before probably heading to a pool,” she answered.

He leaned out and extended a hand.  “I’m Marcus by the way.”

“Oh, where are my manners?  I’m Amber,” she introduced as she shook his hand.  “And those are my neighborhood friends, Janice, Carol and Brittany,” she continued as she pointed at each of them.

Marcus couldn’t help but notice a bright glare coming off her ring finger, it was a giant diamond sitting atop a ring studded with more diamonds.  “Wow, are you married?!”  He asked.

“Hmm?  Oh, yes,” she answered.

“Wow!  You look too young to be married,” Marcus responded.

Her cheeks turned bright red as she looked over at her friends.  “Did y’all hear that?  He said I look too young to be married y’all,” she exclaimed.

The others laughed and shook their heads as they got closer.  Carol, a brunette with bits of white hair peppered throughout, stepped in and tapped her on the shoulder.  “Hon, don’t let that make you forget your big birthday celebration next week,” she said with a giggle.

“The big 4-0,” Janice added.

“Hey!  Let the whole world know why don’t ya!”  Amber yelled angrily.

“It’s all good, you definitely don’t look it,” Marcus complimented with a wink.

“Yeah?  Wish someone would tell my husband that.  He’s always complaining about the way I look.  Even saying my ass is starting to get too big,” she replied as she turned to show off her backside.

“God damn that looks good!  Don’t know what he’s complaining about,” Marcus said as he licked his lips.

Amber blushed even harder as she shook her ass lightly.  “Yeah?”

“Mm... what I could do with that much ass,” Marcus responded.

“Oh please!  Stop, you’re making me blush honey,” Amber responded with a giggle.

“So... Any of you free tonight?  Open to a little fun?”  Marcus asked.

Janice nervously looked at the others and shook her head.  “Sorry, not me, tonight’s date night with my man.”

Carol nodded, “yeah, not for me.  My clubbing days are long over.”

Amber looked at Brittany who also shook her head.  “No, I can’t.  Dave will be calling all night complaining about having to watch the boys.”

“Well, that’s bad,” Marcus sighed.  “How about you?”

Amber tilted her head from side to side as she glanced over at her friends.  She nibbled on her lower lip before shaking her head as well.  “I’m sorry, but yeah, I don’t know...”

“You don’t know or you don’t want to?  How about I pass you my number and you can let us know later if you want to hang out,” Marcus offered.

Amber tilted her upper body forward, looking into the limousine to see the other black men inside.  She gulped and almost instinctively, her hands hovered over her crotch.  The folds of her sex grew wet.  She had always fantasized about being with a black man.

“So?  You interested?”  Marcus asked again.

“Sorry y’all, I can’t.  Have a good time though!”  Amber responded, sadly rejecting his offer.

“Okay, that’s cool.  Well it was nice meeting you all,” Marcus replied with a grin.  

He waved and pulled his head back in as the window rolled back up.  The others laughed, and Willis tapped his brother lightly on the shoulder.  “Bruh, you were close.  Damn, they all looked good though,” Willis said.

“Should I continue on?”  Lawrence asked.

“Yeah, let’s go get some grub!”  Marcus laughed.

“Man, Amber looked so fucking good,” Dequan commented as the car lurched forward.

“I thought Carol looked nice.  Not out of this world but that nice plain housewife look.  I love that,” Jamal added.

Lawrence rolled up the dividing window between them so that they could continue their conversation in private.  He weaved his way through traffic heading towards the restaurant.

“Damn, can’t wait to go clubbing tonight!  If the housewives look that damn good?”  Darius said as he rubbed his hands together.

“Ha, ha, ha, boy, you think you getting into a club?  You’re gonna get your ass kicked to the curb,” Marcus responded with a chuckle.

“Yeah dawg, you ain’t legal age,” Tyrone said.

“Wait, y’all didn’t find like an age appropriate club for me or anything?!”  Darius questioned.

“Nah man, sorry, ain’t no clubs here that don’t serve alcohol,” Marcus answered.

“Man, you have got to be fucking kidding me,” Darius sighed.

Jamal gave him a side hug before wrapping his thick arm around Darius’s head, getting him into a headlock.  “Cheer up dawg.  Don’t worry man, I got you.  I quit drinking a long time ago.  We can have our own little night out.”

Darius tried to pull his head out.  “Man, I don’t want to go on a date with you.  Dawg, let me go man!”

The others laughed as Jamal released his hold and tapped Darius on the top of the head.  “Man, you don’t need to go clubbing have a good time.  Trust me dawg.”

Darius sighed and rolled his eyes while crossing his arms.  “Fuck, maybe I should’ve just stayed with Dwayne.”

***
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DEQUAN BELCHED AS HE finished his meal, wiping his lips and tapping his belly.  “Oh damn that was good!”

“Man, Lawrence wasn’t kidding, damn,” Marcus agreed as he licked his fingers.

Darius sat quietly, wide eyed and amazed at how much food the others had managed to eat.  He knew they could eat a lot but this was a whole new level.  “How are you guys still alive?!”  He questioned.

“What?  Just rock the gym like us and you’ll find out,” Dequan laughed.

“Speaking of, we should hit one up.  Digest this food,” Marcus suggested.

Dequan rubbed his chin as he leaned back in his tiny wooden chair, making it squeak and creak from his weight.  “Man, that’s a bit ass backwards for me man.  I usually get my workout in before I eat.”

“Yeah, true, true, don’t want to cramp up.  Could hit up a Dave and Buster’s for a while before we hit the gym,” Marcus replied.

“Ah shit, Dave and Buster’s?  I’m down with that,” Darius agreed.

“Y’all be shitting me, right?  We came to Dallas to go to Dave and Buster’s?!”  Tyrone questioned.

“Yo Lawrence, you have any suggestions where we could go for a couple of hours?”  Marcus inquired.

“Hm?  Well sir, what type of activities do you enjoy?  There’s the JFK memorial and a museum if you’re into history.  Then there are related tours where you drive around and get a history lesson,” Lawrence replied.

“Are you a history buff?”  Marcus asked.

Lawrence cocked his head from side to side.  “I wouldn’t say I’m a history buff, but I know a lot of the history of JFK.  I grew up here and I knew some friends who worked on those tours.”

“Aight, now we’re talking!  Why don’t you drive us around, take us on a tour and show us what Dallas is all about.  Then take us to a gym,” Marcus said.

“Oh, I guess I could do that.  I might not be a hundred percent accurate,” Lawrence warned.

“Ah, it’s fine, we’re just looking for a good time, nothing else,” Marcus assured.

“Okay then, good sirs, whenever you’re ready, let’s get going,” Lawrence replied.

As they all stood up and headed out, Marcus tapped Lawrence on the shoulder.  “You said you grew up here right?”

“Yes sir.”

“Where’s the accent?”

“Ah, I grew up here, but moved in my late twenties to Europe.  My southern slang wasn’t exactly a good fit so I eventually eased out of it,” Lawrence answered.

“Oh wow, Europe?  Which country?”

“England.  And then I bounced around Ireland, Germany, France...  Oh, those were the days.”

“Well, sounds like you’ve got some stories to tell!”  Marcus chuckled as they headed out and into the limo.

They drove through various areas before Lawrence made his way closer to downtown.  Before talking about JFK, he talked about his time across Europe during the 70s.  The six black men were fascinated and had lost track of time.  By the time Lawrence began talking about JFK, they were already too invested in his personal stories.

“Nah man, who care about JFK?  What was it like in Spain when they became democratic?”  Willis inquired.

“Oh, those were scary times, I watched from afar so I don’t have too many tales on that.  People think it was a somewhat peaceful transition but no, there were times where violence was king.  I had thought about traveling to Spain but I decided to wait.”

“That’s crazy, I never knew Spain was under a dictator before that,” Willis replied.

“I guess that’s history for you, you live long enough to remember it, but when you die, that’s when it decides to repeat,” Lawrence chuckled.

“Damn... My man in here dropping some life lessons,” Marcus remarked with a laugh.

“Well, if you don’t mind, I’d like to walk around that park over there, and then take you to the spot where he was hit,” Lawrence said as he parked the car.

“Who was hit?”  Willis asked.

Lawrence laughed, “JFK!”

“Oh right, you still talking about him?  Damn man,” Willis laughed back.

As soon as Lawrence parked, the six black men popped out and stretched.  A couple of people walking by paused, glanced over at them and then walked past, keeping their distance.  Willis watched them and then looked at his brother, Marcus, who just shrugged.

“Yo Lawrence, how’s the racism around here?”  Willis asked.

Lawrence took a deep breath and sighed.  “Well, Dallas definitely doesn’t have a good story around that.  But times are changing, it’s very diverse nowadays.”

“Huh...”  Willis continued to eye a couple of people as they walked by.

They briefly looked at him, then quickly looked away as they continued on.  Willis raised an eyebrow before shaking his head and looking out at the park.  “Oh damn, this looks familiar.  Did we come by here last time?”  He asked, tapping Marcus.

“Nah, I think you’re thinking of that one show with uh... shit, what’s his name... man, he always hangs out with the guy who always gets high and laughs all funny and shit,” Marcus replied.

“Huh... okay, yeah, I think I know what show you’re talking about,” Willis said as he nodded, staring off to one side as he recalled watching something about JFK.  “And you’re sure we’ve never been here?”

“Yeah, we rarely came to this area of downtown,” Marcus assured.

Dequan rubbed his nose and took a couple of steps away from the rest of the group.  He turned and sneezed into his arm.  

“Oh my, well bless you,” a short blonde woman said as she paused mid stride.

“Thank you,” Dequan replied as he smiled down at her.

As the others began moving and wandering closer to the park, Dequan remained.  The short blonde woman smiled back at him as she crossed her arms under her breasts, pushing them up a bit and giving him a better look at her cleavage.  She was wearing a tight, bright pink tube top with a loose cardigan over it, and some purple Capri length leggings that clung to her shapely curves.  Dequan couldn’t help but let out a little “mmm” as he looked down.

“Are you from around here?”  The woman asked with a pretty heavy Southern drawl.

“Nah, just got here from Austin,” Dequan replied.

“Uh uh, ain’t no way you was from Austin.  You ain’t sound like it,” she replied.

“Oh, ha, well, originally, I’m from Brooklyn but I moved to Cali when I was real young.”

“Cali huh?  I thought so.  You had that Cali vibe.  And...  I’m pretty sure I’ve seen you somewhere,” she started as she placed a finger on her lips.

“You think so?  Well, I know I have never seen you before, cause if I had, damn,” he replied.

“Well, ain’t you sweet,” she laughed as she raised one hand and waved it at him before placing her arm back under her breasts.

Dequan couldn’t help but notice a bright flash, and saw that she had a huge diamond on her ring finger.  He was a bit bummed to see that she was taken.  Though, to his surprise, she walked even closer to him.

“Well, I’m Katrina, nice to meet you,” she greeted.

“Oh, well nice to meet you too, I’m...”

Before he could finish, Katrina’s eyes seemed to light up as she reached out and tapped his muscular arm.  “You’re that guy!  Oh, what’s the name, I know it’s on the tip of my tongue.  I love watching your stuff,” she interrupted.

“Uh...”

“Yeah, I’ve seen your OnlyFans.  You usually star with them housewives and go hog wild,” she continued.

Dequan wasn’t sure what she was talking about and who she was confusing him with.  But the fact that she was blatantly talking about watching porn piqued his interest.  “Yeah?  Hog wild huh?”

Willis came jogging by, “yo, you aight man?”

Katrina tilted her head to look past Dequan’s large frame.  She eyed Willis up and down.  Dequan turned and nodded, “yeah dawg, I’m good.  Hey look, why don’t you guys just go on without me,” he answered.

Willis slowed as he saw the short blonde woman.  “Oh...  Okay, aight, aight.  You got your phone right?”

“Yeah, I’m good.”

Dequan turned his attention back to Katrina as he heard Willis jog back off.  “So uh... you were saying, you liked my work?”

“Yeah, I’ll be honest, I fantasize about it,” Katrina replied as she moved her hips from side to side slowly.

“Oh damn...”  Dequan whispered as he nibbled on his lower lip.  

“But I always thought that maybe I was a little too thick to star in something like that,” she continued.

Dequan shook his head.  “No way, damn, nothing wrong with the way you look.  More cushion for the pushin’,” he laughed.  “But honestly though, I can’t lie, I ain’t the guy you’re thinking.  I have no idea who you’re talking about.  My name is Dequan.”  He didn’t want to let the cat out of the bag, but he felt too guilty about lying.

Katrina blushed, her cheeks turning a bright pink.  She actually looked incredibly cute and Dequan couldn’t help but reach down to adjust his shorts a bit.  There was a stirring at his loins and his manhood began to rise just a little.  Katrina glanced down and placed a finger against her bottom lip as she continued to sway side to side.

“Well, ain’t that a shame,” she sighed.  

“A...  A shame?”

The corners of her lips curved upwards into a devious, yet seductive smile as she moved her arms back under her breasts.  She bent forward just slightly, giving him an even better view of her cleavage as she licked her lips.  “Well of course.  I’m always down for some chocolate,” she replied.

Dequan gulped as he glanced around, half expecting a group of white men in cowboy hats to come pouncing down on him.  Katrina pushed her hair back behind her ears, revealing a set of earrings, shaped like spades.  Dequan’s eyes narrowed as he stared at one of the earrings, there was a letter inside the black spade, the letter ‘Q’ in white.

“Wait, is that...  is that what I think it is?”  He questioned.

“Hm?”

“Uh, you know those earrings, I mean, they’re very pretty and all, but you know what it means, right?”

Katrina rolled her eyes and laughed.  “Of course I know!  Boy, you are so thick headed, I could hit you in the face with a tire iron and you wouldn’t hurt till morning.”

“Uh... What?”

“Oh for crying out loud!  You aren’t just from out of town, you’re from another country ain’t you?”  She responded.

“Well, I have been told that I’m not much a thinker,” Dequan replied with a sheepish smile.  “Ain’t the brightest bulb in the pack, you know?”

Katrina sighed and shook her head.  “Yeah, I think I can see that.  So you have any plans other than standing here and awkwardly answering my questions?”

“Uh...”

She got on her toes and got as close to his left ear as possible.  “Or do you want to fuck me until I drain your balls?”  She whispered.

“Holy shit!  Fuck yeah!”  Dequan exclaimed as he took a step back.

His voice echoed loudly, causing anyone even beyond earshot to glance over.  Dequan awkwardly scratched the back of his head and looked around.  “My bad, my bad.”  His phone buzzed and he took it out to see that Willis had messaged him, asking if everything was still okay.  Dequan typed back, letting him know that he was going to be very busy for the next couple of hours.

“Come on, we can go back to my place,” Katrina said.

“What?  Your husband ain’t home?”

“No, he’s traveling.  But you have to be okay with recording it so he can watch later,” she replied.

“Damn... This is wild,” Dequan whispered.

“Come on,” Katrina repeated as she turned and led the way.

Dequan cleared his throat and followed, his eyes locked in on her ass as it swayed from side to side.  “Mmm... damn, I’m gonna tear that ass up,” he whispered to himself while rubbing his hands together excitedly.  

They didn’t have to walk far, just a couple of blocks away where she led him towards a tall tower.  “How long are you staying for?”  Katrina inquired.

“I guess technically just today.  Flying out at the break of dawn tomorrow to visit Houston next,” Dequan answered.

“Oh, that’s unfortunate.  You would’ve been a big hit on the hotwife scene here,” Katrina said as she opened the door and strutted in.

Dequan followed along down a hall towards the elevators.  “The... what scene?”

“There’s a community of wives here, along with their husbands, who really enjoy swinging.”

“You serious?”

“Oh absolutely,” Katrina said with a wink, just as the elevator bell rang and the doors opened up.

As soon as they walked in, Katrina pressed one of the higher numbered floors and then ran her hand against his crotch.  Dequan groaned and looked down, his eyes wide.  “Whoa, you are eager,” he commented.

“Well, I need to make sure the goods are there,” she replied as she ran her hand under the waistband of his jogger shorts and boxers.  “Oh... and I think I definitely got the jackpot,” she continued as her fingers wrapped around his thick black member.

Dequan let out another groan as he felt her soft hand gently stroke his member to life.  She gripped tightly onto his shaft and pulled gently.  “Mmm... feels uncut,” she whispered as she continued to stroke his foreskin.

“Ungh... yeah,” he responded back as he leaned against the wall of the elevator.

His thick black cock was half erect, pressing against his boxers and jogger shorts.  The elevator bell rang again as it came to a stop on the floor Katrina had pressed.  She kept her hand wrapped around his cock as the door opened.

“Uh, whoa, like uh...”  Dequan stuttered.

Katrina didn’t seem to have any care in the world as she walked out confidently, pulling on his cock like a leash.  Dequan followed after her quickly, glancing around, worried that someone might see them.  He couldn’t believe how wild of a situation he was in, walking through the halls of some apartment or condominium with a woman pulling on his cock 

She didn’t even rush, taking her sweet time to walk to her home.  Dequan flinched when he heard a door open nearby, his cock hardening even more while Katrina kept her fingers wrapped around it.  As soon as he heard a door open down the hall, Katrina opened hers and strolled in with Dequan rushing behind.

“Did that scare you?”  Katrina asked with a giggle as Dequan closed the door behind him.

“Hell yeah, I mean, damn, that could not have been a good look for you,” he replied.

“Oh please honey, ain’t nobody going to dig their noses into someone else’s business around here,” she replied as she pulled her hand out from his boxers before turning to face him and squatting down.  “Now, let’s get a real good look at what we’re working with.”

She yanked his jogger shorts down to his ankles, then grabbed his boxers by the waistband.  His manhood was already pitching an impressive tent between his legs.  Katrina licked her lips anxiously, the lips of her sex quivering as she pulled his boxers down next.  His thick black cock popped free, bobbing up and down inches away from her face.

“Oh wow, you’re as big as Brahma bull!”  She said excitedly while grabbing the tip of his dick and lifting it up.  “And these balls, looking like two ax handles,” she continued, her other hand reaching out to gently grab and pull on them.

“Ah fuck...”  Dequan groaned as she massaged his balls gently while tugging on them.

She spit on his shaft and rubbed it with both her hands, spreading it before spitting some more, getting his shaft really wet and lubricated.  Dequan stared down at the tiny, beautiful blonde housewife as she stroked his member with her hands while she stared up at him.  He was drawn into her piercing blue eyes, unable to look away as her head slowly made its way closer towards his fat black cock.

Her warm breath brushed by his sensitive member, causing it to tremble in response.  She stuck out her tongue and slowly rolled it along the tip of his cock while she pulled back his foreskin.  Dequan let out a loud groan as the tip of her tongue teased the most sensitive part of his manhood, right where the head met the shaft.  She flicked it rapidly while she raised his cock up towards his belly button and worked her way down his shaft.

“Oh damn... fuck...”  Dequan groaned as he tilted his head back.

Katrina worked her tongue up and down the underside of his throbbing shaft, making sure to take her time when she got to his large hulking balls.  She sucked on each one gently, taking her time as she looked up at him, her piercing blue eyes seductively staring.  Dequan looked down and groaned again, his cock throbbing wildly at the sight.

“You like that?”  Katrina whispered as she pulled back.

“Damn, this is hot as fuck,” Dequan replied as he pulled off his shirt and tossed it to the side.

“Oooo...  You are built,” Katrina commented as she released his cock and ran her hands up his washboard abs.

“Fuck yeah I am.  Let me see what you got going,” Dequan replied.

Katrina smiled as she got to her feet and pulled off her cardigan, then pulled up her tight pink tube top, freeing her large supple breasts.  Due to her short height, her breasts looked even larger.  Dequan rubbed his hands together and grinned.

She turned and bent over slowly as she pulled down her tight leggings.  Dequan’s eyes widened as he realized she wasn’t wearing anything underneath.  He got a nice view of her ass, followed by her tiny little slit.

“Fuck me...”  Dequan whispered as she continued to bend down and peel off her leggings, bringing them down to her ankles.

Katrina glanced back and winked, “that’s exactly what we’re doing hon, keep up,” she giggled.

Dequan chuckled and closed the gap between them, crouching down and bending forward a bit so that he could position his head behind her shapely ass.  She was short, with thicker legs and a nice round ass.  He reached out and grabbed her ass cheeks, spreading them wide before leaning in and running the tip of his tongue between them.  Katrina gasped as she felt his warm tongue slowly work its way between her ass cheeks, circle her tight little backdoor, and then down further between the quivering lips of her sex.

His tongue flicked gently against her sex while he massaged her ass cheeks.  She felt the tip of his broad nose brush against her tight little backdoor.  Dequan took his time at first, circling her pussy lips, before he slid his tongue into her.  Katrina immediately tilted her head back and moans as his tongue explored the wet folds of her sex.

“Mmm... that’s it,” she moaned as she reached back and placed a hand on his bald head.

She pressed her ass back towards his face, grinding it a bit as she enjoyed his long, dexterous tongue.  His tongue wiggled around, hitting all the right places as Katrina pushed up onto her toes and continued to push her ass against his face.  Dequan loved it, exploring the inner depths of her sex with his tongue.  He could tell she was quite tight and grew excited, his thick black cock bobbing in agreement.

“Oh... hold up, I almost forgot!”  Katrina exclaimed as she let go of Dequan’s head and walked away, pulling her feet out from her leggings.

“Huh?”  Dequan responded as he remained crouched.

She picked up her leggings, dug through one of the pockets and took out her phone.  Dequan tilted his head, watching as she unlocked it and tapped away on the screen.

“Uh... you chatting with somebody?”  He inquired.

“No, hold on, just getting the camera,” she answered.

“Oh... that’s right, you mentioned something about recording...”

“Yeah, my husband loves to watch this stuff and he’s going to have a field day watching you take me.  I think you’re the biggest ni... black man I’ve been with,” she replied, quickly correcting herself.

“Huh...”

She made her way towards a couch and sat, spreading her legs wide while holding her phone with one hand.  “Okay big fella, come on over and fuck me,” she ordered.

“Damn, ain’t got to tell me twice,” Dequan said as he rushed over between her legs.

He grabbed his thick black cock and tapped it against her quivering pussy lips.  She moaned loudly and aimed her phone down towards her crotch as her legs trembled.  “Don’t worry, I got this,” Dequan said as he grabbed the phone with one hand.

Katrina gasped as he rubbed his throbbing shaft against the entrance to her sex, just barely edging the tip in.  Dequan took his sweet time, rubbing his shaft left and right, and then moving his hips back and forth, gliding his thick black cock between the lips of her sex but not entering.  She moaned loudly and placed her hands on the back of her knees as her legs trembled excitedly.

“Yeah, you like that?”  Dequan teased.

“Mmm... yes...”  Katrina gasped.

“Yeah?  You want this in that tight little pussy?”

“Mmm... yes... yes... please,” she whispered.

He could feel her pussy growing wetter against the underside of his shaft as it slid up and down.  Dequan tapped his cock against her pussy once more before pulling back and then pressing the thick tip down between the lips of her soft pink sex.  She gasped, closing her eyes and pressing her head back against the couch.  Dequan groaned as he held his shaft tightly while slowly pushing the bulbous tip in.  His other hand held the phone as steadily as he could, making sure to get a nice clean shot of his black cock making its way into Katrina’s pussy.

“Ungh... fuck that’s tight,” he groaned.

“Ah!  Ah!  Oh lord that’s thick!”  She gasped, her body trembling wildly.

She clenched her toes tightly as she felt the thick tip of his cock slowly work its way into her pussy, stretching it to new limits.  This wasn’t her first rodeo with a black man, but Dequan was different, the girth of his massive member was incredible.  Katrina closed her eyes and took quick shallow breaths as she finally felt the tip pop into her tight cunt.  Her pussy clamped around it immediately, squeezing it tightly.

“Ungh... damn... wow,” Dequan grunted as he paused for a bit, loosening his grip on his own shaft.

He had managed to anchor the tip of his cock in and now had to slide it in.  Thick beads of sweat began to form on the top of his bald head as he slowly pushed his hips forward.  Katrina cried out in pleasure as she kept her hands under her trembling knees.

“OH LORD!  SLOW!  SLOW!  SLOOOOOOOOW!”  She yelped.

Dequan groaned and slowed his pace even more.  He thought he had been going slow but it looked like it wasn’t enough.  Inch by inch, he moved his hips forward, taking his sweet time.  He couldn’t believe how tight she was, her tight little cunt squeezing his cock like a vice wrapped in soft velvet.

“Ah damn... fuck... Your husband fuck you?”  Dequan groaned.

“AH!  AH!  OH LORD!”  Katrina gasped, not even registering his words.

He continued his push forward, sliding bit by tiny bit into her.  Each time his cock throbbed, it reverberated within Katrina, sending shocks of joy throughout her body.  She wiggled her toes and arched her back slightly as he continued to slide his thick black cock into her.

“Yeah... ungh...”  Dequan groaned as he thrust forward a bit, sliding in faster.

Katrina yelped and trembled, placing her hands up and against his broad muscular chest as if to try and stop him.  “Slow!  Please!  Oh fuck!”  She gasped.

“Don’t worry, I got this,” he responded, pushing in a bit deeper.

Her legs shook wildly as he slid his cock in until he was about halfway in.  He had to pause because of how tight she got, her pussy clamping tightly around his thick black cock.  Dequan groaned and took a couple of deep breaths.  He stared down at her trembling body and reached out, gripping both her soft supple breasts and giving them a hard squeeze.

“Ah!  AH!  That’s so deep!”  Katrina moaned.

“Oh, we got a lot more to go,” Dequan responded with a proud smile as he began to push his hips forward again.

Katrina shook her head and reached back and up to press her hands against the back of the couch, holding it for dear life as she felt his massive girth stretch her tight little cunt.  Dequan struggled but he continued to plunge his cock deep into her, sliding the rest of his fat cock in.  When his balls touched her ass, she let out a loud moan as her legs shook wildly.

“OH YES!  AHHH!”  She squealed as she clenched her toes tightly.

Dequan took a minute to pause, letting her adjust before he began to pull back.  The tightness of her little pink pussy was incredible.  He stared down to see the lips of her sex stretching as it held onto his fat black cock.  His balls clenched a bit as he saw the sight, his shaft throbbing wildly at the same time.

Once he pulled about halfway out, he pause and then plunged forward again, faster than before.  Katrina screamed and arched her back as she placed her hands down and on his thighs.  A powerful searing heat rushed through her, causing every inch of her to tingle with delight.  She could hardly breathe as she felt his thick member fill her.

“Ungh!  Yeah!  UNGH!  Take that cock!”  Dequan groaned as he thrust forward, slamming his cock right back into her.

“OH FUCK!”  She squealed as she shook her head.

He immediately pulled back, his rough, large hands still holding tightly onto her breasts.  Her perky, cherry red nipples were rock hard between his fingers as he began to move his hips back and forth, catching a rhythm.  Katrina gasped and moaned, writhing around below him while her legs shook rapidly.

“OH!  OH!  OH FUCK!  OH MY GOD!  AH!  AH!  AAAAAAHHH!”  She screamed loudly as her pussy tightened even further around his cock.

Dequan’s eyes narrowed and he grunted loudly as he tried to push his hips forward.  Her pussy had gotten so tight, and it felt nearly impossible to move any further.  At the same Katrina gasped and shook, tapping her hands on his thighs as she felt an immense pressure between her legs.  Dequan finally pulled back, letting his thick black cock glide out from between her legs.  

Katrina barely made a sound as she kept her legs spread wide.  Her toes were tightly clenched while Dequan could see her thighs trembling.  He tapped her pussy lips with his cock and soon was surprised to see a stream of her juices shoot out like a fountain.

“Oh damn!”  He exclaimed.

“Ooooooh...”  Katrina gasped as she took a couple of deep breaths.

She felt light headed, barely able to comprehend that she had just had a powerful orgasm.  As she looked between her legs, she was confused, watching as her pussy squeezed out some more of her juices.  Never had she done this before.

“Damn, love it when a woman squirts,” Dequan chuckled before he gripped his shaft and aimed the tip of his cock right back into her soft tight cunt.

“Oh!  OH!  OH MY!”  Katrina gasped as she felt the tip of his thick black cock slide right back into her quivering pussy.

Her body immediately lit up like a Christmas tree, every inch of her feeling like it had been lit up.  Tingling sensations rushed through her, from the tips of her toes to the top of her head.  Dequan held the phone as steady as he could while plunging his cock right back into her.  He loved the way her soft velvety pussy wrapped around his throbbing shaft.

Katrina trembled below him again as she felt his cock penetrate deep into her.  His thickness stretching her tight little pussy to its limits.  She closed her eyes, feeling light headed again as she took a couple of short shallow breaths.  Dequan grinned and pinched her nipples, pulling on them gently while thrusting his hips back and forth.

“Ungh... yeah... this is my pussy now,” he grunted.

“Mmm... yes... yes!  It’s all yours baaaaaaayBAAAAAAY!”  Her voice rose as she felt another climax.

She couldn’t believe it, her vision blurring momentarily as a rush of pure bliss rocked her to her core.  Katrina held her breath as she shook wildly, her legs trembling with her toes clenched tightly.  Dequan could feel her cumming on his cock as it clamped tightly around his big black shaft.

Katrina could barely feel her legs as an intense heat rushed through her like an uncontrolled wildfire.  She reached up and tapped Dequan on the abs while shaking her head gently.  “Wait, wait, pull out,” she whispered.

Dequan shrugged and pulled his hips back slowly, sliding his thick black cock out her with a slick wet pop.  He grinned and let his cock bob up and down, gently tapping against the lips of her quivering sex.  Katrina took long deep breaths as the climax continued working its way through her, tingling every bit of her.

“Oh wow... wow... that was so... wow...”  She murmured, unable to even get her thoughts in order as she spoke.

“And we just getting started,” Dequan said as he stood up.  “Mind if I put the phone down?”  

“Oh yeah, yeah,” Katrina responded.

Dequan turned off the recording on the phone and placed it on a nearby table.  He turned and admired the tiny beautiful blonde as she continued to rest.  His cock throbbed wildly at the sight.  He made his way back towards her and wrapped his arms around her waist, helping her up and off the couch.

“Whoa, what are we doing now?”  She asked.

“Turn that ass around,” Dequan responded as he spun her around so that her ass was towards him.  

He gently nudged her upper body forward and held her hips, pulling her ass up and making her get on the tips of her toes.  Katrina gasped as he pushed forward, sliding his thick cock right back into her tight little cunt, but from behind this time.  It slid in a bit more easily this time, gliding through and digging deep inside her soft wet sex.

“Oh!  Oh yes!  Right there...”  she moaned loudly, while her ass cheeks shook.

“Mm... ungh... yeah...”  Dequan responded as he thrust his hips back and forth, making sure the slide the entire length of his long hard shaft in and out.

His hands held firmly on her hips as he hammered back and forth.  Katrina moaned and gasped, trying her best to keep her body steady on her toes.  Her upper body was bent forward and she reached out to brace herself against the closest wall.  Each time he thrust, she couldn’t help but scoot forward until her hands pressed against the wall, fully supporting herself.

“Ungh!  UNGH!  UNGH!  Yeah... That’s it!  Squeeze my cock!”  Dequan groaned as he hastened his strokes, pulling on her hips.

Katrina cried out in pleasure as she slightly lost her footing, her lower body briefly floating in the air thanks to Dequan holding her.  She felt another rush of warmth run through her, pooling between her legs as she climaxed yet again.  His balls slammed against her clit with each powerful stroke, adding to the intense feelings of ecstasy that washed through her.

“Ah!  AH!  OH GOD!  AHHHHH!”  Katrina screamed as she came, her pussy quivering as her juices jetted out from between her legs.

Dequan didn’t pull out this time, instead opting to continuously pound her tightening little cunt.  He could feel her pussy squirting her juices all over his lower body and he loved it.  It only drove him wilder, making his grip tightly onto her hips and slam with all his might.  The room filled with the sloppy wet smacks of his balls slapping against her quivering wet cunt.

“Yeah!  That’s it!  Squirt on this big black cock!”  Dequan roared.

“OH!  OH!  LORD!  OH!  WAIT!  WAIT!”  Katrina squealed as one of her legs lifted up and her hands slid down the wall until they were on the floor.

Her upper body rested on the floor while Dequan raised her lower body up by the hips.  Both her feet were now in the air as he hammered in and out of her.  He could feel her sweet soft pussy gripping his hard throbbing shaft, as if to try and crush it as she reached the peak of her climax.  Katrina nearly blacked out from the pleasure, her body going white hot as she shook uncontrollably.

“UNGH!”  Dequan groaned loudly as he slammed his cock deep into her cunt and paused.

“AAAAAAAAAHHHHH!”  Katrina screamed, barely able to register which way was up as more of her juices splashed out from between her legs.

She’d never had such a powerful orgasm before in her life.  Dequan held her steady for a bit before slowly pulling his cock out of her pussy.  He watched as her tight pink cunt gaped open for a bit, the lips of her sex trembling as it slowly tightened back up.  After licking his lips and raised her up and gently tossed her on the couch.

“Whew... oooh... wow...”  Katrina gasped between deep breaths.

“You ain’t getting no rest, we ain’t done yet,” Dequan chuckled as he leaned down and licked her pussy lips.

She gasped and trembled as she felt his tongue roll up and down the sensitive lips of her quivering sex.  He quickly got back up and slid his glistening cock right back into her.  Katrina gasped and pressed her head back onto the seat cushion.  She wrapped her legs around his wide waist, locking her feet together behind his lower back.

“Yeah, that’s it, hold on tight,” Dequan said as he gripped her thighs.

He began to hammer away, thrusting his hips faster and harder than before.  Thick beads of sweat rolled down his bald head as he worked her tight little pussy.  Katrina cried out in pleasure as she tightened her legs around his powerful waist, her toes outspread while her ankles remained locked together.

“Oh fuck!  Yes!  Yes!  YEEEEEEEES!”  She screamed at the top of her lungs.

The sofa they were on creaked and squeaked as he pounded in and out.  His large balls swung rapidly, banging against her ass cheeks with each stroke.  Dequan loved the way her large breasts bounced wildly as he thrust his hips.  He leaned in and sucked on one of her nipples, gently nibbling on it.  

Katrina gasped and closed her eyes, feeling another powerful wave of warmth wash over her.  She couldn’t believe how many times this black man had made her climax.  Her body shook on its own as a familiar tingling sensation rushed through her.  For a moment, she went completely numb, with just her pussy feeling the full weight of the pleasure boiling within her.

“UNGH!  UNGH!  Yeah!  Who owns this pussy?!”  Dequan grunted as he slowed his strokes a bit.

“AH!  AH!  YOURS!  OH FUCK IT’S YOURS!”  She screamed as she arched her back a bit and climaxed again.

Dequan groaned as he felt her pussy massage his dick, squeezing and kneading it while more of her juices squirted out.  He wrapped his thick arms around her torso and straightened his back, pulling her up with him.  Katrina yelped as he planted his feet on the ground and lifted her up effortlessly.  She was still mid-climax as she was hoisted into the air.

He started off slow, lifting her up and then bringing her back down on his throbbing black cock.  Katrina gasped as she was tossed up and down as if she were lighter than a feather.  Dequan bent his knees a little to give him some more leverage and strength to slam upward each time he brought her down.

His thrusts grew more erratic as he sped up, his balls bouncing wildly and smacking loudly against her ass with each powerful stroke.  Katrina wrapped her arms around his neck and held on for dear life as she screamed at the top of her lungs.  Another fiery wave blasted through every inch of her trembling body.  Her heart raced, feeling as though it would pop out from her chest as she cried out in pleasure, a couple of tears of joy sliding down the corners of her eyes.

“OH MY GOD!  AAAAAAHHH!”  Katrina squealed.

Dequan continued to hammer away, the thunderous claps of their bodies slamming against one another echoing through the room.  Her pussy clamped around his cock as her juices began to drip out, splashing all around each time Dequan thrust his thick black cock in.  Katrina felt light headed as she hit another powerful climax, reaching the peak of pleasure as she was bounced up and down effortlessly.

“UNGH!  FUCK!  This pussy so fucking tight!”  Dequan grunted as he finally slowed his pace.

He turned around and then plopped down onto the sofa with her still atop him.  She was now riding him, cowgirl style, trembling on top of his wide muscular frame as her latest climax finally subsided.  Dequan reached around and smacked her ass cheeks hard, causing her to shake and her pussy to clamp even tighter around his cock.

“Go on, ride this dick!”  He exclaimed while spanking her ass again.

Katrina gasped and began to move her hips back and forth, grinding her lower body against his.  Every time she moved, her body trembled, every inch of her feeling extremely sensitive.  She could feel her juicy, wet pussy trying its best to grip onto his thick black cock.  Her juices continued to slowly drip out from between her legs, soaking the sofa below them.  Dequan occasionally spanked her, hard, enjoying the way her ass would jiggle with each hard smack.

It stung each time, but Katrina loved it, the mix of pleasure and pain as she rode his fat cock.  She slowly managed to bend her knees and place her shins on his thighs while bracing herself by placing her hands on his wide chest.  Once she was in position, she wiggled her toes a little before bouncing up and down, slowly at first.  Dequan groaned while closing his eyes and letting Katrina ride his fat black cock.  Katrina’ slowly moved her legs a bit, closing the gap between her feet until the soles of her feet gently pressed against his fat balls.

“Ooo... yeah... fuck... that feels good,” he groaned in response.

She nibbled on her lower lip as she began to bounce up and down faster, while at the same time, massaging his balls with her feet.  Dequan reached up and slid his middle finger between her lips, letting her suck on it for a bit before he pulled it out.  The same hand then wrapped around her ass and he slowly pressed his slick middle finger into her tightly clenched backdoor.  Katrina flinched immediately as she felt the intruder invade her ass.

“OH!  WHOA!”  She squealed as his finger slid deep into her virgin backdoor.

It felt strange but Katrina didn’t complain, opting to continue bouncing on his cock.  He grinned and wiggled his thumb while he began to thrust his hips, matching her pace.  She could feel his cock throbbing faster as she rode him, bouncing faster and faster while pressing her hands against his chest.

“Ungh... yeah... where do you want me to cum?”  Dequan groaned.

“Wherever you want,” Katrina moaned back.

“Yeah?  Even inside your tight pink pussy?”

“Mm hmm... yes...”  She whispered as she continued to bounce.

Dequan’s thick black cock trembled at the thought.  He began to thrust his hips harder, enthusiastically plowing his shaft in and out of her tight little cunt.  At the same time, he slid his middle finger in and out of her ass, wiggling it a little each time he plunged it in.  Katrina arched her back, leaning towards his legs with her hands on his knees as she gasped.

“Ungh!  UNGH!  Yeah... here it comes... UNGH!”  Dequan grunted loudly as he pushed his cock deep into her and reached up with his free hand to squeeze her left breast tightly.

His ball clenched as his thick black shaft throbbed wildly.  Katrina closed her eyes and tilted her head back as she felt his hot, thick seed shooting deep into her.  Powerful streams of his load filled her tiny quivering sex, some of it slowly dribbling out from between her legs.

“Mmm... yes...”  She whispered as she slowly grinded her lower body against his, her pussy milking his throbbing member.

Dequan pulled his middle finger out of her ass and groaned as his balls continued to unload.  “Ah fuck... damn,” he groaned as he rubbed his bald head, wiping the thick beads of sweat that were lingering.  “You were fucking amazing,” he continued as his cock popped out from between her legs.

Katrina rolled off him and plopped down near him on the sofa.  She was completely exhausted, her legs feeling weak as she laid still, feeling a mix of her juices and his seed leaking out from between her quivering pussy lips.  Her pussy and the surrounding area were bright red and extra sensitive.  Even the slightest movement in the air made her body shiver.

“Wow... you said you were just here for one day?”  She asked, her words slurring just a bit.

“Yeah, wish I could stay longer if that means I can have some more of that pussy,” Dequan chuckled.

“Whew... And those other black guys at the park...  Were they all your friends?”

“Oh yeah, we’re all here visiting and enjoying the sights.”

“Mmm... do all y’all have plans for the night?”  Katrina inquired.

“I think they wanted to go clubbing, but after we go to the gym,” Dequan answered.  “Why?  You have any suggestions?”

“Well, I don’t know if y’all know this, but there’s a thriving community of hotwives in Dallas.  I’m sure a couple of them would love to try out some new chocolate in town,” she replied as she looked over at him and winked.

“Damn!  You serious?”

“Sure am.  You know, I actually texted a couple of them on our walk here.  I let them know that some black guys were at Dealey Plaza and that I had already gotten me one,” Katrina responded.

“Damn... You putting us out there like fresh meat,” Dequan laughed.

“Oh absolutely and there’s quite a few hungry women out there who want a taste,” she said with a giggle.

She wrapped her fingers around his still throbbing hard cock and stroked it.  “Wow, and still hard,” she gasped as she eyed his member.  She was impressed by his stamina, licking her lips as she squeezed his shaft and pushed her hand upwards, pushing out every last drop of his load out.  Dequan groaned as she leaned down and licked the tip of his cock before sucking on it, cleaning it with her mouth.

“Oooo fuck, damn,” he grunted.

Katrina got a bit more enthusiastic, stroking his shaft and sucking on his cock.  She wiggled her tongue left and right at the same time.  Dequan groaned and shivered, his body feeling extra sensitive after blowing his load.

“Damn, whoa, whoa,” he grunted as he placed a hand on her head.  “You got to give me a minute,” he laughed.

She ignored him, opting to rub and massage his balls with one hand while sucking the tip of his cock and stroking his shaft with her other hand.  Dequan placed his hands on his head and closed his eyes.  She finally pulled her head back and continued stroking his shaft.

“Do you think you’re ready for another round?”  Katrina asked with a seductive smile.

“Fuck, I’m ready, but are you?”  Dequan questioned.

Katrina squeezed his shaft tightly once before letting go and adjusting herself so that she was laying down on the sofa, her crotch towards him.  She lifted her legs up and then back towards her upper body while reaching down and spreading her ass cheeks.  Her pussy winked at him, opening up before tightening back again.

“Well, there’s only one way to find out...”  She answered.
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The Dallas Hotwives Club Part 2

Marcus covered his mouth as he yawned, trying as hard as he could to not look disinterested as Lawrence continued talking about Dealey Plaza and all the conspiracies associated with it.  He definitely seemed to know what he was talking about.  Jamal stepped over and tapped Marcus, tilting his head to the side to signify that he wanted to talk with him separately.  Marcus nodded and the two took a couple steps away while Lawrence continued on.

“What’s up?”  Marcus asked.

“Where’s Dequan at?  I just noticed he ain’t been around,” Jamal responded.

“You just noticed?!  Aren’t you military?  I thought you would’ve noticed the second he was gone,” Marcus said, surprised.

“Well, I mean, I noticed he wasn’t around, kind of hard to miss a dude that looks like two ton truck.  I meant, I haven’t seen him in a long while.  I thought he was out taking a shit or something,” Jamal replied.

Marcus chuckled and shook his head.  “Nah dawg, he’s doing something a little more exciting than that.  I saw this blonde bombshell talking with him and next thing I know, he’s heading out with her.”

“Come again?  A blonde bombshell?  You serious?!”

“Yeah, she looked good, a little thick, but really short, mmm, man, don’t know what she saw in Dequan,” Marcus replied.

“Damn, so he ditched us for some blonde, huh?”  Jamal muttered.

“You jealous?”

“Shit, hell yeah I am.  After seeing those women when we were in the limo?  Like damn, women in this area are something else,” Jamal answered.

“Well, come on, Lawrence is going to completely leave us behind if we don’t catch up,” Marcus said as he nodded towards the rest of the group.

“Now, if all of you look past this little spot here, that right there is what’s known as the grassy knoll.  Never been confirmed, but back then, lots of eyewitnesses claimed a second figure shot JFK from there,” Lawrence explained as he pointed.

“Conspiracy theories right?”  Willis responded.

“Well, yes, most people would consider it a conspiracy theory.  Lee Harvey Oswald is the one and only shooter, unless there’s any proof otherwise,” Lawrence replied.

“Damn, so you’re saying Lee shot JFK from up there?”  Jamal asked as he caught up to the group along with Marcus.

“Yup, the sixth floor,” Lawrence answered.

“Jeez, I mean, I guess it’s a clear shot but with the type of rifle he had, man, he have military training?”  Jamal asked.

“As a matter of fact, he was a marine, though dishonorably discharged and he eventually moved to the Soviet Union,” Lawrence explained.

“Soviet Union?  Really?”

“Indeed, he came back, honestly to little fanfare, and after that, he planned and killed the President of the United States,” Lawrence continued.

“Man, that’s wild.  I mean, can you imagine in today’s world, someone being able to snipe the President?”  Jamal said as he looked around.

Tyrone scratched the back of his head and then smoothed over his small afro as he absorbed all the information.  He had grown up in a poor neighborhood and he recalled being taught bits and pieces of this piece of history, but he didn’t remember ever hearing about Lee Harvey Oswald going to the Soviet Union.  “They don’t teach that part, the Soviet Union stuff,” Tyrone commented.

“Pardon?”  Lawrence asked as he looked over at Tyrone.

“I said, they don’t teach the Soviet Union stuff in school.  At least, where I came from.  We just learnt that JFK was assassinated and the dude that did it was Lee Harvey,” Tyrone repeated.

“Ah, I see.  And where did you grow up?”  Lawrence inquired.

“Detroit.”

“Oh, very interesting.  Here in Dallas, there’s a whole thing with teaching about this assassination.  I believe there are field trips here even for elementary school,” Lawrence informed.

Darius sighed and scrolled through his phone, looking for a place to grab some dessert.  “Huh... hey Lawrence, you ever been to a place called the Donut Palace?”  He asked.

“Hm?  Donut Palace?”

“Yeah, it looks like its right over there,” Darius responded, pointing past the grassy area and towards a group of buildings.

“Hm, I don’t believe I’ve ever been there.  Would you like a ride there?”  Lawrence offered.

“Nah, nah, I can walk.  Need to get some more steps in anyway,” Darius replied.

Jamal lightly punched Darius on the arm, “yo, I’m going with you.”

“What?  Man, I’m good,” Darius responded.

“You’re good until you get your ass kicked by some racist folks,” Jamal replied.  “Plus, I want some donuts too.”

“You two are still hungry?!”  Willis questioned, sounding stunned.

“Man, I didn’t eat as much as you all did,” Darius responded.

“I got a fast metabolism.  It’s what happens when you work your ass off in the army,” Jamal chuckled.

“Yo, get me a bear claw if they have any,” Tyrone requested.

Darius rolled his eyes and sighed.  Jamal just grinned and gave a nod.  “I got you nig.  How about y’all?”  He asked, looking over at Willis and Marcus.

“Nah, I’m good, ate enough at Cattleack,” Marcus answered.

“Same,” Willis added.

“Sir, if I may, I could just drive over and get a dozen, no need for you two to walk over there,” Lawrence insisted.

Darius waved his hand while shaking his head, “nah, it’s all good man.  Like I said, I want to walk a bit too”

“Come on, let’s go,” Jamal said as he wrapped an arm around his shoulder.

Darius tried his best to try and push Jamal off, but being a former soldier, Jamal was extremely strong.  “Yo man, come on, give me some space man, damn dawg,” Darius complained.

The others laughed as Jamal let him go and lightly smacked him on the back of the head.  “This is why you need to work out with us man.  I was barely holding on there.”

“Don’t forget my bear claw,” Tyrone reminded.

“Whatever,” Darius responded as he began walking off with Jamal beside him.

Lawrence nodded as he continued leading the way through the plaza with the remaining people, Marcus, Willis and Tyrone.  Jamal tapped Darius on the arm.  “Yo man, you feeling alright?  You been pretty bitchy since day one,” he asked.  “Is it that time of the month for you?”  He joked, further annoying Darius.

“Damn man, seriously?”

“My bad, my bad.  But for real, what’s up?”

Darius sighed audibly as they walked up to the nearest crosswalk and waited.  “I’m annoyed that I’m going to be stuck, bored out of my mind while you all are out partying it up.  Like shit, I get it, I’m twenty, old enough to serve the country and see some fucked up shit but too young to grab a drink,” he answered sarcastically.  He paused for a second before glancing at Jamal, “shit, that was probably a bad way to say it.  I mean, we all thankful for your service and I didn’t mean to downplay that in any way.”

Jamal grinned, “what?  You thought I’d be offended or some shit?”

“I don’t know, maybe?”

“You learn to grow some thick ass skin in the army.  Look, I get what you mean.  Shit, I joined the army when I was eighteen man, fresh out of high school.  Didn’t know a damn thing about nothing.  I know that frustrating experience, knowing that you aren’t being treated as an adult even though you are one.  Look man, I wasn’t kidding back there, I don’t need to go clubbing or some shit.  Found a couple of arcades we could hit up, and then maybe we can play some street ball. I heard the scene can get pretty wild out here.  Though, it’s probably just a bunch of white men who think they can jump,” he joked.

Darius smirked, “yo man, don’t be underestimating them.  The last think you want is to get your ass smoked in streetball by some fucking cowboys or some shit,” he chuckled.

“You seriously think...” Before Jamal could finish his sentence, a large, loud, black truck came to a screeching halt in front of them.  It roared and growled as the driver revved the engine.  Loud country music blared from the stereo as a man with a close buzzcut leaned his head out of the window.

“You ladies looking for a ride?”  He asked, laughing and turning back to look at the others in the truck.

The back window opened and a bald white man joined in.  “Where y’all going to for y’all’s date night?”

Darius balled his fists, ready for a fight but Jamal stepped forward and shook his head as he looked down at his young friend.  “Why don’t y’all just mosey on out of here before you regret doing something you shouldn’t have,” Jamal warned.

“Look at this nig...” the bald man’s voice trailed off as he turned to talk to the other guys in the truck, the loud country music drowning out his voice.

“What’d you say?”  Darius questioned.

His time in jail had made him more cautious but at the same time, had made him have a bit of a temper when confronted.  Jamal sighed and tapped his young friend on the chest with the back of his left hand.  “Young blood, calm down,” he warned coolly.

The passenger side door opened and the man with the buzzcut stepped out, cracking his knuckles as he did.  At the same time, the driver shut off the car before hopping out along with the bald man and another in the backseat.  Jamal remained quiet and calm, eyeing each of them carefully.

“Yeah young blood, know your place in the pecking order,” the man with the buzzcut said.

They all got on the curb of the sidewalk, surrounding the two black men.  Jamal just crossed his arms and looked at them, unimpressed.  “Are any of you former military or currently enlisted?”  He questioned.

“What’s it to you, boy?”  The man with the buzzcut responded.

“Just asking.  Need to confirm if this escalates,” Jamal replied.

“Ha!  Look at this boy, trying to sound all educated,” buzzcut laughed.

The bald man stepped close towards Darius and Jamal quickly stepped in.  “Out of my way boy!”

Jamal shook his head and watched as the bald man cocked his arm back, telegraphing an obvious punch.  As he launching his fist forward, Jamal raised one massive hand, catching the man’s fist and then quickly launched a jab, punching the bald man right in the nose, breaking it instantly.  He practically flew back, his nose erupting.  If it wasn’t for Jamal still holding tightly onto his fist, he probably would’ve fallen into the truck.

“Motherfucker!”  Buzzcut yelled as he swung wildly.

Darius took a step back while Jamal easily pulled the bald man towards him by the fist.  He then launched the bald man into buzzcut, sending them both flying into the side of the truck.  The driver was next raising his fists up nervously as he glanced at the other backseat passenger.

“Yeah, none of you are former military,” Jamal sighed as he eyed the two remaining men.  “That’s your truck, right?”  He questioned.

“Uh... yeah, what’s it to you?”  The driver replied.

“I need to make sure that I don’t break your fingers.  Someone is going to have to drive your asses back home,” Jamal answered.

The driver glanced over at the other backseat passenger and gave him a nod.  Backseat passenger took a step forward before twisting his body and launching an awkward looking kick.  For a moment, Jamal was surprised but he easily caught the man’s leg and then reached out, wrapping his hand around the poor white man’s throat.  He lifted him up effortlessly, raised him up by the leg and throat before lifting him up even higher and tossing him into the bed of the truck.

The driver gulped, his eyes wide in stunned surprise as he still had his fists up.  He had a decision to make as he looked down at his bald friend and buzzcut, who were struggling to get back to their feet.  Jamal sighed and crossed his arms.

“Go on, get the hell out of here,” he said.

“Yeah, while you can!”  Darius added.

Jamal shook his head and glared at Darius.  “Calm it.”

The driver debated on whether or not to try to attack Jamal but some blue and red lights along with a siren stopped everything.  

“Ah shit,” Darius sighed as he got ready to run.

Jamal grabbed him by the shirt and shook his head, “we did nothing wrong, chill.”

A patrol car came to a slow crawl next to them and stopped.  Two officers stepped out, one of them saying something to his radio as he looked at the scene.  “Okay, all right, you two, on the ground,” the other said as he pointed at Darius and Jamal.

“Yo, we didn’t do anything,” Darius tried to argue.

“We’ll sort that out.  Now get on the ground,” the officer ordered sternly.

Darius sighed as he shook his head.  The driver, buzzcut and the bald man all smirked as they watched.  “Yeah, they attacked us for no reason!”  Buzzcut yelled.

“Now, hold on there hon!”  A voice rang out.

They all paused and looked over to see a woman with long blonde wavy hair, with bits of silver and pink blended in.  She was short compared to everyone else, probably a little over five feet tall, but she had on a pair of cowgirl boots that added a couple of inches to her height.  She had on a pair of very short jeans, and a plaid blouse.  Buzzcut glared at her, eyeing her cautiously.

She cleared her throat as she walked closer, her hips swaying side to side.

“Don’t go lying to the police now, you hear?  These men did not attack you for no reason,” she started.

Darius was about to speak but Jamal gently tapped him on the chest and shook his head.  One of the officers pushed his hat up with a finger and glanced at them, then at the woman, and finally at the group of white men.  “So what did happen?”  He asked.

“These idiots came driving on up next to these men and started yelling.  Then they went and hopped out, trying to hit this big truck of a man here,” she continued as she pointed at Jamal.  “And as you can see, they didn’t fare none, got their asses handed to them.”

Buzzcut gritted his teeth as he puffed his chest up.  “Oh come on, that’s a lie!  You ain’t going to listen to this two dollar whore, are you?  She’s just some street walker that’s probably wanting to get some free drugs!”  He yelled.

“Excuse me?!”  The blonde woman responded as she crossed her arms.

One of the officers responded as he glanced at his partner and gave him a small nod.  He turned back around to look at the group.  “Well, if it ain’t sweet Vickie.  Missed you at the last family get together,” he started.

All the white men looked at one another, fear starting to show in their eyes.  Buzzcut’s especially, were wide open as his jaw dropped.  Vickie smirked and raised an eyebrow as she saw their reactions.

“What?  You surprised to hear that we’re family?  I ain’t no damn streetwalker, but I am his cousin,” she said smugly.

“Oh shit,” Darius whispered, trying his hardest not to burst out laughing.

“All right, you two can go on, we’ll take it from here,” the blonde’s cousin said as he looked at the white men.  “Turn around, put your arms behind your backs,” he ordered.

“Tristan!  Where are your manners?  You can’t tell them to just turn around when you told these men to get on the ground.  Do we really need to have a talk about this at the next family dinner?”  Vickie warned.

Tristan sighed, “Okay, okay.  You heard her, get on the ground, hands behind your heads.”

“Fucking bitch,” buzzcut growled under his breath.

He was immediately met with an elbow to the gut from Tristan.  “Oh, now you done and insulted my family.  You must have just fallen off the turnip truck.  Get your asses to the ground or we will drop you another way!”

The men quickly fell to the ground with their hands behind their heads.  Vickie smirked and tapped Jamal on the arm.  “Hon, are you okay?  This is such a horrible way for you to be treated.”

“Oh, yes ma’am.  Perfectly fine.  Thank you for jumping in there,” he replied.

“Huh...  Are y’all from out of town?”

“Yeah, we’re visiting up from Austin.  But I’m originally from Arkansas.  My name’s Jamal, and this here is my buddy Darius.”

“Ah, Arkansas, funny, your accent seems... a little off,” Vickie commented as they walked away from the scene, letting Tristan and the other officer take care of the men who had tried to attack Jamal and Darius.

“Oh yeah, I mean, born and raised, but then I joined the army, visited all kinds of places, settled in when I went to California for a bit,” Jamal responded.

“Why thank you for your service!  No wonder you were able to beat the tarnation out of them idiots.  Where are y’all headed?”

“Grabbing some donuts at uh... what was it called?”  Jamal asked, looking over at Darius.

“Donut Palace.”

“Oh!  I love that place.  Come on, let me help you get there and get y’all both a drink or something with a donut,” Vickie offered.

“What?  We should be offering you a drink and a donut,” Jamal laughed as they walked across the street.

***
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VICKIE NODDED SOLEMNLY as she heard Darius’s history.  He had told her about how he had carried barely above the legal limit and was imprisoned, only to see the legal limit altered, yet his sentence remained.  She gently rubbed his arm and shook her head. 

“Unbelievable,” she sighed.

Darius smiled and shrugged, “I mean, it’s affected me pretty negatively but at the same time, it’s funny how they can lock me up for that, I can join the military, and... well, I guess I used to be able to smoke, but I can’t go party,” he said with a small chuckle.

“What do you mean?  I used to party all the time when I was your age,” Vickie responded.

“Well, legally.  Ain’t allowed to drink so bars and clubs don’t let me in,” Darius replied.

Vickie laughed and rolled her eyes, “that’s why you go to a house party.”

“Ha!  I would, but we don’t know anybody in this area.”

“Well, you know me now,” Vickie responded with a small devious smile.

Darius glanced over at Jamal who gave a small shrug.  “Uh, you know of any house parties?”  Darius asked, feeling strangely nervous.

Vickie tilted her head from side to side before smiling and crossing her arms under her breasts.  “Well, I mean, if y’all are free, I’m sure we can have a small party back at my place,” she responded.

“Uh... are your friends going to be okay with two random black guys showing up?”  Darius asked.

Jamal face palmed and shook his head, letting out a small sigh.  Vickie raised an eyebrow as she opened her mouth to speak but remained speechless.  “Sorry ma’am, he’s still young, has a tough time catching on,” Jamal apologized.

“Huh?  Catch on?  What?”  Darius asked, confused.

Jamal leaned in close to Darius and whispered, “come on man, get with the program, she’s DTF.”

Darius’s ears perked and his eyes widened as he stared at Vickie.  She smiled in response, giggling before she took a sip of her coffee.  “Oh shit, yeah, I’m down!”  He said excitedly.

Vickie laughed as she finished her coffee and hopped off her seat.  “Come on, we have a bit of a drive,” she informed.

They began to walk out but Darius paused and turned back towards the counter.  Jamal looked back, confused, “you change your mind?”

“Nah, nah, hold up, I still got to get that bear claw,” Darius responded.

After buying it, he rushed over to catch up with Jamal and Vickie, who were waiting outside.  She led them over to a large pickup truck and Darius nodded his head.  “Damn... is this the new electric truck from Ford?!”

“Yes it is.”

“Wow!  I heard it’s got some power in those wheels!  Damn, it looks nice!”  Darius complimented as he circled the truck.

“Why don’t you drive it?  I’ll put the directions to my house on the GPS,” Vickie offered.

“What?  Really?!”

“Yeah, Jamal and I can spend a bit of... quality time in the back,” Vickie replied.

"Oh shit!"  Jamal exclaimed, his usual calm demeanor breaking down immediately.

Darius shrugged and got in the driver's seat while Jamal and Vickie hopped in the back.  He felt a little sad that he had become a chauffeur, but it was a truck he wanted to try driving, and he knew he'd eventually get in on the action.  Vickie helped start up the car and playfully teased Darius, rubbing his right thigh and feeling his manhood.

"Oooo, maybe I should have started with you," she giggled.

Jamal lightly tapped her ass, and she sat back down next to him.  She reached down and unzipped his pants.  "Wow, you are straight to the chase!"

Before he knew it, his pants were at his ankles and so were his boxer briefs.  Vickie's eyes widened as she wrapped her fingers around his long, slim shaft.  "Oh, this is nice," she whispered as she stroked his member gently, feeling it harden bit by bit.

Jamal groaned and tilted his head back as Darius started the car.  “Uh, ma’am?  You didn’t enter the address,” he said as he turned to look at the two in the backseat.

Vickie spit on Jamal’s cock and continued stroking it with one hand while she pointed at the screen with her other.  “Oh hon, nobody ain’t got to enter anything, just push that right there, and then select home.”  She informed as her hand began to stroke faster as she felt Jamal’s cock grow harder.

Darius took a deep breath and turned his attention to the screen.  His own manhood stirred as he did as told, pressing the section that said home.  The navigation immediately loaded up the best direction to take and Darius nodded while glancing at the rearview mirror.  “Thanks ma’am.”

As he began to back up, Vickie turned to face Jamal and then leaned forward until her lips were inches away from his throbbing member.  She marveled at it for a bit before slowly running the tip of her tongue against the bulbous head of his fat cock.  Jamal closed his eyes and pressed the back of his against the headrest while running his fingers through her soft wavy hair.

“Oh yeah, right there,” Jamal groaned as her tongue flicked against the underside of his thick black cock, right where the tip met the shaft.

Vickie pushed his cock up, surprised to see that it reached just a little past his belly button.  It was impressively long for someone who was relatively wide everywhere else.  She ran her tongue slowly down the underside of his shaft, taking her time.  Her soft, warm tongue rolled down his smooth black shaft until it reached his big black balls.

“Mmm... tastes so good,” she teased before she wrapped her lips around one of his balls and sucked on it gently.

“Ah fuck... yeah...”  Jamal groaned as his hips buckled a bit.

Vickie moved from one ball to the other, gently suckling on each while stroking his throbbing shaft.  Darius occasionally glanced back but made sure to pay attention to the road.  The last thing he needed was to be pulled over, especially in the situation they were in.

“AH!  OH DAMN!”  Jamal exclaimed as Vickie focused her stroking on just the tip of his cock, squeezing and kneading the tip.

She continued licking and sucking his balls at the same time, the tip of her tongue occasionally dipping even further down towards his ass crack, causing him to shiver and move around uncomfortably.  Vickie couldn’t help but let out a little giggle as she pulled back and watched him.  “What?  A tiny little white housewife making a big black man like you tremble?”  She laughed.

“Shit, you’re so damn hot and dirty!”  Jamal said excitedly, his voice shaking slightly.

Vickie smiled before she pulled his cock down towards her, then wrapped her soft supple lips around the tip.  Her warm mouth slowly enveloped the bulbous tip of his throbbing member.  Jamal groaned and pressed his feet down firmly into the floor of the truck.  Darius glanced back, feeling just a little jealous as he continued driving towards a freeway.

She slowly worked her way down his shaft, trying to take in as much as she could.  Her jaw ached a bit as she worked her way down, saliva slowly rolling down his shaft.  She gagged a bit when the bulbous tip hit the back of her throat.

“Oh yeah... fuck... get that shit deep in there,” Jamal groaned as he pressed his head towards his crotch while pushing his hips forward a bit.

Vickie struggled as she tried to take in more, her vision blurring as her eyes watered.  Her heart began to race as her lungs cried out for fresh air.  She was only about halfway down his cock but she had to tap out, lightly smacking on his legs to get his attention.  Jamal immediately let go of the back of her head, letting her pull back and take a couple of deep breaths.  Her sticky saliva clung to the sides of her lips and strung out onto his long black cock as well.

“Whew!  Wow!  Ain’t never had someone as big as you,” she gasped between breaths.

“Yeah?  Well, you did get pretty deep,” Jamal complimented as he stroked his glistening cock.

“Mm... I need to feel that in me,” she replied as she peeled off her jean shorts, waving her ass from side to side as she did.

Darius glanced up to get a good look of her ass, not even covered by a barely there g-string thong.  He gripped tightly onto the steering wheel and looked back at the road, swerving just a little.  Vickie smirked and looked back at him, “careful there,” she laughed as she mounted Jamal, pushing her thong to one side as her pussy hovered over his glistening black manhood.

Jamal groaned and slid his hands under her blouse to squeeze her soft supple breasts.  He could feel her warm pussy against the tip of his cock as she slowly mounted him.  Her tiny little slit slowly made its way around the tip of his throbbing shaft, stretching to accommodate him.  Vickie gasped and placed her hands on his shoulders as she took her time.

“Ooooo wow...”  She gasped as she felt the bulbous tip of his cock pop in between the lips of her tight pink sex.

“Yeah, that’s it, damn that’s tight,” Jamal groaned as he squeezed her breasts harder.

He couldn’t believe how tight she was, the folds of her velvety sex wrapping tightly around his hard throbbing shaft.  Vickie slowly managed to get her knees onto the seat, next to Jamal’s thighs as she lowered down further and further.  She struggled for a bit, trying to take in his lengthy member.  Once she was about halfway down, she had to pause for a bit before raising her body back up.

“Mm... go on, get all the way down,” Jamal grunted as he moved his hands down her hips before landing on her nice round ass.

“Oh... wait, I need to take it slow, you’re bigger than any other guy I’ve been with,” Vickie responded as she lowered herself back down slowly.

Jamal gave her ass cheeks a good hard smack, one side, then the other.  Vickie gasped and moaned as her pussy tightened even more around his cock.  She gritted her teeth as she bent her knees further, sliding down bit by bit, making her way down past the halfway point.  Her entire body trembled uncontrollably as his long black shaft pushed deep into her, hitting all the right places.  She clenched her toes together inside her cowboy boots as she moved her hands onto his chest.

“OOOOOOOOH!”  She gasped as she paused again, trying to get used to the strange feeling of something so long inside her tight little cunt.

Jamal moved his hands up to her hips and gently pulled her down while pushing his hips up.  Vickie squealed while she arched her back, holding her breath as a strange mix of pleasure and pain rushed through her.  Every part of her tingled, as if she had touched a live wire as his quivering shaft slid in deep.  She gasped again when she felt his balls press against the lips of her sex.

“Ungh!  Yeah!  That’s it!  All the way in!”  Jamal exclaimed excitedly as he spanked her ass cheeks again.

Vickie shuddered as her ass cheeks felt white hot, a spark of pain flashing through her sensitive body.  The pain subsided, replaced with a radiating warmth that spread around her ass. Jamal gripped her hips again and helped to raise her up.  His long black shaft slid out from her tight pink cunt, making it grip and stretch outward.

"Oh lord!" She gasped as she tilted her head back in delight.

Her pussy clamped around his shaft as it glided out, squeezing it for dear life as if it were trying to prevent it from leaving.  She pressed her hands harder down on his broad chest, gripping his clothes tightly as she rose up.  Her heart pounded in her chest as she took quick shallow breaths.

Jamal pulled her up until just the tip of his manhood was inside her before he brought her back down. At the same time, he thrust his hips upward, slamming his cock deep into her.  Darius glanced back again as he heard the slick wet smack of their bodies slamming against one another.  "Damn," he whispered as his own thick cock quivered.

"Oh yes!  God that's so good!" Vickie squealed.

Jamal grinned as he began to bounce her up and down, taking his time and making sure the entire length of his shaft slid in and out. The bumpy freeway only added to Vickie's pleasure as she felt his cock shake along with their bodies.  Darius found it harder to focus on the road glancing back more frequently.

The truck swerved a bit and Darius immediately focused back on the road.  His two intimate passengers in the backseat slid left and right.  Jamal held tightly onto Vickie’s hips as he tilted his head to the right.

“Yo man, keep your eyes on the road youngblood!”  He exclaimed.

“Sorry man, my bad, hard to concentrate,” Darius apologized.

Vickie turned her head to look back towards the front, “I don’t think I can wait much longer hon, why don’t you take the next exit and go to the nearest parking garage,” she said.

“Huh?  The nearest parking garage?”  Darius responded as he began moving to the right lane.

“Yes, and either drive up to the top most floor or the bottom, the one with the least amount of cars this time of day,” she continued.

Darius took a minute to process her words, his eyes widening and his heart racing as he realized what she was requesting.  He swerved a bit and put the pedal to the metal, racing off at the next exit.  

“Whoa there, don’t go driving around like a bat out of hell!  There’s still patrols out there waiting to catch people speeding,” Vickie warned as she slowly began sliding back down Jamal’s long hard shaft.

“Yes ma’am!”  Darius responded as he slowed and looked around after the exit, trying to find the closest parking garage.

Vickie gasped as Jamal thrust his hips up while she was sliding down, jamming his throbbing member deep inside her again in one powerful stroke. His balls smacked lewdly against the lips of her hot wet sex.  She began to bounce up and down again as Jamal pounded her with his mighty thrusts from below.

Jamal moved his hands up and grabbed her little blouse, pulling it up and over as she raised her arms up to help.  He tossed it to the side and then expertly unclasped her bra before tossing that to the side as well.  Her soft, supple breasts flopped around wildly as she rode his big fat cock, gasping and moaning loudly.  Darius took a couple of deep breaths as he finally found a parking garage and turned in.  

He drove as carefully as he could without giving up too much speed as he drove up to the top of the garage.  As Vickie had mentioned, it was more or less abandoned, no cars anywhere.  He drove to the furthest corner and turned off the engine.  

“Mmm... yes!  Yes!  Oh yes!  Right.... There.... AHHHHH!”  Vickie screamed as she tilted her head back and trembled, her pussy clamping tightly around Jamal’s hard throbbing member.

“OOOOOH SHEEEEEEEIT... that’s fucking tight,” Jamal groaned.

She gently grinded her lower body against his as her climax peaked, tingling sensations rushing through her body.  Her tight juicy pussy let out indecent noises as it seized his member.  Jamal groaned and reached around to squeeze her ass cheeks tightly.

“Uh, mind if I head back there?”  Darius asked nervously.

“Mmm... fuck...”  Vickie gasped as she continued to tremble atop Jamal.  

Darius stared, his mouth watering a bit as he saw her backside.  She turned her head and winked.  “What are you waiting for?”  She questioned.

He quickly hopped out of the driver’s seat, rushed to the back and got in.  Jamal scooted over a bit more to one side to give his friend some more space.  Darius sat and unzipped his pants as fast as he could, practically ripped them off along with his boxers, and freeing his thick black manhood.  His cock wasn’t as long as Jamal’s but it made up for in girth.

“Oh wow,” Vickie said as she leaned to the side and grabbed his shaft.  “It’s as thick as my wrist!”  She said excitedly as she compared her forearm to his cock.

“Yeah, for a skinny guy like him, he’s got a thick boy!”  Jamal laughed.

Darius’s wide black member was also uncut, adding to the girth.  His thick foreskin covered the tip of his cock and Vickie gently tugged it back.  She marveled at it, almost mesmerized as she slowly worked his shaft with her tiny hands, pushing and pulling his thick foreskin until it tightened back to let the sensitive tip of his cock free.

After spitting on it, she turned her upper body a bit and leaned down, wrapping her lips around the head of his big fat cock.  At the same time, Jamal began to slowly thrust his hips and bounce her atop his own long dark shaft.  Vickie let out a couple of muffled moans as she tried to take in Darius’s thick black shaft, opening her mouth as wide as she could.

“Man, I ain’t dreaming right?”  Darius chuckled.

Jamal thrust his hips harder and grinned.  “Nah man, but we are definitely in heaven!”

Darius reached down to wrap his right hand around Vickie’s soft tits, squeezing them gently as she struggled to take in more of his thick black cock.  Her lips were barely past the bulbous tip of his fat cock, his thick foreskin barely budging as she tried her best to take in more.  Saliva ran down the sides of her lips, slowly rolling down Darius’s rough shaft.  

Vickie struggled as she closed her eyes.  She couldn’t believe how thick Darius’s cock was as she reached out and grabbed it with one hand.  Her fingers couldn’t even wrap around the girth of his member.  She stroked it while sucking wildly on the tip.

“Yo, you want some of this?”  Jamal asked as he slapped Vickie’s pink ass cheeks.

“Hell yeah man!  Pass that over!”  Darius responded excitedly.

Jamal spanked Vickie one more time as he helped her up and off his long throbbing shaft.  As it slid out with a slick pop, Vickie let out a small moan.  She continued sucking on the tip of Darius’s shaft some more before straightening up and moving over to mount him.  Jamal just watched and stroked his glistening member.

“Yeah, get on that black cock,” Darius urged as he held the base of his member.

Vickie reached between her legs and gripped his thick member, holding it tight as she slowly lowered herself.  Her heart raced as the lips of her sex opened up, trying to take the tip of his girthy member.  She closed her eyes and took quick shallow breaths, struggling to lower her body down as her pussy ached from stretching.

“OOOOOOoooo... Lord this is thick...”  Vickie gasped as she took a deep breath and paused for a bit, rubbing the tip of Darius’s thick cock against the lips of her sex.

“Yeah, you got it, take your time,” Darius groaned as he felt the tip of his cock slowly making its way between the parted lips of her tight pink sex.

Vickie let out a loud moan before she gritted her teeth and lowered down further, managing to lodge the tip of his thick black cock inside her.  She felt a tingling between her legs as her pussy stretched to its limits.  Her body trembled wildly as her tight little cunt tried to handle Darius’s massive girth.

“Oooo... fuck...  You are something else...”  She gasped between breaths.

Her pussy ached as it tried to take in his thick black cock, trembling and gripping onto his bumpy shaft.  She placed her hands on his narrow chest and braced herself as she made her way down lower.  Darius groaned as he placed his hands on her hips and helped to push her down.  

“Slow!  Slow!  Slow!”  Vickie moaned.

Jamal bent over and grabbed one of her boots, pulling it off and tossing it to the side.  He did the same with the other, leaving her barefoot.  “Go on, get your feet up on the seat,” he said as he spanked her ass for good measure.

Vickie yelped as she felt the familiar searing jolt of pain on her ass.  She got her feet up on the seat so that she was in a squatting position.  It helped her control her descent as she tilted her head back and moaned loudly.  She had to pause for a moment before lifting herself up a bit, her pussy still trying to adjust to his girth.

“Damn man, whew, look at that pussy grip!”  Jamal exclaimed as he watched her sweet pink pussy lips hold onto Darius’s shaft as she lifted up.

“Ungh!  This pussy is on another level!  Fuck she’s tight!”  Darius groaned as he closed his eyes and took a couple of deep breaths.

Vickie bent her knees again, squatting down to take in his massive member again.  Her entire body tingled as she made her way lower, inching her way to the bottom.  Luckily, he wasn’t as long as Jamal, and soon, she was down at the base of his big fat cock.  She paused for a moment before she began to grind her hips back and forth.

“Mmmm... yes... yes...”  She gasped as she grinded away, loving how full she felt.

Her pussy slowly adjusted to his massive girth, still struggling, but she felt confident enough to venture up.  She slowly pushed herself up as Darius wrapped his hands around her hips and helped.  The pretty dark ping lips of her sex clamped around his thick, bumpy black shaft.  Jamal leaned forward to look at the sight from behind.

“Damn young blood!  You making that pussy stretch!”  He said excitedly as he stroked his own long hard cock.

Darius groaned and smirked as he felt her tight little cunt grip at his thick black shaft.  She felt absolutely amazing as he held her hips tightly and brought her up until she was at the tip of his cock.  Vickie trembled for a bit before Darius helped to lower her back down on his immense shaft, thrusting his hips up slowly to help slide his cock right back into her.

“Mmm... oh yes...”  Vickie hissed as she descended down.

She clenched her toes tightly as a wave of pleasure rushed through her body.  Jamal continued to stroke himself as he watched her slowly ride Darius.  He loved the way her pretty pink pussy stretched out each time she ascended the thick black shaft of his friend.  After licking his lips he gave her ass another hard slap, causing her to shiver as she rode Darius.

“OH!  OH FUCK!”  She cried out.

Darius groaned as he felt her pussy tighten even more around his shaft.  He began to speed up his thrusts as he tossed her up and down his big fat shaft.  Vickie squealed as she closed her eyes and placed her hands on his shoulders.  Wave after wave of pleasure crashed throughout her sensitive, tingling body.  A powerful ball of warmth began to spread throughout, numbing her momentarily as she climaxed.

“AH!  AH!  OH GOD!  AAAAAAHHHH!”  She screamed as she froze up, her body trembling wildly as Darius continued to bounce her up and down.

“Ungh!  UNGH!  Yeah!  Bounce on that cock!”  Darius groaned as her velvety soft cunt squeezed his big fat cock like a vice.

“Oh shit, you making her cum!  Look at her shaking!”  Jamal commented as he nodded approvingly.

He wished that they were in a hotel or at least a room with a bit more space so he could get in on the action.  As it was, the backseat of the truck, even though it was a large one, was still a bit cramped for his tastes.  Vickie continued to moan and tremble as her climax peaked.  She felt like she was floating for a while as Darius continued to toss her up and down his thick black shaft.

“Hey young blood, why don’t you get her on all fours on the ground and let me get some of that pussy again,” Jamal said.

“Alright, alright, hold on, let me just get a few more strokes in,” Darius responded as he thrust his hips wildly.

“AH!  AH!  STOP!  STAAAAAHP!”  Vickie cried out as her body grew ultra sensitive, her climax feeling as though it wouldn’t end.

Darius paused and let his cock pop out from her tight little cunt.  After a moment, a stream of her clear, warm juices shot out, splashing all over his legs.  His eyes widened as he looked down.

“Oh shit!”  He exclaimed.

“OH MY GOD!”  Vickie screamed as she trembled and looked down, just as surprised.  “What the hell?!”  She continued, confused as to what was happening.

“Fuck... Is that your first time squirting?”  Jamal laughed.

Vickie slowly unmounted Darius and sat next to him, her legs still trembling as she looked down.  “I have never had that happen before,” she gasped.

“You ain’t never been with a black man?”  Darius asked.

“Well, just once or twice, but they weren’t anywhere near as thick as you, or long as you,” Vickie replied.  “They were a mix though, like half black,” she continued.

“Oh, so this is your first taste of real one hundred percent chocolate huh?”  Jamal said with a smirk.  “Now come on, get on the floor,” he ordered.

Vickie took a deep breath as she calmed her body and then nodded as she got on her hands and knees on the floor.  “Oh wow, I really made a mess,” she said as she looked at the small puddle of her juices.  Jamal positioned himself behind her, crouching low as he rubbed the tip of her cock against her slick wet cunt.

Darius moved at the same time, getting on his knees in front of Vickie, his thick throbbing member inches away from her succulent red lips.  She inched her way forward and opened her mouth, slowly taking in the tip.  As she did, Jamal gripped the base of his shaft and steadily pushed his hips forward, sliding his cock into her tight little hole.

“Mmm...”  Vickie moaned while sucking on Darius’s thick cock.

She could barely make it past the tip, her mouth as wide as she could get it.  His immense girth making it impossible to go any further.  Saliva ran down the sides of her lips again as Jamal began to slowly glide his long, hard cock back and forth.  She could easily handle his girth but the length, it was hitting deep into her tight little pussy.

Jamal sped his pace up bit by bit, his balls soon slamming loudly against the lips of her wet sex.  Vickie reached up with one hand and stroked Darius’s thick shaft as she worked away at the tip with her mouth, sucking on it as best as she could.  Her jaw ached a bit and she had to pull back, opting to just lick his throbbing black shaft.

She continued stroking his cock while running her tongue down the length of his shaft until she reached his swinging balls.  Jamal continued to hammer her from behind and occasionally paused to slap her bright pink ass cheeks.  Vickie gasped, her warm breath brushing against Darius’s sensitive balls.  She leaned in closer and wrapped her lips around one of them, sucking on it while her hand continued to stroke his big fat cock.

“Ungh... UNGH!  Damn, she’s still so tight!”  Jamal groaned as he pounded as hard as he could.

“Oooo... I love the way she sucks on my balls, damn!”  Darius groaned as he tilted his head back.

Vickie was lost in complete bliss as she worked the tip of Darius’s thick cock, kneading it with her hand as she continued to suck on his balls, taking turns with each one.  Jamal’s own balls were swinging wildly and slapping loudly against her slick wet cunt.  He made sure to slide the entire length of his long hard shaft in and out with each powerful stroke.

Vickie bounced back and forth between the two black men, and she had to lower her upper body down, supporting herself with her elbow as she continued to try and stroke Darius’s thick cock.  Her body was on fire, every inch of her tingling with pleasure as she felt a familiar warmth spread throughout.  She cried out loud as her body numbed again, the intense heat turning into a cool, freezing sensation that caused her to tremble wildly.

“Yes!  YES!  YEEEEEEEEEESSSS!”  She screamed as she climaxed again.

Jamal groaned and slowed his strokes as he felt her pussy tighten around his cock.  He took his time, slowly sliding his cock out until the tip started to come out before gliding it back in.  His thumb pressed against her tightly clenched backdoor, teasing it as he continued to steadily move his hips back and forth.  Jamal loved watching her pussy grip his cock and stretch out each time he pulled back.

“Damn, look at that,” he said as he licked his lips.

“Yo man, switch, let me get some of that,” Darius responded.

Jamal pulled his cock out and tapped it lewdly against her bright red ass cheeks.  “All right, let’s switch it up.”

“Whew... wait, wait...  Darius, you lay down on the floor, I want to ride that cock again,” Vickie said as she caught her breath, her climax finally subsiding as her pussy lips quivered wildly.

“Damn, okay, hold up,” Darius said as he awkwardly tried to lay down on the floor.  

It was a tight space, and Vickie had to get on the seat to give him some more room.  Even Jamal had to move a bit, his large hulking frame taking up quite a bit of the confined area.  Darius finally managed to lay down, his rock hard, thick black cock pointing straight up.  Vickie turned so that her ass was facing him and slowly lowered herself, getting herself in a reverse cowgirl position.

She nibbled lightly on her lower lip as she felt the tip of his thick black cock stretch her pussy open once more.  Her heart began to race faster as she struggled to fit the bulbous tip inside her.  Darius held tightly onto his shaft to keep it stable so that she would be able to bring herself down further.

“Mmm... ooooo... yes,” Vickie whimpered as she felt the thick tip finally slip into her, stretching her pussy to its limits again.

She had no choice but to pause for a moment, closing her eyes and controlling her breaths as she let the lips of her tight pink sex adjust.  His massive girth was not something she would easily be able to get used to.  Jamal crouched and leaned down to wrap his thick black lips around her breasts, gently sucking on her hard cherry red nipple.  His left hand squeezed her other breast, massaging it and pinching her other nipple as he continued to lick and suck.  It added to the immense pleasure already rolling its way through her.

“Oh lord!  Yes!  God that’s thick!”  Vickie gasped as she made it to the base of Darius’s cock.

She reached between her legs and rubbed her clit while tilting her head back as she let her pussy get used to the girth of his fat cock again.  Jamal continued to nibble on her nipple while squeezing and pinching the other, further adding to the pleasure.  Vickie felt slightly dizzy as powerful waves of warm, tingling bliss rushed through her body.  She began to slowly make her way up, moaning loudly as she felt Darius’s thick shaft slowly make its way out from between her legs.

“Damn, so sexy,” Jamal groaned as he got up as high as he could, his head bumping against the ceiling of the truck.

He carefully maneuvered himself closer, placing the tip of his long, raging hard cock against her sexy lips.  Vickie opened her mouth and slowly leaned forward, taking in his cock as deep as she could.  It was easier than Darius’s, as it wasn’t as thick, but due to the length, she couldn’t get too far in before she began to gag.

Jamal placed his hands on the back of her head and pushed forward, trying to sink his cock in deeper.  Vickie closed her eyes and struggled as his cock plunged into her throat, blocking her airways.  Darius opened his mouth and groaned loudly as he felt her pussy tighten even more around his shaft.  Tears began to form on the corners of her eyes as she tried her hardest to take in Jamal’s long hard cock.

“Oh fuck... Damn man, she’s getting unbelievably tight!”  Darius grunted as he squirmed a little.

“Yeah, it’s cause she’s choking on this big black cock!”  Jamal groaned as he continued to try and push his hips forward.

Vickie's vision blurred as her lungs burned, aching for fresh air.  Her eyes rolled back as she gagged on Jamal's long hard shaft.  She couldn't believe it, but she felt a familiar warmth rush through her.  Darius groaned as he felt her pussy clamp tightly onto his shaft as she began to tremble atop him.

"Ungh! Fuck man, she gonna yank my cock right off!" Darius groaned.

Vickie's eyes fluttered as she nearly blacked out. She tapped on Jamal's powerful legs, and he immediately pulled back.  His long hard cock slid out, and her saliva clung to it lewdly.  Vickie gasped for air as she climaxed once more, every inch of her igniting.

"OOOOOH MY GAAAAAAAAHHHHHWD!" Vickie moaned as her climax peaked.

Her exhausted body nearly collapsed back but Jamal helped to support her.  Darius groaned from below as his cock quivered wildly.  He reached between his legs and grabbed the base of his shaft, squeezing it as he pulled his cock out.

"Agh!  Ah fuck!" Darius grunted as he tapped his fat shaft against Vickie's pussy.

His cock erupted, shooting his thick gooey seed up into the air.  The first couple shots landed between her breasts, causing her to flinch in surprise.  Darius continued to tap his shaft against her quivering pussy lips.

"Ah damn, whew!" Darius groaned as he shivered below Vickie.

"Oh come on man, you blowing your load like that man? Making a mess," Jamal complained.

"Fuck man, my bad, her pussy felt so damn good," Darius responded.

"Damn, help me get her on her hands and knees," Jamal said.

Darius nodded and carefully lifted Vickie up as he squeezed out from beneath her.  It was a tight fit but he managed to maneuver around and seated himself.  Jamal helped to flip Vickie around so that she was on her knees, then gently pushed her forward so that she supported her upper body with her elbows.  He licked his lips and smacked her bright red ass cheeks once more and smirked as he watched her pussy lips quiver in response.

“Time to take this ass for a ride,” Jamal exclaimed as he gripped the base of his cock and slid the bulbous tip of his cock deep into her tight pink cunt.

Vickie gasped and arched her back as she felt his long, hot member slide deep into her soaking wet pussy.  He grabbed her hips and slammed his lower body forward, plowing forward.  His large, low hanging balls swung forward, smacking against her sensitive clit.  He wasted no time, immediately pulling back before plunging forward again.

“OH!  OH!  YES!  OH FUCK!”  Vickie squealed as she felt another familiar warmth spread throughout her body.

Jamal didn’t hold anything back as he hammered away with everything he had.  The entire truck began to rock gently.  Darius scooted over to the side as much as possible and watched, his thick black cock staying rock hard.  He began to stroke his glistening shaft.

“Ungh!  UNGH!  Yeah!  Damn this pussy’s fucking one hundred!”  Jamal grunted as he adjusted himself a bit before pounding away again.

He slapped her ass cheeks a couple of more times as he thrust his hips, hammering her poor cunt over and over again.  Vickie could barely support herself on her elbow and soon, her upper body fell to the floor, her soft supple breasts pressing against it.  Jamal grunted and growled as he straightened his legs a bit, mounting her slightly awkwardly from behind.

“Ah shit!  Fuck...”  He groaned.

“Mmm... ooo... OH!  YES!  Ooooo!”  Vickie squealed as she felt his long hard shaft tremble deep inside her.

Jamal took a couple of deep breaths and pulled back, reaching down to grab the base of his cock as it slipped out from between her tight little pussy lips.  His balls and ass cheeks clenched as his cock shot out his thick, gooey load, and not a moment too soon.  He continued to stroke his shaft as he came, tilting his head back and trembling.

Vickie shuddered as she felt his warm seed splash against both her upper and lower back.  More of it landed on her sensitive ass cheeks.  Jamal groaned loudly as he stroked his cock slowly, pushing out and helping empty every last drop out from his lengthy shaft.  

“Whew!  Damn that was good!”  He grunted as he wiped his forehead with one arm.

“Shit man, you almost got me,” Darius replied as he pointed near his shoe.  “Fuck, like a Jackson Pollock painting,” he joked.

Jamal couldn’t help but chuckle as he stared down at Vickie’s beautiful body.  Her ass was bright red, and he could see the outline of his hand on some parts.  He worried that maybe he had gone a bit too hard.

“Hey, uh, are you okay?”  He asked.

“Oh fuck yeah... never been better,” Vickie replied as she laid still, her ass still up in the air, her breasts still pressed against the floor.  “Just need a minute...  Do you think you can be a darling and get a towel from the front passenger seat?”

“I got it,” Darius said as he carefully opened the backdoor.

He carefully poked his head out first, surveying the area before hopping out and opening the passenger side door.  There was a gym back on the floor and he opened it to grab a towel.  He tossed it over to Jamal before closing both doors and heading back to the driver’s seat.

“Here, let me help wipe some of this off,” Jamal said as he carefully ran the soft towel along her back and ass.

“Oh, thank you,” Vickie whispered.

Darius sat in the driver’s seat and looked around, making sure there were no people around.  Once Jamal was done wiping Vickie’s backside, he helped her sit on the backseat and wiped her front.  Vickie let out a soft moan as he gently rubbed the soft cotton towel between her legs.

“Wow, that was much better than I fantasized,” she said as she leaned back.

“I can’t believe you just up and picked up two random strangers and did this,” Jamal responded.

“Well, I actually got a text from a friend of mine letting me know there were some visitors out of town that we absolutely had to try,” Vickie admitted.

“Huh?  Wait... we?”  Jamal asked.

“Yes, there’s a swingers club that I recently joined.  I thought I was only going to dip my toes and my husband was excited about it.  The other housewives in the group always talked about how great black guys were and the two I had been with were... well, just okay.  They were half though, so maybe that’s why?”  Vickie explained.

“How’d she know there were visitors out of town?  And in that area?!”  Darius questioned, feeling a bit nervous.

“Mmm...  Well, Katrina texted us a picture she took with this guy,” she said as she grabbed her phone and loaded up a picture.

“Oh shit... That’s Dequan!”  Jamal laughed.

“Damn, so that’s where he’s been?  Dude goes and disappears for who knows how long, and he’s out there getting him some?”  Darius said as he looked back and leaned in to get a better look at the picture.

“Well, Katrina wrote that he was as big as a Brahma bull and I was nearby so I figured I could swing by and see if I could pick up some dark meat myself,” Vickie continued with a smirk.

Darius pulled out his phone and sighed, “oh shit, Tyrone is asking where his bear claw is.”

“Guess we better head back,” Jamal replied.  “Are you going to be okay ma’am?  We can drive you home and then Uber back,” he offered.

Vickie stretched her legs and winced just slightly.  “Oof, would you be willing to do that darlin’?  I thought I could but wow, my legs are aching and I feel like I’ve got one wheel down and an axle dragging.”

“Absolutely!  Yo Darius, let’s get moving,” Jamal ordered.

“It’s still the address that you plugged in earlier, right?”  Darius asked as he started the electric truck.

“Thank y’all kindly,” Vickie said as she reached down to grab her clothes.

Darius carefully pulled back and drove slowly through the parking lot as Vickie got dressed in the back.  He couldn’t help but smile as he continued on out to the freeway.  This had already shaped up to be one hell of an amazing trip, and it was only just beginning.
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The Dallas Hotwives Club Part 3

Tyrone sighed and crossed his arms as he got in the limousine.  He had been pinged by Darius that they were running late... really late.  “Man, how they go across the street to get some donuts and a bear claw but then say they’re running late?!”  He growled as he sank into his seat.

Marcus chuckled and gave him a light smack on the arm.  “C’mon man, you seriously that upset about not getting your bear claw?!”

“Fuck man, I’m hungry!  After all that walking?  I need a small pick me up,” Tyrone responded.

“Damn, calm down.  Why don’t we just have Lawrence drive us there?”  Willis suggested.

“Yes sir, I can get there within five minutes.  It’s literally just down that block,” Lawrence said as he pointed out the driver’s side window.

Tyrone sighed and glared out the window.  It was strange, Marcus had rarely if ever seen Tyrone upset.  Even during work, no matter what type of feedback Marcus had given Tyrone, there was never any emotional response.

“Yo man, you can’t seriously be that angry,” Marcus started.

“Yeah, yeah, let’s go to the shop, I’ll get my own.”  Tyrone replied.  “Look, I’m more upset about the principle of the matter, man.  You don’t tell someone you’re going to do something and then not do it,” he continued.

“Sheeeeeeeeeeit, when our company gets big enough, I’m definitely going to have to make you a manager of a large team.  Keep their asses in check,” Marcus laughed.

“Man, I ain’t want all that shit, don’t put that kind of responsibility on me,” Tyrone replied as he shook his head.

“Well, if our little bro nails this next VC meeting with Cuban, we might be fucking swimming in money!  Might need to plan out an org chart sooner than later,” Willis said as he leaned back in his seat.

“Knowing Dwayne, he’s going to knock it out of the park,” Tyrone replied.

Marcus glanced at his phone and then at Willis, “hey, speaking of our little bro, has he been responding to your texts?”

Willis shook his head, “nah, radio silence.”

“He’s probably in the zone.  You know him, when he has an idea, he’s in the zone,” Tyrone remarked.

“Kind of strange though, would’ve figured he’d have emailed us some instructions or something by now.  He’s not much of a presentation deck guy,” Marcus said.

“Yeah, at least like a bare bones skeleton for us to draft something up,” Willis agreed.

Tyrone shrugged as he leaned back and grabbed a bag of mixed nuts.  Before he opened it, Marcus shook his head, “come on man, you’re going to eat those before you get your bear claw?”

“Man, I’m hungry,” Tyrone replied as he opened the bag and ate some of the mixed nuts.

“I thought Dequan could eat, but now I see what’s up.  He eats a shit ton in one sitting, you eat over the long run,” Marcus chuckled.

The limousine came to a stop and Lawrence turned back towards them.  “Sirs, would you like anything?  I can go grab the bear claw and come back,” he offered.

“What?  Nah man, we can walk into the store,” Willis said as he began to get out of his seat.

Lawrence nodded and immediately rushed out, heading to the back door and opening it before any of them could make it out.  Marcus stepped out first, giving Lawrence a nod and a pat on the shoulder, followed by Willis and finally Tyrone.  They stared at the small little hole in the wall donut shop.

“All right, let’s go,” Willis said as he walked in.

Lawrence closed both doors and leaned against the side of the limousine.  Marcus turned and tilted his head.  “Yo, you not coming?”  He asked.

“Hm?  Oh, I’m normally told to wait outside.”

“Nah man, come on in, grab some treats and a coffee man.  It’s on us,” Marcus said as he waved him over.

“Oh, are you sure?  I’d hate to interfere in any conversations,” Lawrence replied.

“What are you talking about?  You say some of the most interesting stuff!  Come on man, get on in here,” Marcus said.

Lawrence nodded, took off his driver’s hat and walked into the shop with them.  As soon as they entered, a man at the counter glanced up, nodded and smiled.  “Howdy!”  He greeted them.

“Sup,” Marcus responded with a nod of his head.

They all stared down at the counter where the donuts were lined up inside.  The usual flair filled the shelves, glazed, chocolate glazed, plain, cinnamon sugar and so on.  Tyrone rubbed his chin and glanced at the red sign with the menu on it.

“Oh shit man, look at that!  They got sausages!”  Tyrone exclaimed.

“Yo, dawg, you said you were here to get a bear claw,” Marcus responded as he rolled his eyes.

“Man, this mofo looking to load up and then complain about cramps if we go play some ball,” Willis chuckled.

“What?  Hell nah man, I’m helping you have a small advantage,” Tyrone barked back as he looked through the different options of sausages.  “Yo... jalapeno sausage?  Damn... Hey, how big is the sausage?”

The person at the counter looked down and tilted his head, “huh, looks like we’re out of sausages, that’s rare.  Hold up, let me get some trays out on these shelves.”  He turned and walked to the back and grabbed a tray full of the hot dogs wrapped in bread.  They were like pigs in a blanket but with actual sausages.  Tyrone’s eyes widened as he rubbed his hands together.

“Damn, those look good!”  He said excitedly.

“Unbelievable,” Marcus sighed as he eyed a chocolate glazed donut.

“They’re actually hot dog sized,” Tyrone commented as the worker pushed the tray in and turned to grab another.

“He’s the only brotha who would get this excited over large pigs in a blanket,” Willis chuckled.  “Yo Lawrence, what are you in the mood for?”  He asked as he turned his attention to their driver.

“Oh, just a plain cake donut will do,” he responded.

“What?  Oh come on, live a little, I know that’s not what you really want,” Willis replied.

“Well... one of those colorful ones does look good,” Lawrence started.

“All right, one of the fancies it is,” Willis said as he tapped on the counter.

The worker finished pushing another tray of sausages onto a shelf and looked up.  “Y’all wanted a fancy?”  He asked.

“Yeah, what color?”  Willis asked Lawrence.

“That orange one with the sprinkles,” he requested.

“Y’all got it,” the worker said as he grabbed it and tossed it in a box.  “What else?”

“Yo, I got to have me one of those jalapeno sausages,” Tyrone said.  “And what’s that one?”

“Sausage roll with cheese.”

“Oh, one of those too!  And... a bear claw,” Tyrone added.

“Good choices!  And for y’all?”

“I’ll grab one of those twists,” Marcus ordered.

“And I’ll go with an éclair and... I’ll try a glazed donut,” Willis added.

“That’s it?”  The worker asked.

“You know what, I’m gonna get a large coffee,” Marcus said.

“Oh, me too!”  Willis jumped in.

“Third,” Tyrone said as he raised a hand.

“You?”  Willis asked as he looked at Lawrence.

“Hm, I don’t think I need a large coffee but a small one would be nice,” he answered.

“And a small coffee for him.”

“Great!  That’ll be $21.47.”

Marcus swiped his card as the worker handed out everyone’s treats.  Another came by with the coffees on a tray and placed them on the counter.  “Would all y’all want sugar and cream?”  He asked.

“Sure yeah,” Marcus replied.

The worker nodded and placed a couple of packs of sugar and cream on the tray.  He then pointed towards a table near the door.  “If all y’all want more, there’s more over there,” he informed before turning and heading to the back again.

“All right, thank you very much!”  The main worker who had gotten their donuts said as he spun the kiosk back towards him.

“Let’s just grab that table over there,” Willis said as he led the way.

They all sat around a relatively small table.  Tyrone eagerly began eating the sausage with cheese first, nodding and looking over at the worker at the counter.  He gave him a thumbs up and the worker just nodded back.

“Yo, this shit is for real man, damn it’s good!”  Tyrone said.

“Slow it down man, you’re going to choke on that thing,” Willis laughed.

Lawrence took a sip of his coffee and bit into his orange glazed donut.  It had a soft and fluffy texture to it, though the outside was perfectly crisp and slightly crunchy.  He smacked his lips as the initial powerful wave of sweetness enveloped his mouth.  “Wow,” he whispered before taking a sip of his bitter black coffee.  “That’s really sweet,” he commented.

Marcus took a bite of his twisted donut and tilted his head, “mmm, not bad.  Yeah, it is a bit sweet but with the coffee it’s perfect.  Don’t need to add anything to it.”

“So Lawrence, you ever meet any famous people while driving around?”  Willis asked.

“Famous?  Hm...  I’ve driven a couple of celebrities around.  George Clooney, Troy Aikman, Gwyneth Paltrow and... oh, Cindy Crawford.  Wow, she was absolutely stunning, even at her age,” Lawrence answered before taking another sip of his coffee.

“Holy shit!  You really met all those celebrities?!”  Willis responded, surprised by Lawrence’s rather nonchalant attitude.

“Yes.  I mean, you have to remember, they’re celebrities, they don’t really spend that much time with me, so saying that I met them is a bit of an overstatement.  I drove them around, that’s all.  Most of the time, I keep the divider closed so that they can keep to themselves,” Lawrence remarked.

“Wow, but you were in their physical presence, like right near them,” Willis said as he took a bite of his donut.

Tyrone finished up one sausage and began tearing into the jalapeno sausage one.  “Damn, that’s spicy.  I’m going to go get a coke, you guys want anything?”  He asked as he stood up and wiped his forehead.

“Nah, I’m good,” Marcus replied.

Willis and Lawrence both shook their heads.  Lawrence took another bite of his donut, then sipped his coffee before clearing his throat.  “The nicest celebrity I drove around was actually not a celebrity, I guess.  I mean, he’s a celebrity in that he’s well known but he’s not like an actor or anything,” he started.

“Yeah?  Who was it?”  Willis inquired.

“Mark Cuban.  Ever hear of him?  He’s a billionaire.”

“What?!  No way!  Our little brother is going to be pitching to him after this weekend,” Willis informed.

“Yeah?  He’s such a kind gentleman, so smart,” Lawrence said.  “So smart,” he repeated as he took another sip of his coffee.  

“You have any tips on how someone should approach him?”  Willis asked.

“Hm...  He’s very upfront, doesn’t beat around the bushes.  I heard him on a call once and he was very frank.  I think that’s what he wants too.  He and I chatted about how different life was when I was his age and he was so respectful about it,” Lawrence said as he leaned back and reminisced.

“Yeah, that’s how he seems on that one show.  Very direct,” Willis agreed.

“And whatever your brother is pitching, make sure it’s not some natural health supplement type thing, that really triggers him, especially if there’s zero scientific proof,” Lawrence added.

“You don’t happen to know what kind of...  I guess, what’s the best way of saying it...  Like style, he likes for a presentation deck, do you?”  Willis inquired.

Lawrence shrugged as he took another sip of his coffee and took a bite of his donut.  “He didn’t strike me as a presentation deck kind of guy.  In fact, whenever he spoke with me, he rarely looked at his phone, he kept his focus on me.  He seemed like the type of guy who likes to hear and watch the person,” Lawrence replied.

“Okay, okay, guess we should make it a back pocket thing if Dwayne ever sends us his draft,” Willis said as he looked over at Marcus.

“He still hasn’t responded huh?  Why’s he so silent?”  Marcus asked worriedly.

“Maybe he actually is trying to do the whole thing on his own.  He did say we should enjoy this vacation,” Willis replied.

“Well, he should at least reply and let us know he’s okay.  Maybe I should just call him up,” Marcus suggested.

“Nah, leave him be man.  Just enjoy the vacation like he ordered.  He’s our little bro but he’s also our boss.  Let him be the boss,” Willis responded.

“If you don’t mind me asking, how old is Dwayne?”  Lawrence inquired.  “I mean, you two seem fairly young, so the fact that your youngest brother is the boss seems, well, amazing.  Are you all a couple of months apart?”

“Ha!  Nah, Willis and I are a year apart, but Dwayne is eighteen,” Marcus answered.

“What?  Wow!  Most, if not all kids are still just figuring out their place in the world at that age!”  Lawrence said, surprised by Marcus’s answer.

“He’s a bright kid,” Willis added.

“That is incredible.  Back in my day, we’d be out there working as mechanics and if we were actually smart enough, get into a university.”

“Well, these days, there’s so much opportunity with technology it’s wild.  Honestly, I could barely comprehend what Dwayne was talking about when he first wanted to get me to join.  My background is in marketing and I had to ask him how the hell he wanted me to market something I didn’t understand,” Marcus informed as he took another bite of his donut.

Tyrone returned with a bottle of Coke and sat back down as he opened it.  He took a long sip of his drink before mowing through the rest of his sausage.  Willis raised an eyebrow as he watched.

“My man, come on, you cannot be that hungry,” he said.

“What?  It ain’t about hunger man, this shit is good,” Tyrone replied as he finished the sausage and drank his coke.

“We hitting the gym after this?”  Marcus asked.

“To knock out a game?”  Tyrone asked back as he mimicked throwing a basketball.

“Fuck yeah man, little... shit, would have to be one on one.  Man, what the hell, everyone flaked out on a vacation trip?”  Marcus responded as he looked around at the small table.  

What had started as a six man getaway was now down to just him, his brother, and Tyrone.  Willis shook his head and sighed.  “Maybe you should’ve tried harder to pick up that lady on the street, what was her name... the blonde.”

“Amber,” Tyrone replied.

“Nah, she had blonde hair but with like dark roots.  I think her hair had some silver in it too,” Willis said.

“Nah, I mean her name, not the color of her hair,” Tyrone laughed.

“Oh, was it Amber?”  Willis responded. 

“Yeah, yeah, you’re right,” Marcus added.

“Well, maybe we’ll get some after partying,” Willis said as he finished his donut and sipped his coffee.

“Are the others even going to make it to the club?  Where are they anyway?”  Tyrone asked.

“Well, Dequan got himself a hot little number.  Who knows where Darius and Jamal went,” Marcus said.

“They’re supposed to be here, aren’t they?”  Lawrence asked.

“Yeah, supposed to be.  Who knows where they went,” Tyrone answered.  “I mean, where could they even go?  They don’t have a car.”

“Text them,” Willis suggested.

“You think I haven’t?  The last message I got from Darius was that they’re running late.  I asked them how the hell they’re running late when they’re just across the street and got nothing,” Tyrone responded.

“Hope they’re okay,” Lawrence said worriedly.  “I mean, Dallas as improved quite a bit but there was a time when racism was rather rampant.”

“They’ll be fine.  Tyrone’s former military,” Willis said.

“That doesn’t help if it’s the police that stopped them,” Lawrence said as he pulled out his phone.  “Let me text some friends in force to see if they picked up on anything.”

“Police?  Nah, no way.  Darius is far too paranoid to do anything to attract police,” Willis responded.

“Well, let’s hit up a gym.  Tyrone, text Darius and Jamal that we can meet them there,” Marcus said as he stood up and patted down his shirt.

“Which gym?”  Tyrone asked as he pulled out his phone.

“Hey Lawrence, they have an LA Fitness nearby?  We got the national membership,” Marcus asked.

Lawrence finished texting his friends on the force and nodded as he stood.  “Yes sir, there’s one in Uptown and one down south in Wynnewood Village.  I think the reviews are better for the one down south.”

“All right, let’s go there!”  Marcus said excitedly as he led the way out.

***
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“COME ON, COME ON, COME on!”  Marcus yelled as he clapped his hands while hovering over Tyrone.

“You got it!”  Willis cheered.

Tyrone groaned as he closed his eyes and pushed with all his might, pressing up a barbell with 250 pounds worth of weights on it.  His arms trembled, his triceps and chest burned but he was nearly to the top.  This wasn’t quite his personal max but it was getting close.

“Gah!”  Tyrone grunted as he finally pushed the bar all the way up into the air, paused and then racked it.

He sat up and took a deep breath, “whew!  Damn, it’s been a while since I’ve benched that much,” he said as Marcus came in to give him a fist bump.

“That’s it.  Yeah, I knew you could do it.  You said your personal max was what, 265 pounds?”  Marcus asked.

“Yeah man, back in the barracks but shit, maybe it’s cause I haven’t lifted in a while but that 250 was no joke,” Tyrone responded between heavy breaths.

“All right, my turn,” Willis said as he patted Tyrone on the back.

Tyrone moved out of the way and Willis quickly wiped down the bench before laying back and placing his hands on the barbell.  Marcus rubbed his chin as he looked down at his younger brother.  “Yo, you good with 250?  You want me to take off a couple of pounds?”

“Yeah, shit, I’ve improved a ton.  Been hitting up the gym a lot lately and I can get to 260,” Willis responded with a small smirk as he adjusted his grip a bit.

He took a deep breath in as he pushed the barbell up and off the rack and hovered it over his chest.  His tall and lean frame was a bit deceptive as he was stronger than he looked.  He had played basketball for most of his life.  As he lowered the bar, he arched his back slightly, focusing his chest muscles.

His movement was smooth, lowering down, pausing, and then pressing the bar right back up with relative ease.  That was his first rep, and he lowered back down.  Marcus nodded and looked over at Tyrone, giving him a small nod.  “Look at my bro go, damn, didn’t think he improved this much.”

Willis finished his second rep, then his third, fourth and took another deep breath before his fifth and final one.  He did begin to struggle a bit on the way down, trying his best to keep the bar stable.  Once down, he paused again and pushed up, straining a bit as his arms trembled.  He could only manage to get halfway up before his chest and arms really began to burn.  Marcus noticed his brother struggling and quickly got around to the bar and helped to spot him up.

“I got you, I got you,” Marcus said as he helped to lift the bar and rack it.

Once the bar was racked, Willis took a deep breath and sat up.  “Wow, damn, thanks bruh, fuck, I thought I had that,” he sighed.

“You did, you did, I felt you pushing, I barely had to support you,” Marcus responded.

“Whew!  Shit, maybe it’s the traveling, I should’ve been able to hit those five easy,” Willis complained as he rubbed his arms.

“Aight, let me get in on this,” Marcus said as he added ten pounds to each side of the barbell.

“Damn, 270?”  Tyrone exclaimed, surprised.

“Yeah, this is all still warm up for me,” Marcus replied proudly.

He took his brother’s place and easily lifted the barbell and attached weights off the rack and hovered it over his chest.  After taking a deep breath, he lowered down, pumped up, and repeated five times in a row before racking the weights and sitting upright.  “Whew!  All right Tyrone, get over here.”

“What?  You want to see me crushed?  I ain’t doing 280!”  Tyrone barked.

“How do you expect to improve?”  Marcus chuckled.

“Well, I don’t plan on killing myself with weights to try and improve.”

Marcus shook his head and got up, pulling the additional weights he added off the barbell.  As he did, he paused and his eyes narrowed as he looked across the gym.  It was decently packed but one figure caught his eye.  Willis tapped him on the shoulder and looked in the same direction.

“What you looking at bruh?”  He asked.

“Huh?  Uh, over there, that lady,” Marcus responded as he nodded his head.

“The blonde?”

“Yeah, doesn’t she kind of look like uh... what’s her name, the lady we just met...”

“Amber” Tyrone reminded.

“Yeah, Amber,” Marcus continued.

“What are the chances of that happening?”  Willis responded as he shook his head.  “Come on, let’s be a bit more realistic.”

“Nah, I’m serious.  I mean, I can only see the side of her face, but I think that’s her,” Marcus replied.

Willis squinted and moved his head from side to side, trying to see if he could get a better look.  “I mean, she got the blonde hair with silver in it but I mean, how many women here have the same style?”  Willis said.

Marcus shrugged, “hell if I know man.  Hold up, let me go over and see if it’s her.”

He sauntered over towards her as Willis and Tyrone watched.  "Is that her?" Tyrone asked as he tried to get a better look.  Willis shrugged in response as he crossed his arms.

Marcus got close to the woman and she turned to look at him.  There was an awkward moment as she tilted her head.  Marcus smiled and waved, "hey, not sure if you remember me.  You're Amber, right?" 

"Uh, yes," she replied as she stared at him.  It took a minute but her eyes widened a little as she slowly began to recognize him.  "Oh!  You're that guy, the one who was in the limo!"

Marcus grinned and nodded, swaying a little from side to side.  “Yeah!  You remembered!”

“Hm... Your name started with an M right?  Hold on, don’t tell me, let me try to work my memory here,” Amber responded.  “Mmmm...  Mike?  No, that doesn’t seem right.  Mmm... Mar... Mark?”

“Oh, wow, close.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, I’m Marcus,” he said as he extended a hand.

“That’s right!  Marcus!”  Amber responded with a giggle as she shook his hand.  “What are you doing here?  I thought y’all were going to party?”

“At this hour?!  I mean, I’m sure it’s happy hour somewhere, but a little too early to be clubbing,” Marcus laughed.  

“Well, I always thought black people party twenty four, seven,” Amber joked.

“Ha!  Ok, sometimes we do.  We had an awesome barbeque lunch, walked around where JFK was assassinated and decided to burn some more calories before we go out.  What are you doing?  I thought you mentioned you were going to go to yoga?”

“Wow, I must have left quite the impression,” Amber teased.  “Yoga is great and all, but if I want to get in shape, I need to get in my cardio.”

“Well, whatever you’re doing, keep doing it, you look fantastic!”  Marcus commented.

“Ha!  I wish my husband would say something so kind.  He’s always harping on me about my weight,” she replied as she tapped on her tummy.

“What?  Are you kidding me?  Dude needs to get some glasses.”

“Ha, ha, ha!  Well, I mean, compared to what I looked like in my twenties, I have gained weight.  That’s what happens when you near fifty,” she replied.

“Fifty?  I thought your friends said you were hitting forty?”  Marcus replied, tilting his head.

“Oh shit...  Guess I let it slip.  Yeah, me and girls have been trying to act as though the big 4-0 is next week but we’re a decade off,” Amber replied sheepishly as her cheeks grew pink.

“No fucking way,” Marcus gasped as he looked her up and down.  “You?!  Nah!  No way!”

“Please, shush, you don’t have to act all surprised.  You can’t tell me you didn’t notice the silver hair,” Amber replied.

“I thought it was bleached or something, that’s natural?”

“Oh yes hon,” Amber laughed.

“Wow, I’m being absolutely honest, I would never, in a million years, have guessed you were anywhere near that age.  I thought when they said you were going to be forty that it was a lie.  Which I guess was true but now it’s even crazier,” Marcus said, still stunned.

“So all y’all are here at the gym?”  Amber inquired as she looked around.

“Uh, nah, we lost track of three of them.”

“You lost track of them?”

“Well... let’s just say they got a bit preoccupied with um... some fun activities,” Marcus replied.

“Oh really?  What fun activities?”  She inquired as she placed her hands on her hips and smirked.

Marcus scratched the back of his head and smiled sheepishly.  "They uh... well, one of them at least, ran into a woman that was very interested in him.  The other two went to get donuts and just disappeared.  Apparently they ran into some trouble or something."

Amber gently rocked back and forth as she listened and smiled.  She leaned in closer towards him.  "I bet they ran into some horny Dallas hotwives," she whispered.

Marcus took a step back as his eyes widened.  "Whoa, uh..."

Amber reached inside her pocket and pulled out her phone.  She tapped a couple of times and then got closer to Marcus as she showed him a picture.  It showed Dequan with the woman Marcus had seen earlier.  Amber swiped on the screen to go to the next picture.  It showed Darius and Jamal with a woman he had never seen before.

“Wait, what?  The hell are those two doing?  Who is that?!”  Marcus questioned, his face full of confusion.  “And why do you have pictures of them?!”

Amber put a finger to her lips and shushed him.  “Keep your voice down, you trying to get the whole gym interested?”

“Oh shit, sorry, my bad,” Marcus whispered back.

Tyrone and Willis had slowly made their way closer while the two had been chatting.  Amber smiled and waved towards them.  “Come on over,” she said.

They looked at one another, then at Marcus as they made their way over.  “Uh hey,” Willis said with a smile.  “I’m Marcus’s younger brother, Willis,” he greeted.

“Oh really?  You’re the younger brother?  You’re so tall!”  Amber responded.

“Yeah, I tell people I got the good genes,” Willis remarked as he chuckled.

“Man, whatever, you and your skinny ass,” Marcus replied.

“And I’m Tyrone.”

“Youngest brother?”  Amber asked.

“Huh?  Oh no, we’re not related.  I work for Marcus at the startup.”

“Oh, how exciting.”

“Eh, not really, Marcus is kind of a boring boss,” Tyrone teased.

“Man, the hell, both of you ganging up on me now?”  Marcus responded.

“So...  What were you showing Marcus?”  Willis inquired.

Amber showed them the pictures, stunning both of them.  Tyrone raised an eyebrow, “that’s why they haven’t shown up with my bear claw?  I mean, I guess I can understand.”

“Why do you have those pictures though?”  Marcus asked again.

Amber put her phone away as a devious, yet seductive smirk formed at the edges of her lips.  “Why don’t we find someplace more quiet?”  She suggested as she began walking away.

“Uh... do we follow her?”  Tyrone asked.

Willis stared at her ass, her tight yoga pants leaving nothing much to the imagination.  “Damn, she is fine,” he whispered.

Amber turned to look at them.  “Well?  Are all y’all coming or what?”

“Uh, shit, yeah, let’s go,” Marcus said as he tapped both Tyrone and Willis on their backs and followed along with Amber.

The trio caught up to her and they headed on out of the gym.  Marcus pointed at the limousine, “we can chat in there,” he suggested.

Amber looked over and tilted her head, thinking it over, just as Lawrence stepped out of the driver’s side and gave them a nod.  “Oh, you have a private driver,” she commented.

“Yeah, is... Will that be a problem?”  Marcus asked.

“Well, I was hoping we could find somewhere a bit more private,” she replied.

“Oh, we can ask him to drive us somewhere.  What’s a good place?”  Marcus responded.  

“Hey, if you don’t mind, our hotel is private.  We’re staying at the Westin downtown,” Willis suggested.

Amber raised an eyebrow as she placed her hands on her hips while pushing her chest out.  Her large breasts pressed against the tight spandex of her top, giving the three big black men a nice view.  Small little dots pressed up where her nipples were.  

“Really?  All y’all want me to go back to your hotel?”  She asked.

“Uh... yeah, we promise we won’t do anything strange or anything like that,” Willis replied.

She smirked as she tilted her head.  “Okay, let’s do that then.”

Marcus glanced over at Tyrone, the two both wondering what was happening.  This was not something Marcus had expected when he had walked up to her.  They all headed over and boarded the limousine.

“Where to?”  Lawrence asked.

“Back home, to the hotel,” Marcus answered.

“You’ve got it.”

With that, he closed the divider between the driver’s area and the back.  Tyrone nervously looked across at Amber and then Willis.  “So uh, you usually okay with this type of stuff?”  He asked.

“Stuff like what?  Hanging out with grown men?”  Amber teased.

“Ha, ha, well, I mean, we heard that people here could be um... not to kind with people like us,” Tyrone replied.

“What?  Cause you’re black?  Oh please, that’s such old news.  I mean, maybe when I was young, I’d agree, but come on y’all, today’s a different day and age,” Amber said.

“When you were young?  You are still young,” Willis responded with a grin.

“Marcus got to learn how old I really am, did y’all forget?”  She inquired.

“Uh...  You were going to be forty next week, right?”  Tyrone answered.

Amber’s eyes raised as she nodded, looking impressed.  “Wow, you’ve got great memory like your friend Marcus.  But the truth is, you have to add a decade more,” she responded.

“Huh?  What?!”  Tyrone and Willis both exclaimed as they looked at one another and then at Marcus.

“Ain’t no way!” Willis said.

Amber laughed as she leaned back against her seat.  “All y’all are too kind.  But yes, I am going to be fifty next week, though the girls and I have planned the event to still say that I’m hitting forty.  An inside joke, if you will,” she informed.

“No... Seriously, you don’t look it,” Willis commented.

“Yeah, I still can’t believe it,” Tyrone added.

“Well, y’all are real gentlemen,” Amber said.  “How old were y’all again?”

“I’m twenty eight, my brother there is one year younger, and Tyrone here is twenty one,” Marcus answered as he pointed to each.

“Oh my!  Some real young studs, aren’t y’all?”

All three black men laughed as she smiled at them, eyeing them each as if she were sizing them up.  She licked her lips seductively while leaning back and crossing her legs.  Her crotch grew warm as her loins ached.  The tight spandex sports bra she was wearing did not have much padding, if any at all, allowing her eraser tip shaped nipples to press out as they grew hard.

“So, why do you have pictures of our friends with random women?”  Marcus inquired again.

Amber leaned forward a bit and looked at the divider between them and Lawrence.  “Can he hear us?”  She asked.

Marcus shook his head, “nah, not when that divider is up.  If that things up, we press that button over there to be able to speak to him,” he answered.

She suspiciously stared towards the divider, contemplating whether or not what Marcus was saying was true.  After a moment, she leaned back again and took a deep breath.  “Well, simply put, those women you saw were housewives that are part of a swinger group,” she started.

“Whoa, swingers?”  Marcus commented, looking surprised.

“Yup.  Sexy Katrina and sweet Vickie, both a bit new to the scene but they’re really loving, as well as their husbands,” she continued with a small wink.  “And well, this little group, I was one of the original founders of it.”

Tyrone’s jaw dropped, as did Marcus and Willis as they stared at her.  Her words weren’t quite fully registering in their heads.  “What?!”  Tyrone blurted.

“That’s right, I started it back in my early thirties.  My husband had a hard time getting it up and Viagra was still a newer thing and he didn’t want to try it.  Ended up starting a small little group of swingers that were fine sharing wives.  Some husbands liked to watch, others liked to participate.  And then, in my forties, a couple of us housewives really enjoyed black men and then found there was a term for it,” she continued.

“Queen of Spades,” Marcus whispered.

“That’s right, so a couple of us spun out another little group where housewives began going after black men,” she replied as she lowered her tight fitting yoga capris down a bit.

“Whoa,” they all whispered as they saw a tattoo of a spade with a Q inside of it, right around her pelvis on the left side.

She smiled as she pulled her pants back up.  “So yeah, I got a tattoo, as did a lot of my friends back then.  Nowadays the newer girls like to keep it simple and put on jewelry instead,” she continued.

The limousine slowed and turned.  Marcus looked out the tinted window and nodded.  “Well, it looks like we’re here,” he commented.

“So... those two women are part of this club and they picked up Dequan, Darius and Jamal?”  Tyrone asked.

“Yup.  And you three, well, I guess I got the best deal,” she replied.

“Oh damn!  Come on, let’s get going!”  Willis said excitedly as he tapped on the large seat they were sitting on.

As soon as Lawrence parked the limousine, Willis popped open the door and hopped out.  Marcus followed and then helped Amber out.  Tyrone was last, just as Lawrence got out of the driver’s seat.  

“Oh dear, my apologies sir, I got out a bit too slowly,” he said.

“Nah, nah, it’s all good man.  Why don’t you take a break for a while,” Marcus responded as he tapped Lawrence on the shoulder.

“Are you sure, sir?”

“Oh yeah, absolutely.  Take a long break,” Marcus replied with a wink.

Willis, Tyrone and Amber were already on their way into the swanky hotel.  Lawrence paused for a moment longer before nodding, tipping his hat and heading back into the driver’s seat.  Before he got on, he looked over towards Marcus.  “Sir!  Just call whenever you need me to come back,” he said.

Marcus nodded, “of course!  It’s going to be a while though, so go enjoy your day man!”

Lawrence nodded and hopped into the limousine while Marcus jogged to catch up to the others.  As he ran towards them, he couldn’t help but pause and admire Amber’s tight plump ass.  The darker colored yoga capris left nothing to imagination as it clung skin tight to her.

“Mm, damn,” he whispered.

“So, you’re really cool with all three of us going up with you?  I mean, we could always leave Marcus behind,” Willis joked.

“Hey, come on,” Marcus responded as he caught up.

Amber smiled, “yes, I’m absolutely fine with all y’all at the same time, it’s actually pretty exciting,” she said as the elevator opened up for them to board.

As soon as they got in and the doors closed, Amber ran her hands along Willis and Tyrone’s crotches.  Their eyes widened as they looked at the smaller, older housewife.  She teased them, feeling their members up.

“Oh, I’m hoping these are real and not socks or something,” she commented.

“Holy shit,” Tyrone whispered.

“Man... Dallas be wild,” Willis said as he pressed the button to their floor and the elevator began its ascent.

Both men groaned as Amber gave their members a good hard squeeze.  She smiled and winked at Marcus as she did so.  “Don’t worry, you’ll be getting your share too,” she commented.

The three big black men couldn’t wait as the elevator continued on its upward trek.  Tyrone was already rock hard, his thick black manhood forming a tent at his crotch.  Willis had a longer shaft, which required a bit more effort for it to get fully hard.  Tyrone groaned as she wrapped her fingers around the tip, squeezing it beneath his pants.

“Hope you’re not a minute man,” she giggled.

The elevator dinged and the doors finally opened as they reached their floor.  Marcus rushed out first, leading the way towards their room.  Tyrone felt a bit ridiculous trying to follow along with a tent between his legs.  He was worried someone would pop out into the halls.

Marcus opened the door to their room and kept it open to allow everyone in.  He was just as excited as the others as Amber made her way to the window.  She looked and nodded in approval.  “Wow, y’all got a nice room with a view!  All y’all staying in this room?”  She asked.

“Nah, this is my room.  Willis is staying next door and Tyrone’s opposite of this room,” Marcus answered.

“Oh, each of you get a room?  And these are the fancy ones,” she responded as she looked around, admiring it.

“Whelp, work at a startup, get that VC money and this is the kind of life we live,” Marcus bragged.

Amber began to sway her hips from side to side as she slowly pulled off her tight fitting yoga capris.  “Ooo, I love that little bragging y’all are doing,” she teased as she turned and wiggled her ass.  “Nothing as sexy as a black man who’s got it all figured out,” she continued as her tight little yoga pants made their way to her ankles.

“Fuck...”  Marcus whispered as he saw her plump, yet tight ass.

“Yo, am I dreaming?”  Tyrone joked as he pinched his arm.

Amber had on a tiny black g-string thong, just a thin black line running down between her ass cheeks.  Tyrone licked his lips and rubbed his hands together excitedly.  “Damn man, no way she’s fucking fifty,” he whispered.

“Age ain’t nothing but a number” Willis whispered back.

She spun around as she pulled off her spandex sports bra, freeing her soft, supple breasts.  Marcus nodded in approval as he stared at her large round mounds, his big black cock hardening at the sight of her perky, thick, cherry red nipples that stood proudly.  “Fuck,” he whispered.

“Well?  Why are all y’all still wearing clothes?”  Amber questioned as she placed her hands on her hips.

“Aw shit, here we go,” Willis said excitedly as he began ripping his own clothes off.

Marcus and Tyrone followed suit, rushing as fast as they could as they watched Amber get on the bed and spread her legs.  She wiggled her toes, making Willis lick his lips as his mouth watered.  He had a foot fetish.

Willis rushed over and got on the bed, next to her head, his long semi-erect manhood right next to her face.  She reached up with her right hand and stroked his member as she turned her head and gently licked the bulbous tip of his hardening cock.  Willis groaned as he grabbed her ankle and pulled her foot towards his face.  She wiggled her toes excitedly as he began to lick and suck on her toes, one by one.

Marcus was the next one to fully undress and he made his way between her legs.  He crouched down and leaned in, running tongue along the lips of her quivering sex.  Amber let out a muffled moan as she felt the tip of his tongue tease her, hitting all the right places.  Tyrone finally got on the bed opposite of Willis and pulled her hand towards his thick throbbing cock.

Amber wrapped her fingers around his hard cock and then turned her head towards it, spitting on it to help lubricate her left hand.  She continued to stroke Willis’ longer shaft while she began to suck on the tip of Tyrone’s.  He was definitely thicker than Willis, she struggled to get past the bulbous tip of his fat cock.  

Willis sucked on her big toe and then ran his tongue between each of her toes.  At the same time, Marcus continued to tease her hot wet sex, running his tongue in circles, occasionally brushing against her sensitive clit.  He pulled back a bit and slid two of his fingers into her, gently sliding them in and out of her.

Tyrone reached down and grabbed one of her breasts, squeezing it tight and pulling on her thick red nipple.  Amber let out another muffled moan as she sucked on the tip of Tyrone’s cock, stroking both it and Willis’s longer shaft.  Her senses were being flooded with pleasure as the three black men surrounded her on the bed.

She loved the way Willis ran his tongue between her toes, Tyrone’s firm yet gentle teasing of her nipple, and the way Marcus curled his fingers as he fingered her tight little pussy.  He skillfully rubbed the most sensitive spot by doing a ‘come hither’ motion with two fingers.  Amber began to turn her head side to side, sucking on the tip of each big black cock in her hands.

“Yeah, that’s it, work those tips.  Ungh... puff, puff, pass,” Tyrone groaned.

Amber clenched her toes together and squeezed them as she felt a rush of warmth run up from between her legs.  Marcus flicked his tongue against her sensitive clit as he continued to slide his fingers in and out, rubbing against her most sensitive spot over and over again.  She had to stop suck momentarily as she tried to close her legs, her body lighting up as she began to tremble.

“Oh!  OH!  OH YES!”  She squealed as she climaxed.

Tyrone continued to squeeze her breast and pull on her nipple, sending little shocks through her blazing body.  At the same time, Willis began to suck on her big toe, adding a strange tingling, yet ticklish sensation that mixed in with the feelings of pure bliss that rushed through her.  Marcus pulled back, sliding his fingers out of her tight little cunt.

“All right, she’s nice and primed,” he commented as he placed his thick throbbing member against her quivering pussy lips.

He tapped his fat cock against it a couple of times, making her squirm a bit with anticipation.  As he watched, he teased her further, grabbing his shaft and rubbing it left and right against the lips of her sexy, wet, pink sex.  Amber looked between her legs and stared at his massive cock, a small shiver running up her spine.

“Let’s see how tight this pussy is,” Marcus said as he pulled back, gripped his shaft and slowly pushed the tip between the lips of her sex.

She let out a loud moan as she gasped and trembled, her pussy struggling to take in his massive girth.  Her hands held tightly onto the two big black cocks next to her as she clenched her jaw.  She had to take short, shallow breaths as she felt her pussy stretch to try and take in his thick black cock.  Marcus took his time, carefully pressing the bulbous tip in, slowly inching his way into her.

“Ooooo.... OOOOOOH!  Oh my.... It’s so thick!”  Amber gasped.

“Yeah, don’t worry, your pussy will open right up for it,” Marcus groaned as he finally felt the tip of his cock slide into her.

He paused for a second, letting her pussy adjust to his girth before slowly pushing his hips forward a little.  Her soft, velvety pussy wrapped tightly around his cock, squeezing it for dear life as it entered.  Marcus struggled for a bit, trying to push his thick cock in deeper, Amber’s pussy squeezing tight as if it were trying to push him back out.

“Oh fuck... she’s real tight,” he groaned.  “Like fucking unreal,” he continued as he closed his eyes and continued pushing his hips forward.

She let out a loud moan as she squirmed, her toes clenching tightly as she tried to handle his massive girth.  Amber had taken black men before but each time, she had to get used to their sheer size.  She squeezed Willis’s cock as she pulled her lower body up, causing Marcus’s thick black cock to pop out from between her legs.

“Oooo... wait, hold on, why don’t you go first honey?”  She asked as she looked up at Willis.  “You’re not as thick.  Help me get opened up a bit.”

Marcus smirked as he tapped his fat cock against her pussy lips.  “Told you man, it’s all about the girth.”

“Man, whatever, I get to go first, I’m good with that,” Willis replied smugly as he hopped off the bed and tapped Marcus on the shoulder.

They switched positions and Willis slowly pressed the tip of his long, hard cock against her quivering pussy.  Amber braced herself, closing her eyes and taking a deep breath as she felt his cock slowly enter her.  Willis held onto her ankles as he slowly pushed his hips forward, sliding his long cock deeper and deeper in.  He pulled her right foot towards his face and began to suck on her toes again as his cock journeyed in further.

“OH!  OH!  YES!”  Amber moaned loudly as she wiggled her toes.

Tyrone straddled her upper body and placed his throbbing member between her soft supple breasts.  He reached down, squeezed her breasts against his cock and began to slowly move it  back and forth.  Marcus turned her face towards his own cock and pushed it into her open mouth, making her gag a little as it pressed in.

Willis groaned as he managed to slide the entire length of his long shaft deep inside her soft tight cunt.  He paused for a bit as he pulled up her left foot and began to lick the underside of it.  His cock throbbed as he excitedly teased her foot.  At the same time, Marcus held the back of Amber’s head and pushed his hips forward, trying to slide his thick black cock into her mouth.  He could only get a little past the tip as she struggled to take it in.

Amber let out muffled moans as the three big black men had their way with her.  Tyrone squeezed her breasts tightly, pinching her nipples between his rough fingers as he slid his cock between them.  Marcus continued to slide the tip of his cock in and out of her mouth while she stroked the remainder of his thick shaft.  Willis began to slide with a rhythm, pounding her pink pussy with his long hard cock, making sure to slide the entire length of it in and out with each stroke.

“Damn, she got some nice fucking tits!”  Tyrone groaned as he paused, spit on his shaft and began to slide his cock and forth again.

Amber’s jaw ached as she tried to suck on Marcus’s thick cock.  She still could not believe how thick his shaft was.  She had to pull back and take a deep breath, tapping Tyrone on the thigh.  “Hey, you two switch places.  Ain’t no way I’m going to be able to keep sucking on this thing,” she said as she stroked Marcus’s thick throbbing member.

“Damn man, looks like being thick ain’t where it’s at,” Tyrone laughed as he moved out of the way and to the side.

“Whatever man, once I start fucking, that’s when women really enjoy it,” Marcus replied as he took Tyrone’s place, putting his thick cock between her breasts.

Her breasts couldn’t fully wrap his shaft but he squeezed them regardless, spit on his shaft, and began to slide it back and forth.  Amber sucked on Tyrone’s cock, managing to get a little further past the tip than with Marcus’s.  Willis had paused his strokes momentarily while the two had switched places.  Once everything had settled, he began to slide his long throbbing shaft in and out, making sure to take his time.

Amber let out muffled moans as she felt a growing ball of warmth between her legs.  It spread through her slowly at first, tingling sensations riding along her sensitive skin.  She arched her back slightly as Willis began to thrust faster.  His low hanging balls smacked loudly against her ass cheeks with each powerful slam forward.

Willis grunted as he pulled her legs apart and stared down at her pussy, watching as it gripped tightly onto his member as it slid in and out smoothly.  He could see her creamy juices as he began to hammer into her.  Amber squealed as she began to tremble, holding tightly onto Tyrone’s shaft as she arched her back.  Willis could feel her pussy tightening even more around his cock, clenching around it as she trembled wildly below him.

“OH YES!  YES!  OH FUCK!”  Amber screamed at the top of her lungs as she climaxed.

Willis slammed the entire length of his cock deep inside her and paused, letting her climax as he pulled her legs together and licked the soles of her feet again.  Tyrone pressed the tip of his cock against her outspread lips and pushed forward, sliding it in as deep as he could.  She choked and gagged on his thick member as her climax reached its peak, the warmth within her spreading like an uncontrolled wildfire.

“Damn man, let me get some of that next, I’ll get her nice and opened up for Marcus,” Tyrone said as she continued to slide his cock in and out of Amber’s mouth.

Willis smirked and slowly pulled his cock out, her pussy gripping tightly onto his shaft as if to prevent it from leaving.  It slipped out with a slick wet pop and he stepped back.  “All right, she’s all yours,” he said as he stroked his member.

“Hell yeah.  Yo, Marcus, get off her for a bit man, I want her to ride this big black cock,” Tyrone said.

Marcus sighed and got off her upper body and helped to get her up as Tyrone laid back on the bed, his thick throbbing member pointing directly up towards the ceiling.  Willis and Marcus lifted Amber up effortlessly, spreading her legs and then lowering her down on top of Tyrone.  She gasped as she felt the thick bulbous tip of his cock slowly spread her tight little cunt.

“AH!  AH!  OH LORD IT’S THICK!”  She gasped.

Tyrone gripped the base of his shaft to help stabilize it as the other two lowered her further.  He groaned loudly as the tip of his cock finally managed to slide inside her, lodging in and anchoring itself as Marcus and Willis loosened their grips a bit.  Amber gritted her teeth as she planted the bottom of her feet on the bed.  She was in a squatting position as she was lowered down even further.

“Oh fuck...”  Tyrone groaned as he felt the tightness of her soft velvety cunt.

“Ohyesohyesohyesohyes...”  Amber whimpered as she began to bend her knees until she felt Tyrone’s balls against her ass.

Marcus and Willis let go and she placed her hands on Tyrone’s big broad chest for a moment to balance herself.  The two stood at her sides, their cocks right at the right level for her to lean over and suck on, one after the other.  She slowly straightened up a bit and wrapped her hands around each of their cocks, stroking their glistening members as she began to grind her lower body against Tyrone’s.

Tyrone grunted and slapped her ass cheeks, one after the other as he enjoyed the feeling of her grinding against him.  Her tight wet cunt squeezed tightly onto his shaft as she slid back and forth.  He grabbed her by the waist and raised her up gently before pulling her back down while thrusting his hips.

“OH!  Yes!  Mmmm...  Yes!”  She gasped as she began to bounce atop him.

She stroked Marcus’s thick shaft while turning her head towards Willis to suck on his cock.  Of the three, his was the easiest, it wasn’t thin by all means, but compared to the other two, it was more manageable.  Her lips were able to get past the tip and even further down, but the length was the difficult part.  She gagged as it hit the back of her throat, and she wasn’t even halfway down the shaft.

Both her hands rubbed back and forth, stroking the two big black men’s shafts while she continued to suck and rode Tyrone’s thick black cock.  The bed began to squeak a bit as she bounced up and down.  Every once in a while, Tyrone smacked her ass cheeks, further igniting the flames within her aching, horny body.

The entire bed began to rock as Tyrone bounced her up and down while thrusting his hips at the same time.  Amber paused her sucking efforts and held onto the two shafts near her as she screamed wildly.  Another familiar ball of warmth rushed through her tingling body, causing her to tremble uncontrollably.

“AH!  AH!  OH!  RIGHT THERE!  YES!  YEEEEESSSS!”  She screamed as she arched her back and grinded her lower body against Tyrone’s.

Her clit rubbed against the base of his impressive manhood, driving her wild as she climaxed again.  She squeezed the two cocks in her palms even tighter as she closed her eyes and leaned back a bit.  Numbing, tingling sensations ran through her, from the top of her head to the tips of her wiggling toes.

"Ungh! Yeah! She's getting so tight!" Tyrone groaned as he squeezed her ass cheeks tightly.

"Damn, really want to get me some of that," Marcus said as he stared down at the beautiful older woman.

As her climax peaked she froze up, riding out the wave of pleasure rushing from between her legs.  She took a couple of deep breaths as the rush began to subside.  Her hands began to stroke the two members again and she leaned over to suck on Marcus's thick black cock.

"Ooo yeah, that's it," Marcus grunted as he ran his fingers through her fine hair.

She lifted his cock upward and ran the tip of her tongue down the underside.  Her other hand continued to stroke Willis's long shaft.  Tyrone was busy pumping his hips, sliding his cock in and out of her soaking wet cunt.

"Mmm, yeah... OH!  There we go, lick them balls," Marcus groaned as Amber obliged, wiggling her tongue all around both his balls.

She leaned in and wrapped her ruby red lips around one of his balls, sticking on it gently while she stroked his glistening shaft.  Willis licked his lips as he reached down to squeeze one of her soft supple breasts.  Her large, hard nipple was like an eraser tip on the back of a pencil.  He twisted it gently as he pulled it towards him.

Amber let out a soft muffled moan as she continued to suckle on each of Marcus's fat balls.

Tyrone thrust harder from below, holding her hips tightly as he slammed away.  Amber pulled her face back and gasped before turning her attention to Willis, wrapping her lips around his long hard cock.  She took turns, sucking on the tip of each cock, back and forth.  Her hands continued to stroke the rest of their shafts.

"Damn, she be wild," Marcus groaned.

"Ungh!  Yo Marcus, you want some of this? I think you'll fit now," Tyrone grunted from below.

"Shit, I ain't going to say no," Marcus responded.

Tyrone smacked her ass one more time before he helped her off him.  Amber laid on the bed, feeling exhausted as the three big black men moved around.  Marcus made his way between her legs but instead of sp spreading them wide open, he grabbed her by the waist and flipped her into her belly.

He then pulled her ass up so that she was on her hands and knees, her ass right at his crotch.  His thick throbbing member pressed against the sweet, soft wet opening of her sex.  Amber moaned loudly and closed her eyes as she gripped the blanket below her tightly.  She braced herself, gritting her teeth as the thick rounded tip of his big black cock pushed forward.

"OOOOOH!" She gasped as her pussy tightened.

Marcus groaned as he held his shaft tightly and continued to move his hips forward.  He struggled, his cock just barely making it past the entrance to her sweet tight hole.  It was like trying to puncture through a wall and his cock slipped out and down.  He shook his head and tried again, slowly jamming the tip of his cock against the lips of her sex again.

"Come on, don't be so nervous, just loosen up," Marcus cooed.

Amber closed her eyes and took a long deep breath as she unclenched her jaw.  Marcus could feel her pussy loosening just a bit as he pushed forward.  His thick cock penetrated her, finally managing to squeeze into her soft sweet sex.  Marcus groaned loudly as he continued to hold his shaft steady while moving his hips forward bit by bit.

“Oh fuck...”  He groaned as he closed his eyes and tilted his head back, enjoying the folds of her tight little slit.  “Yo, this is next level tight,” he continued as he inched his way forward.

“Right?  Soft as fuck,” Tyrone agreed as he stroked his glistening member.

Amber tilted her own head back and cried out in a mix of pleasure and pain.  His girth was unbelievable, stretching her pussy to its absolute limits.  She gripped tightly onto the blankets as her toes clenched tightly.  Marcus groaned again as he continued to push his thick cock deep into her.

“Oh yeah, that’s it, here we go,” he grunted as he eased the entire length of his shaft deep inside her.

As she felt his balls press against the entrance to her sex, a high pitched ringing filled her ears.  Her entire body felt like it was on fire, aching everywhere as her pussy clenched tightly around his thick throbbing shaft.  Marcus took a deep breath before he began to pull his hips back.

“Oh shit!  Look at that grip!”  He exclaimed as he watched her pussy stretch out while gripping onto his thick black shaft.

Amber gasped and fell to her elbows as the strength in her upper body gave out.  She felt as though her lower body was being pulled away from the rest of her.  Her head spun as she felt a rush of pressure leave her body.  Marcus groaned as he felt her pussy grip even tighter and then immediately after, felt something warm splash against his balls.

“Oh fuck, there she blows man!  She’s squirting!”  He said proudly as he pulled his hips back even further.  “Told you, all about the girth!”

He leaned forward and wrapped one of his arms around her hips, his fingers landing on her ultra sensitive clit.  She gasped and pressed her face into the bed as Marcus began to rub her clit while thrusting his hips at the same time.  Thick beads of sweat formed on the top of Marcus’s bald head as he began to hammer away with all his might.  The room filled with the slick wet sounds of his big black balls smacking loudly against her soaking cunt.

“AH!  AH!  OH GOD!  YES!  YES!  AAAAAAAAAAHHHH!”  Amber screamed as she felt a familiar warmth overtake her.

Marcus groaned and slowed his strokes as he felt her pussy tighten around his thick black shaft.  Amber trembled wildly, her body ablaze with pleasure as another climax hit her like a ton of rocks.  Her pussy squeezed tightly as an intense pressure escaped between her legs.  A stream of her juices splashed out all over Marcus’s muscular thighs.

“There she goes again!”  Marcus exclaimed as he continued to rub her sensitive clit while slowly working his thick black shaft back and forth.

“Fuck, she’s getting so tight!  I’m about to blow my load!”  Marcus groaned as he slid his cock into her and paused.  

He took a couple of deep breaths before sliding his cock out of her wet pussy.  His right hand immediately reached down and gripped the base of his shaft as he spun her around and moved over to the side.  He placed the tip of his thick cock against Amber’s open lips and stroked his glistening shaft.

“Ah yeah... here it comes...”  He whispered excitedly.

As he stroked his shaft, Willis placed himself between her tired, outspread legs and slowly pushed his long hard cock into her quivering cunt.  Marcus tilted his head back and groaned loudly as Amber wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock.  Within seconds, he shot his thick load deep into her mouth.

“Ungh!  Yeah, that’s it!  Take my nut,” he grunted as he continued to stroke his shaft.

Amber sucked vigorously, her mouth filling with his hot seed.  She was surprised by how much he was shooting out.  While Marcus squeezed out every last drop of his load into her mouth, Willis began to slide the entire length of his shaft into her.  Amber let out a muffled moan and spit out a bit of Marcus’s thick seed as he pulled his cock back.  Thick beads of white nut ran down the sides of her lips as she swallowed the remainder.

“Ooo, yeah, still fucking tight,” Willis grunted as he began to move his hips back and forth faster, making sure to work the entire length of his ruler sized shaft in and out.

“Yo man, get her on top, I want to try something,” Tyrone said.

Willis nodded, wrapped his arms around her hips and pulled her up while leaning his own body back.  Soon, he was laid back on the bed with her atop him.  He continued to pound away enthusiastically as Tyrone positioned himself behind her.

“What are you doing?”  Marcus asked.

“You said it’s about girth right?  I’m about to really get that pussy stretched,” Tyrone said with a wink as he pressed the tip of his cock against her already full cunt.

Willis paused his strokes as he felt Tyrone’s cock press up against it.  Amber’s eyes widened as she looked back.  “Whoa!  What?!  No way that’s going to fit!”  She squealed.

Tyrone continued to slowly push his thick cock into her, sliding alongside Willis’s long shaft.  Amber collapsed forward, her mind reeling while her body felt as though it was on fire.  Tingling sensations rushed through her, starting from her core and working its way out through every inch of her trembling body.  She couldn’t believe she was taking two big black cocks in her tight little pussy at the same time.

“AH!  AH!  OH GOD!  GO SLOW!  SLOOOOOW!”  Amber screamed as Tyrone’s thick cock pressed onward.

“Ungh... yeah, you got it, going real slow,” Tyrone groaned back as he inched his hips forward.

Marcus was speechless as he watched, his own thick black shaft still rock hard even after climaxing.  He watched as Amber was filled with two big black cocks, stretching her pussy to its absolute limits.  She tilted her head back and let out a loud scream of pleasure, her voice nearly giving out as Tyrone managed to slide the entire length of his thick shaft into her, sliding right alongside Willis’s long hard cock already lodged in.

Tyrone paused and waited, feeling her tight little cunt squeeze around both big black cocks.  Amber continued to tremble between the two, her body still tingling with desire.  A cool, numbing sensation rushed through her, followed by an intense heat that spread from her core.  Tyrone began to slide out while Willis kept his cock inside her.  Once Tyrone was about halfway, he pushed his hips forward as Willis pulled his cock out.  The sensation of feeling two cocks sliding in opposite directions drove Amber nearly insane as a wave of pleasure crashed through her.

“OH FUCK!  OH MY FUCKING GOD!  AH!  AH!  OH!”  Amber screamed as she felt yet another orgasm building.

The two powerful black men began to thrust a bit faster, each sliding their cocks in and out of her tight little cunt.  As they bumped against each other, the two shafts would move in different directions, hitting her in all the right places, even some that had never been touched before.  Amber thought she was going to black out from the intense feelings of bliss that rolled through every inch of trembling body.

The intense heat from her core exploded outward and was then followed by a numbing cooling sensation that rushed through her.  She felt an incredible amount of pressure building between her legs.  Tyrone and Willis caught a rhythm, sliding in and out, taking turns filling her to her limits.

Marcus licked his lips and got back on the bed, placing his still hard member against her open lips.  She still has some of his seed running down her chin as she began to suck on the tip of his big black cock.  Tyrone groaned loudly as he began to speed up a bit.  With Willis as the anchor below, Tyrone had a bit more leeway in controlling his thrusts.  

“UNGH!  UNGH!  Yeah!  Damn she feels so good!”  Tyrone grunted as he began to thrust his hips faster and faster.

Willis groaned from below, trying to time his movements to match Tyrone but he couldn’t.  Their two big black cocks began to slide in and out of Amber asynchronously, occasionally both of them gliding deep into her at the same time.  Amber let out muffled moans as she sucked eagerly on Marcus’s thick cock.  Her pussy clenched tightly around both thick shafts and soon she felt the pressure between her legs explode.

“AAAAAAAH!  OH FUCK!  FUCK!  AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!”  She screamed as she pulled her face away from Marcus’s crotch and collapsed forward.

Her pussy squirted out a long stream of her warm, clear juices, splashing all over Willis’s thighs.  Tyrone grunted as he pulled back, his thick shaft popping out from her quivering pink cunt as more of her juices splashed out.  He stroked his throbbing member and closed his eyes as he hit his own limit.

“Ah... ungh!”  He grunted as his body shivered and he shot his load all over Amber’s back.

Amber shivered as her sensitive body felt his thick, sticky load as it landed.  She was surprised by how far some of it managed to get, hitting her between her shoulder blades.  Even more shot out on top of her ass, slowly rolling down the sides as Willis continued to thrust his hips from below.

Tyrone grunted and moved away, stepping off the bed while wiping his forehead with one arm.  “Damn!  Whew!  Fuck, thought I could last longer,” he sighed.

Marcus and Willis both pumped their hips, one sliding his thick black cock as far as he could into Amber’s mouth, with the other long shaft slamming in and out of her tight, now bright pink cunt.  Amber was in pure bliss as yet another climax rushed through her, burning out whatever bits of energy she had left.  She was completely exhausted as she was pleased by them.

Marcus had to help hold her up by the arms as she nearly collapsed.  Willis began to thrust his hips even faster as his cock began to quiver.  Amber was mercilessly hammered from below as Willis neared his own climax.  He took a couple of more thrusts before he pulled out his cock.  Within seconds, Amber felt another load splash on her lower back and ass.

“UNGH!  Fuck yeah!”  Willis grunted as he stroked his long shaft, squeezing out every last drop.

Once he was done, he tapped his shaft against her slick wet cunt.  Amber rolled off of him and laid on the bed as Marcus pressed his thick black cock against her open lips.  Tyrone’s eyes widened and he placed his hands on the sides of his head.  “Oh shit, that’s my bed ain’t it?  Yo, damn, need to request those sheets get washed!”  He exclaimed.

Marcus laughed as he pulled his cock away from her lips and spun her around, pulling her lower body down to the edge of the bed while he hopped off.  Amber yelped as he grabbed her, lifted her up effortlessly and then lowered her down onto his still raging hard cock.  She closed her eyes and moaned loudly as she slid down the length of his thick black shaft.  Marcus made sure to place his hands under her thighs to avoid touching her sticky, cum covered ass and lower back.

“Ungh!  Yeah!  She still fucking tight!”  Marcus groaned as he slammed his cock deep inside her slick wet cunt.

He began to toss her up and down effortlessly, while thrusting his hips at the same time.  Amber felt weightless as she bounced along, yet another ball of warmth rushing through her body.  She couldn’t believe that Marcus was still so hard and ready to go again.

“Fuck!  Ungh!  Yeah!  This some good pussy!”  Marcus groaned as he tossed her up and down, his low hanging balls swinging wildly and smacking against her with each thrust.

Amber was filled with pleasure as she experienced another orgasm, her body lighting up and then immediately cooling down.  “Oh!  OH!  YES!  OH MY GOD!  YES!”  She squealed as her climax peaked, her entire body trembling uncontrollably.  For a moment, she lost consciousness, blacking out as both her exhausted body and mind gave out from the feelings of intense bliss that rushed through her.

“Oh shit man, you knocked her ass out!”  Tyrone commented from the side.

Marcus continued to toss her up and down for a bit before he lowered her back on the bed and pulled his thick black cock out.  “Uh, you okay?”  He asked as he stroked his shaft.

Amber blinked a couple of times, her vision a bit blurry as she looked between her legs.  “Mmm... I think so...”  She whispered.

“Fuck, I’m close...”  Marcus groaned as he placed the tip of his thick cock between the lips of her soft, bright pink sex.  

Amber gasped and trembled as she felt the tip stretch her pussy.  He stroked the remainder of his shaft while gently gliding just the bulbous tip of his cock in and out.  His balls clenched tightly as he pulled the tip of his cock out, still stroking his shaft.  “Ungh!  Yeah, fuck!”  He grunted as another power stream of his nut shot out.  Some of it managed to even land between her soft supple breasts.

“Whew!  Damn!”  He groaned as he placed a hand on his sweaty forehead.

Amber sighed as she laid still, trying to recuperate from the absolute pounding she had received from the three young black studs.  Marcus finished launching his second load as his cock finally began to soften, just a bit.  He hopped off the bed and headed over to grab a bottle of water from the refrigerator.

“Would you like something to drink?”  He asked, looking over at the completely exhausted woman.

“Oh... yeah.... Yes please, that would be great,” she whispered between breaths.

Willis tilted his head as he looked at his phone.  He scrolled up and down and then grabbed his laptop from his bag.  Marcus handed him a bottle of water, then one to Tyrone and finally one to Amber.  She slowly propped herself up against the wall and drank while Marcus walked over to his brother.

“Yo, seriously?  You’re going to work now?”  He chuckled.

“Nah man, just taking a quick look at something.  Dwayne sent this presentation and it looked all kinds of messed up on my phone...  But... what the hell...”  Willis responded as he made his way through the presentation deck.  “Yo, this shit looks half assed...”

“What?  That ain’t like Dwayne,” Marcus replied.

“I know.  Huh...  Does he really want us to work on this?  Like shit, this is amateur hour.”

Tyrone hovered over Willis while taking a drink.  Willis glanced over and then rolled his eyes.  “Yo Tyrone man, come on, keep a distance.  Don’t need your dick all up in my space,” he grumbled.

Marcus laughed as Tyrone shrugged and took a couple of steps to the side.  “Man, really?  We both were inside her at the same time and this bothers you?”  Tyrone laughed.

“That’s different.”

Amber couldn’t help but let out a little laugh of her own, squinting a bit as her body ached from her movements.  “Ha... Ow!  All y’all got to stop making me laugh,” she said.

“You all right?”  Marcus asked worriedly.

“What do you think?  I feel like I just got jackhammered by three bulls,” she responded as she took another gulp of her water.

“Well, you up for another couple of rounds?  We were originally thinking of partying but if you’re down...”  Marcus started.

Amber laughed and winced as she shook her head.  “Not right now, I need some time to recover.  Give me my phone though, let me see if the others want to swing by,” she responded.  She began typing on her phone while Marcus finished his bottle of water and walked over to the bathroom.  He wiped his glistening body down with a towel before heading back into the room and grabbing his clothes.

Tyrone had managed to already get dressed while Willis was still scrolling through the presentation.  Marcus put on his boxers as he leaned in a bit to look over his brother’s shoulder.  “The hell?  You telling me Dwayne made that?”  He asked.

“Well, it came from his email,” Willis responded.

“Man, just close it, he’s playing us.  No way that’s a draft.  Let me send him a message,” Marcus said as he grabbed his phone and began typing.  He put a laughing emoji first and then let Dwayne know that the joke didn’t land.  “He still hasn’t texted back though,” Marcus commented.

“He’s probably just ribbing us guys.” Tyrone said as he agreed with Marcus.

Amber groaned as she got up and scooted over to the edge of the bed.  “Y’all mind if I use your tub?  I think I need to soak in some hot water,” she asked.

“Oh yeah, no problem.  Just wait there.  Tyrone, go get that tub full of hot water.  Amber, once it’s done, I’ll carry you and put you in,” Marcus offered.

“Aww, well ain’t you a sweetie,” Amber replied with a small wink.

Tyrone walked into the bathroom and turned on the hot water in the tub while Marcus sat on a seat across from Amber.  “So, you mentioned something about others swinging by?”

Amber smiled as she took a long drink from her bottle of water.  She crossed her legs, wincing as she moved, and lightly bobbed her foot up and down.  Willis couldn’t help but look over, licking his lips as his long black rod hardened almost immediately at the sight.

“Well, if all y’all are looking for more, I’m sure I can convince some of the housewives to swing by.  Some of them might not be as wild as me though,” Amber replied.

“Damn, if they are half as wild as you, we’re in for a great time!”  Marcus said excitedly as he finished his bottle of water.  

Tyrone poked his head out from the bathroom, “yo, the tub’s good to go.”

Marcus nodded, stood, and easily lifted Amber up off the bed.  She let out a small yelp as he hoisted her up in his arms effortlessly.  He carried her to the bathroom and then slowly lowered her into the tub.  She flinched a bit when her ass touched the hot water and he slowed even further.

“Oh, that’s nice...”  She sighed as she made her way down into the hot water.

Her aching body was soon enveloped in warmth.  She closed her eyes and leaned back, letting out another sigh of relief as her sore crotch relaxed.  Marcus quietly left the bathroom and closed the door behind him.  Within minutes she was knocked out while Marcus, Willis and Tyrone ordered some food.  They had to get nice and full for Amber’s friends.

###
[image: image]


OceanofPDF.com

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

About the author:

[image: image]


Jenna Powers is a sultry executive assistant by day who lets her fantasies come true through erotica writing by night.  Check out for news and updates for her stories on Pear Stories.  

About the Editors:

Jane Snow loves chocolate but more importantly, she loves chocolate, ebony men.  Their hot, muscular glistening bodies get her juices flowing and put her mind in the clouds of ecstasy.  She loves fantasizing about big black men and sharing her fantasies with you. 

My name is Trevon Carter and I’m just a simple black man that likes to listen to stories and write. I’ve never been much in the educated side of the house but writing has always been something I’d enjoyed. Growing up in the projects, I’d always been told that I’d end up dead or on the streets killing, but I managed to get out of that world. After getting out of school, moving, and striving for a better life, I’ve found out that being a black man definitely has its advantages, especially in bed. 

Incredibly Hot Interracial Sex Books:

	The Black Neighbor

	The Black Neighbor 2: Yoga InvAsian

	The Black Neighbor 3: Super Bowl Gangbang

	Fucking the Black Neighbor Bundle

	African Gangbang Tour

	Two Black Guys, a Girl and a Pizza Place

	I Fucked My Best Friend’s Black Granddaddy

	Big Black Vegas Gangbang

	Garage Shop Gang Fuck

	Big Black Birthday Fuck Fest

	Big Black Gangbang Double Pack

	Fucked in Translation

	Seducing Her Big Black Stepdad

	The Black Nailed Housewife

	The Black Nailed Housewife 2

	The Black Nailed Housewife 3

	The Black Nailed Housewife Collection

	Becoming Bad

	Becoming Badder

	Lessons from the Black Neighbor

	Lessons from the Black Neighbor 2: The Second Lesson

	Her Big Black Boss: The Interview

	Poolside Seduction

	Mister Officer







A Bit More Rough Interracial Sex Books:

	The Black Billionaire

	The Black Billionaire 2

	The Black Billionaire 3

	The Black Billionaire Bundle


The Realms of War Series:

	The Realms of War 

	A Night with Beastwulfs (Book 2)

	Taken by Trolls (Book 3) 

	A House of Glass (Book 4)

	The Call of Krakenos (Book 5)

	The Lich King Rises (Book 6)

	The Sins of Man (Book 7)

	Awakening the Ice Mistress (Book 8)

	Revenge of the Horde (Book 9)

	Charming the Ancient Treants (Book 10)

	The Fall of the King (Book 11)

	The Berserker’s Rage (Book 12)

	A Tale of Two Sisters (Book 13)

	Secrets of the Glass Mountain (Book 14)

	A Splintered Hope (Book 15)

	Gathering of the Storm (Book 16)

	Madness Within the Mind (Book 17)


The Realms of War Side Quests:

	Seduction of the Queen

	The Plundering of Erun


Steamy Books Featuring Women with Aliens and Monsters:

	69 Days Later (Infected Gangbang Sex)

	Mars Needs MILFs (Alien Sex)

	District 69 (Alien Gangbang Sex)

	The Incredibly Horny Bulk (Monster Sex)

	The Horny Games (Monster Gangbang Sex)

	Ninjas Versus Tentacles (Tentacle Sex)

	Cowgirls and Aliens (Alien Gangbang Sex)

	Cowgirls and Tentacles (Tentacle Sex)

	Cowgirls and Werewolves (Monster Gangbang Sex)

	Cowgirls and Monsters Bundle

	Monsters from the Closet, Inc. (Monster Gangbang Sex)

	Monster Sex Motel (Monster Gangbang Sex)

	Fucked by the Monster Under the Bed (Monster Sex)

	Fucked by Monsters Bundle (Three Monster Sex Stories)


Romantic Erotic Stories

	Gray’s Anatomy

	Serving the Parisian Billionaire


Books Available in Print:

	The Black Neighbor (Volume 1)

OceanofPDF.com

OEBPS/Images/image00084.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00083.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00082.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00081.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00080.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/cover00085.jpeg
THREE BOOKICOLLECTION:

DALLAS
HOTWIVES CLUB

TRILOGYy

hwl 1 i

@CDNTHINS

THE HOT/EIRST/NIGHT
THE,WILD SECOND} NIGHT
THE|CRAZY/THIRD} NIGHT

"\_





