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		The refrigerator door beeped and I turned to glare at my husband. He was fanning himself, basically nude except for his briefs as he stood in front of the open refrigerator. His eyes were closed and he seemed to have no care in the world.

		“Close the door!” I ordered.

		“But it’s so hot. Let me get cooled down a bit,” he responded.

		I sighed and shook my head. It was definitely one of the hottest summers to hit Seattle. Unfortunately for us, like many others, there was no air conditioning in our home. Even with all the windows open, there was little to no air blowing in.

		“You’re going to break the refrigerator. Worse yet, you’re going to spoil the food,” I complained.

		He rolled his eyes. “The food is not going to go bad that fast.”

		“You know, we’ve had a couple of power outages lately. If it goes out now, then that’s it, no food,” I replied.

		“Then we can go out and buy food. In fact, that’s what we should do, go out to like a mall or something. They have air conditioning,” he responded as he closed the door.

		“You know I’m always up for it. You’re the one who’s paranoid about people breaking in,” I replied.

		While we weren’t in a dangerous place by any means, we were still in a neighborhood undergoing gentrification. There were still vagrants that roamed the streets, and we had occasionally seen people wandering near our home. Our doorbell app had recorded them peeking around in our neighborhood.

		“Oh… Wait, isn’t the gardener coming today?” He said as he looked at his watch.

		“Marcus? Wow, has it been a week already? I swear, time flies like crazy.”

		I actually felt a little bit of excitement as I thought about Marcus. We had a decently sized plot of yard, both in the back and front of our house. My husband, Joe, initially said he’d be responsible for cleaning it up, but over time, he grew lazy, barely mowing the lawn once every six months. When we started getting patches of dead grass, along with dying bushes, I made a judgment call to hire a gardener. The first couple were horrible but when we hired Marcus, things changed considerably. He had quite the green thumb.

		Marcus was a well built, tall black man, with extremely dark skin. During her chats with him, he had mentioned that he enjoyed working out, and it was obvious. Hs thighs were basically both of Joe’s legs combined. Whenever he gardened in the summer, he wore a sleeveless shirt, or if it was really hot, was kept his shirt off. She loved eyeing him from the kitchen while drinking down some cold kombucha.

		“Yeah, we’re going to have to stay then,” Joe said, interrupting my thoughts.

		“Why? You don’t trust him cleaning up our backyard without us here?” I asked.

		“Well, I mean, all the windows are going to be open. He’ll have full access into our house,” he replied.

		“And what? You think he’s going to rob us? Seriously?” I questioned with one hand on my hip.

		“Anyone can, that’s all I’m saying. I mean, if you’re thinking it’s because he’s…” He paused and looked around as if there was someone else in the house. “Black,” he continued, his voice a whisper. “Then that’s not it,” he finished, his voice returning to normal.

		“Really? Is that why you have to whisper the word black?” I responded rolling my eyes at the same time.

		Joe wasn’t a racist by any means, but he had a tendency of saying inappropriate things. It was mostly from his upbringing, being raised in an actually racist family in Alabama. Whenever I visited my in-laws, I cringed at some of the things they said.

		“Well, the windows are open, you never know,” he said.

		“Come on Joe, Marcus has been our gardener for what… two years now? And you don’t trust him?”

		“It’s uh… I mean, it’s not necessarily trust, it’s just uh…” He hesitated, trying to find the right words.

		“Yeah, yeah, it’s that Southern boy upbringing, ugh,” I groaned. “Joe, it’s been like ten years since you left Alabama. You’ve really got to get that old mentality out of your system,” I continued.

		“I know, I know. You try growing up with family like mine and trying to purge everything,” he whined.

		Our doorbell chime went off and I saw Joe visibly twitch in surprise. I couldn’t help but laugh as he cleared his throat and headed towards the front door. “The chime is too damn loud,” he grumbled as he walked off.

		I bit my lower lip and unbuttoned one additional button on my shirt to reveal more of my cleavage. It was almost a subconscious move as I looked forward to seeing Marcus walk in. I licked my lips and looked towards the hall to the front door.

		“Oh shit,” I whispered as I looked down, realizing that I was not wearing a bra. My nipples were rock hard, poking through my thin little blouse. I immediately regretted my decision to unbutton the last button. Before I could correct my mistake, Marcus sauntered in, his huge frame practically taking up the entirety of the hall.

		“Hey Lisa,” he greeted with a small nod.

		I couldn’t help but blush and nod back. “Hey Marcus. Pretty hot out there, huh?”

		“Yeah, whew, I’m sweating like a mule,” he responded, his skin glistening from the sweat rolling down his upper body. He was already shirtless, his bulging muscles flexing with every move.

		“Do uh, do you want something to drink?” I asked.

		“Oh, a cup of water would be nice, if that’s okay.”

		“I got it,” Joe said as he squeezed by Marcus and headed to the kitchen. “Man, I wish I had a body like yours,” he said as he opened the refrigerator.

		“Joe! Wait, you didn’t put on any pants at least?!” I gasped as I realized he was still in his briefs.

		“Ah, it’s alright, nothing I haven’t seen before,” Marcus laughed as he waved his hand.

		“Bottled water okay?” Joe asked.

		“Yeah, sure.”

		Joe tossed the bottled water over and I admired Marcus as he reached up and grabbed it. Every movement was like watching a statue move. He nodded towards Joe in appreciation and then headed out to the backdoor.

		“Same as usual?” He asked.

		“Yes, please. Actually, do you think you can trim those bushes a bit smaller? I have a feeling they’re going to either grow really large from the constant sun,” I replied.

		“Sure thing.”

		I nibbled on my lower lip as I watched him toss his hefty back on the ground and bend down to grab his tools. His back was wide and chiseled. It was quite an amazing sight, far different than Joe.

		“Do you want anything?” Joe asked as the refrigerator began to chime again.

		“Yeah, give me a bottle of kombucha, and close the damn door,” I responded.

		He grunted and pulled a bottle of kombucha out and closed the door. After opening it for me, he took a sip, faked a gagging motion and then walked over to me. I rolled my eyes in response and smiled.

		“Oh please, it’s not that bad,” I said as I took the bottle.

		“I have no idea how you drink that stuff,” Joe replied. He leaned against the kitchen counter and looked out the window, watching Marcus as he trimmed the bushes.

		“Are you jealous?” I joked.

		“Jealous? Of what? His steroid body? I’m fine with being fully organic and natural,” Joe replied with a smirk.

		“Steroid body? Really? He does not look like he does them,” I responded. “Look, he doesn’t even have that big gut that you normally hear about with steroids.”

		“Nowadays, those steroids can be given in small doses and no one would even know. Or you know, there’s also those human growth hormones,” he continued, air quoting. “I mean, we all know what that means.”

		“I think you’re wrong. He’s even in weightlifting competitions. You get tested for those events.”

		“Sure they do,” Joe said sarcastically. “I bet the steroids probably did a number on him. He probably has a…” He paused and leaned in towards me, lowering his voice and whispering in my ear. “Small dick.”

		“Really? Is that where you’re going? At what point do your stereotypes stop?” I questioned. “Steroids do not cause small dicks,” I replied, keeping my own voice hushed.

		“Yeah they do. It’s like a scientific thing. I read about it on a blog back when I was in college. You know? When I was playing football. I knew some guys who did steroids and trust me, they were pencil dicks,” Joe informed.

		I rolled my eyes again and leaned against the counter. Joe didn’t necessarily have that impressive of a member himself. Several of my exes were a little bigger than him. “Oh please. They’re all about the same size regardless. Even the thin ones get thick when they’re hard,” I said.

		“Speaking from experience?” Joe replied.

		I gave him a light punch and shook my head. “Oh shut up. How do you know I’m not talking about you?” I joked.

		He laughed and I took a drink out of my bottle. Marcus was diligently cutting the bushes with a pair of large shears. His meaty thighs were practically bursting out of the cargo shorts he was wearing. Sweat rolled and glistened on his skin as the sun beamed down on him. I watched as he stopped and looked at the ground, nudging at something with his boot.

		“OH SHIT!” I yelled, spitting my drink out as I realized what he was kicking.

		Joe seemed to realize as well, his eyes widening as he also remembered. “The hornets!” He screamed as he ran to the window. “Marcus! Stop! Stand back! Do not go in that area!”

		Marcus stepped back and looked at us, confusion on his face. “Uh… Is everything alrig- OW!” He yelped as he jumped back and swung at the air.

		“Marcus, get in here!” I yelled as I pointed at the backdoor.

		He sprinted over and almost crashed through the door. A couple of hornets flew out from the nest, circling the area that Marcus was once at. He took a couple of deep breaths and held onto his right thigh.

		“Ah shit, the hell was that?” Marcus asked as he groaned in pain.

		“Oh shit, I’m so sorry, I forgot. There was some kind of hole in the ground that we saw a couple of days ago. We thought it was a rat and had some inspector come out. He said it was a hornet’s nest and that we could just drown them out with soap and water or pesticide. Of which, Joe was supposed to do,” I informed as I shot a glare at my husband.

		“Oh man, I’m so sorry, I… This heat, you know?” He paused as Marcus looked down at him, easily a foot taller and much, much more muscular in every way.

		I could see the anger on his face, his face somehow getting even darker as he glared. He gritted his teeth before taking a deep breath and rubbing his thigh. “Come on man, I think I got stung twice on my leg. Fucking stings,” he grunted.

		Joe quickly rushed over and grabbed a dining chair. He placed it next to Marcus and rushed off to the bathroom. “Hold on, let me see if we have any uh, medicine for stings,” he said.

		“I’m so sorry Marcus.”

		He shrugged and sighed as he continued rubbing his upper thigh. I started to get a bit concerned and rushed over to the freezer to grab some ice. Marcus groaned and stretched his right leg. After putting ice in a bag I rushed over and handed it to Marcus.

		“Here, put this where you were stung,” I said.

		Marcus nodded and put the bag of ice against where he was rubbing, over his cargo shorts. Joe rushed back carrying some kind of bottle. “Uh, I think this is for stuff like bites and stings.” Joe said as he handed Marcus a bottle of cortisone.

		“Thanks, mind if use the bathroom?” Marcus asked.

		“Oh, no, go for it,” Joe responded.

		Marcus struggled as he tried to get up, groaning and holding the ice closely towards his upper thigh and lower hip area. “Agh, sorry, it’s a lot more painful than I thought,” he groaned.

		“Take your shorts off, put the cortisone on here and out the ice directly on the sting,” I ordered.

		He looked up and shook his head. “Here?” Marcus questioned.

		“Come on, I’ve seen plenty of men naked, it’s nothing that I haven’t seen before, I’m sure,” I said, repeating what he had said earlier to Joe.

		Marcus glanced up at me, and then Joe. He pulled his shorts down to his ankles, revealing his tight fitting black boxer briefs. They clung to his lower body, and I gasped as I saw the large bulge between his legs. Even Joe seemed a bit surprised and cleared his throat, glancing over to the side afterwards.

		“Oh man, it stings,” Marcus said as he pulled down his boxer briefs a bit, revealing his upper thigh and the area right below his right him.

		I nibbled on my lips lightly as I saw the base of his manhood. The small bit that I could see made my heart flutter momentarily. He was clean shaven, not even one piece of hair in sight. Marcus groaned as he rubbed cortisone on the area he was stung.

		“Damn thing must have gone up my shorts. Got hit twice,” Marcus said as he pulled his boxer briefs down even further.

		My eyes widened as I saw the beginnings of his thick shaft, my heart fluttering at the sight. I quickly looked away and caught Joe’s eyes. He also looked surprised as he saw me.

		“Again, really sorry about that. I was supposed to flood it out with some bleach but never got around to it,” Joe apologized profusely.

		“Shit, I could have done that if you had just let me know. These hornets seem to be all over this area,” Marcus replied as he placed the bag of ice on his side. “Whew… I guess I won’t be working today.”

		“We’ll pay for today’s time regardless,” Joe said.

		“Yeah, I don’t mean to sound like a dick, but you paying for just your hours aren’t going to help me. I had a couple of visits scheduled today that I have to miss,” Marcus responded, a touch of anger in his voice. “And I don’t even know if I’ll be able to work tomorrow, or the day after. That’s a lot of missed work and a pretty damn big pay cut.”

		Joe hesitated as he scratched the back of his head. I cleared my throat and nodded towards Marcus. “We’ve got that covered. You let us know how much work you’re missing and we’ll pay,” I informed.

		“What? Really?” Marcus responded as he looked up.

		“Really?!” Joe questioned at the exact same time. He quickly cleared his throat as I shot him a glare. “I mean, really, if you want us to.”

		“Well, that’d be much appreciated. If you could also maybe join me on some calls to them to explain? I want to make sure they don’t think I’m lying,” Marcus said.

		“Of course, anything you need,” I answered.

		“That’s really nice of you,” Marcus said as he continued to rub the ice on his leg. “I promise, I ain’t planning on ripping you off or anything. In fact, that’s another reason to have you on these calls, proof that I had time scheduled.”

		“Oh, we trust you Marcus, we don’t need proof,” I said.

		“Yeah, of course, why would we need proof?” Joe added as he glanced over at me.

		I ignored him and placed a hand on Marcus’ broad, muscular shoulder, giving it a small rub. “How are you feeling? Do you think you can stand and move? Do you want to lie on our sofa?”

		“Nah, I’m good. I think I should be able to stand,” Marcus answered as he groaned and tried to get up. He struggled for a bit, and I marveled as his powerful muscles tightened. His legs were like tree trunks.

		“Joe, help him,” I urged.

		My husband quickly rushed to his side and supported Marcus by the shoulder. He didn’t seem to be doing much as Marcus groaned. I also tried to help supporting his other side, my hands pressing against his impressive upper body. My heart started to beat faster as I felt his body.

		“Yeah, there we go, I think I can move around,” Marcus said as he took a step.

		His large bulge bounced with his movements and my mouth salivated as I stared down at his crotch. Marcus groaned as he tried to pull up his cargo shorts. I quickly crouched down and took hold of his shorts, helping to pull them up. My heart skipped a beat as I was at eye level with his crotch, his manhood mere inches away, with just his tight boxer briefs acting as a barrier.

		“Let me help,” I said, my voice trembling.

		My hands shook as I tried to pull his shorts up. His musky scent filled my senses and I couldn’t help but gulp to try and calm myself. As I pulled his shorts up higher, my hands were extremely close to his covered manhood. It clearly curved up and to the left, making its way towards his waistband.

		“Whoa, whoa, you gotta be gentle there,” Marcus said as I tried to pull his shorts up and over his manhood. “I got it from here,” he continued as he pulled on his shorts and slowly zipped them up.

		I nodded and quickly stepped back and stood. My body was still trembling and feeling white hot. “Are you okay?” Joe whispered, taking notice of my strange behavior.

		“Yes, yeah, of course,” I whispered back.

		“Ah man, wow, I can still feel that burn. So you’re okay with me calling you on a three way?” Marcus asked.

		My heart fluttered and I gasped. “What? Three way?”

		“Yeah, three way call,” Marcus said.

		“Oh, oh, yeah, of course. With your other customers, right?” I responded, my voice an octave higher than normal.

		“Yeah…” Marcus responded as he glanced over at Joe. “She okay?” He mouthed.

		Joe shrugged and I lightly punched him on the shoulder. “God, I’m okay. I’m just really worried. Those hornet stings are pretty painful,” I said.

		Marcus groaned as he took a couple of steps. “Well, I guess I’ll be heading back home for today.”

		“Wait, don’t you take the bus?” I asked.

		“Yeah, to Belltown.”

		“That’s like a couple of transfers. Why don’t you just stay here for a couple of nights?” I inquired.

		Joe’s eyes bulged out of his head as he looked over at me. Marcus saw him and then shook his head. “Nah, I can’t do that,” he answered.

		“So what’s your plan then? Take the bus back home, after a couple of transfers while you’re hurting, then sit at home, somehow make some food for dinner, while you’re calling your clients. Then you’re going to wake up tomorrow and what? Do the same painful routine?” I questioned.

		“Yeah, it’s aight. I can get delivery, some Uber Eats or something. It’s fine,” he answered.

		“It’s not fine with me. That sofa is new and it’s a pullout bed, never been used. We have a couple of painkillers here to help you through the night and I can cook you something nice. It’s the least we can do for you because Joe didn’t do his chores,” I said.

		Marcus glanced over at Joe, then me before giving a small nod. “I mean, shit, it’d be nice but I really don’t want to intrude.”

		“Hey, Marcus, you mind if I talk with Kate real quick, in private?” Joe asked.

		“Uh, it’s your house. Do you want me to go outside or…?”

		“Oh, nah, Kate, can you come with me for a second, please?”

		I rolled my eyes and sighed. “Sure, let’s go.”

		We both walked into the master bedroom and Joe closed the door. “What are you doing? Are you seriously going to ask him to stay at our place for a hornet sting?” Joe questioned, his voice low and hushed.

		“Couple of hornet stings,” I corrected. “A couple of stings that he shouldn’t have gotten if you had actually done your job and filled that damn nest with some bleach. What if that had been me? Just wandering out in the backyard and stepping on the nest?” I continued angrily.

		“Okay, I’m really sorry about that.”

		“Are you? Then you should let me stay until he can at least walk without groaning.”

		Joe sighed and stared at the ground, placing his hands on his hips. He stared off, contemplating while I patiently waited. His feet shuffled as he leaned back and crossed his arms. “Okay, fine, it’s only fair that he gets to rest somewhere,” Joe finally admitted.

		As I passed by him to leave the room, I leaned in with a smile. “Guess you were wrong about the steroids,” I whispered as I headed out.

		“What? What do you mean by that?” Joe questioned.

		As I stepped out, I saw Marcus packing up his belongings and groaning as he headed towards the front door. “Where are you going?” I questioned.

		“You know, I think it’d be a bit much for me to stay here, now that I’ve had some time to think about it. You don’t need to argue over whether or not I can stay,” Marcus responded.

		“Nah man, we weren’t arguing. You can stay,” Joe said. “I was just asking Kate if I needed to go out and get some more food and if she really wanted to cook for an additional person,” Joe lied.

		Marcus hesitated for a moment longer, holding his heavy bag full of tools. I reached out and grabbed it, taking it away and carrying it back to the living room. It was surprisingly heavy as I heaved it up with by my arms.

		“Wow, what the hell are you carrying around with you?” I questioned as I plopped his bag back down near the backdoor of the house.

		“Just some stuff. You know, shears, weed killer, the usual,” Marcus replied as he made his way back, limping slightly.

		He sat on the sofa and placed his leg up on the table, groaning again as he rubbed the ice against his leg. Joe sat next to him and turned on the television. After surfing through a couple channels he stopped on ESPN.

		“You watch b-ball?” Joe asked.

		“Really? You’re asking a black man if he watches basketball?” Marcus laughed.

		“Well, I didn’t want to stereotype,” my husband replied with a nervous laugh.

		“You stereotype every day,” I whispered under my breath as I walked back to the kitchen. “Hey Marcus, do you want anything to drink? We have some leftover beer too, from a party we had a long time ago,” I offered.

		“Uh, yeah, if you don’t mind, sure,” Marcus answered.

		I grabbed a bottle of beer and a bottle of water. After handing Marcus the beer, I saw Joe extend his hand and I gave him the water. “You’re watching your weight, remember? Drink water,” I ordered.

		He rolled his eyes and leaned back on the sofa. “So, what do you think? Did Lebron make the right decision?”

		Marcus shrugged and opened his beer. “I mean, Magic will be a good mentor for him but the Lakers are in all kinds of hell. I think he would’ve had more leverage where he was at,” he answered as he took a swig of his drink.

		I headed back and grabbed a frozen pizza out from the freezer. After preheating the often, I leaned against the island, staring at the back of Marcus’ head. I couldn’t stop thinking about his manhood, wondering how big it really was. With just the bit that I had seen, and the massive outline, I couldn’t imagine what it must have looked like out and about. And, it wasn’t even hard when I had seen it.

		“Are you cooking pizza?” Joe asked.

		“Yep, but you’re getting a salad,” I answered.

		“What?!”

		Marcus laughed and took a drink of his beer. “Yo, if you’re looking to get into shape, I could help you. I’ve got this great routine that burns fat like it’s nothing.”

		“I don’t need to work out, I look pretty fit, right?”

		“Well, you know that gut you got there, that ain’t healthy,” Marcus answered as he lightly tapped Joe’s stomach.

		“Ah, maybe you’re right,” Joe groaned as he rubbed his belly. “You know, I used to play sports, football.”

		“Really?”

		“Yeah, quarterback.”

		“I was a linebacker back in my day,” Marcus said.

		“No way! You played football?”

		“Ain’t it obvious?” Marcus laughed as he drank his beer.

		“Man, I hated linebackers like you. So damn big, I had no choice but to run away and just toss the ball,” Joe laughed along.

		I placed the pizza in the oven and headed over to the living room. Joe moved to the side, letting me sit between the two of them. I couldn’t help but glance down at Marcus’ crotch occasionally, my heart racing faster each time.

		“So… Do you workout often?” I inquired.

		“Yeah, couple times a week. Had to lower on the squats for a bit, it wasn’t good on the knees,” Marcus answered.

		“Yeah? How much do you squat?” Joe asked.

		“Eh, not much, about 750?”

		Joe coughed, spitting up the water he was drinking. He wiped his lips and stared at Marcus in surprise. “Are you serious?! Seven hundred and fifty freaking pounds?!”

		“What? That ain’t that much. Shit, back when I was playing football, I was almost hitting a thousand,” Marcus replied coolly.

		“Bullshit!” Joe exclaimed, surprised.

		“How’s this? When I’m all healed up, you and me, we hit up the gym. I’ll show you,” Marcus offered. “Well, obviously not a thousand at this point but 750 I can do,” he continued.

		“Holy shit… I did maybe 500 in my heyday,” Joe replied.

		“That ain’t bad. Quarter of a ton,” Marcus said.

		The two continued watching basketball as I leaned back and bit my lower lip. My body grew warm as I continued to glance between Marcus’ legs. I could see the outline of his manhood pressed up against his cargo shorts. It hadn’t been noticeable before, but after having seen it once, it was impossible not to see.

		Time seemed to fly by as the oven beeped, letting us know that the pizza was done. I headed back to the kitchen and pulled out the food. My body was already on fire with lust and the warm air that pushed out from the oven didn’t help in cooling me down in any way.

		“Joe! Is the table clear?” I asked.

		“Oh, hold up,” Joe replied as he grunted and quickly pushed aside magazines that were on the coffee table.

		“Be sure to put something down for the heat,” I ordered.

		“Do magazines work?”

		“Only the ones you’re not interested in reading. And don’t put mine down,” I replied.

		“Okay, got it. Table is ready for the pizza,” he responded.

		I carefully slid the pizza out of the oven and onto a large plate. After centering it, I headed back over to the living room, carefully placing it on the stack of magazines Joe had put in the center of the coffee table. The rest of the day went about quietly and soon Joe and I were lying in bed, him reading a book, me staring at the ceiling, still unable to get the image of Marcus’ thick black shaft out of my mind.

		“I saw you,” Joe whispered as he continued reading his book.

		“Saw me?”

		“Yeah, you kept looking at his dick,” Joe blurted.

		“What?!” I turned my head to stare at Joe in shock, my eyes wide open.

		“Remember when you walked out of the room and said I was wrong about him using steroids? I didn’t really get it for a while until I saw you constantly looking between his legs,” Joe answered. “And you were acting kind of strange all day.”

		“Well, it was kind of hard not to notice when he pulled his boxers down a bit. Like, I saw the base of it and wow, it was thick,” I said.

		Joe carefully folded the page he was reading and put his book in his nightstand. “You know… I’ve always had this fantasy,” he started. “Maybe it’s one of those repressed things from living in the Deep South, but I’ve always thought about being cuckolded by a black man,” he continued.

		“Cuckolded? Really?”

		“Yeah. Back when I was playing football, when the team showered. Man, those nig… I mean, black guys were always swinging around their dicks,” Joe admitted.

		“So your comment about steroids and small dicks?”

		“I mean, that’s still true, and if Marcus was taking steroids then obviously, he’s doing something right,” Joe answered.

		I turned to my said and supported my head with one hand as I stared at Joe. “So… Let’s go back to this cuckold thing… You want to see me with a black man?”

		“Well, I mean, it didn’t really pop into my head until this afternoon. I’ve occasionally thought about it, even before we were married with my exes but they were just flutterings, you know? Quick thoughts that came and went,” Joe answered.

		I nibbled on my lower lip as my heart started to beat faster again. “How about now? Because, being honest, I can’t stop thinking about his big black…”

		Joe raised one finger in the air, interrupting me. “There’s only one way I can answer that,” he replied as he pulled his side of the blanket to the side. His dick was rock hard, standing at attention beneath his boxers, making a little tent between his legs.

		“Oh… Maybe I can help,” I said as I got closer to him, running my hand past the waistband of his boxers.

		As my fingers wrapped around his shaft, he groaned and closed his eyes. I gently rubbed my hand up and down his shaft slowly and gently. My fingers easily wrapped around his girth and again, I thought about Marcus and his thick black shaft. I wondered if it would feel the same in my palm. As I was lost in my thoughts, I heard Joe groan and I pulled my hand away as I felt something warm hit my fingers.

		“Ah yeah… that felt great,” Joe whispered as he placed the back of his hand on his forehead.

		I felt slightly disappointed as I watched his dick deflate. He groaned and rolled off the bed, heading to the bathroom to clean himself. My loins were on fire as I rolled onto my back again, feeling frustration slowly mount. When Joe plopped himself back on the bed I rolled on my side again.

		“Well, you got your fill, what about me?” I asked.

		“Oh, uh… You want me to go down on you?”

		“No, actually…” I paused and bit on my lower lip for a moment. “Why don’t we do something about that fantasy of yours that got you so hard in the first place?”

		Joe practically shot up from the bed in surprise. “What?! You serious?!”

		“Yeah,” I replied with a small shrug. “I mean, obviously he’ll have to heal first but afterwards.”

		“Uh…” Joe hesitated as he scratched his head. “It’s a fantasy for a reason, I mean, it’s not meant to be fulfilled. Plus, who’s to say Marcus would even be interested?”

		“I think he’d be interested, have you seen me naked?” I laughed.

		“I don’t know, I mean…” Joe continued to hesitate.

		“The only approval at this point is you Joe. I’m interested. I’m sure Marcus will be interested.”

		Joe shook his head a bit before staring up at the ceiling again. He gave a small sigh before nodding. “If you really are interested… And if Marcus is, then yeah… I guess it would be a fantasy I’d like to see.”

		“Okay, let’s see how he’s feeling tomorrow,” I responded as I laid back and closed my eyes, my body growing warm with anticipation.

		***

		The following day had been rather normal but also awkward at the same time. Every time I had passed by Marcus, my heart had skipped a beat. He was already feeling better, able to walk without wincing or groaning. By the time we had finished dinner he was already helping, cleaning dishes while Joe watched a movie rerun.

		“Hey Marcus, how are you feeling?” I asked.

		“Pretty good, I guess the hornet stings weren’t as bad I originally thought. I could probably get to work starting tomorrow,” Marcus answered.

		“So, no more pain?” I inquired.

		“Yeah, actually, no pain.”

		“That’s good, so, you’re physically ready to go huh?” I asked as I glanced over at Joe who turned his head slowly to look towards me.

		“Yup, I’d say,” Marcus responded as he raised his leg up and bent his knee. “Yeah, feels good. Guess my body was stronger than I thought.”

		“Do you…” I hesitated as I glanced over at Joe. “Maybe want to make sure?”

		“Huh?”

		“You know, try a little physical activity to get your blood flowing?” I continued, gently placing a finger at his crotch and rubbing slowly.

		“Uh… Whoa, like um…” Marcus nervously stepped back before looking back towards Joe.

		Joe immediately turned his attention back to the television. When Marcus looked back at me, I turned and pulled down the waistband of my sweatpants, showing off my tight pink thong barely covering my soft round ass cheeks.

		“Oh shit…” Marcus whispered. “But like, Joe is right there,” he continued, getting close to me.

		“Don’t worry about him, he wants to watch,” I replied as I turned and pulled my sweatpants down to my ankles.

		“God damn!” Marcus exclaimed as he stared at my smoothly shaven crotch, barely covered by the sheer pink thong.

		I pulled up my shirt next, pulling it up and tossing it to the side. My bra was next as I unclasped it and tossed it on top of my shirt, letting my breasts swing free. Marcus nodded in approval and licked his thick black lips.

		“You have a nice fucking body,” he said as his eyes roamed around.

		Joe turned his head back to look at me as I stood almost nude in front of Marcus, only one little pink thong covering me. Marcus turned back and caught Joe watching and raised an eyebrow. “So uh… You good with this?” Marcus asked.

		“Yeah, don’t mind me,” Joe responded.

		I looked down between Marcus’ legs and nibbled on my lower lip as I saw the outline of his manhood. It was obviously beginning to swell up, pressing against the tight sweatpants he had borrowed from Joe. His thick legs alone were pushing the fabric to its limits and now with his thick shaft hardening, I could clearly see it running down his left leg.

		“Well damn, you want to let the beast out?” Marcus asked as he leaned back against the counter.

		I raised an eyebrow as I crouched down and wrapped my fingers around the waistband of his borrowed pants. My hands trembled as I slowly pulled them down, my heart beating faster and faster. As I saw the base of his manhood, I gasped, still surprised by the massive girth as it slowly showed itself.

		“Oh my…” I whispered as his pants reached his knees, and then finally his ankles.

		His fat black member bounced out, nearly hitting my face. It wobbled mere inches from my face, the thick bulbous tip leaking a tiny bit of his seed. I licked my lips and bit my lower lip as I reached up and gently wrapped my fingers around his thick member.

		It felt extremely hot in my palms and hardened even further. As it turned rock hard, it seemed to get even longer and thicker, my fingers unable to wrap around the girth. I was stunned at how big his cock was getting.

		“Wow… How big does it get?” I whispered, staring at his thick black cock in wonderment.

		“I think it’s pretty much as big as it can be,” Marcus laughed. “Not bad huh?”

		I rubbed on his shaft a bit longer as I leaned in closer, my lips practically touching the tip of his thick black cock. My tongue snuck out and gently slid along the tip, tasting his salty seed. Marcus groaned and ran his fingers through my hair. I glanced over to see Joe staring intently, his mouth wide open in stunned surprise.

		After licking my lips I opened my mouth wide and slowly took in the tip of his thick black cock. I was barely able to wrap my lips around it, struggling as I moved forward. Marcus tilted his head back and groaned, gently pulling my head towards him.

		“Oh yeah… That’s nice…” He groaned as he closed his eyes and pushed his hips forward.

		I immediately gagged as his cock pressed against the back of my mouth. My eyes widened as I realized I still had plenty of his shaft to go and was already struggling. It was definitely an entirely different experience from my husband, who I could fit into my mouth. He pulled my head in closer and I gagged as I choked on his cock. It pressed against the entrance to my throat and I couldn’t help but tap on his leg. Marcus immediately pulled back, releasing his grip and letting me take a deep breath.

		“Damn! That was only the tip!” I exclaimed as I stroked his shaft with two hands. “I can’t believe I was choking on that!”

		“Yeah, there aren’t a lot of women who can take this in their mouth. Blowjobs are pretty rare for me,” Marcus responded.

		I reached between my legs with one hand and began to rub my hot wet sex while licking his thick black cock. My tongue slid along the underside of his shaft before twirling around his fat balls. His powerful, throbbing member trembled in my hand as my tongue made its way back up the shaft.

		Joe slowly made his way off the couch and over towards the two of us, his mouth wide in stunned silence. My mouth slowly wrapped around the tip of Marcus’ thick black cock again. His thick cock slid deep into my mouth again, pushing into the entrance to my throat. I gagged but closed my eyes and slowly breathed through my nose.

		Marcus groaned and pushed his hips forward, jamming his cock deep into my mouth. I struggled and drooled as I tried to take in his member. My eyes watered as I finally pulled back, gasping for air.

		“Damn, let me get some of that now,” Marcus said as he helped me on my feet. He wrapped his arms around me and lifted me up onto the counter. After spreading my legs he leaned in between my legs, his tongue sliding along my inner right thigh.

		I gasped as his tongue circled the lips of my wet sex before gently gliding in. Joe bit on his lower lip and began stroking his dick as he watched. Marcus leaned in closer, his thick black lips covering my pussy as his tongue journeyed deeper inside me.

		“Oh yes… Yes! Lick my pussy,” I moaned.

		I reached between my legs and pulled his face towards my crotch while grinding my lower body against his lips. His tongue continued to slide and twist deep inside me. He wiggled his tongue back and forth before pulling back and tapping his thick black shaft against my wet pussy lips.

		“You ready for this?” Marcus teased as he slid it back and forth against my quivering cunt.

		The heat from his shaft warmed my entire lower body. I spread my legs wide and wrapped them around his muscular, wide hips. Marcus grabbed his shaft and aimed the tip of his cock against my pussy.

		“Oh yes…” I moaned.

		My hands gripped tightly onto the edge of the counter as I felt the bulbous tip of his cock slowly slide into my tight little pink pussy. I gritted my teeth and closed my eyes as I felt my pussy open up like never before. Marcus took his sweet time, slowly inching his big black cock into me.

		I trembled as my pussy struggled to handle his massive girth. My body was on fire, a tingling sensation running through me. My pussy tightened around Marcus’ shaft as he continued to plunge it in deeper.

		“Oh God! It’s so fucking big!” I screamed as Marcus pushed his hips forward.

		The entire length of his cock plunged into me, hitting areas that had never been touched before.

		“Damn… Kate, he’s got the whole thing in,” Joe whispered as he slowly stroked himself.

		“Ah! AH! I know! OH YES!” I screamed in return.

		Marcus began to pull back, his long, hard cock sliding out from between my legs. Every little bump on his shaft made me shiver. My toes clenched tightly together as I locked my ankles behind Marcus’ lower back and tried to pull him back in. When about half his shaft was out, he paused before thrusting forward.

		“Ungh… Fuck, you are tight,” Marcus groaned.

		“AH! AH YES! JOE! He’s sliding his big black cock back into me!” I screamed as I reached out with my right hand to grab my husband’s wrist.

		Joe held my hand with one hand while stroking his dick with the other. Marcus began to thrust back and forth, slamming his lower body hard against mine. With each stroke, he pushed and pulled more of his shaft until he was sliding the entire length of it.

		“Oh shit…” Joe groaned as he bit his lower lip and stopped stroking himself. I glanced over to see his smaller dick throbbing. It was bright red, and he looked like he was about to pop. “Ho damn, I need to slow down,” Joe continued as he leaned against the counter and continued to watch Marcus plow into me.

		His big black balls smacked against my ass each time he thrust forward, making my entire body shake. He reached up and squeezed my breasts as he began to hammer in and out of me. Only the tip of his cock remained inside me as he slid the entire length of his impressive shaft. His fingers pinched my hard, sensitive, red nipples as he grunted and pounded.

		“Yes… yes… yesyesyes… YES!” I screamed, tilting my head back and closing my eyes.

		I squeezed Joe’s hand tightly as I felt a warmth within me building. Every part of my body seemed to tingle as the warmth spread bit by bit. I felt every bead of sweat as it rolled down my sensitive skin. My pussy soon clamped around the big black invader as I screamed and trembled.

		“OH GOD JOE! HE’S MAKING… OH YES! I’M CUMMING!” I screamed at the top of my lungs.

		My toes curled as I trembled beneath Marcus. The intense heat within me chilled and my body numbed as my climax reached its peak.

		I was barely able to breathe as Marcus continued to thrust, unhindered by the fact that I had just had an orgasm. My legs felt weak and Marcus placed them on his shoulders as soon as my I unlocked the grip I had on him. He then wrapped his powerful arms around me, basically folding me in half while pulling away from the counter.

		“OH! OH GOD!” I yelped as he managed to hold me in the air, my feet on his shoulders, my legs pressing against my breasts.

		He bounced me up and down as if I were weightless, practically tossing me around on his fat black cock. The kitchen echoed with the slick wet sounds of his cock slamming into my wet cunt. I had to let go of Joe’s hand and wrapped my arms around Marcus’ thick neck, worried that I may fall backward. Joe quietly watched, his mouth wide open as his hand hovered over his own dick. He was obviously worried that he was going to blow his load if he stroked himself.

		“Ungh! UNGH! Yeah, that’s it, bounce on this big black cock,” Marcus groaned as he thrust his hips while tossing me up and down.

		I screamed as I felt the warmth inside me spreading yet again. Never in my life had I ever had two orgasms in a row but Marcus was definitely taking me there. My pussy squeezed his thick black shaft for dear life as the rest of my body trembled. A tremendous amount of pressure built between my legs and soon Marcus’ shaft popped out from between my legs as I climaxed.

		“OH GOD! YES! YES! YEEEEEEEEEESSSS!” I screamed as I felt the pressure between my legs release.

		“Oh damn!” Marcus yelled as my juices splashed out from my pussy and all over his lower body.

		“What the hell?!” Joe exclaimed, his eyes wide as he stared in wonderment.

		Even I had no clue what was happening as my pussy quivered wildly, squirting more of my juices as my climax peaked. Marcus held me in the air for a bit as he watched me still trembling with joy for a moment longer before he lowered me back on the ground. He spun me around and pressed my upper body into the cool granite counter with my ass facing him.

		“Gonna make you squirt on the floor now,” he said as he smacked my ass hard.

		I yelped as I felt his hand smack my behind. My ass cheeks felt warm as he spread them open and pressed the tip of his cock back into my cunt, this time from behind. I arched my back and screamed as I felt his shaft glide deep inside me.

		“Oh yeah, damn, she’s still so fucking tight,” Marcus groaned as he looked over at Joe and began to thrust his hips.

		His balls swung wildly, slamming into my sensitive clit each time he thrust forward. My breasts were squished against the cool granite countertop, my hard nipples pressed against it, making me shiver. I pushed back each time he thrust forward, matching his pace. He leaned in, wrapping one arm around my lower body and pressing two fingers against my clit.

		“Yeah, that’s it, you like this big black cock?” Marcus whispered into my ear as he began to rub my clit furiously while thrusting him hips.

		“Oh yes! Yes!” I moaned back.

		“Yeah? Why don’t you tell your husband how much you like it?”

		“OH! OH! GOD YES! I LOVE THAT BIG BLACK COCK!” I screamed as I looked over at Joe.

		Joe groaned and stepped closer towards us. When he was close enough, I reached out and stroked his throbbing white dick. He seemed surprised but got closer as I squeezed his shaft.

		“Oh Kate… Oh jeez, Kate…” Joe groaned as I stroked his dick faster.

		I was matching the pace with Marcus’ thrusts. He was like a machine, hammering in and out of me from behind without slowing. I was barely able to balance on my toes as he slammed in and out. Marcus soon reached out and pulled my legs up and back behind him. He was basically holding me like a wheelbarrow while my upper body was pressed against the kitchen counter.

		Joe groaned as I stroked his cock faster. He shivered, closed his eyes and tilted his head back. “Oh yeah… ah… shiiiiiit,” he groaned as his dick spurt out his jism onto the floor.

		At the same time, I screamed, feeling yet another climax hit me. Marcus pulled his cock out and rubbed my clit wildly as I climaxed and squirted all over the kitchen floor. My entire body was on fire, only the granite countertop keeping me cooled.

		Joe wobbled as he stepped back and leaned against the fridge, looking drained as his dick began to deflate. Marcus, however, was still rock hard, sliding his cock between my ass cheeks as my juices continued to squirt out onto the hardwood floor. He squeezed my ass cheeks before lifting me back and off the counter.

		I was soon on my hands and knees with him still behind me, slamming his big fat cock in and out of my soaking wet cunt. He held tightly onto my waist as he thrust his hips. My breasts swung wildly as I tapped on the floor. Joe silently watched as he continued to lean against the fridge, his dick limp and powerless unlike Marcus.

		I yelped as Marcus smacked my ass cheeks, first the left, then the right, then the left again. My body warmed up with each hard smack. After a couple of smacks, my ass felt numb and began to tingle as his lower body smacked against it. His cock pistoned in and out of my pussy, his balls constantly slamming against my sensitive clit.

		“Oh yes! Yesyesyesyesyes.. Don’t fucking stop!” I screamed.

		Marcus began to slow his pace, taking long, deep strokes instead. He made sure to take his time, gliding out slowly, then inching his way back in, bit by bit. Each time he slid in and out, he moved his hips slightly, changing the angle his cock slid in to hit new places. Up, down, left, right, then backwards, left, up, down, his cock continued to plunge in different directions as he slowly moved his hips back and forth.

		“Yeah, look at that, look how creamy she’s getting,” Marcus commented as he spread my ass cheeks apart and slowly pulled his cock back out to the tip.

		“Oh shit, he’s not kidding,” Joe commented as he stared.

		“This is how you churn that pussy,” Marcus groaned as he began to slowly glide his cock in and out again.

		“Oh… Oh… ohohohohoh….” I moaned loudly as I fell on my elbows, my body heating up yet again.

		“Ah shit, she’s tightening up again… UNGH! Yeah, that’s it, she’s getting real fucking tight,” Marcus groaned as he continued to thrust gently.

		“AH! AHH! AAAAAAAAHHHHHHH!” I trembled wildly as I had yet another orgasm, my entire body going numb immediately.

		I nearly fell flat but Marcus’ powerful grip kept my ass in the air. He pushed his hips forward and kept his cock buried deep inside me as I came. My juices burst past his shaft, spilling onto the floor and also rolling down his lower body. Marcus groaned as my pussy clamped tightly around his shaft, kneading at it.

		“Ah, fuck, can’t get enough of that!” Marcus exclaimed as he held tightly onto my hips and began to stand.

		He lifted me up again, this time with my back to him. His arms slid under my legs, and he hoisted them up high while his arms circled around my thighs, and his hands locked behind my head. I was in the strangest position, my legs held high, my body folded in half, my breasts barely squeezing out from between my thighs and my cock filled pussy in direct view for Joe.

		“Holy shit…” Joe whimpered as his dick began to get hard again.

		“Ah yeah, here we go,” Marcus groaned as he began to thrust his hips wildly.

		His cock slammed deep inside me with each thrust, his balls flinging powerfully upward to smack my clit. I could hardly breathe as pure ecstasy ran through me. My toes wiggled as I bounced up and down, Marcus in complete control of my movements.

		“Yesyesyesyesyesyesyesyes…. Ah! Don’t stop! Don’t stop fucking me with that big black cock!” I screamed at the top of my lungs.

		Marcus pounded away, his grip tight around my body as thrust at an intense pace. Smack, smack, smack, smack! His balls constantly smacked against my pussy and clit, the wet sounds echoing through the house. My eyes rolled back as I felt yet another rush of heat run through me.

		“OH! JOE! JOE! OH GOD! I’M CUMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMmmm..” My voice gave out as another massive climax rocked me.

		Marcus didn’t stop, furiously tossing me atop his massive black cock while he thrust. My vision blurred and I felt as though I would pass out. Every part of my body tingled as the flames within me spread like wildfire. My mind went blank and I opened my eyes to see a stream of my juices fly out, hitting Joe, who was stroking himself again.

		“Agh!” Joe groaned as his dick shot out a little stream of his jism again.

		I hadn’t realized that Marcus had pulled his cock out, letting my pussy squirt all over the floor and at Joe. His cock covered right below my pussy, waiting to barrel into me again. Joe looked like he was barely able to stand, his legs trembling as his penis deflated again.

		“Hey Joe, help me out. Put my big black cock back inside your wife’s pussy,” Marcus ordered.

		“Huh? Wha… What?” Joe sputtered.

		“Come on man, I can’t grab my dick while I hold her like this, I need your help,” Marcus responded.

		Joe gulped and glanced upward at me. I gave him a small nod and he nodded back. He carefully grabbed Marcus’ shaft with two fingers and aimed it upwards, helping it to slide inside my slick wet cunt.

		“Yeah, good job, now you might want to stand back, I’m about to pound this pussy out,” Marcus informed as his cock slid deep inside my pussy again.

		He took his time at first, just grinding his lower body and keeping his cock inside me. After a bit of grinding, he began to thrust again, slowly at first, sliding the entire length of his thick black shaft in and out, making sure to only leave the thick bulbous tip inside my parted pussy lips. He started to pound away again, throwing me up and down without any concern.

		“Ah yeah! Yeah, that’s it, ungh! Fuck, ungh! Here we go,” Marcus grunted as he thrust his hips and slammed his cock deep inside my cunt.

		I screamed as I felt his hot seed blast into me, shot after shot filling me up. His cock was like a hose, unleashing a stream of his hot jism deep into my cunt. Some of it managed to leak out, sliding down his shaft.

		“Oh shit… Did you… Did you cum inside her?” Joe asked, his eyes wide in surprise.

		“Ah, shit, yeah, whew…” Marcus groaned as he continued to move his hips, his cock still rock hard after unloading inside me. “Man, I could fuck this pussy for days,” he continued as he began to toss me up and down again.

		“OH! OH! AAAAH!” I screamed as I climaxed yet again. The feeling of his thick seed being churned inside me while his cock slammed in and out again was too much for me. The ringing in my ears returned and I grew faint as the feelings of bliss continued to pound through me.

		“Ah shit, she’s clamping real tight,” Marcus groaned as he carried me over to the sofa and gently lowered me onto it. He spun me around so that I was lying on my back with my legs wide spread. After tapping my cum filled pussy with his fat black cock, he slid it right back in, slamming it in deep.

		Joe followed along, his mouth agape in awe as he watched Marcus pound away. I couldn’t believe that he was still going, his cum constantly leaking out of my pussy with each powerful stroke. My body felt weak, my legs nearly limp as he hammered away.

		“Ah yeah, fuck,” Marcus groaned as he pulled his cock out and stroked it between my legs.

		I gasped as another long stream of his seed shot out, hitting me on the chin, between my breasts and on my belly. He groaned and continued to stroke himself, more of his seed spurting out, one shot even managing to hit me on the nose. I breathed heavily as I lay still, trembling as Marcus tapped his cock against my pussy lips.

		“Damn, whew, I could probably go another round,” Marcus said as he stood up and wiped his forehead. “But I think Kate is pretty out of it.”

		“Oh… yeah… I’m… whew… I’m done,” I said, completely exhausted.

		My pussy squeezed tightly and another stream of his thick, sticky seed leaked out. Sweat rolled down every inch of my body and I could barely move. I glanced over to see Joe still standing, dumbfounded, his dick flaccid. Marcus, on the other hand, was still somehow rock hard, his big black cock glistening in the light.

		“How are you still hard?” I questioned between breaths.

		“I told you, I could fuck that pussy for days. Felt like velvet,” Marcus laughed.

		“I don’t know if I’d be able to keep up. I’m so sore everywhere,” I replied.

		Joe hurried off and returned with a towel. He gently placed it between my legs and I flinched. “Ow, honey, you’re going to have to get a softer towel,” I groaned.

		“Oh sorry,” Joe apologized as he grabbed the towel and ran off again.

		“Whew, well, if you’re up for doing this again, I’m down. Might need a towel on the ground next time though, you are a squirter,” Marcus said as he grabbed a paper towel and wiped his shaft. “Damn, you got your husband’s sweatpants all wet. I might have to ask Joe for another pair.”

		I blushed and groaned. “I never knew I could do that,” I responded.

		“Yeah, most women don’t until they get a piece of this,” Marcus laughed.

		Joe rushed back in the room carrying a couple of towels. He looked over at me and raised them up. “Which one?” He asked.

		“Um… The light blue one, I think that’s the softest one,” I groaned as I stretched my hand out.

		My husband placed the towel in my hand and I gently placed it between my legs. I flinched again as my sore, sensitive pussy rubbed against the soft towel. “Whew… Hey Joe, can you also clean the kitchen? Don’t want anyone to slip on all the…” I paused, holding back my laughter. “Well, you know.”

		“Yeah, I got it,” Joe replied as he rushed off into the kitchen.

		“And Joe?” I called out.

		“Yeah?”

		“Do you think we can do this again?” I asked.

		There was a moment of silence as Joe froze, holding onto the various towels as he glanced over at me, then at Marcus. He bit his lower lip as he thought about it. “Uh, next time, do you think I could maybe… Go after Marcus?” Joe asked.

		“What? You want to have sex with me after Marcus?” I responded as I sat up, wincing as my body ached with every movement.

		“Yeah, I mean, the handjob was nice but…” He paused as he tossed the towel on the wet areas of the kitchen. “Or maybe, maybe I can join in? You know? He and I can take turns?”

		Marcus shrugged as Joe looked over at him. “Fine with me.”

		“Hm… I’ll think about it. Why don’t you finish all the chores you’re supposed to and I’ll consider it?” I teased.

		“What? Seriously? I mean, it’s because I didn’t do my chores that we had a chance to do this,” Joe balked.

		“Oh, don’t even,” I responded, shaking my head and laughed. I winced and placed a hand on my belly. “Ow, wow… You really did a number on me. I’m sore everywhere.”

		“Yeah, I’m surprised you were able to do some of the positions, like that full nelson, whew, you got to be flexible for that,” Marcus responded.

		“Was that when you locked my legs and arms in place while you were tossing me?” I asked.

		“Yep, that was it.”

		“God that felt good,” I whispered as I collapsed back down on the sofa.

		“I got to say though, my leg feels great. I’m going to be able to go back to work tomorrow.” Marcus said as he bent his legs, squatting and then standing.

		“Do you want to stay for the night? Maybe I’ll be less sore…” I hinted.

		Joe stood up, his eyes wide as he looked over at me, then at Marcus, then at me again. Marcus laughed and shrugged as he leaned back against a wall. “I mean, I’m ready whenever, as you can clearly see,” he replied as he pointed at his still hard cock.

		“Sounds good,” I replied as I smiled and looked over at Joe. “And maybe if you can clean that up, do the laundry, and get Marcus a fresh pair of clothes, you can join.”
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