
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Big Black Savior

Book 4 of The Suburban Chronicles

By Trevon Carter


Table of Contents

Title Page

Chapter 46

Chapter 47

Chapter 48

Chapter 49

Chapter 50

Chapter 51

Chapter 52

Chapter 53

Chapter 54

Chapter 55

Chapter 56

Chapter 57

Chapter 58

Chapter 59

Chapter 60

About the author:

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter 46

[image: image]


Sophia raced around the kitchen, cooking up a storm as she prepared an impressive mix of Taiwanese and Texan food.  She had made her husband’s favorite dishes, three cup chicken, dumplings, fried noodles, slow roasted pork, finished with tacos, the sweet and spicy salsa she had finally managed to find, nachos... it was the works.  It was their wedding anniversary and every year she wanted it to be special.

Her husband seemed to be running late, which was a good thing for her as she felt as though she was running behind.  Their sons were with her mother, giving her the day off to focus on preparing this feast, as well as the night so she and Johnny could be wildly intimate.  She blushed just thinking about it as she stirred some food.

The house was oddly silent for once without the kids running around.  It had been a while since she’d been able to cook without being bothered left and right.  She finished up the last couple of dishes, placing them in various little pots and pans and leaving them on the stove to stay warm.

She wiped her forehead with a small kitchen towel and leaned against the nearest counter.  “Whew, he better appreciate this,” Sophia whispered to herself as she looked over at the food she had made.  A part of her regretted making so much.  While Johnny would probably be able to finish most, if not all of it, he was pretty overweight.  It was not the most ideal gift to give him.

Sophia glanced over at the old grandfather clock, watching it tick away as more time passed.  She sighed and walked over to the living room, plopping herself down on her sofa and turning on the television.  Johnny said he was only five minutes out, but that was ten minutes ago.  She tried to think positively, maybe he was trying to find her a special gift and was being held up.

There were only two channels, one with shows produced from Taiwan and the other from mainland China, that were available on their cable subscription; neither of which had anything interesting.  There was nothing else much to watch as she flipped through the other various channels.  Her phone buzzed and she picked it up to see that it was the other girls massaging one another.  She hesitated momentarily, recalling that there was a lewd set of pictures that Melissa had posted.  At first it was just one, but over time she kept posting a couple of more.

After taking a small breath, she glanced around and unlocked her phone, opening the messaging app.  She froze, her eyes widening as she saw that Melissa had uploaded yet another picture.  It was a strangely familiar sight now, the thick, hard manhood of Marcus.  Another message popped up, this time from Karen, it was a thumbs up emoji.

Sophia began typing but stopped, she was actually going to request that Melissa knock it off, but was worried that they would spin up a separate group chat without her.  The last thing she wanted was to be ostracized from the group.  She sighed as she saw more messages pop up.

“You would be jealous of what I took on,” Sharon wrote out of the blue.

“What?!”  Sophia typed furiously, as did Melissa.

Karen only responded with a laughing emoji...  As if she knew what Sharon was talking about.  “We need to have another meet, pronto,” Sharon wrote as a follow up.

Immediately, times and dates flew out on the chat as they tried to figure out a good time, date and place to meet.  Sophia’s heart raced a bit as she gulped and watched the screen.  If what Sharon was implying was true...  That would mean all three of them had done something with a black man.  “No way...  No...  gàn!”  She cursed in Mandarin loudly.

There was a brief thud and Sophia jolted upright.  It was the garage door opening up, taking her by surprise.  She glanced at the grandfather clock again and was surprised to see how much time had passed by.  The garage door thudded as it closed and Johnny grunted as he opened the door and stepped in.  Sophia turned around, leaning against the back of the sofa as she watched her husband.  A part of her had hoped to see him holding a couple of bags, maybe a large box as a gift, but to her dismay, he was empty handed.

“Hey!  Hey!  Sorry!  Whew!  You know how some of those workers in the warehouse can be.  Bunch of illegals wanting to get an extra dollar.  You know they threatened to quit today?”  Her husband said as he clumsily took off his shoes.  

He wobbled a bit as he tried to balance on one foot while pulling at the heel of his shoe.  “I swear, I need to hire FOBs next time!”  Johnny continued as he popped off one shoe and then finally the other.  He was breathing hard just from that, thick beads of sweat rolling down the sides of his head.  “Whew!  Why is it so hot in here?  You turn on the A/C?”

Sophia nodded, “yeah, it’s on.  It’s probably a bit warm because I’ve been cooking all day.”

“Yeah?  Let me take a shower first,” Johnny said as he headed straight upstairs.

Sophia sighed and raised one eyebrow as she watched him waddle off.  Was he acting oblivious so that he could surprise her later?  She couldn’t tell, but she hoped for the best as she turned back around, pulling up her phone.

“Look at this video Brian seems to be watching everyday,” Sharon typed with a link.  “You should really make sure to use your AirPods.”

She heard the shower turn on upstairs and the heavy footsteps of her husband as he got into the shower.  Sophia tilted her head, grabbed her AirPods, popped them in, and clicked on the link curiously.  Her browser popped up and a page to a porn site popped up, with the video loading momentarily before playing on its own.

“Cào nǐ mā!”  She cursed loudly in her native language as the video started.

Sophia couldn’t believe that Sharon had sent them a link to a porn video.  She was about to close it but the audio stopped her.  It was a strange thumping music and the video was hard to ignore.  Sophia hesitated as she watched, stunned by the image of a blonde white women stroking a thick black dick.

"Isn't this something you want to try?" A female voice purred.

"What is this?" Sophia whispered to herself.

"Your husband's little penis can't compare," the voice continued.

The scenes on the video faded, only to be replaced with woman licking the shafts of black men.  Some words flashed on the video but Sophia couldn't quite catch what they said.  She couldn't help but keep watching, her eyes unable to look away.  The strangely hypnotic music continued, mixed with the sounds of the women moaning.

"Big. Black. Cock," the voice repeated.

The video transitioned to scenes of women being hammered by well built, large, muscular black men. "This is satisfaction," the voice continued.  A couple of colors flashed on the screen as more scenes showed of various women being pounded in various positions.

“Oh my...”  Sophia whispered as she watched a woman on her knees, reaching back to spread her ass cheeks apart as a thick black member slowly slid in between them.  “Wǒ kào!”  She yelped as she realized the black man was jamming his manhood into the woman’s back entry.  It seemed impossible and yet, here she was, watching it.  The blonde woman was writhing and moaning as the music continued.  It was nonstop, different women in various positions as the words “BIG.  BLACK. COCK,” flashed above the video.  She gasped as it seemed to escalate, showing women with more than one black man at a time.

Sophia was lost in her thoughts as she stared at her screen.  It wasn’t until she heard the thumping of her husband’s footsteps as he made his way down the stairs that she finally snapped out of it.  She quickly closed the video and locked her screen, popping her AirPods out of her ears as Johnny made his way towards the dining room.

“Mm...  Smells good in here!  Where’s Tony and Andy?”  He asked as he sat in his usual seat.

She remained silent for a moment, still trying to get her bearings after watching that video.  As her panic, mixed with excitement subsided bit by bit, she took a deep breath and stood up.  It felt as though she was getting out of some kind of trance as she walked to the dining room.

“They’re with my mom,” she answered.

“Yeah?  Great!  Guess I can knock out a few rounds of Halo tonight!”  He said excited as he rubbed his hands together.

Sophia raised an eyebrow and placed one hand on her hips.  Silence filled the air for a moment as she waited...  hoping that he was acting as if he forgot.  As he picked up his chopsticks and reached towards the pork, completely oblivious, she couldn’t help but feel saddened.

“Really?  Wáng bā dàn...  Did you really forget?”  Sophia questioned, trying her hardest not to snap, just in case he was really acting.

He paused as he glanced over at her nervously.  “Huh?  What?  Did..  Uh, did you want to take the first bite?  Come on, sit.”

“Johnny!  I made all this, sent the kids to be with my mom, none of this is registering as special?!”  Sophia barked.

“What?  Yeah, it’s definitely special.  Like I said, the food smells great!  Thank you!”  He stuttered, looking flustered and lost.

“Do you know what today is?”  Sophia questioned, holding back tears of anger.

He gulped as his eyes darted back and forth as if he were some kind of robot trying to calculate a difficult equation.  His eyes began to widen as he realized what she was so upset about.  He cleared his throat as he put his chopsticks down.

“Uh, wow, sorry babe, I... look, it was a really rough day today with those workers talking about going on strike.  I was putting fires out left and right, you know how it is.  Look, I’ll make it up to you tomorrow.  We’ll go out for a nice anniversary date,” he answered, his voice trembling.

Sophia crossed her arms and shook her head, “forget it.  My mom is only watching the boys for tonight.  I have to go pick them up tomorrow.”

“It’s fine.  I’ll hand them off to my parents and we can go out.  I know it sounds like I’m making this up right on the spot but I do have a gift ready, it’s just at the store,” he said.

“You have a gift that’s at the store?  Johnny, that means you just saw something somewhere and now that I’m mad, you’re going to go buy it,” Sophia sighed.

He shook his head, “no, no, I swear, it’s not like that.  It’s already bought, it’s just waiting for me to pick it up.  In fact, I was supposed to get it this morning but then Jay called about the strike talk and I just got completely off track.”

Sophia rolled her eyes and sighed again, it was always the same old excuse.  He was too busy, his workers were too dumb, they complained all day, and ultimately he lost track of it all.  It was starting to get more annoying each time.

“Fine, whatever,” she said as she sat on her seat, trying to contain her searing anger.

“Really though, thank you for this!  This all looks amazing,” Johnny said, trying to cheer her up.

“Yeah, thanks,” Sophia responded nonchalantly as she picked up her chopsticks.

It seemed there was no point in having their sons over at her mother’s.  No matter what her husband hoped, she definitely wasn’t planning on giving him any action.  After all the hours she spent trying to surprise him, the fact that he couldn’t even put in a tiny bit of effort was too much to try and forgive.  They ate in silence, one of the most awkward anniversaries they had ever had.
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Melissa groaned as she rolled around in bed.  Every inch of her ached as she moved.  She couldn’t believe how sore she was.  Not even her previous Crossfit gyms were able to make her feel this way.

“Ugh...  Daniel?  Are you around?”  She called out.

She was only met with silence as a response.  The sun was starting to peek through the blinds, slivers of light making their way onto the bed.  She slowly managed to support her upper body on her elbows as she looked around the empty master bedroom.

“Dan?”

Sill no response.  She sighed and grunted as she turned towards the edge of the bed.  Marcus had done quite the number on her again.  She wasn’t sure if she would ever get used to her little “workouts” with him.  After managing to squeeze into some leggings and a blouse, she headed out of the room, towards the stairs.

She paused as she walked through the hall, glancing into her daughter’s room to see it empty as well.  “Strange...”  Melissa whispered as she continued down to the first floor.

It was strange that both her husband and daughter were absent so early in the morning.  Or at least she thought it was early as she glanced at a nearby clock.  It was half past seven on a weekend, which made it even stranger.

“Dan?  Cathy?”  She called out.

Melissa scratched the back of her head as she wandered into the dining room.  On the table was a yellow Post-it note with something scribbled on it.  She squinted as she picked up the note.

“Father, daughter day.  Visiting Houston,” she read aloud.

She rolled her eyes and shook her head as she put her note down.  “Father, daughter my ass.  More like uncle, daughter,” she sighed.  Daniel had a younger brother who lived in Houston and adored their daughter.  He always surprised her with all kinds of gifts, much to Melissa’s dismay.

She headed over towards the little coffee machine and popped in a little pod.  As it quickly brewed up a cup, she stared out the window.  She wasn’t sure when the two had left, but it was a two-and-a-half-hour drive to Houston, one way.  They probably weren’t coming back for a while, she thought.

As soon as the coffee finished, her phone buzzed to life.  She grabbed her mug, walked over to the living room and pulled up her phone.  It was the girls, messaging back and forth again.  Sharon had surprisingly uploaded quite an interesting video the night before.

She sipped her coffee as she read through the messages.  The most recent one was from Sophia, letting Karen know that the anniversary surprise was a dud.  Based on what she wrote, she was definitely upset.  It seemed Johnny had completely forgotten and was planning on making it up to her today.

“Give him hell,” Melissa typed.

After she finished typing, she leaned back on her sofa and sipped some more of her coffee.  The lips of her sex quivered as she thought about Marcus.  She stretched her arms and looked around the living room, enjoying the silence.  While it was early in the morning, she wondered if Marcus was awake.

“My husband and daughter are out of town for the day.  Do you want to try working out at my gym?”  She typed.

Her fingers trembled as they hovered over the ‘send’ button.  While she was confident that it was true, she was still worried that maybe, just maybe, they’d come home earlier than expected.  She switched to her contact list and dialed her daughter.  After a couple of rings, Cathy answered, “hey mom.”

“You two still on the road?”  Melissa inquired.

“Yeah, we’re passing Garfield right now,” Cathy answered.

“Garfield?  So it hasn’t been that long since you two left huh?”

“I guess?  I think it’s been about thirty minutes,” her daughter replied.

“Is that your mom?”  Cathy heard her husband’s voice.

“Yeah, why?”

“We’re going to visit Rory,” Dan said, his voice distant.

“I figured, why else would you be going to Houston?  Are you two staying the whole day?”  Melissa asked.

“I don’t know, maybe?”  Dan replied, his voice less distant, most likely her daughter aiming the phone towards him.

“Do you have a rough idea?  Should I prepare or grab dinner or anything?”

“Uh... no, no need.  Rory is taking us out to some Japanese restaurant he found.  Apparently, the best sushi in Houston or something,” Dan answered.

“Sushi?  Well, be careful.  Remember the last time you had it, you were sick for almost a week,” Melissa warned.

“That’s because the sushi in Austin is shit!  I trust in my brother.”

“Okay.  Well, you two have fun then.  I’ll see you when you get home.”

“Oh mom, wait,” Cathy started.  “Are you going to be meeting with Katlyn’s mom today?”

“Karen?  I wasn’t planning on it, why?”

“Oh, it’s nothing.  Katlyn was borrowing my old camera and wanted to give it back.  I’ll just tell her to swing by and drop it off,” Cathy answered.

“What?  No,” Melissa responded, almost instinctively.

“Huh?  Why?”

“I uh...  I might not be home when she drops it off,” she replied, her voice trembling slightly.

“That’s fine.  She can just leave it on the front porch.”

“And have it get stolen?  No.  I’ll be meeting with the girls later this week, I’ll just grab it then,” Melissa said.

“Stolen?  Mom, what world are you living in?  There are no porch pirates in our area.”

“Well, just in case.”

There was a bit of a long pause before Cathy finally responded, “um, okay mom.”

“Okay.  Anything else?”  Melissa asked.

“No.  You have anything?”

“Nope,” her husband answered.

“Okay, well, drive safe and have fun!”  Melissa said as she hung up.

As soon as she did, she switched back to her messages and sent her draft to Marcus.  Her heart raced as she switched to the group chat this time.  Karen invited everyone to her house, especially Sophia, most likely to try and cheer her up.  Melissa sighed as she typed, “sorry girls, I might be a little busy today.”  She finished by ending her message with an emoji of a cat.

“Busy with what?”  Sharon asked on the chat.

“I’m waiting to hear back but I’m planning on working out today,” Melissa answered with glee, her fingers dancing on the screen as she typed.

“Again?!”  Karen messaged.

Melissa only responded with a smiley face.  She couldn’t help but feel a bit giddy at the thought of Marcus having his way with her, in her own home...  In her own gym.  It was quite an exciting thought that sent shivers down her body.

“You are addicted,” Sharon added into the group chat.

“You’re the one to talk, with that video you linked to last night,” Melissa responded with a laugh as she took another sip of her coffee.

Though, she had to admit, maybe Sharon was right.  She could not seem to get enough of Marcus’s thick black manhood.  It hit all the right places, each and every time.  The lips of her sex quivered as she thought about him, growing wet and warm as she recalled the way his long, hard shaft filled and stretched her to her limits.

She put her phone down and turned on the television.  There wasn’t much on but she wanted something on as background noise while she finished her coffee and waited for Marcus’s response.  Each time the phone buzzed, her heart fluttered a bit, but when she looked, it was only the girls, still bantering.

“Come on Marcus,” Melissa whispered as she stood up and stretched her arms.

The sun was now fully over the horizon beaming down its warmth through the large open windows of the living room.  She walked over to them and looked out, staring at the other houses in the neighborhood.  Her eyes looked out into the distance, towards where the Jones family lived.  

She stood quietly, lost in her thoughts.  The time between visits with Marcus was shortening each time.  In fact, this latest text to him was probably the shortest amount of time.  Their last encounter had been three days ago, though she was still feeling its effects.  She twisted her upper body a bit, stretching her hips as she continued to look out the window.

A couple of cars drove by, but in general the neighborhood was relatively quiet.  She pulled her right foot back towards her ass and grabbed the ankle, stretching her thigh.  The weather actually seemed perfect for a little jog, she thought as she pulled her leg up a bit more.  She figured it’d also be a great way to get her mind off of Marcus’s big black cock while she waited for him to respond.

After stretching her left leg, she headed back upstairs to switch clothes.  Once she was all dressed, she grabbed her phone, unlocking it and checking to see if Marcus had responded.  Nothing from him, but the girls were still messaging back and forth.  She couldn’t help but smile at some of the things they were writing before sliding her phone into a side pocket.

Melissa stretched her legs one more time after leaving the house before starting her jog.  She still felt a bit sore but a jog is exactly what she needed.  The cool fresh air of the morning before the powerful heat of the afternoon felt fresh against her skin.  Every once in a while, she would notice some men pause and stare, making sure to get a good look at her backside.  Unfortunately for them, they didn’t have what she wanted, a thick black manhood swinging between their legs.

Her heart raced as she sped up a bit, working her way through the various neighborhoods nearby.  She loved the feeling of having her heart beat so rapidly, it made her feel more alive than ever.  There was a time where she had struggled with her weight, especially after she had Cathy.  It was a difficult time for her and she had gained quite a bit of weight.

Her husband didn’t really help motivate her at the time, unless making little snide remarks about how big she was getting were supposed to do that.  She felt a small tinge of anger as she recalled those days.  Her legs burned as she jogged a steep incline, pushing herself to reach the top. 

“Whew!”  She huffed as she made it up and paused, enjoying the view.  

While it wasn’t a hike through a tall mountain, she still felt a great sense of accomplishment.  She looked down at her sweaty body, nodding in approval at herself.  It had taken years to get where she was at, and she had done it on her own she thought.  She placed her hands on her hips and took long deep breaths.

The sun was now halfway up the sky, beaming down its rays and raising the heat.  Melissa wiped the sweat from her forehead and turned, heading back down.  She glanced at her watch, she’d been jogging for almost an hour.  “Wow,” she whispered, not realizing how much time had passed.  She began her slow jog back home and as soon as she stepped into the house, her phone buzzed against her thigh.  Melissa’s heart raced as she pulled out her phone, it was Marcus responding with a thumbs up, followed by a message “when?”

“I just got back from a jog so maybe after I shower?”  She typed back.

The response back was almost immediate, “No!  I’ll be there in a few.”

Melissa tilted her head as she decided to just call him.  After a couple of rings, he answered, his deep, low voice making her shiver.

“Hey,” he answered.

“What do you mean no?  I need to shower, I’m all sweaty,” Melissa said.

“That’s perfect.  I like it when you’re all hot and sweaty,” Marcus replied as she heard the sounds of a car engine in the background.

“Eww...  I’m pretty sure I stink.”

“Nah, I’m sure you smell perfect.  Plus we can take a shower together after our uh... workout,” Marcus responded with a chuckle.

Melissa hesitated as she stared at her phone.  “Are you...  Are you sure?”

“Absolutely.  I’ll be there in a couple of minutes,” he replied.

She gulped and smiled.  “Okay, I’ll be waiting.”
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Melissa nibbled on her lower lip as she waited patiently in her garage.  She had left the door open so she could look down the driveway towards the street.  If Marcus drove by, she’d be able to spot him immediately.  Though she hoped that he wouldn’t park too close, she didn’t want to draw in any unwanted attention.

Her heart fluttered as she saw Marcus jogging over from a distance.  She wondered where he had parked as she hadn’t seen his car, or any car for that matter, drive by.  He looked like an Olympian, his massive, well built body glistening with sweat.  She licked her lips as she admired him.  He wasn’t wearing a shirt, showing off his impressive upper body, along with a pair of black shorts.

As he jogged up the driveway, she placed her hands on her hips and leaned a little towards the left.  She was wearing a tight, bright pink, sports bra with capri leggings that fit snugly on her lower body.  They were her favorite as they really accentuated her ass.

He grinned as he looked up towards her, giving a small nod as he sped up the pace.  Melissa waved him in, giving a subtle nod of approval as he jogged into the garage.  His manly musk made her body tingle with excitement.

She quickly pressed the button on the garage door opener attached to the wall.  The relatively quiet belt of the garage opener slowly lowered the heavy door.  Melissa could hardly hold in her excitement as she waited for it to close, taking one step closer to Marcus each time it lowered.

“So, you ready for one hell of an intense workout?”  Marcus asked with a huge grin.

Melissa glanced down to see that he was already hard, his thick black member straining in his shorts, forming a huge tent between his legs.  She got extremely close, running her fingers along the tent in his shorts, feeling his member quiver from her touch.  “That’s what I was going to ask you,” she responded as she ran her other hand across his six pack abs.

“Oh damn,” Marcus said as she slipped her hand down the waistband of his shorts.

She nibbled on her lower lip as she felt the base of his big fat member.  It throbbed lightly against her fingers as she held tightly onto the shaft.  She could hardly contain herself as she released his member and then pulled his shorts down to his ankles, kneeling down as she did.

His big black cock popped out and bounced inches away from her face, released from its cotton prison.  Melissa gasped, still stunned by the sheer size of his manhood.  The lips of her sex grew warm and wet at the sight, a bit of saliva forming at the edges of her lips.

“Did you get bigger?”  She asked as she grabbed his shaft and lifted it upwards towards his belly button.

Marcus laughed, his low hanging balls swinging with his movements.  “What?  Nah, I don’t think that’s physically possible.”

“Well damn, it looks bigger,” Melissa said as she pressed the tip of his cock against his abs, reaching out with her other hand to gently massage his smooth balls.

He let out a soft groan as her warm fingers teased his balls, gently massaging them back and forth while she leaned in close, her hot breath brushing by the underside of his throbbing shaft.  Once she was centimeters away, she stuck out her tongue, gently running the tip of it along the underside of his thick black cock.

Instead of working her way up, she went downwards, stopping once she reached his balls.  She wiggled the tip of her tongue against it before leaning in and kissing them one at a time.  Marcus groaned again as he ran his fingers through her hair, tilting his head back as she continued to tease his balls, licking and sucking on them gently.

She spit on his shaft and gently began to stroke it with one hand while she licked the bottom of his balls.  His manly scent filled her senses, driving her wild with desire.  She flicked her tongue rapidly at his balls while stroking his shaft faster.

“Oh damn, fuck that’s good,” Marcus groaned.  “Why don’t you get a bit more comfortable too?  Let me get a taste of that pussy.”

Melissa smirked as she stood up and pulled her sports bra up and over her head.  Her tight fitting capri leggings were next.  She tossed them to the side, showing off her nude body.  Marcus quickly rushed over, placed his hands on her hips and then lifted her, flipping her upside down in one swift move.

She yelped, feeling dizzy as she soon realized that she was upside down with his thick black cock tapping against her lips.  Marcus sank his long, flexible tongue deep into her pussy, wiggling it as he entered.  She gasped, spreading her legs wide as she felt his tongue journey deep between the lips of her wet sex.

The tip of his thick cock constantly rubbed against her open lips.  She eventually pushed her head closer towards his crotch, opening her mouth wide to take in the bulbous tip.  His hot breath brushed against her clit as he let out a small groan while he continued wiggling his tongue inside her.

She wiggled her toes as he continued to tease and please her with his long dexterous tongue.  It twirled and wiggled all around, hitting the right spots.  Melissa sucked on the tip of his cock, sliding her tongue all over the tip as she returned the favor.

Marcus began to thrust his hips lightly, pushing his cock into her mouth while he held her upside down, his tongue constantly exploring her sex.  She gagged and let out a couple of muffled moans as she sucked on his big fat cock.  His low hanging balls swayed gently, tapping against her forehead each time he thrust his hips forward.

Melissa began to feel lightheaded as the blood continued to rush to her head.  This was definitely not a position she was used to.  There was no way her husband would’ve ever been able to do anything similar to this.  He held her effortlessly as he continued to explore her sex with his tongue.  Melissa tried her best to return the favor, sucking wildly on his cock.

He walked over towards a bench and slowly lowered her down on it.  Melissa kept his cock in her mouth, constantly sucking on it even as she laid on the bench.  Marcus groaned as she stepped back, letting his thick cock slide out from her lips.  It bobbed up and down, the underside of it tapping against the tip of her nose.

“Damn, you’re wild,” he laughed.  “Time to tap that sweet tight pussy,” he continued as he circled around the bench and made his way between her legs.

Melissa gasped as he tapped his big fat cock against her quivering pussy lips.  He held his shaft as he slowly pressed the tip into her, taking his sweet time.  She moaned loudly and arched her back slightly while spreading her trembling legs wider.  Marcus ran his free hand up and down her side before reaching up and squeezing one breast.

“Oh, yeah, that’s tight,” he groaned.

He let go of his shaft as half of it slid into Melissa’s soaking wet cunt.  She continued to squirm on the bench, clenching, then spreading her toes as she gasped.  Her body was on fire, tingling, numbing sensations working their way through every inch of her.

“Yes!  Oh fuck, yes!”  She screamed.

They both froze as the entire length of his thick throbbing shaft lodged itself inside her.  She loved the way his entire cock quivered inside her, while he enjoyed the soft, velvety squeezing of her tight pink pussy.  His balls rubbed up against her ass cheeks for just a minute longer before he began to pull his hips back.

“OH SHIT! OH MY GOD YES!”  Melissa screamed at the top of her lungs.

He pulled out about halfway before slamming his hips forward again.  She gasped and squirmed, taking in his big fat cock with more ease than before.  Her legs continued to tremble wildly as he began to thrust consistently.  He reached down and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them tightly as he hammered away.

“Ungh!  UNGH!  Damn this pussy still tight!”  Marcus groaned.

His powerful thrusts caused the bench below them to squeak loudly and even budge slightly.  He moved his hands over to her ankles, grabbing them and placing them on his wide, muscular shoulders.  She closed her eyes, moaning loudly as he leaned forward, basically folding her in half at the waist as he continued to pound away.

“Ah!  AH!  AHHHH!  IT’S SO THICK!”  Melissa moaned loudly.

Marcus continued to grunt as he thrust his hips back and forth, making sure to clench his ass cheeks to try and get even more of his long hard shaft into her.  He could feel her pussy tightening even more and began to slow his strokes, taking his time gliding in and out.  Melissa squealed as she shook her head.  An immense ball of heat rose from between her legs and spread throughout her.  She could hardly breathe as the wildfire of lust raged through every inch of her.

“OOOOOOOH MYYYYYY GAAAAAAAAAAAAWWWWD!”  She screamed as she climaxed.

Marcus tilted his head, thick beads of sweat rolling down his glistening muscular body as he struggled to push his hips forward.  Her pussy was extremely tight as her climax peaked.  He felt her shudder wildly beneath him, even with her legs pressed down against her upper body.

She continued to shake her head and shudder wildly as the heat within her began to subside, overtaken by a cooling sensation that washed over her, numbing her once more.  Her pussy began to loosen up a bit, letting Marcus continue his long, slow thrusts.  She wiggled her feet as another wave of pleasure washed through her.

“Yeah, that’s it, I’m going to make this pussy make some noise,” Marcus grunted as he began to thrust faster again.

Melissa could only moan and tremble in her position, her legs pressed up against her breasts, her ass hiked upwards with his large, imposing frame above her, pushing down on her.  He began to hammer back and forth hard, his balls smacking loudly against her ass cheeks.  The bench squeaked and lurched around a bit with each powerful thrust.

“Ungh!  UNGH!  Yeah!  Whose pussy is this?”  Marcus whispered as he slammed his thick black shaft in and out of her.

“Oh!  OH!  YES!  YOURS!”  Melissa screamed back.

“Yeah, that’s right,” Marcus grunted as he slowed his strokes again.

Her pretty pink pussy lips gripped tightly to his member as he slowly pulled back and straightened himself up.  His thick black cock slipped out with a slick wet pop.  Melissa gasped, feeling a powerful sense of emptiness within her as she took a couple of deep breaths.

“Spin around, let me hit this sweet pussy from behind,” Marcus ordered.

Melissa groaned as she flipped her body around, her breasts pressing against the soft leather padding of the bench.  Marcus grabbed her by the hips and pulled her lower body down to the edge of the bench.  He grabbed his throbbing shaft and pressed it right back into her pussy, gliding it in from behind.  Melissa’s toes pressed down against the cold concrete flooring of the garage as she gasped and tilted her head back.

“OOOOOOOOH!”  She squealed.

He pushed his hips forward, slamming the entire length of his cock deep inside her, his balls smacking against the wet lips of her sex.  Melissa gasped and kept her head tilted back as she cried out in pleasure.  Marcus reached out and grabbed her dark hair, pulling on it like a leash as he began to thrust in and out of her from behind.  The bench felt as though it would collapse below them as his thunderous strokes slammed into her.

“AH!  AGH!  AAAAAAAGH!”  She groaned, letting out something that almost sounded like guttural roars.

Marcus slowed his strokes and wiped his forehead.  He paused and glanced around the garage.  Melissa looked back, “what?”

He shook his head, placing a finger to his lips.  “I thought I heard something,” he whispered.

They both froze, silence filling the pungent air.  After a moment, they both heard it, a series of knocks.  Melissa eyes widened as she managed to sit up.

“Oh shit,” she gasped.

“Hello?  Mrs. Pessoa?  Are you there?”

Melissa recognized the voice, it was Katlyn.  

“Is everything okay?”  Katlyn called out from the side door of the garage.

“You have to open the door, I’m pretty sure she heard you,” Marcus whispered.

Melissa sighed and made her way to the door.  She took a deep breath before just barely opening the door and only poking her head out.  Marcus was right behind her, pressing his cock against the lips of her sex.

She gritted her teeth with her lips closed as she looked down towards Katlyn.  Her hair was a mess, her face bright pink, sweat rolling down her face as she tried to smile at her daughter’s friend.  “Hey Katlyn,” she greeted softly.

“Uh, are...  Are you okay?”  Katlyn asked, her eyebrows furrowing in confusion.

“Yes, of, of course,” Melissa responded with a small gasp as Marcus gently pushed his hips forward from behind her, sliding his thick black cock right back into her soaking wet cunt.

“Um, I’m just here to return Cathy’s camera.”

“OH!  Mm... I see... Umf...”  Melissa shuddered slightly as she smiled at Katlyn, doing her best to only keep her head poking out.

“Did you want to take it?”  Katlyn asked as she raised up the medium sized bag.

“Hm?  I thought... ungh... I thought I told Cathy to tell you to just leave it outside,” Melissa responded as she reached back with hand and tapped on Marcus’s well built abs wildly.

“Well, I was going to, but then I heard um... Well, I guess it was you screaming, so I wanted to make sure everything was okay,” Katlyn answered as she tilted her head slightly as she suspiciously eyed Melissa.

Marcus gripped Melissa by the waist and began to slow his strokes, taking his time as he slid his big fat cock in and out of her.  Melissa let out a small groan as she gripped tightly onto the edge of the door.  Katlyn started to take a step but Melissa quickly shook her head.

“Are you sure you’re okay?”  Katlyn questioned.

“Yes, I just um... I was in the middle of a really intense workout, just feeling sore and lightheaded, that’s... ungh... that’s all,” Melissa said, struggling to hold back her moans.

“So...  You still want me to leave this bag out here?”

Melissa tried her best to smile and nodded.  “Yes dear, just... ungh... leave it... mmmm.... Right there.”

Marcus could feel her pussy tightening even more, it was as if she was being excited by the fact that she could be caught at any moment.  He thrust his hips hard, his balls smacking against her clit.  Melissa visibly shook and bit on her lower lip, nearly losing her grip on the door.

“Are you sure there’s nothing-”

“YES!” Melissa interrupted as she closed her eyes, an intense rush of heat making its way through her.  “Nothing!  Nothing I need help with!  Now go on!”  She gasped as she quickly closed the door.

Katlyn raised an eyebrow as she stared at the door.  She couldn’t believe it, Cathy’s mom had just shut the door in her face.  For a moment, she thought she heard some kind of smacking noise.  She put the camera down on the ground and glanced back at the door.  Her curiosity began to creep through her as she thought about opening it.  As her fingers touched the doorknob, her phone buzzed, making her quickly take a step back.

“Ah shit.  Damn it, the timing, seriously,” Katlyn muttered under her breath as she pulled out her phone and looked at it.  It was Ryan, asking where she was and if they were still going out.  She sighed, her eyes hovering on the garage door but decided to leave.

Inside, Marcus was still busily plowing his cock in and out of Melissa’ tight little cunt.  She kept one hand over her mouth as she tried to muffle her own moans of pleasure.  Her pussy clamped around his cock tightly as she climaxed yet again.  It was enough to cause his cock to pop out from between her legs.

“Damn!  You got really excited there, huh?”  Marcus laughed as he stroked his shaft, ready to climax as well.

Melissa couldn’t even answer, not registering his words as she shuddered on her feet, her pussy quivering wildly as her climax peaked.  Marcus continued to stroke himself as he watched her, his thick throbbing shaft twitching.  “Ah... fuck... UNGH!”  He groaned as a powerful, hot stream of his thick seed shot out, landing on her lower back and ass.

The two both trembled as they came, their sweaty bodies pressed against one another.  Marcus reached around and squeezed her breasts tightly.  “You know, I could use a shower and so could you,” he said with a grin.

“Whew... yeah, you got that right.  And you need to be more careful!”  Melissa responded as she lightly smacked him on his muscular right arm.  “Katlyn could’ve caught us!”

“Hey, the more the merrier right?”  Marcus joked.

“Oh shush it, you!  Now come on, let’s get upstairs,” Melissa said as she slowly made her way into the house, her legs trembling wildly with each step.
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Chapter 49
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Karen smiled as she pulled out a bottle of tequila from the freezer.  It had been years since she had made margaritas and she hoped that she hadn’t lost her touch.  She grabbed some ice as well before closing the freezer door and tossing the ice into her blender.  The girls were planning on meeting for an early lunch at her place to continue the conversation that had started on their group chat.

Harold was already out of the house to meet with his buddies and Katlyn had gone to drop something off at Melissa’s before she was going to meet with Ryan.  It was perfect for her and the girls, she thought as she poured some orange liquor into the blender, followed by some cointreau.  She tilted her head, eyeing the mixture before pouring in some lime juice.  The tequila was the last entry into the fray.

“Hope I got the ratios right,” she said to herself as she stopped pouring and closed the lid of the bottle.

Before she could start the blender, the doorbell rang.  Karen wiped her hands quickly on a nearby towel and made her way through the house and towards the main entry.  She opened the door and immediately smiled.

“Sophia!  Come!  Come in!”  She said as she leaned in and gave her friend a small hug.

Sophia smiled back and walked in, pausing to take off her heels.  Karen tilted her head and raised an eyebrow.  “You don’t need to take off your shoes here, remember?”

“Oh, right, sorry, habit,” Sophia replied as she looked down and wiggled her toes.

“Well, I mean, if that’s more comfortable for you,” Karen replied.

“Yeah, it always feels a little weird for me to be wearing shoes in someone’s house,” her petite Taiwanese friend answered.

Without her heels, Sophia was even smaller, making Karen strangely feel like a giant in hers.  “Well, come on in,” Karen continued as she moved aside and closed the door.  They made their way to the dining room, where some bags of chips were opened, along with a charcuterie board full of cheeses, crackers and fruits.

“Wow, this looks great,” Sophia commented.

“Oh please, it’s nothing.  Red or white?”  Karen asked as she opened up her wine cabinet.

“Hm, a nice light red wine to go with this prosciutto maybe?”  Sophia answered.

Karen looked through her wine rack, glancing at a couple and tilting her head.  “A light red huh?  How about a rosé?”  She suggested as she pulled out a bottle.

“Oh, that sounds nice.”

“I really like this French one here, it’s crisp and has a lot of flavor,” Karen said as she handed Sophia the bottle.

“Hm, interesting, I don’t think I’ve seen this one before.  I like the bottle,” Sophia said as she eyed the wine.

“Now, where did I put that opener,” Karen said as she dug through her counters.

Once she found the wine opener, the doorbell rang again.  Karen handed the opener to Sophia as she walked back towards the front door.  “Can you be a sweetie and open that up?”

Sophia nodded as she watched Karen wander out of the kitchen.  It must be Sharon, Sophia thought as she began opening the bottle of wine.  

“Howdy!”  Karen greeted as she gave her red-haired friend a big hug.

“You seem chipper,” Sharon laughed as she walked in.

Sophia stuck her head out from the kitchen and smiled.  “Hey Sharon!”

“Hey girl!  I thought that was your car on the curb,” Sharon greeted back.

“It’s a little dirty... urgh... isn’t it?”  Sophia replied as she grunted a bit.

“You okay there?”  Sharon responded, raising an eyebrow in concern.

“Oh yeah, just opening up this bottle.”  Sophia popped the cork out and raised the bottle of wine with a smile.  “Got it!”

“Yum, is that a rosé?” 

“Sure is!  Karen suggested it.”

Sharon made her way into the kitchen and nodded her head as she looked at the island.  “What a lovely charcuterie board!  Where’d you get the cheese from?”  She inquired as she picked up a cracker and some brie.

“That local shop, uh... the organic one.  I always forget the name.  It’s where we ran into each other Sophia,” Karen replied.

“Right, where I was looking for that salsa,” Sophia said.

Sharon took a bite and tilted her head, before giving a nod of approval to no one in particular.  “Not bad, not bad at all.  Did you ever end up finding that salsa?”  Sharon asked.

“Yes, I think so.  Or at least it tasted close enough.  I used it as part of the anniversary dinner for Johnny.  Though, in hindsight, it wasn’t worth it to spend my time,” Sophia remarked.

Sharon shook her head as she sighed.  “Can’t believe he forgot.  Well, I mean, I guess I can.  If it makes you feel any better, Brian forgot ours years ago and continues to.  How about Harold?”

“Eh, it’s hit or miss.  He tries to remember the milestones, but when he attempts to celebrate those, it usually falls flat.  It comes with the territory I guess, being a married woman,” Karen laughed as she poured some wine out into some nearby glasses.

“Oh, fancy, where did you get these from?”  Sharon asked as she raised her glass.

“I...  Hm, that’s a good question.  Where did I get these?  Maybe at the Austin Winery?”  Karen replied with uncertainty.

“I like it,” Sophia commented.

“Yeah, it’s real fancy,” Sharon said as she took a sip of her wine before biting into her brie covered cracker.  “Oh that’s nice and tasty,” she said.

“So, Sophia, how are you going to get back at Johnny?”  Karen asked with a little devilish smirk at the corner of her lips.

“Hm?  Get back at him?  I don’t know, I wasn’t planning on it,” Sophia replied as she grabbed a couple of fruits.

“You haven’t thought about it?  Really?!”  Sharon asked, surprised.  “We definitely need to get her a couple more drinks!”

Karen laughed as she poured more wine into Sophia’s already full glass.

“Whoa, wait, I can’t drink this much!  It’s not even noon!”  Sophia exclaimed as she tried to step back.

“It’s five o’clock somewhere,” Karen laughed as she put the bottle down.  “Go on, enjoy it,” she continued.

Sophia sighed and took a sip, swishing around the wine before swallowing it.  Afterwards, she bit into a grape, “wow, it really brings out the sweetness in the fruit,” she said.  

“Try it with the cheese and crackers, or the prosciutto.  The saltiness really changes it up,” Sharon said as she took another bite of her cracker.

Sophia nodded as she finished her grape and picked up a piece of prosciutto along with cheese.  She drank a little wine first, then the meat and cheese combo, then followed it up with another sip of the wine.  It was a fabulous combo, an initial hint of sweetness with tartness, followed by intense saltiness, then finished off with more crisp sweetness that filled the insides of her mouth.

“Wow!  You’re not kidding, that is amazing!”  Sophia agreed.

Karen sat on a nearby island stool and crossed her legs as she took another sip of her wine and ate some food.  “Well, I think you need to pay him back with no sex.  Close that shop up,” she commented.

“Close up shop!”  Sharon repeated with a laugh.

Sophia’s face turned bright red, she wasn’t a fan of this kind of discussion.  “That’s too mean isn’t it?”

“Too mean?  Sophia!  You prepared a feast and he repaid you by completely forgetting you existed!”  Karen replied.

“Hear, hear!”  Sharon agreed as she raised her glass before taking another long sip of her wine.

“Well, I already kind of did.  On our anniversary night, I had planned on having a...  well, exciting night, but I took that part away,” Sophia informed.

“One night?  That’s it?  You got to close that right up and make him beg for it,” Sharon said.

“On his knees,” Karen added with a loud laugh.

Sophia shook her head as she took another sip.  The wine was stronger than expected, already giving her a light buzz.  She quickly grabbed some more meat and cheese, eating it to help with the alcohol.

“Wow, you really get the Asian glow, huh?”  Sharon said.

“What?”

“Your face, it’s turning red,” Sharon clarified.

“Oh, yeah, I do get red fast when I drink any kind of alcohol.”

Both Sharon and Karen laughed as they grabbed some more different things to eat from the board.  Sharon grabbed the bottle of wine and looked at the label, as if she were studying it.  “Where is this from?”  She inquired.

“France,” Karen answered.  “Though, we didn’t buy it from there.  I think I picked it up at Total Wine.”

“Great choice, I love the flavor,” Sharon said as she put the bottle down.  She turned her attention back to Sophia.  “Okay, so back to you honey.  You’ve got to hold the line, close up shop until he can’t help but beg,” she continued.

Sophia shrugged, “oh, I don’t know.  I mean, I’m sure he learned his lesson.”

“Really?  Didn’t he basically forget the year before?”  Karen questioned.

“Yeah, but you said Harold did too.  Did you close up your shop?”

Karen laughed, “it’s different for me sweetie.  I didn’t go planning and making a great dinner.  I used to, but I stopped when he stopped.  You’re still going hon, and you can’t let him just get away with it year after year.”

Sophia shrugged as she ate a couple more pieces of meat and cheese, followed by a long sip of the wine.  “Well, I mean, he’ll throw a hissy fit if I do the whole closing shop thing.”

“You might could ignore his little tantrum.  Or, come up with a couple of different punishments and tell him to pick his switch,” Sharon suggested.

"Pick his what?" Sophia asked, confused with Sharon's words.

"Hon, it means have him pick his poison," Karen explained.

"Oh, like choose his punishment," Sophia said, nodding her head as she understood.

"Yeah, go with closing up shop or..." Sharon tapped her glass lightly on the kitchen island.

"How about just a nice dinner out?" Sophia suggested.

"What?  Just one nice dinner out?  Sophia, come on, you are being far too lenient!" Sharon answered, rolling her eyes.  "Think about how upset you were, all those messages you started this morning.  You've got to hit him harder than that," she continued as she finished her wine.

"Another?" Karen asked as she reached for the bottle.

"Oh, absolutely, you keep it running," Sharon laughed as she tipped her glass.

Karen filled it up as Sophia silently stared off.  She was lost in her thoughts, thinking of possible punishments for her husband.  It wasn't something she'd thought about before.  For a moment though, something strange happened.  Her mind wandered too far off, thinking about the video Sharon had shared on the group chat.  The lips of her sex quivered ever so gently as she thought about it.

Sophia cleared her throat and finished her own glass of wine.  She felt pretty woozy as she grabbed some more food.  Karen quickly refilled it with more wine.

"You okay?" Karen inquired.

Sophia nodded, "hm? Yeah. I couldn't think of any other punishments."

"Oh honey, you're thinking too hard.  I guess that's what y'all are good at.  But look, sometimes you got to keep it simple.  What's he like?  Judging by his stomach, I'm guessing a tasty meal?" Karen responded.

Sophia didn't know whether to be offended or to laugh.  While it did sting, her words rang true.  “Yeah, I mean, I guess I could stop cooking food he likes,” Sophia agreed solemnly.

“No sex, no food, he’ll get the message,” Sharon agreed with a loud laugh as she took another drink of her wine.

“So, is Melissa coming?”  Sophia inquired, trying to change the subject.

Karen shrugged as she finished her own glass and began to refill it.  “Considering she didn’t respond, I’m guessing not.  Probably getting the pounding of her life again,” she said with a devious little smirk.

“Karen!”  Sophia gasped.

“What?  I’m just saying what y’all are thinking.”

“That is true,” Sharon agreed as she finished another glass.

There was a slight pause before all three of them burst out laughing.  “I don’t understand you girls.  You’re having sex with... people other than your husbands,” Sophia said.

Sharon sighed and poured herself a glass of her own this time, filling it near the top.  She plopped down on a nearby stool herself and crossed her legs and leaned back.  “Sophia...  You’re looking at it from the wrong perspective.  The world has changed and I probably would’ve been right there with ya, except, after the experience I had... wow, it’s life altering,” she explained.  “Think about it, we all have had our problems but the one that puts the most strain in our relationships is because there’s a missing spark.  Mostly in our love lives.  This thing we’re doing, it’s reigniting that,” she continued as Sophia sat next to her and Karen.

“So, are you going to go in detail about this life altering experience of yours?”  Karen inquired.

Sophia smiled, “I’ll share if you share.”

“Deal.”

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter 50

[image: image]


Warm streams of water flowed down on Melissa’s body as she tilted her upper body forward, pressing her ass back towards Marcus.  He was behind her, his powerful arms wrapped around her body, his hands squeezing her breasts as he slammed his cock in and out of her tight little cunt.  Her moans echoed in the large shower stall, the porcelain tiled area acting as an echo chamber.

Marcus groaned as he turned her towards the full glass window of the shower, pressing her upper body against it as he moved his hands down to her waist.  Melissa gasped as her breasts pressed against the cool surface, her hard, cherry red nipples squishing against them.  She pushed her hips back each time he thrust forward, adding to the intense pleasure.

The warm water drizzling down from the waterfall showerhead only helped to enhance the pleasures she felt as their bodies collided.  Marcus gripped tightly onto her waist as he began to thrust even faster, his low hanging balls swinging wildly and smacking loudly against her pink pussy lips.  Melissa gasped and moaned; her body pressed against the glass as she felt another familiar rush run through her.

She shuddered in place, her body going numb as she climaxed once more.  It was incredible, the crashing waves of ecstasy against her sensitive body.  Marcus continued to piston in and out of her, his thick black shaft well lubricated from her juices.  His right hand moved down around her waist and towards her crotch, his fingers pressing against and rubbing her hypersensitive clit.  He could feel her tightening as she climaxed, adding to his own excitement.

“Ungh!  UNGH!  Yeah!  I love how tight it gets!”  He grunted as he slowed his strokes again.

Melissa screamed, her hands pressing against the glass as her climax peaked.  Her eyes rolled back as her pussy squeezed onto his shaft, pulling at it as it slowly worked its way out from between her legs.  Marcus paused when only the tip was inside her, letting her ride her climax out before he slowly pushed his hips forward again, gliding his thick black cock deep inside.

“AH!  AHHHH!  YES!  OH MY GOD YES!”  Melissa squealed.

Her body lit up as her knees buckled, another wave of pleasure rolling through her.  It felt as though she was standing on unsteady ground, her legs feeling weak as she closed her eyes.  Marcus continued to rub her clit as he thrust his hips back and forth, taking his time.  He could feel her pussy getting tighter and tighter as if to try and push his big black cock out.  For Melissa, it was a different type of feeling, an intense pressure within her, as if something needed to get out.

“OH FUCK!”  She screamed at the top of her lungs, lifting one leg up into the air as she trembled.

“UNGH!  DAMN!”  Marcus groaned as he pulled his hips back, his thick black cock popping out from between her legs.

Melissa felt lightheaded as she felt his cock pop out.  It was like she had been uncorked, the pressure between her legs releasing and her pussy squirting a stream of her juices.  She nearly collapsed but Marcus held her steady by the waist, his right hand still rubbing her clit.

“Yeah, that’s it, let me see that pussy squirt,” Marcus said with a huge grin, his fingers rubbing even faster.

Melissa felt as though she was floating, her body feeling weightless, empty and numb as another powerful stream of her juices splashed out from between her legs.  Marcus was the only man in her life who had been able to take her to these heights.  It was amazing how he was able to do this so well, and still remain so hard.  He truly was her big black stallion, his thick black member eagerly pressing against her pussy lips once the squirting stopped.

“Spin around,” Marcus ordered.

Melissa turned to face him, and he quickly grabbed her by the waist and lifted her up.  She yelped in surprised, instinctively wrapping her legs around his hips.  He lowered her down onto his cock, sliding deep inside her in one swift stroke.  Melissa gasped, closing her eyes and tilting her head back as he began to lift her up and down effortlessly.

She was insatiable, he thought, but he had the stamina to keep her pleased.  He reached down under her thighs, lifting her legs even higher behind his back as he began to thrust and toss her up and down.  Melissa wrapped her arms around his thick neck, looking like a ragdoll as he plowed in and out of her.  His pace was incredible, his thrusts full blown now as he pounded her aching wet cunt.

He leaned his head in, pressing it against her shoulder as he breathed heavily.  Melissa was completely lost in the pleasure, bouncing up and down rapidly.  Her moans became silent as she nearly blacked out from the pleasure.  The bathroom filled with only the sounds of their bodies smacking against one another in rapid succession, along with the slick lewd sounds of his thick black shaft working its way in and out of her.

Her body lit up again, every part of her numbing once more as yet another climax rocked her to her core.  She gasped and trembled wildly in his arms as her pussy clenched tightly onto his shaft like a vice.  Marcus continued his furious thrusts, even though he felt her pussy clamp around his shaft.

“AH!  AH!  STOP!  OH LORD! STOP!”  Melissa cried out in pleasure.

Marcus grinned as he slowed his thrusts, letting her quiver atop him.  She writhed around, her hips moving on their own, her lower body grinding against his as she let out another loud moan.  Her body was on fire, and no amount of water from the showerhead above was going to put it out.  She could hardly breathe as her climax reached its peak again, every part of her tingling with delight.

“Yeah, that’s it, ride it out,” Marcus groaned as he finally paused.

“Ohfuckohfuckohfuckohfuck...”  Melissa whimpered as she continued to tremble, her arms holding tightly onto his neck while her ankles locked together behind his back.

Marcus moved his hands a bit to squeeze her ass cheeks tightly, gently pulling them apart and massaging them as he felt her pussy quiver rapidly on his shaft.  As her climax began to subside, her slowly pulled her up and off his big fat cock.  She shuddered as she felt his shaft slip out from between her legs.

“Now time for one of my favorites,” Marcus said as he gently helped her place her feet on the ground.

Melissa felt dizzy as she tried to support herself on her trembling legs.  She was more exhausted than ever.  Not even her Crossfit workouts left her this tired.

“What?  Aren’t you tired?”  She questioned.

“Nah, I feel like I’m just getting started,” he laughed as he spun her around again.  “Now, you said you’re flexible right?”  He asked.

“Um... yes?”  Melissa answered, confusion in her voice.

“Good, you’re going to love the full nelson,” he said with a huge grin that reached ear to ear.

Melissa was a bit nervous as he lifted her up again, but this time from behind.  It was amazing how effortless it seemed for him, even with water pouring on them.  His arms made their way below her legs.

“Okay, I need to lift your legs as high as you can,” he whispered into her ear.

“Seriously?  I’m exhausted,” she whined, and yet, her legs seemed to move on their own, raising up higher and higher.

He gently slid the first half of his thick cock into her, making her wince a bit.  As she raised her legs higher, his arms moved up them, helping to lift them even higher until her legs had reached up and above her head.  As her legs got higher, she slid down lower onto his slick, glistening shaft.  She let out a small groan as his arms held her legs in place and then his forearms worked their way behind her neck, his two powerful hands clasping together.

Melissa momentarily froze, her body folded in half in his powerful arms, his cock lodged deep inside her soaking wet cunt.  She had a hard time breathing as an immense wave of bliss rushed through her.  He held her steady as he began to thrust his hips, sliding the entire length of his big fat cock in and out of her.

Her toes clenched tightly together as she gasped.  She had no control over the situation, just being tossed up and down like his play thing.  His balls slammed loudly against her aching cunt with each powerful stroke.  Her entire body was locked together, folded at the waist, his muscular arms holding her tightly.

“AH!  AH!  OH MY GOD!  OH FUCK!  FUCK! FUUUUUUUUCK!”  She squealed at the top of her lungs.

Melissa blacked out momentarily again as her body lit up, every inch of her turning white hot as she climaxed.  She could only shudder and tremble wildly in his arms as he continued to thrust his hips wildly.  He was a machine, slamming in and out of her without abandon.  She wasn’t sure if her body would be able to take any more of the pleasures that rocked her.

A high pitched ringing in her ears brought her back to consciousness, barely registering what was happening.  Her head was spinning as another powerful climax followed immediately after the previous one.  Marcus relentlessly pounded away, groaning as he felt her pussy tighten around his thick shaft as she climaxed.  

“Ungh!  Ungh!  Fuck, this pussy stays tight, fuck!”  Marcus grunted as he happily thrust away.

Warm water from the waterfall showerhead above them continued to wash past them, flowing down their heated bodies.  Each time a drop of water fell off her nipples, it sent ripples through her.  It was amazing how she could feel even the slightest movement in the air in her current state.

“OH!  OH!  PLEASE!  OH!  SLOW!  SLOOOOOOW!”  Melissa screamed.

“UNGH!  UNGH!  Hold up, let me get a couple of strokes in... UNGH!”  Marcus grunted in response, holding her even tighter in his arms as he plowed away from below.

Melissa closed her eyes, drifting off as she blacked out yet again.  The pleasure she was feeling was well beyond anything she had ever felt before in her life.  Marcus didn’t seem to notice as he continued to thrust, his balls swinging wildly and hammering away against the sore, sensitive lips of her sex.

After a couple more thrusts, he finally slowed his strokes again, taking his time as he pulled his hips back while lifting her up a bit.  He felt her pussy quiver wildly and squeeze, pushing his cock out.  A second after his thick black cock slipped out, a powerful stream of her juices fired out from between her legs.

“OOOOOOOOH MYYYYYY GAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHWWWWWDDD!”  She moaned as she squirmed in his powerful grasps, another stream of her juices launching out.

“Oh shit!  Damn!”  Marcus said, taken by surprise at how much was squirting.

Melissa continued to scream and moan, trembling wildly in his arms as she continued to climax, a third and final stream of her juices firing far out from between her legs.  His still hard, throbbing member bounced up and down, tapping against the lips of her sensitive, quivering sex.  She could hardly breathe as she continued to feel the rush of pleasure washing through every inch of her.  The water softly landing on her body only added to the intense sensations.

“Ohfuckohfuckohfuck...” she whimpered between short, shallow breaths.

“Yeah, that’s it, ride it out,” Marcus whispered as he loosened his grip and began to let her legs lower back down.

She couldn’t support herself on her own two feet, her legs completely exhausted.  Marcus helped to lower her down until she was sitting on one side of the large shower where the water from the waterfall showerhead was barely able to reach.  She sighed as she leaned back against the cooler tiled wall of the shower while Marcus spread her legs and slowly pressed the tip of his big black cock back inside her.

“Huh?  Still?!”  She gasped.

“I’m almost done,” Marcus answered with a huge smile, gently nudging the bulbous tip of his cock into her.

Melissa moaned loudly as her aching cunt took in his big fat member again.  He pushed his hips forward while reaching up and squeezing her breasts tightly.  She gasped, pushing back harder against the wall as she felt his thick throbbing shaft make its way deep inside her once more.

“Ah... AH!  Oh lord... it’s still so big,” she gasped.

“Mm... ungh... and you’re still so fucking tight,” Marcus groaned back as he jammed his fat cock deep inside her.

He began to thrust faster again, slamming his cock in and out with all his might.  At the same time, he continued to squeeze her breasts and pinch her hard, sensitive nipples.  Melissa could only gasp in response, her legs trembling wildly as she felt the constant waves of bliss running through her.

Marcus took his time, slowly gliding his cock in and out of her at first, making sure every inch of his shaft was pleasing her.  Her pussy still felt as tight as a virgin’s, and as soft as velvet.  He groaned as his shaft began to tremble wildly.

“Oh!  OH! OOOOH!”  Melissa screamed.

“UNGH!  FUCK... Here it comes... ungh...”  Marcus groaned as he pulled his hips back, pulling his throbbing black cock out of her soaking wet cunt.

As soon as he pulled out, his cock shot out his massive, thick load.  It fired off wildly, landing on her belly and some of it even reaching up between her soft, supple breasts.  Melissa gasped as she stared down between her legs, watching his cock shoot out another long stream of his seed.  Her heart raced even faster as she realized how close he was to climaxing inside her.

“Agh... Ah... shit, damn,” Marcus groaned as he reached down and stroked his member, squeezing out every little drop.  “Whew!  You got me running empty, woo!”

Melissa took a couple of deep breaths, her eyes locked in on his still hard member.  Marcus wiped his forehead with one powerful forearm before he stood up.  “You ready for some more?  We can use that bedroom of yours,” Marcus offered.

“Oh fuck no, nuh uh... at least not yet.  I need a small break,” Melissa gasped.

“Seriously?  I’ll just carry you, all you got to do is ride.”

“After this experience?  I don’t think I can even handle a simple ride!”

“Damn, I’m still rock hard,” Marcus sighed.

“Don’t worry, we have plenty of time,” Melissa responded, as she rubbed her hands along her abs, rubbing his seed on her fingers before licking them seductively.

“Whooooo damn!  Ain’t no way I can stop being hard after seeing that,” Marcus laughed.

“Well, just be patient, let me clean up a bit and rest before we go again,” Melissa said as she was barely able to get to her feet.
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Sophia’s eyes widened as she listened to Sharon’s words.  They weren’t completely registering as she heard her red-haired friend talk about how she had taken on two black men at the same time.  One of them was with Dwayne at the market she had visited.  

“Wow, so they took turns?”  Karen asked, leaning forward a bit towards Sharon.

“Absolutely!  And they were incredible!  The two were so unique.  It wasn’t like they were just both huge.  Jamal had this long one, which was unexpected cause the rest of him is so wide.  You know?  Probably cause he was former military.  I mean, he was still thicker than my husband but the length, it was incredible,” Sharon explained.

“Former military?”  Sophia asked.

“He’s the one you saw at the market,” Karen informed.

Sophia nodded, recalling the muscular black man with the long southern drawl.  “He was from Alabama?”

“Arkansas,” Sharon corrected as she finished another glass and began refilling it.  “And Darius, wow, he was an absolute surprise,” she continued as she leaned back against the back of her stool, recalling his thick, black, uncut beast of a member.  “I mean, have you see him?”

Sophia shook her head while Karen nodded.  “I think so,” Karen answered.

“Well, he’s this skinny little thing, I mean compared to the others.  But what he’s got packing?  It’s incredible!  I mean, he is thick.  You look at him, and it’s not something that immediately comes to mind,” Sharon explained.

“It’s all the same though, isn’t it?”  Sophia asked.

Both Sharon and Karen shook their heads in unison.  “Hon, that’s what I used to think but after having experienced it, wow, it is something that...”  Karen paused as she stared upward, trying to think of the right words.

“Brings you closer to heaven,” Sharon interrupted with a grin.

Karen burst out laughing as she heard her friend’s words.  “You know, I think you’re right.  I mean, I hate to say it, but you are,” she agreed.

Sophia shook her head and frowned a bit.  She had a hard time believing their words.  “There’s just no way,” she said.

“Look, just trust us, those black men, they’re as good as all git-out,” Karen responded.

“What?”  Sophia asked, tilting her head.  She still wasn’t used to all the different slang people used in Texas.

“It just means it’s extremely amazing,” Karen clarified.  “Right Sharon?  That’s the best way I could think of explaining it.”

Sharon nodded as she sipped her glass and took a couple of more bites from the charcuterie board.  “Close enough.  Look, you really should try it,” she suggested.

“What?  With a black person?  No way!”  Sophia replied as she shook her head rapidly.

While she hadn’t considered herself racist, Sophia had grown up in a country that looked down on those that were different.  And on the bottom of that tier of people they had created, were those with darker skin.  Whether they were black or from Southeast Asian countries.  It was just a part of her upbringing, a part of who she was.

“I mean, that’s one way of getting back at Johnny, if you think about it,” Sharon continued.  “You don’t have to tell him obviously, but you can still get the satisfaction that you crave.  Let’s be honest, there’s no way he’s pleasing you with what he’s packing,” she said bluntly.

“Whoa, Sharon!  I think you’ve had a couple too much to drink,” Karen warned.

“What?  I’m just being honest.  I think we’re close enough to tell each other the truth,” Sharon replied.

Sophia sighed as she put her glass down.  “I’d feel too guilty,” she said as she grabbed a couple bites of her own.  “I mean, even after all these forgotten anniversaries, birthdays, hell, any special events, I still love him.  He’s my husband.”

“Hon, Brian is and always will be my husband.  What I did, doesn’t change a thing.  I’ll still love him as my husband.  But here’s how I think of it, I could go blow off steam ranting and raving to y’all every weekend.  Or I might could go to Shuffle 512 and play some cards, probably lose a lot of money because I have no idea what I’m doing.  Or worse, eat all day and gain that weight I’ve been trying so hard to lose these last few years,” Sharon started.  “Brian, he’ll just still be oblivious to it all, maybe make a comment about my weight if I gain some, but then he’ll be right back at that bar.  Talking and drinking it up with his friends, not a worry in the world.  And if needs to whack off, he’s got a giant stash of porn to fall back on,” she continued.

“What?”  Both Sophia and Karen responded, surprised by how honest Sharon was being.

“Yeah, I stumbled on it a while back.  And his history is full of it.  Where do you think I got the link to that video I sent y’all?  Think I searched for it?”  Sharon answered with a laugh.

Sophia’s mind immediately flashed to the video, causing her whole body to shudder momentarily and grow white hot.  She shook her head, trying to forget about it.  “You’re saying your husband watched that?”

“Hell yeah he was.  I bet your husband does too,” Sharon replied with a shrug.  “Or not, who knows.  But that’s not what matters hon.  I’m a little buzzed so maybe it’s a little too much information, but seriously, in this day and age, there ain’t nothing wrong with just some sex to release stress,” she continued.

“That’s...  I mean, let’s say I did just say fuck it and tried it.  Putting it out there, I’m much smaller than both of you.  I’m barely five feet tall.  If I tried to have sex with any of them, it’d hurt like hell,” Sophia said as she took a long swig of her wine.

Karen and Sharon both looked their Taiwanese friend up and down before nodding in agreement.  “That’s fair,” Karen admitted.  “But your body gets used to it.  Trust me, I thought I couldn’t take it but Willis got it all in eventually.  Sure, it felt uncomfortable at first, a little bit of pain but once I got used to it, I got to agree with Sharon, I was on cloud nine.”

“Look, Sophia, I’m just throwing out an idea, that’s all.  I get it, you don’t like the idea, you’re not comfortable with it, well, then it is what it is, right?”  Sharon said with a smile.

“Cheers!”  Karen interjected as she raised her glass.

They clinked glasses and continued to eat and drink, laughing as time passed by.  Their topics continued to switch around, ranging from politics back to their sex life and then on to their children.  When the front door opened, they all paused and glanced out the dining room.

“Oh, hey Katlyn,” Karen greeted.

“Hey mom.  Hi Sophia, Sharon.  Didn’t know y’all were swinging by,” Katlyn greeted as she pulled out her earphones.

“Did you return whatever it was to Cathy?”  Karen asked.

Katlyn nodded, “yeah...  It was a little awkward though,” she replied.

Karen tilted her head and then glanced over at her friends briefly before focusing her attention back towards her daughter.  “Awkward?”

“Yeah, so, Cathy wasn’t home, like she said she wouldn’t be.  She’s going to visit her uncle.  But she still asked if I could just drop the camera off next to the side door.  You know, to the side of their garage?”  Katlyn started.

“Yup.”

“Well, then I heard some,” her daughter hesitated as she glanced at the others.  “Uh, maybe I’ll tell you later.”

“What?  No, come here, you can say whatever is on your mind,” Katlyn replied.

Her daughter hesitated once more as she raised an eyebrow.  “Are y’all drunk?”

“Drunk?  No!  Buzzed?  Maybe,” Sharon answered with a laugh.

Katlyn sighed and shook her head as she made her way to the kitchen.  She was surprised to see a couple of empty wine bottles.  “Wow...  Bit early to be drinking this much, isn’t it?”

“It’s happy hour somewhere,” Karen replied with a smirk.  “Now come on, what happened?  Did you run into Melissa?  Is everything okay with her?”

Katlyn tilted her head, sensing something slightly off.  “Well, yeah, I...  Wait, is there something wrong with her, that I should know about?”

“No, absolutely not.”

“Well, anyway, yeah, so I was dropping off the camera and I heard this loud grunting and like... screaming.  So I got all worried and knocked on the door,” Katlyn said.

Karen, Sharon and Sophia all did their best to hold in their laughter.  “Was she okay?”  Karen asked.

“It took a while but she finally kind of opened the door, like just barely opened it.  She was sweating like crazy.  Apparently that’s how she works out?  But wow, I mean, she must’ve been going all out.  I ain’t never heard anything like that from working out,” Katlyn answered.

Karen couldn’t hold back any longer and burst out laughing.  Sharon and Sophia immediately followed suit, cracking up.  Katlyn looked at them confusingly.  “What?  Am I missing something?”  She asked.

“What?  No, no, uh,” Karen paused, trying to think of a reason as to why they were laughing.  Obviously, they knew that Melissa must’ve been with Marcus but that was not something they wanted anyone else outside their group to know. 

“We’ve seen and heard her workout, so we know what you’re talking about,” Sharon interjected, saving Karen from having to try to think of a reason.

“Oh...  So...  She does that at the gym too?”  Katlyn inquired.

Karen glanced at Sharon, laughing again as she nodded.  “Oh yes darling.  She uh, she goes all out.”

“Wow, I don’t know how you would even go to the gym with her then.  I mean, she was really...  Well, let’s just say she was even saying things that got me wondering what was happening,” Katlyn said.

“Oh, that Melissa, she’s quite the athlete,” Karen said through her giggles.

Katlyn glanced at Sophia, who was laughing quietly, her face all red.  “Asian glow huh?”  She remarked.

Sophia smiled and nodded.  While it was true that she was probably getting the Asian glow, it was also because she felt embarrassed by the conversation at hand.  She was a bit worried that Katlyn would catch on.

“The other weird thing is, I think there was someone else there,” Katlyn continued.

“Oh really?”  Sharon responded slyly.

“Yeah, cause they have that garage door with the frosted windows.  I would’ve sworn I saw two figures, but maybe that was just the sun playing with my eyes.”

Karen nodded, “yeah, probably shadows.”

Another burst of laughter and Katlyn placed her hands on her hips, her eyes narrowing as she stared at her mom and her friends.  “There is something isn’t there?  Something you’re not telling me?”

“Hm?  No, of course not.  Weren’t you meeting with Ryan today?”  Karen responded, trying her hardest to change the subject around and get her daughter out of the house.

“Yeah, he’s supposed to swing by soon and pick me up.  Can I get a glass of wine?”  Katlyn inquired.

“You know you can’t.  You have 3 years to go,” Karen laughed as she shook her head.

Katlyn rolled her eyes and sighed.  “Whatever, fine.  I’ll just wait outside, y’all are acting strange,” she said as she turned and headed back out.  She pulled out her phone and texted Ryan, asking for him to hurry.

“Have fun!  Do you think you’ll be home for supper?”  Karen asked.

“I don’t know.  Ryan wanted to go watch this new movie that came out so I’ll probably be home late.”

“Well say hi to Ryan for me,” Karen said.

“Us too!”  Sharon said, pointing at herself and then Sophia.

Katlyn raised an eyebrow as she paused and glanced back at them.  They seemed extremely chipper and drunk.  She contemplated on staying and eavesdropping but figured it’d be pointless.  Her phone buzzed and Ryan texted back, letting her know he was a couple of minutes away.

“Okay, well, he’s almost here.  Bye!”

She left the house and as soon as she did, Karen laughed even harder, holding tightly onto the edge of a nearby counter.  “Oh my lord!  I need to call Melissa!”

“Ha!  Knowing Marcus, they’re probably still going at it like rabbits,” Sharon replied.

“She probably almost had a heart attack,” Karen said between laughs.

“That must have been embarrassing!”  Sophia added.

“I can’t believe she actually did it.  She got Marcus into her house.  She’s definitely addicted to that black dick,” Sharon blurted.

“That’s so...  I mean...  Isn’t that... like sacred or something?”  Sophia questioned.

Both Karen and Sharon giggled like little children at her words.  “Sacred?  Honey, who else are you hanging out with that’s teaching you all these things?”  Karen asked.

“Uh, really just you all.  Oh and occasionally Anita,” Sophia answered.

“Anita?  Ain’t she Indian?  You have a lot of learning to do,” Karen replied.

“And technically, only the bed would be sacred, if you want to use that term.  If Melissa has got Marcus in their marital bed... whew, she is really all about that big black cock,” Sharon added, lowering her voice a bit to make it sound like the woman on the video she shared.

“Ah, stop!”  Karen laughed.  “You’re making me think about that video again.”

“You know you liked it,” Sharon replied with a wink.  “You did too right?”  She asked as she looked over at Sophia.

Sophia’s face felt hot as she gulped and shrugged.  “I don’t know.  It was...  Well, it was whatever.”  She glanced at her watch and gasped.  “Oh no!  I need to head back.  I’m supposed to pick the kids up from the in-laws,” she said as she put her glass down.

“You’re okay to drive, right?”  Karen asked cautiously.

“Of course!  I didn’t drink that much!  Plus, I finished that glass a while ago and I’ve just been eating.  I feel fine,” Sophia answered.

“Okay...  Well, your face is still pretty red.”

“Redder than the devil,” Sharon added.

“It’s fine, I’m Asian, it’s just what happens to us,” Sophia assured as she headed out.
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Sophia yawned as she stared out at the traffic.  While she was no longer buzzed, she was really tired.  She couldn’t wait to get back home but then, with the kids, it was going to be a struggle.  She could only hope that Johnny would help out.

It was strange to see so much traffic in the middle of the day, she thought.  Her SUV felt small nestled between all the large trucks on the street.  She glanced out the passenger side window to stare off at the buildings.  Her in-laws lived in the city, something she wasn’t a huge fan of, especially for their kids.  She didn’t want them to get hurt or lost.  There was some honking around her and the person driving the truck in front of her poked his head out.  He yelled something at the people in front of him.

Sophia sighed and rolled her eyes just as someone in the backseat stuck their head out and looked back towards her.  Their eyes met momentarily and she could’ve sworn she saw a flash of anger on his face, as if he had seen her movements.  She gulped and held tightly onto the steering wheel, hoping that she was wrong.

The truck moved forward slightly and Sophia followed, being extremely cautious as she looked at her side view mirrors.  She wanted to get out of her lane and drive away from the truck.  Unfortunately, she heard a thud and looked forward to see that her car had run into the truck.  It didn’t make any sense she thought as she kept her foot on the brake.  She hadn’t even let go of it.

All four doors opened and four white men stepped out.  They walked over and looked at the back of the truck.  The driver’s face was red and he pointed towards her.

“Hey!  The fuck?  You serious?  Huh?  Look at this shit!”  He yelled as he approached her door.

Sophia made sure the door was locked and shook her head as she called her husband.  The driver angrily tapped on her window while the other three men practically surrounded her car.  They all slammed their hands against the SUV.

“Look at this shit!  She’s Asian!  Of course she can’t drive worth shit!”  He yelled as he slammed his hand against her door.  “Come on, get out!”

Johnny answered the phone as Sophia raised her hand and shook her head at the white driver.  “Johnny!  I got into a fender bender but I think they’re trying to scam me!”  She blurted.

“What?  You got into a fender bender?  Already?  That car is brand new!”  He responded.

“You’re not listening!  I think they’re trying to scam me!  They backed into me!”  Sophia replied.

“What?  What kind of scam would that be?”

“Johnny!  They’re slamming their fists on the car, what do I do?”  

“What?!  Are they denting it?  Damn it!  What do they want, money?”  Johnny responded.

“I don’t know!”

“Well ask!”

“I don’t think it’d be safe to try and talk with them,” Sophia said.

“Hey!  Bitch!  Open the fuck up or I’m going to break this fucking door!”  The driver yelled angrily.

“Johnny, I’m near your parents, are you nearby?”

“You want me to drive over there?  Just call the cops,” he replied.

“Are you...  Are you serious?”  Sophia questioned, feeling more and more stunned at how nonchalant he was.

“Yeah.  If they’re denting the car, hell yeah.”

“They’re threatening to break the door if I don’t get out,” Sophia informed.

“Oh shit.  Then get out.  Or just open the window a bit and slide them some money,” Johnny suggested.

“I swear, I’m going to break this fucking window!”  The driver screamed.

No one seemed interested in helping as they drove right on by.  Tears started to form at the edges of her eyes as she helplessly looked out the window.  She opened it just slightly, “I’m sorry, look, I can call the police.  We can work this out.”

“The police?!  Oh!  Yo dawgs, look at this bitch, she going to call the police!  Yeah, call them, so I can get you in jail!”  He responded as he kicked her door.

“What was that?”  Johnny questioned as he heard the loud thud.

“He kicked the door.”

“Sophia!  Look, just call the cops and get out of the car.  What are they going to do, hurt you while you’re on the phone with the police?  Come on, you’re smarter than that.  I’m hanging up now so you can call them,” he replied.

Before Sophia could even respond there was a click.  Sophia’s eyes widened, stunned by her husband’s actions.  She couldn’t believe what he was suggesting.  Her fingers trembled as she dialed 911 and unlocked the door.  The driver seemed to notice and immediately opened her door, pulling her out and grabbing her phone.

“The fuck?  You really are calling the police?  Wow, this fucking bitch,” he said as he took her phone and hung up before tossing it to the ground.

He grabbed her hair and pulled angrily, “you fucked with the wrong guy,” he growled.

Sophia began to sob, unsure of what to do.  The other white men who were in the truck cheered and waved cars around them.  She thought it was all over but then she heard a voice.

“Hey!  Yo, what the fuck are you doing?”  A thunderous bass filled voice called out.

“Man, none of your business.  Get the fuck out of her nig-” 

There was thud and Sophia opened her eyes to see one of the white men lying on the ground, flat on his back and shivering.  His eyes were wide open but there was definitely nobody home.  Standing above him was a tall, wide black man with a small afro, his fists clenched, his arms bulging out of his shirt.

“Hey!  Uh, what the fuck man!  You’re about to get a fucking whupping!”  One of the two other passengers of the truck yelled as he rushed towards him.

The black man ducked under a punch and launched a jab of his own, hitting the white man square in the jaw.  It was such a quick movement that Sophia hadn’t fully registered what had happened.  Even the man who was hit seemed to be lost as he staggered around aimlessly.

“I’m over here dumbass,” the black man said.

The last remaining passenger, other than the driver, tried to sneak up on the black man from behind.  He closed the gap and wrapped his arms around his neck, trying to get him in a chokehold from behind.

“Look out!”  Sophia yelled.

“You shut up!”  The driver yelled as he pulled on her hair again.

The black man easily lifted the man behind him upward and ran backward, slamming him into the truck.  A loud thud filled the air and a large dent formed where the white man had been practically put through the truck.  The black man moved his head from side to side, stretching his neck as he turned, watching as the white guy crumpled to the ground.

“Get your hand off her,” the black man warned as he closed the gap between himself and the driver.

Sophia was stunned by how fast he was.  The driver released Sophia’s hair and tried to get his hands up to defend himself.  The black man faked a jab at his face with his left and then immediately landed a powerful punch to the driver’s gut.  

“OOF!”  The driver groaned as he fell to his knees, struggling to breathe.

“Get back on your feet,” the black man ordered.

“Ugh...  I...  I can’t,” the driver replied between breaths.

“Man up and get up or else I’ll knock your ass out like your friends.”

The driver slowly got to his feet, tears running down his face.  Sophia could see the fear in his eyes as he stared at the towering black man.  

“Are you okay ma’am?”

The black man was huge.  She was barely five feet and he easily towered over her by almost two feet.  Sophia nodded slowly and wiped her tears.  

“I’m Tyrone,” he introduced, his voice softening.

“Thank you so much Tyrone, I’m Sophia.”

Tyrone nodded and turned his attention back to the driver.  He grabbed him by the collar and slammed him hard against his truck.  “You think you’re all bad ass because you can lay a finger on a woman? Huh?  Who’s the bitch now, huh?”  Tyrone growled.

“I’m...  I’m sorry man, I don’t know what got into me.  She hit my truck and I just lost it,” the driver responded.

“What’s your name, asshole?”  Tyrone responded.

“J–J-Jake.”

“Okay J-J-Jake, I saw what happened.  You pulled your truck back for some reason and slammed into her car.”

“What?  N-N-No, I didn’t!”

“Yes.  You.  Did,” Tyrone replied, his voice hardening.  “Your ass is going to pay for all damages, you understand?”  Jake nodded as tears rolled down the sides of his face.  He yelped as Tyrone pulled him by the collar to the side of Sophia’s SUV.  “And I mean all damages, including these fucking dents you and your friends caused.”

“Okay, okay man,” Jake replied.

“Now, J-J-Jake, give me your fucking wallet,” Tyrone said.

Jake’s eyes widened but he still did as told.  Sophia tilted her head, wondering if Tyrone was going to rob him.  Tyrone opened up his wallet and stared at Jake’s license.

“I’ve got photographic memory so I’ve got your address down.  To make it easier for you to understand, I know where you live.  Now, let’s sit tight and wait for the police so you can let them know the shit you just did,” Tyrone threatened.

“Hey man, I don’t think we need to get police involved, you know?”  Jake responded.

“No, I don’t know.  We are getting the police involved, you will be making a statement about your dumbass actions and you will be paying to fix all damages for her,” Tyrone ordered.

Jake sighed and nodded.

“Okay ma’am, go ahead and call the police,” Tyrone said.

Sophia picked up her phone and winced as she saw a crack on the screen.  She had just recently gotten the phone.  Tyrone seemed to notice and slammed Jake against the truck again.

“You’re also paying her for a new phone,” he said.

“What?!  Come on man!  That’s ridiculous!”

“You threw it, you broke it, now you pay for it.  Your mom never taught you any manners?”  Tyrone barked.

While Sophia called the police to explain her situation, Tyrone pulled out his phone and loaded up a site to purchase a new Apple iPhone.  He waited until Sophia was done with her call, still holding Jake against the truck.

“You use an iPhone right?”  Tyrone asked once Sophia was finished.

“Uh... yes?”

“What color do you like?”

“Um, white, I guess?”

Tyrone selected the white color as he pulled Jake up higher.  “You’re buying her a white iPhone now.  Type your name in, put your credit card number in.”  Jake did as told, still sniffling and sobbing a bit as he did.  “And remember, I know where you live.”

“I got it, man, I got it,” he replied.  “Where do I send it?  Do I put in her address or something?”

“Fuck no.  I’m putting in my address.  You ain’t ever going anywhere near this woman again,” Tyrone responded.

Once Jake was done, Tyrone typed in his address and ordered the phone.  “Now sit tight motherfucker.  You move an inch and I’ll make sure you’re out until the cops show up.”

“Thank you so much,” Sophia whispered.

“No problem ma’am.  Bullies like this just need to know their place.”

“And you didn’t have to get a new phone, I could’ve just used this.”

“Hell no.  That crack, watch, it’ll spread over time.  You got to nip it in the bud.  Right J-J-Jake?”  Tyrone asked, mocking him again.

“Yeah...”  Jake replied, holding back his tears.

The police arrived and while they had initially surrounded Tyrone, Sophia made sure that they understood why they were called over.  The cops seemed surprised that no other person had helped.  “So... wait, all these other folks just drove on by?”  One of the officers asked.

“Yes.  They just watched and continued on,” Sophia replied.

A black officer walked over towards Tyrone and gave him a fist pump.  “My man, out here being a hero.  You from around here?”

“Nah man, Detroit born and bred, before I got my shit in order and went to Stanford.”

“Hoooo damn, Stanford?  And Detroit huh?  No wonder you took these losers out by yourself,” the officer laughed.

“Well, I’ll be honest man, I thought I was going to get arrested first when you all showed up.”

“Y’all,” the officer corrected with a grin.  “Just kidding man.  Nah, I get it though, but Austin is different man.  They’re more open and liberal.  I’ve watched it change since I was a kid.”

“You born and raised here?”

“Yep.  Name’s Tom.”

“Tom?”

“Tom.”

Tyrone laughed and shook his head, “you’re shitting me right?”

“What?  What’s wrong with my name?”

“Huh?  Nothing man, it’s just...  I mean, I don’t meet a lot of guys like us named Tom.”

“Man, whatever.  We should grab a beer sometime man.  I can show you around Austin.”

“Yeah?  Mind if my friends join?”

“No problem man.  They all from Detroit?”

“Nah, mostly Cali.  I’m actually here because one of them is the founder of a startup.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah.  I debated on joining but Dwayne seems like a down to Earth kid with all the right ideas.”

“Kid?”

“Well, not kid, he’s 18, but you know, young blood,” Tyrone replied.

Sophia couldn’t help but overhear their conversation and she gravitated towards them a bit.  She wondered if the Dwayne he was talking about was the same one she had met, Karen’s neighbor.  

“Damn, well, look, here’s my number.  See you around,” Tom said as he walked away, heading back to the other officers.

“Hey, do you need a ride back?”  Tyrone asked.

“What?  Uh, I think I can drive,” Sophia answered.

“You sure?  You still look a bit shaken up.”

“Uh, yes.  I think I’m fine,” Sophia said as she looked back at her car.  She bit on her lower lip as she turned back to focus her attention on Tyrone.  “Can I at least get you lunch or something to make this up to you?”

Tyrone laughed, “it’s okay ma’am, I didn’t do it to get anything.”

Sophia felt a bit saddened by his words.  “Are you sure?  I don’t think it’d be right to not thank you.”

Tyrone shrugged, “okay, well, I mean, I guess I could grab a bite.  I know this great barbeque joint, but only if that’s okay with you.”

“Of course!  Just give me the address.  And give me your number in case I get lost,” Sophia requested as she handed him her phone.

Tyrone tapped his information in and handed her phone back.  “Well, my car is parked over there, so...  I guess I’ll see you at the barbeque joint?”

“Yes, I’ll see you there,” Sophia responded, a hint of excitement in her voice.
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Johnny’s voice rang in Sophia’s ears as he shouted angrily over the phone.  “What?  How many dents?  And didn’t I just get you that phone?  I can’t believe you dropped it!”

“He threw it,” Sophia corrected, trying to remain calm.

“How did he even get your phone in the first place?”

“You told me to get out of the car and call the police.”

“You’re supposed to call the police first and then get out, not get out while dialing.  What were you thinking?”  Johnny responded.

Sophia held back her anger as she gritted her teeth.  “I was thinking, where is my husband?”  She blurted back.

“Where was I?  I was working!  That’s what I do!  I bring in the money!”

She couldn’t believe it.  He hadn’t asked once if she was okay.  His initial question when he called was to ask if the car was okay and if she had gotten the other party’s insurance information.  For someone who liked to claim that he was rich, he was an absolute penny pincher of a man.

There was a brief pause as he shouted at someone in the background.  “Look, I need to go sort out this mess with Wang over there so we can talk more when I get home,” he said before hanging up.  Sophia didn’t even have a chance to respond as she heard the line go dead.

“Wáng bā dàn!”  She cursed loudly in Taiwanese.

She felt heated as she turned the SUV into a parking lot, stopping near the barbeque restaurant that Tyrone had given her the address to.  Sophia took a couple of deep breaths trying to calm herself.  She did her best to hold back her tears of frustration as she looked at the rearview mirror and cleaned her face up a little bit.

A white Mercedes Benz parked closer to the restaurant and Sophia looked over to see Tyrone step out.  He glanced over at her car and waved.  She took one more deep breath before opening her door and stepping out, giving him a smile.  He seemed so kind as he waited for her to walk over.  Tyrone opened the door and let her in first, something her husband hadn’t done in years.

“Thank you,” she said.

“Hm?  Of course, who doesn’t do this?”  Tyrone laughed.

The restaurant smelled like smoked meat, permeating the air and making Sophia salivate a bit.  She looked over the menu while Tyrone talked with one of the workers, asking about what was popular, what was fresh, what the worker liked.  “Okay man, I’m trusting in you then, I’d like some brisket please.  Yeah, half a pound for now.  And half a pound of ribs.  How are them jalapeno cheese sausages?”

“Pretty good if you like a kick.  Some people can’t handle the spiciness.”

“I love spicy, yeah a quarter pound of that too,” Tyrone ordered.

Sophia was surprised by how much he was ordering.  “You can eat all that?”

Tyrone glanced over and smiled, “yeah, I eat a lot.  Though, one of my friends, Marcus, he blows me out of the water.  Dude is a tank with a never ending appetite.”

The name Marcus immediately made her remember the picture that Melissa had sent.  The thick black manhood of Karen’s neighbor.  She shivered briefly at the thought.

“Wow, more than what you ordered?”

“He works out a lot.  I mean, I work out quite a bit but he takes it to another level,” Tyrone answered.

He pulled out his credit card and handed it to the cashier.  Sophia rushed over and shook her head.  “Wait, wait, this is supposed to be on me,” she said.

“Huh?  Oh right, sorry, my bad, I forgot.  Maybe next time huh?  I ordered a lot,” Tyrone replied.

“Nonsense!  Give him back his card,” Sophia ordered.

The cashier glanced at Tyrone then Sophia before shrugging and handing the card back.  Tyrone shook his head and sighed.  “Wow, you stubborn.”

“I sure am.  I’ll have the beef sandwich,” Sophia requested.

“Sliced or chopped?”  The person taking her order asked.

“Uh, what’s more popular?”

“Probably chopped.”

“Okay, then the chopped one please,” Sophia clarified.

“Y’all want any sides?”

Tyrone looked over the menu again, “hm, I’m trying to lay off the carbs some, so no sides but... how’s that peach cobbler?”

The person taking the order nodded, “it’s good.  People like that over the banana pudding.  The mini pecan pie is also popular.”

“I’ll take the cobbler, the 5 ounce one,” Tyrone ordered.

“Oh, uh, can you also add a mini pecan pie?”  Sophia requested.

“You got it ma’am.”

“Go sit down, I’ll pay,” Sophia said.

Tyrone hesitated for a moment before he made his way towards a nearby table.  Sophia paid for their order, took a number and then sat across from him.  She smiled and cleared her throat as she glanced around.

“So, when you were talking to the officer, I couldn’t help but overhear your conversation,” she said.

“Yeah?”

“So...  You went to Stanford?”

“Yep, got my life in order early and studied like crazy.  But I knew that wasn’t going to be enough so I did all kinds of sports but landed on football.  Wrestling was fun too but I didn’t feel like it was in me to do it through college,” Tyrone replied.

“Wow, so you did wrestling and football, in high school?”

“Yeah.  Also did track and field, touched on baseball but eventually shifted to wrestling and football.  Junior and senior year, I put all my efforts in football but still occasionally did some wrestling,” Tyrone answered.  “I also didn’t like how tight those singlets were.  I was supposed to wear a cup but they never quite fit right and then the singlet just really... yeah.  I looked like stupid honestly.  Hold on, let me see if I have a picture,” he continued as he pulled out his phone.

Sophia couldn’t help but laugh at his words.  “I always wondered if wrestlers liked wearing those outfits.”

“Oh, here we go, look at this.  This is after high school, I did a practice in my first year of college.  And with that stupid headgear,” he said as he showed her a picture on his phone.

“Oh my...”  Sophia gasped as she saw his picture.

He looked almost as he did now, maybe a bit smaller in frame, but that wasn’t exactly what she was focused on.  Her eyes were glued towards his crotch where she could clearly see the outline of his long, thick member, clinging to his right inner thigh, reaching far further down than she thought was physically possible.

“Yeah, I look stupid right?  I can’t believe I thought this would be a good picture to even take.  You know I posted this on my Facebook as a profile pic for a while?”  Tyrone laughed as he put his phone away.

Sophia gulped and blinked a few times, trying to clear her head.  She couldn’t help but think about the pictures that Melissa posted and the video that Sharon did in their group chat.  Her heart raced faster and faster as she nervously looked around.

“You okay?”  Tyrone asked.

“Uh, yeah, of course,” Sophia replied, feeling her face turn hot.

“Well, anyway, yeah, so I went to Stanford and I got a full scholarship.  Rode that for four years, got my degree and met Dwayne online.  He really sold me on his startup and I figured why not.  Sometimes I wonder if it was the right choice, cause I had a lot of possible unicorns giving me all kinds of offers,” he continued, bragging a bit.

“Wow, that’s incredible.  And Dwayne?  Dwayne...  Jones?”

Tyrone raised an eyebrow and tilted his head.  “Yeah, you heard of him?  Damn, I didn’t think he was that famous.”

“Huh?  Oh, I know of him because he’s my friend’s neighbor.”

“What?  No way!  Small world!”

“Yeah, that’s crazy!”  Sophia responded, just as surprised.
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Before they could continue talking, a man carrying a tray came by and placed their food down on the table.  Tyrone nodded as he looked at what he had ordered.  It was a feast for sure.

“Damn, this look good!  Smells good too!”  He said with a huge grin.

“Y’all didn’t order any drinks,” the guy said as he turned towards the cashier.  “Yo Jay-T.  Get these folks some cokes, on the house,” he hollered.

“Oh shit, thanks man,” Tyrone responded.

The cashier nodded, grabbed two cans of coke and walked over, plopping them down on the table and giving them all another nod.  He headed back to his spot behind the register.  The other worker followed along.

“So, do you know Dwayne or just saw him?”  Tyrone asked as he began to dig in.

“I met him at a barbeque at their place.  I’m friends with their neighbor and we were all invited when they first moved in,” Sophia answered.

“No shit?  So you met Marcus and Willis?”

Again, the image of Marcus’s thick black manhood flashed before her eyes and she hesitated for a minute.  Her face felt hot again as she just smiled and nodded.  She grabbed her sandwich with trembling hands and took a bite.

“Uh, you okay?  Did I say something wrong?”  Tyrone asked as he noticed her hands shaking.

“Hm?  Oh yeah, everything is fine,” Sophia replied, calming herself as best as she could.

She took a quick bite of her sandwich and tilted her head, surprised by the amazing amount of flavors.  “Wow, that’s really good,” she commented.

Tyrone took a bite of his own dishes and nodded, “oh yeah, that’s what I’m talking about.  I cannot get enough of this kind of barbeque.  Didn’t have this kind of stuff back in Detroit or in Stanford.”

“So, you work with Dwayne?  What do you work on?”  Sophia inquired.

“Not with, for.  I work for Dwayne,” he corrected with a small grin.  “Sorry, don’t mean to nitpick but I got to make sure that people know there’s a difference.  He’s my boss and I can’t have anybody question that.  He gets enough crap being eighteen with his own company, and the fact that he’s black,” he explained as he took another bite.

“As for what I work on, I actually roll under Marcus.  He’s a meathead and he might not look it, but he’s a perfect fit as the head of marketing.  I focus more on the data around ads and marketing, he does the graphics the...  I guess experience is the best word for it,” he continued.

“Did you major in marketing?”  Sophia asked.

“Me?  Nah, I’m an economics major with a minor in computer science,” Tyrone replied.  

“Really?  But to be in marketing, don’t you need some sort of artistic background?”

“Well, that’s why I’m more focused on the data.  I get the information he needs that allows him to create the marketing campaigns and target the ads that we need to spin up.  He doesn’t look it, but the guy’s a genius when it comes to translating data into actionable stuff,” he said.

“That’s really interesting...  And you don’t need any background in statistics?”

“Ha, ha, ha, that’s the thing, statistics is the basic foundation of economics.  A lot of my classmates went on to be researchers with their degrees, which, I think, is stupid.  They do it for the accolades, to have their names written in the annals of history or whatever bullshit they get sold on,” Tyrone said.  “But they get paid peanuts.  Barely living out of some so-called open one bedroom apartment, with a roommate, usually another economist.  And I’ve seen where their work ends up, I mean, their names are far in the back as a contributor in some size six font,” he continued.

Sophia couldn’t help but smirk at his words.

“Me?  I ain’t doing that.  I go where the money goes.  That’s why I got that computer science minor, that’s what opened the doors to data analytics and programming.  I’ve been able to come up with some cool stuff.  Though lately, Darius has been helping me understand AI and machine learning to further enhance the stuff I can make.”

“Wow, that’s incredible.  I mean, I’ll be honest, I never would’ve thought you were from Stanford,” she blurted.

Tyrone paused mid-bite.  “Why’s that?”

Sophia face started to feel hot as she glanced around uncertainly.  “Well um, it’s uh...”  She hesitated as she tried to think of the right words.  “It’s just...  I mean, from where I’m from.  In my culture, people like you, we have this image,” she started.

“People like me?”  Tyrone responded as he raised an eyebrow and leaned back.

She squirmed a little in her seat.  “Well, black people,” she whispered.

Silence filled the air as Tyrone stared at her.  Sophia immediately regretted what she had said.  Maybe she had been too open.  After a couple of minutes, Tyrone started to laugh and shook his head.

“Ha!  I got you!  Nah, I get it.  Hell, it’s not just your culture, I get it all the time from people who grew up in the States,” he laughed.  “People think that I got some kind of minority advantage, or that it was only because of sports that I got into Stanford.  They never assume that it was because of what’s up here,” he continued as he pointed to his head.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to insult you,” she apologized.

“It’s fine, it’s alright.  That’s what drives me, you know?  Breaking those expectations.  Not just breaking, but blowing them out of the water.  That’s what made me so interested in what Dwayne was doing.  You see all these companies where the founder is some white dude who supposedly started things in their parent’s garages or whatever.  Which, by the way, is really some complete bullshit.  They make it sound like they have humble beginnings but if their parents have a fucking two car garage in some nice sunny ass neighborhood, there’s nothing humble about that,” Tyrone responded with a smile.

Sophia breathed a small sigh of relief.  “Well, I hope it all works out well.”

“Oh it will,” he said confidently.  “So, where are you from?  You mentioned your culture, where is that?”

“Originally from Taiwan.  I actually went to Harvard, not necessarily by choice, but because of the pressure from my parents.”

“Whoa now, Harvard?  There must’ve been some level of choice cause they have some crazy ass requirements to get in.”

“Okay, well, I guess I kind of wanted to go after all the pressure my parents put on me.  I majored in sociology after switching around trying to find the right major for me.  And that all was useless as I just ended up working at a Victoria’s Secret for my first couple of years out of college,” she explained.

Tyrone leaned back as he wiped his thick black lips.  “You still work there?”

“Oh no, I’m too old to do that now,” Sophia laughed.

“What?  You’re like twenty... six?”

Sophia laughed even harder and shook her head.  “Oh please, you’re being too kind.  I’m 33.”

“No way!”

“And I have two children, one is 13, the other is 10, two boys,” Sophia continued.  “So as you can see, probably not the ideal worker at Victoria’s Secret.”

Tyrone’s jaw dropped as he stared at her.  “You’re shitting me right?  Like, you’re just playing, joking,” he responded, completely stunned.

“I’m serious!  I met my husband, Johnny while I worked at Victoria’s Secret.  He was this awkward guy wandering around looking at women’s lingerie,” she replied.

“Wait, wait, wait.  Hold up.  You’re 33 right now, you got a kid that’s 13.  What, you graduated early or something?”  Tyrone questioned.

Sophia paused and tilted her head to the side.  “Oh, sorry!  It came out wrong.  I worked at Victoria’s Secret while I was in college, I think starting my sophomore year.  I continued to work there after graduating,” she clarified.

“And you decided to go out with some dude who went into a Victoria’s Secret, by himself, to stare at women’s lingerie?”  Tyrone asked, raising one eyebrow as he looked somewhat confused and surprised at the same time.

Sophia giggled as she took a bite of her food.  “I know, it sounds strange when I say it like that.  He wasn’t necessarily there by himself.  He was like a third wheel for his friends and they had left the store without telling him.”

“Wow, he must’ve had some mad skills to pick you up like that.”

“He was so attentive...”  She responded as she thought back to how he used to be.  Sophia paused, reflecting on how much he had changed since that first encounter they had.  “He was 35 back then I think when we first met.  He would come to the store so often, always to try and see what I was doing after work.  It was like clockwork.”

“A real hustler huh?”  Tyrone laughed.

“Hustler?  I mean, I guess?”

“So he wooed you, yeah?  Must’ve been a good man to get someone like you,” he responded as he looked her up and down briefly.

Sophia laughed and shook her head while raising her hands.  “Oh please, stop it.  I’m an old Asian lady now.”

“Not from where I’m sitting,” Tyrone replied with a smirk.  “Your husband work far from the downtown area?”  He inquired.

“Huh?  No, he’s relatively close.”

“Oh, you should’ve called him up.  If I wasn’t there, at least you would’ve had your husband to back you up.”

Sophia paused as she glanced around and leaned back a bit.  “I did.”

“Yeah?  Sorry, should you have waited there for him?”  Tyrone apologized.

“Hm?  No.  He...  He wasn’t going to show.”

“What?!  That’s crazy!  Did you tell him what they were doing?”

“Yeah, he was more concerned about them banging up the car,” Sophia responded with a touch of sadness, mixed with anger, in her voice.

“Nah, nah...  That ain’t right.  Maybe he wanted to surprise you and show up last minute or something.”

Sophia shook her head, holding back some tears that began to form.  “No, he was pretty clear in letting me know he wasn’t showing up and that I should just call the police.  He also wasn’t a big fan of this,” she continued as she pulled out her phone and pointed at the crack.

Tyrone’s eyebrows furrowed as he crossed his arms, his muscles bulging.  “That ain’t right.  That ain’t right at all.  Well, you tell him the phone is no longer a thing to get all worked up about because you’re getting a replacement.  As for the dents, that shit should buff out and that white boy’s insurance should cover the rest,” he responded.

A small tear rolled down her cheek as she nodded.  “Thank you.”

Tyrone immediately wiped his hands on a wet napkin and leaned in, wiping away the tear as he smiled.  Sophia felt a strange tingle run through her body.  It was a warmth that she hadn’t felt in years.

“It’s all good.  As my mama always told me, life is about finding joy and ignoring everything else opposite of it...  Or something like that,” he said as he sat back in his seat and smiled.

Sophia bit on her lower lip as she felt warm all over, her body feeling as though it was glowing like a light bulb.  She had always grown up being told that black people were violent, that they were savages, and to avoid them at all costs.  She’d seen footage of the riots in Los Angeles back in the 90s, with Asian people being affected.  Yet, here was Tyrone, seemingly the most gentle giant she could’ve possibly met.  A part of her could understand the allure that had drawn in the other housewives.

“Do you live around here?”  Sophia inquired.

“Me?  Yeah...  Sounds a bit silly but I’m actually living out of a hotel for the time being.  Darius and Jamal, my coworkers, somehow got this nice pad next to a Google office of all places.  They said they’d introduce me to the real estate agent that found the place,” Tyrone answered.

Sophia’s eyes widened.  Darius and Jamal...  They were the two men that Sharon had talked about.  She felt a slight pang of jealousy as she thought about Tyrone getting the same treatment as the other two.

“But yeah, I’m actually not too far from here.  It’s not bad and ultimately it’s company paid but it’ll only last so long,” he continued as he finished one plate and moved on to the next.

Sophia’s phone buzzed and she looked to see a text message from her husband.  He was asking where she was and whether or not she had picked up the kids.  She sighed and texted him back, asking him to get the kids as she was still sorting things out with the police.  The text back just made her angrier. Fine - thanks for making me do more. Better make sure to get contact information to make sure there’s no problems with insurance <italicize here> he wrote.

“Such an ass,” she whispered.

“Huh?  What’s that?”  Tyrone asked as he sat up a bit.

“Oh nothing.  So you live close by huh?”  Sophia said as her mind began to race.

Karen, Melissa, Sharon...  They had all experienced pleasures that blew their minds and they couldn’t stop talking about it.  Images from the video Sharon had sent began to flood her mind as she stared at Tyrone.  Their words began to ring through her head about the experience being life altering, about how they were just reigniting sparks that were missing in their lives.  She had a choice to make.

“Would you like to finish off with some coffee?  We can take it to go and chat more at your place,” Sophia offered.

“Huh?”  Tyrone looked dumbfounded at her suggestion.  “You sure?  I mean, we could just grab coffee and sit outside or something.”

“Yeah, it’s just...”  Sophia paused as she thought of various reasons.  “The optics,” she blurted.

“The what?”

“The optics.  Asian woman, black man, in the middle of Austin.  I mean, I get it’s more progressive here but still, I can kind of feel the stares,” she said as she glanced around.  Tyrone began to turn his head but Sophia quickly shook hers.  “No, no, don’t look around, it’ll make it even weirder,” she said, leaning in and bringing her voice down to a whisper.

“Who’s staring?  Is it the workers?  Cause I know them,” Tyrone replied cautiously, doing his best to not move.

“No, just some of the white customers here,” Sophia lied.

There was an awkward moment of silence as Tyrone stared at Sharon.  He didn’t know if she was being serious or pulling his chain.  The silence was broken by the sounds of footsteps nearing.

“Is everything alright here?”  A police officer asked as he crossed his arms.

Tyrone looked up, surprised.  “Uh, yeah.”

The police officer didn’t even look at Tyrone, keeping his gaze on Sophia.  “How about you ma’am?”

Sophia smiled as she looked up at him.  “Oh yeah, everything is great.”

He kept his arms crossed as he loudly chewed on a piece of gum.  Another beat of silence passed before he snorted and turned, heading towards the counter.  Sophia was stunned by her luck, she was not expecting some random police officer to walk in just as she was talking about optics.

“Damn, you weren’t kidding,” Tyrone whispered.

“I know, right?”

“All right, I mean, if you’re really cool with it, coffee at my place works,” he said as he quickly finished his other plate of food. 

Sophia finished her own sandwich as she glanced over at the police officer.  He was casually chatting away with the restaurant workers.  Tyrone kept the container that held his cobbler closed and once Sophia was done, the two stood up and headed out.

“Have a nice day, y’all,” the officer said.

“Yeah, you too,” Tyrone responded.

Sophia was still feeling stunned by how lucky she had been with the timing.  Her heart began to race as she pulled out her phone.  “Okay, do you want to give me the address of your hotel?  And let me know what drink you’d like, I’ll get it and meet you at your place.”

Tyrone typed away, occasionally glancing at the restaurant to check on the officer.  “I can go with you to get the drinks.  In fact, I should at least buy the drinks,” he said.

“No, nonsense.  Go home, rest, I’ll meet you there in a bit,” Sophia replied as she put her phone away.  “Now, what drink did you want?”

“Uh, anything cold I guess.  A mocha frappuccino or something similar.”

“You got it,” Sophia replied with a wink.  
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Sophia sat quietly in her car for a moment, trying to calm her nerves.  She couldn’t believe it, she was parked in a guest parking spot at Tyrone’s hotel.  Her heart was racing faster than ever as she thought about what exactly she was doing here.  There was no way Tyrone was oblivious to what Sophia was thinking about, bringing coffee over to his place.

Her trembling hands held tightly onto her steering wheel as she debated on messaging and letting him know she had changed her mind.  She glanced down and picked up her phone to see that she had four unread messages and three missed calls.  It was her husband, texting her over and over again to make sure she had gotten a copy of the police report along with the insurance information.  She texted back, letting him know that it was taking longer than expected with the statements she had to fill out for the police.  Sophia also let her husband know that she was going to visit the hospital afterwards to make sure everything was okay.

It wasn’t long before he texted right back, asking if she really needed to go to the hospital.  If she really did, she should say she doesn’t have any identification.  Sophia gritted her teeth and glared at the phone.  She couldn’t believe how stingy he was.  He also didn’t seem to care if she was hurt or not.  She wanted to hurl her phone out the window, it’s not like it would have mattered if she was going to get a new one.  But she stopped and instead decided to just text back a thumbs up.

“Unbelievable,” she growled.

She turned off her phone, placed it inside her passenger compartment and slammed it shut.  Whatever hesitation or fear she had was now gone.  In their places were excitement and a hint of anger.  She grabbed her coffee as well as Tyrone’s and headed out of the car.  

The hotel building looked nice, rather modern, she thought as she walked into the entrance.  She had memorized his hotel room number before she had put her phone away.  As the elevator doors opened, she gulped and walked in, pressing on the button for the fifteenth floor.  It was surprisingly high up, she thought.  The elevator was rather quick, flying up to the fifteenth floor like a rocket.

She gripped tightly onto the cups in her hands as the elevator dinged and the doors opened up.  Her heart thumped loudly in her chest, ready to pop out at a moment’s notice.  She took one deep breath before heading out and through the halls.  Even the interior of the halls looked nice and clean. 

Her hand trembled as she placed one coffee on the ground and knocked on Tyrone’s door.  She crouched down to pick up her coffee as she heard his footsteps getting closer.  As soon as he opened the door, Sophia stood up and smiled.

“Wow, that was quick,” Tyrone commented.

“You can thank the baristas,” Sophia replied with a smile.

“Come on in,” he said as he reached out and grabbed the cups from her hands.

Sophia nodded and walked past him, feeling small compared to his rather large muscular frame.  He had changed clothes, opting for a pair of shorts and a snug white t-shirt.  She could hardly contain her excitement as she walked in and looked around.

“Wow, this place looks nice,” Sophia commented.

“Yeah, I can’t believe Dwayne is letting me stay at a Westin of all places.  I really hope he’s not laundering money or doing something illegal to afford this,” Tyrone said.

“What?  You don’t think he’s really...”

Tyrone shook his head, “nah, I’m just kidding.  I’ve seen the finances, everything looks legit.  He and Marcus have been doing an awesome job getting angel investors along with others who are interested.  He’s actually in the black, which is rare for a startup as young as his.”

Sophia nodded, impressed by his words.  She had never thought in her wildest imaginations that a black man would have a startup that would be so successful, with plans to have their headquarters in Texas of all places.  “Wow, this is a one bedroom suite?”

“Yup, I told Dwayne I was fine with just a regular room but he wanted me to feel at home.  Separate out the bedroom from everything else,” Tyrone answered.

“Not bad,” Sophia commented as she glanced around.

“It’s crazy.  I saw the bathroom had a spa tub and told Dwayne he needs to get me out of here.  It’s ridiculous,” Tyrone laughed.

“A spa tub?  Have you used it?”

Tyrone shook his head, “nope.  I’m not really the type to enjoy that kind of luxury.”  He walked over to the edge of the two seat sofa and leaned against it.  “Your coffee is over there,” he informed, pointing over at a circular table with four chairs surrounding it.

Sophia nodded and sat in one of them and turned her seat towards him.  He had one leg up while the other was straight, his foot on the floor.  His shorts were rather loose and she noticed that she could see up the side where his leg was up.

She gulped as she picked up her coffee and took her sip, forcing her eyes up to look towards his face.  “Thank you.”

“No problem.  I don’t know if I should be drinking mine.  I was planning on working out,” he said.

“Yeah?  They have a pretty good gym here?”

“That’s one of the big faults I think.  It’s just one of them regular hotel gyms, nothing special.  But at least I can get a jog in,” Tyrone answered.

Sophia nodded slowly, her eyes making their way down towards his crotch.  She thought she saw something up the loose leg of his shorts.  There’s no way, she thought to herself as she took another sip of her coffee.  The videos and pictures shared by Sharon and Melissa flashed by her eyes and she let out a small moan, followed by a quick cough.

“You okay?”  Tyrone asked, looking worried. 

“Oh yeah, I’m good,” Sophia said with a smile, giving him a thumbs up.

She regretted her decision, who in the world would give a thumbs up in a situation like this, she thought to herself.  Tyrone nodded as he took a sip of his own drink.  He glanced out the large floor to ceiling windows.

“I got to say, Austin is a beautiful place,” he said.

Sophia’s eyes lingered, staring up the legs of his shorts, a small shiver running down her spine.  She finally managed to look out the windows and nodded.  “It is, isn’t it?  When I first moved out here, I thought it was going to be all tumbleweeds and fields.  At least that’s what people in Taiwan think about when someone hears Texas.”

Tyrone chuckled as he drank his frappuccino.  “Yeah, I guess that’s what I was kind of expecting to see too.  When my plane flew down, I thought we were landing in the wrong city.”

Sophia licked her lips before sipping on her coffee and staring at his leg again.  She leaned forward ever so slightly, hoping that a different angle would give her a better view.  Tyrone turned his head and noticed where her eyes were.  He did his best to hide a grin as he drank his drink again.

“So, you said you went to Harvard right?  Was that the first time you had come to the States?”  Tyrone asked, moving his raised leg slightly.

Sophia broke out of her little trance-like state and quickly looked up.  As they locked eyes, she wondered if he had noticed what she had been staring at.  She cleared her throat, feeling her body grow warm with nervousness.

“Uh, yeah.  I mean, I had visited here and there for vacation, but living on my own in the States, that was basically when it started,” Sophia answered.

“And what led you to Austin of all places?  Massachusetts is pretty far away,” Tyrone inquired.

“That would be because of my husband.  He has his own business and he decided to open a second headquarters in Austin.  He thought the laws were more business friendly here than any other state at the time.”

“Wow, smart guy.  I never would’ve thought Texas would’ve been the place to go for businesses.”

Sophia shook her head, “smart with business maybe, but other than that, he’s a...”  She hesitated as she glanced around, trying to find the right insult.  “Idiot,” she finally blurted.

“What?  Oh, is it because he didn’t show up after the little incident out there?”

“It’s not just that.  He’s so stingy when it comes to family.  Nickel and diming every little thing we try to purchase, it’s honestly embarrassing sometimes.  Then on top of that, he keeps missing important events like our anniversary, my birthday, even the kids’ birthdays.  He always has the same excuse, something at his company went wrong and he had to be the savior,” Sophia sighed.

“Oh that’s rough,” Tyrone agreed.

“And...”  Sophia paused, all kinds of thoughts racing through her head.  “He was my first ever... intimate experience.  He always bragged about how he was great at it because his...  well, you know, down there, was double digits,” she continued.

Tyrone’s eyes popped open at her words.  “Oh, your husband is white?”  

Sophia shook her head.  “Taiwanese.”

“Damn!  That’s impressive for an Asian guy.  I mean, I get it, it’s probably a stereotype but I don’t think I’ve ever heard them being that big,” he laughed.

“That’s the thing, I never really thought much of it.  And, I mean, before I came to Texas and settled down, I never really talked about it either.  But recently, I have some close friends and I mentioned that I was talking in centimeters and that’s when they opened my mind, I guess is the best way of putting it.”

Tyrone sat silent for a moment, trying his best to hold back his laughter.  “Centimeters huh?”

“Yeah, and honestly, by double digits, he meant 10.  Like the bare minimum to be considered double digits,” Sophia blurted, surprised at what she was even saying, to a stranger no less.

There was a small moment of silence before Tyrone burst out laughing.  He clapped a couple of times as he did.  “Wait, seriously?  Your husband walking around talking about how he’s 10 CENTIMETERS?!  Ha, ha, ha!  Who doesn’t use inches?!”  He laughed heartily.

Sophia shrugged, “I thought that was how it was supposed to be.”

“Well, I guess I’m not surprised.  Asians use the metric system right?”

“Tyrone, the rest of the world uses it,” Sophia laughed.

They both laughed and Tyrone fell back slightly, lifting his one leg up higher.  Sophia’s eyes darted back over to see if she could get a better view up.  She was stunned as she noticed the loose leg of his shorts rolled upward with his movements.  

“OH MY GOD!”  She yelped as she saw it, the thick bulbous tip of his black manhood.

Tyrone quickly shot upright and pulled the section down.  “Oh shit, sorry, my bad, I hate when that happens.”

Sophia’s face turned red as the lips of her sex quivered excitedly.  It was just like the pictures and videos she had been given by the girls.  It looked unreal and yet, there it was.

“It’s...  It’s okay,” Sophia stuttered.

“Uh wow, awkward,” Tyrone commented as silence filled the air.

“May I see it again?”

“What?”

“May I see your, you know, down there, again?”  Sophia requested again.

“Uh...  I mean, are you sure?  Wait, are you really a cop or something?”  Tyrone questioned as he glanced around.

“No I’m not a cop.  I’m just really curious.  The only um... penis, I’ve seen is my husband’s and I’m curious if the size makes it look any different,” Sophia responded.

“Well, I mean, compared to 10 centimeters, I’m about three times that size probably,” Tyrone said as he quickly did some math in his head to convert inches to centimeters.

“Three times?!  No...  No way!”

“When it’s hard, yeah.  Flaccid, eh, probably less than that.”

“Prove it, let me see it again,” Sophia requested yet again.

“What?  Hell nah,” Tyrone responded, surprised by how she was acting.

“Come on, why are you scared?”

“I’m not scared.”

“Okay, prove it,” Sophia urged.

Tyrone raised an eyebrow as he looked down at her.  He hesitated, just for a moment longer before he grabbed the waistband of his shorts and pulled them down.  Sophia’s eyes were glued to his crotch, watching his thick black manhood slowly reveal itself.

“Wǒ kào!”  She cursed in her native tongue as his shorts fell to the ground.

“Whoa cow?  Is that what you just said?”  Tyrone laughed.

His laughter made his thick member gently bounce around.  She couldn’t believe what she was seeing.  Like he had said, Sophia guessed that his manhood was at least three times as long as her husband’s.  The girth was also something she had never imagined, probably almost as thick as her wrist, possibly more.

She stood and walked towards him, her body trembling with each step.  “May I touch it?”

“What?  Uh...  I mean, that’d be great but I am not looking for any trouble,” Tyrone responded.

Sophia slowly reached out with one hand, wrapping her fingers around his thick shaft.  She marveled at it as she leaned forward a bit to get a better look.  It was different from her husband’s, the tip of his manhood was covered somewhat.

“Wow... are you not circumcised?”  She inquired.

“Nope.”

“I’ve never...  Wow,” she continued to marvel as she gently pulled his shaft up with one hand, reaching out with the other to pull his thick foreskin back.

Tyrone tilted his head back and groaned as the sensitive tip of his thick black cock revealed itself.  Her hands were nice and warm.  He looked back down and noticed that he could see her little perky tits under her blouse.  Her bra was a bit too large for her, giving him a nice clean view of her areolas.

“Does this hurt?”  Sophia asked as she pulled his foreskin back further, feeling his shaft starting to grow harder.

“Mm... nah, that feels real nice,” he replied as he felt his cock rise higher up.

“Oh my...”  Sophia gasped as his cock curved upward a bit as it turned rock hard in her palms.

She stared at the tip while stroking on his shaft, mesmerized by the view.  The thick foreskin would gently roll upward and cover the lighter colored tip when she pulled, and when she pushed, the tip revealed itself once more.  A small drop of his seed leaked out as his rock hard cock readied for action.

Tyrone enjoyed it as he continued to stare down at the tiny Asian woman.  He couldn’t believe what was happening.  When Marcus and Willis had talked about the housewives they had banged, he had thought they were kidding.  Now, here he was, standing in front of this beautiful Taiwanese woman having his big black cock stroked.

Sophia touched the tip of his cock with her pointer finger and pulled back, watching in silence as the drop of his seed clung to her finger.  She was surprised by how far she could pull her finger back before the link broke.  She stuck out her tongue and licked the tip of her pointer finger, tasting the residue on it.

“Oh damn,” Tyrone groaned.  “That’s fucking hot.”

She smacked her lips a couple of times and tilted her head.  “Sounds silly, but I thought maybe it would taste sweet,” she said as she looked up.

Tyrone smiled, “what, like chocolate?  Maybe you should lick the tip, see if that tastes sweet,” he replied with a grin.

“Oh please,” Sophia said as she rolled her eyes.  Yet, she still leaned in, holding his shaft tightly in her hands while sticking her tongue out.  Her heart raced as she got close, gently rubbing her tongue against the warm tip of his thick trembling cock.

“Ooo, damn...”  Tyrone groaned in response.

With his cock curving upward, she was able to slowly work her way down the underside of his shaft, wagging her tongue left and right as she made her way towards his balls.  She wasn’t used to doing this, and it was usually reserved for special events with her husband.  Yet, this was the best way she could think of to thank Tyrone for practically saving her life and thinking nothing of it.

“Oh yeah, that’s real nice,” he whispered as he ran his fingers through her black hair.

Sophia slid her tongue back up the underside of his shaft, working her way to the tip.  Once there, she circled the tip of her tongue around it before making her way back down, turning her head.  She lifted his cock upward once she reached the base and marveled at the size of his large smooth balls.

“Wow, these are really big,” she commented as she stared at them, reaching up with her free hand to gently caress them in her palm.

“Ha!  I don’t think anyone’s commented on the size of my balls,” Tyrone laughed.

“Well, considering how you stood up and beat up three men, I would’ve thought these would’ve been made of steel,” Sophia joked.

Tyrone chuckled at her comment, his balls swinging around with his movements.  Sophia gently squeezed them gently before releasing them and pressing his cock up against his belly.  The tip reached up past his belly button.  She stuck her tongue out again and licked the underside of his shaft once more, working her way back up to the tip.

“Mm, hold up, you gotta let me return the favor,” Tyrone commented.

“Return the favor?”  Sophia asked, confused.
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Sophia yelped as Tyrone helped her up, lifting her off her feet effortlessly.  He placed her down on the sofa, putting her ass on the edge of the seat.  His thick powerful hands reached under the waistband of her leggings and pulled, bringing them right off her legs and feet in a second.  Sophia yelped, her face turning bright red with embarrassment as she reached down and covered her crotch with two hands.

“Wait, I was not expecting this,” she gasped.

“Huh?  It’s all right, I’m just returning the favor,” Tyrone responded as he gently reached his fingers on the waistband of her panties.  “Trust me.”

Sophia hesitated for a moment before moving her hands away.  She watched as he pulled her panties off and tossed them to the side.  Her entire body trembled as it turned white hot.  Tyrone gently grabbed her ankles and spread her legs wide open.

“Oh my,” Sophia whispered as she reached down between her legs and covered her sex.  “Only my husband has seen down there,” she said.

And even then, it had been in the dark.  She was not a big fan of showing off her body, and yet here she was, in broad daylight, her lower body unclothed with her legs spread wide.  It felt like such a lewd position to be in.

Tyrone lowered himself onto his knees, his face getting closer to her crotch.  Sophia’s face turned bright red as she looked down between her legs.  “Wait, what are you doing?”  She gasped.

“I told you, returning the favor,” he responded with a grin.  “Can you move your hands please?”

Sophia nibbled on her lower lip as she hesitated for a moment longer.  She wasn’t quite sure what he had meant.  Did he mean he was going to lick her there?  That was something she had never experienced before.  The lips of her sex quivered at the thought as she wondered what it would feel like.

“Wait...  You’re...  You’re going to lick down there?”  She asked.

Tyrone raised an eyebrow and tilted his head.  “Yeah.  Your husband doesn’t?”

“Um, no,” she answered.

“But you lick him down there?”

“Only on special occasions,” she said.

“Wow, that ain’t fair at all.  Go on, move your hands, I’m about to show you pleasures you’ve never thought you could experience,” Tyrone said with confidence.

Sophia stared down at him, her hands trembling as she moved them aside.  Tyrone nodded as he looked down between her legs.  She had a natural black bush that covered her sex.  He leaned in closer, placing his hands at her crotch to spread the lips of her dark pink sex open.

She gasped, feeling his hot breath brush against her sensitive crotch.  Her pussy grew wet and she couldn’t help but feel excitement run through her as she glanced down between her legs.

Tyrone’s long tongue slowly made its way towards her sensitive little sex.  Sophia closed her eyes, unsure of what she would feel.  As the tip of his tongue slid along the lips of her sex, she let out gasp, an intense heat making its way through her body.  His tongue worked its way up towards her clit, teasing it, gently flicking up and down.

“Oh my...”  Sophia gasped as she closed her eyes and tilted her head back, pressing it against the back of the sofa.

His tongue slowly made its way into her, sliding into her sweet soft pussy.  She moaned while reaching up to grab onto the edge of the sofa.  His tongue began to wiggle inside her, the subtle movements echoing throughout her whole body.

“Ooooh...”  she moaned loudly as her legs trembled.

His thumb pressed against her clit, rubbing it while his tongue continued to tease and please her.  She couldn’t believe that she had never felt this before.  Her husband had never attempted or even offered to do this.  Tyrone’s long tongue squeezed deeper into her tight Asian pussy, wiggling and twirling as it did.

His left hand rubbed her inner thigh gently, sliding up and down against the most sensitive parts of her leg.  She gasped, her pussy squeezing tight as she felt a rush of warmth wash over her.  His thumb continued to rub her highly sensitive clit, moving faster and faster to match the speed and movements of his tongue.

“Oh... OH... OH!”  Sophia moaned loudly as she felt her entire body tingle with delight.

Tyrone moved his thumb away from her clit as he pressed his face closer towards her crotch.  He moved his hands below her ass, squeezing them and spreading them as his nose rubbed against her clit instead of his thumb.  Sophia took short shallow breaths as she clenched her toes, surprised by the intense feelings of bliss rolling through her.  After rubbing his face against her crotch with his long tongue inside her, he pulled back, sliding his tongue out and down between her ass cheeks.

“OH!  What?!  Wait!  That’s dirty!”  Sophia gasped in shock as she felt the tip of his tongue flick against her tightly clenched backdoor.

She couldn’t believe what he was doing, licking her down between her ass cheeks.  It felt so dirty and yet, she couldn’t help but feel a shiver of pleasure run up her back.  He leaned in closer, circling her tight little backdoor the tip of his tongue, occasionally pressing against it as if to enter.

“Ah!  AH!”  Sophia gasped each time his tongue pressed in, teasing her.

Tyrone skillfully flicked his tongue around her quivering backdoor, teasing her far beyond what her husband could do.  His tongue then worked its way back upward, sliding across her trembling pussy lips.  Sophia gasped and shuddered, his tongue working its way up to her clit and flicking against it furiously.  She felt a ball of warmth forming between her legs, growing more and more as Tyrone flicked his tongue.

"Oh... Oh... Oh my... Wǒde tiān na!" She screamed as the warmth within her exploded.

She couldn’t believe it, her body tingled and grew numb as the warmth spread like wildfire.  Her legs trembled as her toes spread apart, pleasure rushing through her entire body.  She’d never felt anything like this before.  Her pussy lips quivered rapidly as she arched her back.

“Yeah, I knew I could get you off with just my tongue,” Tyrone gloated with a grin.

He slowly slid a finger into her tiny pink cunt, nodding as he felt how tight she was.  His cock throbbed at her tightness, growing more excited by the minute.  Sophia continued to squirm and tremble as she climaxed.  His long, thick finger gliding in only helped to increase the pleasure she was feeling.

Sophia closed her legs a bit as her climax subsided a bit.  She felt a bit lightheaded as her body burned with desire.  Tyrone curved his finger a little as he made a ‘come hither’ motion, rubbing the most sensitive part of her sex.  Sophia’s eyes widened as she felt the ball of warmth between her legs return, hotter than before.

Tyrone continued to rub the most sensitive spot of her sex with his finger, enjoying the way she writhed on the sofa.  She kept her eyes closed, gasping as she felt the constant waves of pleasure blasting through her.  As her legs closed even more, Tyrone reached out with his free hand, pushing at least one leg open.

“You like that?”  He asked, constantly moving his finger inside her.

Sophia tensed up, unable to process the sensations running through her.  She’d never felt such an intense heat within her before.  It was like she was on fire, burning up from the inside out.  And yet, at the same time, she felt a cool, chilling sensation running through her at the same time, numbing her as she gasped for air.

Her body tensed up once more as she felt the heat begin to spread again.  Tyrone slowed his movements as he felt her pussy tighten around his finger.  He rubbed slower and slower before gently pulling his finger out.  Sophia gasped and writhed on the sofa, opening her eyes to look up at him.

“Why did you stop?”  She asked.

“I want you to take off your top, let me see your whole sexy body,” Tyrone answered.

Sophia hesitated for a moment but then nodded and pulled up her blouse, tossing it to the side.  She reached back and undid her slightly oversized bra next, her fingers trembling wildly as she unclasped it.  Before she took off her bra, she looked up at him.

“Will you continue if I take this off?”  She asked.

Tyrone smirked and nodded, “of course.”

She took a deep breath and pulled her bra off.  Her small, round, perky breasts were something she was a bit subconscious of.  Johnny had a tendency of gawking at women with large breasts and making snide remarks about how she should get hers augmented.

“Oh, nice,” Tyrone commented as he saw them, surprised to see that her nipples were inverted, like little buttons that had been pressed into her breasts.  Sophia nervously covered her breasts with her hands but Tyrone shook his head.  “Nah, let them loose, let me see those beautiful tits,” he said as he leaned in towards them.

Sophia gasped and moaned as she felt his hot breath brush against her right nipple and areola.  His tongue gently rubbed around it, flicking against the tip of her breasts until her nipple began to harden.  At the same time, he reached down between her legs and slowly slid a finger back in, gently gliding it in and out as he teased her right nipple to life.

Tyrone squeezed her right breast, licking his lips as he watched her right nipple pop up, rock hard and bright red.  He leaned in, wrapping his thick black lips around it and sucking on it.  His finger continued to slide in and out of her tight little cunt, while he rubbed her clit with his thumb.

Sophia let out another loud moan as she felt the warmth within her spread once more.  Tyrone moved over to her left breast, teasing her nipple out on that side as well.  Her excitement grew even more as both her nipples turned rock hard, becoming extra sensitive.  

She squealed as Tyrone slowly inserted another finger, pushing it into her tightening cunt.  Her heart raced rapidly as the warmth spread through her once more.  His thumb continued to rub wildly while his tongue flicked against her hard nipple.  He even nibbled on it lightly, making her tremble wildly beneath him.  As she neared another climax, Tyrone slipped his fingers out and straightened up, letting her squirm on the sofa.

“Oh no... don’t stop,” she pleaded as she reached between her legs and rubbed her hot sex.

He pushed her hand aside.  Then he stroked his thick hard member and tapped it against her quivering pussy lips.  “I’m not stopping, I think it’s time to try this on for size.”

Sophia’s eyes widened as she stared between her legs.  His throbbing member still looked gigantic even though she wasn’t as close up to it as before.  She gulped nervously as she wondered what it would feel like.

“I... I don’t know, I think it might be too big,” she responded worriedly.

“Don’t worry, I’ll go real slow, ease it in.  You’ll get used to it, trust me,” Tyrone replied with a huge grin.
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Sophia screamed at the top of her lungs as she reached down and squeezed the padding of the sofa below her for dear life.  Tyrone’s thick member slowly worked its way into her tight little cunt, the thick bulbous tip barely able to pop in.  He groaned, reaching down and holding onto his shaft as he pushed his hips forward bit by tiny bit.

“Agh... God damn that’s tight!”  He grunted.

Her pussy felt tighter than a virgin’s, he thought, as he groaned and continued to take his time.  His thick throbbing member felt as though it would pop out of her extremely tight cunt, bending slightly as he pushed forward.  Sophia closed her eyes, her body tensing up and her pussy clamping tightly shut, enveloping his thick black cock.

“It’s too big!”  Sophia whined as she squirmed on the sofa.

“Hold on, take a deep breath, you need to calm down a bit,” Tyrone groaned as he paused his push forward.  “You’ve got to relax and let that pussy open up a bit.”

Sophia shook her head, opting to take short, shallow breaths instead as her body remained tense.  Tyrone groaned as he felt her pussy squeeze even harder around the sensitive tip of his cock.  He reached down and gently massaged her breasts, rubbing her hard nipples to try and help.  

“It’s okay, relax,” he cooed as he continued to tease her nipples.

She finally decided to take his advice and took long deep breaths, trying to calm her body.  A small ringing filled her ears and she felt a bit light headed as she continued to breathe in and out, taking her time.  She focused in on the pleasure she was feeling, spreading her legs open a bit more as she began to relax a tiny bit.  As soon as her pussy loosened a bit, he pushed his hips forward just a bit, sliding in a little further.

“OW!  OH!  WǑ KÀO!  WǑ KÀO!  WOOOOAAAAH!”  Sophia screamed as his cock journeyed forward, pushing open her pussy to its limits.

The small ringing in her ears grew louder, turning into a higher pitch as she started slapping the sofa below her.  Her toes curled as her legs trembled wildly in the air.  Tyrone groaned again as he felt her pussy wrap around his shaft, squeezing it with all its might.  He had finally managed to lodge enough of his thick cock in that he could let go of his shaft.

“Fuck... Can’t believe how tight you are,” he grunted as he reached up and grabbed her ankles.

He spread them wide as he continued to push his lower body towards her.  Sophia grimaced and squeezed her eyes shut as she felt a short intense rush of pain, followed by an incredible blast of pleasure that warmed her body.  It was as if the sun itself had come down to rest between her legs as a powerful wave of heat spread through her.  

“Ungh!  Damn!”  Tyrone groaned as he paused, struggling to push forward once more.

He placed her legs on his shoulders as he leaned in closer, slowly sliding his cock in just a little deeper as he folded her up.  Sophia continued to take slow deep breaths as she felt wave after wave of pure bliss rushing through her core.  She clenched, then spread her toes as she reached up and placed her hands on his muscular arms.

“Slow!  SLOW!  I don’t think it’s going to fit anymore!”  She cried out.

“Okay, okay, don’t worry,” Tyrone cooed as he paused again, letting her pussy adjust to his girth.

Sophia squirmed a bit more, her legs trembling wildly on his shoulders.  He decided on a different approach and began to pull his hips back.  Her pussy clamped onto his thick shaft as he began to pull his fat cock out of her tight little cunt.  Sophia’s eyes widened as she felt his thick black shaft make its way out, her pussy stretching out a bit with it.

Tyrone tilted his head back a little as he pulled back a bit, just until the tip of his cock was inside her.  He paused again before thrusting forward again, a bit faster than before but still slow.  Sophia continued to tremble, her pussy clenching tightly onto his thick black shaft as it made its way back into her.

She could hardly think as she was overcome with ecstasy, her body lighting up and numbing as she gasped and moaned.  Her heart raced rapidly as the tingling sensations worked their way through her.  Tyrone took his time, pushing his cock back in about halfway before pulling back again.  As he pressed in, Sophia let out a loud moan, the tingling sensations exploding and numbing her from head to toe.

The high pitched ringing in her ears reached a fever pitch as she gritted her teeth.  As Tyrone began to pull back again she let out a guttural roar as she had another climax.  Her entire body trembled wildly as her pussy clamped even tighter around his thick black cock.  Tyrone grunted and pushed his hips back forward, jamming his cock back in as best as he could.  He could hardly believe how tight her little dark pink cunt was as he closed his eyes and thrust in.

“OH! OOOOOOOOOOH!”  Sophia moaned loudly as she shook her head wildly, her black hair flailing around all over the sofa.

Tyrone continued to slowly move his hips back and forth even as her climax peaked.  The feelings of pleasure she felt echoed through her body, tingling and numbing as it passed.  She continued to try and breathe slowly, doing her best to keep her body from tensing up.  Yet, the sheer girth of his thick black shaft made it difficult.

He managed to slide in over half his thick shaft, still struggling with each stroke.  She felt like a virgin to him, her pussy so soft and tight around his throbbing shaft.  He loved the way it gripped around it, squeezing it with all its might each time he moved.  Tyrone glanced down, watching his rod sink in further and further.  He was almost there, he thought, as he felt her legs tremble in his hands.

“OH!  OW!  OOOOH!  WǑ KÀO!  That’s it!  That’s all that’ll fit!”  Sophia squealed as she writhed around, her tiny little hands squeezing his forearms tightly.

Tyrone nodded as he began to pull out, groaning and closing his eyes as her velvety pussy clenched his member on its way out.  Sophia continued to writhe, this time being overtaken by an entirely different feeling.  She felt a strange void, and emptiness, at her core as his member began its journey back out from between her legs.  Her hips seemed to move on their own, working their way upwards towards his crotch as if to get his thick black cock inside her.

“Ooo... ungh, damn, this is the tightest pussy ever,” Tyrone groaned as he continued to pull his hips back.

He straightened up, letting her legs slide off his shoulders and spread wide open.  Thick beads of sweat rolled down his forehead that he wiped with the back of one forearm.  He took a deep breath, leaving just the tip of his member inside her while he pulled his shirt up and over his head, tossing it to the side.  Her pretty pink pussy lips quivered and he grinned.  He reached out and grabbed her small, perky breasts, squeezing them tight as he slowly pushed his forward again.

“OOOOOOOH!”  Sophia screamed.

“Don’t worry, I know when to stop,” Tyrone assured as he glided his cock right back into her.

She moaned loudly as he pinched her nipples between his fingers while squeezing her breasts.  He continued to thrust forward, sliding just a little over half his cock in before pausing and pulling back out.  Sophia enjoyed the way he was pinching her nipples while sliding his cock in and out of her.  Normally, they were inverted, hidden from view, but once they popped out, they were extremely sensitive.

Tyrone continued to thrust his hips back and forth, taking his time but speeding up little by little.  He could feel her pussy adjusting to his cock, loosening enough for him to feel confident with his strokes.  His hands slid down to her waist, holding them tightly as he continued to thrust, making sure to pull back to the tip each time before he pushed back in.

Sophia reached up and back over her head to grip onto the top of the sofa as she raised her hips up slightly.  It was like her body had a mind of its own, wanting more of his thick black cock as he began to thrust faster.  She understood why Karen, Melissa and Sharon had all been so adamant that they had reached new heights of pleasure.

Tyrone began to thrust faster and deeper, sliding more and more each time he pushed forward.  Sophia cried out as she felt yet another climax.  An avalanche of heat, followed by tingling and numbing sensations rushed through her from head to toe.  She could hardly breathe as she shuddered on the sofa.

“Ungh, fuck!”  Tyrone groaned as he pulled back, his cock slipping out with a slick wet pop as her pussy tightened together.  “Whew!  You got real tight!”

Sophia couldn’t respond, lost in the pleasures that enveloped her.  She could hardly comprehend what was happening as she panted and trembled.  Tyrone waited patiently, choosing to just tap her clit with his thick meaty shaft.

“Okay, how about you on top?  You can control how much you want,” Tyrone said as he stood up, then sat next to her.

He reached over and pulled her up, spinning her around so that she was facing him as she mounted his big fat cock.  She gasped as Tyrone grabbed his shaft and pressed the tip of his cock right back into her tight little cunt.  Her hands rested on his muscular chest as she bent her knees willingly, lowering herself down onto his cock, tilting her head back as she felt the bulbous tip slowly work its way back in.

“Oooh yeah, that’s it,” Tyrone groaned.

She took her time, pressing her fingertips down onto his chest as she continued to bend her knees.  Her entire body trembled as she lowered herself, her pussy struggling once more to take in his girth and length.  Each time she lowered down further, she gasped and bounced up briefly, feeling a slight bit of pain that quickly subsided.

Tyrone leaned forward and wrapped his thick black lips around her breasts, his tongue flicking wildly against her sensitive nipple.  He reached around with his hands to squeeze her firm ass cheeks, spreading them wide as if to help loosen her tight little cunt.  One of his fingers gently pressed against her tightly clenched backdoor, massaging and teasing it a bit.

“Ooooh...  It’s too thick,” Sophia gasped as she began to straighten her legs, moving her body upward.

As she did, the feeling of emptiness crept through her again, the warmth between her legs seemingly dissipating down past her legs.  She gasped as she raised her body upward further, her hands trembling atop his shoulders now.  Tyrone groaned as he nibbled gently on her nipple, then flicking his tongue against it.

“Ah... Ah... AH!”  Sophia gasped as she paused for a moment.

She took a deep breath before lowering herself back down again.  Her legs trembled wildly as his cock slid back, deep inside her tight little pussy.  After managing to get about halfway down, she paused and then adjusted her legs a bit.  Her knees lifted off the sofa and pointed upwards as she got into more of a squat position atop him.  The slight adjustment allowed her to lower her body even further.

“OH!  OH FUCK!”  She screamed as his cock pushed in deeper, hitting places she never thought possible.

She tilted her head back, closed her eyes, and held tightly onto Tyrone’s broad shoulders as she continued to push her body down, trying to see if she could reach the base this time.  Her pussy ached, being stretched to its limits by his big fat cock.  She could hardly breathe as her legs shook wildly, her ass lowering further and further towards the base of his shaft.

“YES!  YES!  OH YES!”  Sophia screamed as she finally managed to lower down to the base of his thick black shaft.

Her eyes widened as she felt his balls against her trembling ass.  Every inch of he was on fire and tingling as her hands pressed down and gripped tightly onto Tyrone’s shoulders.  She froze up, squatting atop his fat cock as she trembled wildly.  Tyrone continued to suck on her nipples, switching from one to another while constantly squeezing her ass cheeks and teasing her backdoor with one finger.  He pulled back and smirked as he looked down, seeing his cock fully buried into her tight little cunt.

“Mmm, look at that, damn that looks amazing.  I told you, you took it all.  You like that don’t you?”  Tyrone teased as he tensed up his lower body, causing his cock to throb and tremble inside her pussy.

Sophia gasped as she felt his shaft move.  “Oh!  It’s so thick!”  She gasped.

“Hell yeah it is, but look, it still fits.  Lord almighty your pussy is fucking tight though, whew!”  Tyrone grunted as he slapped her ass cheek.

‘Ow!”  Sophia gasped as she felt a sudden shock of pain roll through her.

“Go on, ride that cock,” Tyrone responded as he massaged her aching ass cheek again.

Sophia took a deep breath and began pushing herself upwards.  She moaned loudly as her pussy gripped at his cock as if to prevent it from leaving as she made her ascent.  Her arms trembled as she squeezed tightly onto his shoulders and moved up.  After managing to get up to the tip, she brought herself down, pushing her lower body firmly down back to the base of his crotch.

She tilted her head back and let out another loud moan, her eyes rolling back as she shuddered atop him.  It felt absolutely incredible, taking the entire length of his thick shaft in one stroke.  She had to pause again, waiting for the heat within her to dissipate bit by bit, her heart pounding as if it were ready to jump out of her chest.

Tyrone gave her another light smack on the ass, causing her to shiver from the pain mixed in with the pleasure.  He leaned back, his hands moving from her ass cheeks towards her hips.  His thumb gently rubbed against her overly sensitive clit as she trembled atop him, barely able to support herself in her squatting position.

“Looks like you’re ready to take it to the next level,” he said.
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Katlyn yawed as she stared out the window of Ryan’s car.  He took a hard turn and parked in one of the few empty spots of the mall parking lot.  She couldn’t help but think back to the noises she had heard in Melissa’s garage, feeling a strange sense of suspicion.

“Hey, I know this sounds weird, but have you ever been around when Cathy’s mom works out?”  She asked.

Ryan raised his eyebrows and shook his head as he laughed.  “What?  What kind of question is that?  No, can’t say that I have.  Why?”

Katlyn shrugged as she opened the passenger side door.  “Nothing.”

Ryan stepped out and leaned over the roof of his car.  “What?  You can’t ask me a question like that and then say there’s no reason for asking.”

“It’s nothing,” Katlyn repeated, immediately regretting her decision to ask.

“Oh come on now.  You got something going on in that little blonde bobblehead of yours,” he laughed.

“Screw you.  It’s nothing.  I just went by to drop of Cathy’s camera and I overheard her mom working out in the garage.  It just...  It sounded so weird,” she finally admitted.

“What do you mean it sounded weird?”

“I don’t know.  Like she was grunting and screaming like a wild woman.  It almost sounded like she was saying something too but it was too muffled,” Katlyn answered.

“Huh... well, I mean, she’s always been in pretty good shape.  I got a buddy of mine who does Crossfit and I guess the last time I went in one of those gyms there was a lot of grunting and yelling,” Ryan said with a small shrug.  “You think something else was going on?”

Katlyn hesitated momentarily before shaking her head.  “No, like I said, it was nothing.  Just a stupid question.”

Ryan shrugged as he closed the driver’s side door and began walking towards the restaurant they were visiting, a Brazilian steakhouse.  Katlyn sighed as she saw Turner awkwardly standing around, rubbing one arm as she stared off into the distance.  “Why’d you invite Turner?  I thought this would be a nice little date for the two of us.”

“Oh come on, I feel bad for the guy.  He doesn’t have that many friends left around,” Ryan replied.

“Has he gotten an acceptance letter yet?”  

“Uh, you know, I actually didn’t ask.  I figured he’d say something if he did,” Ryan answered.

“I don’t think he’s going to be making it to UT Austin,” Katlyn replied.

“That’s sad.  I thought he was smart?  Like a nerd or whatever,” Ryan responded.

“Sure, he’s got stuff going on up here,” Katlyn said as she pointed at her head.  “But you can’t just get into UT Austin with good grades.  He doesn’t have any real extracurriculars.”

“Yeah...  And he’s a white guy.  No diversity advantage or whatever,” Ryan agreed with a small sigh.

“I told you, I ain’t a diversity pick up,” Katlyn whined.  “Just because I’m a woman doesn’t mean that’s the reason why I was accepted.”

“What?  I wasn’t talking about you.  I meant like,” Ryan paused, glancing around, “black people.  I’m always stunned by how many are on campus and some are seriously questionable.”

“Well, some of them are smart.  Look at Dwayne, he’s already owning his own company and what not,” Katlyn responded.

“Well yeah sure, I didn’t mean like all of them or anything like that.  Hey Turner!” 

Turner looked over and smiled, waving his arm awkwardly.  Katlyn sighed, everything he did seemed so hopeless.  Even a simple wave of the hand made him look so... weak.

“Hey guys!”  He yelled back, his voice cracking ever so slightly.

“Has he not gone through puberty?”  Katlyn sighed.

“Come on now,” Ryan whispered back.  “He grew up with us, he’s practically family.”

“Thanks for inviting me,” Turner said.

“Of course!  No problem man.  You ready to eat?”  Ryan responded happily.

“Uh yeah, I’m ready to scarf down some meat,” Turner said excitedly.

Ryan raised an eyebrow and shook his head, “please don’t phrase it like that again.  Come on, let’s get going.  Remember, avoid the appetizer buffet thing, that’s where they put a shit ton of carbs to get you full early.”

Katlyn rolled her eyes as she followed along behind them with her arms crossed.  “Penny pinching.”

“What?  Nah, it’s getting my money’s worth is what it is,” Ryan laughed.

They headed into the restaurant and were seated almost immediately.  While Ryan and Turner ordered the all you can eat option, Katlyn opted to stay with the salad bar option.  She headed up to grab her food while Ryan and Turner waited for the servers to wander by with different slabs of meat.

“So, what are your plans man?”  Ryan asked as he nodded at a server who gave him a slice of filet mignon.

“Plans?”

“Yeah, summer is here, you’re done with high school, what’s next?”

Turner shrugged as he began to cut into his own piece of steak.  “I don’t know.  College, I guess?”

“You guess?  You’ve applied right?”

“Uh...  Kind of.  I sent a couple of applications out earlier in the year but I haven’t heard back from them,” Turner replied.

“Dude, you got to apply to more then.  Or at least start thinking of picking up some summer jobs,” Ryan suggested as he took a bite of his food.

“Yeah, I know, I should.  I’m not really that motivated though, you know?  I’m not sure what I want to do.”

Ryan shook his head as he flagged down a server.  “Hey, can I get a coke?  Thanks.  How about you Turner?  You want anything to drink?”

“Uh, yeah, a coke would be good.”

The server nodded and headed off.  “You don’t know what you want to do?  Let’s be real here man, if you don’t get your feet stable on the ground, life is going to knock the fuck out of you,” Ryan warned.

“I mean, my mom seems fine with it.  And my dad is talking about taking us to Ireland, you know, go feel our heritage or whatever he goes on about.”

“Come on, you know your dad has been saying that for years, right?  I’m sure your parents are going to want to live their own lives.  I know my parents didn’t show it, but once I went to college and gave them space, they’ve had a hell of a great time.  They’ve been traveling all over the place.”

Katlyn sat down with her plate.  “Who’s been traveling where?”

“I’m talking about my parents.  How they’re free to go off and do what they want now that I’m in college.”

"You can't be serious, your parents have been doing that even before you headed out.  Like shit, it's not like you went across the country," Katlyn responded.

Turner chuckled, nearly spitting out some food.  Ryan immediately shot him a glare, silencing him.  Katlyn shook her head as she watched Turner clam up before her eyes.

"That doesn't matter.  I'm sure Turner's parents are looking forward to living with him," Ryan retorted.

"Oh please, I'm sure Sharon wants Turner to be around forever.  The way she coddles him," Katlyn said.

"Uh, actually... I think my mom might be getting tired of me hanging out at home. A while back, I knocked on her door to let her know I was heading out and she sounded really annoyed.  Didn't even open the door," Turner informed.

"See? I'm telling you, it's going to be more and more obvious over time."

"Ryan, knock it off, you're starting to sound like my mom," Katlyn said as she lightly smacked him on the arm.

“What?  I’m just trying to be a good mentor.  I was kind of like you Turner, not sure what to do but then I met this dude at my frat, super smart, taught me all the ropes and got me adulting,” Ryan said.

“Adulting?  You’re cheating on me and you’re saying it out loud?!”  Katlyn responded angrily.

“Huh?  What?  Not, not adultery, adulting.  Learning how to be an adult,” Ryan replied as he chuckled.

“That’s not a word!”

“Well, it’s something that’s picking up steam,” Ryan retorted.

Turner smiled as he took another bite of his food.  He missed having his friends around and he felt a little sad knowing that this was probably the last year they would hang out like this.  “Too bad Cathy isn’t here,” Turner commented.

“You have a thing for her don’t you?  You know she broke up with Thomas right?  Man up, ask her out,” Ryan replied.

Turner’s face briefly flashed red as he shook his head.  “What?  No, no, I don’t have, what?  No, no way.”

Katlyn laughed as she ate from her own plate.  She glanced around before sneaking a piece of meat off of Ryan’s plate.  He glared briefly before turning his attention back to Turner.

“Come on man, you can tell us.  We’re friends here,” Ryan said.

“No, seriously, I’m not, nope.  She’s not my type,” Turner replied, stuttering.

“She’s not YOUR type?  Seriously?  If anything, you aren’t HER type, nowhere near her league,” Katlyn balked.

“Hey, come on,” Ryan said as he pushed her gently with his elbow.

A server came by with another slab of meat.  Ryan nodded and waited for the server to slice the meat and let it fall on his plate.  Turner nodded and got a piece of his own as he drank his coke.

“You guys going to watch that new Marvel movie?”  Turner asked.

“There’s a new one coming out?”  Ryan answered, surprised.

“Yeah, it looks wild!  They’re really getting deep into the Multiverse and everything!”  Turner responded.

“The what?”  Ryan responded, looking confused.

“The Multiverse!  There’s like different versions of the Marvel Universe and now they’re going to hop through them.  It looks insane!”  Turner continued excitedly.

“Huh... Okay...  Isn’t that going to get confusing?”  Ryan asked.

“Well yeah, if you’re not paying attention.  But can you imagine?  Like think about it, Tom Cruise as Iron Man, or I don’t know, Professor X making an appearance?”  Turner imagined loudly.

Katlyn rolled her eyes and finished her plate of food.  “I’m going for another round.”  She quickly ate a small piece of meat off of Ryan’s plate.

Ryan sighed and nodded as he waved over a server to get some more meat.  Once Katlyn left Ryan glanced around and took a bite of the new piece of meat.  “So, is uh, Patrick Stewart rumored to show?”  He asked.

“Yeah, that’s what’s in the rumor mill,” Turner replied.

Ryan nodded with a small smirk.  “Man, that’d be pretty fucking awesome.”

“I know right?!”

Katlyn wandered around the salad bar, grabbing different vegetables and pasta side dishes.  She paused as she saw a tall black man walking over towards the bar.  He looked strangely familiar as he neared.

“Willis?”  She called out.

The tall black man paused and leaned down a bit, “oh, hey Katlyn,” he greeted back.

“Wow, what are you doing here?  You here with the family?”  Katlyn asked as she walked around to get closer towards him.

“Uh, not today.  Marcus was busy, he had a uh...”  Willis paused, the corners of his lips lifting upward into a small smile.  He was definitely trying to hold back from smiling too obviously.  “A coaching session,” he continued.

Another black man came walking over.  He was shorter than Willis, and he had medium length braids that were tied up in a top knot.  “Hey man, this is Katlyn, my neighbor’s daughter,” Willis introduced.

“Yeah?  Hi, I’m Darius,” the other black man introduced.

“Oh, is this another brother?”  Katlyn inquired.

Darius raised an eyebrow as he looked at Willis.  “Uh, wow, people around here just call us brothas huh?”

Willis laughed out loud, “nah man, that’s not what she means.  No, Darius isn’t my brother, we’re not related in any way.  He’s an employee of our company.”

“Oh, ok, sorry.”

Darius began to laugh too as he realized his error.  “No worries, it was my bad.  I thought...  You know what, nevermind.”

“So just a business lunch?”

“Yeah, something like that.  Figured we could have a one on one and discuss his career aspirations.  We finished up and now are just shooting the shit,” Willis answered.

Katlyn glanced over towards her table.  “Do you want to see if we can combine tables?”

“Huh?  Oh, nah, I don’t want to ruin your get together,” Willis answered as he looked over towards Ryan and Turner.

“Really?  Come on, I feel like y’all have more interesting stories to talk about then those two.  I think they’re talking about the new superhero movie.  For sure Ryan was waiting for me to leave before he could geek out or whatever,” Katlyn said.

Darius lightly nudged Willis, but he was ignored.  “Well, you should check with your friends first.  We’re sitting over there next to the window.  If they’re open to it, let us know,” Willis responded.

Katlyn sighed and rolled her eyes.  “Okay, fine.  Maybe I’ll see y’all in a few,” she said as she turned and headed back around to a different section of the salad bar.

“Damn man, look at the ass on her.  Whew, would love to tap that,” Darius whispered.

Willis smirked as he felt a slight stir between his legs.  He was more interested in getting together again with Katlyn’s mom, Karen.  It’d been quite a bit since she had paid a visit.  “Keep it in your pants young buck.”
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Sophia yelped as she felt her body being lifted off the ground.  Tyrone held her in one arm as he made his way off the sofa.  She had lost track of how long she had been riding atop his fat cock.  He effortlessly got to his feet with her in one arm.  His right arm made its way down below her thigh, before it wrapped around her lower back.  His left arm followed soon after, hooking under her left thigh and then around her lower back as well.  Her arms wrapped around his thick powerful neck, worried that she might fall backwards.

She couldn’t believe how easily he was holding her, effortlessly bouncing her up and down his cock.  Each time he lowered her, he thrust his hips upward, sending her body into a frenzy.  She spread her toes as another powerful rush of pleasure ran through her entire body.  

“Tài dà!  Tài dà!”  She screamed in her native language, shouting that it was too big.  

Her entire body trembled as the warmth within her exploded, overpowering her senses as she climaxed once more.  She nearly blacked out as Tyrone continued to toss her up and down, ignoring the fact that she was having an orgasm.  Her pussy squeezed tightly onto his shaft, the room filling with the slick wet sounds of his cock sliding in and out from between her legs.

Tyrone squeezed his arms tightly as he continued to thrust faster and faster, his balls slamming loudly against her ass cheeks.  Sophia could hardly breathe as her climax peaked, her voice giving out as she continued to tremble in his arms.  His thick cock trembled deep inside her, echoing throughout her entire body each time he thrust it in.

“Ungh!  UNGH!  Yeah, making this pussy mine,” he grunted as he slammed away.

He effortlessly tossed her up and down, as if she were weightless within his arms.  As soon as Sophia’s climax subsided, she felt yet another rush of warmth run through her.  She closed her eyes, small tears of joy forming at the edges of them.  Thick beads of sweat rolled down her body as she breathed heavily, trying to adjust to the constant rush of pleasure rolling through her.

“OH!  OH!  WAIT!  WAAAAAAIT!  STOOOOOOOP!”  She screamed as she felt an intense pressure between her legs.

Tyrone thrust his hips a couple of more times before pausing and pulling his cock out with a loud wet pop.  Sophia’s eyes widened as she felt something drizzle out from between her legs.  Tyrone was surprised, watching as her juices dripped down out of her quivering cunt.  He carried her over to the bedroom and gently laid her on it.

“You okay?”  He asked.

“Ohmygodohmygodohmygod...”  Sophia whimpered in disbelief as she stared between her legs.  “This is so embarrassing!  I didn’t mean to pee!”

Tyrone laughed and shook his head.  “That’s not what that is.  What you just let out is something different.  You’d be surprised by how many women experience it,” he replied.

“What?”  She responded, looked up at him, confused.

“Yeah, some women squirt, and I mean, they squirt.  Like it flies out,” Tyrone replied with a grin.

“I’ve...  I’ve never felt this before,” Sophia gasped.

“Well, you’re about to feel it a lot more,” Tyrone said confidently as he placed his still hard cock against her pussy lips, teasing them open with the bulbous tip.

Sophia gasped as she arched her back and looked between her legs.  “Slow... Slow...”  She requested.

Tyrone nodded as he rubbed her inner thighs, helping to calm her a bit as he eased his way back into her tight Asian cunt.  She closed her eyes immediately, reaching between her legs and raising her upper body slightly to press her hands against his chiseled abs, as if to help control the speed at which he pushed forward.  Her pussy struggled initially again as his fat cock slowly made its entry, pushing apart the lips of her sex wide as it entered.

“Ungh!  Damn, still so fucking tight,” Tyrone groaned.

Sophia gasped and shuddered as the thick bulbous tip slipped in, the rest of his thick throbbing shaft slowly sliding into her.  His shaft had an unevenness to it, some parts of the shaft thicker.  Each time a thicker part pushed in, she couldn’t help but gasp, feeling her pussy stretch even further to accommodate the girth.

“OH YES!”  She screamed as Tyrone pushed in, jamming the entire length of his shaft into her.

It was much easier now to slide his cock in and out of her pussy.  He placed his right thumb against her clit and rubbed furiously as he began to thrust his hips.  Sophia pressed her hands against his abs as she shook her head, feeling an intense heat rush through her again.

“Oh... OH!  OH!  SLOW!  SLOOOOOOOOW!”  She moaned.

Tyrone slowed his strokes, taking his time as he slid the entire length of his big fat cock in and out of her.  Sophia arched her back again, pressing the back of her head against the bed as she squeezed her eyes shut.  The heat within her spread yet again, taking her to new heights as she climaxed once more.

She clenched her toes tight as she let out a high pitched scream, washed away in streams of bliss.  Tyrone groaned loudly as her tight cunt clamped around his shaft as she trembled below him.  He reached out and squeezed her breasts some more, making sure to pinch her sensitive nipples tightly.

"OH!  FUCK!  AHHHH!" Sophia screamed as her latest climax peaked.

She momentarily had an out of body experience, blacking out and seeing herself from afar.  In her mind's eye, she saw herself, legs spread wide on the bed as Tyrone slammed away.  She came back to, as the loud squeaking of the bed filled her ears.

The entire bed rocked wildly while it squeaked, sounding as if it would collapse.  Tyrone finally slowed his strokes a bit as he wiped his forehead.  He gently pulled his throbbing cock out from her aching, quivering cunt, watching as it gaped open momentarily.

“Mmm, damn that is some sweet, sweet pussy.  Turn around, let me see that ass,” Tyrone said as he placed his hands on her hips and helped to spin her onto her tummy.

Sophia could barely move, feeling exhausted as Tyrone gripped her waist and pulled her ass upwards.  He spread her ass cheeks apart, licking his lips as he saw her wet pussy lips open up, quivering as he pressed the tip of his cock back between them.  The thick bulbous tip of his cock took its time, slowly working its way back into her cunt.  He spit on his shaft, helping to lubricate it.

“Tài hòu...  Tā bù shìhé...”  She gasped in her native language.

Tyrone had no idea what she was saying as he grunted and pushed his hips forward.  Her pussy was still extremely tight, enveloping around his thick shaft as it made its journey back in.  He licked his lips again as she stared down at her ass, watching his cock glide into her soaking wet cunt.  Her tiny little backdoor clenched tightly as if it were winking at him as his shaft slid into her.

Sophia gasped, pressing her face into the soft blanket below her.  In this new position, his cock was hitting all new areas, lighting up even more of her body.  

“Please, slow, please,” Sophia gasped as he thrust his hips forward.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take my time,” Tyrone assured as he continued to glide his cock into her.

He loved watching his thick, meaty shaft disappear into her tight pink cunt.  His balls finally reached the lips of her sex, brushing against her clit as he pressed the entire length of his shaft in.  He titled his head back and arched his back a bit, trying to push in deeper with his stroke.

“Oh fuck, that feels so fucking good,” he grunted.

Tyrone held his position for a moment longer, holding her waist tightly as his thick black cock throbbed inside her tight cunt.  After a moment longer, he began to pull out, staring down to see her pussy tightly grip onto his shaft as it left.  He loved seeing her sweet, soft, dark pink pussy lips stretched as he pulled out, making his cock quiver with delight.

“Oh... Oh... yes...”  Sophia gasped as she grabbed a hold of the sheets and clenched tightly onto them.

She could barely keep her ass up but luckily Tyrone’s powerful hands on her waist helped to keep her in her current position.  Her toes clenched as she wiggled her feet slightly while Tyrone began to thrust in and out.  His big black cock barreled back and forth, hitting all the right places as it slid in and out of her tight Asian pussy.  One of his hands wrapped around her waist and down between her legs.

Sophia gasped as he began rubbing her clit with two fingers on his right hand.  At the same time, his left hand worked its way towards her ass cheeks, his thumb gently pressing against her backdoor and teasing it.  She froze up as she felt the combination of feelings rushing through her.  His thumb pressing against her tightly clenched backdoor, his fingers against her clit and his thick throbbing shaft plowing into her pussy.  It was overwhelming.

He spit on his thumb and pushed it forward, gently sliding the tip of it into her tight little ass.  Her heart skipped a beat as she felt his thumb enter her ass, stunned by the brief sharp pain.  She jolted a bit, trying to get her lower body down but his powerful right arm kept her ass right in place.  

“Ah!  AH!  AHHHH!”  Sophia screamed as she felt his thumb wiggle in her virgin hole.

She gasped and screamed again as she felt the first knuckle of his thumb slide in, venturing deeper into her ass.  At the same time, he rubbed her clit furiously while thrusting his hips faster, slamming his fat cock in and out of her.  His large balls smacked loudly against her wet pussy lips, echoing in the room.

Sophia closed her eyes and bit the sheet below her as she felt yet another wave of pleasure crash through her.  Tears of joy rolled down her cheeks as she let out a muffled scream, her face buried into the sheets below her as the fires within spread.  The familiar sense of pressure between her legs grew and Tyrone pulled out, letting his cock pop out as her pussy let out a small stream of her juices.

His thumb remained in her ass, gently sliding in and out as he watched her climax and collapse forward onto her tummy.  She remained prone, slowly rubbing her face against the sheet below as her entire body tingled and grew numb.  He wiped his forehead once more before lightly smacking her on the right ass cheek, then the left.  She yelped softly and trembled, but remained prone, feeling completely exhausted.

Tyrone stroked his still hard cock and mounted her, pushing his cock back into her quivering cunt.  She gasped, barely able to squirm as his thick member made its way deep into her.  There was no more strength left in her body as she laid still, feeling his throbbing shaft work its way into her sensitive little pussy.  The most she could do was clench her toes tightly as he began to thrust rhythmically in and out.

His thrusts were different in this new position, more controlled as he pushed his hips forward, sliding the entire length of his shaft into her.  He would pause for a moment each time before pulling back, all the way until only the bulbous tip was inside before he pushed forward again.  Once his cock worked its way back in, he would gently grind his lower body against hers, making his throbbing cock bounce upward a little while it was buried deep in her tight cunt.

“Ungh... Unf... Ugh...”  Tyrone grunted each time he thrust his hips.

Sophia barely let out some muffled moans as she enjoyed the ride, feeling constant rolling waves of pleasure wash over her.  She felt his hot breath against the back of her shoulder as he thrust away.  Each time he pushed his hips forward, he used all his might, slamming his shaft in deep, then taking his time on the way out.  

“Mm... yes... yes...”  She moaned softly, barely able to keep herself awake.

She was completely exhausted, every inch of her feeling as though it was made of lead.  The bed continued to squeak and creak beneath them, still feeling as though it would collapse each time he thrust forward.  Sophia wasn’t sure how much time had passed but when she glanced out through one of the floor to ceiling windows, she was surprised to see that the sky was turning purple.

“Damn, this pussy stays tight!”  Tyrone groaned as he thrust forward again, pausing as he enjoyed the warmth of her sweet soft cunt.

Sophia gasped as she felt the pressure between her legs release again as he pulled back.  Tyrone moaned as his cock popped out again, followed by a small drizzle of her juices.  He smirked as he pressed the tip of his cock right back in.

“Wǒde mā ya!  Aren’t you done?”  Sophia gasped.

“Almost, almost,” Tyrone responded as he gently slid his cock in deep into her velvety pussy.

He loved the way her pussy gripped onto his cock.  Even after all the thrusting, she was still tighter than any other woman he had ever been with.  It had been a real challenge to not nut inside her.  He was surprised that she hadn’t even asked him to put on a condom.  That’s when a thought occurred to him.

“Where do you want me to cum?”  He whispered.

“Huh?  What?”  Sophia’s eyes widened as she realized that he was not wearing any protection.  “Oh no!  Outside, outside!”  She stammered.

“Okay, okay, calm down, I got it,” Tyrone responded as he began to thrust his hips again.

She could feel that he was close, his shaft throbbing and quivering faster inside her.  Sophia was stunned at herself for allowing him to just slide his cock in her without any form of protection.  Her pussy seemed to tighten even more at the thought, as if it wanted his seed.  Tyrone groaned, waiting until the last minute to pull his shaft out and rubbed it between her ass cheeks.

“Agh!  Fuck!  Yeah!”  He groaned as he shot his thick, hot load.

Sophia shivered as she felt his gooey warm seed land on her mid and lower back, and then on her ass.  She was surprised by how much was shooting out from his member.  Tyrone continued to groan and stroke his shaft as he came, launching out more of his seed.

“Whew!  Damn!”  He grunted as his cock finally stopped.

He opened up her ass cheeks and rubbed his glistening rod between them as more of his seed dribbled out a bit from the tip of his cock.  Sophia laid still, enjoying the warmth of his shaft between her ass cheeks.  He still felt rock hard.

“That was amazing,” Sophia whispered as she rubbed her face on the sheet below her.

“Hell yeah, wow.  Tightest pussy ever,” Tyrone said with a grin as he unmounted her and stood at the edge of the bed.  ‘Let me wipe you off,” he said as he rushed to the bathroom and grabbed a towel.

Sophia wiggled a bit as he rubbed the soft towel on her back and lower body, cleaning her off as best as he could.  “You’re welcome to rest here for a while and use the shower to clean up,” he said as he tossed the towel to the side.  Sophia could only nod, just barely, as she closed her eyes, completely exhausted from the experience.  Tyrone got dressed before walking back into the bedroom.  “Well, I’m going for my workout, you’re welcome to stay, but if you don’t want to, the door locks itself.  Maybe I’ll see you again?”

“Huh?  Yeah...”  Sophia whispered, barely able to register his words.

As Tyrone headed out, Sophia drifted off, falling asleep as soon as the door closed.  Whatever worries she had, were long gone.
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Chapter 60
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Johnny growled as he placed his hands on his chubby hips and yelled.  Sophia had barely entered the house when Johnny had rushed over, more angry than concerned.  And now, here she was, standing as he lectured her.

“You know how long I’ve been waiting?  I’ve been starving here and you haven’t answered your phone or texted back!  Unbelievable!”  He shouted.

“I was at the hospital getting examined for any injuries,” Sophia lied.

“And the car?  Did you get the insurance paperwork like I told you to?  Where’s the police report?”  He responded.

“It’s all in the car.  Where are Tony and Andy?”

“I left them back at my mom’s place,” he answered.

“Oh, you...  You weren’t watching them?”

“What?  You know how busy I am?!  You were supposed to pick them up and take care of them.  I’ve got multiple fires I have to put out right now.  You owe me one!  You know the earful I got from my mom?  Talking about how you were irresponsible, how you need to be more careful driving.  Is this all because I forgot our anniversary?”  Johnny questioned.

Sophia rolled her eyes as she sighed.  She was exhausted and not in the mood to hear him rant.  “Look, some racist pieces of shit purposefully tried to hurt me today, they damaged the card and nearly choked me out.  I was lucky there was someone brave enough to step in and stop them.  The last thing I want to do is stand here listening to you shouting, my ears are already ringing as is,” she replied, a sharp angry edge to her voice.

He seemed to finally take the hint and quieted down, glancing awkward towards the ground, knowing that what he was doing was wrong.  Sophia continued walking past him, heading straight upstairs.  Every part of her ached as she made her way up, each step making her grimace.  Tyrone had done quite the number on her.

She couldn’t help but smirk as she made her way to the top of the stairs and towards the master bedroom.  Her heart was still racing and the lips of her sex still quivered from the experience.  She nearly tripped over her own clumsy feet as she got to her bed and practically slammed down onto it.

“Wow...”  She whispered.

The ceiling felt as though it was spinning as she stared up at it.  She sighed as she heard Johnny’s heavy footsteps as they made their way up to the master bedroom.  He poked his head in, still looking slightly angry.

“So, are you okay then?”  He asked.

“I think so.  Just really tired and aching everywhere,” Sophia responded.

“So...  Are you going to make dinner or are we ordering in?”

Sophia glared at her husband.  “Really?  Just order in, I’m too tired to do anything right now,” she answered sharply.

“Whoa, no reason to get angry.  If anything I should still be angry, I could’ve ordered hours ago if you had just texted back,” he remarked.

She was about to say something but paused, deciding to just remain silent and hold it in.  He could have easily ordered in without her approval.  It’s not like he was even interested in what she wanted to eat, it was just for show, to make it seem like he cared.

“Okay, I’m going to order that fried chicken that we both like,” he said.

“Fine,” Sophia answered as he confirmed exactly what she had predicted would happen.  Only ordering what he actually wanted.

He turned and left, not apologizing for his behavior, which only further drove Sophia off the walls.  She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, trying to calm herself as best as she could.  The anger welling up in her grew and she felt like a volcano ready to burst.  She continued to take slow, deep breaths and thought about her amazing experience with Tyrone.

A small moan escaped her lips as she thought about his thick black shaft slamming in and out of her.  The lips of her sex quivered at the thought, aching slightly as they did.  She grimaced momentarily as she got up and scooted back towards her pillows, leaning against them as she took another deep breath.  Every part of her still ached, but her crotch was throbbing.  The constant pounding she had received had made her extremely sensitive there.

She pulled up her phone and opened up an app to stream shows.  They had subscribed to one that specialized in Chinese and Taiwanese content.  After scrolling through a couple of different screens, she finally found a show she was interested in and casted it onto the television.

Within minutes, she had zoned out, barely registering what was happening on the screen.  Instead, she kept thinking about Tyrone.  He was so big and strong, and brave, she thought.  The way he had handled the three racists that had harassed her.  A shiver ran down her spine as she thought about what could have happened if he hadn’t been around.

Whatever preconceived notions she had about black people had dissipated.  The fear she had of them being around, now replaced with thoughts of safety.  All the other cars and trucks that had driven by, not one of them had even honked or attempted to stop the three hooligans. 

She nibbled on her lower lip as she envisioned him walking out of her bathroom, his smooth ebony skin glistening with sweat and only his lower body covered by a towel.  Her pussy shuddered at the thought and she let out another soft moan.  

Sophia’s imagination began to go wild, imagining him walking towards her while letting his towel drop to the floor.  The ball of anger that had felt like it would explode inside her had turned to one full of desire.  Her hands slowly made their way between her legs, two of her fingers just grazing against her sensitive, aching crotch.

She winced as a sharp pain worked its way through her and her hand immediately pulled away.  A small sigh made its way out of her parted lips as she admitted to the fact that it was probably too soon to go anywhere near her crotch.  She got up and headed to the bathroom.

Once she was in front of the mirror, she pulled down her pants, then her panties.  “Oh wow,” she whispered as she looked at her reflection.  Even though she had a natural bush covered her sex, she could still see that the area around it was bright pink.  Never in her life had she imagined that her crotch would look so used.

“Nì tiān...”  She whispered as she stared at herself.  It was unbelievable.  She pulled her panties and pants back up, slightly wincing as they rubbed against her sensitive crotch.  While it was painful now, her body seemed to want more as the lips of her sex continued to quiver.  

She headed back into the room, glancing over to see that the show she had put on was still going.  There were a couple of characters she didn’t recognize so she grabbed her phone and paused the video.  She clicked on an earlier time frame to see if she could catch up, even though she was completely clueless as to what was happening in general on the show.

Sophia glanced at the clock, surprised at how much time had passed.  The little zone out she had, imagining Tyrone in the room felt short and yet fifteen minutes had come and gone.  She blinked several times just to make sure she was reading the clock right.

“Wow,” she whispered as she glanced over at her phone as it buzzed to life.

She laid back in bed and picked up her phone, opening the group chat with the other girls.  It was Melissa, letting them all know that she had finished yet another workout.  Sophia gasped as a picture popped up of Marcus’s glistening black rod.

Karen was the first to respond with an emoji of a laughing face.  Sharon followed with a picture of a man shaking his head.  Sophia’s fingers hovered over the small virtual keyboard as she debated on whether or not to let them know of her own little experience.

“We need to meet soon, I have something to tell you all,” she whispered to herself as she typed, her fingers trembling each step of the way.

As soon as she pressed send, there was a flood of responses from all three.  They wanted to know what it was about, when the best time to meet was, and a couple of guesses as to what Sophia was going to say.  Melissa was pretty much spot on, guessing if Sophia had gotten a similar workout.  Sophia typed back that she would feel more comfortable talking about it in person.

Before she could read the follow-up responses, Johnny poked his head back into the room.  Sophia looked up at him, trying her best not to glare.  He cleared his throat and stepped in.

“Hey, look, I’ve been thinking about it downstairs and I’m sorry for all the yelling when you got back.  Are you okay?”  He asked.

Sophia raised one eyebrow as she stared at her husband suspiciously.  There were very few reasons for him to apologize.  He glanced around and scratched his chin, eyeing her like a piece of meat.  Sophia sighed as she realized what he was trying to get at.

“I’m fine, just really sore everywhere,” she answered.

“Huh... ok.  So like... everywhere?”  He asked.

“Please don’t tell me you’re apologizing just because you want to have make up sex or something.  Johnny, are you not registering what happened to me today?  Having sex right now is the last thing on my mind,” she replied.

There was a key word she had kept out of her response, ‘you,’ as in having sex with him right now was the last thing on her mind.  Tyrone, on the other hand, still made the lips of her sex shudder with excitement.  Johnny stared down at the ground and placed his hands on his hips unhappily.

“Ugh, where’s the freaking food,” he muttered under his breath as he rubbed his belly awkwardly.

The doorbell rang and Sophia could see him immediately perk up, standing straight as he turned.  “Finally!”  He roared with happiness.  After taking a couple of steps out the door, he paused and turned, “are you coming down?”

“You can get started.  I’m going to rest for a bit longer,” she answered.

“Okay, well, I’m taking the drumsticks!”  He said as he rushed off.

“Can you get me some water?”  Sophia called out.

She didn’t hear a response and sighed.  He was usually so slow but when it came to food, it was like he became the Flash, zooming off without a second thought.  The show she was watching had continued on, oblivious to her situation.  She sighed yet again as she grabbed her phone, restarting the episode in its entirety.  As she stared at the screen, she thought about what she was going to tell her friends.
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