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Dwayne dodged his brother as he leaned down and sprinted forward while dribbling a basketball in his left hand.  As Willis tried to reach out to stop him, Dwayne spun, crossing the ball over to his right before hopping and laying the ball up towards the hoop.  Marcus rushed over under it and tried to grab it but was too late as it popped up against the rim before swooping on down through the net.

“Yeah!”  Dequan yelled as he high fived the young black genius.  “That’s what I’m talking about!  This right here!  Real nig-”

“HEY!  Language!”  Horace yelled from the side.

“Oh, sorry Mr. Jones,” Dequan apologized.  “Got excited.”

“Man, you’re getting excited for that?  You three are only up by two,” Marcus responded as he shook his head and checked the basketball towards him.

“Two is better than zero,” Dequan laughed back as he bounced the ball back to Marcus.  “You ready to go bruh?  I ain’t letting you get past me this time.”

“Please, you so big, you ain’t never gonna catch up with this speed,” Marcus said as his eyes glanced over towards his brother Willis.  

He faked a pass, causing Dequan to respond.  The big black man lunged to the left with his arms out and Marcus smirked as he bounced the ball to the right towards Darius.  Dequan’s large frame made it hard for him to stop his momentum.

Darius got a hold of the ball and began dribbling down the line towards the edge of the driveway before making his way back towards the hoop.  Tyrone was right on him, flailing his arms around to try and slow the slimmer man down.  He didn’t play basketball too often, he was more into football.

After dribbling the ball between his legs, Darius made his move, sprinting over to the right while raising his left arm to try and push Tyrone away from him path.  Unfortunately for him, Tyrone was far too strong, barely flinching as he kept blocking him.  Darius felt like David going against Goliath as he tried to get closer to the hoop.

“You got this!”  Marcus yelled as he rushed over to one side of the hoop.

Darius acted as if he was going to pass the ball towards Marcus but quickly turned and jumped, throwing the ball towards the hoop.  Tyrone tried to jump as well but it was too late.  Willis rushed over near the hoop and jumped, grabbing the ball and dunking it down.

“BOOM!”  Willis yelled as he held onto the rim.

He kept his hands on the rim, holding onto it as he swung from side to side.  Dwayne rolled his eyes and shook his head while adjusting his glasses.  “Way to go man, a seven foot tall giant just swinging around on a hoop,” he said sarcastically.

“Hey, if you got it, you got to flaunt it,” Willis said as he dropped down and flexed.

“Man, you talking about me celebrating too much and you up here doing that shit for evening the score,” Dequan replied.

“All right!  Get your asses off the driveway!  Barbeque is ready!”  Horace yelled.

“Shit, was just about to dunk on your asses myself,” Dequan continued as he walked towards the gate to the backyard.

“Like your ass can get that high,” Marcus laughed.

Willis tapped his youngest brother on the arm, “yo, you know that Marcus and I are going to be out this weekend right?”

Dwayne tilted his head, “huh?”

“Yeah, we’re gonna take the guys out to check out Dallas, maybe even fly over to Houston to watch a game.”

“Was that this weekend?”

“Yeah man, it’s on your calendar.”

“Crap, sorry, I completely lost track of time.  All these VC meetings have been grinding me down,” Dwayne said with a sigh.

“Why don’t you take a break too man, come with us.  We can afford another ticket.”

“Nah, I need to prep for Monday, meeting with a big dog.”

“Cuban?”

Dwayne nodded as he pushed his glasses up with one finger.  “He’s apparently in town for some kind of convention and I managed to get on his schedule.”

“Damn, that’s lit!”  Willis remarked as they walked over towards the smoker.

“Of course it’s lit, fool, how else do you think I’d smoke the meat?”  Horace responded.

“What?  Nah, pops, I was talking to Dwayne,” Willis laughed.

“Oh, are you lighting something?  You better not be doing that Mary Jane!”  Horace warned.

“It’s an expression pops, like damn, that’s cool, you know?”  Willis explained.

“What’s cool?”  Horace inquired.

“He’s meeting with the big man himself, good ol’ Cuban!”

“Who?”

Willis shook his head as he grabbed a plate.  “Nevermind pops.  You’re staying home this weekend, right?”  He asked, changing the subject.

Horace took a bite of brisket and shook his head.  “Nope.  Going to see a lady in Hotlanta,” he said excitedly.

“What?  A lady?  When did you find someone in Hotlanta?!”  Marcus asked, surprised as he grabbed himself some brisket.

“More like, how?  You barely know how to use that phone of yours,” Willis added.

“Boy!  Shut your mouth!  I have my ways,” Horace responded.  “And don’t you boys worry, she’s real, I did that whole face talk or whatever.”

“You want to at least leave an address or something so we can keep tabs?”  Dwayne asked, a bit of concern in his voice.

“Tabs?  Why do you need to keep tabs on me?”

“Dad, there’s all kinds of crazy shit that happens out there.  You’ve never heard of catfishing?”  Dwayne responded.

“Catfishing?  Like fishing catfish?  It’s been awhile since I’ve done that.  What does that have to do with anything?”

“Pops!  Come on!  Yo, Dwayne, you got to install some kind of safety software on his phone before he leaves man,” Marcus interrupted as he munched away.

“Yeah, dad, give me your phone.”

Horace sighed and handed him his phone.  “Don’t go digging in there for pictures.  This is my special lady.”

“Fine, whatever dad.  Actually, let me just put this on here,” Dwayne said as he began installing an app.  “Dad, give me your wallet real quick too.”

“My wallet?”  Horace responded as he dug through his back pocket and pulled it out.  “What do you need this for?”

Dwayne pulled out an AirTag from his pocket and grabbed his father’s wallet.  He plopped it into where the cash was.  “Don’t lose that.  Just keep it in there,” Dwayne said.

“Is it going to give me cancer?”

“Dad, no.  All of this is to make sure we know where you are and that you’re safe,” Dwayne replied.

“Shit, that means you’re going to be home alone bruh,” Willis said as he licked his fingers.  

“Guess so.  Better for me, I really need to prep for that meeting with Cuban,” Dwayne responded nonchalantly as he finished installing the app for his father before handing him his phone back.

“Well, don’t burn yourself out over it,” Willis warned.

“Hey, do you need us around to help out?  Cause we can cancel our trip,” Marcus added.

“No, no, go on your trip.  Do you think you all can at least take your laptops?  I might send you the deck to get a second set of eyes on it,” Dwayne asked.

“Of course bruh.  You hear that Dequan?  Bring your laptop,” Marcus ordered.

“He said you all, that means everyone,” Dequan barked.

“Nah, we just need one.”

“Man, why I got to be the one?”

“Cause you’re the strongest, remember?”  Marcus laughed.

Marcus ate another piece of brisket while getting close to his brother.  “Hey bruh, uh, I didn’t get a chance to let Melissa know, so if she swings by, just let her know no workouts this weekend,” he whispered.

“Why don’t you just text her?”  Dwayne asked.

“New phone, lost my contacts.”

“You got another new phone?  What happened to the last one?!”

“Uh...  Let’s just say Melissa got a bit too excited during one of our workouts,” Marcus whispered as he glanced over to make sure their dad wasn’t listening.

Dwayne raised an eyebrow and shook his head.  “Should I even ask for details?”

“Well, not with pops around,” Marcus laughed.

“Boy!  What’re you telling Dwayne over there?  Don’t be a bad influence on him!”  Horace warned.

“Pops, chill, I’m just letting him know about my workload, that’s all.  He’s my boss, remember?”

Horace eyed him suspiciously before grabbing a spoonful of potato salad and plopping it on his plate.  Dequan grabbed a rib and mowed it down next to him.  “This boy can eat, can’t he?”  Horace laughed.

“Of course pops!  Look how big he is!”

“Like feeding cattle,” Horace remarked.

Everyone laughed as Dequan glanced around.  He felt a little embarrassed but shrugged it off.  “I got to maintain my weight,” he responded.
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Melissa stepped out of the shower and glanced at herself in the mirror.  She twisted her body left and right, admiring her own body.  “Wow,” she whispered.  It seemed the workout sessions with Marcus were helping her lose weight.

“Oh!  Mi amore!”  Daniel proclaimed as he peeked his head into the bathroom.

He placed his fingers to his lips and kissed them.  “You’re looking more beautiful than ever!”  He continued as he stepped in and admired her.

“Is Cathy home?”  Melissa asked.

“No, I think she went out to meet with Katlyn.”

Melissa smirked and slowly, seductively walked towards her husband.  It took him by surprise and he took a couple of steps back.  She loved how nervous he looked as she made her way towards him, like a predator getting ready to pounce on its prey.

“Well...  If it’s just the two of us,” she whispered.

Daniel’s old eyes widened in surprise as she got face to face with him and then got to her knees.  She pulled down his sweatpants and gently massaged his little pecker.  The tip of his member just barely protruded past her palm as she kneaded it to life.  Her husband groaned as his little dick grew rock hard in her hand.

Melissa was always someone who enjoyed sex, but after her experiences with Marcus, she was insatiable.  She stuck out her tongue and flicked it against the tip of her husband’s member.  He tilted his head back and groaned while trembling.  She knew she had to be careful not to overdo it or he would pop too early.

“Do you like that?”  She cooed as she gently flicked her tongue against the tip of his member again.

“OH!  MI AMORE!  You’re so sexy!”  Daniel grunted.

She stood up and then pulled him by his little dick to the bedroom.  He followed along obediently, staring at her ass.  Once they got to the bed, she laid back and spread her legs wide, showing off her flexibility.

“Come on in,” she whispered.

Daniel excitedly got on the bed and rubbed the tip of his penis against the wet lips of her sex.  He closed his eyes while slowly pushing his member into her.  Melissa let out a small moan as she stared between her legs, feeling a bit underwhelmed.  His cock easily glided into her.

“Ah!  Yes!”  Daniel moaned as he began to grind his lower body against hers.

Compared to Marcus, Daniel felt so small.  He couldn’t hit the places that Marcus could.  But, at least he could still please her to a certain extent.  She had to be careful not to squeeze the lips of her sex to help her husband last longer.

“Ah!  Ah!  Yes!  Mi amore!”  Daniel continued as he grinded away.

He couldn’t quite thrust his hips, as his shaft wasn’t lengthy enough, so he had to keep his lower body close to hers.  Melissa glanced around the room, noticing how messy it was getting.  She kept a note to herself to tidy it up later.  Small little pings of pleasure tapped along through her as she looked over at her phone.

Marcus hadn’t texted back in a while and she wondered if everything was okay.  She had planned on visiting him for another workout session tomorrow but he hadn’t replied with a time.  Her husband continued to grunt and moan as he subtly moved his hips.

Melissa checked her clock and was surprised to see a couple of minutes had passed.  Daniel had always been a minute man but it seemed he was lasting longer.  She wondered if her consistent workouts with Marcus had helped loosen her up for him.  A small smile crept up along the corners of her lips as she focused just a little and clenched the lips of her sex.

“OH!  OH!  Are you cumming?!”  Daniel exclaimed excitedly.

“Mm, oh yeah, you’re making me cum,” Melissa responded, trying to fake an orgasm as best as she could while teasing him further by clenching the lips of her sex a little harder.

Her husband frantically moved his hips left and right as he felt her sex squeeze around his little pecker.  His thin, frail body tingled all over as he reached out and grabbed a hold of her soft supple breasts.

“Agh... oh!  UNGH!”  Daniel grunted loudly as he pushed his hips as forward as he could while collapsing atop her.

Melissa felt her husband’s dick tremble inside her for a moment before it softened.  She looked over at the clock again, he had managed to last at least five minutes, a new record.  Her husband huffed and puffed before rolling off of her and wiping his forehead.

“Whew!  Mi amore!  That was amazing!”  He groaned.

Melissa shrugged as she got out of bed and headed back to the bathroom.  “You’re still my Italian Stallion,” she complimented before turning on the shower.

Her body was nowhere near satiated.  That was but a mere appetizer, if that, to hold back her desires.  She stepped into the shower and closed her eyes as the warm water rushed down her body.  The lips of her sex still quivered and ached for attention and her fingers began to make their way down on their own.

She imagined Marcus in her mind’s eye, his massive hulking nude frame towering over her.  His long, thick, throbbing member standing at attention for her.  She let out a soft moan as her fingers gently caressed the lip of her sex, just gliding past her sensitive clit.

Her heart raced as she recalled how powerful Marcus’s thrusts were.  She nibbled on her lower lip and leaned back a bit while sliding two fingers up and down her slit.  Her excitement continued to build as she slowly pressed her fingers into her soft sex.  She had to be cautious not to moan too loudly, as she didn’t want her husband to hear.

She slid two fingers in and out of her while reaching up and rubbing her left breast with her other hand.  In her fantasy, Marcus was pounding away, thrusting his hips like a black bull.  She could almost hear the lewd wet sounds of their bodies slamming against one another.

“Mmm...”  She moaned quietly as her fingers moved a bit faster.

Melissa squeezed her breast and then pinched her hard nipple as she continued to finger herself.  She couldn’t believe she had to wait another day to have a little workout session with Marcus.  As her body began to grow warmer and warmer, she heard the bathroom door creak open and she immediately stopped.

“Mi amore?  You’re still planning on coming with me to the charity lunch thing, right?”  Daniel asked.

Melissa held back a frustrated sigh as she looked at him.  The shower glass panel was already heavily steamed up.  “Yes, that’s in an hour right?”

“Yes it is.  Okay, I just wanted to check, sometimes you shower a bit long.”

“Don’t worry, I’m not washing my hair today.  I’ll be out soon,” Melissa responded.

As he closed the door and left, Melissa grabbed some body wash and gently scrubbed herself.  She didn’t understand why her husband wanted to go to the charity event, he hadn’t even donated any money.  His company had sponsored it, but he had mainly used it as a tax write-off.  She let out a sigh and finished washing herself, she had to be patient, just one more day before she could get her regularly scheduled workout.
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Dwayne yawned, stretched and rubbed his eyes as he woke up.  The weekend was just beginning.  His brothers had taken off the night before, and his father had left early in the morning.  The entire house was his.  He grabbed his glasses and then his phone, checking his email.

“Oh no, figures,” he sighed as he scrolled through a couple of emails.

There was a laundry list of items being requested from him before his meeting with one of his biggest venture capitalists.  He took a mental note of the more important items before getting out of bed and heading to the bathroom.  It was already mid-morning, he had slept in longer than he had anticipated.

He rolled out of bed and stretched his arms high, letting out a small groan as he heard a small pop near his upper back.  His vision was still blurry as he turned and reached down to pick up his glasses.  The sun peeked through the blinds, a stream of separate orange lines filling his clean room.

The house felt eerily silent as he brushed his teeth and browsed on his phone.  It had been a long time since he’d been alone like this, not since his later days in college, when had finally gotten his own place.  He finished brushing, washed his face and then headed downstairs while ordering some delivery for a late breakfast, early lunch through an app on his phone.

To add some noise, he turned on the television and left it on some random channel while he opened up his laptop.  The presentation he had drafted up was still up, with only a title slide.  He sighed and rubbed his hands together as he began to outline his deck.

"Okay, you've got this," he whispered to himself as he tapped on his keyboard.

He liked to start by putting everything in his head on a slide before parsing it out piece by piece.  This was probably the least favorite part of his job, something he usually assigned to Marcus, as he was better at marketing.  However, from everything he’d heard, Cuban cared less about the deck and more about the investor, so he had decided to take it upon himself to quickly draft something up.

His fingers furiously tapped along the keyboard as he described his company and its goals.  Time flew by as he created enough content for at least twenty slides.  He cracked his neck and leaned back, making sure he had everything at least roughly defined.  It was still an extremely messy draft but it was a start.

He changed the order of the slides to try to paint a more consistent story before popping in a couple of pictures, clip art mostly, as placeholders.  It looked like a child had made the deck but he didn’t care, it wasn’t something Cuban was probably even interested in.  And plus, he’d send this out to his brothers to review and he hoped that they would work on it even while they were partying.

The doorbell rang and he looked up at the clock, more time had passed than he had thought.  He put his laptop aside and headed towards the front door.  As he opened it, he saw a car drive off, and at his feet was a bag of food.  He pulled out his phone, tipped the driver and then grabbed the bag before heading back into the kitchen.

The television was still on and Dwayne tilted his head as he watched whatever random show was on.  He pulled out the food containers, opened them up and then grabbed some utensils while still watching the trashy show that was on.  Some older woman was calling another woman names while the two were trying to grab some kind of glittery dress off a rack.

“Can’t believe this type of stuff gets air,” he sighed as he grabbed the remote while sitting on a nearby stool.

He flipped through the different channels, uninterested in most things that were on.  The Thai food he had ordered smelled good and he grabbed his chopsticks.  His eyes lingered on the screen while he readied to eat a mouthful of food.  Before he could, the doorbell rang.

"Huh?" He said to himself as he put his chopsticks down and made his way to the door.

He wondered if he had ordered something recently as he opened the door.  To his surprise, it was Melissa, wearing the tightest workout clothes she possibly could've.  There was nothing left to the imagination.

"Oh!  Dwayne, hey," she greeted, looking surprised.

"Hi Mrs. Pessoa," Dwayne greeted back.

"Please, just call me Melissa," she replied, her eyes glancing around.  "Is Marcus home?"

"Uh, no, oh, actually he wanted to tell you that he got a new phone and apparently had to get a new number too.  I can give it to you," Dwayne said as he walked back to the kitchen to get his phone.

Melissa walked in and closed the door behind her.  "A new phone and number?!"

"I know, right?  I didn't even know until he told me.  We usually use our work phones to communicate," Dwayne replied as he grabbed his phone.

"How long will he be out?" Melissa inquired, trying her hardest to hide her disappointment.

"All weekend, actually, until Tuesday.  He and Willis planned out this trip to show the rest of the guys Dallas, Houston and, I don't know, some other areas of Texas," Dwayne answered.

Melissa's heart sank at the news.  She'd been looking forward to this for days.  Her husband's inability to please her the day before had only heightened her lust.

"So it's just you and your father for the long weekend?" 

"Huh?  Oh no, he's visiting Atlanta for a while."

Dwayne walked back over while staring down at his phone, "so, if you want, I can give you his new number."

"Oh sure... hey..."  Melissa hesitated, trying to choose his words carefully.  "Do... you and Marcus talk about... private matters?"

Dwayne pushed his glasses back and tilted his head to one side.  "Huh?  I mean, we're pretty open about our lives."

"Has he... has he talked about his workouts with me?"

Dwayne gulped and slowly lowered his phone.  Lying wasn't his strongest trait.  "Uh... I mean, uh... he um, he definitely um... enjoys them," he answered, his voice trembling wildly.

Melissa eyed him, while he wasn't as beefy as Marcus, he still looked very athletic, though a little nerdy.  She also found it cute to see him struggling to respond.  He was obviously trying to hide the fact that he knew was his brother had been up to when it came to his workouts with her.

She slowly closed the gap between them, taking a few slow but deliberate steps forward.  "And, what's he say about them?  Does he have any favorite... positions?" She asked.

Dwayne gulped again and took a step back.  His dark skin was flushed, though hard to tell.  "Uh... um... uh... I guess, I mean um..."

"You're the brains behind the whole company right?" Melissa asked, changing the subject.

"Uh yeah."

"And you were how old again?" Melissa inquired.

"Um, eighteen ma'am," he replied, his voice cracking a little.

He'd argued with some of the most intense venture capitalists, debated with wealthy, powerful investors, and yet, at this moment, he was more nervous than he had ever been.  As he took another step back he bumped into the edge of the kitchen island.

"Eighteen huh?  Wow, your hormones must be raging," Melissa said seductively.

"Uh, well um, oh, hey, look at the time, I uh... let me um, I can still get that number for Marcus," Dwayne said nervously.

"Well, that number isn't going to do me much good right now.  I've been really looking forward to this workout today," Melissa said as she slowly pulled up her sports bra.

Dwayne's eyes widened as he nearly dropped his phone. "DAMN!" He exclaimed as soon as her soft supple breasts freed themselves.  Marcus had mentioned off hand how insatiable Melissa was, but this was highly unexpected.

“You’re an adult, well, more of a young stud, so let’s see if you can give me a workout,” Melissa continued as she slowly pulled down her tight leggings.  

Dwayne was a statue, barely able to process what was happening before his eyes.  Melissa was twice his age, yet extremely fit and beautiful.  He was still a virgin, mostly due to how busy he’d been more than anything.  As Melissa pulled off her leggings, she revealed she was wearing nothing underneath, her neatly trimmed bush, in the shape of an arrow pointing towards her sex, revealed itself.

Once she was completely nude, she slowly walked towards him until they were basically face to face.  He was taller than her, and she had to look up while gently running her hand against his legs.  “Oh... there it is,” she commented as she felt a strong rod pressed against his right thigh.
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Melissa grabbed the waistband of Dwayne’s sweatpants and pulled them down while she squatted.  Her eyes widened and she let out an audible gasp as she saw his lengthy member bobbing around.  He was definitely longer than Marcus and he was still flaccid.

“Holy shit boy!  You’re really packing some heat here, ain’t you?!”  Melissa said, startled as her eyes danced along his shaft.

“Uh, I mean, um,” Dwayne was still a bit frazzled as he stared down at the beautiful fit, black-haired, white housewife.

She looked up, her blue eyes looking into his.  He shivered a bit, excitement coursing its way through him.  Her eyes really popped because of her raven colored hair.  His long, slim member began to tremble and harden, slowly working its way up.

Melissa licked her lips seductively as she reached up and helped to strengthen his rod, gently wrapping her fingers around his shaft and squeezing.  She leaned in a bit and spit onto his shaft, using her left hand to stroke her saliva up and down.  Her right hand cupped his large, low hanging balls, gently massaging them.

“Oh wow, your balls are so big too,” she commented.

Dwayne let out a small moan as he felt her hot breath brush by the sensitive underside of his hardening shaft when she spoke.  He’d masturbated from time to time, but this felt entirely different.  Her hands felt so warm and soft.

“Oh...”  He gasped.

“How long has it been since you’ve had sex?”  Melissa inquired.

“Uh, um, that’s um...”  Dwayne stuttered, feeling embarrassed.

“Oh, honey, are you a virgin?”  Melissa gasped.  “Are you saving yourself?  Do you want me to stop?”  She asked as she pulled her hands away.

Dwayne shook his head, “no ma’am, I’m definitely not saving myself.  I just uh, I never had the time,” he answered.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes ma’am!”

“So you want me to keep stroking that big fat cock of yours?”  Melissa teased as she rubbed her pointer finger around the tip of his throbbing member.

“Yes!  Yes ma’am!”  Dwayne exclaimed excitedly.

Melissa smirked as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft again, surprised by how thick it had gotten.  It was definitely comparable to Marcus and the length was something else.  The lips of her sex quivered at the thought of taking this young black stallion’s virginity.

She stroked his shaft gently, taking her time with her movement, up and down.  Her other hand continued to lightly massage his balls.  She pulled them up against his shaft as she leaned forward and slowly wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock.

“Oh!  Oh shit...”  Dwayne gasped as he felt the warmth of her mouth slowly envelop the head of his big black member.

He placed his phone on the counter and pushed his glasses up while tilting his head back.  Her mouth felt amazing as she slowly worked her head forward.  His heart raced as he felt her tongue move from side to side against the sensitive underside of his shaft, right where it met the tip.  At the same time, she gently sucked away at the bulbous round tip while her left hand continued to stroke his lengthy shaft.

Melissa could taste his pre-cum as it leaked out.  She pulled back and spit on his shaft again, helping to lubricate her hand as it worked its way up and down.  His big black cock was rock hard now, throbbing wildly as she stroked it.  She couldn’t wait to take him between her legs.

“Let’s go somewhere a little more comfortable,” she said as she stood up and walked towards the living room while holding onto his shaft.

She pulled him along behind her until they got to a sofa.  Melissa sat back down and stroked his member some more while leaning forward and taking the tip of his cock into her mouth again.  She sucked on it a little before she pulled it out and lifted it up.  Her tongue gently glided down the underside of his shaft until she got down to his balls.

“Oh fuck...”  Dwayne whispered.

Melissa gently sucked on his balls, one, then the other before gliding the tip of her tongue right back up his lengthy shaft.  He couldn’t believe how good it felt.  His whole body tingled as her tongue made its way back up and then circled around the tip.

“You like that?”  Melissa teased as she pulled back and spread her legs wide, showing off her natural flexibility.

“Oh wow...”  Dwayne responded, his eyes wide as he stared down at her tight pink slit.

He couldn’t help but crouch down to get a better look.  His mouth salivated at the sight, his hands shaking wildly as they rested on her inner thighs.  He leaned forward, sticking out his tongue and slowly licking the quivering lips of her sex.

“Oh... returning the favor?”  Melissa gasped.

Dwayne wasn’t entirely sure exactly what to do, he was going by what he had seen in porn movies, slowly moving his tongue up and down.  He was surprised when she wrapped her thighs around his head and thrust her crotch up while pulling his head in.  His long dexterous tongue slid inside her and wagged left and right.

“Mm... that’s it,” Melissa moaned as she grinded her lower body up and down.

Her sensitive clit rubbed against the tip of his nose.  Dwayne continued to flick his tongue in different directions as his hands reached down and gripped her firm but round ass cheeks.  His glasses fogged up a bit as he pleased her as best as he could with his tongue.

Melissa spread her legs again and gently pushed his head back with her hands.  Dwayne thought he did something wrong as he leaned back and pushed his glasses back.  “Oh, sorry,” he apologized.

“What?  For what?”

“Oh, I thought, I mean, because you pushed my head back,” Dwayne responded.

She laughed and reached down between her legs to grab a hold of his fat cock, pulling it towards her soaking wet sex.  “No, I just want to feel this inside me,” she answered as she rubbed the tip of his cock against the lips of her sex, focusing primarily on her clit.

“Do you have a condom?”  Melissa asked.

“Huh?  Oh, yeah, hold on,” Dwayne replied as he looked around before pulling away and rushing back up to his bedroom.

He came thundering back down while ripping open the package of his condom, his long, hard cock flopping around wildly.  Melissa giggled as she watched him stare at the condom, turning it from one side to the other as he tried to figure out how to put it on.  She shook her head and sat up, taking it from his hands.

“You want to see something really impressive?”  She asked.

“Uh... yes ma’am.”

She opened her mouth and placed the ring of the condom against her lips.  After grabbing his shaft and pulling him towards her, she leaned forward, slowly enveloping his thick cock with her mouth again.  At the same time, she expertly managed to slide the condom down his shaft with her lips.

“Oh damn!”  Dwayne groaned loudly.

Melissa pulled back when she was done and wiped her lips.  “There we go,” she said proudly before leaning back again and spreading her legs wide.  “Now come on in,” she teased as she licked her fingers and rubbed her clit.

Dwayne nervously grabbed his throbbing hard cock and pressed it against the lips of her sex.  He was a bit unsure of what to do, he’d seen plenty of videos but he wasn’t entirely confident on how hard he should push.  Melissa gasped as the tip of his cock gently pressed against her crotch, parting open the lips of her sex but then it slipped upward.

She raised an eyebrow and reached down, grabbing a hold of his cock and helping to aim it and keep it steady.  He looked nervous as he tried to follow her lead.  “It’s okay, you’ve got this hon,” she said with a smile.  It was cute, how inexperienced he seemed as she helped to guide his cock into her soaking wet sex.

Dwayne groaned loudly as the bulbous tip of his fat cock slowly entered her.  He couldn’t believe how warm and soft it was.  It was so different than his hand.

“Ooh, that’s it,” Melissa gasped as she continued to help guide his cock in.

Her pussy wrapped tightly around his cock, squeezing and kneading it as it entered.  Dwayne closed his eyes and tilted his head back as slowly pushed his hips forward.  He couldn’t believe how tight she was.  His cock felt like it was being wrapped in velvet as he slid deeper and deeper into her.

“Oh fuck... Damn...”  He groaned softly.

Melissa slowly pulled her hands away as his shaft inched its way in.  She moaned loudly while clenching her toes tightly.  This is what she had been waiting so long for, a big black cock.  She reached up and placed her hands on his chest, gently flicking her fingers against his dark nipples.  

Dwayne trembled as he continued pushing his hips forward.  He had quite a bit to go as he took his time.  Melissa moved her hands towards his arms and then pulled his hands down to her breasts.  He opened his eyes and gulped as his hands wrapped around her soft supple breasts.  He squeezed tightly as he pushed the rest of his big black shaft deep into her soft velvety sex.

“Ungh...”  He grunted.

“Oh... wow, you’ve bottomed out,” Melissa gasped as she wrapped her legs around his waist.

He was definitely skinnier than Marcus, she thought as she squeezed her thighs tightly against his hips.  Dwayne winced a bit and groaned, his cock twitching inside her.  She loosened her grip slightly in response.

“Okay big boy, start thrusting those hips,” she ordered.

Dwayne took a deep breath to prepare himself as he began to pull his hips back.  He shuddered as he felt the tight grip of her pussy against his shaft.  His legs felt weak as he pulled his hips back, watching as her pussy lips stretched along with his shaft, holding onto it for dear life.

He could feel the suction as he pulled back, her pussy gripping onto his shaft and trying to pull it back.  Thick beads of sweat began to form along the sides of his forehead as he felt his cock throb wildly.  He took a couple of deep breaths, panicking a bit as he felt his balls quiver.  Melissa closed her eyes and squeezed her pussy tightly, feeling his cock throbbing faster and faster.

“Oh... OH... shit... wait... Wait..  AGH!”  Dwayne groaned as his thick hot seed blasted into his condom.

Melissa gasped and looked down between her legs.  Her blue eyes met Dwayne’s hazel brown ones and she thought he was blushing as he pulled back.  His cock throbbed up and down, the tip of his condom full of his gooey white seed.  He wiped his forehead and nervously glanced down between his legs.

“Oh... fuck... sorry, I was too excited,” he apologized.

His cock was still rock hard, bouncing up and down as Melissa stared down between her legs.  “You’re still hard though,” she replied.

“Uh... yeah...”

“Do you have another condom?”  Melissa asked.

“I have a box full,” Dwayne answered.

Melissa got up on her elbows and glared at him.  “Well, what are you waiting for?  Go get them!  Let’s use that hard cock of yours until it goes soft,” she responded.
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Dwayne nervously placed the tip of his covered cock against the lips of Melissa’s soft pink pussy again.  He slowly pushed his cock back in, closing his eyes as he felt her smooth, satin sex wrap around the tip again.  His heart raced as he pushed his hips forward, struggling a bit as her tight pussy squeezed his still hard shaft.

“Oh... that’s it,” Melissa gasped.

She had initially been disappointed when he had climaxed so soon, but the fact that he was still hard and trying made that disappear quickly.  It was something she was willing to forgive, considering he was a virgin.  He pushed his hips forward a bit faster this time, plunging deep into her in one swift stroke.

“Ungh!”  Dwayne groaned as he paused and took a couple of deep breaths again.

“Dwayne,” Melissa said as she placed her hands on the sides of his head.  “You’re thinking too much, don’t.  Just enjoy it, don’t worry about anything else,” she whispered.

He nodded as he pulled his hips back, groaning as he felt her pussy grip around and pull his shaft again.  This time, he managed to pull his cock out about halfway before he pushed his hips back forward again.  He was getting used to it, his shaft feeling slightly less sensitive as he began to rhythmically move his lower body back and forth.

“Oh... OH!  Yes!  Yes!  That’s it!”  Melissa moaned loudly as she spread her legs wide.

The sofa began to squeak as Dwayne thrust his hips faster and harder.  He squeezed her breasts tightly as he hammered away.  His low hanging balls loudly smacked against her ass, the lewd sounds echoing in the large living room.

“That’s it!  Go harder!  Harder!”  Melissa gasped as she reached up and placed her hands on his chest.

He obliged, sliding his lengthy cock back and forth.  Her pussy tightened around his shaft further as she closed her eyes and cried out loudly.  She began to tremble wildly below him and he slowed, coming to a stop as she writhed around.

“OH!  OH GOD!  AAAAAAAAHHH!”  She screamed, being overtaken by a powerful climax.

“Uh... whoa, ma’am, are you... are you okay?”  Dwayne asked.

Melissa squeezed her legs tighter around his hips.  “Don’t you dare stop this rodeo!”  She screamed as she pulled him towards her.

Dwayne’s long thick cock slid right back into her.  He was a bit more gentle this time, worried that he had hurt her.  Melissa looked up and lightly smacked him on the cheek.

“Hon, you better start moving those hips faster,” she growled.

He was taken aback but he nodded and began to thrust harder again, slamming with all his might.  Melissa gasped as her eyes rolled back and her back arched.  Her legs began to tremble as Dwayne leaned in closer and pounded back and forth.  The sofa actually rocked back a little with each thrust of his hips.

Melissa gasped as she moved her own lower body, trying to push up each time he hammered in.  She felt yet another powerful blast of warmth rush through her body as her pussy quivered and tightened around his thick black shaft.  “Yes!  OH FUCK!  YES!  DON’T STOP!  OH GOD!  I’M CUMMING AGAIN!”  She squealed as she shuddered.

Dwayne groaned and slowed his strokes as her pussy clamped around his cock, squeezing it like a powerful vice.  He held his breath and tried his hardest to think about something else but it felt too good.  His ass clenched, his balls quivered, and his long black shaft throbbed as he came along with her, shooting out more of his thick gooey seed.  Melissa trembled as she felt his load, barely being contained by the condom wrapping his chocolate package.

“UNGH!  OH FUCK!”  Dwayne grunted as he pushed his hips forward and shook.

Melissa squealed as she writhed beneath Dwayne, loving the way his cock felt inside her.  He groaned as he pulled back, his cock still rock hard as it filled his second condom.  Melissa took a couple of slow breaths in while she looked down between her legs.

“You’re still hard?  Perfect!”  She said with delight as she sat up.

“Uh, ma’am, can I at least clean up a little before I put on another rubber?”  Dwayne requested.

“Oh no, you just get over here,” Melissa replied as she reached out and grabbed his still hard cock.

She peeled the condom off and tossed it to the side before leaning in and wrapping her lips around his cock.  Dwayne’s eyes widened as he groaned, taken by surprise as she sucked on the sensitive tip of his big black dick.  Melissa did the best she could to clean his cock with her mouth and tongue, licking up every last sticky drop of his seed.

She got off the couch spun Dwayne around and shoved him onto it.  “I saw this in a video and I’m pretty sure Marcus is too big and bulky to do it, but I think you’re the perfect size,” she said as she grabbed a condom and ripped the wrapper open.  She placed it in her mouth and slowly lowered her lips around his cock once more, sliding the condom down his long throbbing shaft.

“Oh shit...”  Dwayne gasped.

He couldn’t believe how horny the raven haired housewife was.  This was his first time ever with a woman and she was completely draining him.  Melissa pushed Dwayne down and then pulled his legs before lifting them up in the air.

“Uh, what the...”  Dwayne was confused as his feet hit the air, his ass hanging off the edge of the sofa while Melissa got her feet up next to his legs.

It was a reverse missionary position, or better known as an Amazonian position, with his legs open and up and her mounting him.  She let go of one of his ankles while reaching down between her legs to grab a hold of his fat throbbing cock.  Once the tip slid into her, she grabbed onto both calves and began her descent.

“Oh wow, this is amazing,” she gasped.

She felt like she was in complete control as she began to ride him.  There was no way her husband would ever be able to handle her in this type of position, and Marcus’s body would’ve been too wide, but Dwayne was the perfect fit.  She lowered herself down to the base before she began to grind her lower body back and forth.

“Agh... ungh... damn... ma’am... wow...”  Dwayne groaned as her soft pussy squeezed tightly onto his cock.

Melissa held tightly onto the back of his legs as she began to bounce up and down.  Her lower body felt pumped, like she was doing squats, as she pounded her body against his.  Dwayne closed his eyes and reached up to push his glasses back as she rode him wildly.

“Mmmm... yeah... you like that?  UNGH!  Yes!”  Melissa squealed as she slammed her lower body up and down.

She was in complete control, speeding up and slowing down whenever she pleased.  It was an incredible experience, holding power over the young black man.  Another powerful blast of warmth made its way through her as she felt an intense pressure between her legs.

“AH!  AH!  YES!  UNGH!  FUCK!”  She gasped loudly before she bounced up, his cock sliding out of her and bouncing against her clit as she shook uncontrollably.

A powerful stream of her hot juices shot out, splashing all over an unsuspecting Dwayne as she continued to moan and shudder.  Dwayne rubbed his face and opened his eyes, stunned by the sight.  Melissa’s pussy was squirting out her juices all over his upper body and face.

“Holy shit!”  He exclaimed.

“Mm... fuck that was good,” Melissa gasped as she lowered her body back down.

She continued to ride him, slamming her body as hard as she could against his.  Dwayne could barely see, her juices covering his fogged up glasses.  Melissa couldn’t get enough as she bounced as fast as she could, sliding up and down the entire length of his cock each time.

“Ah!  AH!  Oh shit... ma’am... MA’AM... UNGH!”  Dwayne groaned as Melissa continued to fuck his big black cock.

The wet sounds of her pussy slapping against the base of his big black continued to echo through the empty living room.  Dwayne’s balls began to ache, as did his throbbing shaft.  He couldn’t believe how much energy she had.  He wondered how his brother had managed to satiate her lust.

“Almost... almost... yes... yesyesyesyes...”  Melissa whimpered as she lowered down and began grinding her body back and forth instead.

Dwayne felt a bit light headed as his balls quivered once more.  Melissa gasped and stopped moving as yet another climax overtook her.  As her pussy tightened around Dwayne’s aching shaft, he groaned and closed his eyes, his balls tightening up as he shot out another load.

“UNGH!”  He grunted, thick beads of sweat, mixed with her juices and rolling down his face.

“YES!  YES!  AAAAAH!”  Melissa gasped as her climax peaked just as she felt his cock throb wildly.

She unmounted him and sat on the sofa next to him.  His cock continued to throb and bounce gently as he shot out whatever was left in his balls.  He took a couple of deep breaths as his legs fell to the ground, exhausted.

“Oh wow, I can’t believe how many times you came,” Melissa commented as she reached down and rubbed his balls gently.

His cock continued to twitch as he shuddered.  “Oh ma’am... wow... that was amazing,” he whispered.

“Mmm...  I think we’re going to have to meet up again,” Melissa responded as she got up and grabbed her clothes.

“Oh yeah, wow, uh, I guess if my brother is fine with it,” he groaned weakly as he tried to adjust his body, getting higher up on the couch.

“You think you can keep going now?”  Melissa inquired as she glanced at his slowly deflating cock.

“Oh, no way ma’am, sorry, I... I mean, I don’t think there’s anything left and my legs feel like jelly,” Dwayne responded as he shook his head.

“Okay, fine, next time then.  And...  Let’s not tell Marcus.  Let’s keep this between us,” Melissa said as she pulled her tight leggings up.

Dwayne couldn’t believe how energetic she seemed.  “Ma’am, I have no idea how you’re so... uh, full of energy.”

“Well, I’ve had a lot of practice with your brother,” she responded with a wink while squeezing back into her sports bra.  “Thank you for the good time, I really needed it,” she continued as she leaned in and kissed him on the forehead.

He blushed, though it wasn’t really visible.  Melissa gave him another wink before she headed out.  She was cautious, poking her head out first to make sure no one was outside, before stepping out and jogging off.

Dwayne took a couple of deep breaths, trying to recover from the incredible experience.  He barely managed to get up on his feet and made his way to the kitchen.  Once there, he plopped himself back onto the stool and stared down at his leftover food.  His stomach growled and he grabbed his phone, he’d have to order some more after that workout.
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Karen glanced outside her window as she did the dishes.  Katlyn had left to hang out with Ryan for the weekend at River Forest Haven.  Her daughter wasn’t a huge fan of camping but it was something Ryan really wanted to do.  Her husband was taking a nap, snoring on the sofa with a beer sitting idly on the table next to him.

She sighed as she washed another plate, feeling bored.  The two had no plans for the day, or the weekend for that matter.  It was already well past three in the afternoon and in a couple of hours, Harold would probably ask about dinner.

Earlier, she had thought she had seen Melissa jog by towards her neighbor’s, and had tried texting but she never responded.  Karen nibbled on her lower lip, wondering if Melissa had visited Marcus.  She glanced over at her snoring husband and turned off the faucet.

Karen walked out to her balcony to try and catch a peek of her neighbors’ backyard.  She didn’t see Willis laying out and catching some sun, which she found a little strange.  In fact, it seemed oddly quiet.  She wondered if everything was okay as her crotch began to grow warm.

Her phone buzzed and she unlocked it to see Melissa finally respond.  Apparently she had been busy working out and missed her text.  Karen grew suspicious as she typed back, asking if it was a workout with Marcus again.

Three familiar dots danced around on the screen, letting her know that Melissa was responding.  Karen waited patiently as the dots bounced up and down.  “No, Marcus wasn’t around,” Karen whispered, reading Melissa’s response.

Karen’s eyes widened as she processed Melissa’s words.  “You better not be working out with Willis,” Karen whispered as she typed back the same.

There was a brief pause before the familiar dots showed up again, bouncing around and starting to annoy Karen.  “No, would never, you called dibs,” Karen read quietly.  “I just had a long workout, that’s all,” she finished, her eyes narrowing with suspicion.

Karen sighed and typed back, asking again if Melissa had jogged by earlier.  This time the pause was longer before the dots came back.  Melissa responded that she might’ve passed by as part of her warm up jog before her main workout.  

Karen nibbled on her lower lip before she put her phone down and glanced over at her husband.  The lips of her sex quivered as she thought about Willis.  She had a sinking suspicion that Melissa wasn’t being completely honest as she looked back at her phone.  After thinking it over for a bit, she walked over to Harold and lightly tapped him.  He continued to snore for a bit until she poked him harder.

“Uh.. um... what?”  Harold snorted as he woke up.

“I’m in the mood,” Karen said.

“Huh?  The mood?”

“Yeah, we have a whole weekend ahead of us, let’s make something of it,” Karen responded.

“Uh... okay, where do you want to go?”  Harold asked as he rubbed his eyes and sat up.

“Well...  It’s been a while since you saw me with Willis, maybe today we can go pay a visit,” she suggested.

Harold tilted his head and scowled briefly, “really?  Again?”  He sighed.  While he had agreed to allow her to have sex with their big black neighbor, as long as he was there with them, he still wasn’t fully happy with the situation.

“What?  I’ll give you a blowjob, and even join in if you can,” Karen suggested.

Harold’s ears perked up at her words.  He glanced down between his legs, hoping that his dick would respond and form a small tent, but sadly it didn’t.  For some strange reason, he couldn’t get hard no matter how excited he was... unless he saw his wife being plowed by a black man.

“Come on...  It’s been a while,” Karen requested.

Her husband gritted his teeth for a bit as he thought about it.  The thought of getting a blowjob excited him, yet he still couldn’t get hard.  The only way that was going to fully enjoy such an experience was to watch her and Willis go at it.

His penis twitched briefly at the thought, just barely getting hard before it softened.  He groaned as he got out of the couch and grabbed his beer, taking a long swig of it as he glanced at his wife.  She had her hands on her hips, meaning she definitely meant business.

“Are you sure Willis is even over there?  I mean, alone,” Harold questioned.

“I don’t know, it’s been oddly quiet over there for a weekend.  If his brothers and father are around, we can always invite him to our place,” Karen answered.

“Do...  Do you want to at least text him?”  Harold asked.

“He hasn’t responded to my texts since yesterday,” Karen said, feeling a brief moment of anger, not towards her husband, but towards Willis for ignoring her.

A part of her wondered if this was his way of teasing her, getting her hot and bothered by not responding.  Harold sighed again as he put his beer down and glanced down at his feet.  He continued to think it through for a bit, this was all still new to him.

“Well?  Come on Harold, I’ll make it worth your while,” Karen said as she got close and rubbed his belly.

He groaned as he looked at his beautiful blonde wife.  It was sometimes, if not often, impossible to say no to her.  He scratched the back of his head and then finally nodded.

“Okay, okay, I guess we can go,” he sighed.

“Perfect!  Why don’t we go upstairs and I can show you a couple of different outfits I can wear, see which one makes you happy,” Karen suggested.

“Oh... I do like that light blue one,” Harold responded.

They made their way upstairs and Harold sat on the edge of the bed, waiting patiently while his wife went into the closet.  He glanced down at crotch, staring, then glaring as he tried to will it to grow hard, but alas, it remained soft.  “Maybe I should just bite the bullet and get the blue pill,” he whispered.

Karen poked her head out the closet, “what was that?”

“Huh?  Oh... I was just saying, maybe I should just get Viagra,” he answered.

“Oh no, I don’t think so Harold.  From what I’ve read about it, it’s actually pretty hard on the heart.  And it looks like it’s more of a mental thing than physical, right?  Look how hard you get when you see me with Willis,” Karen responded.

“Yeah it gets me hard but damned if it don’t make me feel like less of a man,” Harold sighed.

Karen raised an eyebrow as she stared at her husband, silence filling the air.  “Oh hon, baby, that ain’t right.  I think it makes you more of a man,” she responded.

“What?  That makes no sense.”

“Honey, of course it does!  You’re a real man, who’s willing to let his wife be pleased by other men, but knows that she’ll be back,” Karen explained.

“I mean... I guess...”

“Right?  If you weren’t the man I wanted in my life, I wouldn’t be back.  These black men, they’re just toys, that’s all honey.  Like a big dildo,” Karen continued with a small smile.

Harold couldn’t help but chuckle, feeling a bit more secure by her words.  What she was saying was true, she was still by his side, and doing everything he had expected from a housewife.  She was even thoughtful enough to realize that taking the blue pill would harm him more than help.

“I... I mean...  Yeah, I guess that’s true,” he admitted as he glanced down.  “I just... I wish my dick would get hard like it used to, y’know?  It’s shameful...”

“You have nothing to be ashamed about,” Karen said as she took a couple of steps towards him.  “You’re a man’s man.  Ain’t nothing you can do about age though.  But, look at the silver lining honey, we found a way to get you nice and hard again,” she continued.

Harold nodded as he took a deep breath.  “I love you baby.”

“I love you too.  Now come on, let’s go visit our big ass dildo,” Karen said with a wink.
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Dwayne rubbed his eyes as he read through a couple of different items while trying to consolidate some slides.  He was researching other presentations that had been given to Cuban, trying to study what worked and what didn’t.  His initial draft of the presentation was definitely still a mess, and even if Cuban wasn’t the type to care too much, it still probably wasn’t a good look.  He sighed as he caught an error in one of the projections he had put.

“Oh, come on, I can do this,” he whispered to himself, trying to cheer his mood.

He took a long gulp of his energy drink, his second in the last couple of hours.  After Melissa had left, he had finished his food and gone straight to sleep, taking a long nap before getting back downstairs.  He had felt completely drained but he was definitely starting to feel a bit better, if not a bit unfocused.

“Maybe I should just send it to my brothers and get this over with,” he whispered to himself.

Another sip of his energy drink and he shook his head.  He felt too bad about ruining their little adventure to other parts of Texas, and it was not something he wanted to do as a leader, a founder, a CEO of his own startup.  If there was one major lesson he had learned from his father, it was that no matter how hard something seemed, you had to pull yourself up by the bootstraps and get it done.

He turned on some music and began reviewing his own work, making sure to recalculate any projections he had put in the deck.  The music seemed to help as he began to get into the groove, moving his shoulders a bit as he typed away.  As he started to really get into it, he thought he heard something and paused.

Dwayne glanced around as he heard the doorbell, followed by a couple of knocks on the door.  He glanced at the clock, it was about five in the afternoon.  His mind reeled for a moment, as he confusingly looked at his phone, wondering if he had ordered food while he was in a daze.  Another knock and he headed over towards the front door.

“I’m on my way,” he said as he opened the door and peered out.

To his surprise, it was his neighbors, Harold and Karen. Karen smiled at him while Harold awkwardly glanced around.

“Hey Dwayne, is your brother home?”  She asked.

“Uh no, sorry, he and the other guys are out visiting Houston, Dallas and some other cities.”

“Oh...”  Karen responded, looking a bit disappointed.

Harold sighed in a mixture of relief, and some sadness.  He began to turn but Karen reached back and grabbed him by the wrist, glancing at him and shaking her head.

“When you say other guys, do you mean both your brothers?”  Karen inquired.

“Uh, yeah, Marcus and Willis.”

“Hm...  Did Melissa stop by, by any chance?  I thought maybe I saw her, and she mentioned she went for a workout, which usually means she’s uh... training with Marcus,” Karen asked.

Harold’s ears perked up a bit at his wife’s words.  He couldn’t tell if she was implying something else.  He took a mental note to ask her about it later.

Dwayne glanced around nervously and wiped his forehead before clearing his throat.  “Uh, she um, she uh... So yeah, I mean, she came by to see if Marcus was around,” he stuttered.

Karen’s eyes narrowed as she easily realized he was lying.  She placed one hand on her hip, “now, here I was thinking you was honest but it seems you’re slicker than a boiled onion.”

“Huh?  What?”

“Why don’t you let us mosey on in real quick so we can talk inside.  I feel as welcome as a porcupine at a nudist colony talking outside like this,” she responded.

Dwayne scratched the back of his head and then fully opened the door, stepping to the side.  “Okay, sure thing ma’am,” he sighed.

He wasn’t sure what Karen and her husband wanted but it was eating up his valuable time.  With Melissa’s visit, he had already lost half the day unable to really crank out his presentation.  Karen and Harold wandered into the living room with Dwayne behind them.

“So, uh, Willis isn’t here, and I’m not sure if there’s something you needed help with.”

Karen turned, her eyes narrowing once more at his words.  “How did you know I was looking for Willis?”

“Huh?  Uh, isn’t that what you asked when you came by?  Asking if Willis was home?”  Dwayne stuttered.

“No, that’s not what I asked hon, I actually asked if your brother was home, but not which one,” Karen corrected.

Dwayne glanced around nervously and pushed his glasses back habitually.  “Oh, uh, is that what happened?  Sorry, I guess I just assumed,” he responded nervously.

“And what would make you assume I’d be here for Willis and not Marcus?”  Karen inquired, placing her hands on her hips as she eyed him suspiciously.

“I uh... I don’t know...”

“You were twenty, right?”  Karen asked.

“No ma’am, I’m eighteen, closer to eighteen and a half actually,” Dwayne answered.

“Damn boy, you are freaking smart and rich at that age?  Damn!”  Harold blurted.

Dwayne nervously scratched the back of his head again and nodded.  “Yes sir, just lucky I guess.”

Karen waved a finger and shook her head as she stared at Dwayne sternly.  “Oh no you don’t.  Don’t try to change the subject.  So you’re eighteen and a half huh?  A full grown man then,” she started as she glanced at her husband.  “So I’m guessing you talk with your brothers huh?  Tell each other secrets?”

“Huh?  Secrets?  I mean, like, we are pretty truthful,” Dwayne responded.

Harold glanced at a nearby trash bin and his jaw dropped.  “Wow, kid, you’ve been busy, holy shit,” he commented.

Both Dwayne and Karen turned to look at Harold.  “Honey, you’ve got to stop interrupting, keep your thoughts in your...”  She paused as she looked into the bin that Harold stared at.  There were several used condoms inside.

“I thought you said your brothers were out?”  

“Yeah, they are,” Dwayne answered, blushing, though it wasn’t obvious to the couple due to his dark skin.

Karen gasped, “that’s all you?!”

Harold and Karen looked around the room, then at one another.  “Boy must have been pent up being by himself,” Harold commented.

Karen got close to Dwayne and placed a hand on his shoulder.  “Oh no, your poor young man, were you that lonely?!  Is it because of the stress from being a boss?”

Dwayne opened his mouth to say something, but he didn’t want to give away the fact that Melissa had visited.  He had promised to keep it a secret.  “Uh, um, uh... Yeah, you know, uh... house to myself and all,” he responded with an awkward laugh.

Karen’s other hand gently rubbed his crotch, causing Dwayne’s eyes to widen.  He worriedly looked over at Harold, afraid that he might see her.  To his surprise, Harold could clearly see what was happening and didn’t see angered at all. 

“How about I help relieve that stress for you instead?”  Karen continued as she slipped her hand into the waistband of his pants and down into his boxers.

“Uh, whoa, uh...”  Dwayne was flabbergasted as he felt her palm brush up against his shaft.

“Oh my... You’re quite hung for a young man,” Karen commented, surprised by what she felt.

“Uh, um, wait, your husband is right there,” Dwayne stuttered.

“Don’t worry about him, this is what gets him hard,” Karen whispered.  “Didn’t Willis tell you?”

Dwayne looked completely confused as he looked around nervously.  His big black manhood began to stir, throbbing gently as Karen continued to rub it.  He gulped as she grabbed the waistband of his pants and boxers, then pulled them all the way down to his ankles while she crouched down.

“Holy shit,” Harold gasped as he saw the young black man’s long, thick black cock.

“Wow, you’re thicker than I thought you’d be,” Karen said as she continued to rub his long black shaft.

“Ah shit, not again,” Dwayne whispered as he tilted his head back and groaned.
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Karen used both her hands to stroke Dwayne’s long hard shaft.  He groaned loudly and kept his eyes closed as he felt her soft palms rub against his still sensitive rod.  It had been a couple of hours since Melissa had visited and left, and he was still a bit tired.  His shaft initially struggled to grow hard, but with enough stroking, it turned rock hard once more.

“Oh wow, look how big he gets honey!”  Karen said excitedly.

“Damn son, how big are you?  You look bigger than your brother!”  Harold quipped, sounding even more excited than his wife.

“Ungh... uh, I don’t know sir, I’ve never measured it,” Dwayne groaned back as he enjoyed Karen’s hands stroking his member.

She leaned in close and raised his cock upward, pushing it towards his bellybutton.  Dwayne moaned as he felt her warm breath brush by the base of his cock and his balls.  Karen marveled at his length while gently running the underside of his shaft.

"Look honey it goes a little past his belly button," she commented as she looked back at her husband.

"Damn," he whispered back, his much smaller penis starting to get hard at the thought of his wife taking Dwayne's big black member.

Karen rolled the top of her tongue along the tip of his cock, making Dwayne shudder.  She teased his member, flicking her tongue gently along the underside of his shaft.  She took her time, working her way down towards the base.

Harold grabbed a nearby chair and sat, unzipping his pants and pulling out his hardened little penis.  Karen paused and glanced at her husband.

"Be careful honey, don't stroke too fast, you have to pace yourself," she warmed.

"I know, I know," her husband replied.

Karen smirked before she wasn't wrapped her lips around the tip of her young black stallion's thick black member.  She sucked on it gently before moving her head forward, sliding more of his cock into her mouth.  Dwayne groaned and placed his hands on the back of her head, running his fingers through her soft blonde hair.

"Oh Lord," Harold grunted as he slowly stroked his own manhood with two fingers.

Karen gagged as she got her face closer to Dwayne's crotch.  She struggled trying to get more into her mouth.  Her tongue slid out and she wiggled it while trying to suck on the thick black stick.

"Damn, that feels so good ma'am," Dwayne moaned.

Her hands stroked the remainder of his shaft, her saliva acting as a lubricant.  She used her left hand to stroke his member while her right hand gently cupped and massaged his massive balls.  Dwayne couldn't help but gently thrust his hips.

When he pushed forward, Karen gagged louder as she choked on his fat cock.

She tried as hard as she could but she couldn't even get a quarter of his long shaft between her lips.  Her eyes began to water as her lungs burned, screaming for fresh oxygen.  She finally pulled back, spit rolling down the sides of her lips as she took a couple of deep breaths.  Her heart raced as she started at the throbbing member, a little red ring around his shaft from her lipstick.

"Lord that's big," she gasped as she stood up and pulled him along while walking towards a nearby bar stool.

Harold groaned as he stood up, clumsily pulling his feet out of his briefs and pants.  He walked closer while watching his wife get on the bar stool and spread her legs.  The backrest of the barstool pressed against the large waterfall kitchen island, giving it stability as Karen carefully leaned back.

"Now, grab yourself a rubber and slip it right in," Karen ordered.

Dwayne nodded as he rushed back to the living room to get a condom.  He looked in the box, there were only two left.  After grabbing one, he opened it and slid it on.

"Is this your first time with a woman?" Karen asked.

"Uh..." Dwayne paused before carefully choosing his words, "I was this morning."

"Oh... Did you hear that honey?  I'm going to pop his cherry," she laughed, misinterpreting Dwayne's words.

The young black stud was not going to correct her, fearing that he might let it slip that Melissa had visited earlier.  He placed the tip of his cock against her soft pink pussy lips and held onto his shaft tightly.  As he tried to push his hips forward, the top of his cock slowly worked its way between the tight lips of her sex.  Karen moaned as she felt the tip enter, but just as quickly, it slipped upward and out.

"Oh here, let me help," she said as she reached between her legs and grabbed his shaft.

The lubricated condom was slick as she held tightly onto it and aimed the tip of his cock downward while pulling it towards her.  Dwayne gasped as he placed his hands on the edge of the kitchen island and moved his hips forward.  Both of them moaned loudly as his cock slid in, slowly sinking in deeper with Karen's help.

"Oh yes!" She gasped as she slowly loosened her grip.

Dwayne closed his eyes and thrust his hips forward, jamming as much of his long, thick shaft into her.  She felt incredible, possibly even tighter than Melissa.  He took slow deep breaths, trying not to get too excited as the soft velvety folds of her sex wrapped around his shaft.

"She's tight ain't she boy?" Harold commented as he continued to stroke his own little shaft.

"Ungh!  Yes sir!  Wow!" Dwayne groaned in response as he paused.

A little over half his shaft was inside her and he wasn't sure he could push any further due to her tightness.  He gripped tightly onto the edge of the island and pulled back, watching as her pussy lips gripped onto his shaft.  Sweat began to form on his forehead as he pulled back further, pausing when only the tip remained.  He thrust forward again sliding his shaft deep inside her again.

"OH MY LORD!" Karen squealed as she clenched her toes.

Powerful waves of pleasure crashed through her as she rocked atop the bar stool.  It squeaked as it rocked a bit with Dwayne’s weight pressing down.  He began to move his hips slowly, sliding his long hard cock back and forth, inching his way deeper with each stroke.

“Yes... YES!  OH FUCK!  THAT’S IT!  YES!”  Karen screamed as she reached up with one hand to squeeze her breast and pinch her hard red nipple.

Dwayne took fast quick breaths as he began to thrust a bit faster, slamming his body harder against her as the entire length of his long shaft began to glide in and out of her tight little cunt.  He reached down to grab her free breast, squeezing it tightly as he felt his legs grow weak.  She was so incredibly as he thrust away.

“OH MY GOD!  YES!  YES!  RIGHT THERE!  RIGHT THERE! RIGHTTHERERIGHTTHERERIGHTTHERE!”  Karen squealed as she tilted her head back and clenched her toes tightly.

Her legs trembled wildly as she felt an intense heat rush through her entire body, lighting her up as she climaxed.  Dwayne could barely move as her pussy clamped tightly shut, squeezing his shaft with all its might.  He squeezed her breasts and tilted his own head back as his balls tightened.

“Oh!  Damn!  Oh ma’am!”  He groaned as his shaft began to throb wildly.

Karen gasped as she felt his cock unload, powerful blasts of his seed filling the condom he was wearing.  Dwayne wiped his forehead and continued to move his hips back and forth, his cock somehow still rock hard.  Karen was unsurprised, Willis was the same, even after he had climaxed, he was able to remain hard.

“Oh whew, sorry ma’am,” Dwayne apologized as he pulled back, his still erect cock slipping out of her tight little hole.

“What are you sorry for?  You’re still hard, let’s keep this going,” Karen responded as she slid off the bar stool and made her way towards the living room.

“Whoa there boy, switch that condom out if you’re going to keep fucking her,” Harold warned.

He was worried that the condom would break if it was already full.  Dwayne nodded and pulled it off while heading to the living room towards Karen.  His long hard cock glistened as he grabbed another rubber and opened the package.  

“Mmm... hold on, come here real quick,” Karen ordered.

Dwayne glanced nervously at Harold before walking towards her.  She was sitting on a long ottoman in the center of the living room.  Once he got close, she leaned in and licked his shaft, working her tongue up and down his creamy cock.

“Oh fuck...”  Dwayne groaned as he felt her warm tongue roll along the underside of his super sensitive shaft.

“That tastes so good, I guess that’s what a virgin’s load tastes like huh?”  Karen commented as she winked at the young black man.

She grinned and then lay back on the ottoman, spreading her legs wide for him and rubbing her clit.  Dwayne cleared his throat and pulled the condom on, his fingers shaking nervously as he stared down at Karen’s pretty pink pussy.  While he was exhausted, he couldn’t get enough.  The base of his cock ached a bit, as did his big black balls, but he disregarded it and pulled his last remaining condom on.

“Oh wait, hold on...  Honey!  Do you want to get a real close look?”  Karen asked.

Harold raised one eyebrow as he paused stroking his member.  “Uh, how close are we talking about?”

“Real up close and personal,” Karen answered.

Her husband seemed extremely nervous as he thought about it.  He wasn’t sure what she meant and a part of him was concerned.  As he pondered, Karen rolled her eyes and sighed.  “Hon, if you don’t want to try something new, then just say it.  You can keep watching from afar then,” she said, sounding a bit disappointed.

“Huh?  What?  I never said no now, come on.  What do you want me to do?”  Harold asked.

“Lay down on this ottoman,” Karen said as she got up and tapped on the ottoman she had been sitting on.

He raised an eyebrow suspiciously before making his way to the center of the living room.  He hesitated for a moment before getting on the ottoman and laying down on it.  To his surprise, Karen got atop him, straddling his face and positioning her face over his little hard penis.  Harold gulped and licked his lips as he stared up at the lips of his wife’s soaking wet sex.
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Dwayne tilted his head as he stared down at the married couple.  He figured he was done and began to walk away, disappointed that he had opened up his last condom.  Karen looked back and shook her head.

“Hey!  Where do you think you’re going?”  Karen questioned.

“Uh...  I thought you two were uh... doing your own thing,” Dwayne answered nervously.

“Oh, no, no, no, you ain’t here to think, you’re here to fuck!”  Karen responded as she shook her ass.

Her husband stuck out his tongue and licked the lips of her sex, causing his wife to smack him on the leg.  “Ow!”

“Not yet sweetie, you need to be patient,” Karen informed.

Harold sighed, feeling confused as Karen turned her attention back towards Dwayne.  “Now come on, get over here and put that big black rod back in,” she ordered.

“Wait, what?!”  Harold responded, stunned.

Dwayne made his way over and gripped his shaft.  He stared down at her ass and gulped as he debated on continuing.  Karen pushed her ass up and back, rubbing it against the tip of his thick black cock.

“Come on, slide it in!”  She exclaimed as she began to stroke her husband’s smaller penis.

Harold groaned and closed his eyes as he felt his wife’s fingers stroke his shaft.  Dwayne nervously took a couple of deep breaths before he stepped forward, slowly pushing the thick bulbous tip of his cock back into the hot blonde wife’s tight pink pussy.  It felt strange, knowing that Karen’s husband was so close, but at the same time, it felt pretty hot, knowing that he was taking the man’s wife.

He groaned as she pushed his hips forward, gliding his cock in deeper.  Her tightness was incredible, her soft velvety pussy squeezing his throbbing shaft.  It was even weirder as he could feel Harold’s breath from below.

“Oh wow, this is crazy,” Dwayne groaned.

Harold took a deep breath before opening his eyes, his curiosity had gotten the better of him.  He thought he’d regret it, but his cock actually flinched at the sight.  Right above him was Dwayne’s thick black shaft, sliding into his wife’s tight pink pussy.  His mouth actually salivated a bit at the sight.

“Holy shit,” he whispered.

He couldn’t look away, his eyes locked in as Dwayne pushed his hips forward.  Harold’s jaw dropped, amazed at the view he had.  Karen smirked as she felt her husband’s cock throb faster, he was absolutely enjoying it.  She spit on the tip of his penis and then rubbed it down with two fingers.

“Oh baby,” Harold groaned as he felt his wife’s fingers.

Dwayne began to grow more excited as he began to thrust his hips back and forth.  Her tight little pussy had loosened up a bit, allowing him to slide the entire length of his member in and out.  She was still extremely tight, squeezing his shaft each time he pushed forward.  His balls swung back and forth, mere inches away from Harold’s forehead.

As Dwayne began to hammer away, Karen leaned in and slowly enveloped her husband’s penis with her mouth.  He was much smaller than Dwayne and she could easily fit his entire manhood in her mouth without it hitting the entrance to her throat.  Brian groaned and moved his hips excitedly as she gently sucked.

He began to salivate a bit and he stuck his tongue out, licking at his wife’s clit.  Harold had to be extra careful not to move his tongue too much in fear that he might accidentally lick something else.  Dwayne’s thick throbbing rod continued to slide in and out of his wife’s tight little cunt, mere inches away from him.

Karen continued to gently suck on her husband’s throbbing little rod.  She reached up and gently massaged his balls at the same time.  Her husband immediately groaned as he continued to move his hips excitedly.  His tongue continued to flick against her sensitive clit.  She loved it, feeling her husband’s tongue while also being jam packed with a thick black cock.

She moaned loudly as she felt a familiar warmth spread through her like wildfire.  At the same time, Dwayne began to thrust his hips faster, feeling her sex tighten around his thick black shaft.  He began to move his hips faster and faster, his balls striking and smacking loudly against the lips of Karen’s sex.  Harold groaned as he tilted his head back a bit, the sounds of his wife’s pussy being smacked only adding to the intense pleasure rushing through him.

“Yes!  Yes!  Oh fuck!  Don’t you fucking stop!”  Karen moaned loudly before she went back to sucking on her husband’s dick.

Harold groaned as his wife sucked harder on his sensitive penis.  Within seconds, his balls tightened and his backdoor puckered up as he flinched and arched his back.  Karen’s eyes widened as she felt his small load fire into her mouth.  She had hoped that he would last a little longer.

Karen swallowed what little came out of her husband and continued to suck on his ultra sensitive penis as it began to deflate.  Harold gasped and groaned, his body tingling as he felt his wife’s mouth.  Right before his eyes was Dwayne’s thick throbbing shaft slamming furiously in and out of his wife’s tight little cunt.  He could even see the lips of her pussy quivering as her legs began to tremble.

“Ungh!  UNGH!”  Dwayne groaned as he felt her tighten even further, to the point where he had to slow down and pull his cock out.

Seconds later, Karen’s pussy vibrated and a stream of her juices squirted out, splashing Harold in the face.  Her husband’s jaw dropped as he stayed silent.  He was in complete shock at what had just happened, in fact, he wasn’t entirely sure exactly what had happened.

“Oh shit,” Dwayne gasped as he took a couple of steps back.

Karen pulled her head back and gasped as her legs continued to shake uncontrollably.  “Oh.... yes...  Oh my...”  She gasped as more of her juices dribbled down her legs.

Harold silently wiped his face with one hand as Karen managed to unmount his face and kneel on the ground, her upper body being supported by the ottoman.  She kissed her husband on the lips and smiled.  He immediately beamed and looked into his wife’s beautiful blue eyes.

“Are...  Are you okay?  Did...  did you just uh...”  Harold was at a loss for words.

“Oh don’t worry hon, that’s just me cumming real hard,” she replied.

“And it’s not...  Well, y’know...?”  Harold inquired, hoping that his wife would get the gist of his question.

“Oh sweet Heavens no hon!  It’s not what you think it is, it’s...  well, I wasn’t even sure what it was, but I looked it up online, I guess women can squirt when they’re having a good time,” Karen laughed.

“Wow, I...  I had no idea,” Harold started as he groaned and sat up.  He looked over at Dwayne who was still rocking a powerful erect cock and shook his head a bit.  “Good Lord, can’t believe you’re still going,” he commented.

“Why don’t you keep resting right there.  Dwayne, you get over here and put that right back in me,” Karen said as she barely managed to get on her feet before plopping down on a nearby couch and spreading her legs.

Dwayne gulped, nodded and positioned himself between her legs.  He slid his cock right back into her and began to thrust away once more.  Unlike before, he didn’t take it slow first, he immediately hammered away, slamming with all his might.  Karen clenched her toes and squealed as her legs rested on Dwayne’s shoulders.  

“OH!  OH!  THAT’S IT!  OH YES!”  She screamed.

Dwayne grunted and groaned as his cock slid in and out of her soft, wet, velvety pussy.  He gritted his teeth as he felt his balls tingling.  His eyes fluttered as his body tensed up, his balls tightened, and his shaft throbbed.  At the same time, Karen gasped and shuddered, another climax overtaking her as she felt his seed shooting out from his cock, barely being contained by the condom.  Dwayne trembled for a bit before he pulled out and took a couple of deep breaths, his still hard cock gently bobbing up and down.

Karen tilted her head back and rested for a second before looking down between her legs.  “You’re still hard?!  Well, put on a new one and get back to it!”  She chuckled.

“Are you serious?!”  Dwayne questioned, feeling exhausted.

His body ached like never before.  He had played sports all through high school, from football, to baseball, to even soccer just to try it out.  All in the midst of studying and formulating plans for his company that he launched after he had dropped out from college a couple months in.  Never in his life had he actually felt exhausted, but now, he was hitting the wall.

Yet, his lower body definitely didn’t show it.  His big black cock continued to throb and pump itself up, keeping him rock hard as he stared at the short blonde woman with her legs wide open.  He wiped his forehead with the back of his hand and then adjusted his glasses before letting out a small breath.  After that, he took a deep breath in, as if the air would re-energize his aching body.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter 85

[image: image]


Karen wiggled her toes as she seductively stared at Dwayne.  “Of course!  We’re going to make sure you have one hell of an experience breaking that cherry of yours!”  Karen said with a huge grin.

“Well uh,” Dwayne’s eyes darted from side to side.  He didn’t have the heart to tell her that she had misunderstood what he said.  Instead, he decided to tell a different truth, “I’m all out of rubbers,” he admitted.

Karen pouted for a moment before she looked over at her husband.  “You have at least one, right?”

“Huh?”  Harold responded, surprised.  “A condom?  Lord, I mean, I might, but it’s probably expired,” he continued as he pulled out his wallet.

“Oh please, they don’t expire,” Karen responded as she tapped her fingers on the couch impatiently.

Harold dug around and pulled out an obviously old condom, the wrapper was scrunched up and filled with wrinkles.  He hesitated for a moment as he looked at it.  “I have this one, but I don’t know,” he said as he handed it to Dwayne.

“Is it open?”  Karen asked.

“No ma’am,” Dwayne answered.

“Then use it,” she responded, her words sharp like a knife.

Both Dwayne and Harold shuddered momentarily.  Dwayne quickly opened up the wrapper and then pulled the condom over his thick, throbbing member.  He groaned a bit as he tried to squeeze into the tight little piece of rubber.  It felt different than the ones he used, it felt much smaller and tighter.

“Oh, wow, ow,” he grunted as he carefully pulled the ring down, though it wasn’t able to roll completely down to the base of his member.

“Are you okay?”  Karen asked.

“Yes ma’am, it’s just, this thing feels really small,” Dwayne replied.  He paused for a moment and glanced back at Harold.  “No offense sir, it’s just, it’s different,” he apologized.

“None taken boy!  I mean, Lord, what do you use, them magnum extra larges?  I’m surprised you were even able to fit into that old one,” Harold replied with a small chuckle, his cheeks slightly pink with embarrassment.

“Hm, you know what, why don’t you lay on that ottoman?  Let me ride you like I’m at the rodeo,” Karen said as she got up off the couch.

Dwayne nodded and did as told, his legs hanging off the edge.  Karen mounted him and reached between her legs, grabbing tightly onto his cock before lowering herself down.  Dwayne groaned and closed his eyes as he felt her soft wet pussy envelope his cock again.  This time, it felt a bit different due to the added tightness of the condom Harold had given him.

“Oh fuck... damn...” he whispered as he reached up and adjusted his glasses.

Karen firmly planted her feet down on the ground as she placed her hands on Dwayne’s chest.  She lowered herself slowly, pausing once she reached the base of his big fat cock.  After waiting for a bit, she slowly rocked her lower body back and forth, grinding her crotch against his while his big black cock was planted deep inside her.  Dwayne moaned and Karen grabbed his hands, pulling them up to her breasts before she put her hands back on his chest and grinded away.

“Mm... oh, that’s so good,” Karen gasped.

Dwayne squeezed her breasts tightly as she began to raise herself up, her pussy gripping onto his shaft every inch of the way.  As soon as she reached the tip, she dropped right back down, slamming her ass down and smacking against his balls.  She moaned loudly as she began to bounce up and down, loving the fact that she was now in control.

The ottoman even let out a small squeak and groan as she bounced atop him.  Her legs began to burn a bit from the effort and she slowed a bit.  She lowered herself down to the base again before lifting one leg up and back, placing her shin on his thigh.  She did the same with her other leg and wiggled her toes before bouncing up and down again.

“Ungh... UNGH... Oh... UNGH!”  Dwayne grunted with his eyes closed, his glasses fogged up.

“Yes!  YES!  Right there!  RIGHT THERE!  OH GOD YES!”  Karen screamed as her body trembled uncontrollably, an incredible heat rushing through her again as she climaxed.

Her pussy clamped tightly around Dwayne’s thick black cock as she continued to bounce up and down.  Dwayne groaned loudly as his cock throbbed.  For a second, he thought he felt a pop of some sort between his legs but thought nothing of it.  As she began to bounce even faster, he held tightly onto her breasts and took a couple of quick shallow breaths.  It was strange, his cock felt more sensitive than ever, and her pussy felt even softer, like silk wrapped around his throbbing shaft.

Karen’s climax peaked as she tilted her head back and let out another loud moan.  Dwayne’s cock felt even hotter inside her as she continued to bounce up and down excitedly.  She clenched her toes tightly as she slammed down over and over again, the large living room echoing the sounds of her wet pussy hammering against the base of his cock.  It sounded so lewd, only enhancing the pleasure she was feeling.

Harold groaned and rubbed his flaccid member, hoping he could get hard again as he watched.  He stood up and took a couple of steps closer, wanting to get a closer look of his wife from behind.  His eyes were glued to her ass as it shook each time she bounced.  As he stared, something felt a little off, but he couldn’t quite figure out what.

Dwayne groaned as he thrust his hips to match Karen’s movements.  His entire body tingled with delight as felt his tired, sensitive balls tremble again.  Karen’s tight little cunt felt so good around his throbbing shaft as she bounced up and down.

“YES!  YES!  OH GOD YES!”  Karen squealed.

“Ungh... UNGH... OH SHIT...”  Dwayne gasped as he squeezed her breasts harder.

“Not yet!  NOT YET!  WAIT... WAIT...”  Karen moaned as she bounced faster and faster, her hands pressing down hard on his chest.

Harold kept stroking his flaccid penis as he watched, unable to look away.  As his wife slid higher up than before, he finally realized what had seemed off.  His eyes widened at the sight and he took a couple of steps closer.

“Oh no...”  He whispered.

“YES!  YES!  OH FUCK YES!”  Karen screamed at the top of her lungs as she had another climax, her pussy clamping like a vice around Dwayne’s overly sensitive shaft.  She collapsed forward and moaned loudly.  “Okay, go on,” she whispered.

“Wait!  No!  Hold on!”  Harold yelled.

Dwayne closed his eyes and slammed his hips upward, sliding his thick black cock deep into her as his balls tightened, his ass clenched, and the rest of his body tensed up.  His shaft throbbed wildly as he shot another load, his seed blasting out of his sensitive cock like a firehose.  This time it felt different, it was hard to explain, but it felt as though his cock had been freed.

“OH MY!”  Karen gasped as she felt his thick, gooey seed as it filled her, shooting deep inside her soaking wet cunt.

She thought that it was her own juices for a bit as her pussy squeezed and milked Dwayne’s throbbing member.  Harold gasped, his mouth agape as he stood stunned.  He could see Dwayne’s shaft literally spasm as it shot its load into his wife’s tight pink pussy.  Even Dwayne’s balls visibly moved.

Dwayne groaned before thrusting his hips a few times involuntarily, as if by instinct, before pulling his cock out and tapping it against Karen’s ass.  Karen felt something dribble out from between her legs and gasped as she got to her feet.  Her knees trembled as she looked down.

“The condom broke,” Harold whispered, his voice shaking wildly.

“Oh shit,” Dwayne groaned as he looked between his legs, noticing that there was nothing covering his glistening shaft, only the remnants of the condom wrapped around the base of his cock.

Karen stared down between her legs and clenched her pussy tight, feeling Dwayne’s seed drip out from between her legs.  Her heart fluttered as she felt his seed cling to her inner thighs and slowly slide down.  She had one hell of a climax from feeling him raw, without a piece of rubber acting as a barrier...  It had felt so good, she thought as she glanced over at her husband.

“It’s okay Harold.  I’m no longer that young spring chicken that needs to worry,” she said with a smile.  “Come on, let’s get home so I can get washed up,” she continued.

“I’m really sorry ma’am,” Dwayne apologized as he got up.

“Oh don’t be, it’s not your fault sweetie.  I hope you had a good time,” Karen replied with a wink.

“Sure did ma’am, that was amazing!”  Dwayne responded all giddy.

Karen laughed as she grabbed her clothes.  Dwayne looked around before he rushed down the hall and back, carrying a small towel.  “Oh man, where are my manners, here you go ma’am, to at least, well, um, clean down there,” he said as he handed her the towel.

“Oh, how thoughtful, thank you,” Karen said as she took it and gently wiped between her legs.

The towel was incredibly soft but she still winced as it rubbed against the extremely sensitive lips of her throbbing sex.  She carefully wiped a couple of times before handing the towel back.  Harold remained silent, his face bright red as he pulled his underwear and pants up.  Once his wife got her clothes on, they made their way out, leaving Dwayne to himself.

He glanced at the clock and sighed, it was much later than he thought.  After loading up an app on his phone, he ordered dinner and then went to the bathroom to take a shower.  He was completely exhausted, there was no way he was going back to his presentation deck.  Once dinner arrived, he was going to eat it and then sleep, hoping to start off with an early morning.
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Sharon sighed as she plopped down her heavy bag and glanced at her watch.  She couldn’t believe she had spent the last couple of hours trying to close a deal, only to have the buyer get cold feet.  It had been a Chinese couple who had recently moved from California, an easy deal, she had thought, but it had been harder than she thought.

She made a mental note to ask Sophia if she had any tips, she was Chinese, or at least, that’s what Sharon thought.  Her husband was scratching his balding head while watching mixed martial arts.  He farted loudly before belching and drinking his beer.

“Come on!  You can get him!  Don’t let him take you to the ground!”  He roared as he watched.

Sharon sighed again as she stared at her husband.  That’s all he seemed to do, watch sports, bet, and then just disappear at times.  It was repetitive and starting to get on her nerves.

“Brian!  Did you take out the trash today?”  Sharon asked, trying to hold her anger in as best as she could.

“Huh?  What?  Hold on, let me finish watching this round!”  Brian barked back.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” she whispered as she walked into the kitchen and saw the full trash bin still sitting at the edge of the island.  “It’s too late!  The garage truck shows up in the morning.  Now we have to wait another week!”  She exclaimed angrily.

“What?  Ah damn it!  I missed it!  Did he tap?!  Did he tap?!”  Brian yelled to no one in particular.

Sharon rolled her eyes and sighed.  It was the one thing, the ONE thing she had asked him to do in the morning and he didn’t.  She gritted her teeth as she crossed her arms and stared at the full trash bin.  “Un-fucking-believable,” she growled under her breath.

She walked past the kitchen sink and paused, staring down at the dirty dishes from the night previous still there.  “TURNER!”  She yelled.  There was a loud thump upstairs, most likely her son either falling out of bed or tripping on his way out.  Soon after, she heard thumping as he rushed down the stairs, nearly falling as he ran into the kitchen.

“Yes mom?”

She smacked him on the back of the head and pointed at the sink.  “Why aren’t these done?!  I asked you to do the dishes last night!”

“Uh... I was going to, right after I finished building my part of the town in Minecraft,” Turner responded as he rubbed the back of his head.

Brian came sauntering in, burping and scratching his ass as he made his way to the refrigerator.  “You talking about your fantasy land thing again?  Jesus!”  He sighed as he opened the refrigerator door and grabbed a beer.  “Come here, let me show you what real men do for a living.”

“Uh...  I have to do the dishes,” Turner replied meekly.

“The what?  That’s for women,” Brian said.

“Excuse me?!”  Sharon barked, her face almost as red as her fiery hair.

Brian flinched momentarily before he patted Turner on the back and nodded his head towards the living room.  “Go on, I’ve got this,” he mouthed as he waved his son off.  Turner nervously glanced at his mother, then at his father before making his way to the living room.  Brian turned to face his wife, placing his hands on his hips as he looked at her.

“Hey come on now, a ghra mo chroi,” he started.

Sharon raised an eyebrow as she heard his words.  “Agra what?  Are you even speaking English?”

“It’s Irish, for love of my heart,” he explained with a grin.  “Come on now, look at our boy, he should be a man but he acts like a child.  You don’t want him to act like a woman too, right?  Let me teach him a thing or two,” he continued.

Sharon sighed and rolled her eyes again, “teach him a thing or two?  Brian, you had eighteen years to teach him!  What are you possibly going to do now, other than stop him from doing his chores?  Act like a woman?  Really?  That’s what washing dishes amounts to?  You know when he’s in college, he’ll have to do all this shit, right?”

Brian raised his hands and nodded.  “I know, I know, the basic chores.  But look, if I can teach him to be a man, he can find a nice girl to do it for him,” he snorted.

“Lord in Heaven...  Do you hear your own words?  Do you really think he’s going to be able to find a nice girl that’ll do his chores?!”  Sharon responded.

“A man can hope!”  Brian barked back.

“I can hear you guys!”  Turner yelled from the living room.

“Shut up!”  Both Brian and Sharon yelled back.

“Fine, you want him to man up, then go for it.  But those dishes had better be clean by the end of the day, and this trash emptied.  Leave it on the side of the house or in the backyard, but I don’t want this stinking up the kitchen any longer,” Sharon said as she scowled at her husband.

“Fine, fine, don’t you worry about it.  Are you going to fetch us some lunch?”  Brian asked.

“Fetch you some lunch?  What am I, a dog?!”

Brian contemplated making a joke but decided, for once, that it was a bad idea.  He swallowed his pride and shook his head.  “No, no, of course not, it’s just a saying.  You know how the Irish talk.”

“You really are on this Irish kick lately, aren’t you?”  Sharon sighed.

“Well, I was thinking about going to the homeland during the summer, before he starts college.  You know, show him where his ancestors came from,” Brian replied.

“Really?  Where his ancestors came from?”

“Yes!  You know, my father wanted to take me, and his father before him, but we never had the finances,” Brian started.

“Ugh...”  Sharon groaned and crossed her arms.  She’d heard this story so many times now.  It never made any sense, it wasn’t as if plane tickets to Ireland were stupidly expensive.  

“But now, I have a chance to break that chain.  I make good money, and obviously, so do you, and I figure I could blow some money to visit Dublin with my son.  A father, son trip.  Maybe a tradition we can start for the O’Connor family,” he continued, ignoring her response.

She bit on her lower lip, processing his words.  “A father, son trip huh?”  Sharon repeated.  “How long are we talking about here?”

“I don’t know, a week?”

“A week?”  Sharon responded as she shook her head.  “That’s barely enough time to get over the jetlag.  No, you should be there at least two...  No, hell, three weeks,” she suggested.

Brian cocked his head to the side and crossed his arms as his eyes narrowed.  “You really want us out of the house eh?”

Sharon laughed, “is it that obvious?  I mean, sure, it’d be nice to have the home to myself for a while, I can do some summer cleaning.  But you know what?  All kidding aside, summer is such a crazy time for me, the sales really pick up.  Giving me three weeks to not worry about getting or making breakfast, lunch and dinner for three, yes please.”

“Well damn, I thought you might’ve been against the idea but if you’re okay with it, I’m going to book the trip,” Brian said excitedly.

Sharon raised a finger and wagged it, “not until you do what I asked.  Dishes cleaned, trash out,” she responded.

“Fine, fine, I got it,” he said.  “By the end of the day, right?  So I still have time.  Let me finish watching this pay per view with my son,” he continued as he turned and made his way out.

Sharon closed her eyes and took a deep breath.  There was no chance in hell he was actually going to do the chores, but she figured she’d at least give him an opportunity to do so.  The lips of her sex quivered momentarily as she thought about three weeks of unfettered access to her two black lovers...  It was like a fantasy come true.

She glanced at her phone, it was past lunch time, she could always order food for her husband and son.  With the crazy schedule she had in the morning, she had a late lunch and was definitely not in the mood to eat.  That would mean she had time to pay a visit to visit Jamal and Darius.

Sharon quickly made her way out to the living room and blocked the television to get her husband’s attention.

“Hey!”  Brian barked angrily.

“Have Turner order lunch online okay?  I just got a call letting me know about another potential sales opportunity so I need to go.”

“Okay, okay, whatever, get out of the way,” Brain responded, barely registering her words.

Sharon shook her head and stepped to the side before snapping her fingers.  It immediately grabbed Turner’s attention, who seemed disinterested in what was happening on the television anyway.  “You heard me right?  Order lunch, whatever y’all want,” she said.

Turner nodded and quietly pulled out his phone.  He tapped away, looking for a good place to eat.  “Do you want me to order something for you?”  He asked.

“You didn’t hear everything I said, did you?  I need to head out now, so unless that order can show up in a couple seconds, no,” Sharon answered as she rushed out the door.
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Sharon pumped the brakes on her car as she waited impatiently at a red light.  Her calls to both Jamal and Darius were going straight to voicemail.  She gritted her teeth and gripped tightly onto her steering wheel as she stared at the tower where she had found them a condo to rent.

“Come on... answer,” she whispered.

Once the light turned green, she hung up and sped toward the tower.  There was luckily one parking spot open near the entrance and she quickly took it.  She hopped on out and rushed up to the tower, pressing the call button for their condo.  No answer.

“The hell,” she sighed.

After waiting and pressing the button again, she took a deep breath and stared up at the tower.  If they weren’t home and not answering, there was a chance that they could’ve been at the Jones’s home, maybe playing basketball.  She nibbled on her lower lip as she thought about it, wondering if it was risky to visit Karen’s neighbor in the middle of the day.

“Fuck it,” she sighed as she headed back to her car.

Even if Karen saw her, it wouldn’t matter, she thought, it’s not like they didn’t know what each other was doing.  With all the stress she had been going through the past few days, and especially today, she needed to get some sort of relief.  If Jamal and Darius weren’t at the Jones’s, then she’d grab anyone there, she figured.

“Worst case, I can get a massage,” she whispered to herself as she got into her car and started it up.

***
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DWAYNE STRETCHED AND stared out the window.  He had woken up early, worked out, meditated a bit, and had even taken a small power nap before lunch.  His body still ached a bit as he continued stretching his arms while making his way to the backyard.  Marcus had recently gotten a giant cold therapy ice barrel that Dwayne had filled with ice before lunch.

He took off his clothes, only keeping on a tight pair of Speedos that really clung to his crotch.  It wasn’t something he liked wearing, but he didn’t want to end up getting some kind of complaint for walking around naked in the backyard.  Though, neither of his brothers seemed to care.

His body shuddered as he took the steps up to the barrel.  He took a deep breath, trying to get past his hesitation.  When Marcus had first gotten it, Dwayne didn’t understand what the purpose of it was but after much pestering, he had been convinced to try it.  At first, he had gone extremely slow, dipping his toes in first, until his brother had just shoved him in, telling him that he had to go in fast and adjust to it.  It had not been a great experience, but after a couple of tries, he had gotten used to it.

Dwayne nodded to himself, closed his eyes and hopped in while holding the rim of the barrel.  “WHOO!”  He exclaimed as he bent his knees, getting neck deep into the barrel filled with water and ice.  The cold shock caused an initial spike in his heart rate as he kept his eyes closed and took long, deep breaths.

He didn’t need to stay in too long, maybe two minutes tops.  His goal was to hit a minute, which seemed to take forever in the ice filled water.  He waited patiently, calming his mind and body as he waited for his Fitbit to vibrate at the one minute mark.  “You’ve got this,” he whispered to himself.

Bzz... Bzz... Bzz... He felt the light vibrations on his wrist and he quickly stood up, grabbing the rim of the barrel and hopping out.  His body shivered as he rushed over and grabbed a towel.  The warm weather outside helped to warm him up as he wrapped the towel around his shivering body.  He continued to take long, deep breaths as he felt his heart rate slow bit by bit.

He was now fully awake and energized, ready to seize the day.  Under the towel, he pulled off his Speedo and placed it on the ground, letting the sun dry it as he finished tapping himself off with the towel.  He headed back into the house, regretting the decision a bit as the house was cooled.  Dwayne wrapped the towel around his body tightly as he grabbed his laptop and opened it up.

He sat in the dining room, completely nude, except for the two around him, as he waited for his computer to load up.  While he did want to get on some fresh clothes, Marcus had told him that for the ice therapy to be effective, it was best to let the body naturally warm up.  He quickly rushed over to the cabinet and grabbed some lotion, placing it on the island near his laptop.  His skin was extremely dry and he rubbed some on his body while the laptop booted up.

After loading up his presentation deck, he glanced through his email, working his way through to see if there were any urgent items.  The meeting with Cuban had been moved up to earlier in the day.  “Oh shit,” he whispered as he accepted the proposed change to the schedule.  That would mean he’d really have to get the deck done and sent over to his brothers to review.

He began going through the items he had already completed, rearranging the text to help him tell a story.  A sense of urgency crept over him as he went through the slides, worried that maybe Cuban would want something more eye-catching.  He rearranged a couple of slides, paused, then rearranged them again.  Whatever adrenaline rush he had gotten from the ice cold bath was starting to wear off.  Before he could move another slide, the doorbell rang.

“Huh?  What the hell...”  Dwayne whispered as he stood up and paused, realizing that he was still nude.  “Shit...”

Another ring, followed by a couple of knocks on the door, then another.  Dwayne sighed and wrapped his towel tightly around his lower body.  He debated on grabbing some clothes, but the knocking seemed a bit frantic.  

“Okay, okay, hold on!”  He exclaimed as he made his way to the door.

While walking over, he loaded up the doorbell’s app on his phone and turned on the camera.  There was a figure too close to the door for the camera to really pick up.  He opened the door a little and poked his head out.  It was Sharon, the red-haired housewife that Jamal and Darius loved to talk about.

“Oh hi Sharon, are you looking for Jamal and Darius?”  Dwayne blurted out.

Sharon’s eyes narrowed immediately and her face began to turn pink.  “Excuse me?  Why would you immediately think I’m looking for them?  Are they here?”  She questioned as she pushed the door and walked right in.

Dwayne was surprised and took a couple of steps back.  The fiery redhead looked around and then paused when she saw him.  “Wait, were you just in the shower?”  She asked as she glanced past him at his laptop on the kitchen island.  There was a large bottle of lotion next to it.  Her eyes narrowed once more as a small smirk formed on the edges of her lips.  “Oh my...  Or am I interrupting you with something else?”  She questioned, trying her hardest not to giggle.

“Huh?  What?”  Dwayne looked behind him, a bit flustered as his brain began to work through what Sharon was probably thinking.

Unbeknownst to him, when he turned his upper body, the towel had opened up a little, giving Sharon a nice clear view of his long black shaft.  She let out a small gasp and covered her mouth.

“No, wait, no ma’am, uh, hold on, lots of misunderstandings going on here,” Dwayne stuttered as he turned to face Sharon again.

“So I’m guessing Jamal and Darius aren’t here,” Sharon said.

“No ma’am.”

“And why would you immediately think of them when you saw me?”  She asked, taking a step closer.

“Well, I mean, you helped them find their condo, so I figured uh... maybe um,” Dwayne was at a loss for words.

“Uh huh...  Yeah, I’m sure that’s it.  And that over there?”  Sharon questioned as she pointed towards the kitchen island.  “A laptop, a bottle of lotion, and you naked under there?  Darlin’, come on, I may not be a spring chicken but I ain’t dumb.  You’re as nervous as a fly in a glue pot right now.  I think we both know what you were doing.”

Dwayne raised his hands and shook his head.  “Ma’am, I swear, this is a huge misunderstanding.  I get really dry skin, especially after an ice bath.”

“Uh huh.”

“And I’m just over there getting some work done, that’s all.”

“Completely naked,” Sharon quipped with an eyebrow raised.

“It’s just timing, I swear,” Dwayne responded.

“Hm...  Well, judging by how busy you are alone, I’m guessing Jamal and Darius aren’t here?”  Sharon asked.

“No ma’am.  They’re discovering the rest of Texas with my brothers,” Dwayne answered.

“And your father is...?”

“In Atlanta, for some kind of date.”

“Which leave you all home alone, with a laptop, the internet, and a bottle of lotion,” she responded as she got even closer.  “And it’s okay, a young man like you, of course you’re probably all pent up,” she whispered into his ear.

Dwayne gulped as he felt a stirring between his legs, his cock growing half erect and twitching as he felt her warm breath brush by his neck when she spoke.  She took a couple of steps and looked down at his crotch, noticing the tent forming, the tip of his big black cock poking out from  the opening of the towel.  Her fingers hovered over his hardening member, so close that Dwayne could feel the heat.

“Uh, um...” Dwayne stuttered as he looked down at the red haired housewife.

“What?  Come on, I think we both need a break.  You’re a young busy CEO who seems to be pretty lonely over there in your kitchen, and I’m obviously craving a bit of chocolate,” Sharon whispered as her fingers gently wrapped around his shaft.

Dwayne let out an audible groan as he felt her soft hands grip his cock.  He couldn't believe it was happening again.  Sharon leaned in closer and licked his left nipple.

"Do you want me to help relieve your pent up frustrations?" She whispered.

"Oh ma'am... I'd love that but, I have to..."

"No buts," Sharon interrupted as she stroked his cock to life.

Dwayne sighed in defeat, his cock now a full raging hard on.  Sharon continued to tease his nipple before she slowly got lower, her tongue making its way down towards the base of his manhood.  manhood.  His body shivered with anticipation as she reached the base and then ran her tongue all along the top of his shaft.

“Oh fuck... Here we go again,” he whispered.
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Sharon teased the tip of Dwayne’s now rock hard cock, running her tongue all along it, focusing where it met the rest of his shaft.  Dwayne’s legs nearly gave out as he groaned and closed his eyes.  She was absolutely amazing at teasing him with her tongue.  He had been a virgin for eighteen years as of yesterday, and now, here he was, having his third experience.  

Her tongue expertly worked its way up and down his shaft, from the top to the underside, until she got to his balls.  She sucked gently on them while stroking his shaft with both her hands.  Dwayne couldn’t help but place his hands on her head, running his fingers through her soft red hair.

“Oh yes, ungh...”  Dwayne groaned.

He loved the way she sucked on his balls, gently nibbling while her hands worked his shaft.  She paid particular attention to the tip, massaging it with her fingers.  Her tongue gently worked its way back up the underside of his shaft before she stood up and continued stroking his fat cock.

“It looks like you’re nice and ready.  Why don’t you come along and return the favor,” she whispered into his ear before she made her way to the living room.

She pulled off her clothes each step of the way until she got to the couch and spread her legs.  Dwayne nervously gulped as he followed along, his eyes widening as he saw the pretty pink lips of her sex.  Above it was her curly red bush, neatly trimmed into a triangle.  He’d never seen such a sight before.

Sharon wiggled her toes and pointed them towards him with her legs still outspread.  “Come on, get those lips down here,” she ordered.

Dwayne nodded as he crouched down and leaned down towards the lips of her quivering sex.  He slowly licked the lips of her sex, circling it with just the tip of his tongue.  This was all still new to him and he wasn’t exactly sure if he was doing it right.  He was just doing what he saw in porn movies.

Sharon gasped and placed one hand on the back of his head while she gently moved her hips up and down.  His tongue wandered a bit aimlessly and she looked down between her legs.  She helped to guide him, pushing his head towards where she wanted to be pleased.  Dwayne easily understood, moving his tongue along, following her movements.

“Mmm... Oh, that’s good,” she moaned as she wiggled her toes.

She lowered her legs a bit and bent her knees, getting her feet closer together near his throbbing shaft.  Dwayne let out a small groan as he felt the soles of her feet press against his cock, gently stroking it.  He remembered his brother, Willis, talking about how good women’s feet felt, and while he had laughed it off with the others, now, he was beginning to understand.

The soft soles of her feet continued to rub and stroke his cock while he continued to lick her pussy.  He could tell she was getting wetter by the minute.  Sharon gasped as she squeezed one breast tightly while keeping her other hand on the back of Dwayne’s head.  What he lacked in skill, he had in sheer determination.  His long, flexible tongue flicked wildly inside her, faster and faster.

“Yes... yes... right there,” she moaned as she stroked his fat cock faster with her feet.

Dwayne flicked his tongue rapidly as her hand pressed harder against the back of his head.  He figured it was the most sensitive spot of her pussy.  Sharon began to tremble as she thrust her hips up and down excitedly.  She squeezed her nipple, giving it a small twist as she felt her first small climax, a rush of warmth overtaking her.  Dwayne could feel her pussy tightening around his tongue.

“Yes!  Yes!  OH!  You’re so gooooooood!”  Sharon squealed as she continued to thrust her hips.

His tongue was amazing, but the tip of his nose was also rubbing against her sensitive clit at the same time, adding to the pleasure.  She trembled and spread her legs wide again while moving her hand off of Dwayne’s head.

“Okay, let’s get this show on the road!  Get that fat cock up here,” she exclaimed excitedly.

Dwayne got up and nervously looked around.  His cock bobbed up and down gently, tapping against her fiery red bush.  “Uh... I... Um... I ran out of condoms,” he sighed.

Sharon sat up, a small spark of anger in her eyes as she glared at him.  “You’re bringing this up now?!  Ugh!  Hold on, go get my purse,” she ordered.

Dwayne nodded and rushed back over to the entrance where she had left her purse.  He grabbed it, ran back and handed it to her.  Sharon dug around for a bit and then, to Dwayne’s surprise, pulled out a small blue bottle.

“Uh... what’s that?”  He asked.

“Lube,” she responded as she opened it and poured some on his thick throbbing shaft.

It was cold, making Dwayne shiver momentarily.  Luckily for him, her hands were warm as she gently stroked his cock, covering it with the lube.  She then put some more on her hand as she laid back and spread her legs.  Dwayne wasn’t sure what to do as he nervously took a step forward.  Sharon immediately shook her head and raised her other hand.

“Whoa there, you need to wait a second, let me get prepared,” she said.

Dwayne cocked his head to one side as he was confused as to what she was preparing for.  His eyes widened as he saw her slide a finger between her ass cheeks.  He couldn’t look away, watching as she slowly slid her finger back and forth into her tightly clenched backdoor.

“Wait... um...”  Dwayne was at a loss for words.

Sharon slowly slid another finger in, then another, closing her eyes and moaning loudly.  Her cute toes, pedicured perfectly with bright red nail polish, wiggled as she continued to slide her fingers in and out of her tight little ass.  Dwayne watched in stunned silence, staring as he saw the lips of her sex quiver.

“Okay, now get over here,” she said as she spread her legs as wide as she could and pulled her fingers out.

Dwayne gulped as he stepped forward, nervously making his way between her legs.  He couldn’t believe he was about to have anal sex for the first time.  She reached between her legs and grabbing his cock tightly, pulling it and aiming it between her ass cheeks.

“Nothing to worry about this way, and no need for any rubber,” Sharon said with a wink.

She held tightly onto the upper half of his cock as she pulled him in closer, closing her eyes and taking a couple of deep breaths.  The thick bulbous tip of his cock pressed against her tightly clenched backdoor.  Dwayne groaned as he tried to push his hips forward.  His cock pushed, then slid down, popping out from between her ass cheeks.

“Hey!  Come on now!  You have got to go slow!  You ain’t never done this before?”  Sharon gasped as she glared at him.

“Uh sorry ma’am, I’ve never done this before,” Dwayne replied sheepishly.

Sharon raised an eyebrow, her anger simmering for a bit as she let out a small laugh.  “What?  I thought all y’all liked doing this.  Well, take your time honey, don’t rush it, I’ll help aim but you got to push and go slow,” she said.

“Yes ma’am.”

She held tightly onto his cock again, carefully aiming it between her ass cheeks.  The lube was making it a bit hard to get a good grip but she held on as tightly as she could.  She pressed the tip against her tightly clenched backdoor again and took shallow quick breaths before taking a couple of slow deep ones.

“Okay... hold on,” she whispered.

Dwayne did as ordered, waiting patiently as he watched her.  She tugged on his shaft and he slowly pressed forward.  He groaned as he felt the tip slowly making its way into her tight little hole, struggling and taking his time.  Initially, it didn’t seem like it would be possible, the sensitive tip feeling like it was being pressed against a wall.

“Oh... fuck...”  He groaned.

“Ow!  Ow!  Fuck!”  Sharon gasped as she held tightly onto his shaft and squeezed it, causing Dwayne to pause.

She took another deep breath before tugging on his cock again.  Dwayne gritted his teeth and pushed his hips forward slowly, inching his way towards her.  He struggled a bit more before he finally felt her open up, the rounded tip of his cock slowly making its way into her ass.  Both moaned loudly once the tip was lodged in.

“OH FUCK!”  Sharon gasped.

Dwayne trembled as he closed his eyes and slowly continued his journey, inching in deeper and deeper.  He couldn’t believe how tight it was.  Sharon writhed a bit as she held onto his shaft, making sure that his cock wouldn’t pop out from her tight little white ass.

“OH LORD!  YOU’RE SO THICK!”  She gasped.

Dwayne groaned loudly as he continued to push, struggling as he placed his hands on the sofa.  He heeded Sharon’s words, going as slow as he could.  Once more of his cock slid into her, she pulled her hand away from his shaft and instead placed it between her legs, rubbing her clit rapidly to help ease the slight bits of pain that came with being penetrated from behind.

“Ungh...  Damn...  Ma’am, I don’t know if I can keep going,” Dwayne groaned.

“Oh don’t you dare stop!  Keep sliding that big black cock into my ass!”  Sharon ordered as she slid two fingers into her pussy.

He obliged, pushing in deeper as thick beads of sweat slowly dripped down his forehead.  His glasses fogged up a bit as he took a couple of deep breaths himself, trying to make his way in deeper.  It was completely different from his previous experiences with the other housewives that had visited.  Dwayne paused when he was about halfway in, his cock nearly bending as he tried to go in deeper.

Sharon screamed loudly as she placed one hand down on his abs.  “Whoa there!  Okay, hold on!  Oh lord that’s bigger than I thought, hold on!”  She squealed.  Dwayne nodded and kept taking a couple of deep breaths as he felt her ass tighten even harder around his cock.

Each time his cock throbbed, Sharon gasped, feeling it throughout her body.  She panicked a bit as she stared down between her legs.  “Okay, okay, pull out and you get on this sofa,” she ordered.  “But slow!”  She added hurriedly.

“Yes ma’am,” he replied with a nod.

He took another deep breath and began to pull his hips back slowly, just as slowly as he had entered.  His cock throbbed as he felt her ass squeeze tightly.  He could feel an intense feeling of pressure around his shaft as if he was pulling out from a vacuum.  His knees buckled slightly and he wanted to pull back fast but, he knew that wouldn’t be a good idea.

“Oh damn, fuck...”  He whispered as he tried his best to pull out slowly from her ass.

Sharon gasped and arched her back slightly as pleasure overwhelmed her.  She loved the way his cock felt as it made its way out.  After what felt like an eternity of bliss, Dwayne managed to pull his thick, throbbing, sensitive cock out of her ass with a small little pop.

“Whew!  Damn!”  He exclaimed happily as he stared down between his legs, his cock bouncing gently with his movements.

“Oh, you got that right!  Now come on, get on the sofa, right next to me and let me ride that big shaft!”  Sharon ordered as she tapped on the space next to her.
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An incredible feeling of pressure hit Dwayne as he closed his eyes and pressed his head back on the sofa.  The tip of his cock was once again struggling to get into Sharon’s still tight little white ass.  She was facing the opposite direction, mounting him in a reverse cowgirl position, slowly lowering herself down onto his cock.

Her right hand was wrapped around his shaft, holding it steady as she tried to fit the tip of his cock into her ass.  She rubbed her clit with her left hand at the same time.  After a bit of struggling, she finally managed to pop the tip into her.  Both gasped and moaned loudly again as her tight backdoor enveloped the sensitive bulbous tip of his throbbing black manhood.

Dwayne’s lower body tensed up as Sharon began her descent.  She was in complete control now, her feet firmly planted on the ground as she bent her knees slowly.  Her ass slowly took in his thick cock, squeezing it as it entered.  Dwayne groaned and continued to tense up, his thighs trembling as she lowered herself further.

“Ungh... UNGH!”  Dwayne grunted as her tight little ass clamped around his fat throbbing cock.

Sharon gasped and moaned as she continued to rub her clit while slowly lowering herself down.  She leaned forward a little and moved her other hand off his abs and down between his legs.  Dwayne trembled immediately as she gently massaged his balls.

“Oh!  Ungh!  Fuck!”  Dwayne grunted loudly as her soft hands caressed his large balls, while her ass continued its descent towards the base of his cock.

She made it about halfway before she had to pause and push back up, she wasn’t ready for his length or girth.  As soon as his cock began to pull out from her ass, Dwayne shuddered, feeling an incredible amount of suction against his sensitive cock.  He even forgot to breathe momentarily as waves of ecstasy washed through him.

Sharon continued to knead his balls gently as she pushed her body up.  She could feel every bump and ridge on his shaft as it slid out from between her ass cheeks.  Her heart raced wildly as she reached the tip and paused again before lowering herself.

“OH!  MMMMmmm...”  Sharon moaned loudly as she bent her knees.

Dwayne reached down and grabbed onto the sofa, squeezing it tight as he felt her tight ass make its way down his throbbing shaft again.  It was an incredible amount of pressure squeezing his cock.  Sharon was able to slide down just a bit faster this time as she slowly grew accustomed to his girth.  Now all that remained was handling his incredible length.

She slid a couple of fingers into her quivering cunt while her other hand moved away from his balls.  Sharon reached up and squeezed her own breast, adding to the intense pleasure that was already spreading through her.  She lowered herself a little past the halfway point, struggling as she felt the tip of his cock push deep into her ass.  A sharp pang rushing up her spine.  She had to stop and push herself back up again, faster than before.

“OH!  OH WHOA!”  Dwayne groaned in surprise at her sudden move upward.

He wasn’t prepared to feel such a sudden rush as her tight ass clenched tightly around his shaft every inch of the way up.  His balls tightened and he clenched his toes, taking a couple of quick shallow breaths.  He closed his eyes and tried to imagine he was on a serene beach, calming his body as much as he could.

Sharon felt his cock quiver wildly in her ass as she reached the tip.  She didn’t even give him a chance, sliding right back down, trying to reach the base this time.  Dwayne shook his head, rubbing the back of it on the sofa while tapping his hands on it rapidly.  Sharon couldn’t quite reach the base again, but immediately bounced back up, slowly gathering speed.

“Ungh!  Oh ma’am!  Oh fuck!”  Dwayne groaned.

Sharon felt an incredible heat rush through her body.  She loved being in control and the fact that this young black bull was struggling below her only added to her bliss.  Her fingers slid in and out of her tight little cunt while she began to bounce up and down on his shaft.  She still couldn’t quite reach the base but it was still more than enough to drive her wild.

Dwayne continued to keep his eyes closed as he tried to imagine himself on a beach.  Unfortunately, it didn’t take away from the fact that his cock was being squeezed like never before.  He wasn’t sure how much longer he could last as his balls began to tighten.

“UNGH!  UNGH!  OH MA’AM!”  He cried out as he began to tremble wildly below her.

Sharon closed her own eyes and braced herself before bending her knees, finally managing to slide all the way down to the base of his cock.  She rested there, feeling his balls quiver against her soaking wet pussy lips.  A familiar sharp pang rushed through her as his lengthy member hit deep inside her ass.

“AGH!”  Dwayne groaned as his balls tightened further and his shaft throbbed wildly.

His cock erupted, shooting his thick, gooey, warm seed deep inside her tight ass.  Sharon gasped and trembled as she climaxed at the same time.  The intense wildfire within her felt as though it was being quenched by Dwayne’s load as it fired off into her ass, filling her.  As her climax peaked, she clenched her ass cheeks tightly, squeezing and milking his cock.

Dwayne pressed his head back while clenching tightly onto the sofa as his cock shot out a couple more streams of his load.  Sharon didn’t budge, his thick black cock still planted deep inside her ass.  She waited for it to soften but to her surprise, it remained rock hard. 

“Oh my...  You’re not going down,” she gasped as she turned to look at him.

“Ungh... uh... no ma’am,” he groaned back.

“Well then...”  Sharon responded with a wink before turning back and raising herself.

She began to bounce up and down again on his still hard cock.  Dwayne took a deep breath and looked down in surprise.  He couldn’t believe that she was continuing.  He remained silent as he watched his thick black shaft slide in and out of her ass, his seed making its way out each time she bounced.  It looked like a layer of thick white cream as it covered his cock.

Sharon loved the way it felt, his seed acting as a lubricant as she began to bounce faster and faster.  She gritted her teeth as she reached down and squeezed his balls again, a bit rougher this time as she slid up and down.  Dwayne was taken aback as a rush of pain mixed in with the pleasure coursing through his young body.

Her ass bounced lewdly against his crotch, slick wet sounds of their bodies smacking against each other filling the room.  Dwayne released his grip on the sofa below and placed his hands on her ass, squeezing them tightly.  Sharon moaned loudly, pausing for a moment to look back at him.

“What are you waiting for?  Give that ass a good hard smack!”  She ordered.

Dwayne nodded nervously and lightly tapped her right ass cheek.  Sharon sighed as she squeezed his balls, causing him to flinch noticeably.  Even his cock shook a bit inside her ass as it throbbed.

“Ow!”

“What?  You don’t like that?  Then really smack my ass to show it!”  Sharon responded as she began to bounce again.

She loved being in control, but she also liked some roughness with her sex.  Jamal and Darius were very skilled at that.  She hoped that Dwayne would be just as good.  Dwayne took a second to recover from having his balls squeezed before he swung his palm against her ass, a loud smack filling the air.

Sharon gasped and shuddered as she felt an intense heat rush from her ass through the rest of her body.  It was a stinging sensation that temporarily numbed her ass.  Dwayne stared as a small pink handprint appeared before fading slightly.

“Oh shit, I’m sorry ma’am,” he apologized.

She paused her bouncing again and tugged on his balls.  “What are you apologizing for?  I told you to smack my ass!”  She roared before popping up and down once more.

Dwayne tilted his head back and groaned as she tugged and squeezed his balls some more.  He swung his palm down again, this time on the opposite cheek, slapping her ass hard.  She squealed as she continued to ride his thick black cock.  Dwayne couldn’t believe it, the fiery, redheaded housewife was wild!

He continued to smack her ass, taking turns on each ass cheek while she bounced.  Her ass cheeks seemed to glow pink, his handprints starting to show more and more.  Sharon’s ass felt like it was on fire, tingling for a bit even after Dwayne had smacked it.  After a couple more slaps, Sharon reached back and shook her head.

“Wait... wait... OH!  OH!  AHHHHHH!”  She screamed as she tilted back, slamming her ass down deep onto the base of his cock as she climaxed again.

She trembled wildly and grinded her lower body back and forth while her ass clamping tightly around Dwayne’s shaft.  He let out another loud groan as his shaft quivered in her tight ass.  He wasn’t sure how much longer he could last again.

Once her climax peaked, she pushed herself up and off his cock, shivering for a moment as she felt his seed dribble out of her briefly gaping backdoor.  She got on the ground and leaned her upper body against the sofa so that she was on her knees, ass towards Dwayne, with her upper body resting.  Dwayne reached down and squeezed the base of his shaft as he took a couple of deep breaths, trying to calm himself a bit.

“What are you waiting for?  Get that big black cock over here!”  Sharon ordered as she swayed her ass from side to side.

Dwayne sat up and made his way behind Sharon.  He stared down at her ass, reaching out and spreading her ass cheeks.  His thick black cock quivered at the sight.  Her tight little backdoor slowly opened close a bit, as if it were winking at him.  All the while, he could see his initial load drip down between her trembling pussy lips.

“Fuck me...”  Dwayne whispered as he grabbed the base of his cock and pressed the tip right back in between her ass cheeks.

“Oh no, YOU fuck ME!”  Sharon responded as she reached back and helped to hold her ass cheeks open.

Dwayne released her ass and placed his hands around his shaft, holding it tightly as he slowly pushed his hips forward.  This time around, his glistening, lubricated cock was able to slide in easier.  Sharon gasped and pressed her face into the sofa as she felt the thick bulbous tip of his big fat throbbing cock glide right into her tight little ass.

“Oh fuck!”  She yelled into the sofa, her voice muffled.  “Get in there!  Get in deep!”

Dwayne braced himself, pushing his glasses up before placing his hands on her hips and thrusting forward.  Her sweet, velvety ass enveloped his shaft, squeezing and kneading it as it entered.  He didn’t go slow this time, opting to just press forward and jam as much as he could in one stroke.

“OH MY GOD!  YES!  YES!  YEEEEEESSSSS!”  Sharon squealed.

Dwayne arched his back a bit as he slammed the entire length of his cock into her ass.  His balls smacked lewdly against her quivering pussy lips.  He paused momentarily before he began to pull back, staring down at her ass and watching it grip tightly as his shaft slid out.  His eyes were glued to the sight, amazed by the fact that his cock could even fit in the first place.  Once only the tip remained, he slammed forward again, sliding the entire length of his shaft deep inside her cum filled ass.

Sharon screamed in pleasure as she rubbed her face against the sofa while keeping her ass spread with her hands.  She couldn’t believe how good it felt, his thick throbbing shaft filling her little ass.  Her pussy quivered each time his balls smacked against them and she could feel a strange sensation between her legs.

Dwayne began to thrust faster and faster, slamming forward as hard as he could with each stroke.  Even the sofa squeaked and shifted a bit.  Sharon’s eyes filled with tears of joy as she felt an intense heat rush through her body and then make its way between her legs.  She climaxed again, but this time, her pussy tightened up for a moment before her juices came dripping out.

“OHGODOHGODOHGODOHGOD!”  She screamed as she shivered.

At the same time, Dwayne groaned and tilted his head back as his cock throbbed wildly, shooting out another load of his thick hot seed deep into her ass.  He felt weightless for a moment, his entire body feeling numb as his balls tightened and his ass cheeks clenched together.  His shaft felt like it was going to break as he fired shot after shot.

“OH FUCK!  OH GOD DAMN!”  Dwayne groaned loudly as he shuddered behind Sharon.

He collapsed forward, his cock still lodged inside her ass, and rested atop Sharon’s back.  The two of them remained quiet for a moment, both of them unable to move from exhaustion.  Every little wisp of movement in the air against their skin caused them to shiver.

“Oh ma’am... Ungh...”  Dwayne groaned as he slowly pulled back, his cock finally starting to soften.

Sharon remained still, her ass clenching and unclenching as she took a couple of deep breaths.  Dwayne collapsed against the sofa, his ass plopping onto the ground as he wiped his forehead with one arm.  His cock briefly throbbed and stood semi-erect before finally giving up and deflating towards the ground.  There was nothing left in the tank for him after this long weekend.

“Mind if I use your shower?”  Sharon asked meekly, barely even moving her head to speak.

“You’re more than welcome to ma’am,” Dwayne groaned.

“Thanks... Oh fuck that was amazing...”  Sharon whispered, going in and out of consciousness.

Dwayne nodded and closed his fluttering eyes.
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Chapter 90
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A loud bang woke Dwayne up and he quickly sat upright.  The room was dark and he couldn’t quite get his bearings.  He couldn’t tell where he was momentarily as he panicked and looked around.  His vision was blurred and he blinked several times before realizing he didn’t have his glasses.

He heard muffled voices and shook his head.  The once unfamiliar room began to grow more familiar, it was his own.  He was in his own bed and he quickly reached to the side to get his glasses.  There was another bang, not as loud as before and Dwayne quickly got to his feet, rushing over behind the door to grab a baseball bat.

His brothers weren’t supposed to arrive until tomorrow.  Rollingwood wasn’t really known for any burglaries or robberies, but it was a wealthy neighborhood.  There was always a chance, Dwayne thought as he grabbed his bat with both hands and slowly made his way out of the bedroom.  He could barely remember what had happened and how he had even gotten to his room after his experience with Sharon.  Bits and pieces were coming back to him but more importantly, he had to figure out who or what was downstairs.

The house went eerily silent as Dwayne slowly took steps out of the hall and down the stairs.  His hands grew sweaty as he gripped the baseball bat tightly.  He debated on calling out to whoever was in the house, he needed to have the advantage of surprise on his side.  

The light to the kitchen was on and there was some clanging and then someone chuckled.  Dwayne crept in and had the bat held high, ready to swing.  He saw someone crouched down, wearing a hoodie and digging through one of the cabinets.

“Hey!”  Dwayne yelled as he got in close.

The figure turned and looked up at him.

“Marcus?!”

“Bruh, what... what the fuck are you doing?”  Marcus questioned as he glared at his youngest brother.

Someone tugged on the baseball bat and took it out of Dwayne’s hands.  He turned to see Willis behind him.  “You practicing some baseball?”  He laughed.

“What are you guys doing back?!  Your flight wasn’t until tomorrow,” Dwayne responded while breathing a huge sigh of relief.

Willis closed in on his brother and gave him a big hug. "Bruh, we missed you," he chuckled.  "In all seriousness though, we saw what you sent over and got worried.  To be blunt, your deck sucked," he continued.

Marcus got up, holding a can of beans.  "Yeah man, shit was whack!  We thought maybe you were sick or something," he added.

Dwayne sighed and made his way to the island.  "That bad huh?  And you thought beans would help?" Dwayne inquired.

"Huh?  Oh, nah, I'm hungry!  You know they don't even serve peanuts or pretzels on them short flights?!" Marcus replied.

"What about the others?" Dwayne asked.

"Man, they grown men, they'll be fine," Marcus said as he opened the can and grabbed a pot.

"So, you feeling alright?"  Willis asked.

"Yeah, it was just..." Dwayne paused, leaning against the island and contemplating his words.  "Exhaustion and pressure," he continued.  "How was the trip?"

"Oh fuck man, it was something else!"  Marcus chuckled as he licked his fingers and turned on the stove.  "Man, we thought the housewives around here were wild, but man..."

Willis laughed heartily and tapped his hand on the nearest counter.  He even snorted a bit as he walked over to his brother and lightly smacked him on the back.  "Yo, the lady with the red hair, man, she was something else!"  Willis said.

Dwayne shuddered a bit, thinking about the fiery redheaded housewife that had visited yesterday.  His knees felt weak for a moment.  Yet there was a small stirring of his loins as he thought about the sight of Sharon's ass.

Willis cocked his head to one side as he looked at his youngest brother.  "You want to go back to bed man?  You seriously look out of it," he said.

"Huh? Oh yeah, maybe I should," Dwayne replied.

Willis had a look of concern on his face as he glanced at Marcus and then stared at Dwayne.  “Bruh, seriously, are you good?”

Dwayne took a long pause before sighing and nodding.  He decided he would tell them after the meeting with Cuban.  “Yeah, I’m good.  I’ll tell you guys about something later.”

Marcus raised an eyebrow as he stirred the beans.  “Yeah?  Can you be any more vague?  What’s up man?”  

“It’s nothing, that’s why I’ll talk to you guys about it later.”

Willis shook his head as he opened the fridge and grabbed a bag of shredded cheese.  He tossed it over to Marcus.  “Yo, get it cheesy too.”

“Man, cheesy?  Seriously?”  Marcus groaned.

“Yeah man, it’s good!  Plus, you get protein, get that bulk you always talking about,” Willis laughed.

“Shit, you know I don’t need the fat,” Marcus complained.

Yet, he still opened the bag of shredded cheese and dumped some in the pot.  Willis nodded, “yeah, put some more in there,” he said.

“Man, you want the whole bag in there?  Shit man,” Marcus responded as he shook his head and put the shredded cheese to the side.

“Come on man, you can add a bit more,” Willis ordered.

Dwayne couldn’t help but smile, he had missed this banter.  The silence over the weekend, whatever little he did manage to get between housewives, was nice, but this noisiness was why he had pulled his brothers along into his startup venture.

Willis grabbed the bag and dumped a bit more into the pot while Marcus was looking away.  Marcus turned and smacked Willis on the back of the head and the two tussled briefly.  Dwayne sighed and shook his head, “come on guys.”

“What?  You want in on this?”  Willis laughed as he wrapped one arm around his youngest brother’s head, putting him in a headlock.

“Hey!  Come on!  Stop it!”  Dwayne whined.

“Maybe this’ll get you out of your little rut.  Man, you even got the numbers wrong in the presentation.  The financials were nowhere near what you put in there,” Willis said as he held onto his brother’s head tight.

“Ow!  Willis!  Damn it!  Marcus, help!”  Dwayne cried out.

Marcus laughed as he stirred the pot.  “Nah man, you the CEO, you got to put your foot down.”

Willis chuckled before letting go of his brother and patting his head.  “Shit, I thought you’d be able to fight out of that.”

“I told you man, I’m exhausted.”

“Well, you got one day to freshen up before the big meet.  You want to just cancel it?”  Willis questioned.

“What?  No!  As long as you two clean up the deck, I’m good.”

“Oh, you putting us to work huh?  Well, I got some good news, we already cleaned that shit up.  Just need a couple of finishing touches,” Marcus responded.

“Damn dawg, you wasn’t supposed to let him know.  At least let him sweat it out a bit,” Willis said, sounding disappointed.

Dwayne let out a sigh of relief as he plopped down on a nearby stool.  “Thanks.”

Marcus grabbed a spoon and began eating the beans mixed with shredded cheese.  “So, bruh, now that we solved your problem, why don’t you tell us what’s on your mind man?  What you even do this weekend?” 

Dwayne nibbled on his upper lip for a bit, thinking about whether or not he should tell them about his very long weekend.  Willis tapped him on the shoulder.  “Did something happen to you bruh?”

“Nah...  It’s just uh...  So, I had a couple of visitors,” Dwayne started.

“Visitors?”

“Yeah, I guess uh...”  Dwayne paused, hesitating as his eyes shot from Marcus to Willis.

“Come on bruh, just spit it out, damn,” Willis bellowed as he grabbed a spoon and took a bite of Marcus’s food.

“Okay.  The housewives made a visit,” he blurted.

“The who did what now?”  Marcus responded, nearly dropping his spoon.

“The housewives, you know... like our neighbor and her friends,” Dwayne replied.

“They made a visit?  What’s that mean?”  Willis asked.

“Well, you know, they usually come to visit you two.  Well, they really wanted to see either one of you and I was the only one around so...”  Dwayne responded shyly.

“What?”  Marcus was still confused as he took another bite of his food.

Willis on the other, lit up, his eyes widening as he began to laugh.  “OH SHIT!  NO FUCKING WAY!”  He yelled.

“What?  What the fuck is he talking about?”  Marcus asked, feeling frustrated.

“BRUH!  THINK!  Why the hell does Melissa visit you?  Why does Karen come swinging by to meet up?”

Marcus paused before his jaw dropped, as did his spoon.  “Nah... nah bruh... You serious?!”

“Yeah...”  Dwayne whispered.

“BRUH!”  Marcus exclaimed as he got close and gave his brother a hug.  “All at the same time?!”

Dwayne shook his head, “what?  No!  Not like that,” he replied.

“Why you so tired then?”  Willis questioned.

“It’s just... Like, they came by one after the other practically.  I barely got to work on those slides and barely got to take a break,” Dwayne sighed.

“What?  Wait, so hold up bruh, you got a piece of Karen?”  Willis questioned.

“Uh... yeah, I’m sorry,” Dwayne apologized.

Willis laughed and tapped his brother on the back.  “It’s all good bruh.  Shit, she popped your cherry huh?”

Dwayne cleared his throat and shook his head.  “Uh, not quite.  That was actually Melissa,” he admitted.

Marcus was in the middle of getting a new spoon when he heard his brother’s words.  He raised an eyebrow and crossed his arms.  “Melissa?  Nah bruh, no way,” he said.

“Yeah, she came here first.  She was looking to have a workout with you but I was the only one here so...”

“She worked you out huh?”  Marcus said with a small chuckle.

Dwayne couldn’t help but blush as he stared down at the ground.  Marcus laughed and shook his head, “damn, so you had some Melissa and Karen?!  No wonder your ass is wiped.”

“Well actually...”

Both Marcus and Willis stared at their youngest brother intently.  “Sharon visited too and she was... wow...”

“Oh fuck, the redhead?  God damn!  Jamal always be talking about how wild she is!”  Marcus blurted.

“Yeah, she was something else.  I had run out of condoms so she uh... well, she took it from behind.”

“Oh fuck...”  Willis gasped surprised.

“I mean, Karen was pretty wild too.  Or I guess, her husband.  I mean, he was watching and... yeah, shit got weird,” Dwayne said.

“Damn... Fuck man... yeah, go rest up.  Not sure how you’re even alive after that,” Marcus chuckled.

Dwayne nodded as he got off the stool.  “You two aren’t angry?”

“Angry?  Shit man, I’d say I was jealous but damn, my cock would be aching after that,” Marcus responded with a laugh.

Willis laughed along with him and nodded.  “That’s for damn sure!  I mean, we did go pretty hog wild in Dallas, you know what I’m saying?”

Marcus nodded back while leaning and giving Willis a fist bump.  “Yeah, you talking about the blonde right?”

Dwayne tilted his head, “what are you guys talking about?”

“Story for another time bruh, go back to sleep man, we’ll talk when you’re all rested up.  You need to be in top shape for the meeting with Cuban,” Willis answered.

Dwayne stretched, yawned and then nodded.  He hugged his brothers before heading on upstairs.  It felt good letting them know and he regretted even thinking about not telling them.  As soon as his head hit his pillow, he was out instantly.  The most exhausting weekend of his young life was finally over.
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