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		Part One: Bitch Smack!

		

	
		Keyshawn raised the back of his hand high in the air and waited for the whiteboy to answer.

		Desperately trying to not freak out, Gary Reece started looking around for some help. However there was none to be found. In more than one way: Gary was out of luck.

		"Well?" Keyshawn said, losing patience with every passing second. "I'm still waiting for an answer. I want my money! When are you going to pay me?"

		They were in the bad part of town, the part of town where people as white as Gary should never go, especially after dark. But this is where Keyshawn had told him to meet him, so that they could discuss Gary's inability to pay high-stakes betting tabs.

		Now Gary swallowed. "I don't know," he replied. "Soon."

		"Soon?" Keyshawn growled, an evil look in his eye.

		"Yeah, I'll be able to pay you back soon, Keyshawn. I promise. Trust me, man."

		One of Keyshawn's flat nostrils snarled disdainfully. "Trust you?"

		Gary pleaded, "... I just need a little more time to —"

		Unfortunately, Gary wasn't given the opportunity to finish his sentence. The back of Keyshawn’s hand found the meaty part of Gary's face; and the hapless white man was sent stumbling back several feet.

		"You hit me!" Gary said, dumfounded. "You actually hit me, man!"

		"Naw," Keyshawn said. "I didn't hit you. Don't get it twisted, whiteboy. I bitch smacked you. I bitch smacked you because you keep acting like a little bitch!"

		Gary noticed that his lip was bleeding. He couldn't believe that things were getting out of hand so quickly. An immediate rush of adrenaline entered his bloodstream and he heard his heart pounding away in his ears as he looked up again.

		Keyshawn wore a very clean wife beater. His jeans were baggy and low enough on his slim hips to show off his boxer shorts. Gary wasn't accustomed to seeing Keyshawn dressed this way. Keyshawn worked as a janitor in the downtown building where Gary's accounting firm rented the seventh floor. Now Keyshawn stood in the dark alleyway, silent, glaring at the white man's motionless form. Gary could hear Keyshawn’s breath growling through his nostrils; could hear tension in his muscles, leaking the scent of power. Keyshawn's dark eyes continued to stare at Gary, narrow and raw with wrath.

		"You better find a way to get me my money, whiteboy. I need to get paid. You better start thinking real hard. I'm sure you got something that's valuable."

		

		

		

		Part Two: The Perfect Princess

		

	
		For the past thirty minutes, Heidi Reece had been looking for the perfect pair of panties. There were so many choices. She was starting to get really stressed out.

		"Oh my God!" she said, clad in a little pink towel as she studied the contents of the top drawer in her dresser. "I've got too many panties! Too many bras! How on earth do I choose which is the sexiest?"

		There were probably almost two hundred pairs of panties there, many of them thongs, and most of them very sexy.

		Heidi had always taken a lot of pride in her appearance. Unabashedly, she was one of those girls who liked wearing sexy underwear because it made her feel sexy. She also liked how much her husband, Gary, liked her wearing sexy underwear. And being fit and wearing sexy clothes was the least she could do since she stayed home all day while Gary slaved a way in his big, imposing office building.

		Picking up a skimpy white thong with a little red bow on the back, she mused happily, "I sure am glad that Gary is getting home soon. I can't wait. Guys aren't the only ones who get horny."

		The next pair of panties Heidi found were pink with lots of ruffles. She tried them on in front of her full-length mirror, thinking that the pink panties were quite appropriate since she often did feel like a princess.

		In fact, ever since she'd been a little girl, she'd felt like a princess. Her childhood bedroom had been mostly all pink. In high school, the license plate of her Mazda Miata was Princess4Eva. And after she graduated college, and after she married Gary, she insisted that she continually be treated as a princess by her husband. And that was one of the reasons why she loved Gary so much —because he seemed to enjoy treating her like a princess as much as her father had. So it was no big surprise then when Gary insisted that Heidi stay at home (and not enter the workforce) while they were trying to start a family.

		That was almost five years ago.

		Financially, Gary and Heidi could have afforded a baby already. That's what Gary had said. But they'd decided to wait a little until they could give their first born everything in the world. But recently Heidi had grown warm to the idea. Indeed she was starting to go a little "baby crazy." So tonight, on the anniversary of their first official "date," she'd finally ask her husband to forgo using a condom.

		Then the phone started ringing and Heidi picked it up after the third ring, and after a slight hesitant pause, her mother's sharp voice said, "Your sister just got engaged to a black."

		"A black?" Heidi said.

		"Yeah, a black guy. Can you believe that?"

		"What? He's black?" Heidi said, still trying to get her mind around the fact that her Brie, her younger sister who had just recently turned 21, was engaged at all, much less to a black guy. "He's really black?"

		Her mother gave a harsh mock laugh. "Oh yeah, he's black alright, he's about as black as they come. He's as black as a fucking crow. And here's the best part. This black guy is also about twice Brie's age. He's some forty year-old dude with three kids and an ex-wife. Now tell me this. What is your little sister seeing in him? Tell me that!"

		"I don't know, mom. I honestly don't know," Heidi said, trying to form a mental image of the happy couple. But the image was not very forthcoming so she moved on. "I mean, is she happy?"

		Her mother thought about it for a long moment. "I guess she's happy. You know Brie. You've always been the older-responsible one and she's always been the younger-super-bubbly one."

		"Yeah, I guess you're probably right."

		"Anyway, how's Gary? Is he still keeping it together?"

		"I guess," Heidi said. "No, Gary's great. I'm so proud of what he's been doing at work. You should hear about all the great things that have already happened at his new job. He's really happy that we moved here. Lots of great opportunities. Gary's great."

		"Hm," her mother said with a non-committal grunt. "Well, I probably better be getting on. We have this dinner party thing we're throwing tonight. Don't you wish you could be me?"

		"Oh mom," Heidi said, rolling her pretty blue eyes. "I'm sure it's not that bad."

		"Anyway, please just do me one small favor, my dear."

		"Sure mom. What is it?"

		"Just stay with Gary. Please stay with your husband. The last thing I need is you hooking up with a black man too. I mean, I don't think I could get over seeing both of my daughters walking around with big, full tummies; and knowing some black guys knocked both of them up. First of all, they'd kick me out of the country club, for sure. Secondly, I don't think I could really handle having two black babies for grandchildren."

		"Just one black baby?" Heidi said, being a smartass."

		"Alright smartass," her mother said. "I'll talk to you soon, love ya!"

		"Love ya' too mom!"

		They hung up.

		Then Heidi turned to the mirror again and decided that tonight required something a little special. She removed her pink princess panties and disappeared into her large walk-in closet. She was only gone for a second when she returned with a single hanger.

		Upon the hanger was a black lace teddy. She pulled the teddy off the hanger and slipped the light material over her head; adjusted the straps over her slender shoulders.

		"Not bad, girl," she said, admiring her own reflection. The material was so soft against her tan skin it made her feel even sexier than before. She looked over her shoulder and saw that the teddy was seated high on her rear as it was designed to show off a woman's ass.

		She walked back over to the dresser and found a pair of matching black lacey panties. The back part wasn't a thong, but it might as well since it barely covered up much of her shapely backside. She hooked her thumbs under the elastic waistband and snapped the sexy panties into place. She liked how the tops of the panties were covered in black lace; which seemed to really coordinate well with her teddy.

		"Someone's getting lucky tonight," Heidi said, poking her butt out at the mirror and giving a few playful wiggles. "I can't wait until Gary gets home! I can't wait to see his face! And I definitely can't wait to feel what's like to have sex without a condom!"

		Then Heidi went into the kitchen and poured herself a big glass of Chardonnay. She didn't want to get drunk, just relaxed. She could tell that tonight was going to be the most important night of her life.

		

		

		

		Part Three: Gary’s Confession

		

	
		An ancient cab with a busted headlight drove by and then everything was quiet. Too quiet. Dangerously quiet.

		Gary's eyes quickly darted around the dank alleyway, landing on objects he could use for his defense: a rusty shovel, a 2x4, a broken broom handle.

		"No," Keyshawn said. "Don't even think about it, whiteboy."

		A coldness dripped down Gary's body as he looked up at the angry black man. "I wasn't."

		Gary could literally feel the blood pulling back from his skin as he paled. All this time he'd thought of Keyshawn-the-janitor as this harmless/low IQ guy. But now he was starting to think it was all a show.

		Keyshawn added, "You think I'm playing? I ain't playing shit!"

		Gary had been in one or two fights as a kid, but mostly he'd never been one for conflict. Every impulse in his body was telling him to run, get out of this situation as soon as possible. So taking a deep breath, he tried to do just that: run!

		But Gary didn't get very far. Just like that Keyshawn had caught Gary by the neck, thrown him down onto the hard pavement, and began peppering the white man with kicks to the abdomen. Over and over again.

		"Stop kicking me, please!" Gary yelled in a rather unmanly way. "Stop it! Stop it!"

		"Fuck you, whiteboy!" Keyshawn said. "Where's my goddamn money!"

		"I told you..."

		"Speak up whiteboy!"

		"I told you that I'm working on it, Keyshawn. I'm just a little short, that's all."

		"You're more than a little fucking short, whiteboy," Keyshawn said, getting more visibly upset by the moment. "You fucking think that you can just make bets and not pay? You think I'm a fucking punk?"

		"A punk? No! Never Keyshawn!"

		"Then why are you treating me like a punk, whiteboy?"

		Gary could tell that he had dirt and oil all over his Polo shirt and khaki slacks. Regardless of how tonight ended, his entire outfit was probably ruined. "I’m not Keyshawn!"

		"You're the punk, whiteboy!"

		Gary remained silent. Keyshawn had stopped kicking him, at least for the moment. Maybe if Gary could just curl up and play dead then the mentally unstable black man would just leave him alone. Maybe? Then again, maybe not.

		"Hey, goddammit! Did you hear me, whiteboy? I said you're the punk!"

		Again Gary remained silent.

		So to get his point across, Keyshawn bent down at the waist and backhanded Gary in the mouth again. The force of the blow was tremendous. It was even more than what Gary would have thought such a powerfully built man like Keyshawn was capable. Gary yelled out, his voice high and squeaky.

		Keyshawn straightened up, his menacing eyes still locked on Gary's pathetic carcass. "Say it! Say you're a punk! I want to hear you fucking say the words out loud, whiteboy!"

		Gary opened his mouth to speak, but just then he saw that Keyshawn actually had his cell phone out, obviously recording every sordid moment of this terrible scene behind the shitty bar in the bad part of town. How was this happening? How was Gary actually in this situation? He was so normal. Except for the gambling, Gary was one of the most normal people Gary knew.

		THWACK!

		Gary, lost in his thoughts, didn't even see it coming this time. Again the tip of Keyshawn’s size 14 Timberland boot found its way into the soft and cushy midsection of the white man. Groaning, Gary kept his eyes shut, too stunned to do anything other than whimper every now and then.

		"Say it, whiteboy! Say it before I have to get really nasty!"

		Gary began to sniffle a little.

		Keyshawn still had his cell phone out, pointing the camera lens at Gary's miserable face now. "Do you want me to get nasty? I can, boy! You're the motherfucker who put me in this situation! Say it!"

		In a voice barely audible because of passing street traffic, Gary said, "I'm... a punk."

		This put a surprisingly big smile on Keyshawn's face. The sound of Gary actually saying the words seemed to simultaneously surprise and amuse the much larger black man. Shit, Keyshawn thought. A motherfucker would have to do a lot more before you ever hear something like that out of my mouth! Shit! These white dudes are weak as hell!

		Then, Keyshawn had another thought. He was just going to fuck around with Gary and maybe scare the shit out of Gary because he welshed on the bet. Obviously Gary would pay him eventually. But now Keyshawn was of a different mind. He was starting to wonder how much he could get away with. He was starting to think he could have a little fun tonight. "What was that, whiteboy? What did you say?"

		"I'm... a punk," Gary mumbled again.

		"Again!"

		Gary looked up at the camera phone for a long time before saying another word. It killed him to know that someone like Keyshawn would have evidence that this whole scene had ever occurred. But it was easier than being beaten to death.

		"I'm a punk..."

		"Mr. Keyshawn!"

		"What?"

		"You can refer to me as Mr. Keyshawn. Now say it, all of it!"

		Gary couldn't believe that he was actually about to say it. "I'm a punk, Mr. Keyshawn."

		"Good, that's a good little bitch," Keyshawn said, moving the camera to try out several different angles. "Tell me you're a coward and a bitch, whiteboy!"

		By now there was no use trying to fight it. Besides, perhaps if Keyshawn got the sense that Gary wasn't as embarrassed as he figured, all of this might stop very quickly. "I'm a bitch and a coward, Mr. Keyshawn."

		"I didn't say you're a bitch and a coward," Keyshawn yelled back, sounding legitimately angry. "I said you were a coward and a bitch!"

		"I am a coward and a bitch, Mr. Keyshawn!"

		Keyshawn smiled. "Do you know what a cuck is?"

		Gary looked at the black man and nodded slowly. "I've seen it on the Internet."

		"What is it? What's a cuck?"

		Where was this going? Apprehension overwhelmed Gary's mind, but nonetheless he found himself saying, "Um, I think it's a guy who likes seeing his wife with another man. That's what I heard."

		"That's right, whiteboy!" Keyshawn moved a few feet so that Gary's entire quivering white face filled the screen. "Tell me you're a fucking cuckboy!"

		"But I'm not!" Gary yelled back, surprising even himself.

		This proved a fatal flaw in strategy however because soon Gary found his entire face pressed against the rubber sole of Keyshawn’s oversized boot.

		"Say it!" Keyshawn demanded, moving in to get a close view on Gary's face again.

		His ears were still ringing so badly that he barely knew what he was saying. "I'm a cuckboy, Mr. Keyshawn. I'm a cuckboy, Mr. Keyshawn. I'm a cuckboy, Mr. Keyshawn!"

		Five minutes later, Keyshawn was still laughing in the car as he watched the video clip, over and over. Gary, AKA Cuckboy, was at the wheel. After they pulled out of the parking lot, and onto the main street, Gary nervously glanced over. "Mr. Keyshawn? Sir? Can I ask where we're supposed to be going now?"

		Keyshawn was about to answer, but then burst into a fit of wild laughter after watching the clip of Gary's bloody, sad little face announcing to the world that he's a cuckboy.

		"I'm a cuckboy, Mr. Keyshawn. I'm a cuckboy, Mr. Keyshawn. I'm a cuckboy, Mr. Keyshawn!"

		Keyshawn found this too hilarious, really. Moreover, he wasn't the only one. Less than five minutes ago he'd posted the video clip on You Tube and already there were over 2,000 hits!

		"Sir?" Gary said.

		"Yes cuckboy? What is it?" Keyshawn snapped.

		"Where am I driving us?"

		"We're going to yo' house," Keyshawn said. "I can't wait to show yo' wife dis video!"

		

		

		

		Part Four: White Women Love Creampies

		

	
		Gary parked the car and removed the key from the ignition so that all the lights in the dashboard went out. The two men sat in the dark car, waiting.

		"Nice house," Keyshawn finally said. "Looks like you're really living the American Dream."

		Gary stared at the other man, whey-faced and incredulous. "Please don't show my wife that video. I'm begging you."

		"Why not? Don't you think your wife should know what kind of man she's married to? Don't you think it's only responsible of me to let her know that she's married to a degenerate gambler? Not to mention you're a fucking cuckboy too!"

		"No... I'm not. I'm not the last one."

		Keyshawn tapped the surface of his cell phone and smiled wickedly. "I have evidence that says otherwise."

		"You made me say that, Keyshawn."

		"I didn't make you do shit, whiteboy," Keyshawn said. "You can go around blaming others for the rest of your life, if that's what you want to do. But in the end, you still chose to say the words. Right?"

		"And I already regret that," Gary said. "Anyway, after you show my wife the video —"

		Keyshawn interrupted. "What's going to happen next?"

		Gary nodded, feeling a tightness in his chest as he waited for the verdict.

		Sitting there in the dark car, Gary had to remind himself that this was not the end of the world. The worst case scenario was that Keyshawn would show Heidi the video and get a few cheap laughs from it, tell Heidi about Gary's gambling, and then have Gary drive him back to the shitty part of town.

		The good news was that Heidi and Gary had always had a very deep and trusting relationship. Tonight might be uncomfortable for her, but it wouldn't be as bad as finding out that he'd cheated on her. Especially once he explained to Heidi that the only reason he was even making bets was because he was trying to buy her a brand-new car. Gary had never doubted the love between him and his wife. And he was certain that he could explain everything.

		After a long pause, Keyshawn said, "I think you know what's going to happen, whiteboy. Now come on, let's get this party started!"

		Feeling a little nauseous, Gary got out of the car and followed Keyshawn up the stairs. Now the bastard who'd just recently beaten Gary up was walking through the front door of Gary's house like he owned the place.

		From far away in the kitchen, Heidi said in a musical voice, "Oh Gary! Sweetie? Is that you, honey?"

		Keyshawn stopped in Gary's lavish foyer, turned and moved his eyes up and down, smiling. Clearly he was enjoying the shit out of this predicament.

		Then things got worse.

		A second later Gary's heart plummeted to his feet when he saw his beautiful wife step into the room. For some reason, Heidi was wearing nothing but a sexy lace teddy. Her long blonde hair hung down past her shoulder blades. She looked spectacular in the outfit too. She looked like a true sex goddess: curvy, soft, and very fertile. Then Heidi's big blue eyes widened with shock when she saw that Gary wasn't alone tonight.

		"Damn girl," Keyshawn said, walking directly over to the stunned figure of Heidi. "You didn't have to get all dressed up for me! But I definitely appreciate it!"

		From Heidi's perspective it was like a movie in slow motion.

		A horror movie.

		Motionless, she watched as the tall, thuggish black man came up to her and wrapped his muscular arms around her in a big intimate embrace. A stranger, watching through the open bay window, might have incorrectly assumed that Heidi and the black man were actually the married couple!

		Looking over the black man's shoulders, her eyes locked with her husband as she felt the air get squeezed out of her lungs. The black guy was so much taller than her that she had to go up on her tippy toes to meet him. And he continued hugging her, much longer than necessary. Or appropriate.

		It was so uncomfortable for Heidi. She was forced to just stand there, arms pinned at her sides, while her senses were overwhelmed by the strange man's strange scents. It was a heady mixture of alcohol, cigarettes, cologne, and sweat. Currently, all of Heidi's five senses were under assault. Her mind was in a terrible state of upheaval.

		Was this a dream?

		Was this really happening?

		Why was Gary just standing there, dumbly, and letting this go on?

		Keyshawn had a big ass grin on his ugly face when he finally let Heidi go.

		"Gary?" Heidi said, noticing all the bruises for the first time. "What happened, dear? Did you get into a fight?"

		"I wouldn't call it a fight," Keyshawn said. "Usually a fight involves the participation of at least two people. My man Gary over here was basically just acting as a heavy bag. That is, until I stepped in and saved his lily white ass!"

		"You saved him?" she said.

		"Sure did!"

		"What happened?" she asked.

		"We were in a bar, yeah. My man Gary started talking shit to the wrong brothas. I'm pretty sure that if I didn't step in then he would be in the fucking hospital right now."

		Right away Heidi sprinted across the room in her lingerie to tend to her wounded husband. She seemed to be unaware that every step she took offered the black man a healthy glimpse of her exposed butt cheeks.

		Oh yes! Keyshawn was very happy with Heidi! Very happy indeed!

		Keyshawn hadn't expected a bitchboy like Gary to have such a hot wife. Keyshawn had figured that she would be a little fat, or her face would be sort of plain-looking. But this white bitch was sexy as hell! She could have been a model! Already Keyshawn could feel his big meaty 10 inch cock start to stiffen uncomfortably in his boxers.

		Presently, the sexy white woman had her back to him as she studied her husband's battered face. Every time she moved her nightie it seemed to rise a bit further on her hips, revealing a nice sexy white ass, the sort of white ass that Keyshawn had always fantasized about fucking.

		See, Keyshawn had fucked two white women before. Only two. The first one was almost 300 pounds. And the second one was definitely over 300 pounds. Since then, Keyshawn's favorite porn movies were ones featuring sexy white women with well-hung brothas. Since he had a big cock too, it was easy to imagine himself fucking all those sweet, tight, little white pussies.

		Fuck, Keyshawn thought. I'd love to make a porno with this sexy white bitch! We'd be looking good as hell together!

		Suddenly Gary realized that Keyshawn's dark eyes were glued on Heidi's ass. "Dear, Heidi, don't you think that you should put something else on? You know, since we have company?"

		"Oh right," she said, blushing even worse because of the wine. "How silly of me!"

		Keyshawn didn't even pretend to take his eyes off Heidi until she'd disappeared down the hallway. "Yeah girl, how silly of you," he muttered under his breath. "Let's see how silly you look when you're impaled on my BBC."

		A few minutes later Heidi came back wearing a full-length black silk robe which she tied around the middle. Gary was standing in between the living room and the dining room. He was holding some ice up against his jaw.

		"So did you guys call the cops?" Heidi said.

		"Naw, not really," Keyshawn said, walking past Gary and helping himself to a beer in the refrigerator. He popped open the beer and went back towards the couch in the living room. "My man Gary was embarrassed about getting his ass beat. Weren't you, Gary?"

		At the time, all Gary could was stand there and wait for the Tylenol to kick in. It seemed like every part of his body was throbbing with pain.

		"You were embarrassed? Really?" Heidi said, not really helping the situation. "How many were there?"

		"Just one," Keyshawn said. He was sitting in the middle of the couch now, both of his long legs spread wide, a posture that blatantly declared his sex. "But he was this big ol' black dude. Gary didn't stand a chance."

		Head down, Gary mumbled something which nobody else in the room could hear.

		Then for the next several moments it was dangerously still and quiet in the room.

		"I'm sorry," Heidi said. "I didn't get your name."

		Keyshawn glanced over at the sexy white woman, the woman who needed his black cock more than she even knew. At that moment he made a vow to himself that before he left this house she would get the fucking she deserved.

		"Keyshawn," he said. Then a chuckle formed in his throat, but he stopped it before it made a sound. "Though some people call me Mr. Keyshawn."

		Gary glanced up to see the horrible, teasing look in Keyshawn's eyes.

		Her arms wrapped tightly around her midsection, Heidi forced her eyes over to the black man sprawled on her Pottery Barn couch. "Well thank you very much for your help tonight, Keyshawn. I know that my husband appreciates it. And I definitely appreciate it too."

		Keyshawn laughed and waved his hand. "Just doing my job, ma'am. Saving one whiteboy at a time!"

		Heidi laughed uneasily. "Well that was really nice of you, Keyshawn. I mean that."

		Meanwhile, Gary was having a hard time listening to all of this polite banter. Especially because it was all bullshit. Fucking bullshit! Naturally, Gary wasn't about to forget what Keyshawn had done to him tonight. No, Gary wasn't exactly sure how, but he knew that somehow he would get his revenge on the insolent black man!

		"Say Keyshawn," Gary started. "Hey pal, do you need us to call you a cab?"

		Keyshawn didn't say anything until after he'd finished the rest of his beer. Then he smiled with that intense, guarded expression on his face. "A cab? Naw man. I got one of my homies rolling over to pick my black ass up. That cool?"

		Now Heidi could see the ambivalence on her husband's face. She knew that he'd come from a community that was a little backwards and consequently Gary occasionally showed some racist attitudes that had always deeply embarrassed her. Yes, this Keyshawn character certainly looked a bit sketchy. But at the same time he had been the one person who'd come to Gary's rescue. How could you turn him away? It seemed like the least they could do was allow him to be comfortable until one of his "homies" arrived to withdrawal him from the residence.

		Heidi was looking down at the carpet; then, thinking that the silence would incriminate her, she said spiritedly, "Of course you can wait here, Keyshawn! We'd love to have you as our guest! Please, make yourself at home!"

		"Really?" Keyshawn said.

		"Really?" Gary said too.

		"Of course!" Heidi said again.

		"Cool, babe," Keyshawn said, scratching his groin for a quick second. "How about you go fetch me another beer then. Saving whiteboys makes me thirsty!"

		Keyshawn laughed some.

		"One beer, coming right up for the hero!" Heidi said in her best cheerleader voice.

		Gary heard this and winced severely.

		But Keyshawn’s eyes only narrowed as he saw the silky backside of the white woman turn around and wiggle towards the kitchen.

		What Keyshawn really liked was how quickly she took his orders. There was almost no resistance at all. Shit, a sister would never be so obedient to a stranger. Actually, a sister would never be so obedient to anyone!

		It was good too.

		Because later on tonight Keyshawn would be giving her more orders. He couldn't wait to see how well this sexy white bitch performed. Maybe if Heidi did a good job, maybe if she showed him that she was actually worthy of it, Keyshawn might even give her some desert. Something tasty... After all, everyone knew that white women love creampies!

		

		

		

		Part Five: A New Master in the Master Bedroom

		

	
		After about an hour Gary began nodding off because of all the Tylenol PM he'd guzzled down. It was nearly midnight and it was taking everything he had not to fall asleep in the La-Z-Boy recliner next to the couch where Keyshawn and Heidi sat beside each other, ostensibly watching TV.

		"Keyshawn, man," Gary said, trying to laugh it off, "I think your ride must have forgot you. Ha-ha! You sure you don't want me to call you a cab?"

		Disdain for the whiteboy's transparent attempt to get him out of the house caused Keyshawn's expression to sour for a quick second. "Naw man. It's cool. They're on their way. They'll get here when they get here."

		Heidi looked over at her husband with concern in her eyes. "Honey? You don't look so good. Maybe you should go to bed?"

		"I'm fine," Gary growled, wondering now if he was married to a woman who could really be so oblivious.

		Keyshawn exhaled, casually stretched one of his long, muscular arms along the back of the couch so that it rested behind Heidi's neck.

		Heidi was still wearing her black silk robe; and every time she moved Keyshawn's flat nostrils flared with the intoxicating scent of her perfume. He'd never smelled a woman who smelled so sweet and so feminine. Several times he had to strategically cross his legs so that she wouldn't notice the gigantic boner she was giving him just by sitting so close to him in her negligee. Arousal and cunning warred within him.

		With his arm still around her, Keyshawn held this pose for a couple of minutes before looking down at the single beer Heidi had been nursing for the past hour. "You know, that beer isn't going to drink itself."

		"I'm fine," she said. "But do you need another beer?"

		Keyshawn kicked his shoes off and said, "Yeah, you might as well go fetch me another. Looks like I'm drinking for both of us!"

		Heidi smiled happily, got up, went to the refrigerator, and yanked open the door. She wasn't sure why getting beers was making her so happy, but she certainly was in a very good mood. Especially considering how different tonight was turning out from her original plans. Oh well!

		Then when she came back she saw that her husband was snoring away.

		"Oh my," she said, handing Keyshawn the beer can.

		Keyshawn laughed. "He sounds like a damn trash compactor!"

		"Yeah, I better wake him up so that he can get to bed. I'm sure he's had a rough night."

		Keyshawn popped up off the couch. "Don't bother," he said, giving his beer can back to Heidi to hold. "I'll just carry him to the bedroom myself. That way we don't have to wake him up."

		"Sure," she said. "I guess that's a good idea."

		Gary was by no means as light as a feather, but Keyshawn had a natural strength in his upper body which allowed him to pick up the white man without much effort. Heidi pointed towards the hallway and said their bedroom was at the very back.

		"Fuck me," Keyshawn muttered to himself, looking down at the pathetic white carcass in his arms. "The things I do for some pussy!"

		It was mostly dark and Keyshawn could see all the framed pictures of the super-happy married couple as he carried Gary to bed. Then, right before he got to the master bedroom, he saw a small bedroom off to the left side. The door was open. Inside there was a double bed and everything was very clean. It was probably their guest bedroom.

		Keyshawn stopped.

		Not only would this be easier for Keyshawn to leave Gary here, in the guest bedroom, but the wily black man also had some plans to use the master bedroom later on.

		When Keyshawn returned, Heidi was sitting on the edge of the couch, back straight, hands folded primly, knees together, a picture of demure womanhood. "How's Gary?"

		Keyshawn smiled a big smile and started rubbing his hands together. "Well, I put the kids to bed, dear. Now it's just us adults!"

		Heidi seemed to suddenly become aware of something which made her hesitant and uneasy. As soon as Keyshawn sat down next to her on the couch, she excused herself for a few minutes. When she returned, she sat on the La-Z-Boy recliner, slowly sipping from her beer, ostensibly watching the television screen, but really watching Keyshawn from the corner of her eye.

		"You okay?" Keyshawn said.

		"Me? Sure, I'm fine. Just getting a little tired," she said, pretending to yawn for effect.

		"Do you mind fetching me another beer?"

		"Oh, sure! I'll be right back!"

		Again Keyshawn was treated to the gorgeous rearview of Gary's sexy wife. A few moments later she returned with the beer and Keyshawn patted the cushion next to him, imploring her to sit down on the couch.

		Heidi froze, her curious eyes meeting Keyshawn's for one unsettling moment.

		"Come on, take a seat," he said. "My ride is almost here and it's not very often that I get to enjoy the company of a sexy white woman such as yourself. I hope you don't mind me saying that you're sexy?"

		Heidi turned her head, tried to hide the blush that was spreading across her face.

		Then she sat down on the couch, making sure not to look Keyshawn's way, unless she thought he was not watching her. But more than once she would catch him staring at her with an expression that was making her more and more uncomfortable.

		"Look, Keyshawn —"

		He interrupted. "Yes Heidi?"

		"I don't mind you being our guest, but I don't really appreciate you staring at me like that. It doesn't feel appropriate."

		Keyshawn laughed, whirled around to face the beautiful young woman. "Staring at you? What! Man, somebody is pretty conceited, aren't they?"

		Involuntarily, Heidi's eyes fell on the chiseled muscles along Keyshawn's dark arms. The skin was so smooth and so dark that she had to resist the impulse to reach over and touch him.

		"Like what you see?" Keyshawn said with a teasing smile.

		Heidi lowered her eyes submissively. She turned away, back to the television screen; but in her peripheral vision she could tell that Keyshawn was blatantly gawking at her now. Somehow she'd found herself playing a game which she didn't want to play. She knew that the game came with some serious consequences.

		"I think I'll go get another beer," she said.

		"I don't need one though."

		"No, for me."

		Keyshawn reached out, grabbed Heidi's beer, and felt that it was at least 3/4's full. His face brightened. "You don't need one either. No, you don't need any more alcohol, baby. I think you need something else."

		Then Keyshawn sat both of their beers on the coffee table, before grabbing Heidi by her tapered waist and pulling her onto his lap.

		There was no use resisting, the man was infinitely stronger than her. Her silky bottom planted itself into Keyshawn’s denim groin and the small of her back pressed against his rock-hard abs. For a second she looked so dreadful in a beautiful, helpless, sensual way.

		Then Heidi briefly struggled, but Keyshawn held her down as easily as a father overpowers an ill-behaved child.

		She turned her head so that their faces were a few inches apart and they made eye contact. "Let me up! This isn't right! I'm not kidding!"

		"Calm down, everything is fine, sexy." Now that they were so close, Keyshawn could see the smattering of freckles on Heidi's face that appeared over her nose; and when she blushed the freckles just added to her cuteness. "I'm just speeding up the process a little. I saw you checking me out earlier. I know you're curious."

		Heidi continued squirming for a few seconds, but there wasn't much fight left, and her body went totally still. She looked down and saw the pair of large hands, the black fingers interlaced over her belly. Instinctively, she reached to peel the fingers off, but then she just stopped, resting her much smaller, whiter hands on his much bigger, darker hands.

		"Ah, see, that's not so bad," he said, really enjoying the weight of her full, round bottom in his lap. "All we're doing is a little snuggling. We're friends, right? You want to be my snuggle bunny, sexy?"

		Sitting on this man's lap, Heidi's body started to betray her. Already she could feel moisture between her legs. Maybe it was the wine from earlier, or maybe it was the expectation of sex from earlier. But there was no denying that Heidi was indeed starting to feel turned on.

		When she felt one of Keyshawn's big hands leave her tummy and land on the meaty part of her thigh, her heart slammed against her ribs. The noise of the room diminished under the thundering pulse in her eardrums. Her mouth went dry.

		Then she felt something start to grow underneath her soft butt. It was his erection! The black bastard was getting hard!

		"Hm, you smell so good,” Keyshawn said, the deep resonance of his voice causing the little hairs on the back of Heidi's neck to stand up.

		Momentarily she closed her eyes as a wave of vertigo seized her. She prayed he'd push her off his lap, leave the house, and never come back. She didn't think she'd survive another moment of such primal anguish —that great torment that was starting to burn between her legs. Especially because she knew that the man had the perfect tool for curing her ailment. She could feel it getting bigger and harder; much bigger and harder than anything she'd ever felt before. Maybe it was true what they said about black guys. Clearly this guy was hung like a fucking horse. "Let me up," she said, the conviction utterly gone from her voice.

		Keyshawn grinned and pulled his hands back so that he was no longer holding her on his lap. He felt Heidi shift her weight around, but the effect was only to further wiggle her ass deeper into his lap. She closed her eyes, biting her lower lip, looking frustrated. But now that she was free to do so, she didn't even try to get off him.

		They sat frozen, staring at each other in mute wonder.

		Then Keyshawn tilted his head to one side, as though he had just been struck between the eyes and couldn't quite figure out yet what had hit him. He felt Heidi squeeze one of his hands. She kept squeezing his hand, harder and harder.

		Had she looked away, or looked angry or disgusted, the spell would have been broken. But, her eyes continually transmitted their message of humbling and involuntary submission which the rhythm of her hands reinforced. It was a slow, desperate dance by one building desire in another.

		His mouth touched hers, sweetly, sweetly. It lingered. Pressed. It parted her lips. Then the tip of his tongue touched hers. Sizzling electricity jolted through both of them.

		Then Heidi's eyes went wide, as if snapping her from her daydream. "I can't! No! I'm sorry."

		Keyshawn worked his fingers into her robe and placed his hand on the bare skin of her left knee, slowly inching up until he felt the inside of her thigh. Already he was massaging that warm, soft female flesh. He could tell by the way her breathing had changed that she liked his touch. And he knew that she could feel his cock which had never felt harder than it did right now.

		Tears welled up in Heidi's eyes, building up before cascading over the edge and spotting her white cheeks. "I'm not a cheater," she sobbed.

		"It's okay, sexy," he kept saying in a low, soothing voice. "Everything is going to be alright."

		She sobbed audibly and quivered. Tears rolled silently down her face. Her hands clenched, knuckles white, muscles in her arms corded, as she fought to do what she knew she must. "I'm sorry, but I would feel so guilty... I can't do this to Gary... He's just —"

		She pointed towards the hallway.

		"He's just down there, it wouldn't be right!"

		Keyshawn, crafty as ever, had an idea.

		He pulled his cell phone out and said, "Listen, there's something that I need to show you. I think you're going to want to see this.

		"What is it?"

		A second later Heidi was looking down at the screen of Keyshawn's cell phone. Keyshawn was keeping one eye on the screen and one eye on the white woman's expression as she saw her husband pitifully proclaim to the world his true nature.

		"Cuckboy?" Heidi said, perplexed.

		"Yeah, do you know what that is? What the term means?" he asked.

		Heidi shook her head.

		"It's a guy who gets off on watching other guys fuck his wife. Excuse my French."

		Dumfounded, Heidi continued watching the video, which Keyshawn had edited down to just 15 seconds, and set on a continuous loop.

		"So does this mean that my Gary is a cuckboy?"

		"Technically, he's probably a cuckold, probably. Yeah."

		"That's horrible!"

		"I feel so sorry for you, Heidi."

		"I can't believe my husband would actually be into that stuff!"

		"Lots of 'normal' dudes are," Keyshawn assured her. "Look, that's actually why he got his ass beat tonight. He was trying to get those black dudes to come back here tonight and have sex with you. They were down for it, sure, but Gary kept insisting that he be allowed to sit and watch you guys fuck. I know this must come as a terrible shock. Trust me, I feel terrible just having to tell you this. I'm just glad that we got him home safe before something really horrible happened."

		Heidi watched the video for another ten seconds and then burst out into a wild cackling laugh that only lasted a full second.

		"What is it?" Keyshawn said.

		"I was just thinking," she said. "Up until now, my biggest fear was that he would cheat on me. Apparently that's not the case. Apparently he's more interested in me cheating on him! Strange world!"

		"That's right," Keyshawn said, his crafty eyes watching every movement the beautiful white wife made. "But in a weird way, it is sort of a good thing for you though, right Heidi?"

		Heidi's face went blank and she raised her eyebrows at the black man. "What do you mean?"

		"I mean that this gives you free ticket to have some extra fun. Now that you know that your husband is a cuckboy, a cuckold, that he actually wants to see you with other guys, that he actually would enjoy it, then that means you're allowed to be a little more free."

		"How so?" she said. "Free?"

		"For example, if you wanted a man to lean over and softly kiss you along the nape of the neck," Keyshawn said, furtively leaning over and placing his big, pillowy African lips along the gentle white slopes of Heidi's neckline.

		As Heidi allowed Keyshawn to kiss her on the neck, rub the inside of her thigh, she tried to shut off that part of her brain which was telling her to stop this before it got too far. She was having a hard time reconciling herself with the events of tonight with how she'd always thought of herself and her husband. Had Gary really been secretly carrying around this deviant desire? How else did Keyshawn have video proof?

		She also tried to stop those feelings of betrayal and abandonment when she realized that her husband and maneuvered her into this situation. As Keyshawn continued to openly grope her, she had to suppress feelings of helplessness and humiliation. But even these reactions did not deter her from allowing herself to be caught up in the moment. The ache between her legs was tremendous. This —apparently— had been Gary's plan all along. And more than that, Heidi was exceedingly curious about seeing that big monster in Keyshawn's pants.

		Then Keyshawn roughly pushed her off his lap. "Take that fucking robe off! Now!"

		Heidi looked down at the floor as she slowly slid off her robe, revealing her body, now clad only in a black lace teddy and small pair of black panties.

		Keyshawn, wishing to bring his desire to a fever pitch, used every ounce of self-control he had to keep from pouncing on her right away. He couldn't wait to see her reaction when she finally saw the size of his cock. He couldn't wait to see her little white fingers trying to wrap around his black monster. He couldn't wait to see her expression as he stroked himself in and out of her pussy, stretching her out the way she needed to be stretched out. When he was done with her, Heidi's pussy would be re-sized. Her pussy would be craving black cock. Only big black cock.

		"Take me to your bedroom. I want to fuck you on your bed."

		"But... What about Gary?"

		"He's in the kid's room," Keyshawn said. "Remember?"

		"Oh."

		Heidi offered no more resistance as she led the black man down the long hallway. They were holding hands, passing all those smiling photographs on the wall which seemed to contrast the current situation.

		Her curvy body was making Keyshawn very horny indeed —the way her perfectly smooth breasts nearly bounced out of her lace teddy, the way her womanly hips swayed from side to side, the way the bottoms of her ass could be seen, with just the right amount of wiggle and wobble.

		As soon as they were in the master bedroom Keyshawn kicked his jeans off and tossed his wife beater onto the floor.

		His cock was fully erect under his boxers and begging to be released, so when she sat down on the bed in front of him and began massaging it, he offered no complaint.

		"Go ahead, sexy. Pull it out. I know you're curious."

		Heidi's grin was a little goofy, but in a sexy sort of way. Then she gasped when his large member sprung out in front of her.

		"Holy shit!"

		Keyshawn smiled, taking her surprise as a compliment.

		It was a good length and very wide indeed. The shaft was darker than the head, which was shaped like a mushroom and almost red-purplish. To Heidi, his cock almost looked angry, upset with something she'd said or done earlier.

		She gripped it in her hand and wondered how she’d get such a big cock inside her. Gary was maybe half Keyshawn's size; and that was on a good day. Taking Keyshawn inside her little mouth, the thought of him fucking her pussy made her groan in expectation and she slid a hand underneath her panties were she found that she was incredibly wet. No, she was drenched. For some reason, she was hornier now than she ever had been with Gary.

		Keyshawn felt Heidi's small mouth lock around his cock and he groaned at how tight her mouth was. Looking down, he saw her with her pure blue eyes closed in pleasure, one hand vigorously rubbing her left tit, the other under her stomach, rubbing her pussy with enthusiasm. As she sucked, he could feel her hot breath on his turgid member and the rippling of her tongue underneath it. Too much more of that and he would cum in her mouth. He hastily pulled away and pushed her back on the bed.

		Then he got on the bed too, pulling Heidi onto him so that they were in the 69 position.

		Suddenly Keyshawn realized what heaven must feel like. Her hot, wet, tight little mouth furiously worked up and down his swollen shaft. And there was something so incredibly arousing about having such a prim and proper white lady rubbing her pussy lips and asshole against his face.

		He wrapped his strong arms around her waist, making sure that this feeling of pure bliss wouldn't end any time soon.

		Her juices were running down the inside of her thighs, making the white skin glisten. He would suck on her pussy lips, then suck on the velvety skin of her engorged clit, then plunge his tongue deeply into the slit, sometimes causing Heidi to shudder and groan quite loudly. Keyshawn had never tasted such sweet pussy. It was better than any drug in the world. Until now, Keyshawn had never particularly enjoyed eating a girl out, but he realized right away that he could eat Heidi's pussy everyday: breakfast, lunch, and dinner!

		When it was time to fuck her, when Keyshawn could wait no longer, he flipped Heidi on her back, wanting to see her face as his black cock stretched her out for the first time.

		"Go easy, baby. Please," Heidi begged.

		"I will, baby."

		"You're so big, Keyshawn."

		"You're so tight," he said.

		"I'm sorry," she said.

		"It's okay," he said. "It's not your fault. But after tonight you're going to know what it's like to get fucked by a man, a real man. There's no going back."

		"I know."

		Keyshawn smiled a huge smile. Gripping his cock by the base, he started playfully smacking the mushroom head against Heidi's flowering pussy lips. The contrast of their skin color was unbelievably erotic. In so many ways she was the perfect woman for him: the way she smelled, the way she tasted, the way she talked, the way she sucked cock, the way she smiled nervously while waiting to get fucked by a big black cock.

		“Uurgh,” she grunted, feeling waves of pleasure shoot through her from his ministrations.

		Just getting the tip inside her pussy was proving harder than he thought. But thankfully all of the juices she'd accumulated provided enough lubrication so that after several seconds of intense prodding, Keyshawn was happy to see the first couple of inches slide inside her finally.

		"Damn," he said, looking down at the wonderful sight of his glistening black cock disappearing into the white pussy, "that looks so fucking good. That looks like art! I'm going to really enjoy fucking the shit out of you, baby."

		Heidi's blue eyes were rolled far back in her head now. Her breathing was ragged and she kept trying to spread her thighs farther apart, so as to allow this beast of a man inside her most sacred treasure.

		"Daaaaaayyyyyuuuum," Keyshawn said, his sculpted buttocks flexing as he fucked this sexy white woman on her marital bed. She was so tight though. After a while he was starting to think that she simply wouldn't be able to take his entire cock; that he would have to be satisfied with fucking her with only about 2/3's of his cock. So he leaned forward, started kissing her passionately on the lips and neck. And almost immediately Heidi started shaking from her first orgasm.

		"I'm cumming, I'm cumming! Fuck, I'm fucking cumming!"

		"Yeah?" he said with a sly grin. "You cumming already, girl?"

		"Yeah, yes, fuck yeah!" she said, her body quivering under all his weight. "Keep fucking me like that, just like that!"

		"Oh don't worry, sexy. I'm going to keep fucking you for a while. I told you that after tonight you're never going to be the same."

		Heidi went suddenly still and quiet, her nails digging deeply into the ebony skin of Keyshawn's back. A few seconds later, after her seismic orgasm started to subside, she looked up and said, "I believe it. I just came all over your dick."

		"Yeah? Tell me baby. I like to hear you say it."

		She hesitated, but not for very long. "I just came all over your big black dick."

		"And I'm still inside you," he said, pushing himself all the way in finally; and then resting, allowing her to get accustomed to the full length and girth of his manhood.

		"HOLY FUCK!"

		"... Told you, told you that you would love it," he said.

		"Kiss me."

		Keyshawn leaned down and started kissing Heidi on the mouth again, their tongues freely going in and out of each other's mouths.

		"I can't believe that I can take all of you."

		"You just need some practice, baby."

		"I almost feel proud."

		Keyshawn laughed, thinking that white girls say the craziest things sometimes. "I'm proud of you too. If it makes you feel any better, I've never had pussy any better than yours. My balls are literarily dying to cum right now."

		"Okay, but please don't cum inside me," Heidi said.

		Instead of responding, Keyshawn told Heidi to turn around and get on her hands and knees. "You like doggystyle?"

		"It's not my favorite," she admitted. "It feels... degrading."

		"Well your sweet white ass better get used to it," Keyshawn said. "Now turn around bitch. Because I'm going to fuck you like the sexy bitch you are."

		No more words were needed to be exchanged between them. Heidi rolled over onto all fours, her wet pussy pointed at Keyshawn as if to urge him on. She spread her legs wide, giving him a good view of her cunt. Placing a hand on her back to steady himself, Keyshawn pushed his massive purple head against her opening, the slick lips parting to accept him. As his girth entered her, Heidi groaned. Somehow, in this position, he felt even bigger than earlier.

		Needing no further invitation, Keyshawn began to push into her from behind, inch after turgid inch sinking into her fertile snatch. Heidi sighed as he slipped inside her, pleasure radiating through her form. Once his cock was firmly inside her, she slowly rocked on her knees, her tight pink pussy sucking at his black meat.

		Keyshawn began to gently thrust in and out. He loved how Heidi's fabulous cunt enveloped him so well. Then he leant forward, sliding his hands over her sweaty back, feeling her taut muscles. Heidi seemed to know what he was after and rose on her hands, allowing the black man to reach around and grasp her heavy, full breasts.

		"Oh shit!" Keyshawn said, realizing that he was about to bust at any moment.

		“No!” cried Heidi, “Don’t stop! Keep going, I'm going to cum again! I've never cum in this position! I love it! Fuck me like a dog!"

		"Like a bitch!"

		"Yes, like that!"

		"Say it!"

		"Like a bitch, fuck me, baby!" she happily exclaimed.

		"I love it when you call me baby," Keyshawn said. "Say it again."

		"Fuck me baby," Heidi said, so delirious by now that she couldn't begin to comprehend the words that were coming out of her mouth. "Fuck me like a bitch! Fuck me with that black cock! I want to cum on that black cock again!"

		"I know you do, I know you've been needing this for a while!"

		"Make me cum, baby!"

		"Damn this white pussy is my new favorite drug!"

		"Fuck me, Keyshawn! Please make me cum again, baby!"

		Conceding to her wishes, Keyshawn redoubled his efforts, Heidi’s tits jiggling in his hands, his pelvis continually slamming into her shapely backside, over and over again.

		In order to keep from cumming too soon, he would occasionally stop, pull himself out, enjoy the sight of his black cock resting on her smooth white derriere, then push himself back into her tight little fuckhole, often causing her to make a queef sound.

		Meanwhile, Heidi's own orgasm was almost upon her as she felt Keyshawn's cock twitch inside her.

		"Yes, yes, yes! I'm almost there, keep fucking me, baby! Fuck me Keyshawn! Pllllleeeeassssee!"

		"I'm going to cum too," he said. "Tell me to cum inside you."

		Heidi went quiet so that for several seconds there was only the wet sounds of Keyshawn slamming into her from behind.

		"Tell me to cum inside this pussy," he demanded. "Give me this pussy."

		"... I can't," she said in a voice barely above a whisper."

		"Fuck that," he said, pressing his fingers deeply into the small of her back, guiding her. "This is my pussy. And I want to cum inside this pussy. Tell me to cum inside this pussy."

		"Fuck me... Oh, God, yes, fuck me!"

		"Tell me to cum inside this pussy," he demanded again, still stroking his cock in and out of her snatch.

		There was a lengthy pause, and then Heidi, barely uttering the words out loud, could be heard saying, "Okay, fine."

		"What does that mean?"

		"You can cum inside me," she said reluctantly, rocking back on her knees, eyes rolled back now. "Please just fuck me."

		Keyshawn smiled as big as he had ever smiled in his life. He couldn't believe that he'd actually gotten her to say the words. In all of his wildest fantasies, he would have never imagined that one day he'd hear a woman like Heidi beg him to dump his cum inside her pussy.

		They both started to cum together. First Heidi rose up to look over her shoulder, with Keyshawn's hand gripping the back of her neck. As soon as they made eye contact again their body chemistry took over and both started to shake with the most intense orgasms of their lives. Heidi then planted her face into some pillows, arching her back so that her butt was raised as high as possible while Keyshawn held onto her hips, his massive cock twitching inside her channel. Gouts of thick semen gushed from his black cock, spurting inside of Heidi and she squeezed her cunt tight around him.

		Afterwards, Heidi stayed on all fours, too exhausted to move an inch. She barely noticed Keyshawn leaving the room, only to return minutes later with a cold beer in his hands. He smiled when he saw Heidi's perfect ass still raised high in the air. She looked good like that. He took the opportunity to play with her raw pussy lips, enjoying the sight of all his thick, potent, African cum leaking from her orifice onto the bed.

		"These sheets are probably ruined," he said.

		"I know," she said. "Who cares?"

		"Did you enjoy that?"

		Heidi started to say something, but just then her pussy made an exceedingly loud queef sound, causing her to blush with extreme embarrassment while Keyshawn laughed, picking up his cell phone which had been recording the entire episode.

		Even though she begged him to stay the night, he couldn't wait to get back home, smoke some weed, and upload the video to one of his favorite porn sites.

		Fuck pushing a broom, Keyshawn thought as he climbed into his own bed. By the way. Was that bitch on birth control?
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