

I never knew how much of a princess I was until my husband lost his job and we had to move into a lousy apartment.  The pandemic hit my husband’s industry hard and instead of buckling down, he opted to drink himself numb on the government’s dime.  I damn near left him.  I ended up giving him a year to get his act together or find himself another wife. And in that crappy one-bedroom apartment is where we started that year. My only consolation was that at least we were on the second floor and wouldn’t have neighbors upstairs trampling around all day and night.  What I didn’t anticipate, however, would be the noise coming from downstairs. Our first night, as Dave and I laid in bed trying to go to sleep, we heard screaming coming from the apartment below. 

“Fuck!” the voice yelled.  It sounded like a woman in distress.  We listened closer.

“Fuck me!” she cried. “Yes!”

“Yeah, you like that?” a man’s voice replied. 

“Yes! Fuck me, Marcus!” she demanded.  “Fuck me with that big black cock!”

Dave and I could hear the bed rhythmically banging against the wall. 

“You like this black dick in your little white pussy?” the man demanded.

“Fuck!  I’m gonna come!” the girl yelled. 

The pounding continued until they both climaxed and the room fell quiet again.

“Damn,” I said to Dave.  “I hope we don’t have to listen to that every night.”  He was drunk and already half asleep, noise or no noise.

“Fucking loser,” I whispered to myself and hunkered down to go to sleep.

My hopes that the noise wouldn’t be a regular thing were quickly dashed.  Nearly every night, our downstairs neighbor was at it.  It was always the same story – the girl screaming and begging for more.  Marcus, whoever he was – I had never laid eyes on him at that point, knew what he was doing by the sound of it.  Eventually, I started staying up and peeking out the window to watch as Marcus walked the girls to their cars when he was done with them.  Over the course of a few weeks, I figured out that he kept about three or four girls in rotation with different ones peppered in here and there - all of them white.

I’ve never been particularly attracted to black men.  That wasn’t really something that was considered the way I was raised. But I could see how Marcus pulled so many girls.  He was tall, with a shaved head, a handsome face, and a chiseled body. And I do mean chiseled.  He barely had an ounce of fat on him.  I wondered if he actually worked out or if he just got all of his exercise having sex.  A few times, Marcus caught me looking at him through the window.  He barely seemed to notice, much less care.  Despite my upbringing, I didn’t consider myself racist but for some reason I was scared of him.

One day, a few months into listening to Marcus pleasure his stable of women, I was climbing the stairs when one of my grocery bags broke and spilled its contents directly in front of Marcus’ door.  He must have heard the noise and opened his door.  For a split second, I almost ran up the stairs to hide in our apartment.  Instead, I just began apologizing profusely.  I was terrified to be alone with this man I had been spying on for the last few months.

“Sorry! I’m so sorry,” I said as I hurried back down the stairs. “My bag broke.”  I was obviously shaken. 

“It’s okay, Babygirl.”  Marcus looked perplexed by my overreaction.  “It’s no big deal.”

I reached my hand out to shake his. “I’m Holly.  I live upstairs from you.” 

“Marcus.” He shook my hand.  “You okay?”  he asked.  His tone was patronizing.  He saw me for the little white princess I was.  I think I started realizing it for the first time, too.

“I’m fine,” I reassured him.  I think he could also tell that I didn’t mean to be such a nervous, racist, little princess and decided to give me a pass. 

“Here, let me help you.”  Before I could decline, Marcus gathered my groceries from his stoop and started up the stairs.  I followed behind him.  He was wearing only a pair of basketball shorts and flip-flops.  I couldn’t help but notice the muscle definition in his back.  He wasn’t huge like a body builder, but he was incredibly muscular and manly.  I opened the door and Marcus followed me into the kitchen, placing my things on the counter.

“Thank you so much, Marcus.” I smiled.

“No problem.”  Marcus looked around. “You made this dump look pretty nice.” 

“Thank you.” I replied.

“For a while, I wondered if anybody was actually living here.  I never hear anything coming from up here.” Marcus wandered over to the living room window that looked out over the parking lot.  I wondered if this was his way of him letting me know he had seen me spying from that very spot.

“Can I get you something to drink?” I offered, still scared but trying to be a better person.

“I’ll take a beer if you got one,” he replied.

“That’s one thing we always have,” I said sarcastically.  That seemed to be my husband’s biggest priority these days.

“You sure your husband won’t miss it?”  I could tell by the way Marcus asked that he didn’t really care.  I didn’t care whether or not he did.

I handed Marcus the beer and opened one for myself.  We sat down and talked for a while.  I told him the story of my husband’s “misfortune” and how we had come to be his neighbors. Marcus didn’t reveal a lot about himself.  I found out he grew up in the area and helped take care of his mother who lived in another part of town.  In the end, Marcus wasn’t really that scary at all.  He was cocky, but kind of sweet.  Before he left, he invited Dave and I to come to a barbeque he was having that coming Saturday.

“It might get a little loud,” he joked.  “You’re gonna be hearin’ it anyway, so you might as well come and enjoy yourself.” 

I resisted saying anything about being loud and told him I’d mention it to Dave.

That night, I heard Marcus having his way with one of his girls.  It felt different this time, having met him.  I felt a little quiver in me as they got louder.  My breathing got deeper.  I could feel myself getting wet.  In a weird, twisted way, I was proud of myself for getting wet over a black man for the first time.  I reached between my legs.

“Oh, fuck!” the girl yelled.  “You fuck me so good!”

“Yes, Babygirl! Ride that dick!” his voice boomed back. I imagined a woman riding Marcus as I pinched my nipple and rubbed my clit, listening to them.  I heard a slap.  I shuddered.

“Yes!” the girl moaned loudly. 

Another slap.

“Fuck yes!” the girl yelled. “I’m gonna come!”

I fingered myself hard and faster, frightened my husband would wake up.  I put two fingers inside of me and started clapping my pussy.  I matched my pace to theirs and came hard onto my hand as their noise subsided. 

“Fuck,” I whispered through my labored breathing.  I got out of bed and went to the window to wait. My breathing remained deep in anticipation.  I didn’t know why, but I desperately wanted to lay my eyes on Marcus.  I heard the door downstairs open and close.  I watched Marcus walk the girl, a new one, to her car.  Again, he was wearing only gym shorts and flip-flops.  He kissed her goodnight.  As he walked back from the parking lot, he looked up and saw me in the window.  My mouth was open and my breathing still heavy.  He smiled at me.  Not a sweet, neighborly smile like the other day.  There was no question he knew that I had just been listening to him fuck.  Marcus was flirting with me.  It wasn’t until after I heard his door close, and I let the curtains fall back in place that I realized I had one hand still between my legs.  It was below the windowsill, but I obsessed for the next several minutes about whether or not Marcus would have been able to tell where my hand was.

Masturbating to the sounds coming from downstairs became the norm over the next few nights.  And I still couldn’t resist spying on Marcus as he escorted his conquests to their cars, albeit much more discretely.  I started to worry that I would become like Pavlov’s dog, craving sex every time I stood next to a window.  Dave was, of course, oblivious to all of this in his drunken haze.  He was working about sixty hours a week at his crappy job and when he wasn’t working, he was just moping around the house drinking.  I had already started scouting online for backups.  Dave still had most of his probation year left, but things weren’t looking good. 

The day of the barbeque rolled around.  Since moving into the apartment, I had always dressed conservatively outside of the house.  Now that I was feeling a little more comfortable with the neighbors, I wanted to try to fit in a little better.  I wore a pair of cut-off shorts that highlighted my tan legs and a plain white V-neck top.  Underneath, I wore a baby blue thong and a white bra that let my nipples poke through when hard.  I showed off my freshly done pedicure in a pair of sandals.  Dave wore his usual weekend yuppie uniform – a pair of khaki shorts, a polo shirt, and sandals. 

When we arrived, Marcus introduced us to the small crowd that was already assembled.  I was relieved to see that there were a few other white people.  Regardless, everyone was very welcoming.  I got a few dirty looks from some of the other girls, but I was used to that.  I knew I looked good, showing off my legs and a little bit of my cleavage in the V-neck.  Despite all of his flaws, I forgot how fun Dave could be.  He was like a Labrador.  He just loved playing with anyone.  He made the rounds, swapping stories and laughing, not a stranger in the room for him. 

Despite some of the cattiness in the room, some of the girls were very sweet and engaging.  I settled onto the couch with a girl named Kisha.  We talked for a good while and I eventually worked up the nerve to ask her what Marcus did for a living.  You know, besides bedding white women.

Kisha was obviously surprised by the question.  “You don’t know?”

“No,” I replied, pleading ignorance.

“Marcus played pro ball.  He hurt is knee his first year.  He ain’t rich, but he made enough money that he can afford this place and not have to work ever again if he don’t want to.  How did you think he was pulling all those white women?” Kisha asked.

“I don’t know,” I replied, embarrassed.  “I just thought he was handsome and probably had some game.” 

“Ooooooo, you think Marcus is handsome,” she teased. 

“Hush!” I giggled back.  I liked Kisha.

“You’re just his type.  I’m surprised he ain’t made a move on you yet,” she said.

I was starting to wonder the same thing.  Honestly, it made me feel a little insecure.  I was used to men hitting on me wherever I went, ring or no ring.  I was by nearly all standards pretty hot.  However, to save face, I lifted my hand and pointed my ring out to Kisha.

“Hmm, mmm,” Kisha hummed.  She wasn’t naïve enough to believe that married people didn’t fool around.  I didn’t argue, even though I had always been faithful to my husband.

Just then, Marcus came back in from outside.  He had been in and out of the apartment all afternoon, working the grill.  He was shirtless again and dripping sweat from the heat.

“Mmm. Marcus is fine, though,” Kisha sighed.

Marcus saw me and walked over to the couch.  “We probably need to do something about your boy.  He’s passed out in a chair outside.”

I shook my head.  “Dammit.  Okay.”

I followed Marcus out back by the grill where a small group was sitting in lawn chairs near the grill.  My husband was passed out in one of them.  I could feel the other men’s eyes looking me up and down.  If Marcus had not been there, I would have been terrified.  Instead, I kind of liked it. 

“You want me to get him upstairs?” Marcus asked.

“Yes, please.” I replied.  Under my breath I whispered, “Fucking loser.”

Marcus took Dave’s wrist in one hand, ducked down, and lifted him up like a fireman – carrying him on his shoulder leaving one of his hands free.  I was impressed at how easily he carried Dave up the stairs.  I unlocked the door and Marcus eased Dave onto the couch. Marcus grimaced when straightened up.

“Ow. Dammit!” he grunted.

It scared me.  “What’s wrong.”

“This damn knee.”  I could see underneath all of his machismo how much Marcus hated his injury and what it had cost him. It wasn’t just pain in his knee he felt.  It was the reminder of lost possibilities.   

I helped Marcus limp to the chair and got some ice for his knee.  Unsurprisingly, I had been a cheerleader in high school.  One of my boyfriends had a bad knee and I had learned how to massage it properly.  I returned from the kitchen and sat on the floor in front of Marcus.  I rested his leg on my shoulder and started massaging around his knee while he held the ice directly on it.

“You a nurse or something?” he asked.

I crinkled my nose.  “Cheerleader.”

“Should’ve known,” Marcus nodded with a smile.

I could feel my nipples getting hard as I massaged his leg.  I looked up at Marcus and he made no attempt to hide the fact that he was staring at my breasts.  “You know, I’ve seen you peeking at me through your window.”

I was glad I had a few drinks in me, otherwise I would’ve been mortified.  Instead, I volleyed back, “And I’ve heard you downstairs with all those girls.”

“Is that so?” he smirked. “And what exactly did you hear?”

“They just seem very happy to know you,” I replied coyly.

“Well, that’s because I have something every white woman secretly wants,” he smiled confidently.

“And what’s that, Mr. Man?” I replied reflexively before I realized I had left the door wide open for his next comment.

“A big black cock and the skill to use it,” he said flatly.

I was flustered.  “Oh my God!” I gasp, shocked and embarrassed.

“How come I never hear any noise coming from up here?” he teased.

I motioned over my shoulder to my husband, out cold on the couch. 

“So, what do you do for company?” Marcus asked.

“Listen to you,” I joked.

Marcus’ tone softened.  The mood changed. The room got quiet and I could hear the partygoers downstairs. I realized wasn’t massaging his knee anymore so much as I was just rubbing his leg rhythmically. Marcus had removed the ice pack without me realizing.  “And what do you like to hear?” he asked.

My breathing deepened.  I paused.  I couldn’t believe what I was about to say.  “I like it when they beg you to fuck them,” I whispered.

“Stand up,” Marcus ordered.  I did as I was told.

“Take off your shirt.”

I looked over my shoulder at my husband.

“He’s out cold.  Now take off your shirt.”

I eased the V-neck over my head, leaving my nipples straining against my white bra.

“Now the shorts.”

I did as he told.  Marcus told me to sit down.  I sat on my heels in my baby blue panties and bare feet.

“Good girl,” he said.  I exhaled.  There was something about the way he said it.  I wanted his approval. Marcus reached in his shorts and pulled out his cock.  It was exactly how I had pictured it every night of the last week.  Even before that, if I’m being honest.  It was so much bigger than my husbands.  Dark. Veiny.  Thick.  I almost grunted just looking at it.

“Do you like it?” he asked.  I slowly nodded my head, almost in a trance.  “Show me that little white pussy.”

I lifted myself up from my heels, still on my knees, and looked down.  My panties were soaked.  I started pulling them down.

“No.  Leave them on.  I like them.”  Marcus gestured with his hand for me to pull my panties aside.  I did as I was told.  “That’s what I love about you white girls.  Always shaved.” 

“Are you gonna fuck me, Marcus?  Like you do those other girls?” I spoked quietly, breathing deeply.

Marcus stood up and walked over to stand above me.  “Yes,” he whispered.  He gently grasped the back of my head through my blonde hair and guided my mouth to his cock. 

“Oh God,” I managed to whimper just before taking him into my mouth.  It sounded like someone jumping out from a plane and skydiving for the first time. 

It had been a long time since I had given a blowjob and even though I had made the rounds a bit before I met Dave, I’d had never had my hands on a cock quite as big as Marcus’. 

“Good girl,” he said again.  I moaned on his dick.  I couldn’t believe the change two months had made in my life.  I never would have imagined that I would be on my knees sucking a black dick with my husband passed out three feet away.  It felt naughty in the best possible way.  I sucked, licked, and slurped Marcus until his shaft and my face were sloppy wet like I had seen in videos. 

“Lay down,” Marcus ordered.  I laid back on the white carpet.  Marcus lowered himself to his stomach on the floor.  Reaching under my legs and grabbing me by the hips, he pulled me to his mouth.  Sliding my panties to one side, he began devouring my wet, aching pussy.  I moaned in ecstasy.  It seemed like it had been forever since I’d had a warm tongue on my clit. 

“Fuck yes!” I groaned.  Marcus licked and fingered me like an artist, purposefully bringing me to the brink of orgasm and then backing off, only to edge me some more.  No wonder his girls always begged him.  Sometime in the middle of this, I reached back and unclasped my bra.  Marcus reached up to play with my breasts. 

“Please, Marcus!  Make let me come!” I begged loudly.  Hearing my voice at that volume made me worry for a split second that I would wake Dave.  A combination of sexual desperation and marital apathy led to that thought’s quick dismissal.  I squeezed Marcus’ head as he finally gifted me a glorious orgasm.  That only made me want his cock more.

I grasped his head, still between my legs, with both hands.  “Please fuck me,” I panted.  “Please fuck me, Marcus.”

Bad knee or no, Marcus ambled up between my legs and rested his cock against my folds.  I looked down and watch as he used one hand to rub the tip of his erection around my entrance.

“Oh fuck,” I said as I dug my fingers into his thighs. 

“What do you want?” he asked sternly. 

“I want you to fuck me,” I grunted.

“Is that it?” he teased me.

“I want you to fuck my little white pussy!” I growled.

Marcus steadily slid himself inside of me, giving me most of his length in one stroke.  My body clenched in surprise and ecstasy.  It had been years since I’d had a big cock inside of me.  The fact that it was my first black one ever made it so much hotter.

“Yes!  Fuck me, Marcus! Fuck me with that big black cock!”  I begged.

Marcus began to find his rhythm.  I hadn’t lied.  He definitely knew what he was doing.  He read me like an open book. He brought me to orgasm within moments, fucked me through it, then slowed it down again to begin guiding me to another. 

“Fuck me, Marcus!” I begged louder and louder.

I had long stopped worrying about waking my husband, but I had also forgotten about the party downstairs.  Voices started coming from below mimicking me, “Fuck me, Marcus!  Fuck me, Marcus!”

Marcus lifted me from the floor and guided me towards the recliner.  He positioned me where I had been before when I was rubbing his leg.  I was now on my knees, my elbows resting on the cushion of the chair.  Marcus thrust his entire shaft in me from behind with one stroke, banging the chair against the wall.  He started fucking me hard, much harder than before.  I was being taken. At some point, he literally ripped my baby blue panties from my body. 

“Fuck! Yes!” I screamed.  Chants of “Yes! Yes! Yes!” started coming from the party below in time with the percussion of the chair meeting the wall.  Marcus was fucking me so hard that all I could do was whimper and grip the chair as he had his way with me.

“Are you ready?” he asked, gripping my shoulder with one hand and my hip with the other, pounding me relentlessly with his huge black cock. I turned my head and nodded in complete surrender.  Marcus slowed his pace just slightly but fucked me with even more force, practically lifting me from the floor.  He grunted like a wild animal as I felt him explode inside of me.  I moaned in unison.  The party cheered from below.

My head collapsed into the chair, my breathing heavy as if I had just sprinted a half-mile.  I couldn’t speak.  I was utterly spent and completely satiated.  Marcus stayed inside of me for a few moments feeling my walls pulse against him and holding me by the hips, recovering as I was.

“Good girl?” he praised, finally catching his breath.

I managed a little smile and nodded with a look of utter satisfaction on my face.  “Did I make the cut?” I joked.

He smiled back.  “Thursdays.  Nine o’clock. Get yourself another pair of those panties.  I like them.” 

Marcus gathered himself and headed back to the party.  Dave was still motionless on the couch.  The following Thursday, I told him that I was going to the movies with some friends.  When I got back from “the movie”, he said, “You missed it.  You should have heard the girl Marcus was fucking tonight.  A real screamer.”

“Sorry I missed that,” I giggled, pretending to go along with the joke.  But really, I was laughing at how oblivious he was.  “Fucking loser,” I whispered under my breath as I walked to the shower. 
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