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		Part One

		

	
		It wasn't so much the large black man that made her scream as the cockroach. Kara Andrews was coming up the outside staircase with a bag of groceries in her hands when she saw something dart under her foot and then scurry up the wall. Needless to say the groceries went flying. For a long moment, Kara stood there, stupefied and speechless, as soda cans fizzed and Florida oranges rolled away in every direction.

		"Dern it!" said Kara, who rarely cursed.

		"Need a hand?"

		The voice was low and decidedly masculine. Kara turned and saw the hulking image of her neighbor: Bernard Lewis.

		"Oh, hello there," Kara said, concluding that there was nothing she could do about the groceries now. "Yes, it seems like I'm a mess today."

		His laugh was as expansive as his broad chest. And when he smiled one could see two rows of bright, clean, straight teeth. Besides the early signs of a belly, he seemed physically fit and strong. He was large and big-boned —the sort of guy that other men are loath to pick a fight with.

		"You don't look so bad to me," Bernard said.

		"Bless your heart, but I beg to differ," Kara said, realizing that her phone had started ringing. She glanced down. It was Neil, her husband. "I'm barely fit to be out in public."

		Today she was wearing a pair of short denim cut-off shorts, stylish cowboy boots, and a $300 silk T-shirt she'd splurged on last week after she received the devastating news that her younger sister was pregnant.

		Everything Kara wore —clothes, jewelry, accessories— was in excellent taste. The overall effect was tailored but not severe, trendy but not pretentious; she exuded an aura of femininity that didn't compromise her strong Texan roots.

		By the time Kara looked up again Bernard was already bending over to collect the dented soup cans.

		Until recently, Kara and her husband had assumed the worst about their neighbor. They'd always seen Bernard skulking around the apartment building, dressed in baggy jeans and a white T-shirt. Though every now and then the black man would don an NFL jersey. There was nothing about his appearance that suggested Bernard was anything special. Kara just assumed he was the stereotypical black male (40's? 50's?) that was either unemployed or barely employed.

		It was only a couple weeks ago, on Memorial Day, when she saw Bernard walking through the parking lot in his military uniform. Kara had never been into military guys; and she definitely had never been into black guys. And yet, at the same time, she thought that Bernard looked incredibly dashing. The crispness of his shirt, the tautness of his pants, the bright gleam of his big black boots —this was definitely an improvement to his usual football jerseys and Nike sneakers.

		Kara was inspecting her bag of groceries when she saw the candy bar on the floor. She normally didn't eat junk food, but she had chosen to reward herself for going to the gym ten days in a row. With her cowboy boots clicking on the concrete floor, she walked over to the wall and bent over, her knees almost straight as her shapely backside seemed to rise and then spread out —not realizing that she was subjecting her neighbor to a rather suggestive image. The back of her panties was just a little pink triangle. A thong.

		"You're a chocolate lover, huh?"

		"Excuse me?"

		His dark eyes, a couple shades lighter than his coal-black skin, held hers long enough for her to realize what he was referring to.

		Kara saw her pale fingers wrapped around the dark packaging of the candy bar. A wide grin broke across her face. "Oh, ha-ha, yeah. Don't tell anyone. It's my guilty pleasure."

		Bernard winked at her. "Your secret is safe with me."

		That was when Kara saw the busted can. It was cream of mushroom and she had specifically bought it today because Neil had requested her famous chicken casserole dish tonight. She frowned. Propping the bag of groceries on her womanly hip, Kara said, "Doesn't that beat all? I actually needed that too. Looks like I'll have to go back to the grocery store again. Sometimes it doesn't pay to be so clumsy. Shoot!"

		When she finished, Bernard told her to wait right there. He went into his apartment and came back out, holding two identical cans. "There you go. Problem solved."

		To say that Kara was surprised by the sudden generosity of her neighbor was an understatement. Slightly embarrassed by the kind gesture, she smiled and shook her head, causing her blonde hair to whip from side to side. "Really, I can't just take your stuff. That's your stuff. I don't mind going back to the store. Serves me right for being so clumsy."

		While shrugging off her notion, Bernard went ahead and placed both cans in her grocery bag.

		Tentatively, Kara scanned the contents of her grocery bag once more. Then, without really thinking about it, she found herself politely saying, "Would you like to come over and have dinner with us? Please say yes. It's the very least we can do."

		Bernard's eyes were friendly and deceptively innocuous. Because even as he stared at his gorgeous blonde-haired neighbor, his mind kept summoning images of her perfect round ass sticking up in the air. But it wasn't just her ass. It was also those tan legs, those pretty blue eyes, that beautiful smile. And then he wondered how great it would be to see those full lips wrapped around a chocolate bar —perhaps something bigger than what she had right now. Could this striking white woman even handle a king-sized chocolate bar? Was she ready for that?

		Bernard certainly hoped so.

		He wanted to at least try and see if it would fit.

		"Sure, sounds good to me," Bernard said. "As long as your husband doesn't have any objections."

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		As soon as Neil opened the door he could smell his wife's cooking. A pleased look crossed his face. It had been a long day in the office and there was something about coming home to a beautiful woman wearing an apron. Kara was standing in the kitchen now. She was wearing a white cotton dress that playfully swished across her legs mid-thigh. Her long blonde hair was pulled up into a ponytail.

		"Smells good," Neil said, wrapping his arms around Kara's tiny waist, burying his nose into the soft curve of her neck.

		"You're late," she said.

		"Sorry, traffic."

		"Did you pick up what I asked?"

		"Yes ma'am. Beer for me. Wine for the thirsty lady."

		"Good."

		"Want to relax, huh?" he said. "Is it going to be one of those weekends?"

		"Actually, we're having company tonight," Kara said. "In fact, you better go ahead and wash up. Be a good boy."

		"Company?"

		She pulled his arms off her and turned to face him. "I hope you don't mind, dear. It was sort of an impulse thing. I was just trying to be neighborly."

		Confused, Neil looked at his wife. Kara had a sheepish, apologetic look. It was the same look she had when she dragged home a stray dog or abandoned kitten. She was like her mother in that way, always trying to save the world, even when her sense of charity intruded on her husband's domestic well-being.

		"Kara? Honey? Who did you invite to dinner tonight?"

		Kara bit her lip just as the doorbell rang.

		Neil wasn't upset, just surprised and mildly disappointed that he wouldn't be having a quiet evening alone with his beautiful wife. The weekends were his time to sit back and relax —to simply be himself. He was still settling into his new job at the company. And to some extent, he felt like he was always being watched in the office.

		He also happened to know that whenever Kara wore that particular white cotton dress she inevitably matched it with a tiny white thong because otherwise you could see her panties if you looked at her from the right angle.

		Though they were childless, Neil and Kara had always had a very healthy sex life. And one of Neil's favorite things to do in the sanctity of their abode was to simply walk up behind Kara, push her dress up to her waist, slide her thong to the side, and take her from the back. Kara, who for the most part, was quite wholesome, responded surprisingly well to this type of bold gesture. Though she was no pushover in life, she undoubtedly enjoyed a partner who was both forward and dominant in the bedroom. Neil figured that his masculinity allowed Kara's more passive side to come out, which clearly turned her on.

		The casserole, not surprisingly, was a success!

		After dinner Kara, Neil and Bernard left the kitchen and headed for the tastefully decorated living room. Neil said that Kara was starting to cook better than her mother. And Bernard said he was glad that he wasn't married to a woman like Kara because there was no way he wouldn't be 50 or 100 pounds heavier than he already was. The food was that good.

		"It was just a casserole," she said, hiding her smile behind a large glass of white wine. "Anyone could throw that together. Literally, anyone."

		"No, you're definitely improving," Neal said, looking over at his wife who was sitting next to him on the couch. "Not that you weren't great to begin with."

		Bernard happily petted his belly and said, "One more of those and I'll have to get a bigger size uniform."

		"Actually," Kara said, "we saw you a few days ago in your uniform."

		"Oh you did?"

		"That's so cool," Kara said. "How long have you been in the service?"

		"Since I got out of high school," Bernard said, turning his attention to Neil. "What about you? Any military?"

		Neil tightened his grip around the bottle of IPA he was holding. He shook his head sadly. "Afraid not. Funnily enough, as I get older, that's one of the things I regret. I feel like I missed out on something. You're in the Army, right?"

		"That's right," Bernard said. "Drill sergeant actually."

		Neal and Kara turned their heads at the same time. "Wow!"

		"Yeah, I guess it ain't bad if you don't mind getting up at the crack of dawn, yelling at everybody."

		The white couple nodded silently.

		Bernard was sitting in the recliner, a few feet away, leaning forward with his beer, his huge shoulders hunched. "Actually, I've been sort of wrapping my service up. Already did my twenty years, plus some. But then —wouldn't you know it— they make me an offer I can't refuse. Seriously, it's like the mob. That's what it feels like sometimes. Just when I thought I was free, they pulled me back in."

		"How so?" Neal asked.

		"Well, by this time next week, I'll be in Baghdad, trying not to get my nuts shot off."

		"You're going to Iraq? Really?" said Kara, who watched her fair share of Fox News when she wasn't binge watching one of her reality shows.

		For the next thirty minutes the conversation revolved exclusively around life in the military.

		Indeed Bernard was full of entertaining stories and seemed eager to introduce this white couple to a world which had always been remote and foreign to them. Bernard could tell that their interest was genuine; that they'd really started to warm to his company. One of Bernard's natural talents was his innate ability to "read people." And when he first walked into the apartment, he could tell that there was some tension, even from Kara who had invited him. Had she suddenly regretted her decision to bring the big, bald black man into her home? It was possible. And there was no mistaking the husband's discomfort. For the first twenty minutes, Neil had kept a wary eye on Bernard, as if he were expecting to get robbed at any moment.

		But the combination of craft beer and Bernard's genial company had clearly put the white couple at ease.

		In short, Bernard felt that he had them right where he wanted them.

		"You boys need another beer?" Kara said, standing up so quickly that her head started to swim a little.

		"Yeah babe," Neil said. "If you don't mind, that would be great."

		"My pleasure," she said with a great big smile on her face.

		Both men drank in the sight of the beautiful woman as she twirled in her white dress, her hips swaying from side to side as she walked towards the kitchen. After Kara was gone a heavy silence descended upon the room. It was moments like this when Neil realized how incredibly lucky he was —to have a great job, a great apartment, and a breathtakingly beautiful woman to come home to each day. He felt like he had everything a man needed in this world.

		"You're single, right?" Neil asked.

		"Divorced," Bernard said. "We just couldn't get it to work out. That's how it goes sometimes."

		"Kids?"

		Bernard nodded. "Three, two boys and one girl. They're great kids and I wish I could see them more often than I do."

		"Pictures?" Neil said.

		Bernard pulled a large billfold from his pants —which Neil thought was interesting since most people kept all of their photos on their phones these days. The fact that Bernard had actual photos in his wallet was almost charming and quaint.

		A moment later Neil was a little shocked to see three young kids, close in age, standing next to their Caucasian mother.

		Bernard's ex-wife was much younger than Bernard, about ten years older than Kara maybe. She was a busty brunette with penetrating green eyes and cute Irish nose. There was no doubt that she was an attractive woman. The whole time, Neil tried to keep his reaction as neutral as possible because he figured that Bernard was watching him now. But Neil was always a little shocked when he saw interracial couples, especially black men and white women together —though that seemed to be more and more popular these days for some bizarre reason.

		"That's my Katie," Bernard said, running his tongue over his large African lips. "We had our fights, but I'll say this. She's a great mother. She's so protective. And smart, much smarter than my dumb ass. At least I don't have to worry about my kids getting raised right."

		Neil was still looking at the photograph. Neil felt a little bad for this woman he'd never met before. It was almost hard to tell that the children were biracial. Obviously Bernard's strong African genetics had dominated his ex-wife's DNA. Their skin tone was just a couple shades lighter than that of their father. It was only their facial features where the white genes showed since their noses, their mouths, and their eyes, all looked vaguely European.

		"What's that? What are you guys looking at there?"

		Kara handed Bernard a beer first, then Neil. When her husband explained the photograph she insisted on taking a peek herself.

		"Oh my! Your children are so precious! They're beautiful!" she gushed.

		Neil smiled, but at the same time he wondered if his wife wasn't being a little too over-the-top with her enthusiasm. He'd heard white women (never white men, never!) say that interracial babies were the cutest and for some reason it really bothered him —not that he considered himself to be racist in the least.

		"Did she remarry?" Neil said.

		Bernard shook his head. "Naw, she just moved back home. Her parents got this big spread up in Tennessee. Horses, 4-wheelers, tons of stuff to do. Her parents are loaded."

		"Sounds great," Kara said. "The boys are handsome just like their daddy. Right, honey?"

		Neil nodded with his wife, but at the same time he couldn’t help but to feel a pang of empathy for the attractive woman in the picture. Her life couldn't be easy. Neil couldn't help but to think how hard it would be for an attractive white woman (a woman who'd clearly once been so pretty and young and full of promise) to find herself crawling back to her parents with three black babies in tow. It must have been a nightmare. Especially in a place like Tennessee.

		Just as Neil felt the call of nature, he saw his wife glide over to the entertainment system where she proceeded to play some music through her iPod. Kara was a cheap date and it usually only took a few glasses of wine to have her feeling tipsy. Neil laughed, told her that she better slow down before it became one of those nights that ended up with him holding her hair back while she puked into the toilet bowl. "I'm serious Kara!" he called over his shoulder, already headed for the bathroom.

		Kara turned, her cheeks flushed, her eyes shiny. Propping her fist on a generous and shapely hip, she said, "You just worry about you, mister! I'll be fine! Once a sorority girl, always a sorority girl!"

		Smiling with pleasure, Neil exchanged a quick look with Bernard, before leaving for the bathroom.

		A few moments later, when he came back into the living room, soft music was playing. Kara was standing over Bernard, a glass of wine in her hands. Bernard was looking up at her, a deep crease forming between his heavy eyebrows.

		His voice dripping with sarcasm, Neil said, "Hey, you're not hitting on my wife, are you?"

		His quick grin emphasized the lines of his face. Then Bernard said, "Actually your wife was just telling me that you're really into video games. Is that true?"

		"Sometimes."

		Bernard sucked his teeth. "I got a bunch that I was just going to throw away. I could never really get into video games, myself. I was just going to put them in the trash bin. But if you want, I'll drop them off and you can see if there's anything decent. I really don't know."

		"You don't have to do that," Neil said.

		"My pleasure."

		Neil grabbed another beer from the refrigerator. He came back, twisting the top off. "How much do you want for them?"

		"How much?" After staring at the carpet for several seconds, a curious expression covered the older black man's face. "One dance. A single dance, yeah. That's not too bad, that's pretty cheap. I'm talking like 20 games."

		Neil laughed. "Sorry man, I don't dance. Do you take cash?"

		"Not with you," Bernard said, turning to Kara now. "How about it? I haven't danced in years now. Just a single dance and then it's time for me to head back home. I've got an early morning. Military stuff."

		Kara looked at Bernard. His smile wasn't orthodontist perfect, but it was effective. It elicited a tickle in the pit of her stomach that was strange and wonderful and scary. Just then a new song came on and Kara thought it was the perfect song to dance to. Not too slow. But not one of those "booty dancing" songs.

		A second later Kara and Bernard were dancing in the living room. Neil watched from the couch, not feeling worried or threatened in the least. Kara seemed to be enjoying herself, most likely from the alcohol. And Bernard was a complete gentleman the entire time.

		After the song ended Bernard was good on his word and left, thanking Kara and Neil for such a great evening. He promised them that it would be memories like this that would get him through those lonely nights when he would be stuck doing patrol through the desert.

		Then the married couple was alone again and Kara stood there sipping her wine. "What? Why are you looking at me like that?"

		"You look so amazing tonight," Neil said. "Did I already tell you that?"

		Instinctively Kara started to walk back to the bedroom.

		Neil followed, his tongue practically hanging out of his mouth.

		"I'm glad you had a good time," she called over her shoulder. "I was worried for a second."

		They entered the bedroom together.

		"Worried? Why's that?" he said, feigning incomprehension.

		Kara was standing by the bed. Neil walked over to her, placing his hands on her hips, loving the feel of the fabric on his fingers. She looked so good. He wanted to pounce on her, claim the prize that was his gorgeous wife. Already Neil could feel his large 5 3/4 inch cock start to stiffen.

		Just as Kara started to answer him, he roughly turned her so that she was facing away. He put his hands on her back and pushed. Then the upper part of her body was pressed against the surface of the bed. Her feet were still touching the floor.

		"Damn baby! Fuck! I can't wait to fuck you!"

		"Oh Neil!"

		"I hope that pussy is ready, Kara!"

		After he bent her over, he pulled her dress up, his cock fully hard at the sight of her soft round ass. The tiny white thong she wore only accentuated the curves of her ass. Neil bent down, pressed his hungry lips against her ass and started to kiss her all over. His nostrils twitched at the slight scent of her womanhood. He knew that she was aroused too. He could smell it. He could taste it.

		"Baby?"

		"Yes baby?" she said, her eyes closed while she squirmed and readied herself to be entered finally.

		"I'm going to fuck the shit out of you tonight. This pussy is going to be mine."

		She moaned out loud, clearly wanting it as badly as her husband. "Yes baby, yes. Take it. It's yours. I want you too."

		But just as Neil started to take his cock out of his pants there was a knock on the door. It was Bernard. The great big black man was holding a shoebox filled with at least two dozen video games.

		"All yours," Bernard said, offering the games up.

		Holding the box, Neil looked like a little boy. He couldn't get the smile off his face. "Cool! Awesome! Thanks man! I can't wait to check them out!"

		That night Neil ended up spending most of his time in the living room, going through each game, making sure everything worked, while his wife patiently watched until she passed out.

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		Of the two, Kara was definitely the early riser. She was still wearing the panties and T-shirt she'd fallen asleep in last night. She wasn't hungover, but she could tell that there was some mental fog, which happened anytime she drank more than a couple glasses of wine. Neil was still asleep. If Kara knew her husband, Neil would be sleeping for most of the morning.

		It was a shame too since the day was already so beautiful.

		Above the sky was cobalt blue and cloudless. The temperature was going to be in the 80's for most of the day. It was perfect swimming pool weather.

		Kara went into the kitchen to make herself some breakfast. She popped a few Aspirin and turned on the small white TV set on the kitchen counter. The channel was already turned to Fox news. While Kara mixed eggs and dropped slices of bread into the toaster, her attention was mostly fixed on the TV set. It was fascinating. They kept showing all this terrible footage of the war in the Middle East.

		Kara couldn't turn away.

		She stood there in her panties, nibbling on apple slices, while they showed rows of tanks, bombed-out cities, and muscle-bound soldiers. Kara was just starting to realize how sheltered her upbringing had been. The thought that some people had to face the violence of war on a daily basis seemed overwhelmingly sad to her.

		Then she thought of Bernard —how nice he'd been last night.

		Kara chastised herself for jumping to conclusions. The first time she saw him, she assumed that he was just some random thug. (Thank God, she thought, nobody could read her thoughts!) But in reality, he was this really great guy with kids and a beautiful ex-wife. In fact, he'd dedicated his life to serving the country, to protect people like Kara and Neil from the rest of the world. It made Kara feel really terrible to think that she'd dismissed him so quickly. What did that say about her? Was she really that shallow? Was she really that immature? Was there anything she could do to remedy the situation? After breakfast, Kara decided to take advantage of the great weather and do some sunbathing. Located in the middle of the apartment complex, there was a swimming pool.

		By the time Kara got outside there were already a dozen or so people lounging around the full-sized pool. Kara didn't recognize anyone, but that wasn't unusual since her and Neil had only been living there for several months.

		The wobble of the diving board caused Kara to look over just as an Asian woman in a purple two-piece bikini launched high into the air. Kara watched as the Asian woman entered the water without much of a splash. Then the Asian woman gracefully swam under water for several meters before surfacing in shallow water, very close to a group of young people who were all waiting. Kara recalled seeing the same group of friends walking around in matching uniforms that suggested they worked as flight stewardesses.

		She found an empty lounge chair and started to set her stuff down. Kara unbuttoned her denim shorts before hooking her thumbs in the waistband, lowering them below her curved butt, then letting gravity do the rest of the work. Today she was wearing her bright yellow bikini —which was neither her most revealing bikini, nor her most conservative one.

		The first hour went by very quickly.

		Semi-naked, she was still lying on her lounge chair —which was covered by a beach towel decorated with palm trees and sunsets— when something caught her eye.

		Kara held her hand over her sunglasses to block the sun just as a large black man rose from the pool just a few yards away from her spot. She saw his big bald head and massive shoulders first. As he hoisted himself up the amphibious ladder he was like some glorious dark-skinned Poseidon coming out of the ocean. There was no avoiding seeing each other. Kara folded her thin arms around her stomach as Bernard walked over to her.

		"Well, well, well," Bernard said, a huge grin spread across his face as he approached. "Looks like great minds think alike. Beautiful day, huh?"

		"Absoo—" was all Kara could get out. But her eyes were immediately drawn to the yellow, Lycra Speedo Bernard was wearing. The bulge at Bernard's crotch hadn't been visible from a distance, but as he got closer, it became the focal point of the huge black man. The water had stuck the Lycra to his meat, causing the outline of Bernard's balls and penis to jut out in the Speedo.

		Kara gave a shudder —but one with curiosity and arousal mixed in with fear— at seeing the bulge. She couldn't help but to notice how the big balls bounced in the material with every step he took toward her.

		"Wow," Bernard said, sitting down on the chair next to her, "you look beautiful today. I mean, you always look beautiful, but today you look like a goddess."

		Kara staggered with her reply because her eyes had once again dropped down to the black man's defining feature.

		Not that the rest of him wasn't impressive.

		This man was a specimen: part football player, part superhero.

		Until now Kara had thought that underneath his shirt there was a gut, but now she saw that he was boasting a set of firm washboard abs that bulged just below his rock-hard pecs. His biceps, his forearms, his calves: everything was so beautifully toned and sculpted.

		"You okay, Kara?"

		"Yes, um, er, I'm fine. Thank you."

		"You seem a little off today," Bernard said, grinning, spreading his huge thigh muscles in order to give the scantily clad white woman a better look at the swelling bulge positioned tight inside his Speedos.

		Oh yes! Bernard could tell that Kara was obviously affected by his manhood. It didn't surprise him either. Not in the least.

		Last night, in the apartment, Bernard got the definite sense that Kara had enjoyed his company. He could feel sparks as they danced. It certainly wasn't Love that she felt, but then again, Bernard wasn't looking for Love. Besides, Love was complicated and sometimes got messy. Lust could get messy too —but Bernard had always liked it when Lust got messy. And last night, after he got back into his apartment, he kept thinking about how great Kara would look with him on top of her, her legs spread, her titties bouncing up and down, getting messy with Lust. Interracial lust. Getting real messy.

		"Where's Neil?"

		Kara was still staring at the man's Speedos —which did very little to conceal the outline of his long, thick, curved cock. Part of her felt like reaching over and petting it as if it was an animal trapped in a cage. Thank God she was wearing her sunglasses too —because there was no way she would have been able to get through the conversation without them. "Who?"

		Bernard laughed, stretching his huge arms over his head. "Your hubby. Where's your hubby at?"

		"I don't know actually," Kara said quickly. "Upstairs, I think. I don't really know."

		"Uh-oh! Is someone a little hungover?"

		"Maybe," Kara said, suddenly becoming aware that people around them were watching now.

		She cut a quick glance to her left, then her right, seeing that she and Bernard had become the object of communal speculation. What were those people thinking? What was going through their dirty little minds? Seeing the hot blonde woman in the yellow bikini getting cozy with the hot black man in the matching yellow Speedo?

		"Do you need some suntan lotion?" Bernard said, reaching over and placing his big dark hand on her tiny white wrist.

		She snapped out of it long enough to say, "What? Do I need what?"

		A big black cock, Bernard thought to himself, fighting to keep the grin off his face. He said, "Suntan lotion? Do you need some?"

		There was something scary and suggestive about his smile now. Bernard was keeping his hand on her wrist also, obviously feeling extremely confident. Why was he looking at her like that? Why did he feel so comfortable with touching her? Kara suddenly became convinced that she had been caught looking at his body, his enormous equipment.

		Her response was to pull back. She tried to smile and laugh it off, but she realized how fake her laughter sounded; how nervous she was acting. Just then she was mortified when she saw him directly staring at her breasts, especially since both of her nipples were fully erect. Her eyes inadvertently went back down to his bulge and for a second she could see the thickly coiled meat twitch in reaction.

		"Can I ask you a personal question, Kara?"

		"What kind of personal question?"

		"How come you and Neil don't have any children?" Bernard said.

		Kara didn't want to answer the question because she didn't want to tell Bernard that while she was perfectly capable of bearing children, Neil was shooting blanks. They'd been to a million doctors. But there was nothing they could do about it. Mostly Kara just tried not to think about the situation. She knew that it really bothered Neil; so she tried to not let him know how much it bothered her. Besides they could always adopt later. "Um, we're just waiting. What's the rush?"

		"Up here, sweetie," Bernard said when he saw her neck bent at an angle suggesting that she was staring at his package again.

		A moment later Kara was getting up, grabbing all of her stuff, and tripping over her own feet as she fled from Bernard.

		"What's wrong? Kara? Is everything okay?"

		"Yes, sorry, just forgot that I left the stove on! Sorry! I'm sorry!"

		"Don't be sorry!" Bernard called back, laughing as he watched her stagger away. The view was especially nice since the back of Kara's bathing suit had ridden up her ass-crack during her scramble. The result was that she'd given herself a wedgie, which exposed her curvy butt cheeks to Bernard and everyone else watching the blushing blonde woman flee from the big black hunk.
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		As soon as Neil saw the DVD he realized that Bernard must have left it in the box by mistake. There was no title on the DVD. But written in black Sharpie were the letters: XXX.

		Neil took his laptop in the bathroom. He wasn't sure how long Kara would be gone and he didn't want her barging in on him. Besides, for all he knew, he was about to start watching some porno featuring black dudes and 300 pound black chicks. Neil had always been fascinated by how different his sexual tastes were with those of black guys.

		It didn't take long before Neil saw the error in his thinking. As it turned out, Neil and Bernard enjoyed looking at the same kind of women.

		White women!

		There were a dozen sex scenes on the DVD and all of them featured beautiful white women, very beautiful. The surprising part was that all of the male actors were black guys —incredibly well-hung black guys.

		Neil had never watched interracial porn before; and had you asked him five minutes ago whether he wanted to, he definitely would have passed. But right away he could tell that it was having a curious effect on him, on his libido. There was something so powerful about seeing a beautiful blonde, a busty brunette, a pale-skinned redhead, getting her tight white pussy plowed by a giant black cock.

		The second scene featured this fresh-faced blonde girl kneeling between the legs of a 6'4" brother with dreds. The girl was naturally pretty —like she'd been a cheerleader in high school. You could just tell that she'd always been one of the really popular girls in her school. The black dude's cock must have been 12 inches. He kept pulling it out of her mouth and slapping her pretty face —punishing her for all of her white privilege. She seemed to like it too. The more he cock-slapped her, the more aroused she looked. While the fresh-faced blonde eagerly slobbered on the black dong, Neil lowered his own pants to his ankles. He started jerking off. He'd never cum so fast before. It reminded him of being a teenager. Then, as soon as he was finished, a huge wave of regret and humiliation passed through him for having been so turned on by the scene. It was disgusting. He took out the DVD and closed the laptop.

		Then, five minutes later, he was jacking off to a scene which featured two gorgeous brown-haired MILFs getting fucked doggy style together by a couple of athletic black teenagers.

		Then, as soon as he was finished, a huge wave of regret and humiliation passed through him for having been so turned on by the scene. It was disgusting. He took out the DVD and closed the laptop.

		In the course of one hour, this happened three more times.

		Finally, feeling like he had no more cum left in his body, Neil made himself dress and get ready to go out. He grabbed his car keys, gym bag, and left a note for Kara saying that he would be back later in the day. On his way out the door he looked across the hallway and saw Bernard's door. Neil cursed under his breath, feeling like his fucking neighbor had given him Pandora's Box itself.

		

		

		

		Part Five

		

	
		When Kara heard the front door she assumed that it was Neil. She was standing in the kitchen, furiously working her way through a pint of Rocky Road ice cream, which was always a telltale sign that she was sexually frustrated. "You know, dear, I texted you like a thousand times already! Ever heard of texting back?" she called out. "Women get horny too!"

		Kara's jaw hit the floor when she saw Bernard standing there. His thick lips spread open, revealing two rows of impeccably white teeth. The only thing covering his enormous black body was the yellow Speedos.

		Bernard sighed in exasperation. "Aw, I'm sorry, baby doll. If I'd known you were so horny I would have got my black ass up here even sooner!"

		When their eyes met again Bernard gave the beautiful blonde woman a coy smile. She was still wearing that sexy bikini, her big tits hanging out in mouth-watering perfection. The sight of her pretty face and skimpy clothes caused his big cock to twitch in anticipation.

		When Kara realized that she was staring at his horse-sized genitalia again, she forced herself to look away.

		"It's okay," he said. "You don't have to look away. I like it when you look. I really like it."

		Sitting the ice cream back on the counter, she took a step back, then defensively wrapped her arms around her front.

		"I don't know why you're trying to cover those up," Bernard said. "First of all, I've already seen them. Secondly, you're way too beautiful to cover up. Between me and you, I think we caused a little scandal down at the pool. I could tell that everyone was assuming that we are fucking."

		Kara tried to sound irritated when she said, "Oh yeah? And why exactly is that?"

		Bernard laughed at her. "Geez, I don't know. Maybe because we were wearing matching swimsuits, like we'd planned it or something. Or, maybe it was because you seriously couldn't stop eyeballing my package the entire time. I mean, talk about being obvious. If you wanted to gawk at me all you have to do is ask, sexy."

		Just then, Bernard lifted his huge arms up, started to slowly twirl around in a little circle.

		Kara didn't look away. He really was built like a bodybuilder she thought —only it was better because he didn't have all those gross veins. Kara gulped when she saw the muscles in his back, how the tight Lycra clung to his well-muscled buttocks. She'd never been with a guy like Bernard before. But she assumed that a guy with an ass like that could pump her into multiple orgasms without even trying.

		After he was done, Bernard said, "Your turn."

		"What?" she said.

		"I showed you mine, now you show me yours," he said, gesturing for her to turn around slowly.

		Quickly scanning the place, Kara found herself complying. She wasn't sure why. But now she too was making a slow little circle so that he could see her from all the angles.

		When she turned to face him again, Kara was surprised to find him standing a few inches away. She looked up at him, unsure. She could smell the tanning lotion on his skin mixing with his musky man-smell. Her small nose twitched as she drank the man's essence in. He was looking down at her with hard, unyielding eyes.

		"Fuck, you're so beautiful," he said. "I can't believe how beautiful you are. It doesn't hurt that you can really fill out a bikini. You have no idea how happy I was when I saw you today at the pool. It's the best thing to happen to me in a while."

		"But I'm married," she said, reaching up, placing both of her palms against his broad chest plates. "I love my husband."

		"Of course you do," Bernard said, gently wrapping his big hands around her wrists securely. "And in less than a week I'll be half way around the world. You'll never see me again. There's a good chance I won't even make it back. Have you watched the news? It's crazy out there."

		"It is crazy," Kara said, thinking about everything she watched earlier that morning. "You're pretty brave. I can't even imagine. You're so brave."

		Then his hands dropped to her waist, her tapered waist. His dark fingers pushed into the soft flesh of her waist, just above the flimsy strings of her bikini bottom. "It's just how I am. How I was raised. I always knew that I wanted to be a fighter, a soldier."

		"I love that," Kara said.

		Then Bernard leaned down, bringing their mouths together. Kara responded by parting her lips to allow his tongue to gently snake its way between her teeth. After all the frustration she'd felt that day, it was so nice to finally be kissed, to be with a large strong man. She closed her eyes, felt his hands drop to her bottom. They kept kissing, exchanging greedy, sloppy kisses, while Bernard squeezed the meat of her ass cheeks which were barely covered by her bikini bottom. At first he squeezed her ass softly, tenderly. But after a while he started to squeeze her ass more and more roughly.

		A moment later Kara felt a pair of strong, rough hands push her down onto her knees.

		She wanted this to stop, she wanted to have the strength to get up and ask Bernard to leave the apartment. But in some ways she felt like she was only getting what she deserved. On some level she realized that she'd been flirting with Bernard —performing some dangerous dance and that now she was dealing with the considerable consequences. It wasn't his fault either. He was just a man. Men were so basic with their impulses. The least she could do was ease his burden.

		Kara leaned forward, started to gently place her lips against the outline of his erection. Bernard was fully hard now too. It was so big, so dark. The large purplish mushroom was obscenely sticking out of the top of his Speedos. Her lips traveled upward until she was actually kissing skin: dark skin.

		Bernard groaned, grabbed a big handful of blonde hair.

		Kara felt a weird desire to please him. Her female wiles told her to remove his swimming suit which seemed to be causing the big man a great deal of discomfort. She reached around his hips and hooked her fingers under the waistband. She pulled the yellow Speedos down his thighs, causing a huge baseball bat-like thing to spring forward, slapping her at the top of the forehead.

		"Ouch!" she said, rubbing her head. "It just smacked me in the face!"

		"Sorry about that," Bernard chuckled. "Don't worry, you'll get used to it. Now why don't you start sucking on that cock? On that fucking black cock."

		Kara didn't need to be told twice. She looked at him once more, made eye contact, before grabbing the huge cock in her hand. She pointed the tip of his cock at her mouth and started to suck the first few inches. She loved how hot and alive it felt in her mouth. She loved how happy he seemed every time she looked up. It was the first time that she'd ever sucked a cock too big to deep throat. She kept trying, but she could only get the first seven or eight inches in before the tip would rub against the back of her throat, causing her to gag.

		Soon there was saliva all over his cock, her face, her chin, and the floor. Her blue eyes were watery too. She apologized for not being able to completely deep throat him and Bernard smiled down at her, patted her head, and told her to just get as much as she could.

		"Okay," she said, "I'll try."

		"Good girl."

		Kara took his cock back into her mouth, reached behind his legs and steadied herself by digging her nails into his sculpted ass cheeks. She started pumping her mouth back and forth, back and forth, back and forth, gagging on his huge black meat.

		"Alright, it's time for you to show me your bedroom now."

		"My bedroom?" she said, looking up at him with a slightly dazed expression. "Why?"

		He laughed, that deep voice filling the walls of Kara's apartment. "Because that's where I'm going to fuck you. I want to fuck you on your marital bed. It'll be more special that way. Trust me."

		As soon as Kara stood up, Bernard ripped her bathing suit off so that her body was completely exposed. He took a second to admire her curves, her flawless skin, that long silky hair.

		Then he pulled her close again so that they could start kissing once more. Kara could feel the heat of his cock as it twitched against her flat stomach. Then Bernard lifted her up so that her legs wrapped around his tapered waist.

		He brought her into the room and threw her on the bed.

		"Hands and knees."

		Kara smiled up at him and in a semi-joking voice said, "Make me!"

		She didn't see the smack coming, but she felt it. SMACK! Right across the face.

		For a while she just sat there, a little too stunned to say anything or do anything.

		"Hands and knees," Bernard said. "Don't make me have to tell you again."

		This time Kara didn't try to be cute. She wasted no time in turning around on the bed, raising her ass high in the air, while she buried her face into a big pile of pillows.

		Bernard slapped her ass, being pretty rough about it. "Now that's what I'm talking about. Look at that perfect ass. That sweet white pussy. Fuck! You're a perfect woman!"

		"Oh God," she said, writhing in anticipation. She could feel his thick cock beginning to press against her. Her body was warm all over and her sex had already prepared her by becoming extremely wet —more wet than she'd ever felt before.

		Though she would have never admitted it to anyone, Kara was concerned about the size of his cock.

		It scared her and aroused her at the same time.

		Kara had always heard of "Size Queens" and until now she'd never understood it. Until now she'd never understood the need for an abnormally large dick. Until now her husband's penis (which was less than half the size of Bernard’s big black beast!) had always seemed more than sufficient. After all, wouldn't an unusually large dick only cause more pain? That's what she'd always figured.

		But now that Kara was bent over, nails digging into the bed, her curvy ass thrust high in the air for a sexy well-hung black man, she realized that her pussy was actually soaked —most probably because it needed all the lubrication to accommodate such a large lover.

		Yes, she thought, that must be it. It was a completely natural response. She still loved her husband —more than ever, ironically enough. But if she was going to get through this unscathed, she needed her pussy to be as drenched as possible.

		She could feel his fat cock resting on the top of her ass, in the cleft between her cheeks.

		Fuck, she thought. If it felt that big now, it would feel insanely huge when it is actually inside me, stretching me out.

		My poor pussy, Kara thought. I just hope that I can actually walk tomorrow. I just hope I don't have to ask Neil to help me out tomorrow because my pussy is so sore. That would be so embarrassing.

		"Damn that ass looks good," Bernard said. "That ass looks fucking perfect."

		"Oh, yes baby," Kara said, closing her eyes, instinctively wiggling her haunches for the man.

		"Fuck yeah! Wiggle that ass, baby," Bernard said. "Show daddy you're ready. Show me you want that big black cock inside you."

		Kara cooed, wiggling her ass some more. "Give it to me. I'm ready."

		"If you say so..."

		Kara felt his cockhead slide against her ass cheeks, seeking that warm, special spot. When the meaty tip finally touched her outer lips there was a sharp electrical jolt that went through her whole body. (This was really happening, she kept thinking.) A slight gasp left her parted lips as she felt him push into her. Kara arched her back as his strong, calloused hands found a better grip on her hips; and her calves raised off the bed, her pink-painted toenails curling upwards.

		"Ooooooohhhhhhh," she moaned, his cock finally penetrating the tight walls of her pussy. Kara couldn't help herself from looking over her shoulder. She wanted to lock eyes with the man who was giving her so much animal pleasure —already reaching parts of her that no man had ever reached before.

		And he certainly wasn't the dream husband, pretty boy, or Ken Doll she'd always imagined while growing up. Instead this man was the epitome of animal brutality. He had such heavy and brutal African facial features: the big flat nose, the thick sensual lips, the dark eyes, the massive jaw, the rough coal-black skin.

		As he continued to look down at her, not breaking eye contact, Kara winced, still looking over her shoulder. She really couldn't believe how her body was responding. Years ago this might have been her worst nightmare: having a big black man fuck her, especially in such a humiliating position. But now Kara was older, more developed both mentally and physically. It had taken her time to get to the point where she was ready to accept a man like Bernard: older, bigger, more dominant. It wasn't just the color of skin or size of his cock either. From the first moment she met him, Kara had registered that he was virile, aggressive, and completely dominant over her. And she knew that he wanted her. She could tell by the way he looked at her that he wanted her badly, desperately. And this, also, was quite a turn-on for Kara.

		Bernard had his hands clamped around her waist when he pulled his cock out of her. Kara's pussy made a farting sound which caused her entire body to melt with embarrassment. But Bernard didn't seem to mind. If anything the fact that he'd made her pussy fart seemed to entertain him.

		"Damn, you're so tight," he said. "I still can't get all the way inside you."

		"I'm sorry," Kara said.

		"Don't worry baby, we're going to get there. I don't give up so easily."

		She felt him slide into her again. She knew that —had he wanted to—he could have easily hurt her. But instead Bernard showed some patience. For a quick moment Kara tried to look back over her shoulder again. She liked seeing his face as he fucked her from behind; and she could tell that he liked establishing eye contact while he penetrated her tight pussy. But then the physical sensations were too strong and Kara found herself burying her face into the pillows again, moaning, writhing, her blonde hair spread out in every direction.

		"Don't worry," he said in that deep sultry voice. "I'm not going to hurt you. Just relax. Relax, sexy. That pussy feels so good. I love how that pussy is milking my cock. Milking that black cock."

		For some reason, being reminded that she was getting fucked by a black man only intensified the experience for Kara. She started to curse with lust as he continued entering her, inch by lovely inch, letting her relax and adjust to him. Time seemed to stop for Kara. It seemed like she was somewhere else, not exactly in the physical world. Then Bernard was all the way inside her, aggressively hammering her from behind like she was some cheap slut.

		"AAAAHHHH FFFUUUUUUUCCCKK," she burst out. Kara's eyes closed tightly and her mouth opened wide as she struggled to deal with the full force of being drilled by Bernard.

		"Get it, get that big cock!" he said with a nasty snarl in his voice.

		At that moment Kara realized that she was completely at this man's mercy. He had the upper hand in every way. He had the physical strength to dominate her, to force her to his iron will. And he had the enormous-sized cock to rip her in half if he wanted.

		Submission was her only hope. Total submission. Beautiful submission.

		Then they fell into a rhythm, Kara's curvy white ass slapping against the hard black surfaces of Bernard's upper thighs, every repetition causing Kara to moan out loudly from being impaled, again and again.

		"Fuck me, fuck me, Bernard!"

		"Get that big dick! Take that big black cock!"

		Bernard must have realized that it turned Kara on every time he told her to take black cock, because he started to verbally assault her over and over again.

		Kara, meanwhile, was almost in tears. The pressure from a tremendous orgasm was already beginning to well up between her legs. She'd never been fucked like this and she only knew that she needed to cum —cum like she'd never cum before.

		"Turn around and look up at me, white bitch!" Bernard barked from above. "That's right! Look up at me while I stretch out this perfect little pussy! I want to see those eyes! Let me see those pretty blue eyes! You ain't ever going to forget about this, about today!"

		Kara bit down on her lip, then looked over her shoulder, directly up at the angry-looking black man.

		"You like that? You like that black cock?"

		She nodded, blue eyes watering.

		"Uh-huh, white girls love that black cock, they always do. Especially really pretty white girls like you. You gonna tell everyone now how much you love black cock? How you're a slut for black men?"

		Kara shook her head, struggling to look over her shoulder now while Bernard roughly plowed into her from behind: their bodies making wet sounds from the repetitive collisions.

		"Naw, I figured you wouldn't. White girls don't want they daddies and hubbys to know that shit, huh? Naw, they never do. It'll be our little secret, baby. Nobody has to know that you got some of that black cock fever now!"

		"OHHHhhhh... Bernard! Bernard!"

		He kept fucking her, fucking her rougher and deeper than she'd ever been fucked before. "Yeah baby? What is it, you sexy white bitch? Tell me. Tell me everything."

		At the sound of "white bitch" Kara's body went into a series of spasms; and then the entire world exploded. It was the most tremendous feeling she'd ever experienced. Kara had experienced orgasms before, but none of them had ever been close to this one.

		Bernard saw this too. He pushed himself all the way inside her, left his throbbing meat inside her as she continued shaking all over.

		"Cum over that black cock," he said in a low growl. "That's right, sexy. You're cumming right now, you're cumming all over a big black cock right now. What if yo' mamma could see you now? Huh? What if yo' daddy could see you now? Huh? Shit, you’ve never looked sexier than you do right now. Cum, bitch, get that black cock you sexy white bitch!"

		Afterwards Kara collapsed onto the bed. Her eyes were rolled back in her head like she was in a deep trance. There was a small rivulet of saliva running down the corner of her mouth. Her beautiful face was beaded with sweat. While she struggled to regain her breath, Bernard stood behind her, massaging the flesh of her ass. He knew that she'd just reached climax on his dick and he wasn't surprised.

		He couldn't help himself: he had to take his big black monster and slap the white woman's ass cheeks again. Then he played with her swollen pussy lips. This was some of the best/tightest pussy he'd had in a long time.

		He knew right then that when it was time, time to bust his nut, he was going to drop a load deep into her womb. In his day-to-day life, Bernard happily worked with all types of people: blacks, whites, Asians, Hispanics, Indians, etc. But if he was really being honest, there was something so sexy about making a pretty blonde married woman take his potent African seed. Racial reparations?

		Something like that.

		"Kara? Hey sexy?"

		No response.

		He slapped her ass —hard enough to leave a big red mark on her left cheek.

		She jumped a little and moaned.

		"Kara? Hey sexy white bitch?"

		She spit some strands of hair out of her mouth and said, "Um, yes?"

		"You still there or did I just fuck you senseless?"

		He laughed.

		"What?" is all she said.

		Bernard kept laughing.

		Then Kara slowly started to come to life again. A moment later she was on her hands and knees again, her ass raised in the air, waiting for her black lover to enter her again.

		Bernard was fully hard, his big black alpha cock full of hot blood. He looked down, smiled. She was a quick learner. White women were naturally so submissive, no wonder they loved black cock. "No baby, spread that ass open for me. Spread those cheeks."

		"Wait, what?"

		Then Kara felt Bernard's big hands slide up her back, pushing her down onto her chest. Her hands now freed from holding her up, she reached around behind and used her fingers to spread her ass open as wide as possible. It was so humiliating, but Kara was past that point. She stayed in position, reaching back to spread her ass cheeks wide open. Presumably, this was to give her lover ease to thrust into her very depths.

		"Good baby," Bernard said. "Keep your hands like that. Keep spreading those ass cheeks."

		Like someone coming out of a dream, Kara was only half aware of what was going on. But when she felt his cockhead rub against her puckered asshole, she instantly let go of her ass cheeks and started to freak out.

		"No, no, no! Not there!"

		Bernard grinned an evil grin. "What's wrong, sexy? You never tried it there before? You never tried it in your butt?"

		Not only had Kara never tried it in her butt, she definitely wasn't going to try it in her butt with Bernard! First of all, she felt like if she ever did allow a man to fuck her ass, it should be her husband. And secondly, and most importantly, she damn sure wasn't going to allow a man with a huge cock to fuck her up the ass. Take his cock up her pussy and ass in one night? No way! There was literally no way that she was going to be able to walk tomorrow!

		Bernard was still leaning forward, putting his weight on her back, waiting for her to calm down. To speed up the process, he started to strategically kiss her along the neck, his thick purplish lips giving Kara goosebumps all over her arms. She relaxed; and once again started to enjoy the sensation of having his huge cock pulsing between her ass cheeks.

		"Come on, it's really not that bad," he whispered. "I'll be sooooo gentle. If you don't like it, just let me know."

		"I can't."

		"Yes you can. You have to believe in yourself."

		Bernard struggled to keep from laughing.

		"No, sorry. Please don't put your cock in my ass."

		"That's where it belongs though," he said, perhaps a little sadistically.

		"I can't though," Kara said. "You're too big."

		"Well, you thought I was too big for that pussy right?"

		Kara thought about it. "Yeah, I guess."

		"And didn't you just cum all over this dick?"

		"Yeah, I guess."

		"Well, it's the same thing. I'll go real slow. Trust me, you're going to love it in the butt. I promise. The trick is to go real slow, take our time together. I don't want to hurt you. You know that, right baby?"

		Kara, her mind in the deep trenches of a mental fog, nodded reluctantly. "I know that."

		"Good, good," Bernard said. "My cock is so hard right now. You feel that big black cock rubbing against your ass?"

		Again jolts of pleasure shot through her body as Bernard reminded her that she was being fucked by a well-endowed black man.

		"I feel it, yeah. I definitely feel it."

		"Good, sexy," he said. "Now reach back and spread those ass cheeks. It's time to be a good little white girl and take some big black cock up in that sexy booty of yours."

		Never in a million years would Kara have thought that she would find herself in this situation. But right now everything was going too fast for her to stop and think things through. Slowly, reluctantly, she reached back, using her fingers to spread her ass open as wide as possible again.

		She could feel him shift behind her. For a while neither one said a word. Bernard was leaning forward over her back, one hand pushing her down, the other hand cupped over her shoulder, holding her tightly in place to take him into her body. She felt her asshole stretch out begrudgingly.

		The pain was so sharp that she almost tried to wiggle free from his grasp. But his grip on her was so strong and for some reason she didn't want to disappoint this man. He fed her asshole another inch and then stopped moving, allowing her butt to get used to the sensation of having his cock inside her.

		Kara's breathing became ragged, she bit down on the pillows, her mind swirling with confused thoughts. She could feel his cock slide in deeper, deeper, deeper. Every now and then he would moan in lust, tell her what a great job she was doing. Her ass felt like it was on fire. She wanted to get away, but she was afraid that any attempts at rebuffing him would only irritate or anger him —and the last thing in the world she wanted was for this man to be vexed with her.

		After a while she could feel him plowing all the way up to her stomach. There was a strange emotional bond building between them too: built on trust and the intimacy of taboo sex. Kara let out a cry of pain as he bumped against her tailbone; but he effortlessly shifted his angle just slightly, still driving mercilessly forward into her bowels and beyond.

		"It's inside," he said. "My cock is all the way inside now. It's in your butt."

		She could feel him pulsing in her stomach. For a moment Kara lost her breath, no sound coming from her mouth. And she thought she would faint if he went even deeper. A moment later she felt his ball sack bang the sensitive folds of her pussy lips.

		"You okay?" he asked, his voice warm and tender. "How's my sexy goddess doing?"

		She nodded, not wanting to see the tears that had formed in her eyes.

		He started to pump himself in and out of her asshole. "How's it feel?"

		That was a difficult question for Kara. Because one second it felt like her entire body was on fire and she wanted to simply break down in tears. But the next second the pain was replaced by these intense waves of throbbing pleasure. "It's okay."

		He nibbled on her earlobe, still stroking her asshole. "I'm so proud of you. You got big black cock up your booty. I'm so proud of you. I love fucking this ass. You have such a sexy white ass. It's even tighter than your pussy."

		In a weird moment of self-doubt, Kara said, "You don't like my pussy?"

		A huge smile broke across his face. "Naw, baby. I love your pussy! Don't worry, I'm going to fuck that pussy many more times. I promise you that. But I'm also so happy that you let me fuck this ass too. It's a sign of respect."

		For a while there were no words, just the sound of their bodies slapping together as Bernard kept ass-fucking Kara.

		"How does it feel?" he said again, his voice right in her ear.

		"Oh, damn, YES BABY! FUCK!" she said.

		"You like it now?"

		"Baby! BABY! FFFFUUUCCKK MEEE!"

		"Stay right there," he said, raising back up. Then he grabbed Kara by the hips again and began to slowly pull his big black dong out of her ass, which grudgingly gave it up.

		"DAAAMMNN!" Kara felt like she was being pulled inside out. By now most of the pain had subsided, leaving only pleasure, more pleasure than any man had ever given her!

		"See," he said, immediately entering her pussy from behind. "I didn't forget. I told you I love this pussy."

		She was so loose now that he easily slid right in, like he belonged there. It was like he was made for her.

		Kara gasped, cursed, pounded the bed several times with her fists. The tears in her eyes were a mixture of delight and pure anguish. She'd never felt so exhausted, so used, so completely dominated by another person as she did right now.

		When she'd stepped into her bikini earlier that morning she'd been her own woman: proud, confident, and exceedingly beautiful. Now she was just a piece of fuck meat for this brute of a man who'd defiled her in ways she never imagined. Strangely enough, it made her feel sick as much as it aroused her —sending her to a new plane of existence with each powerful stroke.

		"Oh baby! It feel so good! Right there, please, keep fucking me like that!" Kara screamed.

		"What would your hubby think if he found out that his wife was such a slut?" Bernard grunted back. "What would he say if he knew you were spreading your legs for black men?"

		"I don't know," she said. "And I don't care."

		Finally, Bernard felt the surge of sperm, long overdue, zinging along the rigid length of black cock, until it exploded into her with violent shots. Kara squealed as he filled her, fingering her clit faster until she was joining him in pleasure, her tight little pussy spasming wildly around him in time with his own as he thrust deep.

		As she came, she looked over her shoulder.

		There he was.

		Bernard was in a state of absolute bliss when he looked down and saw that beautiful Kara too was reaching orgasm at the same time. He locked eyes with her again before leaning forward, clamping his wide mouth over hers, the juices of their mouths freely intermingling while she received all that African seed.

		

		

		

		Epilogue

		

	
		Guilt and humiliation plagued her for the next two weeks. Kara Andrews had never felt as confused as she did after that day with Bernard: that older, sexy black neighbor of hers. Just to get out of the apartment, she would often go to a local Starbucks and agonize over whether or not she should tell Neil about what had happened. Part of her desperately wanted to clear her conscience. A million pounds: that's how much weight her narrow shoulders felt like they were carrying.

		Obviously Kara couldn't tell her husband everything. Obviously she couldn’t tell him that Bernard had fucked her in the ass. Nor could she tell Neil that it had been the hottest, dirtiest, and most disturbing sex she'd ever experienced.

		Then one day the damn burst.

		One afternoon, while consuming scones and a latte, Kara received a text from her husband Neil. All it said was that they needed to "have a talk."

		Part of Kara was thrilled that he'd found out about her adultery —because she knew that she wouldn't be able to maintain the burden on her conscience much longer. Another part of her, however, was terribly afraid of what might happen tonight.

		Would Neil leave her?

		Would he divorce her?

		Would she become one of those weird divorced 30 year-olds with no husband and no kids? All because she couldn't say no to some black dick?

		As it turned out, this wasn't the case.

		Later that evening (and after several beers) Neil finally explained to Kara why he'd been acting so weird the past couple of weeks. He kept apologizing for not fulfilling his husbandly duties with her. Then he finally broke down, and tearfully explained how he'd become addicted to watching porn. But not just any kind of porn. He'd really become addicted to watching interracial porn —black men and white women.

		Kara's heart leapt.

		It was wonderful news. When she heard his explanation, saw his deeply troubled appearance, she went over to her husband, threw her arms around him, started kissing him all over. She immediately forgave him. First of all she was so happy that he still loved her. Privately, she was ecstatic because he wasn't looking for a divorce. And secondly, she couldn't help but to appreciate the irony of the situation.

		It was strange how the world worked sometimes.

		Kara was struck by the fact that —in a weird way— they'd both been thinking about the same thing these past few weeks. The way Kara saw it: her and Neil truly were soul mates. Even their shared kink only strengthened their bond.

		That night they made love.

		Neil wasn't like Bernard. Neil was soft and very tender. But sometimes that was good too. Sometimes that was exactly what Kara wanted: something small and pink and adorable.

		They fell asleep in each other's arms, soul mates.

		And about two weeks later Kara Andrews missed her period.

		

		THE END
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