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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t know they had black people in Germany.” 
 
    Carrie Stein nearly spat out her Moscato when she heard 6-year-old Lexi make that statement, as the little girl stared across the dining table at their new guest. 
 
    “Lexi!” Dabbing at her mouth with a napkin, Carrie turned in embarrassment to her daughter and cried: “You can’t say things like that!” 
 
    “Kein Problem, Carrie,” from the head of the table came a comforting laugh, as the man who’d inspired the question waved a big hand dismissively. “It’s a fair question.” 
 
    The response came from Manny Diek – a towering, brown-skinned new arrival to the Stein household, fresh from Hamburg, Germany. 
 
    Standing well-over six feet tall, with a lean, muscular frame and skin the color of a good, strong lungo coffee, Manny was very far from what you’d typically imagine a German tourist would be – perhaps a round-bellied man in lederhosen, or a lean and blond bad guy from a Bruce Willis movie. 
 
    But Manny had even shown Carrie’s children his red passport when he’d arrived, and proven he was as authentically German as knackwurst and Löwenbräu. 
 
    It was a little past seven in the evening at the Stein’s house, just north of Phoenix, Arizona, and the family had assembled for a ‘proper’ dinner with their new arrival. 
 
    Lexi and her brother Bobby sat at one side of the table, their faces freshly scrubbed, while Carrie and her husband Rob sat at the other. At the head of the table, as guest of honor, was Manny - who’d be ‘couch surfing’ with them overnight. 
 
    It was only the third or fourth time that Carrie and her husband had welcomed a couch-surfer into their home, and the normally laid-back Carrie was still a little wracked by anxiety about welcoming strangers into her home. 
 
    But fortunately, Manny seemed like the most laid-back guy on the planet – a handsome, loquacious guest who rarely seemed to be without a big smile on his lean, brown face. 
 
    “So, mein kleines Mädchen,” Manny turned to Lexi and leaned towards her conspiratorially, “you are nicht falsch – not wrong – that Germany is not exactly famous for having black people in it. But there are actually quite a lot. Germany used to have lots of colonies in East Africa, and Cameroon.” 
 
    Manny sipped his wine – a dark, red local Zinfandel from a vineyard called Javelina Leap – and continued: 
 
    “My father was from Cameroon, and my mother was a native German. They got married in the 1990s – and now Hier bin ich!” 
 
    Lexi stared up at Manny, wide-eyed. Carrie could kind of tell that her daughter had stopped listening half-way through that story, and was instead gazing up at Manny with a lovesick expression, totally enraptured by this exotic new arrival. 
 
    Like mother, like daughter, she thought wickedly to herself. 
 
    And you could hardly blame Lexi. In the space of the two hours that Manny had been at their house, he’d fit in almost disturbingly easily. The 28-year-old tourist had wanted to explore America’s southwest, but he’d also wanted to do so within the confines of his artistic, hippy lifestyle – and that’s what made him such a perfect guest at the Stein’s house. 
 
    Carrie and Rob were both the free-spirited, artistic types themselves.  
 
    Carrie was a painter with a fiercely-loyal local following, while Rob paid the mortgage with a low-key job with a local advertising agency, but refinished furniture as a profitable hobby.  
 
    They lived in a sympathetic north Phoenix community, and kept to a locally-sourced, 100% organic, farm-to-table lifestyle that kept them as close to the trope of being weed-smoking, Birkenstock-wearing, new-age hippies as it was possible to get without actually having to wear Birkenstocks. 
 
    (C’mon, even Rob had standards!) 
 
    They’d loved the concept of couch-surfing as soon as they’d heard of it – and Manny was just the best of some already great experiences welcoming strangers into their home. 
 
    “Frau Stein,” Manny turned from Lexi and shone his hypnotic smile in Carrie’s direction. Fork raised to his mouth, he said: “This food is wunderbar. What did you say it was called again?” 
 
    “They’re tamales,” Carrie beamed, her cheeks burning at Manny’s attention. “We figured you’d like some local cuisine while you’re here. America isn’t all hot dogs and cheeseburgers.” 
 
    Manny nodded, peering at the crispy shell of the steaming tamale.  
 
    “So spicy,” he grinned, nodding in approval. “And Herr Stein, this wine is excellent.”   
 
    “Call me Rob,” Carrie’s husband raised his own glass. “And I’m glad you like it. A Javelina is a type of local boar – and this grape? It’s one of America’s only native wine-making varieties.” 
 
    Manny nodded appreciatively, and then continued wolfing down the food. 
 
    Carrie watched him in awe. At least he wasn’t blowing smoke up her ass about the dinner. Manny had devoured two tamales and half of that bottle of wine, and she could tell he was eying up the leftovers. 
 
    Where on earth did he put it? Carrie allowed herself to drink in Manny’s frame for the third or fourth time that evening, and had to admit that he hadn’t got that way from a diet of Mexican food and alcohol. 
 
    In his sleeveless t-shirt and cargo shorts, Manny looked every bit the tourist – but otherwise, he could have been a model.  
 
    From his half-caste heritage he’d been blessed with flawless brown skin and yet classically German features, like a long face, high-cheekbones and a proud chin. His lips were fuller because of his African heritage…  
 
    ….and looked so soft, Carrie caught herself thinking… 
 
    …while his eyes were the most intoxicating gold and brown, and burned with a fiery curiosity. His nappy hair had blond streaks to it, and while it was close-shaven at the back and sides, hung in overlong half-dreads across his face. 
 
    Package all that with Manny’s long-limbed, six-and-a-half-feet tall frame, and the powerful and defined musculature of a basketball player, and it was easy for Carrie to understand why her 6-year-old hadn’t been able to take her eyes off him the moment he’d stepped through the front door. 
 
    “Well, listen you two,” Carrie forced herself to turn away from studying Manny, and addressed her two children, “it’s nearly time for bed.” 
 
    “Awwww, Mom!” 
 
    “Don’t try and play the sympathy card just because we have a guest!” Carrie laughed, wagging her finger at her kid’s forlorn faces. “You’ve got school tomorrow!” 
 
    “Tell you what, meine Kinder,” Manny grinned at the two kids. “If you’re good for Mutti, I will come up and tell you the story of Hänsel und Grethel.” 
 
    “Aw, but we’ve heard that one,” complained Bobby. 
 
    “Not the German one,” Manny promised. “There’s a lot more cannibalism.” 
 
    Bobby, a 7-year-old currently obsessed with scary video games like Five Nights at Freddy’s and Hello Neighbor, immediately perked up at this promise. 
 
    Carrie wasn’t exactly unopposed to the offer, either. She felt she could sit in a darkened room, listening to Manny’s melodic accent, all night long. 
 
    She looked up from the table at her husband – expecting Rob to be grumpy at another man getting all the attention from his wife and kids. 
 
    Instead, she found Rob staring almost reverentially at the German tourist as well – and that kept her smiling even as she cleared the plates and wrestled her children into their pajamas. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    “Oh, wow,” Rob breathed, as he poked and prodded at the fire-pit with a poker. “He’s hot.” 
 
    They were standing in the back yard of the house, listening to the cicadas chorus in the desert hillsides surrounding them, and breathing in the smoke from the crackling log fire. 
 
    Carrie popped the top of a bottle of 8th Street Pale Ale and passed it to her husband, watching him eagerly gulp down the local brew they’d bought out especially for Manny to sample. 
 
    Their guest was still upstairs with the kids – weaving the tale about lost little Hansel and Gretel with a few grisly new plot elements that Carrie definitely didn’t remember from Kindergarten. 
 
    “Don’t you think he’s hot?” Rob stood there in his bare-feet and board shorts, and gave his wife ‘that look.’ “I won’t be mad, honey.” 
 
    “No,” Carrie lowered her eyes and smirked at him. “You wouldn’t.” 
 
    Confession time: The limits of Rob and Carrie’s counter-culturalism weren’t reached with vegan tamales and bare-foot hiking. Their open-mindedness extended to the bedroom, as well. 
 
    Rob sat down on the bench beside Carrie, and chinked his bottle of beer with hers. 
 
    “I mean, just look at him,” Rob purred. “Those arms.”  
 
    Carrie had to admit that Manny’s arms were one of the things she kept staring at, too. They were long, and lean, and powerful – with bulging biceps and burly forearms all beneath sleek, flawless brown skin adorned with tattoos. 
 
    Carrie bit her bottom lip. 
 
    “…and his hands.” 
 
    Manny had huge hands. They’d almost look too big, but somehow that worked with his long, languid frame. Carrie shivered as she thought how easily those long, strong fingers could curl around her wrist… Her waist… 
 
    …her throat. 
 
    “Is it cold in here?” 
 
    Rob’s words woke Carrie from her reverie, and she saw him indicating downwards, towards her chest. 
 
    Carrie glanced down, and saw that her nipples had formed sharp little peaks in the thin material of her Electric Forest tank top. 
 
    She giggled nervously. 
 
    Rob reached over and placed a hot hand on Carrie’s knee. 
 
    “It’s okay,” he murmured. “I thought it too, the moment he came through the door.” Rob laughed nervously. “When you said we were having a German to come sleep on our couch, I expected the bad guy from an Indiana Jones movie – not Idris Elbas’ lighter-skinned half-brother.” 
 
    “Oh, stop,” Carrie giggled, nudging her husband in the ribs. He flashed his grin at her – a smile that wasn’t exactly handsome, but that had always provided reassurance that he was on the same page as Carrie. Singing from the same prayer sheet, her mother might have said, growing up back home in Oklahoma… 
 
    …or smokin’ from the same blunt, as Carrie preferred to think. 
 
    She and Rob were shoulder to shoulder, giggling like teenagers, when the patio door slid open and Manny stepped out into the warm evening air. 
 
    “Die Kinder schlafen,” he grinned, flashing a huge row of bright, white teeth. “I think little Bobby liked the original German version of Hänsel und Grethel much more than the American one.” 
 
    “The American one is sanitized,” Rob reached into the ice-bucket behind him and pulled out a bottle of 8th Street Pale Ale. He popped the top and held it out for Manny to take in his huge hand. “Our kindergarten books are kind of like the Budweiser of storytelling.” 
 
    Manny gulped down a quarter of the bottle of beer and smacked that full lips of his.  
 
    “Maybe,” he nodded appreciatively, and then gestured towards the bottle, “but whatever is in here is definitely not Budweiser.” 
 
    Rob grinned proudly. Carrie had provided the local food. He’d taken responsibility of the alcohol. 
 
    “It’s from a craft brewery up in Tempe,” Rob explained. “I figured you might what to try out some of the local beer.” 
 
    “Oh, ja,” Manny raised his bottle appreciatively, “I definitely do.” He sipped the beer again. “American craft brewing is much more sophisticated than in Europe. In Germany we have the Munich Beer Law, which says beer can only contain water, barley, hops and yeast. It’s all good beer, but a lot of it tastes the same.” 
 
    “These guys at Four Peaks do a Kölsch-style beer and a Golden Lager, but I’d figure you’d want something that wasn’t so…” Rob paused. 
 
    Manny smiled at his embarrassment. 
 
    “…so German?” He grinned and nodded. “Ja, I want to try the new stuff.” Manny’s laugh was as warm and crackling as the firepit behind them. “I came to America to try all the new stuff. I don’t want to do the Disneyland and Times Square tour. I want to get beneath this country’s skin.” 
 
    “We can dig that,” Rob raised his glass. 
 
    Manny laughed, and took a seat closer to the firepit. The three of them sipped beer appreciatively, and Carrie popped the top of a jar of homemade salsa and offered up some chips. 
 
    “See, back home in Hamburg, when people think of America they think of French fries and hot dogs,” Manny grinned, as he crunched. “But the United States is the same size as Europe – even bigger! So, I figure each state is like it’s own little country, with its own little quirks and cuisine.” 
 
    “That’s true,” Carrie nodded. “I mean, here in Arizona it’s Mexican food over hamburgers any day of the week.”  
 
    “But you can’t get Italian food for shit,” Rob added. “You have to go to New York for that – and the pizza.” 
 
    “Or Chicago,” Carrie grinned. “There’s a big feud between the two, about which is better.” 
 
    “Ja, ja,” Manny nodded. “Like Würstchen or Würstl – which is better?” 
 
    Carrie and Rob exchanged a glance – they had no idea what that was. 
 
    “So, what’s your plan while you’re here?” Changing the subject, Rob quizzed Manny. “What’s on the itinerary?” 
 
    “I’m going to take a Greyhound up to Sedona tomorrow,” the German grinned. “There’s a community up there I found online, where I can try some peyote...” 
 
    Rob and Carrie’s eyes widened. 
 
    “…then I’m going to a marijuana festival in Palo Verde,” Manny continued cheerfully. “I was thinking about going south of the border afterward to an ayahuasca retreat, but when I heard you had to abstain from alcohol, drugs and sex for a month beforehand, I figured: Scheiß drauf!” 
 
    Rob and Carrie were silent. They turned to each other and exchanged incredulous glances. 
 
    Manny wasn’t just going for an off-beat tour of the American southwest. This sounded like a Euro-trash version of Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas.” 
 
    But the most remarkable thing wasn’t the list of psychotropic and psychoactive substances Manny planned to sample. It was the casual way in which he spoke about it – as innocently and freely as if he was discussing the vineyards he planned to visit on a trip to Sonoma. 
 
    Carrie was staring into Rob’s eyes. She reached over and squeezed her husband’s hands. 
 
    Rob knew exactly what she was thinking about. 
 
    “One second, guys,” Carrie got up from the bench. “I need to go and grab something.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Twenty minutes later, the three of them were lounging in the pine garden furniture in front of the firepit, sipping Luna Malvada tequila and taking long, choking hits from an ornate glass pipe filled with marijuana. 
 
    “I have a medical prescription,” Carrie explained, as she blew out a long, curling dragon’s tale of smoke and watched it drift into the evening sky, “but we tend to buy off-label, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    She winked at Manny, and got an illicit thrill when the handsome German smoothly winked back at her. 
 
    “This variety is called Sour Diesel,” Rob accepted the pipe and his lighter rasped. “It’s especially good for mental energy and staying active.” He took a long suck, and then hacked and coughed out a lungful of blue smoke. 
 
    Manny laughed as he accepted the pipe. 
 
    “You Americans, with your marijuana,” he shook his head. “It’s almost as sophisticated as the craft beer scene.” He took a long suck from the pipe, and then let thick smoke roll from his wide nostrils. “Back in Europe, most of us just take what we can get.” 
 
    “It’s legal there, isn’t it?” Rob asked, as the pipe made it’s way back to him. 
 
    “If differs from country to country,” Manny finally succumbed to a hacking cough, “but ironically enough, almost half of the cannabis smoked in Europe is in France, where it’s still illegal – and in Holland, where it’s been legal for years, they smoke less than almost anywhere else.” 
 
    Carrie snorted disdainfully. She took a hit from the pipe and spluttered: “Just goes to show how effective prohibition is. I think they smoke five times as much as Holland here in America.” 
 
    Manny said nothing – he just nodded wisely. 
 
    “We’ve got kids, and jobs,” Rob admitted, as he choked up his previous lungful, “so as curious as we are, we don’t truck with the other things you mentioned.” 
 
    “Ayahuasca and peyote?” Manny cocked his head on one side. “I was a psychology major at the Universität Hamburg, and I’m really interested in the potential for treating mental disorders.” 
 
    “Is that it?” Rob teased. “Or do you just want to get fucked up?” 
 
    Manny laughed: “Maybe a bit of that, too.” Crossing his long, brown legs, he also admitted: “I’m also kind of interested in the girls. Girls who are interested in that are usually pretty cool.” 
 
    Rob and Carrie exchanged a furtive glance.  
 
    “Girls, eh?” Carrie sipped her tequila. “No girlfriend back home? No little fräulein to send postcards to?” 
 
    Manny laughed self-consciously, staring into his lap as he shook his head. 
 
    “Nein, nein. I did have a girlfriend, but she went off to study at Universidad de Barcelona for a year, and we didn’t think the long-distance thing would work out.” He looked up and caught Carrie’s eye. 
 
    She felt an illicit thrill as she gazed into his golden-brown eyes. 
 
    “I think she just wanted to fuck those big, handsome Spanish guys,” he admitted, “and who am I to stand in her way?” 
 
    “Well, you’ll have your pick of the American girls,” Rob raised his shotglass. “They’ll be lining up.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Manny waved one of his huge hands dismissively. “I don’t know. I find you American girls a little intimidating.” 
 
    Carrie blushed. 
 
    Manny was looking right at her when he said ‘you American girls’ and it was clear he was including her in that description. Carrie felt her cheeks burn – not just at being described as a ‘girl’ but also at the inference that a tall, gorgeous guy like Manny could possibly find her ‘intimidating.’ 
 
    “Don’t get me wrong,” Manny continued, and he was looking right into Carrie’s eyes as he said it, “German girls are pretty. But it’s a very natural pretty, if you know what I mean. My girlfriend? She was pale, and skinny, and her muschi was like a Rhododendron bush.” 
 
    “Her… her muschi?” 
 
    Manny laughed. He licked his lips – those thick, full, soft-looking lips – and explained: “Her pussy.” He made a gesture with those huge hands of his, miming parting the branches of a massive shrubbery. “I needed a machete, ja?” 
 
    Rob laughed uproariously. So did Carrie, but it was a little more self-conscious. She crossed her legs as she lounged back on the pine chair, looking deep into Manny’s eyes from across the firepit.  
 
    She felt her nipples harden beneath her t-shirt. 
 
    “You American girls,” Manny continued, still staring hotly into Carrie’s eyes. “You’re all so… polished. All that tan skin, and those perfect white teeth, and that sleek hair. You do all those squats in the gym, and have those big, round bottoms,” Manny raised his hands and gestured as if he was squeezing two plump buttocks… 
 
    …and Carrie felt a throb between her legs, as she imagined his hands doing that to her ass… 
 
     “…and I hear you American girls like to have sleek, smooth, hairless pussies.” 
 
    “Ha,” it was Rob, oblivious to the intense eye-contact between Carrie and Manny. “Carrie here just keeps the lawn neatly trimmed, but I know what you mean.” 
 
    Carrie’s cheeks burned red, as her husband casually discussed her pubic hair. Yet when she saw Manny’s eyes flash, she also felt another throb between her legs. 
 
    If his eyes flashed, it was because he’d listened to Rob’s words and was imagining her pussy.  
 
    Carrie gulped dryly. 
 
    That tall, dark, handsome stranger was staring at her, wondering what her pussy looked like. 
 
    “Yeah,” Manny didn’t break eye-contact with Carrie, but there was something a little more icy and predatory in his voice all of a sudden. “I definitely want to see an American girl’s pussy for myself while I’m here.” 
 
    “Huungh.” Carrie couldn’t help it. A hot moan escaped her lips, and her fingernails dug into the wooden armrests of the old pine chair. 
 
    “You okay, honey?” Rob turned to her, completely oblivious.  
 
    “I-I’m fine,” Carrie turned and forced herself to smile innocently. “Just those tamales repeating on me.” 
 
    Rob seemed satisfied by that, but it was far from the truth. 
 
    In actual fact, the moment Manny had stared into Carrie’s eyes and made his last comment, she’d felt an electric pulse between her legs, and spontaneously flooded her panties. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    The cicadas were almost deafening by the time midnight rolled about, but with the patio doors shut and the air conditioning cranked up, it was possible to drown them out. 
 
    A little drunk and a lot high, the three adults had stumbled into the kitchen and were tidying up. Rob was pulling the bulging garbage bags out of the trash, while Manny washed the frying pans and serving dishes, and Carrie stood beside him and dried. 
 
    “So, you’re okay sleeping on the couch, Manny?” Rob asked, as he tightened the drawstring on the garbage bag. “Our spare room is set up as Carrie’s painting studio at the moment.” 
 
    “I’d be disappointed if I wasn’t sleeping on a couch,” Manny grinned at him. “It is called couch-surfing, after all.” 
 
    “Well,” Carrie bit her bottom lip, and slyly caught Manny’s eye. “There probably isn’t enough room in our bed anyway.” 
 
    Manny smirked mischievously, and raised his hand to playfully flick suds into Carrie’s face. 
 
    The two of them giggled wickedly, as Carrie’s oblivious husband hefted open the back door and lugged the bag of garbage to the trash cans out back. 
 
    For a moment, there was silence between Carrie and Manny, as they stood side by side in the kitchen, absolutely alone. 
 
    But the tension between them was electric. 
 
    Neither of them dared make eye-contact – until Manny slyly turned his head, and murmured: 
 
    “Besides, I doubt Herr Stein would be too impressed with me sharing your bed.” 
 
    Carrie felt a throb between her legs, and her knees wobbled. 
 
    Her mouth was dry as she turned to Manny and murmured: “Oh… I don’t know.” She gulped, looking up at the gorgeous young black man looming over her. “It’s not just marijuana and vegan food that we’re open-minded about.” 
 
    She and Manny stared at each other. 
 
    It was like an electric current flowed from his golden eyes to hers. 
 
    The fact that Manny left it so long before responding changed the inference of what he said next. If he’d answered immediately, it would have been just a flippant, throwaway comment… 
 
    …instead, it came across as more of a question: 
 
    “Oh. Is that right?” 
 
    Carrie gazed up into Manny’s gorgeous face, and she felt her nipples harden beneath her t-shirt. Her pussy was buzzing like it was connected to the power grid. She just wished she knew what to say – what clever, witty and yet potentially inviting words she could murmur, to gauge whether Manny was genuinely flirting with her or not. 
 
    But she didn’t get that chance. 
 
    The back door crashed open, and Rob stomped in, grinning that oblivious grin of his. He marched right past both of them – no clue about the tension crackling between them – and pulled a new garbage bag out of the drawer. 
 
    “I guess we better call it a night,” he yawned theatrically. “I’ve got work tomorrow.” 
 
    Carrie and Manny exchanged a lot, torrid look. Manny’s golden-brown eyes were burning with fiery intensity. Carrie wished she could read minds – so that she could peer into this handsome stranger’s brain and see whether or not she was imagining what she felt like was a genuine connection between them. 
 
    “I-I’ll go upstairs and get the blankets,” Carrie realized her hands were trembling, as she dried them with the dish towel. 
 
    Still staring into Manny’s eyes, she passed him the towel. Their fingers brushed as she accepted it from her. It was like sparks arced between them. 
 
    “My first night in America,” he murmured, as they gazed hotly into each other’s eyes. “I wonder what other firsts I’ll have while I’m here.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    Rob busied himself plugging in his phone, while Carrie piled her arms with blankets and comforters from the built-in closet in their bedroom. 
 
    “He’s flirting with you,” Rob pretended to sound innocent, as he fiddled with the charging cable. 
 
    Carrie turned, stacked blankets piled up to her chin, and pretended to sound equally innocent when she replied: “Nooo, I don’t think so. He’s just being friendly.” 
 
    Rob turned to look at his wife, and his eyes were burning with something that was half-way between jealousy and excitement. 
 
    “I’m not an idiot, Carrie,” he was struggling to keep his voice low, so as not to wake the kids in the room opposite – or let Manny hear him, downstairs. “The way he was looking at you? It was obvious.” 
 
    Carrie felt butterflies in her stomach. 
 
    “Nah,” she shook her head dismissively. “You’re imagining it.” 
 
    “Really?” Rob’s eyes flashed. “And what about you? I could see the way you were looking at him.” 
 
    “I don’t know what you mean,” Carrie sniffed in feigned outrage. 
 
    “I told you,” Rob strode barefoot across the room – his feet silent on the hardwood floors, “I’m not an idiot.” 
 
    Suddenly he was standing right beside her – looming over his wife. Carrie looked up at him, and her stomach did one of those rare flips that Rob barely ever elicited anymore. 
 
    It wasn’t his fault – he was still the trim, charming man she married. But she’d married him ten years earlier, and two kids and a mortgage tend to dull the electricity between people. 
 
    But as he loomed over her, Carrie saw a dangerous little glint in his eye, and she wasn’t sure whether she should be terrified, or excited. 
 
    “I saw the way you were looking at him,” Rob repeated, his voice a low growl. 
 
    “I-I don’t know what you mean,” Carrie repeated, lifting her chin to demonstrate how she found the inference offensive – no matter how true it might actually be. 
 
    “You didn’t say it with your eyes,” Rob purred – before correcting himself: “Well, not only with your eyes…” 
 
    …and then suddenly he was reaching forward, to slide his hands between the piles of blankets and the two lumps of Carrie’s breasts, hidden beneath her t-shirt. 
 
    His hands squeezed her breasts through the thin cotton of her Electric Forest t-shirt. Carrie gasped…  
 
    “Your nipples have been poking out of this t-shirt like bullets, ever since you two started looking at each other.” 
 
    Rob’s fingers and thumbs closed like pincers – clamping down on Carrie’s nipples through her t-shirt. 
 
    …she moaned. 
 
    “They’re as hard as diamonds,” Rob murmured. He pulled them a little – stretching Carrie’s breasts beneath her t-shirt. “You think he didn’t see that? I kept catching him sneaking glances at your tits, all evening long.” 
 
    Carrie squirmed a little, as Rob cruelly pinched her nipples.  
 
    It wasn’t that she didn’t believe her husband – but she knew Manny hadn’t sneaked that many glances at her tits. She’d barely broken eye-contact with him, after all. 
 
    “You know how I know for sure?” It was Rob staring into her eyes now – a dangerous glint in her husband’s eyes. One hand released her nipple – which throbbed as it was set free – and traced a path down her stomach. 
 
    Rob’s fingertips slid into the waistband of Carrie’s shorts. The spandex stretched, as his whole hand reached inside. 
 
    Her husband’s fingers snaked into Carrie’s panties, and then between her legs – cupping her pussy. 
 
    His fingertips nuzzled between her folds. Carrie moaned, her knees wobbling. 
 
    “You’re fucking soaking,” Rob growled, as his fingertips squirmed between the folds of her glistening pussy. “Don’t tell me you guys weren’t flirting when there’s a goddamned rain forest between your legs.” 
 
    “Huuungh,” Carrie’s eyes rolled upwards, as Rob swirled his fingertips around her clitoris. She had to clutch his arms, to stop herself from flopping limply to the floor. 
 
    “Fuuuck,” then, eliciting a mewl of disappointment from her, Rob pulled his hands from inside Carrie’s shorts and held them up in front of her. 
 
    She opened her eyes, and found herself staring directly at his fingers. 
 
    They were glistening with her wetness. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what,” Rob growled, his eyes smoldering, “it’s been a long time since you’ve got that wet for me.” 
 
    Carrie shuddered. 
 
    It was true, of course.  
 
    Familiarity breeds content, her mom had taught her, when she was growing up in Oklahoma. It was her evangelical mother’s way of trying to instill the virtues of Christian monogamy into her. 
 
    In truth, after ten years of marriage, Carrie had learned the bitter truth. In reality, familiarity breeds contempt. She still loved Rob, and appreciated him, and it wasn’t that she didn’t want to be with him any more… 
 
    …but he was right. It was a long time since he’d made her that wet.  
 
    “I-I don’t know what to say,” Carrie croaked.  
 
    She was scared, but excited. She couldn’t read Rob’s face. His eyes were smoldering, but she wasn’t sure if it was with jealousy, or excitement… 
 
    …or both. 
 
    Was he mad at her?  
 
    He had every right to be. She’d drenched her panties and nearly pierced holes in the front of her shirt, as her body betrayed its steamy attraction to their handsome guest.  
 
    But, at the same time, she hadn’t been exaggerating when she’d told Manny that food and weed weren’t the only things she and Rob were ‘open-minded about.’  
 
    They’d frequently discussed concepts like polyamory and swinging, even if they’d never acted on them. 
 
    “Do you see how fucking wet you are, Carrie?” 
 
    Rob waggled his fingers in front of her mouth. They were glistening – strands of her wetness stretching between them. She could smell her arousal. 
 
    “Taste it.” 
 
    “W-what?”  
 
    “Taste it,” Rob repeated, offering her his fingers. “Taste how wet you are.” 
 
    Carrie focused her eyes on the two fingers in front of her. She breathed in the scent of her own wetness.  
 
    “Suck them,” Rob growled. 
 
    There was something about her husband’s tone of voice which excited her. She still wasn’t sure if he was mad or excited – but in truth it seemed like he was both. It was like decency and debauchery were warring within the confines of his mind. 
 
    Carrie looked up into Rob’s mask-like face and smoldering eyes. 
 
    Then she leaned forward, stretched open her mouth, and closed her lips down on his fingers. 
 
    “Fuuuuck,” Rob’s eyes widened, as he felt the warm, wet suction of Carrie’s mouth on his fingers, and the sensation of her swirling tongue licking his fingers clean.  
 
    She sucked on his fingers, and the look in her eyes was that of a girl who’d be equally talented licking something else. 
 
    Rob’s knees buckled. Carrie glanced down and saw that the front of his shorts had almost instantly tented out. 
 
    With a wet smack, Rob pulled his fingers from Carrie’s mouth. 
 
    She licked the taste of her own pussy from her lips, and her eyes flashed mischievously.  
 
    “Fuuuck,” Rob repeated. He gulped dryly. “You’re something else, you know that?” 
 
    Tightening her grip on the blankets with one arm, Carrie released the other – and then used it to stretch forward and place her palm on her husband’s crotch. 
 
    Her fingers tightened on the firm, throbbing shaft tenting out the front of his shorts. 
 
    “Fuuuck,” Rob repeated, and it was his turn to clutch Carrie’s arm, to prevent from flopping to the floor. 
 
    “It’s been a long time since you’ve been this hard for me,” Carrie purred, squeezing Rob’s cock through his shorts. “Are you mad I was flirting with Manny?” She started stroking Rob’s cock through the cotton of his shorts. “Or excited?” 
 
    Rob groaned. 
 
    He looked up at Carrie, and this time his expression was completely different. Moments earlier he’d been fiery and intense – Carrie had been genuinely a little frightened by her towering husband. 
 
    But now? She literally held him in the palm of her hand. 
 
    She squeezed his cock through his shorts, to remind him of that fact. 
 
    “I-I’m a little of both,” Rob eventually confessed. 
 
    Carrie’s lips curled. 
 
    “Manny’s been waiting a long time for these blankets,” she purred, squeezing the pile she was carrying. “How about I go downstairs and tuck him in?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” Rob nodded.  
 
    The look in his eyes was pleading – almost like he was begging her for more, but at the same time desperately hoping she wouldn’t give it to him. 
 
    Carrie felt his cock throb in her fingers. 
 
    Her mouth was dry as she murmured: 
 
    “I might be gone a little while. I want to make sure he’s snug.” 
 
    Rob’s eyes widened. His cock stiffened. 
 
    “You promise you won’t be mad? If I…” Carrie bit her bottom lip. “If I tuck him in really tightly?” 
 
    “N-no,” Rob nodded his head. 
 
    Carrie tightened her grip on his swollen cock – this time more as a warning than a tease. 
 
    “I mean it, Robby,” she warned. “I don’t want to come back upstairs and you get all butthurt about anything that happens.” She looked deep into his pleading eyes. “You can tell me ‘no’ right now, and I’ll respect it…” 
 
    A low moan escaped Rob’s lips. 
 
    “…or you can let me go downstairs and tuck him in.” 
 
    Rob’s cock throbbed. 
 
    His mouth opened. 
 
    All that emerged was a dry croak: “P-Please.” 
 
    Carrie’s lips curled. 
 
    She knew what he meant with that single word. Rob was smoldering with intense jealousy, but his cock was harder than she’d ever remembered feeling it before. 
 
    What was that 35-point word she’d won Words with Friends with the other day?  
 
    Compersion. 
 
    The feeling of joy at another person’s joy. People in polyamory used it all the time to describe the feeling of being happy at seeing your partner romantically or sexually involved with somebody else. 
 
    There should be another word. Maybe there already was – she’d have to ask Manny about it, since the Germans seemed to have overly-specific words for just about everything (schadenfreude, anybody?) 
 
    What was the word for being jealous, but aroused at the same time? 
 
    Carrie didn’t know – but she knew that feeling was real. 
 
    Real enough to tent out the front of her husband’s shorts, and elicit low, needy moans as she squeezed his cock. 
 
    Rob wanted… something… 
 
    …and Carrie was turned on enough to be willing to give it to him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    There’s perhaps another German word – to describe how one person can be completely oblivious to the scheming of two others.  
 
    It certainly would have described Manny, as the tourist stood in front of the couch in Carrie and Rob’s living room, cheerfully arranging his suitcase. 
 
    He’d had no idea about the interaction upstairs – and when Carrie came padding down the creaking staircase, he looked up at her with a big, innocent grin and a friendly growl of: “Guten Abend!” 
 
    Carrie paused at the bottom of the stairs, clutching the piles of towels in her arms. 
 
    Her jaw dropped. She stood rooted to the spot. 
 
    Manny was standing there in nothing but a pair of jockey shorts – with the completely detached lack of self-consciousness he’d demonstrated when he’d casually discussed his planned drug use, or his ex-girlfriend’s pubic hair. 
 
    “This couch looks comfortable, ja?” he grinned, plumping up the pillows. “Better than the bed at the Holiday Inn last night.” 
 
    Carrie stood rooted to the spot. 
 
    Holy fucking shit! 
 
    Manny’s body was incredible. He towered nearly to the ceiling fan, and every inch of his delicious macchiato-brown body was rippling with muscle. His pecs were like slabs of beef. His abs were so well-defined that he looked like a picture from an artist’s anatomy book. His long, lean limbs were strong and powerful, and the tight jockey shorts hugged two firm, plump buttocks that you could have literally bounced quarters off. 
 
    And then there were the front of the jockey shorts – bulging outwards and barely containing the heavy, swinging meat within. 
 
    “Frau Stein?” Manny looked over, seeing his host frozen to the spot. “Carrie – you okay?” 
 
    Carrie shook her head and snapped out of it. 
 
    “Y-yeah,” her mouth was dry. “Y-yeah, I’m fine.” 
 
    Carrie padded across the hardwood floor, brandishing the piles of blankets. 
 
    “Here,” she offered them to her towering guest, and Manny happily peeled off the sheets and comforter. 
 
    “Oh, ja,” he started laying them across the couch. “I am going to be, how do you say? Snug-as-a-bug-in-a-rug.” 
 
    He turned and found Carrie standing right next to him – within his personal space – and gazing up at him with her huge, blue eyes. 
 
    There was that spark of electricity again. 
 
    The cheerful tone to Manny’s voice softened a little, and he murmured: 
 
    “I’m a little sad I didn’t stay another night with you.” He gazed down at Carrie, as if trying to read her implacable face. “I think I would have liked to get to know you a little…” 
 
    …he licked his full, soft lips… 
 
    “…better.” 
 
    Carrie gazed up at him. 
 
    Their eyes were locked now. It was as if they were both trying to read each other – to see how far they’d each be willing to take this thing. 
 
    “I-I’m sad too,” Carrie’s mouth was dry. She wet her lips with her tongue. “But at least I can make sure you’re all tucked in okay.” 
 
    “Danke schön,” the cheer had left Manny’s voice. Now there was nothing left but intensity. “You have been very good to me.” 
 
    Carrie reached up a trembling hand, and laid it on Manny’s arm. 
 
    She shuddered at the heat of his soft, brown skin. 
 
    “T-that’s my pleasure,” she murmured, feeling butterflies churn in her stomach. 
 
    Manny gulped dryly. Despite being so tall, and confident, and carefree… It seemed he was suddenly as nervous as she was. 
 
    Manny’s golden-brown eyes glanced upwards, towards the stairs. 
 
    “Und where is Herr Stein?” 
 
    “H-he’s asleep already,” Carrie lied, her pulse racing. She could feel every throb of it between her legs. “It’s just you and me.” 
 
    Manny gulped again. His breath deepened. 
 
    “Ah, sehr gut,” he nodded. He looked down at Carrie, his eyes yearning. “I-I suppose I should get to bed.” 
 
    “L-let me make sure you’re comfortable,” Carrie stammered. “This couch is kind of tricky.” 
 
    It wasn’t, of course. It was a couch. Couches are one of the least-tricky objects on the planet. It’s almost their defining feature. 
 
    But Manny didn’t argue. 
 
    He flopped down onto the couch, as if sitting on it normally. The piles of blankets and sheets were bundled up on the cushions either side of him. 
 
    Carrie sunk down onto her knees in front of him. 
 
    He stiffened where he sat – in both senses of the term. 
 
    “Here,” Carrie couldn’t make eye-contact with him, so instead she made a show of tucking the blankets in between the slabs of cushions. “You make yourself nice and snug like this.” 
 
    For a moment, you could almost be forgiven for thinking it all innocent – that Carrie was just being a fussy mom, tucking in her nearly-naked guest… 
 
    …but as she moved her hands from tucking in the sheets on one side of Manny - crossing them over his lap to tuck them in on the other – her palm innocently brushed the now tent-like bulge in his boxer shorts. 
 
    ‘Innocently.’ 
 
    Like, Donald Trump, Richard Nixon, Bill Clinton “I did not have sexual relations with that woman” kind of ‘innocently.’ 
 
    Manny groaned, and shuddered, as Carrie’s hand brushed across his crotch. 
 
    Carrie paused. She looked up into Manny’s face. 
 
    He looked back at her, his muscular chest heaving up and down. 
 
    Their eyes met, and it felt like sparks arced between them. 
 
    Carrie stared at Manny. Manny stared at Carrie. Carrie couldn’t speak for her guest, of course, but she had a feeling he was feeling the same trembling excitement and butterflies in the stomach as she was. 
 
    Right then and there was the final safety point. It was her last chance to pull her hand away, apologize, and brush everything off as a misunderstanding.  
 
    But the look in Manny’s eye didn’t suggest she needed to do that. 
 
    So, Carrie just kept looking deeply into the German’s eyes, and slowly lowered the palm of her hand back down. 
 
    Into Manny’s lap. 
 
    Onto the swollen bulge inside of his boxer shorts that she’d ‘innocently’ brushed over a moment earlier. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    Carrie’s palm pressed down on a hard, hot, twitching peak of flesh. 
 
    Sitting on the couch, Manny stiffened and gasped. 
 
    Staring into his eyes, Carrie slowly started rubbing her hand back and forth, feeling the hardness beneath the cotton swell and throb. 
 
    Manny shuddered, and gasped. 
 
    The bulge beneath her palm started to swell, and grow, and was suddenly pressing up against her palm more forcefully than she was pressing down on it. 
 
    “Mein Gott,” Manny groaned, looking down at Carrie as she knelt in front of him.  
 
    Carrie felt butterflies churning in her stomach, as she stroked the bulge tenting out the front of Manny’s shorts. Her nipples were painfully hard, her breasts ached, and she could feel her heartbeat pulsing inexorably between her legs. 
 
    In fact, she had to clamp her thighs together, her pussy was quivering so much. She could feel wetness welling in her panties, soaking the cotton. 
 
    Carrie’s eyes never left Manny’s, as she stroked his cock through his boxers. She was teasing him by feel alone – and what a feeling it was starting to become. 
 
    Like a thick anaconda uncoiling itself, the bulge beneath the cotton of Manny’s Haynes was stretching the material up further and further – rearing like a tree beneath Carrie’s palm. 
 
    She glanced down and gasped as she saw it – that huge shaft, stretching his shorts almost to breaking point, painfully constricted in the tight cotton. 
 
    Carrie reached for the waistband of Manny’s jockey shorts.  
 
    “B-but…” Manny stiffened, cranking his neck around to glance back towards the stairs. “…but your husband.” 
 
    “Ssssh,” Carrie looked up at Manny, and pressed one finger to her lips. “It’s fine.” But she threw a stealthy glance towards the stairs as well, peering into the darkness. 
 
    She was thankful that the couch was positioned with its back to the stairs – because as she looked up, she saw her bedroom door peel open a crack, and two eyes peek out.  
 
    Rob was lying on the bedroom floor, peering down at what was unfolding in the living room. 
 
    If Manny had turned around a moment later, he’d have spotted him… 
 
    …as it was, the handsome German had no idea he was being watched. 
 
    Carrie bit her bottom lip. Her trembling fingers stretched out again, and she hooked them into the waistband of Manny’s shorts. 
 
    He lifted his ass up off the couch, so she could peel the tight cotton down. Carrie pulled his shorts around his hips, then over the firm bulge of his ass – until it took a final tug to yank them down around Manny’s muscular thighs. 
 
    The extra effort had been needed to free the hard shaft trapped in the front of Manny’s shorts. Liberated, his cock sproinged free, bouncing back and forth – rearing up towards the ceiling like a gnarled old oak. 
 
    Manny breathed a huge sigh of relief as Carrie finished pulling down his shorts. She peel them off over his ankles and tossed them to the floor behind her. 
 
    “It was getting a little cramped in there,” the German groaned. 
 
    “I… I can see why,” Carrie gasped. 
 
    Looming up from between Manny’s muscular thighs was the most enormous cock Carrie has ever seen in her life – even in the porn movies she and Rob watched on their smart TV upstairs. 
 
    It was like a gnarled, brown tree-trunk – stretching as tall as two Coke cans stacked end-to-end, and almost as thick. It was ridged with thick, throbbing veins, and the head was the size of a ripe Empire apple, and practically the same color. 
 
    Manny saw Carrie’s reaction. 
 
    “I thought everything was bigger in America,” he joked. 
 
    “Well, you’re my first black man,” Carrie fired back, giving him a wink. “For all I know, you could be on the small side compared to the rest of them.” 
 
    As she said that, Carrie stretched out her trembling fingers and curled them around Manny’s straining shaft – or, at least, she attempted to.  
 
    Her fingertips were an inch or two from meeting around his huge cock – and her eyes widened as she tried. 
 
    Manny didn’t seem to care. The moment Carrie’s smooth fingers tightened on his cock, the towering German flopped back on the couch and groaned in pleasure. 
 
    Carrie knelt in front of him and started stroking his huge cock, butterflies churning in her stomach. Her heartbeat was throbbing between her legs, and a small voice in the back of her head was screaming that she shouldn’t be doing this... 
 
    …but why not? 
 
    That was the same voice who’d told her not to make out with Nick Matthews on prom night, or sneak home those Harry Potter books her mother disapproved of, or even buy that Hitachi Magic Wand she saw an advert for in the back of one of Rob’s old Hustler Fantasies. 
 
    Carrie slid her fingers up and down Manny’s enormous cock, and reminded herself that the voice in the back of her head didn’t know shit. 
 
    “Mein Gott.” 
 
    Manny was squirming on the couch now, as Carrie’s fingers traced a gentle path up and down his cock. She snapped out of her thoughts, and back to the task in hand… 
 
    …and boy was it ‘in hand.’ 
 
    In fact, it was in both her hands! She knelt in front of Manny and added the fingers of her second hand to the first – stroking up and down like she was oiling up a baseball bat. In fact, given the length and hardness of Manny’s enormous erection, that probably wasn’t too inaccurate a metaphor. 
 
    “N-now when I signed up to sleep on your couch,” Manny groaned, his head flopping back onto the cushion behind him, “I did not expect this.” 
 
    “Not every guest gets this treatment,” Carrie promised, eyes wide as she watched her hands slide up and down his shaft. “You’re a V.I.P.” 
 
    “A was?” 
 
    “A Very Important Person,” Carrie translated, transfixed by the contrast of her slender white fingers wrapped around his enormous brown cock. “With a Very Large Cock.” 
 
    Manny laughed, and reached one of his huge hands over to stroke Carrie’s hair. 
 
    “I thought you said I might be a little on the small side?” 
 
    Carrie gulped dryly, counting how long it took her fingers to slide from the bottom of Manny’s shaft up to the huge, swollen, apple-sized tip. 
 
    “I… I might have misunderestimated,” she admitted. 
 
    Manny’s grasp of English was sophisticated, but he missed her deliberate malapropism – the phrase ‘misunderestimated’ being coined accidently by President George W. Bush, and then later being added to the official American-English lexicon to define ‘underestimating by mistake.’ 
 
    And Carrie had definitely made a mistake in underestimating Manny. 
 
    “Bitte,” the German groaned, as his cock swelled beneath her fingers. “Massage my balls, too.”  
 
    Carrie obeyed instantly – taking one hand from his shaft, and cupping Manny’s huge, egg-sized testicles. They were warm, and throbbing, and she squeezed them gently – eliciting a moan of relief from the handsome German. 
 
    “They were so cramped up inside my boxers,” Manny explained, as he literally melted into the couch cushions. “Und it doesn’t help that I haven’t cum in about a week and a half. They were aching.” 
 
    Carrie’s eyes widened. 
 
    “Y-you haven’t?” She looked up at this gorgeous German, squirming deliciously as her touch. “Are you kidding me?” 
 
    From her perspective it was a legitimate question. She broke out her Hitachi and her Porn Hub Premium subscription at least twice a day. 
 
    “I-I’ve been busy traveling,” Manny groaned. He raised his head, those golden-brown eyes burning into Carrie. “Couch surfing isn’t exactly conducive to… What do you Americans call it? Rubbing one out?” 
 
    Carrie looked up at him, and the corner of her lips curled. 
 
    “Oh, isn’t it now?” 
 
    The irony wasn’t lost on her guest. Even Manny realized the contradiction in his words, as his beautiful American host knelt in front of him, literally ‘rubbing one out’ for him. 
 
    “I-I suppose you and your husband will expect a five-star rating after this,” he groaned, lowering his hand to brush Carrie’s hair from her face. “I must warn you, I think this would be disqualified as an ‘incentivized review.’” 
 
    “Oh, really?” Carrie purred. She licked her lips, never breaking her gaze deep into Manny’s eyes. “I don’t think you’ve seen anything yet.” 
 
    And then she leaned forward, stretching open her lips to eagerly engulf the huge head of Manny’s straining cock inside her warm, wet mouth. 
 
    “Heilige Scheiβe,” Manny groaned, melting into the couch cushions at the incredible sensation of Carrie’s mouth on his cock. “I… I…’ 
 
    For once, the German’s perfect English failed him. 
 
    “Mmpgh,” Carrie mumbled, sinking her head down into Manny’s lap. Her English skills were equally lacking, as she coaxed inch after inch of his swollen cock into her eagerly sucking mouth. “Mmmpgh!” 
 
    Saliva drooled from Carrie’s lips and dribbled down to coat her fingers, which were still gently squeezing and massaging Manny’s huge balls. Her lips were stretched almost painfully wide, and as she began to bob her head in Manny’s lap, the head of his immense cock teased her tonsils on every downward stroke. 
 
    But Carrie didn’t baulk – not even as tears welled in her eyes. 
 
    She was an American, dammit! And when Manny climbed back on board his plane to Hamburg, she was determined to make sure he remembered this as the best blowjob of his visit here – if not his life. 
 
    “Mein Gott,” Manny seemed to be appreciative of Carrie’s ambition. “Nobody has ever taken me that deeply.”  
 
    Carrie let out a mumbled moan of appreciation. 
 
    “In aller Ernsthftigkeit,” the handsome couch surfer groaned. “When my last girlfriend got me half as far, she nearly choked.” 
 
    There was a wet smack as Carrie pulled her lips from Manny’s cock. 
 
    She gazed up at him, her lips glistening with saliva.  
 
    “Well, she’s going to disappoint all those boys in Spain, isn’t she?” 
 
    As Carrie teased him, she eagerly continued to stroke Manny’s immense shaft – her drooling saliva now serving as the perfect lubricant. 
 
    “I-in more ways than one,” Manny groaned, watching the beautiful American squeezing his balls and stroking his cock. “She doesn’t even swallow!” 
 
    Carrie’s eyes flashed. 
 
    “Oh, now that’s a crime.” She bent her head back down, and spent the next few moments sucking and slurping on Manny’s cock – bobbing her head up and down in his lap, and swirling her tongue around the swollen tip of his enormous dick. 
 
    Smack! Strands of saliva stretched from Manny’s cock as Carrie pulled her mouth away. She winked at him. 
 
    “I can’t speak for all American girls,” her fingers never stopped stroking and massaging him, “but this one definitely swallows.” She ducked back down, and the wet sound of sucking quietly echoed through the living room. Her last words, as Carrie briefly came up for breath, were: “I bet your cum tastes delicious.” 
 
    “Huuungh,” Manny flopped back onto the couch, his eyes sinking shut. He took his big hands and slid his fingers into Carrie’s hair, gently helping her bob her head up and down in his lap. He wasn’t guiding her movements – but the sensation did inspire Carrie to try and take even more of his cock even deeper into her mouth. 
 
    There was nothing quiet about the wet, gurgling noises now. They echoed across the room, visceral and loud, occasionally interjected by long sucking slurps as Carrie gulped down whatever saliva wasn’t drooling down her chin.  
 
    “Fuuuuck,” Manny used one of his hands to brush away the hair from her face, and watched in amazement as Carrie blew him. Her eyes were glistening, her pink cheeks were bulging, and her throat bulged on every downward stroke. She looked messy, and slutty, and red in the face… 
 
    …and Manny didn’t think he’d ever seen anything more beautiful. 
 
    “Here.” Pulling his hands from her hair, the towering German leaned forward and grabbed fistfuls of Carrie’s t-shirt instead. “You’re getting it all wet.” 
 
    Carrie continued to suck, and slurp, and lick and stroke, even as Manny pulled the t-shirt over her head. She only had to break connection for a moment – as the shirt finally popped up over her head – before she returned to her sloppy, drooling obsession. 
 
    Manny groaned, tossing her Electric Garden t-shirt across the room. He looked down at Carrie, as she knelt in nothing but her shorts, and a wolfish grin spread across his face. 
 
    “You have beautiful titten,” he leaned forward and curled his long fingers around Carrie’s bare breasts – squeezing them gently. 
 
    “Mmmpgh,” Carrie shuddered at the sensation of those huge hands closing down around her boobs. She squeezed shut her eyes, and clamped her trembling thighs together even harder. 
 
    Things were getting a little uncomfortable now. Carrie was kneeling on the floor, bobbing her head up and down in Manny’s lap – but the huge German was leaning forward, almost curled around on top of her, like they were ying and yang. 
 
    Even as she practically deep-throated twelve inches of Afro-German cock, Carrie’s mind flashed to her passion – painting – and she imagined that from the side, this uncomfortable position they were both in must have resembled the infamous ‘golden curve’ from Renaissance art.  
 
    For a moment she thought about painting this scene – a masterpiece in acrylics, entitled Blasen in Amerika – and then her aching back and straining jaw couldn’t take it any longer. 
 
    Carrie shoved Manny back to the couch, and pulled her mouth from his cock, and reared back onto her heels, gasping for breath. 
 
    “I-I’m sorry,” Carrie wiped the saliva drooling from her chin. “I-I need a break.” She took a ragged lungful of oxygen. “I hope you don’t think us American girls are quitters.” 
 
    Manny lay back on the couch, his cock still rearing from between his legs, glistening with her saliva. 
 
    “I don’t think anything,” he murmured, with a dreamy look on his handsome face. “I’m just thinking about how amazing that felt.” 
 
    As Carrie caught her breath, she giggled. Rob had once told her that her blowjobs were so good, they’d temporarily lobotomize any man lucky enough to get one. 
 
    As she looked at the woozy, child-like expression on Manny’s face, she realized her husband might have had a point. 
 
    Speaking of her husband… 
 
    Carrie looked up, and saw Rob’s face still peeking down at her out of the darkness. 
 
    She felt an illicit shiver run up and down her spine, and her pussy throbbed. Wetness was starting to dribble down her thighs now, she was so turned on. 
 
    “F-Frau Stein,” Manny’s voice was pleading – desperate. She looked back down at him, and saw the gorgeous German sitting there with a puppy-dog expression on his handsome face. “I-I don’t want to be, as you Americans call it, ‘that guy’ – but…” 
 
    But what? 
 
    Carrie looked at Manny’s huge, straining cock. His balls were swollen and heavy. She could almost see his pulse, throbbing in the purplish veins of his absurdly huge cock. Manny was horny – desperately horny.   
 
    After all, she thought to herself, he had said he hadn’t cum in more than a week. 
 
    “Aww, my poor baby,” Carrie’s eyes flashed with mischief. She reached forward to curl her fingers around his spit-slick shaft. “Does Manny need to cum?” 
 
    “Heilige Scheiße, yes,” Manny nodded, groaning at the feeling of Carrie’s fingers around his cock. “If I don’t, I think I’ll explode.” 
 
    “Oh, you’ll explode, all right,” Carrie nodded, peering down at his bulging cock. She was just wondering where. In her sweetly-sucking, eagerly-swallowing mouth? Or all over her aching, bare breasts? 
 
    Her pussy throbbed at the thought of that huge, black cock erupting hot wetness across her tits. She let out a little moan as she continued that train of thought; and imagined gulping down each salty spurt. 
 
    Her pussy throbbed again. 
 
    Oh, fuck – Manny wasn’t the only one with blue balls. Carrie had been on edge all evening long, and right now her pussy was quivering like an electric current was being passed through it. 
 
    She glanced up at the stairs, catching Rob’s face as he lurked in the shadows. 
 
    A sudden, wicked thought hit her… 
 
    It was an inspiration so naughty that Carrie was almost ashamed of herself – but fifteen years free of her uptight, Oklahoma upbringing had given her the opportunity to disregard anything that made her feel shameful. 
 
    Carrie glanced back down to Manny’s huge, hard cock – rearing from between her fingers even as she stroked it up and down. 
 
    What would that monster feel like inside her? 
 
    Carrie bit her lip, and suddenly realized she had to find out. 
 
    She glanced up at Rob again, wondering what her husband would think about her horny inspiration. She knew he’d wordlessly condoned her sneaking down to ‘tuck Manny in’ – but this was something very different. 
 
    A blowjob was one thing… 
 
    Carrie knew taking it any further would be something else entirely. 
 
    But as she saw the intense look in Rob’s mask-like face, she imagined how hard his cock probably was – watching his wife rock another man’s world with a blowjob Manny would probably remember for the rest of his life. 
 
    Her poor husband was probably as horny as she was – his cock straining, his balls aching, and his whole body shivering with a mixture of jealousy and arousal. 
 
    When you’re horny, you do reckless things. There’s even been a scientific paper about it – not that Carrie needed to read it.  
 
    She knew first-hand: Thinking about how quickly she clicked out of the ‘transsexual creampie gangbang’ and ‘stepbrother fantasy’ videos on PornHub the moment she’d finished masturbating; astonished at how ashamed she felt about the very same videos which had made her gush on her Hitachi just moments earlier. 
 
    The dangerous truth was that Rob, Carrie and Manny were all turned on as hell – and that’s not conducive to good decision-making. 
 
    But no memorable evening ever started with a good decision. 
 
    Biting her bottom lip, Carrie released Manny’s straining cock.  
 
    He moaned in disappointment, his needy cock twitching as it bobbed back and forth in his lap.  
 
    Carrie didn’t say anything. Her knees clicked as she clambered to her now-unsteady legs. 
 
    Standing between Manny’s knees – for the first time towering over him – Carrie reached down and hooked her fingers into the spandex waistband of her shorts. 
 
    She did a little shimmy, stretching the material down around her hips, until her shorts slithered down Carrie’s legs and pooled around her ankles. 
 
    “Mein Gott,” Manny breathed, as he watched Carrie standing naked in front of him. “You are so schön – so beautiful!” 
 
    Carrie blushed, flattered by this gorgeous man’s words. 
 
    She glanced up at the stairs again – and this time Rob’s implacable face was twitching as he played voyeur on his wife and their houseguest. 
 
    It was twitching, she knew, because he was jerking off. 
 
    Carrie shuddered, and her pussy throbbed. 
 
    She’d give her husband something to jerk off about! 
 
    Looking back down at Manny, Carrie raised her finger to her lips and hissed: “Ssssh!” 
 
    Manny nodded – presumably thinking that Carrie was just trying to make sure they didn’t disturb Rob or the kids… 
 
    …with no idea that Rob was already awake, and spying on them… 
 
    “You’ve got to be careful,” Carrie murmured hotly, as she clambered onto the couch, straddling Manny’s lap. She placed one knee either side of him, and shuffled forward until her breasts were smothering her face. 
 
    “W-Was?” Manny protested, looking up uncertainly at his beautiful host. “A-are you…  Are you sure?” 
 
    “Does this feel like I’m sure?” 
 
    Feeling powerful and dominant now, Carrie grabbed one of Manny’s wrists, and yanked his big hand between her legs. 
 
    Those long, beautiful fingers slid between the folds of Carrie’s pussy. 
 
    “Huuungh,” she nearly fainted at the sensation, gripping onto the back of the couch for support. 
 
    “Heilige Scheiße,” Manny’s fingers slithered and explored her pussy. “You’re soaking wet.” Those long digits slipped inside her, and Carrie had to jam her fist into her mouth to stop from crying out. 
 
    With her teeth sinking into her knuckles, Carrie knelt in Manny’s lip, feeling his long fingers sinking inside of her, exploring her deeper than any other man ever had. 
 
    God, she wished she had more time with this gorgeous stud… 
 
    …but she didn’t. 
 
    “H-here,” releasing her teeth from her fist, she reached down and grabbed Manny’s wrist again – reluctantly pulling his fingers free of her wetness. “It’s not your fingers I want to feel inside me.” 
 
    Discarding Manny’s wrist, she felt blindly between her thighs – until her fingers curled around the straining shaft of Manny’s enormous cock. 
 
    Fuck, it felt big! 
 
    His big, beautiful dick was rearing up between her thighs – pointing directly at the entrance to her warm, greedy pussy. 
 
    It took just a nudge to nuzzle the swollen head between her dewy folds. 
 
    “Oh, fuuuck,” Manny groaned, feeling the smooth, slick wetness embrace him. 
 
    Just you wait, Carrie thought to herself. This is nothing. 
 
    She looked up, over the top of Manny’s head, towards the top of the stairs. 
 
    She caught Rob’s gaze. From across the room, they locked their eyes together, and Carrie tried to read her husband’s mask-like expression. 
 
    Was he turned on? Was he angry? Or – more likely – was he painfully paralyzed by a mixture of the two? 
 
    It didn’t matter. The moment this was over there were bound to be a lot of mixed emotions, but right now only one thing mattered. 
 
    Staring hotly into her husband’s eyes – feeling more connected and intimate with him than she had in over half a decade – Carrie slowly began to lower herself onto Manny’s huge, hard cock. 
 
    Beneath her, Manny groaned and stiffened – burying his head between her breasts. 
 
    Up at the top of the stairs, still jerking himself off, Carrie’s husband watched his wife fuck another man, right in front of him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    Blame it on the hormones – or the whoremones, as Carrie had described them back in science class, back when she’d been a giggling teenager. 
 
    As she sunk down onto Manny’s cock – feeling his big, beautiful dick stretch and fill her in ways she’d never experienced before – that nagging voice in the back of her head wailed in protest. 
 
    He’s not wearing a condom! The voice screamed. You don’t know where he’s been! Then, slightly more desperately: You’re not on the pill! Do you want to get pregnant, you vacuous slut?  
 
    But of course she did. 
 
    I mean, not really. Take a lucid, sober, fresh-out-of-a-cold-shower Carrie Stein and ask her if she wanted to get pregnant and she’d have probably have offered to carve her own ovaries out in preference to going through the rigors of pregnancy and parenthood for a third time. 
 
    But give that girl two shots of tequila, a pipe of Sour Diesel, and have her on her knees slobbering and sucking on a huge, delicious cock for thirty minutes, and the answer would be very different. 
 
    Blame it on the hormones – the whoremones.  
 
    Right then and there, with her pussy throbbing and her breasts aching and butterflies doing cartwheels in her stomach, the only thing Carrie wanted was a big, bare cock deep inside her greedy, fertile pussy. 
 
    She gripped the back of the couch, and smothered Manny’s face between her breasts, and lowered herself onto his huge cock – staring into her husband’s eyes every inch of the way. 
 
    And so many inches! 
 
    Inch after inch of thick, firm, throbbing flesh.  
 
    It stretched and filled Carrie deliciously, deeper and deeper, until finally she nestled securely into Manny’s lap – and every inch of his big, beautiful black cock was buried deep inside her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Carrie and Manny groaned, at exactly the same time. “That feels incredible.” 
 
    Carrie broke eye-contact with her husband, and instead looked down at Manny. She was face-to-face with him right now – inches apart – and she leaned forward to kiss him hotly. 
 
    As their lips met, and writhed wetly together, Carrie felt a wicked shiver of pleasure run down her spine.  
 
    Of everything she’d done that night – whether sucking that big, beautiful cock or climbing, bareback, on top of it – she felt the kissing was probably the most shameful thing; the most deliciously intimate betrayal of her wedding vows. 
 
    Her pussy gushed at the thought, and she felt Manny stiffen as her wetness soaked his balls. 
 
    “I-I’ve wanted to kiss you from the moment I saw you,” Carrie pulled her mouth away, and stared hotly into Manny’s beautiful golden-brown eyes. “God, your lips are fucking gorgeous.” And they were – so soft, and thick, and hot. She kissed him again, and Manny’s tongue slithered inside her mouth to writhe with hers. 
 
    God, she loved kissing. 
 
    As they made out, Carrie gripped the back of the couch for support, and began to gently rock back and forth in Manny’s lip. 
 
    Fuuuuck! 
 
    She was skewered to the hilt on his impossibly thick, firm cock. It filled every inch of her, and that throbbing, apple-sized head was nuzzled firmly against her g-spot. Every time she moved her hips, it was like an insistent finger pushing a pleasure button deep inside of her – made even more intense by the delicious friction of her clitoris against Manny’s muscular hips. 
 
    “Fuuuck,” pulling her lips from his, Carrie gasped for air. “Oh, fuck.” She gazed lustfully into Manny’s beautiful eyes, and then glanced down at her saliva, still glistening on his thick, African-lips. “I-I can see why girls never go back.” 
 
    “N-never go back?” Manny groaned. He was running his enormous hands up and down the arching curve of Carrie’s naked back, and it felt incredible. “What do you mean by that?” 
 
    Carrie sucked in a shuddering gasp of air, and then raised herself a little – starting to ride Manny’s absurdly satisfying cock. 
 
    “Y-you never go back,” Carrie groaned, feeling that delicious dick sliding in and out of her, “once you’ve gone black.”  
 
    She sunk back down all the way, and once again the head of Manny’s cock nudged against her g-spot. “Oh, I get that now.” 
 
    Manny laughed, sliding his hands lower to grasp Carrie’s squirming ass. He sunk his fingers into each of her buns – using them to help grind her back and forth on his lap, increasing the friction of his hips against her clitoris. 
 
    “I-I’m only half-black, you know…” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” Carrie groaned, kissing him again. “From the w-waist down, apparently.” Although that belied his beautiful Nubian lips, which she was addicted to kissing. 
 
    For long minutes, Carrie rode her handsome house guest, making out with him furiously, squirming on that huge cock buried deep inside of her. 
 
    The couch creaked. The sound of their panting, and moaning, and gasping echoed around the room. There was a wet-sounding squelch every time Carrie thrust herself back down onto Manny’s straining cock, and she knew she’d have to shampoo the couch tomorrow; because she’d definitely soaked the cushions with her wetness. 
 
    “Oh, fuuck, you’re beautiful,” Manny groaned, digging his fingers into Carrie’s ass, and kissing her wetly on the throat and neck, “so schön.” 
 
    Carrie shuddered at the seductive words – even if she didn’t understand them. She drank in the musky, masculine scent of Manny’s beautiful brown body, and shivered at the feel of their sweaty skin pressed tightly together. 
 
    A detonation was building between Carrie’s legs – an inexorable build-up of pleasure like a pressure-cooker set too high. Each squirm of her hips, and each thrust of that cock, and each time she felt Manny’s thick lips form suction on her skin… Every sensation stoked the fire smoldering between her thighs. 
 
    Carrie wrapped her arms around Manny’s head, and crushed his face between her breasts. Resting her chin on the top of his head, she gazed up the stairs, and once again found herself locking gaze with her husband. 
 
    Rob’s eyes were wide. His face was ashen – as if he was horrified at what he was witnessing. 
 
    Yet, at the same time, Carrie could see the frantic movement of his arm, as he jerked off – unable to stop from touching himself as he watched his wife ride the swollen cock of another man. 
 
    Carrie bit her lip. 
 
    God, it felt delicious torturing him. Her pussy gushed at the thought, and she sunk even further down onto Manny’s cock – filling herself even deeper than she thought was possible. 
 
    “Fuuck,” Manny was kissing her breasts, and eagerly suckling at her nipples. “Fuck, you’re so sexy, Frau Stein,” and then he breathed hotly, “I mean Carrie.”  
 
    Carrie groaned at the sound of her name on Manny’s lips. 
 
    She stared hotly into her husband’s eyes and squirmed in Manny’s lap – moving that huge, hard cock inside her, and grinding her clitoris against his hips. 
 
    The pressure was building, hotter and hotter. Carrie started shuddering, balling her hands into fists and moaning hotly into Manny’s ear. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she groaned, rocking back and forth. “Oh, fuck, I’m going to cum.” 
 
    “Ja, du kleine Schlampe,” Manny mumbled back into her breasts. “Cum for me. Cum for me hard.” 
 
    And then she did. 
 
    Staring deeply into her husband’s eyes, Carrie crushed Manny’s head between her breasts, and rode him right to the brink of orgasm… and then gleefully over the edge.  
 
    She stifled her cries into the side of Manny’s head, trying not to wake the kids – but it was nearly impossible. With a wet, hot sob, Carrie surrendered to an earthquake of ecstasy – one which rumbled outward from the center of her clitoris in shuddering spasms, making every nerve ending tingle.  
 
    All the while, she never stopped staring into Rob’s eyes – drinking in her husband’s erotic anguish, reminding him that it had been years since he’d seen her climax like this. 
 
    “Oh, fuuuck,” Manny groaned into Carrie’s breasts. She reluctantly broke eye-contact with her husband and looked down into the German’s flushed face, watching the lust-drunk expression in his golden-brown eyes. 
 
    “I-I’m close to cumming, liebling,” he warned. “So fucking close.” 
 
    A thrill shivered over Carrie’s body. She felt Manny’s cock stiffen and grow inside of her. She could imagine those heavy, cum-filled balls – the ones she’d been eagerly massaging earlier – churning with aching need. 
 
    “Oh, mein Gott,” Manny groaned, and she felt his fingers dig into the soft flesh of her ass. “I’m going to cum… I’m going to…” 
 
    That voice in the back of Carrie’s head started screaming. 
 
    You’re not on the pill! He’s going to cum right inside you! 
 
    She ground her ass deeper into Manny’s lap, and crushed his face tighter between her breasts. That big, beautiful cock moved slickly inside of her, deeper and deeper, tighter and wetter. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Here it comes! Ich komme! Ich komme!” 
 
     Carrie looked up, back into her husband’s eyes. 
 
    Rob had even stopped jerking off now. He’d stopped hiding. He was kneeling at the top of the stairs, cock poking out of the front of his pajamas, and a horrified look on his face. 
 
    Carrie bit her bottom lip, and her eyes flashed. 
 
    She gave her husband a wink, and then moaned as she felt Manny’s cock throb, and swell, and suddenly spurt deep inside of her. 
 
    “Fuuuck!” Manny shuddered, thrusting his hips upwards, sinking himself as deep inside Carrie as he could. “Ich komme!” 
 
    And Carrie felt it – like a fire hose going off, buried deep in her pussy.  
 
    Manny’s cock throbbed and swelled with each scalding spurt – flooding her again and again. Each jet of cum was like a water-cannon hitting her g-spot, and Carrie instantly climaxed a second time – shuddering as she did the unthinkable, and let another man empty himself into her fertile pussy. 
 
    As she moaned hotly from her second shuddering climax, Carrie gazed up at the top of the stairs – to where Rob was kneeling, with a horrified expression on his face. 
 
    She couldn’t blame him. He’d had a vasectomy two years ago. He knew as well as she did that Carrie wasn’t on birth control. 
 
    But wasn’t that what made it so much more delicious? 
 
    She almost came again at the thought – crushing Manny’s face into her breasts, and grinding out the last few shudders of pleasure in his lap. 
 
    With a groan, Manny collapsed beneath her, like a spent racehorse. 
 
    He flopped onto the coach, panting and gasping. Inside her, Carrie could feel his big, beautiful cock start to lose some of its iron hardness. 
 
    “Oh, mein Gott,” Manny groaned, looking up into Carrie’s face, and tenderly pressing his palm against her cheek. “Du bist unglaublich.” 
 
    Carrie didn’t know what that meant, but she was pretty sure it was a compliment. 
 
    She shivered, as the cool air conditioning finally penetrated the heat of their passion. Reality was sinking back down around them, and Carrie felt a shudder as the implications of what had just happened finally hit home. 
 
    She groaned, stiffly clambering from Manny’s lap. As she did so, she had to pull herself off his half-hard cock – each inch slithering out of her with a wet-sounding schlurp until it finally plopped free – followed by a deluge of scalding cum which gushed down her thigh. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Carrie clamped her hand between her thighs to stop the flood. 
 
    “It’s okay, liebling,” Manny reassured her, as he helped her climb off of him. “I don’t think any got on the cushions.” 
 
    Carrie laughed dryly, as she clambered unsteadily to her feet. Manny had no idea. He thought she was worried about the couch cushions. He’d presumably thought that if she’d eagerly ridden him to a bareback climax deep inside of her, she’d got something as obvious as birth control sorted. 
 
    She giggled. How wrong he was. 
 
    Manny struggled to sit up. As he did, the German twisted his body around to peer behind them, up the stairs. 
 
    Carrie froze for a second – but when she followed his gaze, she was relieved to see that Rob had slipped back into their bedroom. 
 
    “I’m surprised we didn’t wake anybody,” Manny breathed softly. “That would have been embarrassing – to have one of your kinder walk downstairs in the middle of that! Or your husband!” 
 
    “Yeah,” Carrie said dryly, reaching for her discarded shorts and t-shirt. “My husband – can you imagine?” 
 
    Manny smirked. He looked adorable.  
 
    “He’d probably shoot me.” The German grinned. “I know what you Americans are like.” 
 
    Carrie leaned down and kissed him wetly one last time. 
 
    “Well, with that in mind,” she murmured, “I better sneak back upstairs before he does wake up.” 
 
    “Ja, ja,” Manny nodded. He dragged her in for another kiss. “Mein Gott, that was incredible.” 
 
    The corner of Carrie’s lips curled. “Yeah, it was.” 
 
    And then with a final press of her lips against his, Carrie scurried across the living room and climbed the stairs. She clutched her clothes in her hand, and passed the door to the kids room absolutely naked. 
 
    The door to the bedroom swung open before she even reached for the door handle. 
 
    Rob practically hauled her inside, kicking the door shut behind her. 
 
    “What the fuck did you just do, Carrie?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Carrie stood there, clutching her shorts and t-shirt. Her breasts were heaving as she tried to catch her breath, and she felt Manny’s hot cum running down her inner thigh. 
 
    Rob was staring at her with fire in his eyes. His face was a mask. 
 
    Holy shit, Carrie thought. I’ve broken him. He’s flipped. He’s going to kill me. 
 
    But then she glanced down, at her husband’s crotch.  
 
    His cock was still poking out of the front of his pajamas, and it was redder, and more swollen, and more angry than Carrie had ever seen it in her life. 
 
    She looked into Rob’s face again. 
 
    “A-are you mad at me?” 
 
    Rob didn’t say no – and it was clear that at least part of him was. 
 
    But his cock twitched when she asked him – and then he growled in a terrifying voice: “I’ve never been so fucking turned on in all my life.” 
 
    Carrie felt her stomach flip. 
 
    Jesus, he looked scary – like he was a wolf, about to eat her.   
 
    And then, just like the aforementioned wolf, Rob pounced on her. 
 
    He literally scooped up his wife and threw her onto the bed – and before she’d even caught her breath, Rob was on top of her – pinning her down. 
 
    One hand roughly spread Carrie’s legs, and he thrust his fingers inside of her. 
 
    Carrie gasped, arching her back. Even if she hadn’t just been filled with Manny’s searing cum, she was still so wet that Rob could have slid twice as many fingers inside of her. 
 
    “Jesus,” he growled, struggling to keep his voice low so Manny wouldn’t hear it downstairs. “You’re fucking soaking.”  
 
    He pulled his fingers from inside her and held them up to the light. Cum was dripping from them. It fell in hot splotches onto Carrie’s quivering belly.   
 
    “Y-you let him cum inside you,” Rob shuddered. “Christ, you’re not on birth control.” He looked down, into Carrie’s wide and terrified eyes. “Jesus, you could get pregnant, Carrie.” 
 
    Carrie couldn’t help herself. Her mouth fell open, and she moaned hotly at the thought. 
 
    Rob gulped dryly.  
 
    “Did you beg him to cum in you, you slut?” He leaned in closer, until his breath was as hot as fire in Carrie’s face. “Is that what you want? Some big, black stranger to knock you up?” 
 
    Carrie shivered, and the cum still dribbling out of her was suddenly joined by another gush of wetness. 
 
    “How did it feel?” Rob growled, leaning in even closer. He studied Carrie’s face, with a predatory look on his face that wouldn’t have been amiss on a horny Hannibal Lector. “Did you feel it when he blew his load inside you?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” Carrie shuddered, perversely just as turned on as she was terrified.  
 
    Rob’s hand thrust between her legs again, and Carrie felt her freshly-fucked pussy filled with two of his thick fingers. He fucked her with them, and simultaneously rubbed her clitoris with the pad of his thumb.  
 
    “Huuungh,” Carrie arched her back and squirmed on the bed – alarmed at how instantly aroused she’d become. 
 
    “I couldn’t see it from the stairs,” Rob growled, squirming his fingers inside of her, coaxing pleasure to build between Carrie’s thighs. “Was it big?” 
 
    She gasped, clawing at the bedsheets. 
 
    “Well?” Rob demanded, curling his two fingers inside of her, coaxing her g-spot. “Was it?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” Carrie nodded. She took a ragged breath, and twisted and squirmed on the bed. “Y-yes. It was fucking huge.” 
 
    “Bigger than me?” 
 
    Carrie forced open her eyes, and turned to look at Rob. 
 
    As her husband relentlessly teased and fingered her, Carrie stared into his eyes and growled: “Much bigger. You’re not even fucking close.” 
 
    “I saw you cum on it, you slut,” Rob growled, and the twisted thing was that his cock seemed to actually stiffen as she told him how much bigger Manny had been. “I saw you riding that big, black cock and cumming like a slut on it.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” Carrie nodded, twisting and writhing on the bed, “and it’s been a long time since you’ve made me cum like that.” And then she caught his gaze again, and she growled wickedly at her husband: “…in fact, you’ve never made me cum like that.” 
 
    Rob snarled, and thrust his fingers so deeply inside Carrie’s cum-filled pussy that she cried out. 
 
    “You’re dripping in his cum,” Rob growled. “I can’t believe you’d let him cum inside you.” And then he pulled his fingers from her – eliciting a mewl of disappointment from Carrie – and held them up for both of them to look at. 
 
    Hot globs of Manny’s semen dripped onto Carrie’s skin, as she lay panting and gasping on the bed. 
 
    “Jesus, I can smell it,” Rob wrinkled his nose. He lifted his fingers to his nose and took a deep lungful. “Fuck, it’s potent.” 
 
    “I-I can tell,” Carrie panted. She gestured to Rob’s swollen cock with her eyes. The veins were blue and bulging, he was so hard. “Does that smell turn you on?” 
 
    “Fuck you, you whore,” Rob snarled. 
 
    “It does, doesn’t it?” Carrie’s nipples hardened, as she saw the effect her words were having on her husband. “Fuck, look at your little dick throb!” 
 
    Rob snarled, and thrust his fingers back inside her. 
 
    Carrie arched her back as Rob started finger-fucking her – relentlessly rubbing his thumb against her clit and curling his fingertips inside her. He stroked and teased her g-spot, and strummed her clitoris like a guitar string, and moments later Carrie was shuddering as an orgasm started building between her legs. 
 
    “Is that what I need to do?” Rob snarled, as he coaxed her closer and closer to climax. “Bring other men here to fuck you? Is that the only way you’re going to cum for me anymore?” 
 
    Carrie came. 
 
    She had to ball her hand into a fist and stuff it in her mouth to stop from crying out. Even then, she was terrified her stifled sobs of pleasure would be loud enough to wake the kids – or alert Manny, downstairs, that Rob hadn’t been asleep during their encounter. 
 
    But that just heightened the experience. 
 
    Arching her back, and shuddering in ecstasy, Carrie came loudly and wetly on her husband’s thrusting fingers, before flopping down onto the bed like a gasping, limp ragdoll. 
 
    “God, you smell like cum,” Rob snarled. “You smell like another man’s cum.” 
 
    Still woozy from her climax, Carrie raised her head and smiled devilishly. 
 
    “I taste like it too,” she purred.  
 
    Rob stiffened – as did his cock. 
 
    Carrie shivered, the aftershocks of orgasm still rumbling over her. She bit her bottom lip, and challenged her husband: “Having other men fuck me isn’t the only way I’ll cum for you.” 
 
    Rob stood like a statue. Only the pulsing veins of his cock proved that he wasn’t made of marble. 
 
    “Taste it,” Carrie purred. She spread her legs – exposing her swollen, glistening pussy. “Go on, Robby. Find out what a real man tastes like.” 
 
    “F-fuck you,” Rob growled – but the way his cock was swelling betrayed how excited he was by the idea. 
 
    With a groan, Carrie lifted herself onto her elbows. As she sat up, she snarled at her husband: “Get naked, and get onto the bed.” 
 
    “W-what?” 
 
    “You heard me.” Carrie was sitting up now, her chest flushed red and her nipples as hard as knifepoints. “Get naked and lie on the bed.” 
 
    “Y-you’re such a whore,” Rob growled – but he was stripping out of his pajamas like they were on fire. 
 
    A moment later, her husband was clambering onto the bed, and Carrie repeated: “Lie down.” 
 
    Rob flopped onto his back, staring up at the ceiling fan overhead. 
 
    Carrie crawled across the bed towards him, butterflies churning in her stomach. 
 
    “Oh, Robby,” she purred, as she crawled up to her husband and peered down at his face. “It felt sooo good.” 
 
    Rob said nothing. His face was a mask, and his cock was standing rigidly to attention. 
 
    Carrie licked her lips, and purred into her husband’s ear: 
 
    “I couldn’t help myself.” As Rob shivered, lying beneath her, Carrie teased him: “The moment I felt that big, beautiful cock throbbing inside of me, I just kept riding it.” 
 
    “G-God, you’re such a whore.” 
 
    “You love it,” Carrie purred. She stroked Rob’s chest, and listened to him groan. “I think you love what I did tonight.” 
 
    Rob paused. 
 
    She could see the battle raging in his eyes. 
 
    Eventually, defeated, he confessed: “I did.” 
 
    His eyes glanced at his swollen cock, bobbing up and down between his legs. 
 
    “I’m so fucking turned on. I never knew I could get this turned on.” 
 
    Carrie felt her pussy throb at his words. 
 
    “I’m jealous, but turned on at the same time,” he admitted. “Fuck, it’s like the jealousy makes it better.” He looked up at her, and there were tears in his eyes. “You looked so beautiful, riding that cock.” His chest heaved. “I was so proud of you when you made him cum. God, I nearly spurted in my hand. It was so hot, watching him lose all control.” 
 
    Carrie shivered. Manny hadn’t really been the one who’d lost his self-control. 
 
    “T-this has been the hottest night of my life,” Rob admitted. “God, I’m so fucking turned on, I think I’m going to die.” 
 
    Carrie glanced at Rob’s swollen cock. Pre-cum was drooling from the throbbing tip of it, and his balls were almost purple with need. 
 
    “Aww, poor baby,” Carrie purred. “Mommy will make it all better.” 
 
    And then she crawled further forward, and lifted one knee. 
 
    Like she was straddling a horse, Carrie threw one leg over her husband’s face and then mounted his mouth and chin. She squirmed her hips – settling her pussy right on top of Rob’s mouth, and feeling his nose nuzzle between the cheeks of her ass. 
 
    She lowered herself onto her husband’s chin, and gasped as she felt his mouth spread open, and his tongue eagerly slither between the lips of her freshly-fucked pussy. 
 
    “Oh, fuuck,” Carrie groaned, bracing herself with both hands on Rob’s stomach. “Oh, Jesus, that feels incredible.” 
 
    And it did. 
 
    Rob’s lips eagerly sucked and slurped her cum-filled pussy. His thick tongue swirled around her clitoris. As she straddled her husband’s face, he feasted on her like cannibal coming off a hunger strike. 
 
    “T-that’s it,” Carrie groaned, squirming her hips and grinding her pussy onto her husband’s face. “C-can you taste it? Can you taste his cum in me?” 
 
    “Mmmpgh,” Rob mumbled from between her thighs. “Mmmpgh!” 
 
    For a moment, Carrie was worried she’d smother him – that her thighs and ass would suffocate her husband. The worst part was that she was more worried about killing him before he’d made her cum again than the more general concern about smothering the father of her children. 
 
    But Rob had things well in hand – both hands, actually. As he licked, and slurped, and sucked Carrie’s quivering pussy, he reached up and sunk his fingers into the cheeks of her ass – serving the dual purpose of spreading her eager pussy wider, and also giving him a chance to breath. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Carrie shuddered. “I-I just felt a big load of it gush out of me.” And she had – as Rob spread her ass, a huge deluge of cum had poured out of her, and her husband had gulped it down eagerly. 
 
    She stared down in front of her and saw his cock stiffen as he did so. 
 
    “Oh, God, you like this,” Carrie groaned. She reached down and curled her fingers around her husband’s cock – marveling at how her fingers could wrap all the way around it, and she could stroke his entire length with just one hand. 
 
    Such a difference to Manny’s beautiful black dick. 
 
    The thought of Manny’s beautiful dick made Carrie shudder, and she closed her eyes as she remembered the sensation of sinking onto his hard cock for the first time. 
 
    The way it stretched and filled her. The sensation of that swollen head, nudging against her g-spot. 
 
    Carrie shivered. It had been the best sex of her life. 
 
    No wonder she hadn’t stopped to let him pull out. 
 
    “Huungh, fuuuck,” she groaned, stroking Rob’s cock absentmindedly, as he slurped and licked and slathered and slobbered between her thighs. “That’s it, baby. Maybe you’re not so useless after all.” 
 
    The twisted thing? Rob’s cock actually stiffened when she called him ‘useless.’ 
 
    “M-maybe this can be your job from now on,” Carrie purred. “To clean my pussy after I let real men use it.” She felt Rob stiffen beneath her. “You like the sound of that, Robby Bear?” 
 
    He clearly did, because pre-cum was drooling out of the top of his cock like it was a faucet. 
 
    Carrie felt pleasure building between her thighs. She couldn’t even remember how many times she’d cum that evening – only that she needed to again; desperately. 
 
    “T-that’s it, baby,” Carrie groaned, squirming her ass into her husband’s face. “Make Mommy cum, baby.” She ground her pussy onto his eager tongue. “God, I’m so fucking close, honey.” 
 
    And then Carrie decided to offer her husband some incentive, so she bent her head, and stretched open her mouth, and engulfed his straining cock with her mouth. 
 
    “Mmmmph!” Rob stiffened beneath her, squirming at the incredible sensation of his wife’s warm, wet, sucking mouth on his cock. “Mmmpgh!” 
 
    “T-that’s it,” Carrie pulled her mouth away. She continued stroking Rob’s cock as he licked and sucked her pulsating pussy. “I’m so fucking close, baby.” She tightened her thighs around his head – by this point so close to orgasm that she really didn’t care if she smothered him or not. “K-keep going, baby. Drink all of that cum from me…” 
 
    And then she came. 
 
    With a shuddering, gasping sob, Carrie climaxed on her husband’s feasting mouth. She gushed into his mouth, feeding Rob the last of Manny’s cum as she drenched him in her wetness. He eagerly swallowed the deluge, and continued to slurp and suck and lick even as Carrie shuddered and convulsed on top of him. 
 
    As she climaxed, she kept stroking his cock – tugging it desperately, thoughtlessly, like somebody might keep kicking their legs even as they’re dragged beneath an undertow. As the aftershocks of orgasm finally washed over her, she felt Rob stiffen and jerk beneath her, and then scalding spurts of cum painted her breasts and flooded her fingers. 
 
    She kept stroking and squeezing Rob’s cock, even as it grew limp between her fingers, squeezing out every last drop of cum. 
 
    Finally, it was dead. 
 
    And so was she. 
 
    Panting and gasping, Carrie rolled off her husband’s face, and flopped down onto the bed with every nerve-ending in her body tingling. 
 
    For what seemed like forever, she focused on nothing but breathing – gazing up sightlessly at the hypnotic rotation of the ceiling fan overhead. 
 
    Then, finally, she felt the bed rock, and then Rob’s heavy weight as he flopped down beside her and placed his head on Carrie’s breasts. 
 
    She shivered, stroking her husband’s clammy hair. It was matted with a mixture of her sweat, wetness and Manny’s cum – plastered to the sides of his head as she’d ridden his face like it had been a show pony. 
 
    “W-wow,” Rob croaked, as he lay child-like in her arms. “That was…” His voice cracked. “That was wild.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Carrie continued to stroke Rob’s hair, and shivered deliciously at the memory of that night. “That was pretty intense.” 
 
    There was silence for a few moments – like both of them wanted to speak, but neither of them had the courage. 
 
    Eventually, Carrie was the one to say it. 
 
    “I’ll… um…” She gulped dryly. “I’ll get the Plan B pill tomorrow.” 
 
    Again, there was silence – and when Rob finally did speak, she could have sworn he almost sounded a little disappointed: 
 
    “I suppose that’s a good idea.” 
 
    Carrie stroked his hair, sensing what he was feeling. 
 
    That the events of that evening had awoken something inside of them. Something intense, and terrifying, and deliciously exciting. That their passion for each other had the potential to be reborn – and through wild adventures like the once they’d had tonight, rather than trite candlelit dinners or expensive couples’ therapy. 
 
    Carrie had never felt more alive – or more like a woman. 
 
    She bit her lip, suddenly struck with the most wicked realization. 
 
    “Well,” she told Rob, stroking his hair lovingly. “The Plan B pill is good for a full 72 hours after sex.” She shivered deliciously. “No matter how much sex.” 
 
    Rob froze. He raised himself up on one elbow, looking down at his wife’s wicked expression. 
 
    “I’ll sneak out to the 24-hour pharmacy and get it first thing,” she promised, mischief flashing in her eyes. “That means when I sneak back into the house, I’ll have to go right past Manny on the couch...” 
 
    Rob never would have believed it, but his recently drained cock had already started to stiffen at her words. 
 
    “…if you can make sure the kids stay asleep, maybe I can give him a wake-up call that’s just as exciting as ‘tucking him in’ was.” 
 
    Rob gulped dryly. His vanquished cock gave a heroic twitch. 
 
    “I-I’ll load up the iPads, and break out the Pop Tarts. The real ones we save for road trips, not those gnarly organic ones.” 
 
    Carrie grinned mischievously. 
 
    She shivered, watching Rob’s excitement. It made her feel powerful to be able to manipulate her husband so easily.  
 
    But that wasn’t the only reason she was smiling mischievously. 
 
    She was also thinking about how there wasn’t a 24-hour pharmacy anywhere near their house – and Rob hadn’t even questioned that.  
 
    He probably wouldn’t question whether or not she’d actually taken the Plan B pill, as long as she told him she had. 
 
    And the wicked truth? The one that was making her pussy gush with wetness all over again? Almost as if she hadn’t already had five or six knee-trembling orgasms that evening? 
 
    Carrie had no intention of actually taking the Plan B pill. 
 
    She pressed her palm against her flat belly, feeling the heat beneath. 
 
    A night like tonight was far too exciting to cheapen with things like the Plan B pill. She’d practically orgasmed just at the thought of another man spurting his seed inside her – potentially knocking her up, and giving her and Rob an unexpected brown baby. 
 
    It seemed cynical, and calculating, and just plain tacky to ruin that with something as premeditated as the Plan B pill. 
 
    Carrie shivered deliciously. 
 
    She knew she was insane, thinking like this. But when those hormones get a hold of you… 
 
    …those whoremones, she corrected herself… 
 
    …there was no telling what the consequences might be. 
 
    Carrie bit her lip, and looked across at her lust-drunk, obedient husband. 
 
    Whatever those consequences might be, she and Rob would eagerly accept all of them… 
 
    …she just hadn’t told him that part yet. 
 
      
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Thanks for reading this story! 
 
    I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it (which was a lot!) And if you didn’t, please get in contact with me and tell me what you didn’t like - I’m always grateful to get feedback on how I can make my work better! 
 
    If you’re interested in reading more, check out my author profile on Amazon – or follow me on the social media channels below. I’m always eager to hear from my readers, and in return I’ll be sure to let you know when my stories are available for a free download, and post a ton of other cool, fun and sexy stuff. 
 
    I look forward to hearing from you! And thanks again! 
 
    Love, kisses and other indoor sports, 
 
      
 
    Ruby Beauvoir 
 
    New York, 2018 
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