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		Part One

		

	
		Another hot morning in Washington DC. The temperature would only rise and everyone was told to drink lots of fluids and stay inside as much as possible. Garrett Lambert was driving the car when he nervously looked over at his wife. "It's fine, dear, you don't need to worry. Everything is going to work out. I'll take care of it."

		Tiffany Lambert wasn't so sure about that. She felt anxious and started using the palms of her hands to straighten out the front of her short white skirt. Only now, did Tiffany question whether or not she should have worn something more conservative. She didn't want to give any one the wrong idea.

		It was an early Saturday afternoon and thankfully there was hardly any traffic on the highway. Their landlord, Frank Sinclair, lived across town in an upscale gated community. Frank was an American success story. A black man, he'd played in the NFL for several years before parlaying his earnings into a half a dozen successful businesses, including several downtown apartments.

		Frank was their landlord.

		At the moment Tiffany couldn't sit still. After she applied another layer of lip gloss, she flipped up the mirror, and said, "He's going to be pissed, Garrett."

		"Maybe. Maybe not."

		"Best case scenario —"

		Garrett interrupted his wife. "Let's not get ahead of ourselves, okay?"

		She shook her head. "He could kick us out, honey. Do you realize that? I mean, he could literally evict us today if he wanted!"

		"He won't do that."

		"How do you know?"

		"I know, Tiff."

		"Well," she said, pausing to frame her thoughts which seemed more jumbled than normal because of all the stress. "Did you read the email? Did you actually read it? He was pissed!"

		"He'll get over it," Garrett said, smiling while he signaled to get off the highway.

		Tiffany let out a long, frustrated sigh. Sometimes her husband could be such an irresponsible jerk!

		Then their beat-up Honda Accord slowed as it came to the first intersection.

		Tiffany looked at the clock again. She didn't want to be late and the fact that they managed to get here on time was a miracle. The fact that the Honda Accord was still running was perhaps even a bigger miracle.

		"Baby, trust me," Garrett said in his most soothing voice. "I got an ace in the hole!"

		Tiffany didn't exactly appreciate her husband's reference to gambling. She considered gambling to be a character flaw. Moreover, her husband's gambling was the reason they were in this precarious situation to begin with. She frowned. "This isn't funny, dear. Nobody is laughing."

		"I meant you!" he said. "All you have to do is flash him those big brown eyes and that amazing smile and he'll be putty in your hands. Don't you trust me? I've seen it happen a million times!"

		"Wait?" Tiffany said, suddenly realizing something. "Is that why you insisted I wear this outfit?"

		Garrett turned with a sly grin as he glanced at his wife's short skirt and tight halter-top which showed off her ample breasts.

		By far she was the best thing to ever happen to him.

		Tiffany had that soft, tan skin which he liked so much —probably because his own skin was too pale and easily sunburnt. She had no tattoos, didn't smoke, rarely drank, and was a little neurotic about her diet and exercise. Lately she'd become obsessed with yoga and spinning class. It showed too. Her body was soft in all the right places, but also tight in all the right places.

		Garrett secretly enjoyed all the looks Tiffany got from other men. Guys of all ages would literally stop and do a double-take if Tiffany walked by in her yoga pants, chin up high, hips swaying, her bouncy ponytail swishing side to side. If anything, Tiffany was only getting better looking with age. They still carded her for beer. Shit, they still carded her for Rated R movies!

		"I'm less concerned about getting evicted," he said, still grinning, "and more concerned with you giving that old man a heart attack! Ha!"

		There was a long pause as the Honda Accord approached a set of large steel gates. A middle-aged security guard took their names, checked his clipboard, and let them into the exclusive neighborhood.

		They were going to be on time. But just barely.

		Watching a red Ferrari roll out of a long, winding driveway, Tiffany shook her head. "Not only will he be pissed, but Frank actually has a right to be pissed. I can't believe that you’ve been using our rent checks to subsidize your on-line gambling problem. How could you?"

		For the millionth time, Garrett shrugged his shoulders and used his hands to make an apologetic gesture. "You know what? I think Frank is a pretty reasonable guy. I'm sure that we can work something out."

		After a few moments of tense silence in the car, they found Frank's house. There was a big circular driveway out front. It was the first time they'd visited their landlord's house and both Tiffany and Garrett were surprised by the opulence of the place. Without saying anything, they parked the car and approached the front.

		A heavy door of Mahogany opened after the third knock.

		Today Frank Sinclair wore pressed khaki slacks and a Polo shirt stretched over his well-built upper body.

		"Glad you two kids could make it," he said, standing there in his lavish foyer, waving them to enter. "Welcome to my humble abode."

		"Thanks," Tiffany said, returning his intensely white smile.

		As they were walking down a long hallway, they passed a beautiful woman headed outside.

		The other woman was clearly the type of girl who worked out a lot.

		Standing atop long, shapely legs that were toned with muscle, her whole body was lean and fit. She was pretty tall at about 5'8"; and had golden blonde hair that cascaded down in soft curls just below her shoulders. She was wearing tight jean shorts and a neon pink bikini top which barely covered the nipples of her D-cup breasts.

		As they passed in the hallway, the blonde woman stopped to kiss Frank on the cheek, telling him that she had a modeling shoot that afternoon, but would be back soon. At that moment, Tiffany glanced over her shoulder, not surprised to discover her husband blatantly ogling the tall blonde sex goddess.

		She leaned back and discretely elbowed him in the ribs.

		Then the blonde women left.

		A little while later the trio was sitting in a living room (which happened to be the size of Tiffany's entire apartment!) while Garrett tried to bullshit his way out of the situation.

		Frank was nodding while checking his cell phone.

		As Tiffany watched her husband effortlessly come up with excuse after excuse, she couldn't help but to notice something about Frank Sinclair.

		He wasn't ugly.

		He wasn't that ugly.

		This surprised her.

		Why hadn't she noticed it before?

		In fact the only signs that their landlord was close to fifty years-old were the two streaks of gray along his temples. Otherwise his body was big and hard, with wide shoulders and bodybuilder arms —which didn't keep him from walking around with the grace of a big cat.

		Also, his facial features were decidedly African, but his strong jaw and piercing brown eyes had never failed to make an impression on Tiffany. In general, she'd never found herself attracted to black men. (Though the opposite certainly wasn't the case!) But even Tiffany had to admit that if she ever ran into the "white version of Frank" the status of her marriage might be in trouble.

		At one point, Frank caught Tiffany looking at him, and he smiled back in her direction. "What's on your mind, dear? Anything in particular?"

		Tiffany's cheeks turned red from embarrassment. She laughed and started touching the bottom of her throat. "No, not really. You have a lovely home. That's what I was thinking."

		"I don't know," Frank said. "The place seems a little big for just one person. It gets lonely."

		"Oh," said Tiffany, surprised. "I thought you were married."

		"Not anymore," Frank said, his hard eyes trained on Tiffany like a laser beam.

		"Man, I bet you get tons of chicks though. Tons of chicks! Am I right?" Garrett said, in what was probably meant to sound casual, but actually came off rather ingratiating and weak.

		Tiffany looked at her husband and frowned.

		Frank, on the other hand, didn't even bother to respond to Garrett. He kept looking at Tiffany.

		Frank said, "That's a very pretty skirt you have on, Tiffany."

		Tiffany laughed, closed her eyes. "I guess so."

		Frank leaned forward. "Where are you from?"

		Garrett started to answer, but Frank held his hand up in the air before Garrett could get his answer out. Frank didn't care were Garrett was from. He was talking to Tiffany.

		Tiffany smiled politely and said, "Alabama."

		For some reason this seemed to please Frank. He grinned a big grin and said, "You're a long way from home then. We don't have too many Southern Belles running around here."

		"Yeah, I guess," she said.

		"I've always been fascinated with old Southern culture," Frank said.

		"Actually," Tiffany said, "that's what I studied in college. My degree was in history, but my thesis was on Pre-Civil War economics in the south. Garrett says it's boring, but I find that stuff pretty interesting."

		"Me too," Frank said with a weird look in his eye. "I find that stuff very interesting."

		"It's amazing how far we've come since then," Tiffany said.

		"Exactly," Frank said. "I love your accent too. Girls with Southern accents have always been my weakness."

		Garrett wasn't sure he liked seeing his wife blush at the compliment. And he was certain that he didn't like the way Frank was staring at Tiffany. "Was that your girlfriend? The blonde girl?"

		Frank looked over at Garrett with an expression of haughty disdain. But before he could answer, his cell phone began vibrating with a new call. He excused himself.

		When it was just the two of them again, Garret looked at his wife and said. "See? I told you."

		"Told me what?" Tiffany said.

		"I told you he wouldn’t be pissed," Garrett said. "I'm sure that he'll just give us some more time. Hey, who do you think that blonde chick was? His maid, or something?"

		Tiffany laughed out loud. "Have you ever seen a maid look like that? No, I'm pretty sure that she's more to him than just a maid."

		Garret screwed up his face. "Really? Naw. No way. Did you see her? No way she's hooking up with a guy like that. I'd bet you a thousand dollars!"

		Tiffany rolled her eyes. "Why? Because he's black?"

		"Plus he's old too!"

		"Old isn't always bad," Tiffany said. "Depends on the guy. Whether or not he stays in shape."

		Garret just looked at his wife like he was seeing her for the first time.

		"What?" Tiffany said.

		Garrett was about to tell her how fucking crazy she sounded when Frank reentered the room.

		"Alright kids, it seems like I'm out of time" he said, not bothering to sit back down. "Here's the deal. Technically, I should have evicted you last month. But I guess you could say I have a soft spot for hard luck cases..."

		Garrett looked at Tiffany.

		Tiffany looked at Garrett.

		"So here's the deal," Frank said. "Lucky for you guys some of my domestic staff have just left, gone back to Mexico. If you'd be willing to come back next Saturday and give me a good 8 hours of decent work, I'd be willing to shave a few bucks off your rent until you can catch up. If that works out, we can try it the following Saturday as well. Just 8 hours, of course. Deal?"

		Before Garrett had time to comprehend the bargain, he was shocked to hear his wife excitedly answer for him. "Oh yes! Thank you! Yes, yes, yes! That would be so great! We are so thankful! Thank you very much!"

		Frank's cell phone started ringing again and he looked at the white couple one more time. "Alright, it's a deal. I'll see you next Saturday. 8 A.M. sharp!"

		Then Frank left the room.

		As Tiffany and Garrett were headed back towards the door, they were both surprised to see the same blonde woman rush past them. She still had a pair of large black sunglasses perched on her heart-shaped face. She seemed so distracted (distraught?) that she didn't even register the presence of Tiffany or her husband, who was pathetically panting like a dog.

		"Could you be more obvious?" Tiffany said.

		"What? I'm just being friendly."

		"You're eye-raping her. Right in front of me!"

		Garrett pretended to be too busy looking for his car keys to answer.

		They were outside in the driveway when he realized something. "Hey Tiff, didn't I give you the keys? I think I did. These shorts have holes in the pockets. I must have given you the car keys."

		"Shit."

		"What?"

		"Yeah," she said. "But I must have accidently left them sitting on the couch."

		She knocked on the Mahogany door —several times. But after no one answered, she pressed the end of her nose to the glass, waited some more, before deciding to just go in and fetch the keys herself. It would be much easier that way. After all, she'd just been inside the house less than a minute ago. So? What could go wrong?

		She paused in the foyer, looking around the room slowly and inquiringly.

		"Hello? Just forgot my keys," she said faintly.

		There was no immediate response so she turned and started for the living room again.

		That's when she heard the sounds.

		There was a woman's loud moaning and pounding on the wall. It was coming from one of the rooms on the first floor. It wasn't far away. Then the banging got louder. It almost sounded like someone was punching the wall with a closed fist. Tiffany decided to take a peek to make sure everything was okay. For a brief moment she even considered the possibility that someone might be getting hurt.

		But no, that wasn't it.

		As she stopped outside one of the first rooms, there was no mistaking that someone was moaning with arousal like she was losing her damn mind.

		The door was open —and through the doorway Tiffany could see what was going on.

		It was an exercise room with weights and cardio machines. Frank was shirtless and his khakis were around his ankles. The blonde woman was naked except for a neon pink G-string which was pulled to the side. She was bent over a large exercise ball with her ass pushed high in the air. Frank was behind her with his hands on her hips. Guiding her.

		"Oh Frank! Fuck your cock is so huge!"

		Frank laughed a deep, satisfied laugh. He reached forward with one of his hands, grabbing a handful of her luxurious blonde hair, and pulled back so that her neck stretched backwards. "Yeah? You like that? You like that black cock?"

		"God yes!"

		"I love this white pussy!"

		"Goddamn you, fuck me, fuck me, Frank!"

		"Give me that pussy! Give me that sweet pussy!"

		"Take it, baby! This pussy is all yours!"

		Tiffany stood just outside the door, watching, too stunned to budge an inch. She'd never seen anything like it. There was something so arresting about the contrast of those two bodies. Frank would tease the blonde woman by entering her a little, then pulling out, before finally grabbing her well-toned ass towards him, causing her to moan out in utter delight.

		As Tiffany turned and started walking away, she could hear the slapping of the blonde's beautiful figure against Frank's powerful black thighs.

		A few minutes later, Tiffany got back in the car. Her face was flush upon her return and her hand was clenched.

		"Jesus!" Garrett said. "It's like 100 degrees outside already! You trying to roast me to death?"

		"Sorry, I had to use the bathroom."

		"Did you fall in?" he said.

		"No, I didn't fall in," she said, handing her husband the set of car keys. "I'm sorry."

		Garrett fitted the key into the ignition. The Honda Accord coughed a big cloud of black smoke before rattling back to life. They were back on the highway when he turned to his wife and said, "Anyway, I figured it out. She's not the maid. She's not a girlfriend either. She's his yoga instructor! I guarantee it! Honestly, I'd bet you ten thousand dollars!"

		A small smile crept up on Tiffany's mouth, but she didn't say anything. Sometimes it was best to let fools live in their little fantasy worlds.

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		A week later they showed back up at Frank's house only to be handed pairs of work gloves and gardening tools.

		Tiffany wasn't thrilled. But Garrett was more upset, claiming that a.) he thought they'd be inside and b.) it was hot enough to give someone a heat stroke. However, Frank laughed at the objections, insisting that as long as they stayed hydrated and took frequent breaks, everyone should be fine.

		Then something weird happened.

		Garrett and Tiffany had barely started working when the gorgeous blonde woman appeared from nowhere, requesting that Tiffany accompany her into town to pick up a dress.

		Since Tiffany was only wearing a pair of grimy cut-off jean shorts and a ratty old T-shirt, she didn't want to be dragged around from bistro to fashion boutique. But the blonde woman offered her a collection of summer dresses to choose from; and Tiffany was much too intimidated by the other woman's imposing beauty to refuse compliance with this odd request.

		A few minutes later she came back outside wearing a white dress with pink stripes. Despite having no makeup on, her complexion looked flawless. Tiffany waved goodbye to her husband, who looked more miserable than ever.

		"Have fun," he said in an irritated voice.

		Tiffany wanted to remind him that the only reason she was in this situation to begin with was because of him. But as always, she took the high road. "I'm sure we won't be gone long. I miss you already, dear."

		Then there was the sound of a car horn and Tiffany turned to see a shiny pink convertible Mustang. The blonde woman was sitting in the driver's seat, her big sunglasses perched on her face.

		Her name was Kristin and she'd been "seeing Frank" for only a few months. Along the way she told Tiffany how she'd left Ohio State to pursue a career in acting, before being signed to a modeling contract, but her refusal to sleep with photographers or do nude shots had really hurt her career. That's why she'd returned so quickly last week —she'd just received a text from the photographer not to show up unless she was willing to finally "flash those big tits."

		Then she whipped her phone out and showed Tiffany the actual text.

		"Scumbag!" Kristin said, applying pressure to the gas pedal so that the pink Mustang started shooting past all the other cars on the highway.

		Tiffany was surprised by how forthcoming her new friend was. And Kristin was only getting started!

		She told Tiffany that Frank was the first black man she'd ever slept with. She told Tiffany that Frank had the biggest cock she'd ever seen and that they had been fucking like rabbits ever since the night he picked her up at a restaurant where he was a silent owner. Then she told Tiffany that she knew Frank still saw other women, but that it didn't bother her one iota since it wasn't like she was ready to settle down yet. Frank already had several children from other relationships, but had made joking references to having more children, especially with a white woman.

		"Really? A white woman?" Tiffany said, feeling a curious mixture of feelings.

		"That's what he said."

		Tiffany continued to sit there, her hair whipping around her face, baffled by Kristin's nonchalance.

		But then again, Tiffany thought it was probably just her conventional upbringing that made her feel uncomfortable about a black man desiring the mother of his children to be white.

		Sure, there were a thousand possibilities as to why he would want this. Maybe it was genetics, or social reasons, or something more atavistic —like maybe it turned him on to do to white women what so many white men had done to black women in the country's early days when slavery was legal and racism was celebrated. Far be it for Tiffany to judge someone else. Lord knows, she had her own private world of hidden fantasies. Everyone did!

		"By the way," Kristin said, "I hope it's okay that I sort of stole you. I hate shopping by myself. I really appreciate you coming along. Totally!"

		"No, it's cool," Tiffany said. "I don't mind at all."

		"Well, I still appreciate it."

		"Don't worry."

		"I promise I won't keep you all day."

		"Okay, cool."

		Kristin smiled and said, "We'll just stop at this one store to pick up the dress. Just one store."

		Then they spent the entire afternoon shopping.

		Several hours later, pulling into the circular driveway, the backseat of the pink Mustang was filled with countless shopping bags. Frank had given Kristin her own credit card to pretty much buy all the jewelry, dresses, skirts, flimsy T-shirts, string bikinis, and sexy lingerie that her heart desired.

		Tiffany was still smiling and holding onto a large Starbucks cup.

		Her and Kristin had got along like a house on fire. Because of her busy work schedule, it had been a long time since Tiffany had enjoyed a girl's day out. She'd forgotten how much fun it was to simply shop and snack and grab drinks with another girl. Even better, she wasn't coming home empty handed!

		At one of the jewelry boutiques, Tiffany had spotted an adorable gold tennis bracelet. Despite a $350 price tag, Kristin had insisted on letting Frank pay for the present. Kristin told Tiffany not to sweat it —just enjoy the bracelet. If Frank had anything to say about the matter, Kristin would take care of it. She had that man wrapped around her little finger!

		"Oh my God! Thank you so much for coming along today," Kristin said, nearly toppling over from all the shopping bags in her arms. "I'm sure you must think I'm a terrible person."

		Tiffany, however, saw it differently. What could have been a miserable day of manual labor had turned out to be a highly enjoyable day of sun, fun, and shopping!

		"Need some help with those bags?" Tiffany said.

		"Yes, no. I mean, if you wouldn't mind?" Kristin said.

		Tiffany loved how polite Kristin was. She never would have guessed that someone as naturally striking as Kristin could be so down to earth. Privately, Tiffany hoped that they could hang out later. She could always use another girlfriend. "My pleasure, honestly."

		Then the girls started dragging all of their loot into the house. The air conditioned air felt great against Tiffany's skin. At one point she saw the figure of her husband through one of the back windows —and she found herself turning away, afraid that guilt would quickly erode her uplifted mood. In a little while she would go outside and see how he was doing. But for the moment she wanted to stay in this world of luxury homes, pink convertibles, sexy boutiques, and credit cards with no limits.

		Frank was sitting in his first floor office when the girls returned.

		As soon as Kristin stepped into the room with a bunch of shiny shopping bags he quickly ended a business call and held his arms open for a hug.

		"That's a lot of bags for one dress," he noted dryly.

		"Yeah, sorry," Kristin said, batting her big blue eyes at the handsome black man. "But there were a lot of great sales and I know how much you like to save money."

		Frank sucked his teeth and shook his head. He wasn't upset, not in the least, he was only pretending to be upset. "Girl, you have a talent for spending money faster than I can make money!"

		Kristin grinned confidently, unfazed by the black man's intimidating presence. "That's right, but you love it! I bought lots of pretty things! Some of them were dresses and cute skirts. But some of the things only you get to see me in!"

		"Now that's the kind of talk I like to hear," Frank said, wrapping his big arms around Kristin's tiny waist, then patting her on the backside several times.

		When Kristin and Frank started making out, Tiffany decided to make her exit. Deep down, there was still something very strange about seeing a woman like Kristin in the arms of a man like Frank.

		She went back out to the pink Mustang.

		A few moments later she returned with the rest of the shopping bags. Tiffany had expected to find Kristin either flirting or possibly kissing Frank; and she knew that it was tacitly understood that it was her time to retreat from the scene. But when she finally poked her head around the office door, she saw something different.

		In that startling instant, Tiffany realized that the only reasonable thing to do was turn around and leave the couple alone. But there was another part of her that was curiously fascinated by them. Tiffany couldn't look away.

		Presently, Frank was sitting down in a big leather chair while Kristin obediently kneeled between his legs. She was looking up at him, blinking and grinning, while he softly patted her blonde hair.

		"Good girl, you're such a good girl," he said.

		"You like that?"

		"Fuck yeah!"

		"Good," Kristin said, her small white hand wrapped around the thick base of Frank's ebony rod which was shiny from her saliva. "I like making you happy."

		"I know you do," he said. "Did you have fun today?"

		"I did. We both did. I like Tiffany, she's awesome."

		"Yeah, you two seemed like you were getting along," he said.

		For a while Kristin's interest fell on Frank's cock. She seemed amazed to be holding something so large in her hands. She began squeezing the big one-eyed monster, slowly jerking it so that the bulbous mushroom head turned a reddish purple.

		"Fuck," Frank said. "I could watch you play with my cock all day. You're so good at it."

		Kristin smiled happily. "I like playing with it too. It's so big. It's so dark. It feels amazing inside me!"

		"Every white girl should have one!"

		They both started laughing.

		"Now put that cock in your mouth." When Frank said this, he was smiling, but there was a steeling conviction behind his voice.

		Then Kristin looked at his cock again, wrapping both hands around the coal-black shaft. She licked the slit on the end and let his head slip in between her soft lips.

		As soon as the sexy white woman had his cock in her mouth, Frank groaned out in animal pleasure.

		"Suck that cock!"

		"Hmmmrrrhmmm, hmmmmpphhhh," she said, her mouth crammed with his dark meat.

		"Goddamn you look sexy right now!"

		Kristin opened her blue eyes and stared up at Frank, while she playfully jerked her head from side to side with his throbbing cock in her mouth.

		Frank smiled back down at her, moving some silky tresses of hair out of her face.

		Then she used both hands to jerk him off as her mouth sucked his head like a big straw in a milkshake. He had his hands on both sides of her head, slowly face-fucking her. Then he reached behind her, lifting the hem of her flimsy skirt. Underneath the skirt she was wearing a tiny red thong with a lacy bow on the back. Frank started slapping her ass while she sucked his cock, her mane of blonde hair energetically bobbing up and down while his hand of coal-black fingers slipped between her legs and played with her pussy lips.

		Tiffany was breathless by the time she reached the living room again. She was still holding onto the shopping bags and her knees felt weak. She started to go outside to find her husband, but she realized that she was still wearing the summer dress that Kristin had loaned her.

		It was impossible for her to sort out all of the feelings that she was experiencing at the moment. Then she looked down, realized that she was also wearing the tennis bracelet. She wasn't sure how to explain the presence of the bracelet to her husband, not yet. And it was at that exact moment that she heard someone standing behind her.

		Flustered and flushed, Tiffany turned on her heels.

		"Sorry, didn't mean to scare you," Frank Sinclair said, looking down at Tiffany with a weird look on his face.

		Although she kept her features composed, fear, like icy fingertips, tiptoed up her spine. Had he noticed her spying on him? Was he pissed? Would he say that she'd made Kristin feel uncomfortable? Why was he suddenly standing there, looking at her in such a manner? Indeed, Tiffany thought, the worst might be to come.

		"Just grabbing a drink before I go back to work," Frank said. "Can you do me a big favor, Tiffany?"

		She nodded. "Sure."

		"Can you tell that husband of yours that he's done for the day. And I'll see him next week. You too, of course."

		"Sure, yeah. No problem."

		Frank took two steps, then stopped and turned so that he was only a few feet away from Tiffany. "By the way, is there something you want to tell me?"

		Tiffany gulped. Speaking was impossible and she found her stare lasting a few heartbeats too many.

		Frank was staring right back at her. But his expression went from accusatory to something closer to interest. "Well?"

		She looked down at the floor. Why didn't the earth open up and swallow her?

		Then Frank added, "I heard that you got something shiny today."

		Profoundly uncomfortable by the situation, Tiffany started grinning and nodding her head. "Ha, yeah. I guess so. Kristin said..."

		Frank waved her off. "It's fine, I'm not upset. I'm happy. Beautiful women should have beautiful things. Call me old fashioned, but that's what I believe."

		Tiffany paused to draw in a breath. She was impressed by the generosity of the man. It wasn't that hard to see what Kristin saw in him.

		She thanked him again and started to leave, but he reached out and place his heavy hand on her elbow.

		"One more thing."

		"Yes?"

		"Usually when Kristin treats herself to some pretty things, she makes a point of properly thanking me. Do you understand?"

		Tiffany started getting nervous the longer they continued standing there, staring at one another. She'd just seen exactly how Kristin shows her appreciation for things. And Tiffany wasn't exactly sure what Frank had in mind.

		Then he pointed to the side of his cheek.

		"Oh." She pursed her lips and went up on tiptoes to give Frank a quick peck on the cheek.

		But just then he turned and their lips found each other. His mouth was wide, narrow, masculine, softened only by a fuller lower lip which parted so that he could thrust his tongue into Tiffany's mouth. Realistically, it lasted only a couple of seconds. But in that instant, it felt like time had stopped.

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		A strange week. That was the best way to describe the next seven days for Tiffany Lambert.

		She worked as a 3rd grade teacher and sometimes she'd find herself at her desk— surrounded by little kids, runny noses, and wall-mounted finger paintings— mentally checked out because she was replaying the highly unusual events of the past weekend.

		It was confusing for Tiffany. There was something so glamorous about being with Kristin, driving around in the pink Mustang, entering Frank's mega-sized house, and going on expensive shopping trips. Truthfully, the experience had stirred a powerful response in Tiffany's psyche. It was almost like she'd been part of some fairy tale world, but now had been thrown back into her ordinary, drab existence as an elementary school teacher who was married to a degenerate gambler.

		But what was she hoping would happen?

		What good could come out of longing for more excitement in her life?

		From a purely objective point of view, Tiffany had done nothing wrong.

		On two separate occasions she'd furtively watched Kristin and Frank have adult relations. She'd watched Frank fuck the beautiful blonde woman from behind. She'd watched Kristin get on her knees and offer her mouth to the older black man. That much was true. But it was also true that each time had been an accident. A total accident.

		Perhaps more troubling was the fact that Tiffany hadn't told her husband about the tennis bracelet or the kiss on the lips.

		But every time those little pangs of female guilt flared up, Tiffany reminded herself that the only reason she was in this situation to begin with was because of her husband's poor judgment. It wasn't her fault. No, it was Garrett's fault. She wasn't to blame. She was merely doing what needed to be done.

		Then Saturday came and Tiffany found herself feeling anxious as Garrett drove the Honda Accord. After they pulled through the big front gates, and after they parked along the circular driveway, Tiffany turned to her husband and said, "Do we have to, dear?"

		The question seemed to stun Garrett who looked back at his wife, shaking his head. "What are you complaining about? Really? I was the one doing all the work last week while you went shopping."

		Tiffany bit back an angry retort and answered calmly. "I know, dear. It's just... I have a bad feeling about today. Something feels wrong."

		Garrett leaned over and placed his hand on her knee. Tiffany was wearing an outfit that was similar to what she had on last time: short little jean shorts and an old cheerleader T-shirt. Her dark hair was in a ponytail. "Don't worry, honey. It's just a few hours. Pretty soon we'll get caught up on the rent and this whole nightmare will be over!"

		Tiffany relaxed. It pleased her to know that eventually things might go back to being normal. She turned and stared at Frank's massive home. "I love you, Garrett."

		He laughed and patted her bare knee several times. "You're so adorable when you worry. But dear, trust me when I say that everything is going to work out. This time I brought plenty of suntan lotion and water. For both of us. I can hold my own. And you can to. I don't see how this could go wrong!"

		Seconds later both of them were walking up the front stairs.

		Frank answered the door with a big smile on his face. He made a joke about Garrett doing such a great job last time that he might have to offer him full-time employment.

		"Ha ha, sure, we'll see," Garrett said, looking a little uncomfortable with the scenario.

		Today Frank was wearing basketball shorts and a tight tank top that did little to hide his chiseled upper body. Obviously he'd gotten up early to work out. His tank top showed off the deep cleft between his chest muscles a little too well. Tiffany berated herself for noticing.

		At the same time, she respected the man's self-discipline —wishing that she had more of that herself. Seeing Frank in his work-out clothes made him look younger too. His ebony skin was slick with sweat. It gleamed, reflecting the glow of distant sunroofs like polished stone, except that none had ever been as sculpted as exquisitely as he.

		After a few moments of idle small talk, Frank looked at the white couple and said, "So, you guys ready to work today?"

		"Sure boss," Garrett said, with a fake smile.

		Tiffany didn't say anything, but started blushing when Frank subjected her to another sly grin.

		Then Frank told them the score. He needed Garrett working in the backyard today. While he needed Tiffany to start on the kitchen. When Tiffany heard this she felt a pang of empathy for her husband because the temperature would only be increasing that day. Frank, already making his way back to the exercise room, stopped and turned. "Tiffany?"

		"Yes."

		First he told her where to find all the cleaning supplies. There was a closet next to the pantry area. Next he said, "Do you mind starting with the kitchen floor? That would be a tremendous help."

		Dismayed by that piece of information, she watched Frank and Garrett both take off. She walked along the hallway with its full mirrors and gold finishes.

		The kitchen was large, very large, but fortunately it didn't look that dirty. Frank Sinclair was probably the cleanest bachelor she'd ever met. In fact, Tiffany could have almost sworn that the whole area had recently been cleaned. Which was good since she soon discovered that there was no mop to be found in the house!

		Cursing under her breath, Tiffany got down on her knees and began to scrub the marble flooring with a rag that she occasionally dipped into a bucket filled with warm, soapy water. So far the day was turning out much worse than last week. It would have been nice to go on a shopping trip with Kristin again. Although Tiffany would have settled for staying home and relaxing in her own bed.

		"Damn, now that's what I'm talking about! I could look at that all day!"

		When Tiffany looked over her shoulder, Frank continued to stare down at her with a penetrating gaze that made her want to pull a protective cloak around herself. She felt ambiguous toward this man. Part of her found him mysterious and slightly attractive. But another part of her hated the way he loomed over her, obviously staring at her ass while she scrubbed his floor!

		"You don't have a mop, do you?" she said.

		"Sorry." He shook his head. "Scrubbing is the only way to get things done right. My mamma always used to say that. Besides, you seem like you know what you're doing down there. We might just make a maid out of you yet!"

		Tiffany wasn't sure why, but for some reason she laughed and said, "Thanks, I try!"

		His quick grin emphasized the lines on his face. Standing directly in the natural sunlight, he looked every day of his fifty years, but the weathered markings fit well on his strong, masculine bone structure. "Hey, I got something to show you, actually. You said you're really into Southern history, right?"

		Her reaction was abrupt and positive. She got up off her knees and said, "What's up?"

		"Follow me."

		He took her back to his office. As she entered the room tentatively, Tiffany couldn't help remembering what she'd witnessed last week. The truth was, it had excited Tiffany. Kristin on her knees. Frank with a handful of blonde hair. She could have kicked herself for indulging in these thoughts, however, because when she looked up Frank was staring at her with a knowing look.

		Embarrassment gave Tiffany's expression a glow as fresh and delectable as ripe apricots. "Where's Kristin at?"

		Needlessly, he consulted his wristwatch. "I'm afraid she won't be back until much later today. Much, much later."

		Tiffany assumed an innocent look. "Oh."

		Then, when he looked across at her and grinned, an odd sensation flurried in Tiffany's midsection.

		"At any rate, I bought something recently that reminded me of you. You're still interested in Southern history? In the Southern culture?"

		"Yeah, of course."

		She watched as Frank walked over to one of the closets and pulled something out. He held it up for her to see.

		"Wow!"

		It was a woman's gown. It was a large, breathtaking, off-the shoulder gown that looked like something Scarlett O'Hara might have worn. It was pink, made of shimmering satin, that was trimmed with lots of white lace. There was a big hoop skirt. And the fitted bodice featured a lace overlay, adorned with hanging beads.

		"Touch it," Frank said, holding out the dress for Tiffany.

		She ran her hands over the soft material and smiled back at Frank.

		"There was an auction, I knew I had to buy it. Actually, it reminded me of you."

		"Me?"

		He nodded. "Want to try it on?"

		Tiffany sighed. She'd always loved pretty things. And this dress was definitely a very pretty thing. Though she wasn't exactly in the mood to stop work and play dress-up, she couldn't resist the temptation to try on a gown that was so beautiful. Plus, pink was her favorite color. "Sure."

		His smile widened as he turned to leave the room.

		After the door closed, Tiffany walked over and made sure it was locked too. She laid the dress out carefully on the desk before she started removing her clothes. She threw her T-shirt and shorts onto the floor. And while she stood there in her bra and panties, she thought about Frank, and how he'd looked at her almost possessively while she scrubbed his floor.

		Was he trying to seduce her?

		Was that what this was all about?

		As she remembered their kiss last week, she could feel her nipples stiffen. She gracefully stepped into the Southern Belle dress and began pulling everything into place. She kept her dark hair up in a ponytail and started looking for a mirror in the office.

		There was a knock on the door. "Everything okay?"

		"Yeah, everything is fine!" she said.

		"Are you ready? Can I see?"

		Tiffany couldn't find a mirror though. She would just have to trust that she didn't look too foolish, dressed up in this antebellum gown. Before opening the door, she ran her hands up her waist, along the corset, and then cupped her breasts. The corset really put her breasts on display, that was for sure. But she loved how the soft material felt against her skin. It made her feel even sexier and feminine than normal.

		Finally she opened the door.

		"Oh my God! Damn girl! DAMN!"

		Tiffany continued standing there, posing in her pink lacy dress.

		Frank's eyes were filled with adoration as they swept over her flushed face. "You look amazing! You look even more beautiful than..."

		His voice trailed off.

		Keeping her eyes closed, she chuckled. "Yeah, yeah. I probably look insane walking around in this."

		"Not at all."

		Frank walked in, shut the door, and continued to inspect Tiffany. "What do you think? How does it fit?"

		"Fine, fine. Not bad actually."

		Frank's eyes widened slightly when he saw the puddle of her clothes over by the desk. Then he looked back at her with a stare so firm that she began to squirm. "It's yours then. You should own this."

		"Really?"

		"Beautiful women should own beautiful things. That's always been my policy," he said

		Slightly embarrassed now, Tiffany turned her attention back to the dress. She was closely studying the embroidery work. "Wow, whoever made this knew what they were doing. This isn't factory made."

		"Of course not," he said. "Factories weren't making dresses like this in the 1800's. At least, not that I'm aware of."

		"You mean," she said, pausing to let the information sink in. "This is authentic?"

		He smiled and nodded.

		"How authentic?"

		"According to the paperwork, it belonged to the wife of General Robert E. Lee."

		"No way!"

		"Is that authentic enough for you?"

		"That's crazy!"

		"More importantly," he said, "it looks perfect on you."

		She started shaking her head. "No, I'm sorry. But there's no way that I can just take it then. This is way too expensive!"

		"But I want you to have it," he insisted, his gaze running from her head to her feet now. "Nobody is ever going to look as beautiful in that dress as you do right now."

		"What about Kristin?"

		His head came up. Then a funny smile flickered across his thick, purplish lips. "What about her?"

		The silence that descended was palpable. One could sense the tension between them. With each long moment in that room, Tiffany's throat constricted a degree tighter and the tautening of her breasts became more pronounced.

		"Tiffany," he said compellingly, and she had no choice but to obey his command and look at him. "Ever since last week, when I kissed you, I have thought of nothing but you. If I'm being honest, I didn't need the kitchen cleaned. It had been cleaned yesterday by my real maid. I just wanted to see what you looked like, cleaning my floor. On your hands and knees."

		"Frank, don't." She clamped her upper teeth over her bottom lip.

		"You look so good in that dress. You always look good. Have you ever been with a black man? Do you know what they say about black men? That we're bigger lovers?"

		"No, no. You shouldn't be saying this to me."

		"I want to be kissing you, fondling you. I want to see your breasts, touch them, kiss them. I want them in my mouth."

		"Stop!" she cried, pulling the bottom of her dress up and running towards the door so rapidly that she swayed dizzily.

		But Frank was too fast. He reached out and grabbed her by the wrist, yanking her backward. Then they were standing face-to-face. Tiffany knew that there was nothing right about this scenario. She was a married woman. He was a much older black man who'd only used his position to manipulate her. But, at the same time, he'd already physically and emotionally affected her. He had paralyzed her mind so that she couldn't think of anything but him. Yes, it was true. Her body longed for his. She knew from the promising kiss last week that he could satisfy this burning need inside her. She ached to know fulfillment, held as she was in a prison of desire.

		Then it happened.

		Frank's lips pressed against hers and what little self-control she had remaining sifted through the barriers of her mind like the last grains of sand in an hourglass. His hands, cupping the back of her head, were gentle. His thumbs rotated hypnotically against her temples. Tiffany felt herself gravitating toward his body as though pulled by a magnet.

		Then frank dropped a few light kisses on her mouth before stepping away.

		Tiffany couldn't focus on him clearly, so dizzy was she made by the embrace and his untimely and cruel withdrawal. When her senses finally returned, the first thing that registered on her desire-clouded mind was his victorious grin. Any lingering passion she felt was immediately swapped for rage.

		She shoved him away from her with one hand. "Let me go!" she screamed. "This isn't right! You shouldn't have used the situation to kiss me, or dress me up in clothes, or make me crawl around on my hands and knees! I'm a married woman and clearly you're just a predator! That's what you are!"

		Suddenly Tiffany felt herself being lifted off the ground. Her eyes were level with a massive chest as Frank walked forward and sat her butt on the surface of his desk.

		"How dare you pick me up," she said querulously.

		Anger flashed through her eyes. But when she looked up the first thing she saw was Frank's sculptured lips with that strong, firm chin with a vertical dent carved in its center. Again she had to look away quickly.

		Frank's eyes crinkled at the corners. "We both know what you need. So stop playing games."

		His cocky attitude annoyed her. "What I need? Please, you have no idea what I need! What I need right now is a policeman and a lawyer! Because this has to be illegal!"

		Frank pulled at Tiffany’s corset so that both of her full white breasts popped out. He chuckled when he saw how hard her nipples already were. His tongue flickered over the stiff nipples, eliciting sounds from Tiffany that had animal origins.

		"Hmm," the black man said, famished. "These white titties sure are tasty!"

		"Stop it, baby," she gasped.

		But he didn't stop. Frank kept sucking on her tits, massaging them, playing with her diamond hard nipples. Tiffany grunted in pain. She wrapped her legs around him and caught his earlobe between her teeth and bit it hard. Frank reached under her legs and grabbed her butt, still sucking her tits. His fingers made deep impressions in her firm ass as he clamped her to his hips. Tiffany yelped in excitement. Again, Frank's mouth captured one taut nipple and sucked it hard.

		Tiffany was no longer putting up a fight. She'd succumbed to the moment, to the great pleasure that this man was giving her. She twitched and shimmied on the desk, wrapping her arms and legs around Frank. She didn't care that he was black. She didn't care that he was so much older. She loved every moment of this. She loved his power, his physique, his sense of indomitable will.

		She groaned out loudly as he reached under her Southern Belle dress and pressed the tip of his finger against her now sopping wet pussy and pushed slightly.

		"Damn you're wet," Frank said, surprised by how much resistance Tiffany's little hole offered. He didn't tell her this, but he knew that his big black monster was going to stretch her beyond recognition.

		Then he picked Tiffany off the desk and threw her down onto the floor.

		"Fuck, you look good!"

		Frank took a long moment to stare down at the beautiful white wife staring up at him in her pretty pink dress.

		Frank had always been especially attracted to white women. He didn't like fat white women, but the really beautiful ones triggered the most primal parts of his brain. And there was something especially erotic about Tiffany right now, the way she happily wore her dress like a real Southern Belle. Frank was a natural born leader, meaning that it excited him to see others show their subservience to him. As he pulled his big black cock out of his pants, he wished that his Southern ancestors could see how much the world had changed.

		Tiffany's eyes widened with a mixture of lust and fear when she saw Frank's large, uncut, veiny cock. It was one thing to see it from a distance, but now that she was eye level with it, she had to resist the urge to get up and run out of the room.

		"You ever suck black cock?"

		"No-huh."

		"First time for everything," he said, reaching down to grab the back of Tiffany's head with one of his hands.

		When Tiffany didn't immediately open her mouth, Frank grabbed his cock by the base, and began playfully smacking her lips with it, urging her to be a good girl and take the black meat into her mouth.

		Eventually she relented.

		The taste and the feeling of Frank's cock in her mouth was strange, but she liked it. Tiffany licked the tip. Then she took the cock between her lips and sucked it a little. Then she decided that he was going to get the best blow job she could give him. Already his cock was very hard and Tiffany obediently slid it as far into her mouth as she could and sucked it like a Popsicle that she wanted to last.

		Sucking Frank was more difficult than sucking Garrett because Frank was so much bigger. But Tiffany told herself not to be afraid of the challenge. She knew that she would be proud of if she could actually please a man like Frank. He was definitely a trophy cock for Tiffany.

		When she felt him at the back of her throat, she almost gagged. She looked up into his eyes and began to breathe through her nose and took his cock in her throat. Frank was smiling down at her the whole time. His expression was one of amusement. He kept patting her head, telling her what a good girl she was. He kept telling her how sexy she looked right now, on her knees, staring up, gagging on black cock.

		When Tiffany managed to almost get her nose all the way to his lower stomach, she held it there, loving the smell and feeling of his pubic hairs against her nose.

		Tiffany felt his cock get even harder and she knew he was about to cum so she tried to pull away from him. But Frank was too strong. He used both of his hands to keep her head in the same place while he angrily bucked his hips. Tiffany couldn't move, only kneel there in front of him while his cock twitched and twitched in her mouth.

		Garrett had never fucked her face like this. Garrett had always asked before cumming in her mouth.

		Frank was a different story.

		Suddenly Tiffany felt him explode right inside her mouth. It was warm and very thick, coating her mouth, causing her to start violently coughing. She kept expecting Frank to notice that she was choking on his cum, that some of his cum was running down her chin and onto the floor, and subsequently take his hands off her head. That's what she kept expecting. But Frank only looked down, snarling, cruelly demanding that Tiffany swallow every last precious drop.

		"Good girl, good white girl," Frank said, smiling broadly. "You took my whole load! I'm so proud of you!"

		Tiffany was more than a little proud of herself. She started wiping the excess sticky cum off her flushed cheeks when she gave a little burp. It embarrassed her, but Frank only seemed too pleased. "How did it taste?"

		"Much thicker than I'm used to," she said truthfully.

		"That was one of the best blow jobs I've ever had."

		Tiffany beamed with satisfaction.

		That's when she noticed that Frank's cock was still hard. In fact, it was still as long and thick and angry-looking as it had before they started. It was almost like he hadn't cum at all.

		Frank noticed the object of her attention and started nodding. "Yeah, I'm afraid that I usually have to cum two or three times before HE starts going down a little. Really, it's the bane of my existence."

		"For real?" Tiffany said, mentally comparing him to Garrett, and her former lovers. "Is that even possible?"

		"Not just possible," he said, stepping forward and tenderly kissing Tiffany for several long, sensuous moments. After that he started pulling her fancy lace-trimmed dress off so that now she was standing stark naked in front of him. When they kissed again, Tiffany could feel the big dark monster press against the soft skin of her stomach.

		"I'm going to fuck you now, Tiffany."

		"You are?"

		"Don't you want me to?" he said.

		Her eyes dropped to the floor and she nodded her head several times.

		"Tell me then," he said. "I like to hear the words. Tell me you want me to fuck you."

		"I want it," she said, pausing to overcome a few brief stabs of embarrassment. "I want you to fuck me."

		"Good, good," he said. "Now I have some Magnums in my desk. Do you want me to wear one?"

		"A condom?"

		"Yeah, do you want me to wear a condom? I'm not sure you want to explain to everyone in your family —especially your husband— why your baby has such a great suntan." Frank started laughing.

		"It's okay," she said. "I'm on the pill."

		"Good," he said. "I hate condoms. I can't wait to stretch that pussy out. You're going to love how big black cock feels inside of you."

		There was no doubt about who was in control of the situation. Tiffany was almost trembling as she watched Frank strip down. There was something to be said for the sheer visual impact of getting naked with someone of a different color. He was very big and very black with fat Negroid lips and a huge erection.

		Frank picked Tiffany up again and set her down the desk. He pushed her so that she was on her back, legs spread, looking up at the ceiling. He wrapped his arms around Tiffany's thighs, until his fingers met on her mons, and gazed on the feast that awaited him. The shaven skin of the slightly plump outer lips of her pussy was as creamy and fair as her face, with a small "landing strip" of dark pubic hair running from above her clit hood to the bottom of her mons.

		Tiffany turned her head, looked out the window, staring into the early morning sunshine of the brilliant morning. She wondered how things in her life could have changed so quickly. She never in a million years would have imagined herself cheating on Garrett. But there was no denying the strong, primal sensations that Frank stirred in her body. She had enjoyed giving Frank oral pleasure, she had it enjoyed it more than ever before. But having him between her legs right now was pure heaven.

		"Oh fuck, Frank, your mouth feels so good!"

		"You like that, baby?"

		"Fuck yes!"

		"This pussy tastes like candy," Frank said. "I could eat this pussy every day, yes ma'am!"

		Tiffany briefly looked down, still somewhat shocked by the presence of a jet-black head between her pale, quivering thighs. "Your tongue is magical, don't stop!"

		A few moments later, Frank started pushing his bony index finger into her opening, while vigorously sucking her clit. Tiffany started shaking with her first orgasm. Her eyes were squeezed tight and all she could see was the twinkle of stars, thousands of stars in her field of vision.

		Then, after her first orgasm subsided, she opened her eyes and saw what was happening.

		Frank was smiling, looking down at her while he stroked his hardness.

		"Yes, baby," Tiffany cooed.

		"Don't worry, you're about to get some now, girl."

		Tiffany anxiously squirmed on the desk, semi-aware of all the juices running down the insides of her thighs. "Put it in me. Fuck me with that big black cock!"

		Frank slapped the head of his massive prick against Tiffany's moist lips several times before sliding into her hole. She was very warm and very wet already. When he only got a few inches in, she started breathing hard and cursing like she was in physical pain. Frank asked her if she wanted to stop, but she cursed at him and told him that he better not.

		Soon he began stroking his cock in and out of her. The contrast was amazing. Frank loved looking down and seeing his swollen dark meat disappearing in the white woman's pink snatch. So many complicated feelings swirled in his head. Frank loved fucking all beautiful women of course. But there was something extra special about seeing a sexy white wife cum all over his big Negro dick.

		"Fuck baby," he said. "You're taking it, you're taking the whole thing now!"

		Tiffany didn't respond, not with words. Her pretty brown eyes were rolled back in her head like she was having a seizure. Already a second orgasm was building up. She could feel the pressure, making her abdominal muscles taut while she dug her nails into the side of the desk.

		Wanting to prolong the experience, Frank pulled his cock out of Tiffany and then offered it to her mouth. With one hand, he moved the hair off her forehead, stroking the back of her head, as she greedily wrapped her lips around his black monster, taking it deep into her mouth, relaxing her throat, as she looked up at Frank, with his balls hitting her chin. Frank held the position. When Tiffany started to gag, he continued holding the position, but reached down and started playing with her pussy at the same time.

		Tiffany squirmed and squirmed. She felt Frank throbbing as she held him deep in her throat. She started to move her head, fucking his cock with her throat, not allowing it free.

		"Damn, that's what I like to see!" Frank said.

		"Grrrmmpphh, ggggrrmmmph," she said back to him, her eyes watering while she struggled to keep his cock in her throat.

		Frank watched as Tiffany worked her magic with her mouth and throat.

		Then he roughly grabbed her by the hair, dragging over to the giant picture window looking out the back yard.

		"This pussy is mine. I'm going to cum right inside this pussy."

		Tiffany was about to respond, but then felt his hand on the back of her head. He pressed forward so that her nose was getting smashed against the glass window frame. He kicked one of her feet so that her legs widened. Just as Frank's cock started to slide into her pussy from behind, there was movement in her periphery.

		It was Garrett!

		Tiffany Froze.

		Garrett was a few feet away, pushing a wheelbarrow full of grass clippings. Internally, Tiffany's mind was screaming for her to move away from the window, but her body wouldn't respond. Frank was stroking himself in and out of her from behind. It felt wonderful. Besides, the whole time he kept her face pressed against the glass so even if she had wanted to move, it would have been impossible.

		Soon Tiffany and Frank fell into a beautiful rhythm. Tiffany groaned out loudly as Frank's hard body slammed into her from behind, over and over again. As she began to grow more excited, Tiffany started bucking her hips, loving the sensation of having such a big cock slide so deep into her.

		When Frank was about to cum, he told her so. Her cooing was turning blissful as she felt the first spray enter her body, very close to the cervix. Frank was slapping her shapely ass as he shot more and more jets of his cum into her.

		After he was done, he asked Tiffany what she had started giggling about.

		It was only then that Frank Sinclair saw Tiffany's husband standing a few feet away, using the reflective surface of the windows to clean his teeth.

		

		THE END
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