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Part One: Blond Goddess Night
 
   Eric Gilbert was still waiting for the bartender to bring him back his change.  It was a dimly-lit upscale place with lots of young professionals drinking from martini glasses.  Just as Eric took the first sip of the night he heard a woman's voice rise above the other conversations.  "Not interested!"  
 
   She was talking to a middle-aged white guy who was going bald and had a slight gut.  When the middle-aged guy left, Eric got a better view of the woman.  
 
   "Damn," Eric said, throbbing with excitement already.
 
   She was a leggy blond with a slender body fit for modeling.  She didn't carry any extra weight, which was clearly evident when she stood in her high heels.  Fortunately, the little black dress she wore was cut low and rode up high on her legs.  She was sexy as hell.  She was probably the hottest girl in the bar right now.  She possessed sizeable breasts and a tiny waist that women would die for —and men would kill for.
 
   He had to take a shot.
 
   So Eric grabbed his drink and sat down on the stool next to her. 
 
   "Well, I didn't realize that they were doing a blond Goddess Night at the bar," he said, "or I would have come earlier."
 
   "Oh my God! I know that you didn't just say that!"
 
   "Say what?  I'm just being real."
 
   "Yeah, real cheesy."
 
   Before turning away, the woman rolled her eyes at him and said, "Not interested!"
 
   Eric frowned, not liking that he'd already been lumped into the same category as baldy.  "Hey wait!"
 
   No use.
 
   Now she was ignoring him.
 
   For the next few moments Eric's gazed drifted from the silky tresses down her back to the perfectly shaped rear perched on top of the barstool. 
 
   He couldn't believe it.
 
   He knew that he should probably leave her alone.  But: dammit though!  This was not the sort of woman you just walked away from.  Even if it meant much shame and public humiliation, this gorgeous blond stranger was worth another shot.  So Eric summoned all of his courage and touched her on the shoulder, trying to be as gentle as possible.
 
   "What is it?" she snapped.
 
   Eric gulped loudly and said, "Hey, I'm sorry.  That was a stupid line.  Honestly, I'm not really good at this whole picking up girls in bars thing.  Especially girls who are as breathtakingly beautiful as you."
 
   Her eyes, which were bright and blue, were piercingly direct as they sized Eric up now.
 
   He was average height, not fat, but not thin, with dark sandy hair and steady brown eyes.  
 
   Eric smiled, waited for the assessment to be over.   "What do you think?"
 
   "I'm still trying to decide," she said with a wry grin.
 
   Maybe he wasn't as studly as he once had been, but at least she wasn't turning away in fright.  At least she wasn't telling him to take a hike.  And at least she wasn't throwing any drinks in his face.  
 
   He continued.  "I'm sure that you get this all time, but you really are the most beautiful woman in the place.   Though I'm sure that you already know that.  You must have been the prom queen.  Am I right?"
 
   Her face softened, if only by a fraction.  Then she smiled a little and shrugged her shoulders.  "Maybe, yeah.  But that was years ago."
 
   Eric took a sip from his glass and smiled back.  "How many years?  Two years?"
 
   "Try seven or eight," she said.   "Though sometimes it feels like twenty."
 
   Eric let out a low whistle.  "Let me guess.  Cheerleader?"
 
   "How could you tell?"
 
   "Once a cheerleader, always a cheerleader."
 
   "Head cheerleader, actually," she answered, obviously warming up to the conversation.  "Why?  You're going to tell me that you played football in high school?"
 
   Now Eric rolled his eyes.  "Football, basketball, and a little baseball too.  That is, as long as we're bragging.  I'm Eric."
 
   "Kendall," she said.
 
   "Is that your real name?"
 
   "Actually, yes."
 
   "Nice to meet you Kendall.  Hey, here's to old times."
 
   They tapped their drinks together with a clink sound.
 
   "Look at us now though," said the woman, raising her deftly drawn eyebrows.  "What a pair."
 
   "Yeah, clearly we're made for each other," Eric answered, smiling.  "There's something else that we have in common too."
 
   "What's that?" she said, looking over.
 
   Eric held up his wedding band, wiggling his finger.  Then he reached over and touched the large diamond in the woman's wedding ring.  "Jesus, look at that rock.  It's a boulder.  Your husband must do pretty well."
 
   "He does alright," she said.  "I guess.  I can't complain."
 
   "Does he know that you're sitting here in a bar, totally being hit on by random guys?"
 
   "I guess not."  While thinking about it, she bit her lower lip.  "I mean, what he doesn't know, can't hurt him.   Where's your wife at?"
 
   "Out of town for the weekend," Eric responded with a boyish grin.  "I'm all alone.  All alone.  Poor me.  I don't know what to do."
 
   Eric sipped his drink and looked at the blond woman.
 
   The blond woman sipped her drink and looked back at Eric.
 
   There was a long pause.
 
   "Five seconds," she said finally.
 
   Eric frowned.  "Five seconds for what?"
 
   "That's how long you have to convince me to keep talking to you."
 
   Eric, trained as an industrial psychologist, and a savvy negotiator in the corporate world, relaxed a little.   He picked his glass up and finished the rest of it in one fell swoop.  "A drink then."
 
   "Thanks, but I already have a drink," Kendall told him.
 
   "No," he said.  "I meant you should buy me a drink now."
 
   She laughed.  "Is that line supposed to actually work?"
 
   There was another pause, this one briefer.
 
   "You tell me?" Eric said.
 
   To his utter delight, he watched the woman take one more long look at him, before turning to the bartender and saying, "Can I get the check please?  Me and my friend here need to get out of here.  It's an emergency."
 
   As they made their way toward the front entrance, Eric placed his hand on the woman's lower back.  He felt so giddy.  And so alive.  He could tell that every man in the bar was looking at him and wondering how he'd managed to do what they all would have given their right leg to do.  
 
   Eric held the door open for his date.  "After you."
 
   She laughed at him, throwing her head back so that her blond hair brushed across her shoulders.  "What a gentleman.  Thank you, Mr. Gilbert."
 
   "My pleasure Mrs. Gilbert."
 
    
 
   


  
 

Part Two: Lurking Leroy
 
   On the way home Eric and Kendall continued pretending to be strangers.  It was fun.  They didn't always do it.  But they'd been married for nearly five years and they liked to tease out the fantasy until they got into the bedroom.  It made them feel younger, frisky, ready to rip each other's clothes off like teenagers.  
 
   "So, Kendall.  I have to ask.  How long are you in town for?" Eric said, driving.
 
   "Just this weekend," she said, playing along.  "My hubby thinks I'm visiting my mother."
 
   "Sounds like a real dope."
 
   "He is."
 
   "His loss."
 
   "Tell me about it," she said.  "By the way, I take it that you live around here?"
 
   "I do," he said.  "And guess what?  My wife's out of town on business."
 
   "Is she beautiful?"
 
   "More than beautiful," he said.  "She's one of those girls who could have been a professional model, but has too much brains.  She's the perfect combination of beauty, intelligence, and class."
 
   "She sounds like a rare catch."
 
   "Like I said, she' perfect."
 
   "Still: her loss I suppose," Kendall said, reaching over and placing one of her hands on Eric's thighs.  
 
   Eric groaned, slightly accelerating the car.  "The only thing is that the house isn't exactly empty.  We have a servant.  Sort of.  Don't worry, it's cool though.  His name is Leroy.  He's this old black guy we rent a room out to.  He's sort of our own private landscaper/errand boy.  But it's cool."
 
   "A landscaper/errand boy?" Kendall said.  "Sounds great.  Every respectable home owner should have one." 
 
   "I couldn't agree more," Eric said, turning onto the long, winding, quiet street they lived on.
 
   Inside, Leroy was sitting in the kitchen.  He was a dark-skinned black man in his late forties or early fifties who always wore the same pair of weathered overalls and grimy yellow ball cap.  
 
   As far as Eric could tell, ol' Leroy was a quiet, simple man who liked to keep to himself.  He liked Leroy.  From the very beginning he liked Leroy.  Kendall, on the other hand, had definitely needed a little more persuading.  
 
   At first, Kendall was a little reluctant to have someone living in their house with them.  After three years of living in shitty apartments together, she really wanted her and Eric to finally be on their own.  But the arrangement had some real practical benefits for the two parties.   
 
   It was an old Victorian house that the Gilberts had sunk every dime into with the expectation that one day they'd start seriously renovating it.  So far, that hadn't happened.  So in the meantime, it was nice to have someone like Leroy onsite who could fix all the small things that needed fixing.  In addition to that, Leroy also took care of the big front yard, the garden, and the pool in the back. 
 
   Fortunately, the downstairs was fitted with a small bedroom next to the kitchen.   The realtor had called it the "maid's room" and explained that it was customary not very long ago for houses to have servant's quarters built into the structure.  Until now, the arrangement had worked out fairly well.  Everyone seemed to be benefitting.  When Leroy wasn't working outside, he normally just stayed in the maid's room or at the kitchen table.
 
   "Hey Leroy," Kendall said, brightly, feeling it her moral duty to address all people, even house servants, as equals.  "Did the chlorine come in today?  How did everything go?"
 
   "Just fine, ma'am," Leroy said, looking up from his book.  "Everything is perfect now.  Yawls don't need to worry a bit.  The pool is ready to go.  Yawl can use it right now, if yawl likes."
 
   "Thanks, we might," Eric said, smiling and making eyes at his wife.  
 
   "It's been hot all day," Kendall said mischievously, leaning into her husband's ear to whisper, "Sticky too."
 
   Eric put his hand on Kendall's waist and looked back over at Leroy.  "You're a lifesaver, pal.  I don't know what we'd do without you, Leroy.  You're definitely the best damn pool boy we've ever had."
 
   Leroy responded with a quick, polite smile before putting his face back into his book.
 
   Kendall nudged her husband in the waist and gave him a meaningful look.  Sometimes, for someone so smart, he could be so stupid and insensitive.  It took him a moment now, but Eric finally realized his faux pas.
 
   He frowned.  Then, hoping to redeem himself a little, Eric said, "Hey Leroy, what you reading over there, pal?"
 
   Leroy grunted and held up the book.  On the cover there was a picture of Africa with a title that said Breeding for a Better Tomorrow.  
 
   Eric frowned.  He wasn't sure why, but for some reason he suddenly had a bad feeling.  "What's it about, Leroy?  Animal husbandry?"
 
   "Yeah," chuckled Leroy, causing the lines on his dark face to deepen. "Something like that."
 
   "Come on, dear," Kendall chimed in.  "I'm sure that he doesn't need us bothering him.  Perhaps you'd like to join me upstairs?"
 
   Eric was still trying to determine whether or not he was imagining a small, slightly evil grin on Leroy's face as the black man sat there at the dinner table.  At last Eric decided to let it go, telling Leroy, "Well, it looks interesting, pal.  Have fun.  I guess we'll be calling it an early night.  By the way, Leroy, if you get a chance tomorrow, that front yard is looking a little rough.  So..."
 
   "Oh yes sir," Leroy said, nodding.  "I was already thinking of that.  You read my mind, sir.  No problem.  Yawls don't need to worry about that now."
 
   "Thanks Leroy.  Thanks pal.  You're a good man."
 
   Kendall waited until they were upstairs and the bedroom door was closed before she turned to her husband with a, "Jesus Christ, Eric!"
 
   Eric was already unbuttoning his shirt and kicking off his shoes.  "What?"
 
   "Sometimes you sound like such a condescending prick!"
 
   "What?  How?" he said, genuinely confused.  "No I don't.  I was just saying thank you.  That's not condescending."
 
   Kendall threw her hands up in the air.   "He's twenty years older than you and you're calling him our pool boy.  How exactly do you think that sounds?"
 
   "But, dear.  He is our pool boy..." Eric said, still confused.
 
   "I know that."
 
   "Anyway," Eric said, "that doesn't matter.  Are we going to fight all night or can we please get to the part where I bring you to a roaring sexual climax!"
 
   Kendall didn't need more persuasion.  She found her husband waiting for her by the bed.  Tilting her chin up with his finger, he looked down at her smiled.  They kissed, allowing their tongues to become intertwined.  Eric's hands began to roam until he was groping his wife's unbelievable ass.  It was the same ass that had every man in that bar going crazy.  But it was all his, all Eric's now to do as he pleased.  
 
   "You ready?" he said.
 
   Then, to Eric's surprise, his wife pushed him.  It was a hard push too, causing him to stumble backwards several feet. 
 
   "Hey, what's the big idea?" he said, a little stunned by his wife's sudden aggressiveness.  Normally she was the passive one in the bedroom.  But at the moment it almost seemed like she was trying to take control. She smiled and began groping Eric's ass now.  They started kissing again and any reservations that Eric had were melting away with the hot stickiness of his wife's mouth.
 
   The couple began pulling their clothes off and Kendall pushed Eric again.  This time he fell back onto the bed.  He was smiling, looking up, and now only wearing his boxers.   Their little bar fantasy had clearly turned her on.  
 
   Frantically, their hands began exploring each other's bodies as if this was their first time together.  Eric yanked his wife's bra down so that he could feel her nipples get hard.  Her nipples were jutting out as he massaged her breasts and kissed the sides of her neck.  
 
   "Oh Eric, sweety.  I love that dear."
 
   "You looked so fucking hot tonight.  Every dude in that place wanted to grab these tits."
 
   "But they are only for you, baby."
 
   Eric smiled.  His dick was as hard as it had ever been.  He laid on his side, rubbing Kendall's huge tits while her hand massaged his cock.  
 
   "Damn these tits make me so fucking hard."
 
   "Oh baby, you feel so good."
 
   "I'm going to feel even better when I'm inside you.  My wife.  My beautiful wife.  You've got such a tight little pussy.  Are you wet, baby?"
 
   "Oh yes, baby.  Here feel me.  I want you to feel me, Eric."
 
   The only thing Kendall was wearing now was a sexy pair of black Victoria's Secret panties; while her matching bra had already been pulled down below her heaving breasts.  
 
   Ravenously, she grabbed Eric's hand and put it down the front of her panties.  One of the things he loved about his wife was how incredibly wet she got.  Eric had been with some girls who could get excited and a little wet.  But Kendall was another story.  You would have never guessed it from looking at her, but when she got turned on, her pussy got drenched.  Especially now.  
 
   "Damn baby," Eric said, with just one finger inside her pussy, "you're so tight.  I swear you're like a virgin."
 
   "Sorry," Kendall said.
 
   "No, it's okay.  I love it."
 
   "Your thing feels so hard," she said, wrapping her dainty little fingers around his six-inch dick.
 
   Eric groaned and began massaging Kendall's clit.   While he rolled her clit between his fingers, her hand began stroking his dick faster and faster and faster.
 
   "Wait!  Wait, not so fast!" Eric said, his whole body tightening up.
 
   With a devilish little smile, Kendall bat her eyes and said, "What?  What's wrong, baby?"
 
   But she didn't let go of his dick.  And she didn't slow down either. 
 
   In his mind, Eric told himself that he needed to do something very quickly.  He could already feel the orgasm starting to churn deep in his balls.  He wasn't sure how much longer he could hold out.  But there was a tremendous difference between knowing something and doing something.  And despite all the warnings in his head, Eric found it impossible to break away from his wife's firm grip.
 
   "Don't, Kendall, not so fast!"
 
   "What baby?" she said, pumping his dick even faster.  "Baby, I want you to fuck me so good tonight.  I'm so fucking wet.  You know how wet you got me?  You're all mine, stud!  You hear that?  Baby, I'm ready.  I'm all yours."
 
   Eric started to say something else, but just at that moment his eyes started to roll in the back of his head.  He couldn't hold back any longer.  With Kendall's hand pumping his six-inch dick he felt the first stream of cum shoot up through his shaft and out onto the bed.  Then he shot several more streams, each one smaller than the last.
 
   "Oh shit, Kendall," Eric said, still twitching from the post-orgasmic euphoria.
 
   As soon as Kendall released her grip, she saw her husband’s dick start to deflate and shrivel.  Her expression changed almost immediately.  "You came?" she said with unmistakable disbelief.
 
   "I did.  I was trying to tell you to wait," Eric said.
 
   "But what about me?" she said.
 
   Eric kissed his wife on the side of the face, before contently falling onto the bed, smacking his lips.   "I guess you'll have to get out, uh, your little friend."
 
   "But I wanted your little friend!" she said, pouting.
 
   "Sorry, sweetie.   It's not my fault.  But I'm sorry."
 
   A moment later Eric got up to take a piss.  On his way to the bathroom he stopped and kissed his wife on the side of the face.  This did little to alleviate her consternation, however.  And when he came back out, a few minutes later, the bedroom was quiet except for the steady hum of Kendall's pink vibrator. 
 
    
 
   


  
 

Part Three: Nursery Nightmare 
 
   The next morning Eric woke from a terrible dream.  It was the most bizarre thing.  In the dream he was driving home from work, just like he always did, looking forward to seeing his wife.  Only for some reason he couldn't find his wife anywhere in the house.  He called out her name.  No use.  He searched the backyard.  Also no use.  Then, for a while, he searched the house before coming to one of the upstairs bedrooms.  It was at the end of the hallway.  It was the room that Eric and Kendall had wanted to turn into a nursery when the time came.  The door was closed.  Eric felt his heart start thumping away.  He was anxious and didn't know why.  Very slowly, Eric pushed open the door.  There she was: wearing a long white dress, smiling brightly, looking decidedly radiant while standing in a pool of blinding yellow sunlight.  The room wasn't empty.  All around Kendall was surrounded by baby cribs.  Only when Eric started looking into the cribs he realized —to his shock and horror— that he didn't recognize any of the babies.  What was going on?  Why was Kendall pretending to be the mother to all of these babies?  When he tried to explain this to his wife, she only smiled at him and told him that everything was okay, that they were lucky to have been blessed with so many beautiful babies.  Then she picked up one of the babies and placed it in Eric's arms.  The baby was crying and when Eric looked down to see what it was crying about he realized that the baby he was holding had Leroy's face!
 
   That's when Eric woke up, sweating, out of breath, disorientated.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Part Four: Kendall’s New Bathing Suit
 
   It was already mid-afternoon by the time Eric made his way downstairs.  As he poured the rest of the coffee into a mug, he saw something in the backyard which made his eyes widen with intense desire.
 
   It was his wife.   
 
   Kendall, who was always a morning person, was already carrying a towel towards the pool.  She still looked as sexy as the first day they'd met.  Damn she had great genetics.  There was no question about that.  Today her blond hair was pulled up in a playful ponytail.  She wore a snug white T-shirt and short jean shorts, the later exposing her long, well-tanned, well-toned legs.  
 
   In truth, Eric was a little embarrassed to admit to his own deviant pleasure.  But he liked watching his wife like this.  He liked watching her from a distance.  Sometimes it excited him more than being next to her.
 
   At the moment, he could feel the swell of his cock against his shorts as he continued his furtive surveillance.
 
   "Damn baby."
 
   As Kendall removed her T-shirt, revealing a tight black spaghetti strap with an incredibly supportive push-up bra barely containing her enormous breasts, Eric reached down and gripped his cock through his shorts.  That's how hot she was.  He was already half-hard.  
 
   "Damn baby, you're killing me," Eric muttered to no one.
 
   He watched his wife spread the towel out on a deck chair.  Then, as if he wasn't turned on enough already, he watched Kendall start tugging her little shorts down, wiggling them off her flared hips.  
 
   Suddenly Eric went from half-hard to fully erect!  
 
   "Holy shit!"
 
   Eric gulped loudly.  He couldn't believe what his wife was wearing today.
 
   A fucking thong!
 
   No way.
 
   How many times had he begged and pleaded for her to wear a thong bikini?  How many times had he tried to bribe her into wearing such a sexy bathing suit for his pleasure?  After all, it was just their own backyard!  Now: he couldn’t believe what he was seeing.  After being turned down so many times, he was confident that it was never going to happen.  In fact, Kendall had often said that it was never going to happen.   But there she was, oh yes, in all her semi-naked glory. 
 
   It was a tiny black thong.  She looked good in black.  Eric liked the contrast of her golden skin and blond hair with the black material.  The black trim of the bikini bottoms road low enough to show her pelvis. The black strings across her hips had a flimsy knot on each side as well.  Other than that, there was just a small black triangle patch in the back and a little black string that disappeared into her incredible ass crack.  Eric had to admit that Kendall sort of looked like a slut —but a very beautiful and desirable slut.  
 
   More importantly: his slut.  
 
   Images of fucking his wife now started flashing through Eric's dirty little mind.  He couldn't help it.  He kept imagining himself walking up behind her in that scandalous bikini, bending her over, and sliding that thong over so that it was stretched taut across one of her perfectly shaped butt-cheeks.
 
   That's what sexy little girls get for dressing that way.  
 
   Oh yes, he would show her who was the man in the relationship.  He would take her from behind.  No matter how loud she begged or squealed he would not let go of her until he was through pounding that little pussy.  Eric was so hard.  He loved his wife dearly.  But at the moment he wanted nothing more than to make her pay for turning him on like that.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Part Five: Things Get Awkward
 
   An hour later, Eric was staring up at his bedroom ceiling, trying not to think about what had just happened.  
 
   What did just happen?
 
   Next question:  was this going to happen again?
 
   The thought inspired pure dread in the man.   
 
   In six months Eric was going to be thirty years-old.  Whenever he saw commercials for male potency pills the actors were always in their forties and fifties.  The actors always looked so healthy and happy.  The commercials made it seem like ordering Viagra was the most natural thing.  It made sense too.  After living for half a century Viagra was the new multi-vitamin.  Besides, that was so much later.  If Eric needed a little extra boost when he was that old then that was okay.  But to not be able to 'rise to the occasion' when he was still in his twenties —this was almost inconceivable.  Emasculating.  Overwhelming.  And humiliating.  Especially when his partner was as sexy as Kendall.
 
   Fuck.
 
   Already his beautiful wife was out of bed.  She was starting to put her bathrobe on when she said, "It's not the end of the world, dear.  Don't worry.  It's fine.  This happens to a lot of guys."
 
   Eric  hesitated a moment before he said, "Oh really?  How do you know?"
 
   Kendall grabbed a rubber band off the dresser and started putting her blond hair into a ponytail, effectively making her look ten years younger.  "I know that you're still the sexiest man in the world!"
 
   Eric heard the soothing, patronizing voice and it made him furious.  He found himself wishing that his wife would shut the hell up and leave the room.  He needed some space to process what had just happened.
 
   "What are you going to do today?" she said.
 
   "What?  What did you say?" Eric snapped.
 
   Kendall smiled sweetly at him.  "Plans?"
 
   "Yeah, I've got some things I need to work on," Eric said, being willfully vague with his answer.
 
   "Okay, okay,"  Kendall laughed softly.  "I'm going to go take a shower.  Sweetie, do you want to join?"
 
   "Go ahead" Eric scoffed.  "I'm good."
 
   Kendall nodded, turned and started walking toward the door that lead to the luxurious  master bathroom.  She had one foot in the threshold of the doorway when she abruptly stopped.  "Maybe we can try later?"
 
   Try?
 
   Ignoring the impulse to start screaming with indignation, Eric just lay there.  He kept staring up at the ceiling.   He told himself that he was fine.  Everything was going to be okay.  He told himself that he was just  a man with huge responsibilities and a lot on his mind —a wife, a mortgage, the looming possibility of children to support. 
 
   Eventually he heard the bathroom door shut and the shower tap come on.  After a few more moments there was another sound, the sound of a healthy adult woman enjoying the many benefits of a detachable shower head with good massage jets.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Part Six: Leroy’s Library
 
   The next day Kendall woke up to find that she was in an empty house.  Eric had already left to put in some extra hours at the office; and Leroy usually spent Sundays at church, where he served as a Deacon.  Kendall would have liked to stay in bed all day.  She was tempted to just shut the blinds, grab some ice cream, and spend the next eight hours binge-watching old Sex in the City episodes. The only problem was that she knew how horrible she'd feel later.  So, rolling out of bed, Kendall decided to get some housework done.   
 
   To the sound of her new Taylor Swift album, Kendall changed into some cut-off jean shorts, found an old T-shirt she'd got from running a charity 10K, and put on her pink and white Reeboks. 
 
   "You still got it, girl," she said to the image in the bathroom mirror.  "Those Pilates classes may still kick your little butt.  But they are paying off!"
 
   After lunch, Kendall was downstairs, standing in the laundry room, when she realized that some of Leroy's  clothes had gotten into the wash.  It was either that or her husband had recently started wearing colorful do-rags.
 
   "Ha-ha!"
 
   The thought of Eric (one of the whitest people she knew) wearing a do-rag on his head caused Kendall to start laughing.  
 
   "Well," she said, folding up Leroy's clothes and taking them out of the laundry room, "at least nobody can say that you're a snob, girl."
 
   The door to the black man's bedroom was unlocked.  Before going in, Kendall paused, her ears tense as she made sure that the house was still empty.
 
   Nobody.  
 
   She went in.
 
   It had been a while since she'd gone into Leroy's room.  Even though it was technically her house, Kendall didn't exactly love the idea of barging into someone else's private sanctuary.
 
   "Not bad, not bad."
 
   Everything was so tidy and clean.   Almost immaculate even.
 
   It wasn't a very large room.  There was just enough space for a rug, a couple of lamps, a dresser, a desk, a bookshelf, and a small bed in the corner.  The limited dimensions of the room reminded Kendall of her dorm room days at Texas A&M.  
 
   Suddenly, a strong, musky, hyper-masculine odor hit Kendall with its full force.  It took her just a second to realize that it was Leroy's smell.  
 
   With his washed clothes still in her hands, the stunning blond woman rocked backwards on her heels, nearly knocked over by the powerful odor.  Her pert little nose wrinkled; and she began to feel light-headed and shaky.  
 
   "Oh my God!" she said, struggling with the strong smell, nearly choking on it.  "Oh my God!  Oh my God!  Oh my God!"
 
   Finally she made her way across the room.   Her only goal now was to leave before she passed out.  Only a few seconds in here and she was ready to swoon like some antebellum Southern princess.
 
   "Oh my God!"
 
   Kendall told herself to pick up a few odor eliminators the next time she was at Costco.  Hopefully they would have some extra-strength ones.  These old black guys sure could leave you woozy.
 
   She put Leroy's clothes down on the surface of his little dresser, but didn't move.  Instead she hesitated.  Then she took a deep breath —realizing that she was no longer overwhelmed by the room's strong foreign scents.  Strange?  No, it was beyond strange.  Kendall took another deep breath, just to be certain.  Sure enough, she'd already grown accustomed to the alien aromas around her.  For a nanosecond she thought she might even be enjoying it.
 
   Absently, Kendall leaned forward, gripped the dresser for support.  She moved like someone in a trance —so that the top dresser drawer, the sock drawer, was half-way pulled out before she realized what she was doing.
 
   Then she saw something which seemed to be completely out of place for a sock drawer.  
 
   In fact, there weren't any socks in the sock drawer.
 
   Instead there was just a big cache of...
 
   A big stack of...
 
   A large treasure-trove of...
 
   When Kendall finally realized what she was looking at, her heart skipped a beat.  Then she averted her eyes, as if she was afraid someone might catch her looking at the stuff in Leroy's sock drawer.  It was all so dirty.  Disgusting.  Revolting.    
 
   The last thing she was expecting to find in someone's sock drawer was a bunch of... pornography.
 
   There were about a dozen magazines, some of them a decade old, maybe older.  But mostly there were just a bunch of pornographic DVDs in the sock drawer.  It wasn't like Kendall had never seen pornographic material before.  She even knew that her lovely husband (who seemed incapable of clearing his Internet browsing history) occasionally visited certain websites of ill-repute.  However, the difference between that stuff and this stuff was that this stuff was all: INTERRACIAL STUFF!
 
   She kept staring down at Leroy's sordid adult collection.
 
   All the magazine covers, all the DVD covers, they all showed nothing but pictures of beautiful white women in compromising situations with well-hung black men.  Though "well-hung" might have been an understatement.  Some of those black guys didn't even look human.  They were part horse, part donkey.  No wonder so many of the white women had expressions of rapturous joy.
 
   The titles were interesting too.  All of the DVDs had names like Blacks on Blonds; Blue Eyes, Black Cock; What White Women Want; Interracial Lovers; She’s Not Racist Anymore; Size Queens; White Needs, Black Seeds. 
 
   White Needs, Black Seeds?  
 
   Grooosssssss.
 
   There was no other way to describe it.  Kendall was shocked to see that there were people in the world that actually got off on this sort of stuff.  
 
   After a few minutes, she finally turned on the squeaky rubber soles of her Reeboks and headed down a spacious hallway until she was back in the kitchen where her cell phone was charging in the wall.  It was only after she'd dialed her husband's phone number that Kendall realized she'd brought one of Leroy's DVDs with her.   The title of the DVD was Breeding Blonds.
 
   Eric picked up after the third ring.  "I'm sorry."
 
   "What?  What are you sorry about?" his wife said.
 
   "I don't know," he said.  "I just figured that I'd go ahead and get it out of the way.  I figured you were calling to complain about something I did.  So: I'm sorry."
 
   "Eric?" she said tersely, placing her hand on her hip.
 
   "Don't be mad at me, baby," he said.  "That's all."
 
   Kendall winced.  There was something so annoying about a person (especially a guy!) who went around apologizing all the time.  She could feel her mood start to change from bewilderment to irritation.
 
   "Ah, just tell me what I need to do," Eric said.
 
   "We have a little problem," is all she said.
 
   There was a short pause.
 
   Then Eric said, "Do you want me to pick up some pizzas for tonight?"
 
   "No, listen!" Kendall said, reaching up to push her golden yellow bangs off her forehead before she realized that she hadn't taken her eyes off the front cover for "Breeding blonds."  
 
   "What is it, baby?" Eric said meekly.
 
   "Leroy..." Kendall started, finally able to turn away from the DVD cover.  "I found some stuff in his room today.  It was an accident.  It was some very disturbing stuff.  I need you to come home.  I'm not sure if I want him living with us anymore.  I'm not sure if I feel safe."
 
    
 
   


  
 

Part Seven: Brand-New Leroy 
 
   Nervously, Eric sat his drink down on the kitchen counter and gave his wife a meaningful look.
 
   "That's him."
 
   "I know," said Kendall.
 
   It was nearly 9 P.M. and Leroy was just returning from his Sunday activities.  Now the rasping engine and crunch of gravel could be heard as Leroy pulled his old Ford truck around back as he always did.  
 
   "It's okay," Eric said.  "Everything is going to be okay."
 
   "I just want this to be over."
 
   "Me too."
 
   "I'm scared."
 
   "Don't be," Eric said.  "Everything is going to be okay.  I promise."
 
   "That stuff was so disgusting," Kendall said.  "I don't want that sort of stuff in my house."
 
   "Mark my words," her husband said.  "After tonight, you'll never have to set your eyes on him again."
 
   Unfortunately, Eric's bravado was mostly for appearances.  In reality the anxiety was eating away at Eric.  It had been a long —very long— time since he'd had any sort of conflict like this to deal with.  And from the looks of it, the anxiety was eating away at Kendall too.  That's why all Eric wanted to do was go ahead and get this over with.  He'd never evicted someone, much less under these kinds of circumstances.  And it was not the sort of conversation one looks forward to.
 
   Eric turned, looked at the wall clock again.
 
   In a perfect world, this conversation would have already happened.  When Eric had rushed home earlier to comfort his wife, they both quickly agreed that it would not be appropriate to allow someone like Leroy to spend another night under their roof.  
 
   Now Eric shuddered at the thought that just yesterday his gorgeous wife had been comfortable enough to saunter around the house in a skimpy bathing suit.  A thong!  Jesus, talk about narrowly dodging a bullet.   It was almost too much to think about.  There were lots of scientific studies about how lower-uneducated people had impulse control problems.  No, Eric Gilbert really didn't want to think about it.  The thought of what might have been was too much to consider.  
 
   So earlier, Eric had called his tenant's cell phone: hoping to sound really casual.  He didn't want to give any indication of the true meaning behind his call.  But Leroy didn't answer his phone the first time. 
 
   "Hey buddy," Eric had said, trying to leave a natural-sounding message, "just wanted to touch base with you about something.  Any chance you can get back to the house soon?"
 
   But then Leroy didn't answer the second time Eric called.  And by the third call, Eric realized that any hopes of making it sound casual/non-important/non-worrying were out the window.  
 
   In total: sheer anxiety had caused Eric to call Leroy's phone four times.  Four times!  And while Leroy was no genius, it wouldn't take a professional detective to realize that something was up.  
 
   With a lump in his throat, Eric heard the back door open and slam shut.  There followed the ominous sound of heavy boots getting louder and louder as they approached the kitchen.
 
   "We're in here!" Kendall sang out in a sugar-sweet voice which seemed about as real as the grin on her face.  
 
   Leroy entered, made eye contact with the Gilberts, and waited.
 
   The details of Leroy's attire were noticed by the married couple at once.  It was the first time that they'd ever seen him dressed in such a fashion.  No longer was he wearing one of his many dirty overalls and dirty T-shirts.  Instead he had on a very fancy pin-striped suit cut so that the material was tight on his wide shoulders.  The slacks were obviously tailored and the shoes were shiny and expensive-looking.  
 
   Eric glanced at his wife, who seemed as dumbstruck as he was.
 
   It wasn't just his new clothes.  There was something different about Leroy that had nothing to do with what he was wearing.  It was his posture, his eyes, his entire aura.  For a second it almost seemed like the well-dressed black man was surrounded by a powerful golden aura.
 
    "Alright kids, I'm afraid I have some bad news," Leroy spoke, breaking the heavy silence in the room.  "I won't be able to live here any longer.  It seems that a long-overdue-inheritance has just come in, and I've decided to move back to the East coast so that I can be with my children and grandbabies.  I'm leaving tonight.  I apologize for such a short notice." 
 
   With no more preamble than that, Leroy walked into the kitchen and pulled a bottle of bourbon out of the liquor cabinet.   Next he grabbed three glasses.
 
   Neither Eric nor Kendall had found the power to speak yet.  They just watched as  Leroy poured three stiff drinks, before handing out the glasses.
 
   Leroy laughed and said, "Surely you'll do me the honor of drinking to my good fortune?"
 
   Kendall was the first to speak.  "That's so great to hear," she said, her voice thick with sudden relief as she sniffed the contents of the glass.  "I'd be honored."
 
   "Of course," Eric finally said, "one or two drinks won't hurt anyone."
 
   


  
 

Part Eight: A Very Horny Couple
 
   Kendall Gilbert, who had just finished her sixth or seventh drink, arose from the kitchen table and informed everyone that she needed to go to the 'little girl's room to tinkle.'  There was a slight wobble in her knees as she turned, leaving her husband and Leroy to continue their Poker game.  She could hear Eric cracking up from another one of Leroy's jokes as she disappeared down the hallway. 
 
   No sooner had she stepped out of the bathroom again than she found her husband looking down at her.  He was grinning, glassy-eyed, happy, and very drunk.
 
   "Hello sexy," he said, gripping Kendall by the waist of her cut-off shorts.
 
   "Well, hello," she said back flirtatiously.  "Checking up on me?"
 
   "You know I am," he said.  "Leroy said you'd gone and passed out.  But I told him that he obviously didn't know you very well."
 
   Her eyes narrowed.  "Speaking of that..."
 
   "What?" he said.
 
   "Isn't it getting sort of, um, late."
 
   "Aw, come on, babe!  You're telling me that you're not as relieved as I am that things turned out so well?  I mean, it's not that I have a problem kicking Leroy out of the house.  If that's what needs to be done, then that's exactly what I'll do.  I mean, it's my house, my goddamn house.  But at the same time, I'd sort of feel sorry about putting some old guy on the streets.  You know how homeless black guys are.  They almost always turn to crack and booze."
 
   "Yeah, I guess you're right," Kendall said. 
 
   "How about this?" Eric said.  "One more drink and I'll tell him that it's time to wrap it up.  Deal?"
 
   She smiled up at him, reached down, and squeezed both of his wrists in the most loving manner.  "Deal!"
 
   Eric leaned down and kissed her on the mouth.  She tasted warm and sweet with booze.
 
   Suddenly Kendall's expression changed.  She looked up at her husband.  Then she looked down at the front of her husband's pants.  Then she looked back up at him, bouncing her eyebrows up and down.   "Seems like someone else is happy tonight, too!"
 
   With a faux-severity in his voice, Eric said, "Oh, don't worry, baby.   You're going to get it tonight!  You're definitely going to get it!"
 
   Kendall rolled her eyes and started giggling as she felt Eric's hand come down and playfully slap her ass.
 
   


  
 

Part Nine: Alpha Female
 
   Two hours later and they were outside by the pool.   Both Eric and Leroy were down to their boxer shorts and Kendall had already changed into her bathing suit.  She was definitely not wearing her thong bathing suit, but rather the sporty two-piece baby blue suit she typically wore whenever she did laps at the YMCA. 
 
   Everyone was having a good time.  Perhaps too good of a time.  It seemed like whenever Eric or Kendall would start to broach the subject of wrapping up the party, Leroy would suddenly remember another unbelievable story which always left the Gilberts helpless with laughter.  So they kept drinking, always thinking that this was going to be the very last one.
 
   "What time is it?" Eric said.  They'd just got out of the pool and Kendall was wrapping a large beach towel around her narrow shoulders.  They were sitting at one of the patio tables which had three large comfortable chairs.  
 
   Leroy was still laughing about something Kendall had said earlier.  "Time for another round."
 
   Eric frowned.  "I —I don't know, man.  It's getting sort of late."
 
   Leroy smirked.  "I thought you said you knew how to drink?"
 
   "I got work tomorrow," Eric said, then looking over at Kendall.  "We both do."
 
   "I hear that," Leroy said, picking up the bourbon bottle and pouring out three more stiff ones.  "Here's to old memories and new paths!"
 
   They all raised their glasses and cheered.
 
   Why not?
 
   A moment later Leroy caught Eric staring at him and said, "You okay there?"
 
   Eric turned away quickly.  "Yeah, yeah, I'm fine."
 
   More than once already Eric had glanced over and envied Leroy's dark muscular physique.  Man, black guys were so gifted when it came to their bodies.  In all the time that Leroy worked for the Gilberts, Eric had never noticed before how fit Leroy was.  Jesus Christ, how old was the guy?  If Eric looked half as good when he was Leroy's age, then he would be thrilled.  Hell, if he could look half as good as Leroy did now he would have been thrilled!
 
   "I'm going inside," Kendall said.  "You fellas need anything?"
 
   "No," Eric said, "we're good, thanks."
 
   Then he watched his wife turn on her bare heel and march toward the large sliding glass door that lead to the kitchen.  
 
   Smiling with enjoyment, Leroy raised his cup, took another long drink.  "Mmm, hate to see you go, but love to watch you leave..."
 
   At that moment Eric realized that Leroy was still watching Kendall.  Obviously the old black man liked what he saw too.  Lust covered his face as Kendall's shapely ass continued wiggling back and forth.   
 
   Eric was still waiting for Leroy to notice that he too was being watched.  "Hey man!  Don't break ya' neck."
 
   Leroy turned, grinned broadly.  "Did you see that?  Now that is what I call one sexy white booty.  If she was my girl, I'd have her wearing nothing but sexy shit all day.  ALL DAY!  I'd have her wearing nothing but panties and swimming suits so that I could always see how sexy that white body is.  Yessiirrrr.  Ol' Leroy have Ms. Kendall there walking around all the time in those little sexy thongs she gots!  Shit, man.  SHEEEET.  Of course I'd also make sure that she'd have some difficulty just walking too."
 
   "Hey man —that's my wife!"
 
   Leroy wagged his finger at him.  "I'm just saying you're a lucky man.  That's all. That shit's a compliment.  Easy, buddy.  I'm complimenting you.  Do you know how lucky you are?"
 
   First Eric narrowed his eyes, trying to assess Leroy's expression for any signs of mockery.  But either there were no signs, or Eric was too intoxicated.  So he finally relaxed enough to smile a little, take another sip of booze.  "No complaints here."
 
   "She's one of those alpha females.  Top of the food chain.  Have all the brothers fighting to breed with her."
 
   "What?  Ha-ha, I guess," Eric admitted grudgingly.
 
   "You damn lucky, boy."
 
   "So I've been told," Eric said, desperately wishing for a new topic of conversation.
 
   With another wry grin, Leroy said, "I bet you must be hitting that three or four times a day, huh?  A woman like that, she needs her pleasures.  She needs her alpha man."
 
   "I guess, whatever, Leroy."
 
   "You the man!" Leroy said, leaning over to exchange fist-bumps.
 
   It was an awkward gesture for Eric who suddenly couldn't remove the self-conscience grin from his face.
 
   This also pleased Leroy.  "Say, can I ask you something?"
 
   "I —guess so, Leroy.  What's up, my brother?"
 
   "Does Kendall like black guys?"
 
   "What?"
 
   "Well, it's hard to tell sometimes," Leroy said.  "I know that she looks all prissy and uppity and a little racist maybe.  But in my experience: a lot of times it's those same white girls who go crazy when they get that black dick in them.  Africanizing that White Pussy.  Know what I mean, white boy?"
 
   Eric felt his head start to swim.  And before he could even fully process the worrisome implications of Leroy's comments, Leroy said, "Ah, forget it, white boy.  Man, it's getting late.  Time for me to get my black ass on the road.  You want to see me out?"
 
   "Absolutely," Eric said, feeling like he'd never been so sure about something in all his life.
 
   


  
 

Part Ten: Her Needs Come First
 
   By the time Eric managed to put some clothes back on, Leroy had already packed up his truck and was ready to hit the road.  The old black man was now wearing a pair of slacks and a white T-shirt which bulged with muscles.  
 
   In the vestibule, Eric reached out to shake Leroy's hand one last time.  Now that they really were officially parting —parting on good terms, especially considering how badly things could have gone— Eric no longer felt any resentment or anger towards the old black man for the liberties he'd taken earlier out by the pool.  Besides, they'd been drinking and people had a tendency to say some really foolish things when they were drunk.  
 
   "Well Leroy, I wish you the best of luck, pal.  I really do.   You've been a tremendous help around here.   Best pool boy in the world!  Ha, that's for sure!  We're going to miss you, pal."
 
   Leroy looked genuinely disappointed.  "I was going to say goodbye to Ms. Kendall before I  left."
 
   "Sorry," Eric said, "but I think someone had a little too much to drink.  I'll definitely make sure to tell her that you said goodbye though.  Unfortunately, I'm positive she's already passed out on the bed upstairs.  You know how girls are."
 
   "Women," corrected Leroy, in a surprisingly stern voice.
 
   "Say again?"
 
   "Ms. Kendall is a woman, not a girl.  You referred to her as a girl.  That's disrespectful." 
 
   Before Eric had a chance to respond, he turned his head quickly to see his wife come walking out of the kitchen with a large glass of white wine in her hand.  The wine went sloshing all around as she made her way towards the men.
 
   Kendall giggled. "I had to find some clothes, baby.  I was chilly.  Do you like my robe?"
 
   Part of Eric was greatly relieved that she'd suddenly decided to be so sensible.   Kendall was wearing one of her white terrycloth robes over her bathing suit now.  The robe was only thigh-high and left gaping open, revealing the smooth, pale slopes of her breasts.
 
   "Here let me help you with that," Eric said, hurriedly gathering the string around the robe so that she was covered a little more.
 
   Then, surprising himself, Eric blurted out, "Leroy here was just leaving, dear.  So if you want to give him one last hug, you'd better do it now."
 
   Kendall nodded, gave Eric the glass of wine to hold,  then walked over to the large black man and raised her arms.
 
   Leroy didn't hesitate.  He had one of the sexiest white women standing before him, waiting for him to wrap his big muscular black arms around her.
 
   With a big lascivious grin, he bent slightly at the knees and lifted her into his arms.   Either he was  monstrously strong or she was light as a feather because he didn't seem to have any problems holding her  against him for an extended period of time.

 
   "Alright you two," Eric found himself saying, trying to laugh it off.  "It's, um, getting late."
 
   A few moments later, nobody had budged an inch, so Eric added, "Well???"
 
   Leroy looked deeply into the blond woman's blue eyes and said, "Ms. Kendall, you are a truly beautiful woman, both on the inside and outside.  I'm truly going to miss you.  Every day I saw you, it actually inspired me to be a better person.  Even on the rainiest days I had plenty of sunshine whenever you were around."
 
   Instead of gagging on all the terrible clichés, Kendall seemed to smile from the man's compliments.  "I'll miss you too, Leroy.  I'm not saying that we didn't have our differences from time to time, but I think that deep down inside you're just this really great guy with a big heart."
 
   Leroy moved one of his hands so that his ebony fingers were a couple inches away from Kendall's blue bikini bottom.  "Aw, hear you saying that just made my day!  No,  you just made my lifetime!"
 
   Now Eric was ready to gag.  Were these two being serious?  Was Kendall so drunk that she was rendered stupid?  How could his hyper-articulate wife suddenly be so smitten with a bunch of drivel?  And why was she allowing this ugly old black man to hold her for so long?  
 
   Eric couldn't stomach this a moment longer.  "Hey man —do you want to put her down?"
 
   Leroy's expression remained impassive.   "I don't know.  That depends on the lady.  Ms. Kendall, do you want me to  put you down?"
 
   Kendall started giggling again.  "It's too bad I can't just have someone to carry me around all the time.  That would be so much easier.  I think I'm still sore from working out yesterday.  It'd be sort of nice to never have to climb those stairs again." 
 
   "Kendall, Jesus," Eric snorted contemptuously.  Then a quick second later he said, "Hey, what the fuck do you think you're doing, man?"
 
   Leroy had already made his way five or ten feet down the hallway, ostensibly on his way to the staircase that led to the master bedroom upstairs.  "You heard her," Leroy said in a voice so deep it was almost a growl.  "I'm just doing what the lady asked for."
 
   


  
 

Part Eleven: White Man’s Nightmare
 
   Eric felt like he was in a nightmare.   No, this was much worse than any nightmare.  As he distraughtly followed Leroy up the stairs, he could see his wife's tan legs wrapped tightly around the black man's waist.  To the casual observer it would have looked as though Leroy and Kendall were man and wife —two people returning from a long day of partying.  It was disgusting.  It made Eric want to throw up.  Why was Kendall allowing this to happen?  The only possible explanation for what was happening was that this miserable piece of shit, this horrible excuse for a person, was taking advantage of Kendall's intoxicated state.  
 
   "Seriously," Eric whined, "put my wife down!  I'm serious!"
 
   Neither Leroy nor Kendall responded.
 
   Eric felt so helpless.
 
   He knew that if he had been completely sober, he would have never let it get this far out of  hand.  At least, that's what he told himself.
 
   They were about halfway up the stairs when he heard Kendall say, "Oh Leroy, baby, you're so strong!  How did you get so strong?"
 
   Leroy laughed in the most annoying way.  "Aw shucks, I'm not so strong, Ms. Kendall.  It's just that you're so very light."
 
   "You make me feel like a ragdoll."
 
   Leroy scoffed at the suggestion.  "You're a queen, Ms. Kendall.  You're a powerful, beautiful, sexy queen!"
 
   "Where are you taking me?" she said.
 
   "Where do you want to go, Ms. Kendall?"
 
   "I'm tired," she said, just as they reached the top landing.  "I want to go to bed."
 
   Eric entered the room just as Leroy was leaning over to gently place Kendall down on the bed.  Eric's mind was spinning.  He saw how vulnerable his wife looked now: on her back, robe open, legs spread.  Leroy was just standing there.  He continued to gape at her.  
 
   Kendall looked up at Leroy and gave him a weak smile.  "What are you looking at?"
 
   It was a while before Leroy spoke.  "I think you know what I'm looking at."
 
   "Why are you looking at me like that?" she then giggled.
 
   "Like what?" Leroy said.
 
   She sat up and said smartly, "Like I'm fried chicken and you're starving!"
 
   Leroy laughed a little.  "Why?  Coz black folks love chicken?  Is that what you're saying, Ms. Kendall?  You so racist, white girl."
 
   "Of course black folks love chicken," Kendall said.  "Don't you love chicken?"
 
   "Sometimes," Leroy said, chuckling to himself.
 
   "Really?  Only sometimes you love chicken?"
 
   "Yeah," Leroy said.  "I love that white meat."
 
   Then he put his hands on her shoulders and playfully pushed her so that she fell back onto the bed.
 
   "I know," she said in a small, timid voice.
 
   Leroy hadn't stopped smiling yet.  "How's that?  What do you know, Ms. Kendall?"
 
   "I saw your stash," she admitted.  "Your library."
 
   A look of curious intrigue flashed across the heavy features of Leroy's negro face. "My stash?"
 
   Eric started to say something, but the words broke down in his throat.  He found himself just standing there by the bedroom door, watching and listening.  Of course, he wanted to go over there and knock the shit out of the insolent black man.   But he also wanted to give Kendall a chance to redeem herself.  He could tell now that she was intoxicated.  But as drunk as she might have been, by no means was she too intoxicated to understand what was going on.  
 
   It seemed to take a long time for Kendall to finally answer Leroy.   Finally, she frowned at him as though what she needed to say might jeopardize their friendship.  "In the drawer... your little stash.  The DVDs.  The magazines.  I saw them."
 
   "Oh really?" Leroy guffawed.  "You go around snooping through my things?  Is that what you do?"
 
   "It was an accident.  I'm sorry.  I was just trying to put up some of your clothes.  Are you mad?"
 
   "That depends," he said.
 
   "Depends on what?" Kendall said, laughing a little nervously.
 
   Leroy shrugged, ripped off his T-shirt.  Then he grabbed Kendall's wrist and brought her dainty white fingers up to the front of his trousers.  When she didn't immediately respond, he glared down at her and said, "It's okay.  I know you're curious.  We're all consenting adults here.  Don't be scared, Leroy's going to take good care of you.  Everything is fine."
 
   "I can't," Kendall said, but still allowed her hands to remain on the front of Leroy's trousers, which already had a prominent bulge forming.
 
   Then Leroy looked over and acknowledged Eric for the first time since they'd entered the room.  "Tell her it's okay, whiteboy!" he said in a deep, low voice that filled the entire room.  "Tell her everything is going to be okay!"
 
   Eric would have denied to anyone that he'd allowed this situation to persist for as long as it did.  As he stood there he could feel his heartbeat escalating and his hands grow moist with anticipation.  A warmness and a heaviness seemed to be growing out of his chest, up his neck, into his cheeks.  Part of him kept denying that any of this was actually happening.  But another part felt that he was powerless to do anything about it.  
 
   "Are you okay?" Kendall said to her husband.  "Dear?"
 
   Eric had lost his well-exercised capacity for speech.  So he just stood there like a man in a trance, wondering how someone like Leroy could have reduced an intelligent woman like Kendall to a giggling bimbo?
 
   "Ms. Kendall?" Leroy growled, making direct eye contact with the beautiful blond woman in the bikini.
 
   "What Leroy?"
 
   "Let me taste you."
 
   Kendall started giggling again.
 
   Interpreting this as permission, Leroy knelt down, slid the blue bikini to the side, and began to lick Kendall's outer pussy lips.  She was so excited that within a couple of minutes she began making the loud, ecstatic sounds of a woman cumming hard.  Even then Leroy didn't stop.  Clearly he wanted to enjoy this as much as possible.  And soon Kendall's moans and cries resonated throughout the bedroom.
 
   "Did you cum, girl?" Leroy said after a long time of tongue-fucking the sexy white wife.
 
   Kendall's eyes rolled back in her head.  "Twice.  Holy shit!"
 
   "Then you ready, girl," he growled down at her.
 
   "I'm ready for sleep," she said.
 
   "Naw, girl.   It ain't like that."  Leroy ripped his shirt off, unbuttoned his slacks.  As soon as he tugged his boxers off a  large, meaty black cock sprang forward.  It wasn't just big.  It had to be at least twice as big as Eric's dick, both in terms of length and width.  
 
   Kendall's pretty blue eyes went wide with excitement.  "Oh my God!  Oh my God!  Oh my God!"
 
   "Why Ms. Kendall, girl," Leroy said, "you actin' like you ain't never seen no black cock before.  But I think we both knows that ain't true!"
 
   "Yeah... but... only the ones on your DVDs."
 
   "I guess in the wild they look a little different."
 
   Kendall, whether meaning to or not, began to lick her lips as she continued staring up at the large black rod that bobbed up and down.  "Please, Leroy, baby, be gentle.  I never had one that big before.  I'm a little nervous."
 
   "Trust me," he said.  "I've fucked black girls, I've fucked Latino girls, I've fucked Asian girls, and I've fucked white girls.  And you know who loves this big black dick the most?"
 
   "Who?"
 
   "White bitches.  I can't explain it.  But they always seem to love black dick the most, even more than black girls.  It's a nature thing.  White pussy and black cock just go together."
 
   "Please Leroy, go slow.  Be gentle.  I don't want to get hurt."
 
   Leroy held his cock in his hand and pushed the head against Kendall's pussy.  She was already so wet.  But as the large purple head rocked back and forth it didn't seem like her pussy was going to be able to take it in.
 
   "Damn that looks so good," Leroy said, staring down at the contrast of their skin tones: white pussy, black cock.
 
   Then with a stiff push, the old black man plunged his huge member into the young white female.   They were making intense eye contact now.  Kendall gasped loudly, then bit her lower lip as she felt every single inch of Leroy's big meaty cock.  
 
   "Damn, bitch!  Sexy white bitch!"
 
    Kendall didn't want him to know it, but her pussy hurt a little from this huge cock.  And yet at the same time it felt so right.  With each thrust she could feel his giant semen-filled balls slap hard against her  ass.  "Oh shit!  Oh fucking Holy shit!" 
 
   Leroy was without mercy too.  Every time he pulled out of Eric's wife, the black man would stop for a second. Then with a forceful grunt he would slam back into Kendall's swollen lips.  "You like that black dick?"
 
   This black stud was making Kendall's head spin.  She could feel her body go flush with excitement.   She could barely control herself.  Dammit, she felt Leroy so deep.  Already he was deeper than anything she had ever thought possible.   "I've never felt this full before!"
 
   He smiled down at her, his face just starting to sweat a little.  "Bitch, I ain't even all the way in.  Just wait.   You sexy white piece of ass.  We gonna get that pussy nice and stretched-the-fuck-out!"
 
   Kendall thought she might pass out.  Leroy's black dick was so hot.  She began to twitch and jerk around in complete satisfaction.  "I'm not sure if I can  fit all of you, Leroy, baby."
 
   "Yes you can!  I've been thinking about this forever!"
 
   "I'm not sure! Ohhhhhhh, shhhhiiitttt, fuck me!"
 
   "You can!  Say it!"
 
   "I don't know, baby."
 
   "It's like Obama, girl.  Yes we can!"
 
   "I'm trying, damn, you're big!" she whined.
 
   "Say it!  Say: Yes we can!"
 
   "Yyyyeeees...."
 
   "Say: Yes we can!"
 
   Finally, Kendall managed to get enough breath back to say, "Yes we can!"
 
   Leroy responded by moving her tan legs up against his chest and thrust as hard as he could.  "Damn you look so sexy.  I've wanted to fuck your sexy white ass for so long now!  Walking around the house in those sexy little shorts!  That bikini!   I kept telling myself: that's Leroy's booty!  Leroy gonna dump his babies in that white pussy!"
 
   "Fuck me, baby!" Kendall said.  "I'm going to cum again!  Oh shit, that black dick is making me cum again!  Oh fuck you big black bastard!"
 
   "Give me that white pussy!" Leroy said, pulling his cock out and then ramming it back inside her again.  "That white pussy is mines, baby!  Leroy is going to make you pregnant-as-fuck!  Everyone is going to know soon.  They gonna say, 'Who is that beautiful blond woman with all her black babies?'"
 
   Kendall began to cum almost immediately after he said that.  She'd never cum so hard before.  With each additional thrust she felt her orgasm spike harder and harder.
 
   "Kendall?"
 
   "Yes, Leroy baby?"
 
   "Get on your hands and knees!  Get that ass up in the air for me!"
 
   "Yes baby.  Of course baby."
 
   "Good girl."
 
   Meanwhile, Eric had taken a seat in one of the chairs against the wall.  
 
   He could see everything.  
 
   Naturally, it was hard for him to come to terms with what he was witnessing.  He couldn't reconcile the image of his wife now with the image of his wife in all the previous years he'd known her.  To him, she'd always been this example of feminine perfection.  She came from a good family, was highly educated, and knew everything about equestrian sports.  She spoke French and German fluidly.  On the weekends, she'd worked in soup kitchens and built houses with Habitat for Humanity.   Jesus Christ!  This wasn't the sort of person she was!  
 
   Even in their most physical moments, Eric had to admit that he had too much respect for Kendall as a person to objectify her completely.  Yes, she was  incredibly sexy, but she was also the same person who nearly got a perfect score on her SATs.  
 
   Now he closed his eyes and listened to his wife's ass slap against the powerfully built negro.  Together, Kendall and Leroy had found a rhythm.  Each had their role in what was going on.  And each seemed incredibly comfortable in their new position: Kendall passive and receiving, Leroy dominant and giving.  
 
   Eric put his hand over his mouth, afraid that he might actually vomit. 
 
   He didn't.
 
   He kept watching.
 
   Leroy was slamming into Kendall from the back, each time making that perfect ass slap against him.  Eric wondered if he would ever be able to get the sight out of his mind.  It was horrible.  It was like seeing a beautiful painting vandalized.  From now on, Kendall would be different —changed, damaged, and tainted.
 
   Of course Eric wanted to do something about it.  Of course he wanted to take his rage and start beating the old black man to death.  But Eric was not really a violent person.  Even during high school football, he spent most of his time trying to avoid contact with the opposing players.  And there was the undeniable fact that Leroy, while much older, was still in great shape.  Eric knew that even furious, he wouldn't have a chance with such an intimidating figure as Leroy.  
 
   While he continued spying on the interracial couple, Eric started to feel his rage give way to a new set of feelings.  Suddenly he felt so small and helpless.  None of this was fair.  As a husband, he'd tried to do everything right.  He did everything he could.  How could something like this happen?  Why weren't his efforts enough?  
 
   Then things got worse.
 
   Leroy started slapping Kendall's ass and talking again.
 
   "Work it girl," the old black man said, "work that white ass on this big black dick.  You making this big negro dick feel good."
 
   "Oh, Lerrroooy," Kendall moaned, moving some blond hair out of her face so that she could look over her shoulder and smile up at the negro behind her.  She wasn't sure why, but she really liked how he referred to himself as a negro.  He'd never done so before.  But now that he was fucking her, promising to impregnate her, it seemed so very right.  And very hot.
 
   Eric couldn't believe it.  Even if he wanted to believe that this was all a bad dream, hearing his wife call out another man's name like that made it all too real.  It was the same voice that had called his name out so many times.  But now she was submitting to another man.  Even worse: a black man!
 
   Leroy chuckled now.  "You like that, don't you girl?  Let me hear you say it.  Call out my name!"
 
   "Lerrrroooyyy, oh babbbyyyy!" Kendall moaned, then pushing her face down into the pillows as she continued taking her pounding from behind.  When she lifted her head back up, she was like a woman in a trance.  Her eyes were rolled back, her mouth was agape, and for a while she was just making quiet little cooing sounds, as if she was a small animal getting slowly stabbed to death.
 
   "What's wrong, baby?" Leroy said, feigning alarm.  "You okay down there?"
 
   "It's soooo..." she said, pausing to dig her nails into the bed.  "It's sooo, sooo, sooo big.  You're killing  me.  You're huge, baby."
 
   "I like it when you call me that.  I like sexy white women when they call me baby.  Is that what I am now?"
 
   "Yeeess, babbbyyy.  Please.  Right there.  I'm about to cum again."
 
   "Girl, you ain't ever gonna leave Leroy, is you?  Now that you got some black dick in you.  Now you all good. Leroy is taking care of this white pussy, ain't he?"
 
   "Y-y-y-eee-ssss, bbb-ahhhh-bbbb-yyyyy.  Oh shit, fuck!  Fuck, Leroy!"
 
   Leroy picked up his pace a little.  He started fucking Kendall harder and harder.  Kendall went rigid and quiet.  Eric could tell what was happening.  He'd seen his wife climax too many times to not know what was happening. 
 
   "I'm —cuuummmmmin, baby!"
 
   This only encouraged Leroy.  With his big dark hands clamped around Kendall's flared white hips, he pulled back until only the head of his large cock was still inside the entrance of her pussy, before finally pushing himself back into her love canal as it continued spasming all around it.  
 
   Presently, Eric could tell himself that Kendall was just doing this to get his attention, that this whole fiasco was some sort of female retribution thing.  But at the same time, there was no denying that she seemed to be more aroused than he'd ever seen her in his life.  
 
   After she was done cumming all over Leroy's dick, Kendall collapsed headfirst into the bed.
 
   But it wasn't over yet.
 
   She still had her ass up in the air.  She looked utterly exhausted.  She looked like a wrestler ready to tap out.  It looked like her arms had simply lost all signs of strength.   However, if she had hoped to be given a moment to recover, then she was very much mistaken.
 
   "Fuck that's a sexy ass.  I can't get over how good my big ol' black snake looks going in and out of that suburban white pussy.  This pussy is like a drug.  And I'm hooked!"
 
   Then Leroy took the opportunity to begin fucking Eric's wife with long, slow, extra-deliberate strokes.
 
   Even worse, Eric could hear the little squishy sounds Kendall's pussy was making.  
 
   Was this really happening?
 
   Eric couldn't believe it.  Even his wife's moans sounded tired.   Eric had simply never seen anything like this before.  He'd never seen a woman get fucked so completely as what was now going on in his marital bedroom.
 
   Once or twice, Leroy would plunge the full length of his black phallus into the white woman, and then lean forward, and kiss her on the shoulder in the most romantic way.  "You still with me, Kendall?"
 
   All she could manage was a low, guttural moan.
 
   "Good, that's my good girl," Leroy said, appreciatively.  "Don't pass out on me yet."
 
   This time Kendall didn't say anything.  Instead, she reached back with both hands, grabbed both of her ass cheeks, and then spread her ass wide.  She was completely submitting to this black man.  
 
   "You got some nut comin' your way," Leroy growled.  "Is that white pussy ready?"
 
   "Hmmmmmm —yes, baby."
 
   "Say it!"
 
   "Yes baby I'm ready."
 
   "Say you want my nut!"
 
   "I want your nut," Kendall said, still spreading her ass cheeks for the old negro.
 
   "Say you want a black baby in your tummy."
 
   "Yes baby, I do."
 
   "Say it!"
 
   Kendall hesitated, before she said, "I want a black baby in my stomach.  Give it to me Leroy.  Please, baby.  Give me that black baby!"
 
   "Alright, since you asked so nicely," Leroy said, laughing without mercy.
 
   Finally Leroy began to cum deep into Kendall.  
 
   She felt it shoot into her.  It felt like floods of cum were gushing inside her.  There was so much cum that Kendall immediately felt it leaking out of her, leaking onto the sheets of her marital bed.
 
   


  
 

Part Twelve: Leroy Jr.
 
   The next day Eric moved all of his personal belongings downstairs, into Leroy's old room.  
 
   Leroy never did leave.  
 
   Every now and then, Leroy would threaten to leave, he would say that he really did need to go see his family, but Kendall would get all hysterical until he changed his mind.
 
   So Leroy stayed on.
 
   Eric didn't leave either.  Some nights (like on his birthday; or some other special occasion)  Eric would be allowed to watch Kendall and Leroy.  Kendall said that it was important for him to know how much she still loved him.  So after dinner, as long as Leroy said it was okay, Eric would walk upstairs and quietly sit in the corner.  He still loved Kendall.  In some ways, maybe he even loved her more than ever.  In fact, he was almost glad when she finally became pregnant with Leroy's kid.  Her pregnancy gave Eric a chance to show her how dedicated he was to her happiness.  He might have been a pretty shitty husband, but it turned out that he was a truly devoted friend and confidant.
 
    
 
    
 
   THE END
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