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		1.

		Under normal circumstances, Jeff would have ignored the sounds, rolled over, and gone back to sleep immediately. Sundays were his only day to sleep in with his wife and he didn't intend to let some noisy neighbors spoil that. But then he heard the pounding sounds get louder, and louder, before finally his own name was being called out. Damn it! Whatever happened to respecting a man's castle?

		Jeff's annoyance vanished the moment he saw her. Somehow his wife had managed to lock herself out on the balcony of their 14th floor apartment. She looked so vulnerable, lost, and sexy. She had flowing blonde hair that fell a little past her shoulder and bright Nordic blue eyes. But seeing the impatient look on Kristin's face now, he sighed, "Good thing I wasn't sleeping, or anything."

		With a huff, she jiggled the handle of the sliding glass door to show that once again the faulty latch had struck again.

		"Okay, okay!" Jeff told his wife. "Keep your panties on."

		Not that she was actually wearing panties.

		He saw her standing there, looking sexy in a pair of light blue pajama shorts that barely covered the tops of her thighs; and a light grey, very nice, very fitted tank top. "Thank you," she said, with exaggerated courtesy, after he'd slid the door open and moved to the side. "Jeff, I thought you said that you'd call about having them replace that lock?"

		Before her husband could respond, his nose twitched with the strong smell of marijuana. A quick check of her deep blue eyes revealed them to be perfectly bloodshot now. "Don't you potheads ever give it a rest?"

		"I told you not to order that final round of shots last night at the club," she said. "You know alcohol keeps me from sleeping good."

		"I'm the opposite."

		She shrugged indifferently. "Thank god for the herb though."

		"Any left?"

		"See for yourself," she said, passing him on her bare feet as she made her way to the kitchen for snacks and ice cold beverages.

		But Jeff did not bother to turn away at the moment. There was something much more important. The pajama shorts did very little to hide her pale-tan white buttocks which enticingly wiggled with every step of her small pink toes. Kristin had played competitive girls soccer all the way through college and it showed in how she was built. She wasn't the tallest woman, but her legs were perfectly shaped with just the right combination of softness and muscle to make her the envy of all her girlfriends.

		Realizing that he was already aroused, he followed her into the kitchen like a panting puppy dog. The vexation he'd felt moments ago had completely vanished.

		At the moment, Kristin was in front of the refrigerator, trying to decide whether or not the leftover Chinese on the bottom shelf was still safe to eat. As soon as she bent over for the white container, Jeff's virility sprang through the front of his boxers, and he stepped forward, grabbing her hips, and lovingly greeted her round, silky bottom with over five inches of husbandly affection.

		She swatted him away. "Get that thing away from me! Gross. I'm eating!"

		"You shouldn't have woken him up."

		"Don't pout!"

		"I'm not pouting. Is it my fault that I'm married to one sexy little piece of ass?"

		"Gross. I so hate it when you talk like a Neanderthal."

		"That's funny," Jeff said, retreating, tucking himself back into his boxer shorts. "You didn't hate it last night. In fact, I seem to remember you enjoying it. Three times? Is that the right number? Didn't you say that you came —"

		She turned, stared daggers at him, causing her husband to freeze on the spot. "I was drunk, dear. That doesn't count. Yes, of course, I enjoyed myself. We both did. But now all I want is for a few minutes to enjoy this Sesame Chicken. Is that okay?"

		"Fine," Jeff said, sulking all the way out onto the balcony, where he saw the glass pipe of marijuana, still smoldering with the dregs of the bowl.

		Weed was still a novelty for both of them. One of the perks of moving here for their jobs was that they could now legally smoke marijuana whenever they wanted. No more buying from some sketchy figure at the dorm. Now you just waltzed right into a brick-and-mortar shop and told them your favorite brand. What exciting times they were living in. And though neither Jeff or Kristin could be considered hardcore pot heads, they'd found that acquiring the drug had inserted a degree of edginess into their otherwise respectable lives. Not to mention that one of the side-effects seemed to be severe horniness.

		Jeff took a couple of small hits and walked back into the living room.

		Kristin was on the couch now, devouring the last remnants of the Chinese food. Jeff sat next to her, his eyes back on those legs. Damn her legs. His brain fuzzy with THC, he started to picture Kristin's legs wrapped around his hips, or straddling him like they had been at the club last night. He watched her get up for the kitchen, and when she returned to the couch, she tucked her bare feet up under her ass, pressing a button on the remote control that was sitting on the small coffee table in front of them.

		After ten or fifteen minutes of some reality TV show, Kristin turned to him and said, "Are you still pouting?"

		"No, of course not."

		"I was so high a few minutes ago that it was literally freaking me out to feel you rub your thing against me. I could have checked your heartbeat."

		"Sorry about that," he said. Then, feeling a little hopeful, he asked, "Are you still too high?"

		For a response, she placed a hand on the back of Jeff's head and her fingers tangled in his hair as she pulled him back to her, her soft lips crushing his. Her tongue ran along his bottom lip and then she sucked it into her mouth.

		"Damn, that weed made you horny, huh?" Jeff said.

		"I'm not the only one," she said, patting his erection through his boxers. "He seems happy to see me!"

		"He's always happy to see you. He loves you."

		"Aw, how adorable," she teased.

		They continued making out on the couch. Kristin's tongue slipped into Jeff's mouth as she moved her hands to his chest. Gripping onto his T-shirt, she pulled him down so that she was lying back on the cushions and he was hovering over her.

		She had never looked more beautiful than she did right now, lying beneath him, face flushed, her blonde hair loose and feral; and that gorgeous little mouth smiling sexily up at him. "You are so beautiful, Kristin."

		"I bet you say that to all the girls you marry."

		With a lopsided grin, he felt her fingers graze the bulge in his boxers. They were officially past the point of No Return. Then she pulled it out, and he could feel her fingers on it, and the fresh cool air hit his tingling, sensitive glands. "You like that?" he growled.

		"It's perfect."

		"Think you can handle something that big?"

		She giggled. "It's the perfect size for me."

		"Do you want to kiss it?"

		"Maybe later."

		"Are you..."

		Yes, she was wet. Drenched. One of his hands had already snaked its way up Kristin's thigh, going underneath the bottom of her pajama shorts where he found his wife to be absolutely gushing. No wonder she'd suddenly pulled him onto her like that. Sometimes Jeff forgot a basic law of Nature. Girls got horny too.

		Jeff kept kissing her, not wanting to break the spell as he awkwardly tried to kick free of his boxers and remove his shirt. Next came Kristin's pajama shorts, which he pulled down to her knees, while pushing her grey top above her breasts. He sucked on her plump tits, aggressively nibbling on her nipples in that way that made her squirm. As he began to alternate between her breasts and her neck, he could feel her body begin to writhe underneath the weight of his frame.

		"We're going to ruin this couch," Kristin whined.

		"We'll get another," he said cavalierly.

		"Another $2000 couch?"

		"Fuck it!" he said.

		They laughed together, riding the high of strong arousal. It wasn't just Jeff who wanted it badly either. Every time he touched her, the squishy sounds between her legs boosted his confidence. Suddenly all those years of struggling in school, and now the rat race of their young professional careers, seemed completely worth it. Because anything was worth it if it meant being part of this moment with a woman like Kristin.

		"Condom?" she asked.

		He shook his head. "No, no way. I thought you said that you were on the pill. You know I hate wearing those things."

		"I know... But."

		"But what?"

		"But it, sort of, makes you last longer."

		He could feel the tip touching her now, could feel their juices already starting to mingle down there. "Don't worry, I'll last as long as you need. You're so sexy, baby."

		"Promise?"

		"Kristin, I definitely promise."

		About two and a half minutes later, after Jeff had broken his promise, Kristin lay there on the couch, angrily looking up at her red-faced husband as he started apologizing with that fucking sheepish expression that drove her crazy. "Asshole! You promised!"

		"Please don't be mad like that. You know I can't help it."

		A melancholic chuckle escaped her mouth. "Get off me, jerk."

		They were both shy again, both looking in opposite directions as they started to pull their clothes back onto their bodies. Jeff felt terrible, but even more so when Kristin angrily muttered that she wished she hadn't married one of those fucking Irish Minute Men. That hurt, and Jeff knew that she'd merely said it to pay him back for breaking his promise. Grabbing the remote, he watched her step out onto the balcony again. It depressed him slightly to realize that the size of her ass cheeks didn't have the same effect it did earlier. Oh well.

		He turned the TV on. He still felt terrible. Then, in a minute or two, he heard the tell-tale coughing, and he turned in time to see the big dark clouds start to dissipate. Smoking this much weed, this early, was definitely atypical of Kristin, but he figured that she was just letting off some steam. Jeff was certainly in no position to criticize what she did.

		

		2.

		Closing his eyes, Jeff must have drifted off for a few moments, because once again he was woken up by the same pounding as before. He got up. Walked over to the balcony. Outside, she had her face pressed to the glass, looking in impatiently.

		"Kristin?" From the sight of her, he could tell that she was no longer upset, just stoned. Very fucking stoned. "What's wrong?"

		"The door. Fucking cheap thing locked again!"she said, her voice spacey, before bursting into a fit of THC giggles.

		"Exactly how much of that shit did you smoke?" he asked, sounding more like a concerned father now.

		She shook her head. "All of it?"

		"Jesus! That was supposed to last us for two more weeks, Kristin!"

		"Don't judge me!"

		"No, I'm not."

		"Bullshit." Then she just stood there, blinking bloodshot eyes, before tapping the glass several times. "Open up, open up, open up, little piggy! I've come to eat all your snacks!"

		Smiling, he studied her for a moment. Now Jeff was starting to feel his libido return. "Dear, what are you going to give me if I let you back into the apartment?"

		She met his eyes steadily. "No."

		"Come on..."

		"I don't think so." There was no uncertainty in her voice.

		His eyes made a slow and thorough appraisal of her body. "Please, baby?"

		"Forget it. You had your chance, stud," she said, perhaps a little cruelly.

		Stubbornly trying to restore his control, he raised his chin and looked at her defiantly. Her breasts could have been on the cover of a Men's magazine. Her cute little face was tilted at a bratty angle. And if she had charged him his paycheck to drop to her sexy knees and blow him, then he would have gladly paid that and much more. Where was his cool confidence now? Why did his wife affect him so greatly? Okay, she wouldn't have sex with him now. But there was one thing that she could do for him.

		Jeff fidgeted with some dials until music was being piped through the small set of speakers that had came pre-installed on the balcony. Finally he found what he was looking for: a rap song that was the flavor of the month.

		Some African-American gentlemen started singing, "Shake that ass, girl! Show us what yo' momma gave you! Wiggle that ass, girl. Show us you know how to get it!"

		When Jeff came back to the glass door, Kristin was shaking her head, as if confused by the latest goings-on of her ineffectual husband. "So what? You're going to blare rap music at me until I agree to have sex with you? That's your big plan?"

		"That's right." Jeff couldn't believe that his wife was so blithely dismissing his advances. A lesser man might have felt insulted, if not emasculated. "Or, I'll open the door, again, only after you repeat your performance from last night at the club."

		"My performance?"

		"On the dance floor, Kristin. I know that you know what I'm talking about."

		"Oh? ... OH. OH!"

		"Oh is right. After all these years, I've never seen you dance like that before, dear."

		"And you liked it?"

		"Fuck no. I LOVED IT!"

		"Nothing special," she said, casually bracing herself on the glass door for a few seconds. "Just some good old-fashioned booty dancing. I didn't realize you liked that sort of thing."

		"Well that's my deal," he said. "Give me a few minutes of that and I'll let you back inside our apartment. Naturally, you don't have to accept my offer. But getting down is going to be problematic since we live on the 14th floor."

		"Asshole! This is unbelievable."

		The music kept going through the speakers, but the walls were so thick that Jeff could barely hear it unless he pressed his ear to the glass door. "Just give me one song, one full song."

		"Fucking pervert!"

		"You've got talent, dear. You're probably the best ass shaker I've ever seen in real life. You really missed your calling. I'm not sure why you spent all those years going to ultra-competitive schools when you could have just been shaking your ass for money."

		"I'm not a slut," she said. "I think we both know that."

		"And your decision?" he prodded impatiently. "Besides, I saw you last night. It wasn't the alcohol. You liked doing it. And lucky for you, I liked watching it."

		"Well who knew I was married to such a pervert?"

		He shrugged nonchalantly. "So are you going to shake that ass for me, or spend the rest of the day on the balcony, hoping you don't get hungry, get bored, or need to pee?"

		Kristin almost wanted to laugh at the absurdity of the situation. Instead she sighed wearily. To a degree, her husband was correct. Dancing was primal; and had always come natural to her. She'd been told before that she gets "carried away," which is why she normally tried to refrain from dancing too much. While most of her rich, snobby friends had always viewed "booty dancing" as something ironic to do when they got drunk, Kristin had always enjoyed the moment when she lost herself to the pounding, sexual, atavistic rhythm.

		"A new song is about to start," she heard her irritating husband say from inside the apartment. "Come on, you're like poetry in motion, baby."

		She closed her eyes, blocking his face from her view.

		The weed helped too. It caused Kristin to hear the beat better; and then feel the beat. She started slowly —warming up with a simple side-to-side bouncing shuffle-step that immediately illustrated her natural sense of timing and dexterity. The fact that she grew up watching rap videos was more than evident now. The music's beat became clearer in her mind, causing her white legs and white ass to shake and wobble in a provocative way.

		"Get krunk, girl! Get low, girl!" sang the African-American rap artist now. "Arch that back, girl! Spread those phat cheeks, girl!"

		Kristin submitted to all the black man's demands.

		She turned away from her pale husband, bent over at the waist, put her hand underneath her shirt, feeling her tight tummy, and briefly saw her tits bouncing up and down as she succumbed to the tribal music. It was all in the hips. And she pushed her ass cheeks out, wiggling them from side to side, feeling herself get worked up by the suggestive dance moves. She felt her pajama pants tighten and rise on her waist. She knew that the bottoms of her ass cheeks were clearly exposed in this position. It felt good though, dancing like this. To her it was like sex without being penetrated.

		"You need a big cock in ya! That's what I'm all about!" sang the deep African-American voice. "Well let me fuck ya' till your fine ass pass out!"

		She kept her eyes closed, pretending to grind her ass against the crotch of a large man, swinging her hips with him in unison.

		"Be my slut, girl! My fucking slut, girl!"

		She could almost feel him gently lean forward, pressing his muscular body against hers and gently pushing her upper body down so she was bending over more. She was now at a 45 degree angle, white ass cheeks wobbling all over the place. She pretended that he was keeping a hand on her back, keeping her bent over as they grinded, forcing her to submit to all of his dark desires.

		With no conscious thought, she moved forward, grabbed the railing and continued shaking her white booty. At one point she opened her eyes and realized that both her hands were on the ground as her blonde hair fell in her face. She straightened up, started to snap her fingers while pushing her butt out, then side to side, all in perfect rhythm.

		A couple of minutes later, Kristin came to, turned around, and was a little surprised to see her husband standing there, playing with himself. "What are you doing, dear?"

		"I can't help it. You've been dancing like that for like ten minutes!"

		"I have?"

		"Yes, I love it. You're such a sexy girl."

		"Will you let me back inside now?"

		His face answered Kristin's question, even before he said, "Gladly."

		Jeff brushed his lips across Kristin's forehead as he clasped her in a desperate embrace. The rap music was still playing on the balcony, but he couldn't have cared less. He moved his hands to her tiny waist, inhaled the fruity scents of her blonde hair, then reached around and grabbed two big handfuls of her ass. "Mine, all mine," he said, squeezing so hard that she winced and rose to her tippy toes. "Nobody else gets to touch this ass but me. You might as well get one of your butt cheeks tattooed 'Property of Jeff. Trespassers will be shot on sight.' Sound good to you, babe?"

		"Sounds like you're trying to brand me like I was a slave girl."

		"Exactly." He squeezed harder, then gave each cheek a firm slap. "And do you know what I'm going to do with this ass right now?"

		"Let me guess," she said, aware that her own arousal levels had risen from the combination of THC and provocative dancing. "Get on top of me for two or three minutes, then crawl off and start apologizing?"

		"Baby, ain't nobody fucking this ass for only a few minutes. Follow me."

		It turned out to be some of the hottest bedroom time they'd had since getting married.

		Jeff guided his young blonde wife into their bedroom where they immediately began kissing in a long, slow, meaningful way. His penis was rock-hard again, but he decided to keep it trapped in his boxer shorts while he slowly stripped Kristin of all her clothes. Nude, she was achingly beautiful. He felt like he was pushing an angel down onto the bed, then spreading her white legs nice and wide for him.

		Then it was his turn to kick off his clothes so that they were both completely nude. Their skin tones were almost identical in paleness, though when Kristin tanned in the summer she definitely got much darker than him. And a long brief silence hung in the air as he crouched over her on the bed, his fingers gripped around his throbbing member while he took in all of her Nordic beauty.

		Kristin stared up at him, her head propped on a brilliant white pillow. Silky blonde tresses were fanned out in every direction now. Her face was flushed and her creamy smooth legs were open, inviting male attention. She batted her Viking eyes at him, specifically at the area where his boxer shorts bulged. She was already on the verge of losing herself completely to the pleasure of the moment. "What are you doing, honey? I want you inside me. Please hurry and get a condom!"

		He was still on his knees, looking down, savoring the sight below him. He reached down and took one of her breasts in his hands, squeezing it, then rolling the sensitive nipple between his fingers because she'd always loved that. "Please don't make me wear one of those," he whined. "Not right now, anyway. You're so fucking sexy. I want to feel everything."

		"And I don't want you to repeat what happened earlier," she said, immodestly reaching between her legs, then pushing a small, pink middle finger into her wet snatch. She started making squishy sounds while staring up at him. They touched their own bodies for a few intense moments.

		She was holding all the cards now, and he knew it. "Fine, you win, Kristin."

		The problem was that Jeff had always struggled to roll the latex over his member. It was another reason to hate condoms. And so, after a few errant attempts, Kristin grabbed a fresh condom, used her teeth to tear it open, then began to work the rubbery material over his stiff erection.

		"Hold still."

		"I am holding still."

		Jeff didn't immediately lose his erection, or even visibly soften, but there was something mildly humiliating about letting another adult put a condom on him. It had always been a weird feeling, reminding him of young mothers trying to potty train their small children. After she was done, his wife even gave his thigh a little slap, and said, "All done! You're ready to go, tiger!"

		Though this wasn't exactly true either. Because before he could shove his thing up into her body, where it belonged, Kristin let it be known that she wanted him to use his mouth first.

		"You want me to taste you?"

		"Jeff, you do sort of have a magical tongue."

		"Okay. Fine. Can we do 69 then?"

		She wrinkled her nose at him. "Let's just start with this. Don't worry though, you're definitely going to be fucking me soon. I didn't put a condom on you just so you could lick my pussy."

		Hearing his wife's sweet voice use such vulgar language instantly had Jeff panting again. When they first started dating, he used to eat Kristin's pussy all the time. It wasn't that he especially enjoyed it, rather it seemed like the best way to get her to fuck him. Later, by the time they tied the knot, pussy eating was an infrequent activity in their bedroom.

		Lucky for her, he still remembered how to use his mouth.

		Jeff left a trail of kisses down his wife's neck and chest. When he reached her breasts, Jeff closed his lips and sucked a hard nipple into his mouth. Kristin stiffened at the contact. Jeff alternated his attention from one breast to the other. He sucked and kissed, tasting and teasing the hard little nipples as he eased his body between Kristin's legs. She stiffened for a second before opening her thighs and allowing her husband to settle into place. By the time his lips reached Kristin's hairless mound, Jeff was kneeling on the bed, pushing open his wife's thighs while she squeezed her eyes shut and tilted her head backward. Her breath came in short, quick gasps.

		"Oh yes, baby," she cried in anticipation. "I love it when you eat me down there. You're so good at it!"

		"Damn right, baby. You taste just like heaven."

		Jeff's next words were muffled when his wife grabbed the back of his head, pushing his face into the space between her legs. They both let out a moan at the same time. Then her husband placed the tip of his tongue on Kristin's nether lips and licked downward.

		"Yes, Jeff! YESSS!"

		He removed his mouth and kissed the inside of Kristin's trembling thighs. He kissed her opening, tasting the juices that had collected between her pink lips. Jeff flattened his tongue and licked between the soft folds of tender flesh. He avoided the nub at the top of the slit, concentrating instead on the glistening petals of Kristin's tingling flower. Jeff licked her like no man had ever done. His touch was delicate and precise. It was almost as though he had a map diagramming the location of every nerve ending in his wife's body. His lips were like warm velvet and his tongue carried electrical current that excited the flesh in ways Kristin never felt before. Every contact of Jeff's mouth aroused another part of Kristin's pussy. Kristin knew a climax was near, but Jeff's light touch and deliberate pace kept the orgasm at bay.

		"Oh yeah, you like that, baby?" Jeff said, staring up from between his wife's legs, studying Kristin's face while she writhed around on the pillows. "You like the way that feels?"

		"Yes, baby, YES! Eat that pussy, boy!"

		She clamped her thighs around his ears and tried pushing his head back down into its rightful place, but the strength was already starting to leave her body.

		Encouraged more than ever, Jeff pushed Kristin's knees back into her chest, opening her crotch for a full-fledged assault. He attached his mouth to Kristin's pussy and sucked. He licked and sucked her pussy lips, swallowing all her sweet juices as if they were water in the desert. Kristin's face got hot as she pinched her nipples and squeezed the bed's comforter. She didn't know how much longer she could maintain this balance on the precipice of her orgasm, but she knew what she needed to get off of it.

		That was all Jeff needed to hear. He slammed one of his fingers up inside her anus, while refocusing his attention on her throbbing clit. He licked it on all sides while fucking her asshole with his finger.

		"HOLY SHIT, JEFF!" Kristin spread her arms wide to grab the sides of the bed, arched her back, and exploded. She twisted and strained her body against the comforter that they would have to get professionally cleaned. Her arms thrashed and smacked the headboard, but very little noise escaped her lips. It was almost as though she were trying to keep it all inside. Jeff continued sucking on Kristin's clit, while Kristin continued soaring higher and higher on a wave of pleasure. Her senses overloaded, she grabbed a fistful of Jeff's hair and jerked his face from her crotch.

		Just like that they were kissing, mouths mashed together, as Jeff fed his wife her own juices.

		"Can I put it in you now?" he begged of his wife.

		She demurred.

		Her arousal allowed him to slide right in with no problem at all. Suddenly his entire prick was covered with a wetness and heat that sent jolts of electricity down his spine. He hooked his arms underneath her knees and pressed down with all his weight until his balls were resting against her anus.

		"You look so sexy like this, Kristin," her husband said, pausing for a few moments, letting her get used to being impaled on his five inches of manhood.

		"Hmmmmm..." she moaned, licking her lips.

		"You like that big dick inside you now?"

		"I love it, baby."

		"Tell me if I'm hurting you."

		"Okay, I will tell you, baby."

		A second later, he withdrew his swollen pink shaft, leaving just his engorged tip inside her drenched slit. One of Kristin's hands dropped between her legs and she began furiously rubbing her clit while he pushed his dick back inside her. He slid right in, all the way, and felt his balls smack against her bottom again.

		"Faster, baby!" she demanded. "Harder, fuck me harder!"

		"You want it harder, baby? Okay, I'll fuck this little pussy harder."

		After two or three minutes of savage pounding, Jeff let out a lusty grunt of satisfaction and his wife answered with her own shriek of orgasmic delight. His penis slipped loose from her tight pocket and he ripped off the condom in time for a creamy fountain of cum to spurt across her flat tummy and breasts. Both of their bodies were furnaces as he collapsed onto her, trying to catch his breath, not even caring that he was laying in his own creamy seed now.

		"Holy fuck, Kristin! Wow!"

		"I know, right."

		When he finally managed to push himself off, his wife complained about how sticky their skin was. Jeff smiled happily though, rolling over on his back so that they were both staring up at the slow-moving ceiling fan. The bed was surrounded by discarded clothing, and several pillows were on the floor, giving their bedroom the semblance of a crime scene. He was the first to break the silence. "Wow. Kristin. What just happened?"

		"I'm not sure, but we both need a shower, stud."

		"Stud, huh?" he chuckled, confidently.

		"Definitely. I can't recall the last time that I came like that," his wife admitted, raking her nails down his chest now. Her husband didn't have the hard, lean body of a warrior, but she still admired how sensitive and charming he could be when he wanted. "Holy fuck, Jeff! I knew there was a reason I married you!"

		"And damn your moves. That ass. Dancing like that should be illegal."

		"In certain places, it is."

		He got up, proudly displaying his glistening nakedness, his manhood which was shriveled, but still a little plump. "Well, just let that be a warning, baby. Don't go dancing like that around me unless you want to get eaten out and have your brains fucked out."

		"Is that a fact?" Kristin said, raising her eyebrow with serious female consideration.

		

		3.

		For the next few happy months, it sort of became their thing.

		It seemed like every few days Kristin was "accidentally" locking herself out on their balcony. Jeff had never seen his wife so clumsy before; and he absolutely loved it. During the busy work week, it was always late at night, after dinner, after a glass of wine, and after his wife went outside for a few hits of her sleep-inducing medication. Sometimes he would just hear her coughs and then the balcony door slide across its track. But every now and then...

		For Jeff, an apologetic knock on the sliding glass door triggered the same urgent response that had caused Pavlov's dogs to start salivating. Only it wasn't food he wanted to eat. It was something much better.

		And then he would be standing there, hiding his immense joy behind a serious expression, as each time he repeated his lines nearly verbatim: "Naturally, you don't have to accept my offer. But getting down is going to be problematic since we live on the 14th floor."

		It was like a drug to them. It was their only kink. For such a vanilla couple, it was clear that Jeff enjoyed the voyeurism aspect of the erotic situation as much as his wife enjoyed the wild exhibitionism of her 'forced' dancing. Sometimes she would even plead with him, call him harsh names, and threaten revenge. This turned him on even more. He always played rap music for her. And his wife always gave him an erection by the time he was letting her back in the apartment, guiding her directly to their bedroom, where they oftentimes giggled and shucked each other's clothes like horny teenagers.

		"Thank god for those speakers!" he said one night as they laid in bed with flushed faces and sweaty hair.

		"I know, right!" she said, trying to maneuver out of the giant wet spot on the bed. "We're a couple of f-r-e-a-k-s!"

		His brain still warm and fuzzy from the post- coital rush of endorphins, he said, "This ain't so bad. Compared to our friends, I'd say we are pretty tame. Some might even say lame."

		"Whatever it is, keep up the good work," she encouraged her husband. "Your tongue is a gift from god."

		He frowned a little. "Hey, what about my dick?"

		"Not bad either," she said with a wicked grin. "By the way, were you recording me tonight?"

		He glanced at his phone on the nightstand. He didn't realize that she'd seen him doing so. "Booty dancing, yes. Fucking, no."

		She said right away, "Is my face in the video?"

		"Not really, no."

		"Don't post that shit. I'm serious, Jeff!"

		He was just happy that she didn't get upset, or make him delete the video. "Actually, Kristin, I'm way too jealous to post your ass online. Maybe fifty years from now I'll show some people. But right now, that ass is all mine."

		"Shower time, stud!"

		"Anything you say, my booty queen."

		And for a moment, it seemed like they were living the perfect life, balancing competitive careers, social obligations, physical health, recreational drug use, and amazing sex in the bedroom.
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		Things started to go downhill for the couple when Kristin's job at a Publishing House was abruptly terminated.

		She'd been given almost no warning, and her severance package was laughable. Jeff came home from work to find his wife on her second bottle of Chardonnay, trying to seem cool and indifferent when it was clear she'd been crying. Publishing was her dream career and the chances of finding something similar were slim to none. She explained to her husband that the entire industry was undergoing monumental changes, none of them good for her —something she'd always been aware of, but had vehemently tried to ignore. At least, until she was fired.

		To make matters worse, they needed the money. Badly.

		Between Jeff's exorbitant student loans and his wife's love of the finer things in life, they had essentially been living month-to-month already. Upon some deliberation, and pretty drunk off her ass, it was Kristin who suggested the couple take up her father's earlier offer for financial assistance. Jeff's parents were barely scraping by out in the middle of Kentucky, but Kristin came from some real Los Angeles money. But no matter how bad the situation was, there was no way that Jeff would allow himself to become beholden to a man who still pretended to confuse Jeff for one of the waiters.

		"No fucking way," he told his wife. "I'll find a way to make more money. I'll start bartending again at night if that's what it takes until you find another job. I'm serious, Kristin."

		"Be reasonable, Jeff," his wife said. "How can you work another job? Your boss works you to the bone already."

		"I'll find a way."

		In the end, it was Kristin who turned out to find a way. One of her college friends was moving to the city and needed a place to stay. The couple had been using the spare bedroom as an extra office/work-out room, so it wouldn't be too hard to convert the space into a nice, costly rental unit. Jeff wouldn't be able to retire now, but the addition in income would be enough to get them by until Kristin was bringing home a paycheck again.

		"Is she cool?" he asked, reluctant to bring another person into their happily married home.

		More out of curiosity than anything, Kristin booted up her laptop and found her friend's latest selfies. "Still pretty as ever, I guess."

		Jeff affected indifference while his penis shot to life. His eyes moved over McKenzie's pictures, trying to remember every single detail so that later he would be able to use them for his own private pleasure.

		The girl wasn't just attractive, she was like a fantasy come to life.

		Having spent the past few weeks in the Caribbean, McKenzie’s latest photos were mostly bikini shots. And all of the photos looked like they could have been done professionally. Maybe they were too, because McKenzie was definitely hot enough to be a professional model.

		With her smooth tanned skin, shoulder length blonde hair, and curving figure, she looked to Jeff like a slightly taller version of his wife. Only McKenzie's face was far more stunning and photogenic. Her lean face had well-defined cheekbones, but a mouth with a soft, full lower lip. As a connoisseur, with vast experience of looking at professional models, he recognized her potential to be on the cover of magazines. But it was the skimpiness of her string bikinis that showcased her extremely rarefied gene pool that a guy like Jeff could only dream of dipping his toe in. She was voluptuous in some areas, and model-skinny in other ones. He'd seen Victoria's Secret models that would have looked frumpy around McKenzie. Much less his own wife.

		At some point, Jeff realized that Kristin was staring at him in a contemptuous way. He hastily consulted his wristwatch. "Yeah, but is she cool though?"

		His wife clicked the photos off her laptop. "McKenzie? Yeah, I suppose you could say that she's cool. Last time I saw her, she was traveling around the world on some rich guy's yacht. But from what she's told me, she's ready to settle down now that she has a pretty great job at a PR firm. I wouldn't worry dear, none of us are getting younger. And I think that McKenzie's Jell-O shot days are far behind her."

		They weren't.

		Kristin, for all her seeming good judgment, had seriously underestimated how problematic it would be to share a roof with someone like McKenzie.

		When they met her at the Arrivals section, McKenzie was wearing skin tight blue jeans and a white tank top that nicely shaped her size C breasts. She was even hotter in real life. Every guy in the airport was breaking his neck to check her out. After Jeff deftly flattened his own erection against his pelvis, he was able to appreciate all of the envious looks he was getting from strangers wondering how a schmuck like him could be escorting two beautiful blondes, especially McKenzie. Unfortunately, this would be as good as it got for him.

		After one or two festive nights of expensive restaurants and bar-hopping, Jeff had expected things to calm down —with the novelty of the situation being supplanted by the pressures of the work week.

		Instead, McKenzie started dragging Kristin out every single night on her endless quest to get as drunk as possible, and hook up with as many finance-type guys as possible. And when Kristin finally stopped going out, McKenzie went alone, invariably stumbling back home around 2 AM with another stockbroker, both exceptionally inebriated, and neither one giving a shit that their loud, disgusting, drunk sex could be heard in every square inch of the apartment.

		Things had to stop. It was a tense married couple that sat on their bed each night, before going to sleep, discussing in hushed tones how to get rid of their tenet as quickly as possible. Even Kristin was fed up with the bullshit. They were starting to get desperate. McKenzie’s partying was out of control. Her PR job had obviously fallen through, but she never seemed short of money, and to complicate matters further, she'd already paid Kristin for the next several months.

		"Well," said Jeff, hoping to reassure his frazzled-looking wife, "at least things can't get any worse for us."

		The next day it was Kristin who received an email from McKenzie explaining how circumstances had forced her to alter her living arrangement.

		In short, the irresponsible blonde beauty was moving out, in fact had already done so, and likewise already found someone to take over her rent with a sublease. And so, as it turned out, Jeff had been wrong. Things had gotten worse. Much worse.

		"A sublease!" Jeff exploded after his wife called with the news. Although such a situation seemed inconceivable, the grim silence on the other end of the phone confirmed that it was the truth. "The fucking bitch! Clearly she just picked the first person who replied. Can she even do that?"

		"Apparently so," Kristin said fretfully, explaining how she'd spent the afternoon exploring the couple's legal options in the matter. "I'm so sorry, dear. This is so all my fault."

		Although he agreed with her completely, Jeff knew that this was not the time or place for such an argument. "How long is the rest of her lease for?"

		"A little over three months."

		"And do we know anything about this new mystery person? Male or female? Mental case, maybe? That would be fun. Another party girl maybe?"

		Kristin wasn't sure. All that McKenzie’s hastily written email said on the matter was that the new tenet was: male, single, mature, responsible, and worked in the city. And so, a couple of days later, Jeff was working late at the office, when he got the urgent call from his wife that their new "roommate" had just arrived with his own set of keys.

		Jeff, pulse racing, nearly broke his thin neck trying to get back home to see this new mystery person.

		His name was Carl Washington.

		He was a tall man with a very dark black complexion. His body was thick with muscle. He was wearing a pair of athletic shorts and a sweatshirt with the sleeves cut off. It was hard to tell his age, but he was definitely older than Jeff and Kristin. The man had an intense, unfriendly face that radiated something primal and scary. His white teeth were perfect though, and a well-groomed medium-length beard turned his face into a black triangle. He wasn't necessarily handsome, just intimidating. He seemed to be well aware of the effect he was having on the younger white couple, who exchanged worried glances and talked with shrill voices.

		After Jeff managed to get some of the blood back into his face, he said, "So Carl, what do you do?"

		In a rough voice, Carl replied, "I do lots of things. What do you do?"

		Jeff tried to explain. But after a while, Carl seemed to lose interest, and pulled out his phone while the husband kept blabbering on. Seeing this, Jeff blew out a breath of exasperation and looked toward his wife for assistance. She had a knack for smoothing over any ripples in the social fabric. As she worked her verbal magic, Carl finally removed his doo-rag and sunglasses, revealing a shaved ebony skull that seemed to be marred with bulging veins where his hairline used to grow. And his eyes were both hungry and bored at the same time.

		"And what about you, shorty? What do you do?" Carl said, addressing Kristin. "Let me guess. You a model?"

		Kristin fought back a blush before answering him. "I'm looking for a new position. But I used to be in Publishing."

		"Cool. Books and shit," Carl said, folding his black thick arms over his chest. "What happened with your old gig?"

		"Well, it's sort of a long story," Kristin said, sounding about ten years younger than her age. "I'm sure you don't want to hear it."

		"Yes I do."

		That first night was the toughest. Jeff stayed in the kitchen with his wife until all the initial pleasantries could be commenced for the evening. Knowing that their hands were tied, he did his best to seem as welcoming and casual and non-threatened by their new tenet as possible. It was easier to let Kristin do all the talking. But later, during an anxious lull in the conversation, Jeff started to tell Carl about a funny neighbor, an older lady with some cats, when the irritable black man abruptly went into the living room, reached for the TV's remote control, and sprawled across the couple's $2000 couch. Trying to laugh it off, Jeff turned his eye back to his wife, who was staring at him skeptically.

		It wasn't going to be easy, but it also wasn't going to be impossible.

		Over the next few weeks there were some changes in the apartment. The married couple now spent far more time in their bedroom, with the door locked. At night, Carl had a tendency to commandeer the TV with sports and HBO movies. During the day, Kristin had a tendency to be running errands while Jeff was at work. Though the couple noticed, much to their delight, that Carl maintained a pretty normal work schedule during the week. They were pleased to not have to deal with the late night interruptions. So there were benefits too. And then, out of the daily gloom of their lives, came a little sunshine.

		After a month of pounding the pavement with her resume, Kristin started hearing back from employers who were scheduling job interviews. Her optimism was contagious. Things were looking good. A couple of months from now they might be back on their feet, with nobody else interrupting the rhythm of their lives. And so, one night, after a much needed "date night," Jeff even came back to the apartment, feeling tipsy enough to have a few beers with Carl.

		They were out on the balcony. Kristin was in the bedroom, having a drunken conversation with one of her sisters who'd just gotten pregnant.

		"I forgot how nice this balcony was," Jeff said, starting to get a cross buzz just from the secondhand smoke. "You ever come out here, Carl?"

		"Plenty of time," said the black man, smoking a joint now.

		"Hey, just be careful with that balcony door," Jeff said, having lost track of how many beers he'd had that night. "It tends to lock itself."

		Carl blew out a big lungful of smoke, his dark eyes glittering in the chilly night. "Lock how?"

		Jeff was thinking that this was the longest conversation he'd ever had with Carl. "We've been meaning to get that fixed. But yeah, that's why I normally don't slide the glass all the way. Did we mention that before?"

		"Naw, damn sure didn't," Carl responded. "Anyone ever get themselves locked outside yet?"

		"Actually, it's a funny story."

		Then Carl handed Jeff the joint, waited for him to take it, before saying, "I'm all ears, whiteboy."
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		The weird thing was, Kristin hadn't even planned on going out with the girls that night —much less doing all those shots.

		The bad news came Wednesday. It was a few days away from the couple's "date night," when her husband called with the heartbreaking information that not only would he have to cancel, but also his boss was sending him out of town that weekend. That meant she would be alone with Carl for a couple of days. Kristin could hear the genuine concern in his voice. So they both agreed that it was best for her to avoid the common areas of the apartment until Jeff could return. Her big strong hubby.

		"And Kristin," he said in earnest, "let's not mention to our guest that I'll be out of town. You know, just to be safe."

		She shuddered at the implication of his warning. "That's the last thing I need."

		Then Friday morning came around and Jeff wrapped his suitcase up in a blanket before bringing it down to the car. Kristin was already up and drove them to the airport, exchanging tender farewell kisses amidst the honking horns and shouting policemen. Her daily planner was already brimming with activities to keep her busy until night, but around noon, just after her spinning class, she received several urgent messages from girlfriends who insisted she meet them tonight in the city. At first Kristin was reluctant, but then the thought of a Girls Night Out started to feel like a pretty good way to spend a husband-less evening.

		She returned just after 3 in the afternoon. Much to her relief, there were no signs of the surly, older, black guy who barely said a word to her or her husband these days. Instead, there was just a nice, clean, empty apartment. For a second she almost forgot how shitty things had recently become.

		By 5 P.M. Kristin had poured herself a much-deserved glass of wine and began the intricate grooming rituals of a young woman about to present herself to polite society.

		Getting ready was half the fun. The dress she'd chosen was a thin, stretchy, strapless powder-blue party dress, which she just so happened to have the perfect ankle boots for. Besides the fact that she'd gotten the dress for a fraction of its $1000 price tag, Kristin liked the dress because it brought out her eyes, exaggerated her female curves, and always received many compliments from both men and women. Although perhaps her own husband didn't share her enthusiasm, complaining that the dress barely covered her ass —and every time she sat down she was in danger of flashing her pussy to the world.

		"Well, that's what panties are for," she said to herself, certainly feeling the wine start to do its magic already.

		She poured a little bit more into her glass.

		She wasn't drunk. But a few hours later, when she came teetering out of the apartment on her ankle boots, her blonde hair done up in curls, smelling and looking like a million bucks, Kristin almost didn't even notice that Carl was still gone. Rather, there was just her Uber driver, ready to take her downtown to that Martini bar where the girls had planned to meet.

		It started off like most Girls Only Nights.

		Hugs, hugs, and more hugs. Everyone was super excited to see each other, and everyone had major updates in their personal lives. Hoes before bros. But after a few hours of different bars, and clubs, and standing in lines, and waiting for toilets, and too many free shots, some members of their attractive group started getting too intoxicated to do anything but stare at their phones while drunkenly texting boyfriends and husbands. There were a few exceptions, and Kristin was one of them. She would wait until she got home to text her husband. Tonight wasn't about him. It was about her being tipsy, and laughing and dancing as much as she wanted. Still, after shooing away an endless line of drunk yuppies trying to dry-hump her on the dance floor, Kristin decided to call it a night, hugged all her girlfriends goodbye, and waited for the Uber to take her back home.

		Jangling the keys as she opened the front door, she felt an almost orgasmic sense of relief when she saw that there was no Carl still.

		The boots were the first thing off, then there was a quick pee break, before Kristin chanced another visit into the kitchen for some food and supplies before barricading the bedroom door for the night.

		"Jackpot!"

		Things were looking up when she saw some Diet Cokes and leftover pizza that had her name written all over it. No salads for this hungry girl. Feeling like a million bucks, and wondering what Netflix Rom-Com she was going to boot up tonight, she was already headed back to the sanctuary of her bedroom when she passed by the balcony.

		Was there any left?

		She paused, set her food and drinks down.

		Did she have any weed left?

		She went outside, her small bare feet pricked by the balcony's cold cement. Then came sheer jubilation when she saw the glass pipe, baggie, and Bic lighter they'd kept stashed behind a potted cactus plant.

		"Hell yeah," she giggled, taking some weed out —a second later exhaling a big smelly cloud of pot smoke that left her coughing for what felt like an eternity. It smelled fantastic. But it also hit her at once, much stronger than she expected, and Kristin started giggling uncontrollably to herself, holding the pipe, forgetting that she was still holding the glass pipe, while trying to remember where she was and what she was supposed to be doing at the moment.

		"Too strong," she said to herself, "this shit is strong. Damn cross buzz." And though she knew better already, she couldn't refrain from lighting the bowl again, taking one more lethal hit for the night. It was supposed to be her last hit, the one that would guarantee that the cold pizza and Diet Cokes would taste like the ambrosia and nectar fit for a true goddess.

		Kristin's sensitive lungs had already begun to refill with smoke when lights started turning on in her apartment.

		She froze.

		Or tried to freeze, since soon she began coughing just as badly as before. As high as she was, the last thing she wanted was another person around her, much less, a person like Carl. Like a small scared rabbit, she sat there on the balcony, shivering from the cold, wishing that she'd brought some shoes or jacket to protect her from all this freezing high-rise wind, while she waited for signs that the coast was clear.

		"Fuck, fuck, fuck," she said, experiencing a strange mix of fear, anxiety, and the euphoria that comes from extremely potent weed. "Be cool, be cool, please be cool."

		After what felt like three hours, or three months, and what was probably more like two minutes, Kristin put her stash back and started to cautiously edge her way back towards the sliding door. She was still telling herself to be cool.

		"I'm too high for this, I'm too fucking high for this," she said, shivering like a leaf now, and on the verge of a clinical case of marijuana-induced panic attack.

		Before she got the door, however, she was hit with a hurricane of sensory overload. Lights exploded all around her, causing her to cry out as she shielded her dilated pupils. And then there was sound, music that was turned way too loud for her delicate and sensitive ear drums. Kristin shrieked and then just stood there, holding her hands up in a protective gesture, unsure of what was happening to her, or why.

		Then, to add to her scrambled brain, she heard a strange, deep, masculine voice say, "You looking good tonight, girl. So fine. You looking real good."

		Confused as ever, Kristin stood there for a long time, wanting back inside where it was warm, but also not wanting to move an inch, but also knowing that it was way too cold out here to stay.

		Trembling, she stuck her hand out and tried to pull on what she assumed was the door handle. Or maybe it wasn't the door handle since it didn't move. She tried again, and again. Her heart was already going a million miles a second when she heard it again. The voice was as deep and authoritative and disembodied as the Voice of God itself. It seemed to be emanating from the clouds in the dark sky. "What's wrong, girl? Well, well, well. You lock your fine ass out again?"

		Afraid, she nodded to the holy voice. She was still too high to realize that it was Carl who'd turned on the porch lights and cranked up the rap music through the outside speakers. All of this she would eventually realize, but right then she felt herself at the mercy of a figure too powerful to contend with. For now the voice controlled her. Her destiny was not in her own hands. The world was spinning. Everything out of control. There was no need to resist.

		In a small, shaky voice, she tried her best to reply respectfully, "Yes... yes, um, I did actually. Can you let me back inside? Please?"

		There was a long pause. Several decades went by. And then the deep voice laughed a booming laugh, before saying, "You know the price. The price is a dance."

		Her ears perked, but she wasn't sure if she could believe them yet. "A dance? What?"

		"House rules, girl."

		The voice wasn't so unfamiliar and ethereal now, and Kristin could almost swear she'd heard it before. "You want me to dance for you? Now?"

		"Or stay out there all damn night. Makes no difference to me."

		Clouds parted. Her brain was slowly putting some rather obvious puzzle pieces together. "Carl?"

		"Lock yourself out," he said, unmoved by her emotional plea. "Dance your white bubble butt back inside. I heard you got the moves."

		The cold concrete was making her dance a little already, and another bone-cutting wind swept through, turning her nose and ears a bright red. "Carl, I'm serious, please open the door."

		He didn't.

		"It's cold out here, Carl," she said. "Who told you that?"

		"Your husband."

		"No he didn't."

		"He even showed me the video."

		"What the —?" As she turned around, Kristin began pulling and tugging at her dress, regretting that she'd chosen something so revealing. Her face and shoulders were tense. Her toes were like icicles now. And already she could feel a twinge of self-loathing from what she was about to do. Had to do.

		The black man began clicking his fingernails against the glass door. "Still waiting to see you bounce that white ass."

		With a grimace, she was still searching for ways to get out of this predicament. But when the next song started, she automatically started swaying from side to side, reluctantly at first, but still getting into it a bit more. Then she was becoming less anxious and more animated. Less than a minute into the song, her hands dropped to her knees, and she pushed her pelvis back, causing the meaty bottom of her ass cheeks to jiggle.

		"Get it girl," Carl said, watching through slitted eyes. He saw how the white woman's short dress had already risen up dangerously high, exposing the backs of her fleshy upper thighs as they flowed into her curvy female backside. He could see enough to know that she was wearing a thong and that she had the sort of bubble butt that he would never get bored looking at, and touching, and fucking.

		Already Kristin was starting to lose herself to the music and her dancing showed it. Her lower half became more provocative in its movements, while her curly blonde hair thrashed from side to side. Twitching her hips, she ran the palm of her hand down her flat stomach, then bent forward, pushing her ass up in the air, and reached out to clutch the iron framework of the railing. She held this incredibly pornographic pose for nearly a full minute, teasing her audience with her full moon cheeks.

		Carl's cock was fully hard now. This prim and proper white wife had exceeded all of his expectations. Not only had she been blessed with some curves, but she knew how to shake them.

		She still had her back to him, shaking and shimmering, and sometimes she would be standing up straight, then she'd seductively bend forward so that her head was knee-level, and her ass was spread wide and invitingly up in the air.

		Carl felt his big balls ache. What was she trying to do to him? He thought he knew what she was trying to do now. No way her whiteboy husband was hitting that right. As he started to stroke his fat erection through his pants, Carl thought that Kristin was definitely too much woman for most whiteboys.

		Kristin was still booty dancing.

		She stayed at the railing for a while, before turning diagonally, in perfect beat, so that Carl could now see both the right side of her face and her entire right ass cheek. All of her reluctance and humility had vanished. The humiliation she'd felt earlier was now replaced with a primal yearning that resonated deep in her loins. Dancing like this wasn't just about the celebration, though that was certainly part of it, it was also about performing that ancestral ritual of displaying herself in order to attract the biggest, strongest warrior. She reached back and slapped her own ass with a loud smack, causing the white meat to wobble around attractively. It was like she was using her own ass to lure him into her. Who was man enough to handle a woman like her? Who thought they had the strength and nerve to tame her wild instincts?

		Carl's expression became cold and determined as he watched.

		"Oh you getting black cock tonight, bitch, sexy ass white bitch. Keep dancing like that. I'm going to break that married pussy."

		And for the next few minutes, the only thing in the world was Kristin's pink thong being eaten up by her plump round white ass.

		

		6.

		The music stopped.

		And when Kristin pried her eyes open, the place between her thighs burned and she was hot all over despite the freezing temperatures outside. Then she saw that she was alone and that the sliding glass door was opened several inches.

		There was no sign of Carl.

		As she pulled her dress down over her ass again, pulled on her tiny thong to remove the wedgie, and entered the apartment, there was a pervading sense that she'd imagined the whole episode.

		Her mouth was beyond dry. And she realized that she was still too high to do much more than grab some food and head back to the sanctity of her bedroom. She shoved the cold pizza into the microwave, grabbed a bottle of ice cold water, and left.

		She was in a fun, giggly mood again as she tip toed down the hallway, stopping in her tracks when she saw the bathroom door slightly ajar.

		There he was. Carl was standing over the toilet. He was shirtless now, his back rippling with muscles. In her current mental state, he looked like a gladiator to Kristin. He must have been peeing, but she couldn't hear any water. Then she saw it: his big right shoulder moving up and down like a piston. Unable to stop herself, she got closer, and from her new angle, the curious white wife was able to see Carl's tightly coiled fingers as he furiously gripped the biggest cock she'd ever seen in her life.

		"Oh dear..." She covered her mouth to hide the gasp before it could escape her lips.

		He was jerking off!

		Gross!

		Or was it?

		She wasn't sure. She knew that she shouldn't be doing this, and she'd seen her husband jerk his dick off before, but this was so different. Carl's jeans hung loosely on his hips. The ebony appendage protruded from his muscular waist like a third leg. Even one of Carl's massive hands was barely big enough to wrap around his intimidating black girth. She could see how swollen it looked, how the veins stood out against the smooth charcoal-black flesh. The space between her legs grew hotter by the second. Kristin was paralyzed, mesmerized by the sight of something so dark and veiny and evil-looking.

		Without warning, the microwave beeped, causing them to look up at the same time.

		Eyes met. Now he was making eye contact with the white woman through the reflection of the bathroom mirror. She nearly fainted. His face was stone, menacing, and she stumbled backward in the narrow hallway.

		"Oh no!"

		"Ever heard of privacy? For fucks sake!" In a flash, Carl was standing in the hallway with Kristin, his hand still gripping the giant black organ angrily jutting out of his boxers. "You like to watch other people, huh?"

		Once Kristin had regained some composure, she shook her head. "No, sorry Carl. The door was just left open... And I, and I was just sort of walking by."

		Carl let go of his cock, which bobbled up and down a few times like a diving board. "I thought that you just liked it when other people watched you. Shaking that phat ass. Guess I was wrong."

		Kristin retreated until she could feel her back rub against the wall. She was trapped. From the corner of her eye she could see her bedroom door, but the psychedelic effects of the weed suddenly stretched the distance into an inconceivable length so that she felt she could run for the rest of her life and still not get there. "I'm... I'm...."

		"What's wrong? Nobody's going to hurt you, sexy."

		His voice snapped her back to reality and she saw that he was standing there, close enough to reach out and touch her now. He had her pinned. Helpless. Her mind reeled. He was still shirtless and her weed-enhanced senses picked up several of his ultra-masculine body odors at once. They filled her head, clogging her thoughts with a musky smell that was strangely arousing her. Still though, she wanted no part of this man's company, especially not now, and so she told him as much.

		Carl laughed. "Ain't nobody stopping you. Besides, you're the one that's been staring at my Johnson like a hungry bitch in heat."

		Her foggy brain was still struggling to catch up with reality, but Kristin suddenly realized that she'd been openly gawking at the man's black erection, where his slimy black phallus was still trying to reach out and touch her.

		He smirked at her reaction now. "See what you did to me?"

		It was surreal. "No way. I was just minding my own business when you —"

		He cut her off with a single, slight gesture of his hand. "Bitch are you crazy?"

		She blinked her pitiful blue eyes up at him in a pleading, submissive way.

		He said, "First of all, you smoke my weed, my good weed! Then you start teasing me. Shaking your ass. Showing me them cheeks and your little pink thong."

		Kristin's thoughts continued to swim.

		He continued. "Do you think it's funny to get BBCs hard and then walk away?"

		"BBC?" she innocently muttered.

		"Big black cocks," he said in a contemptuous manner. "Please, we both know that bubble butt of yours is a BBC magnet."

		"It is?" Kristin knew the truth of his words, at least part of it, and she flexed her jaw at him in opposition. "Well, I'm sorry, Carl, that I smoked your weed, but I didn't know the weed was yours. How much do you want?"

		"I don't want money."

		"I'm afraid that's all I can offer."

		"You fucked up, white girl. That was very expensive weed, very rare kind of weed," he said. "I don't want your money, but I will take some more of your dancing. Shall we say ten minutes of ass shaking for me, and just for me?"

		This was a terrible idea, bordering on a nightmare for her. And all of Kristin's feminine instincts were telling her to run away from this man as fast as possible. Both of them had already crossed boundaries which should have never been crossed. But the longer she stood there, the more her thinking seemed to become cloudier, until with a small shrug of indifference, she found herself telling the intimidating older black man, "Fine, ten minutes. You're such a fucking pervert! And no touching!"

		He put his hands up in the air like someone afraid they were going to get shot. "I just want to see you work it some more."

		"And put your clothes back on," she demanded.

		"Whatever, my little snowbunny," he said, quickly grabbing his T-shirt from the bathroom.

		"And no fucking touching Carl!" she reiterated.

		It took Carl a full one second before he'd broken the first rule. Because before she had time to respond, he'd grabbed Kristin's wrist and started dragging her towards his bedroom.

		"Wait, where are we going?"

		The whole way there, Kristin protested but he didn't seem to hear. His grip on her wrist was a strength that she'd never felt before. His hands were so big that it was like he could have had two or three of her wrists in one grip.

		"Don't ask stupid questions."

		It was her first time in the bedroom since McKenzie had moved out. Kristin had barely enough time to take in her new surroundings before Carl had shut the bedroom door. The sound of him turning the locks brought on fresh discomfort for her, but she also became aware that another part of her body was throbbing, felt full to bursting. Carl wasted no time in preparing the scene for them. He killed the harsh overhead lights in favor for several lecherous red bulbs strategically placed around the room for maximum seedy effect. Then he turned on some music. It was rap.

		He turned to her with a big grin. "All ready. And remember, that was some expensive-ass weed."

		She turned away from him, blushing. "...your penis, Carl."

		"Yeah, can't stop thinking about it, huh?"

		Her obvious embarrassment was evident in her voice now. "No, it's still sticking out of your pants. Can you please put your penis up? I can still see it."

		Carl was undaunted by the white wife's disapproval. "First of all, it's not called a penis, it's called a cock," the black man said, making eye contact with her as he pushed his black monster back into his pants. Then, for her edification, he added, "Penises are small and pale. Cocks are big and dark."

		Unfortunately, on that particular day, Carl happened to be wearing the tightest pair of jeans he owned and so after he was done, Kristin could still plainly make out the large outline of his organ as it pressed against the denim fabric. She could almost discern that line where the shaft and head met. For a quick second, she lost control of her thoughts, and she wondered if Carl was the result of a human mating with a horse.

		"Where did you learn to dance like that?" Carl said, going back to his stereo. "You been dating lots of black men?"

		She shook her head no.

		"Your twerking is insane, white girl. Been hanging out with black girls then?"

		"No, not really," Kristin said, looking around the sparsely decorated room, wondering how the fuck she managed to get herself in this predicament. "I guess it just comes natural."

		"Well you dance like a black girl. That's a compliment."

		"Thanks, I guess."

		"Black girls got this natural rhythm that goes along with their fertility. I've always thought those two things were related."

		"Well I guess I've never thought of that before," was all Kristin could think of for a response.

		"No, I guess you haven't," Carl said, peeling his T-shirt off and tossing it onto the messy floor. He turned back, allowing her to take in his well-built body which looked big and strong all over, though lacking the definition of someone who was dedicated to a healthy lifestyle. "Do you want to know what I was thinking the first time I saw you, Kristin?"

		For a second it almost felt like the effects of the weed were starting to lessen. She gave him a polite smile, but when she saw how his hand had dropped to the front of his pants again, grazing the tented part now as he looked at her, she vehemently shook her head no. "It's none of my business."

		"Suit yourself."

		Just like that, however, a new wave of disorienting euphoria crashed through her body. The weed redoubled its hold on her fractured mental state. She was lightheaded. She suddenly felt herself to be a little fragile, and at this man's complete mercy. Kristin looked around the room again, needing a second to recall exactly where she was, and why she was here. Of course it all came back to her, and she reminded herself that she was exactly ten minutes away from putting this awful experience behind her. "Hey, by the way, before we start. I have a favor?"

		"You want more weed?"

		"Definitely not. Actually, can we just keep this between me and you?"

		"Don't tell the whiteboy?"

		"He gets jealous easily."

		"I can see why," Carl said, letting his dark eyes drag slowly over Kristin's entire body, from her small bare feet, to her short but womanly thighs, to her flat stomach, and proud breasts, then to her intelligent blue eyes that glared up at him in a way that was meant to be challenging. To him, she looked both small and voluptuous at the same time. "With all due respect, you're one nice piece of ass. It don't make no sense you're married to a whiteboy like that. When it's clear as motherfucking day that you were meant for one of us brothas."

		She scoffed. "I guess that's supposed to be a compliment too?"

		"Keep dancing like that, see if you don't get a black baby put in that stomach."

		Kristin's expression was that of a woman who was ready to bolt for the door now. But the thing that made her stay in the locked room with a guy like Carl was how casually he plopped his bulky frame down onto the bed, as if this was the most natural thing in the world, interlacing his fingers behind his head. "Time to twerk for daddy!"

		She turned away from him with a hesitant shrug, tried to focus on the music.

		Slowly her body began to feel the music, the pounding bass, and her womanly curves responded accordingly. Halfway into the very first song, she reached down and grabbed her knees, pushing the fleshy globes of her ass out, knowing how much this was turning on a big brute like Carl. The external world was already fading away. Her ass kept bobbing up and down to the music now. She kept trying to pull the hem of her dress down, but no matter how hard she tried, it kept rising up higher, giving her audience full view of her cheeks as she wiggled them all around. Then she stopped caring. So what if someone saw her heinie? It was just a heinie.

		By the second song, Kristin was so lost in her own private world, that she'd forgotten about Carl, or her short dress, which was now bunched around her waist as she bent forward and placed both palms on the floor beneath her. Then Kristin flicked a glanced over her shoulder, ass pushed out in the air, and saw something that made her freeze. Motionless.

		Carl was still on the bed.

		But something was different. Wrong. Very fucking wrong.

		Bathed in erotic red lights, his large, shirtless, ebony frame was just laying there with his legs stretched out, looking as relaxed and carefree as someone on a Caribbean beach. Only, instead of a bottle of suntan lotion, he was holding something much bigger and blacker. He was jerking off again!

		Their eyes met, and then Kristin looked away, which happened to be right back to the man's enormous genitalia. It was so hard to miss, sticking straight up in his lap, bigger than any remote control she'd ever seen. From this distance, she did not feel safe, but nor did she feel like she was in danger, especially since he was not showing any signs of using violence to coerce her into doing what he so obviously wanted to do.

		Letting go of that horse cock, he lit a joint, inhaled deeply, and waited before blowing out the smoke. "See what your twerking did? You can't go around shaking your white ass like that. Hell no! Not fair! This is all your fault, white girl!"

		"Sorry," she peeped, afraid to move, much less tell her tenant that he wasn't allowed to smoke in their apartment.

		"Don't be sorry, girl. Come over here and give me a hand with this thing. It's sort of a two person job."

		"No, Carl."

		"Well come over here and take a hit of this weed then. You earned that too."

		"Okay, but just one tiny hit. I'm already too high."

		He nodded, holding out the joint for her to take. "Go ahead my little twerk queen. You earned it."

		Twerk queen? For some strange reason, Kristin actually liked that.

		The closer she got, the bigger his cock seemed to grow until she was standing right next to him.

		She let out a breath she didn't realize she was holding when he handed her the lit joint. Her eyes automatically shut as she expanded her lungs for the smoke. The combination of the lights, music, and weed caused the world to tilt on its axis, threatening to topple her over. As if reading her thoughts, Carl placed his hand on her waist, bracing her while she regained her senses. In no time the strong fingers were kneading her flesh in the most pleasant way, until she realized that he was openly massaging one of her ass cheeks.

		"This is really nice, Kristin," he was saying in that deep, calming voice of his. "But this is too much ass for a whiteboy."

		She giggled and started coughing immediately. Handing the joint back to him, she remarked, "I thought we agreed on no touching?"

		"I guess you're right," he said, enveloping one of her dainty wrists with his hands.

		She let him pull her down so that her fingers were actually touching it now. She could feel the powerful pulse that it gave as he twitched in her hand. It was furnace hot. And when she tried to pull away, he rubbed the swollen shaft against her tiny fist until her fingers opened up, allowing him to wrap her hand around the part of his cock where a large purple mushroom head connected to a black-as-night shaft. Kristin reluctantly looked down, amazed at how her fingers didn't begin to touch around the man's throbbing erection.

		"No, please. My... husband," she implored.

		"I don't see any husband around here. All I see is a sexy little twerk queen holding her first BBC. You like it?"

		She certainly didn't dislike it. The heat, the manly size, the way it pulsed with life, and Carl's overall dominant attitude toward her, had triggered a submissive feminine streak in her that she was scarcely aware existed. It was wrong. It caused her to feel weak and slutty. Everything about this moment was so sleazy. And yet, the sluttier Kristin felt while gripping his rod, the more she became aroused. But just like that, memories of her husband (so nice and charming when he wanted to be) returned to her thoughts, like a flickering flashlight fighting through the dense fog of her THC-addled brain.

		Guilt. Plain and simple. How could she hurt a nice guy like Jeff?

		"What do you want?" she said softly, barely aware that she was now jerking his cock without any help. "You just want a handjob?"

		Carl took another hit, leaned back, and watched the beautiful scene unfold in the bedroom. "That dress. Remove it for me. Now."

		"I can't, Carl."

		"Do I look like the sort of nigga who likes to repeat himself?"

		The harsh edge in his voice left shivers down her spine as she let go of his cock and started to tug on her dress. It was far from her sluttiest undergarments, but there seemed to be just the right combination of lace, silk, and smooth pale flesh to make the older black man's eyes nearly bulge out of his head as she let her powder-blue fabric pool around her ankles. Kristin could see the satisfaction in his eyes, but a part of her still felt weird about the whole thing and all she wanted to do was find the relief that her body was craving. When he tried to kiss her, she instantly fought back, pulling away. She was in no mood for things like kissing and eye contact. Bending at the waist, she wrapped her fingers around his shaft, no longer feeling the same amount of reluctance as earlier.

		"Wait, I want to look first. Stand straight up, girl."

		Transfixed, and licking his big lips, Carl held up a big black hand to the convexity of her stomach. He was enjoying the ultimate contrast of their skin tones; and how he could make out the faint outlines of muscle underneath that soft white flesh; how her little panties rode high on her hips, making them look even wider and sexier that way; how her thighs looked soft and smooth and strong at the same time; how the shadows underneath her bra rose and fell with her quickening breath. For his whole life, his whole entire life, women that looked like Kristin had looked down at Carl. From the day he'd been born, these wealthy, white, sexy bitches had either ran from him out of fear or treated him like he didn't exist out of snobbery. For his whole life he'd been told that rich, white pussy was too good for him. But all of that was about to change. And he intended to make sure that this rich, white pussy would never forget him.

		"Come on, what are you doing?" Kristin said, squeezing her knees together nervously as the large man continued to draw out his appraisal of her body.

		"You are beautiful," he said, stroking his knuckle along the lace fringes of her pink panties. "You look like a model."

		"I'm 5'5" Carl. So probably not."

		"You're better than a model. Models ain't got no meat. No tits, no ass, no hips. Whiteboys like them though because girls with no ass and no tits make their little pink wieners seem bigger."

		There was strange logic in what he said that Kristin had never considered. Now she recalled all those times that Jeff had unfavorably compared her body to some runway model from the Ukraine. "Maybe."

		"Definitely," Carl said, gripping her by the hips and bringing her forward. With him sitting on the side of the bed now, and her standing over him, his large stubbled black head was staring just above her belly button. Carl had extremely wide nostrils, even for a black guy, and they began to twitch from a scent that seemed to be emanating from the space between Kristin's legs.

		"I can smell you," he grinned, still holding onto her wide, white hips.

		"What?" she said, not sure if she heard him right.

		His evil grin widened. "I can smell you. Down there. Smells like heaven."

		"Heaven?"

		His nostrils twitched with excitement. "White pussy heaven. I can really smell it."

		Kristin didn't even try to deny his allegations, since she was more than positive that her pussy was absolutely soaked already. Hoping to get things started as soon as possible (and over as soon as possible) she grabbed the shiny black dome of Carl's old head, and crushed the cups of her lacey pink bra into his face. Her strategy worked because Carl was no longer talking, or lost in contemplation. Instead he was using his big straight white teeth (why did black guys always have such perfect teeth? even the ugly ones like Carl?) to start pulling her Victoria's Secret bra off so that those big African lips could nibble around her pointy nipples. They both let out a moan at the same time; and Kristin felt his meaty hands reach around and begin to paw her ass.

		"Oh Jesus," she said, going up on her tippy toes as Carl squeezed on her ass cheeks so hard she winced in pain. "Not so hard, okay?"

		He spit one of her plump white breasts from her mouth and greeted her with the smile of a man who just got caught trying to steal a watermelon. "Sorry about that, baby. Them plump cheeks you got making me all sorts of crazy. I love it though. Girls like you are built for donkey dick."

		Everything seemed to be going so fast for Kristin. "Um, donkey dick?"

		"Big black cock," he elaborated.

		"Oh."

		The bewilderment on her cute white face drew a devious smile out of Carl now.

		"BBC. A black baby maker. The thing that's going inside your little white pussy tonight."

		Struggling to comprehend all that was happening, Kristin closed her eyes. When she opened them again, she turned and caught their reflection in the wide mirror above Carl's dresser drawer set. For a second, possibly less, she thought about calling the whole thing off. Because after consulting the reflection in the mirror, she saw the image of a young and beautiful woman (who reminded her of herself, though it was hard to tell because of the red lighting) who was being mauled by a large, primitive-looking man of a very dark complexion. Nowhere in Kristin's upbringing had she ever seen a couple so oddly matched; and yet, at the same time, every inch of her enflamed body craved this man's attentions.

		"OH FUCK!" she gasped when she felt a set of large fingers cup her privates, then push upwards into the folds of her wet womanhood.

		"Damn this pussy wet. You smell so good," the man said, burying his big nose into the flesh of her tight tummy while playing with her pussy through her panties.

		Kristin was already starting to quiver a little as she reached behind her back and skillfully unclasped her bra, discarding the silk material a few feet away from the bed.

		The sight of those heaving, succulent, milk-giving breasts caused Carl to instantly stand up tall so that he was towering over his small, curvy white prize. His dark shaft was rock-hard as he pressed it against Kristin's stomach.

		While he kicked his shoes and pants off, Kristin instinctively wrapped her fingers around the big pole, although she looked uncertain about what she was supposed to do with something so large. Carl saw their reflection in the wide mirror and triumphantly squeezed her ass, smacked it hard, and then squeezed it again. "Suck my cock, baby. I want to see something big and black in your mouth."

		Kristin took a pillow off the bed, put it on the floor, and then kneeled on it. The black man's large, engorged, uncircumcised erect penis protruded upwards. She gave a nervous laugh, then heard his sigh of relief as she pulled the foreskin back and started stroking his big cock.

		"Don't be nervous," he told her in that deep voice.

		"I'm not," she lied through her teeth, looking up at him with her big blue eyes now. "Jesus, Carl, how big is this thing?"

		He chuckled. "What makes you think I've measured it?"

		Gently grabbing his balls with her left hand, and the base of his black shaft with her right hand, she lowered her mouth to the head and licked the purple crown several times. "To begin with, you're a guy. And all guys measure themselves. Secondly, you're hung like a fucking horse. And I'm sure you're proud of your numbers."

		Carl smiled down at her, stuck his hands in her messy blonde hair while she continued to stroke his big cock, tilting it up and getting a good look at the big veins running underneath the shaft. He moved so that is thick, swollen cock head was just inches from her mouth. "Open that mouth, sexy."

		Kristin was still trying to act brave. But in reality she was terrified. Her whole body was trembling. She gave another nervous, girlish giggle before opening her lips, closing her eyes, and letting his thick member slide into her mouth.

		"That feels good," he groaned, his dark fingers massaging her scalp as her head started dutifully bobbing in his lap.

		It felt good for her too.

		The feeling of his cock sliding over her tongue was strangely satisfying; and after learning to relax her jaw muscles completely, she was able to close her lips tight around his girth, listening to him moan with elation. Performing oral sex on her husband had always been something of a chore, or a way of rewarding him for being a good boy. But with Carl, it was completely different.

		As she kneeled in front of this large black man, the only thing she was wearing was that pink thong, which was now completely soaked. She hated how much fun she was having, but couldn't deny that Carl affected her differently from any man she'd ever been with before. She loved knowing that she had the ability to make such a powerful man moan. She loved the feel of a hard black cock on her full, generous lip and she believed that her mouth and throat were made for cock sucking. And so, she wantonly wrapped her lips around his mammoth midnight-hued meat; and lasciviously stroked the other half of the eleven-inch black cock outside her mouth for several minutes, until it felt like her mouth had been surgically attached to Carl's waist.

		"You like that, doncha?"

		She let out a whimper from around his oversized cock stuffed between her lips.

		Carl chuckled, pulling the white wife's mouth from his cock, and slapping her pretty face on each cheek with his slimy black organ, before slamming it back into her noise hole. "I always knew you were one submissive, bitch. I bet you like it when I call you a slut, huh?"

		Kristin wanted to deny it, but just the sound of the harsh word sent an electric jolt down her spine to her clit. She tried to focus all of her attention on turning her mouth into a pussy for this man.

		"Thought so, slut!"

		This time, he held her head with both hands and gently thrusted his cock in and out of her mouth. He was fucking her face and groaning. Kristin reached up and started to tickle and massage his heavy swinging ball sack. He started thrusting faster. Her poor jaw was starting to ache. Her drool was running down her chin like a river and soaking the top half of her exposed breasts. Carl was starting to be a bit more forceful with his thrusts and grunting with each one. She felt his cock twitch between her lips and the big purple head start to swell. He pulled his cock out, only leaving the tip in her mouth.

		"It's feeding time, white slut!"

		Kristin let out a whorish moan as his cum blasted from his cock, quickly filling her mouth. She tried to swallow as fast as she could. But his cum was leaking out around his cock and down her chin, turning her into a hot and sticky mess. For good measure, he pulled his cock out completely and blasted a few more ropes of his cum across her angelic face. Some of it got in her eye and she squinted from the worst burning sensation she'd ever felt. She almost wanted to cry. But Carl wasn't done yet. Instead he shoved his cock back between her lips and filled her mouth again before his flow of cum became little more than a dribble.

		"That's it bitch, milk those black balls," he said angrily. "You better swallow every fucking drop! I don't want you wasting any of the seed I give you!"

		She could hear him, but not understand. The burning sensation got worse. She was squinting both eyes now, and trying not to cry. But Kristin obediently continued to suck and swallow the black man's remaining offering. Finally, he pulled his cock from her mouth. She was on her knees, licking her lips clean of his cum, then automatically opening her mouth wide in case he wanted to use her face again.

		Carl took a few steps backwards and chuckled appreciatively. "Damn, you look so sexy like that, Kristin. You look like a model."

		For a second, Kristin thought she heard the sound of someone taking photos with their phone, but she wasn't sure since both of her eyes had been sealed shut with thick cum. "What are you doing?"

		"Just appreciating my work," he said from a small distance. "See what happens to white girls who try to act black?"

		Again Kristin fought back the urge to cry and asked the man for a towel. She was still on her knees when he returned.

		"You forgot something," he said when she blindly reached for the hand towel.

		"What's that?" she said, starting to feel slightly annoyed.

		"Don't you have any manners?"

		"How so?"

		"Normally people say something when they are given special presents."

		She swallowed her last remaining drops of pride and said, "Thank you."

		"You're welcome, Kristin," he said smugly, handing her the towel. And he was still grinning ear to ear as he watched her thong-clad body stumble to her feet and head towards the hallway bathroom.

		

		7.

		As the first few splashes of cold water hit her face, Kristin started to come to her senses.

		How had this happened? What would this mean for her future? And Jeff? Completely sober now, she wanted to blame the weed and the booze, but she knew that they had only allowed her to say yes to things that had felt exciting to her already. Damnit, why were forbidden fruits always the most tasty? Speaking of which, she felt every inch of her mouth covered with the salty taste of Carl's load. Kristin didn't even know that guys could cum that much. Was that normal? Was it a black guy thing? She wasn't sure. But soon she would go to the pharmacy and buy five or six bottles of mouthwash.

		She looked in the bathroom mirror and gasped in surprise.

		"Damn girl, you really are a train wreck!" she said, criticizing her reflection now.

		There was mascara everywhere and Carl had obviously taken delight in using her face as target practice for those heavy balls of his.

		Imagine the poor woman who had to service a man like that on a nightly basis, she wondered with a devious smile.

		A few minutes of scrubbing with a warm wash cloth allowed her to erase the signs of their debauchery from her face, but then, with a shudder of revulsion, she saw that she'd nearly left the apartment with several thick strands of Carl's semen running through her blonde hair. And her thong? Why was it so wet? Why did she have to be so gross?

		After cleaning up some more, Kristin grabbed a towel to cover her body, took a deep breath, and steeled her nerves for the twenty steps necessary to make it to her bedroom. She was almost halfway there, when she felt a pair of strong hands on her hips, pulling her back.

		"No! Carl! Let me go!"

		He laughed. "I hope you didn't think that we were through already?"

		"LET ME GO!"

		"We just getting started, white girl."

		She audibly whimpered as she felt the towel being yanked off her body. Since her disgusting thong had already been discarded, this left her completely naked and exposed. A strong black arm wrapped around her flat stomach and she was yanked back into his naked body so that her bare ass cheeks rubbed against his pelvis; and she felt his organ, already inconceivably hard again, forcefully press against her lower back.

		Her feet left the ground and started kicking and thrashing wildly. "Carl! Fucking get your goddamn hands ooofffff —"

		Kristin froze. His lips had already found the back of her neck, one of the most erogenous zones on her entire body. She felt them nibble all around, and by the time he was sucking and lightly biting the bottoms of her earlobes, Kristin had stopped squirming altogether.

		"I told you, we're just getting started, slut," she heard him whisper gruffly. Then a big black hand was on her stomach, massaging for a few seconds. "Is my slut, wet?"

		She didn't respond, just felt a thick finger press against the intricately designed folds of her flower, and finding them drenched, entered her with no resistance at all. Kristin let out a long sigh of relief as Carl nibbled her ears and finger-fucked her hot little slit.

		"Ah there we go," he said in that smug voice of his. "You almost forgot that we are friends now. And friends help each other out. Don't they, slut?"

		"You're such an asshole," she told him, automatically wiggling her round buttocks into his groin as he kept penetrating her with a finger that was nearly the size of her husband's sex organ.

		His hands gripped her waist firmly, then spun her around so that they were facing each other again, neither one wearing a stitch of clothing. Already they were in their own world now. If someone had walked through the front door of the apartment, they would have seen the stark contrast of Kristin and Carl's bodies as they hungrily stared at each other. Then the big black one, picked up the much smaller blonde one up into his arms, allowing her to wrap her soft white legs around his ebony torso.

		Like a warrior claiming his prize, he carried the curvy white wife back into his lair, not bothering to shut his bedroom door before dumping her onto the middle of his bed. Kristin bounced on the mattress and started squawking about the need for a condom, but Carl was already lowering himself between her legs.

		"Condom," she pleaded for what felt like the 100th time. "We can't do this if you don't use a condom!"

		He shot her a knowing look, then pushed her knees back into her chest, opening her crotch for a full-fledged assault.

		"Damn, that is one gorgeous pussy," Carl said, admiring the white woman's smooth, hairless mound. "Looks good enough to eat!"

		Kristin let out a little squeal of delight as he attached his hungry mouth to her pussy. Carl licked and sucked on her swollen, wet, pussy lips, swallowing all of her sweet juices as though they were water in the desert. Her face got hot as she pinched her own nipples and squeezed the pillows on the bed. Carl had been gifted with thick, plump lips; and like everything else about his body, his tongue was enormous. She didn't know how much longer she could maintain this balance on the precipice of her orgasm, but she knew there was no use fighting it.

		"Oh Carl! Yes, yes, yes, Carl!"

		He stopped, withdrew his fat tongue from her hole. Then Kristin looked down and saw the most bizarre image of an older, unattractive black man smiling at her from between her quivering white thighs, her most intimate juices smeared across his African-sized lips. "Please don't stop now!"

		"You like it when I eat your little white pussy?"

		"Yes, god yes!"

		"So you're going to give me this pussy now? It's mine, right?"

		"Yes, please, continue Carl!"

		That was all Carl needed to hear. He put both of his hands underneath her buttocks, lifting them off the sheets as he flattened his tongue and made one last pass across Kristin's flowing vagina, before refocusing all of his attention on her throbbing clit.

		He licked it up and down and then side to side. He sucked it between his lips and squeezed it between his tongue and upper teeth. Kristin spread her arms wide to grab the pillows, arched her back, and exploded. The woman twisted and strained her body underneath the black man's probing tongue. As she struggled to recuperate from her orgasm, she instinctually grabbed the man's stubbled black head and jerked his face away from her crotch.

		Their mouths slammed together and she could taste her own sex as their tongues danced in each other's mouths like a pair of snakes wriggling around in ecstasy.

		"Condom," she pleaded. "I want it inside me now."

		"You ready for your first black cock?"

		She nodded, begging him to hurry.

		In one cool, smooth, masterful move, Carl stood up, bringing Kristin with him. The suddenness of it caught her off guard and she wrapped her arms around his dark torso. Never in her life had she been manhandled so easily by another person. As if she weighed no more than a ragdoll, Carl managed to hook his arms underneath her thighs so that her knees were bent as she desperately clung to his strong neck. This standing position gave him even better control as they passionately kissed for several seconds. He could feel his balls tighten in anticipation as Kristin's overheated pussy got tantalizing close to making contact with the protruding purple cockhead.

		"Jesus you're strong!" she said, finally pulling away for a second of fresh air.

		"You ready?" he grinned.

		"Ready for what?" she said, unaware that she was about to be impaled on Carl's unprotected black cock.

		In this position he had total control. He reclaimed her mouth again, brushing the tip of his slick monster against her swollen and hungry pussy lips. Then, when he felt he'd lined her up, he used his big arm muscles to gently let her bottom drop a few more inches. Kristin gasped as her sopping wet snatch snapped around his enormous mushroom-shaped tip.

		"Wait, Carl, no! You can't do this!" she said, helplessly wiggling around on the end of Carl's latex-less cock.

		"You sure about that?"

		As he dropped her some more, he could feel the walls of her pussy stretch around his cockhead until about half of his meat was inside the woman's tiny pink slit. She immediately started bucking, desperately trying to get off the unprotected member that she'd found herself sitting on, and for a quick second Carl even felt the sting of her sharp fingernails digging into his flesh. But that was just fine with him. He smiled, and then, just like that, she stopped fighting it. He started to pull her back up, withdrawing his cock from Kristin.

		"Oh fuck! Fuck Carl! That was so... so..." She had never felt anything so amazing in her life. She felt a couple of small orgasms tear through her body. This man's cock was already hitting parts of her pussy that had never been touched before. And the way he was able to control her, to tease her, to decide exactly how much of that pussy-stretching black cock he was going to feed her —it was the hottest thing she'd ever experienced in her life. She groaned as she felt her pussy tugging at the cock sliding out of her little hole. "Yes Carl, fuck me! I don't fucking care now!"

		He didn't relent.

		Kristin's pussy stretched out a little more with each thrust, until he was finally balls deep as he kept her there, helplessly impaled and trembling against his body.

		This time it was Kristin who sought out Carl's mouth for a kiss and he granted her wish, feeling the difference of her mouth now that she'd completely submitted to him.

		Disengaging, he tossed the horny white woman onto his bed, "Face down, ass up!"

		"Yes sir," she said, playing along. Naively thrusting her sexy buttocks up in the air, Kristin waited for her well-endowed lover to mount her.

		By the ankles, he pulled her to the edge of the bed. Then he took a few long moments to fondle his sought-after prize, Kristin's plump white ass.

		He loved the contrast of his big black hands on her well-formed white butt. Jiggling the meat around, he said, "You gonna twerk for me again?"

		She wiggled her hips, trying to be seductive. "Whenever you want, baby."

		Baby? He liked that. "Now let's see if you can twerk that bubble butt on this BBC."

		"What?"

		Kristin was completely unprepared for when he slid his erection home with one strong stroke. She gasped at the brute force of his black cock penetration, forcing her to submit to his conquest. "Oh god! Oh god! Oh my fucking god!"

		She was punching his bed with a tiny fist.

		He pulled it back out, allowing the wet tip to nuzzle against her pink lips. "Damn this white pussy tight."

		Kristin closed her eyes and waited apprehensively. "I'm sorry. I hope you're not mad."

		"Hell no." Carl clamped one of his hands around the scruff of her neck, wrapping his fingers around the white skin, holding her there.

		"Carl, baby?"

		"What is it, bitch?"

		"It's never... felt this way before," she said, arching her back for him.

		Dominantly, his hand squeezed until he felt the bones underneath, causing her beautiful face to wince. He loved how frail and vulnerable her slender white neck was. He loved how incredibly submissive she'd become in this bedroom tonight. Her little pussy was so hungry for African meat that she was willing to risk it all.

		With his other hand, he pulled his cock out of her pussy, and then slid it between the cleft of her ass cheeks so that he could enjoy more of that beautiful color contrast below. His Johnson had never looked blacker than it did while laying on top of Kristin's plump white buttocks. It was perfect. It was like a work of art. She pleaded with him not to squeeze her neck so hard and he realized that he could have snapped her neck if he'd wanted to.

		Instead, he slammed his swollen ebony shaft back into her dripping little hole, making Kristin shriek wildly as Carl pushed the tip all the way to her cervix.

		"That's a real cock in 'ya. Now you finally know what it's like."

		She looked over her shoulder, up at him, with those big blue saucers of her eyes. She was pleading with him. Begging him. "Oh Carl, oh baby. It feels so good! I love having that big cock inside me!"

		Still controlling her skinny neck, he began to slowly work his hips back and forth, overcoming the temptation to wildly pound that phat white ass so that he could enjoy the addictive sight of his BBC sliding in and out of her stretched pussy lips. This allowed him to watch the woman's smooth, soft-white hindquarters jiggle around enticingly as their bodies fell into an easy, unhurried rhythm that lasted for a long time.

		By now Carl had lost the ability to use language. Kristin's phat ass had caused his bugged eyes to roll back in his head while his mouth hung open, and the rolls on the back of his neck bunched as he leaned backwards. He kept steady hands on her flared hips though. The windows were closed and the room had an overwhelming funky smell from their sex. And he either didn't know, or did not care that he was dripping saliva from his open jaw onto the bouncy white bottom beneath him.

		Meanwhile, Kristin had already suffered through several more small orgasms, each one bigger than the last as she exploded into a cacophony of shrieks, curses, and the most unlady-like grunts that happened every time she creamed the merciless big black log inside her body now.

		"Take it bitch! Twerk on that black cock! Fuck this ass looks so good slapping against me!" Carl said, the muscles on his side and back tensed as he pounded her into the bed.

		"Mmmmmm, mmmmmmmmmmmmm," was all Kristin could get out.

		The slapping sounds intensified.

		Carl's huge balls were tight as he was ready to unload inside her. Finally he tensed and let out a guttural sound as he pumped her with one long, thick rope of sticky white cum after another. Kristin's honeypot was suddenly flooded with the black man's seed. He was as far in as he could go as he sprayed the back of her cunt, triggering another toe-curling orgasm for her. Together their bodies exploded. And the last thing Kristin remembered was the disbelief of having so many gobs of seed trickle out of her honeypot as she curled up against Carl's big strong black body, too exhausted to do anything but smile at the embarrassing queefing sounds she made until she finally passed out.

		

		

		Epilogue

		It was the most difficult conversation of her life, but as soon as Kristin saw the results of the pregnancy test, she knew that she had to tell Jeff what happened.

		Jeff didn't get violent. Aggression didn’t even occur to him. Instead, he felt more sick than anything.

		He spent the next two week sleeping on a buddy’s couch before eventually crawling back home to his pregnant wife.

		Carl was gone. Thank god. But Jeff had never felt so humiliated in his life. As he understood it, there was always the possibility that the baby was his. But there was no guarantee. And the problem was that no matter how badly he wanted to leave Kristin (he was still young enough to start over, he figured) he could also see how sorry and vulnerable and scared she felt. This appealed to him. And he could see that she was trying to be brave while facing the prospect of being a single-mother.

		"What about Whatshisname?" Jeff said, his stomach turning over at the thought of how the older black man had seduced his wife.

		"Carl?" Kristin and Jeff were both sitting on the bed, having another one of their 2 or 3-hour long discussions that lasted well into the night.

		Jeff shrugged miserably. "I mean, if the baby is his --?"

		"He's out of the picture, dear," she said, hoping this would appease her husband's wounded pride. "He won't be around here any longer."

		"What do we tell our families?"

		"We'll come up with something, dear."

		By the second trimester, the couple had made major repairs to their marriage. Jeff could almost forgive his wife. In his capacity as a loving husband, Jeff tried his best to make sure that Kristin was as happy as possible. There was, indeed, some trace of joy for the cuckolded husband as he pampered and coddled his wife who spent the days waddling around on swollen bare feet, her flat tummy now stretched obscenely large with her firstborn.

		When she finally gave birth (a son!) neither the doctor nor the team of nurses in the room gave any indication that they were surprised. Kristin's blonde hair was pulled up in a pony tail, and the look of pure joy on her face as she held her black baby for the first time was something that Jeff would never forget. She radiated bliss. Motherhood suited her.

		Later, after Jeff was sent out into the hallway so that the mother and baby could get some much-needed rest, someone came up to him from behind and said, "Congratulations! That is one beautiful baby boy! So healthy!"

		Jeff's spirits had already begun to crash. And when he turned and saw the blonde nurse, around 25, very tan, with a sexy figure in her blue scrubs, smiling at him, his spirits crashed further. "Yes, actually, it's a funny story. There was a mix up at the fertility clinic and..."

		She stopped him with a coy smile. "Trust me, I understand completely. These days, we get those crazy fertility clinic stories all the time!"

		

		THE END
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