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“Committing crime gets me seriously wet,” Keandra said. “So what are you gonna do about it?”

Shotgun in one hand, a box of bullets in the other, Silas paused. He looked at Keandra who had just came out of the shower wrapped in a towel. She flopped onto the squeaky hotel bed, dark wet hair sticking to her bare black skin. An ebony goddess of desire.

“Can't, babe,” he said. “No time. You know that don't you?” He sat on the corner of the bed and started to load rounds into the shotgun. Each one done with a methodical sense of purpose.

Keandra managed a pout, sliding one hand up under the back of his shirt. His white flesh was wonderfully warm to the touch; hard and muscular. “We have a little extra time. The manager always arrives at the same exact time. We've seen him.”

Silas tried to focus on his task but found it difficult as her caress stoked his inner flame. Hitting this particular bank had been Keandra's idea. He could tell she was excited about it and needed to let some of that out. He pretended to consider her request. “I dunno,” he said.

Keandra knew Silas was the one who will take her cherry and plant his seed in her. Up until now, she just sucked him off all the time but she had warned this bad boy what she yearned for and he had been hesitant. He wasn't ready to have a kid. She understood that but wanted to convince this white boy otherwise.

“I wanna suck you off, babe,” she said, licking her lips with blatant hunger for his white cock. “Suck your real barrel off until there isn't a drop left.” She sounded almost like a crazed animal. She even pulled the towel down to expose her beautiful black breasts.

Silas was about to agree when the alarm on his phone went off. “Shit,” he said. “No time now. Got to keep on schedule.” He gently pushed her away.

She agreed, but could not mask her disappointment. They were professionals after all. But even professionals could be allowed to have some fun.

Silas put his game face on, suddenly serious. “Let's get going. We have an appointment with riches we can't miss.”

Keandra quickly dressed as Silas double checked their gear. She loved watching him when he was like this. Together, they were bad. Really really bad. And now they were going to do something that would prove to the world how bad they could be.

They carried their gear in tout bags out of their hotel room. People passed them by not realizing what was inside them. This gave Keandra a secret thrill.

They threw the touts into the back seat of his Mustang and climbed into the front. Almost in unison they put sunglasses on.

“Couple of bad asses,” Silas said.

Keandra checked the time. “Hey! We're way ahead of schedule.” She glared at him, thinking of how much more gun play she could have had back in the room.

“Know why?” Silas asked as he started the Mustang. The engine rumbled to life like a living beast.

“Why?”

Silas put it in drive. “Cause we're fucking professionals. That's why.” He slammed on the gas. The Mustang surged forward across the parking lot. He peeled out onto the road.

They both laughed at the reactions of the people how gaped at them. Charged up with sex and an impending crime, they were ecstatic.

The hotel was only ten minutes distance from the bank, and Silas got them there in three minutes. Soon, they turned onto the block with the bank up on the left hand side.

Keandra's heart was now pounding with excitement. Other than sucking off Silas, nothing else was as thrilling as hitting a bank. They had done enough of them to settle on a comfortable, and safe routine.

Casually as can be, they drove past the bank. While Silas watched the road, playing the dutiful driver, Keandra looked.

“Anything unusual?” he said as he turned down a side street. They would loop around to their waiting spot.

“Nothing,” she said. “Noone inside yet.”

“Perfect,” Silas said.

“No, you're perfect,” she said, smiling.

“We're perfect little devils,” he said as he smoothly pulled into a spot on the side of the road. From here they had the perfect vantage point of the front door, as well as anything along the side of the bank building. Just as they originally planned.

Now they just had to sit and wait.

The street was quiet, with only the occasional passerby in the distance. 

Keandra gave Silas a serious look. “You didn't let me suck you off back at the hotel.”

“No time.”

She motioned to the bank. “We got time. You promised I could have it. Why not a little fun while we wait.”

Before Silas could tell her no she said, “I'll stop as soon as he comes. Or you cum. Whoever cums first.” She offered him a most enticing smile.

Silas tried to argue the point but knew her hunger for his big white cock was insatiable.  Besides, it would help ratchet down the tension he was feeling.

Keandra took his hesitation as a yes. She squealed with joy and shifter over to him in the seat. She fumbled with his belt buckle. “Got to let the beast out of its cage. Poor thing.”

Silas eased the driver's seat back a little as Keandra undid his belt and then his zipper. They both gave a quick look around. No one. Perfect.

She dug into his open pants and fished for his cock which flopped out. He was already partially erect.

“Fuck yeah,” Keandra said. She leaned in close to it. Silas could feel her breath on his prick, her long frizzy hair caressing his exposed skin.

She started jerking at it. Turning her head to look up at him she said, “No time for foreplay, honey. Gonna make this quick but sweet.”

“Yeah,” Silas said. He could feel his dick getting harder. Still, he managed to keep one eye on the front of the bank.

Keandra eased up a little on the tugging action, and slowly spit on his prick. Not satisfied there was enough she spit even more. The top of his cock was covered in her saliva, with one string of spittle extending from her bottom lip to the side of his shaft.

Like the fluttering wings of a butterfly, she flickered her tongue against his wet swollen prick. Several times she spit again, and even kissed the top of its head with pouted lips. She enjoyed the noise she made when she kissed his dick.

Suddenly, a man walked by their car.

Silas, alarmed, grabbed the back of her head with one hand. Thinking he wanted her to swallow his cock, Keandra bent her head down, engulfing the entire length of his sizable dick with one motion.

Silas gasped, tensing up. The man had sauntered by without even looking in their direction. He turned a corner and was gone.

Keandra gagged on his big dick. She had plunged it so its prick was now firmly lodged inside her throat several inches. But she was a trooper and held her head there. Her nose was jammed into the warm flesh of his left pelvis, and her lips were against the skin at the very base of his shaft.

The small trim forest of his pubic hair tickled
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