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CHAPTER 1

The car started smoking two miles past the last turn I recognized.

I pulled over. Steam was pouring out from under the hood — thick white clouds rising into the afternoon sun. I sat there with both hands on the wheel staring at it. The engine made a clicking sound. Then it stopped making any sound at all.

"Like... what the fuck."

I grabbed my phone. No signal. One bar that flickered and disappeared. I was on some back road my GPS had sent me down twenty minutes ago — a shortcut through a part of the city I'd never been to. No houses. No sidewalks. Cracked asphalt and weeds and a chain link fence running along one side with nothing behind it.

Todd was going to be so annoying about this. He'd bought me this BMW for my twenty-seventh birthday — white leather, seat coolers, the works. He babied it more than he babied me. Washed it every Saturday in the driveway with a special chamois cloth. Wouldn't let me eat in it. He'd told me to take my old car today but the BMW had seat coolers and my ass was sweating through my sundress.

Todd. My husband. Thirty-four. Soft. Pale. Worked in insurance. Made good money. Small dick — like, actually small. Tiny. Barely a couple of inches hard on a good day and it didn't have many good days. Limp and lifeless otherwise. I'd married him at twenty-two because I was tired of working at the tanning salon and he had a house and a credit card with my name on it. Six years ago. I'd been cheating since year two of our marriage. Maybe before. I didn't care. And he didn't know. He didn't suspect. Todd thought I went to yoga three times a week. Or shopping. It was true sometimes.

I'm not a bad person. I just like cocks. Big cocks. Big Black cocks specifically — I'd figured that out before I'd even married the man I called my husband.

Todd's little pink thing that poked around between my thighs for thirty seconds or fewer before going soft wasn't going to be enough for me.

Hadn't been enough even before our honeymoon. So I got it somewhere else. I didn't feel bad about it. I didn't think about it that hard. I'm Tiffany. I see something I want and I take it and then I go home and kiss Todd on the cheek and ask what's for dinner.

The steam was getting worse. I turned the key. Nothing. Turned it again. Click click click. Dead. I got out. The heat hit me — the road was baking. My sundress stuck to my skin immediately. White. Cotton. Thin. Two sizes too small because I liked the way it squeezed my tits together and showed the outline of my nipples through the fabric. No bra — I didn't own one that worked with this dress and I didn't care. My tits were D-cups. Real. Heavy. Sitting high from the push of the tight fabric. They moved when I walked. They moved when I breathed. The sundress cut mid-thigh and my legs were tan and bare and I was wearing flip flops and my wedding ring was catching the afternoon sun and I was standing on the shoulder of a dead road in the wrong part of the city with steam pouring out of my BMW.

I looked down the road. Nothing.

Looked back.

A quarter mile behind me — I'd passed it without noticing. A garage. Small. One bay. A hand-painted sign I couldn't read from here. A gravel lot with a pickup truck parked in it and a figure sitting out front in a lawn chair.

I started walking, flip flops slapping the hot asphalt, everything bouncing with every step — boobs, ass, all of it barely covered by the white cotton that kept riding up my thighs. Sweat was running down my chest and between my breasts and the sundress was going see-through in patches, clinging to my nipples. I didn't adjust it. I just walked.

The figure in the lawn chair got bigger as I got closer. A man. Sitting with his legs spread. A bottle of water in one hand. Not moving. Just sitting there watching me walk toward him down the empty road. Watching my tits bounce. Watching my hips sway. I could feel his eyes on me from a hundred yards away.

I got closer. Fifty yards. I could see him now. He was Black. Old. Sixties at least. Sitting in that lawn chair like he'd been born in it with dark weathered skin and arms that were thick — not gym thick, life thick — with veins running down his forearms. A grease-stained cut-off t-shirt stretched across a chest that was still wide and solid at sixty-something, and his hands were huge around the water bottle, scarred knuckles and calloused palms. Grey in his beard. A face that had been hit and had hit back.

He watched me walk up without standing or waving, his eyes moving slow from my face to my chest to my hips and back up to my chest again, and he licked his lips while he stared at my nipples through the wet fabric. Not hiding it at all.

Ew. Pervert.

I looked down. My nipples were hard and poking through the wet cotton but that was the sweat — the sundress was soaked and clinging and my nipples were just reacting to the cold wet fabric. That's what I told myself. The dress, not him, not the way he was looking at me.

It's the dress. It's the wet dress. That's why they're hard. It's not because some old man in a junkyard is staring at them.

I stopped in front of him, sundress clinging to every curve, sweat running down my neck into my cleavage, my blonde hair damp and sticking to my forehead.

"Hi." I was out of breath. "Hello. Sir. My car broke down. Like, back there. It's smoking."

He didn't answer right away. Took a sip of water. Slow. His eyes still on my body. Looked past me down the road at the BMW sitting on the shoulder with steam still rising from the hood. Looked back at me. His eyes dropped to my chest again. Stayed there longer this time. Came back up. No shame on his face. None.

"I can see that," he said. Deep. Southern. The words came out slow and heavy. "Pull it in. I'll take a look."

"It won't start, sir. It's like — dead dead."

He stood up. The lawn chair creaked. He was tall — six-one, six-two. I'm five-five in flip flops. I had to look up at him. Way up. His chest was at my eye level. The cut-off t-shirt showed his arms — thick and dark and veined, the muscles still hard at sixty-something, the kind of arms that picked up engines and didn't struggle.

He looked down at me. I looked up at him.

---


CHAPTER 2

He was like really close. When he stood up he'd only been a couple feet away and now I was looking straight at his chest because that's where my eyes reached on him — his chest at my face, his arms at my shoulders. He was blocking the sun and I was standing in his shadow and he smelled like sweat and grease and something heavy and male that hit the back of my throat.

I'd been with big black men before. Tall, I mean. Taller than my husband.

But something about this man's size was different because it came with age. He wasn't big like a college boy was big — all show muscles and energy drinks. He was big the way an old truck is big, heavy and settled, the kind of big that had been big for decades and wasn't trying to impress anyone with it anymore.

My nipples were aching against the wet sundress and I was five-five looking straight up at him and my brain was saying this man is twice my age and my pussy was saying I don't care.

Why am I like this. Why am I standing here with wet panties looking up at a man twice my age and wanting him to pick me up.

"I'll push it in," he said.

He walked past me toward the road and I smelled him — sweat and motor oil and something underneath that I didn't have a word for. Something warm and heavy and male that sat in my nose and wouldn't leave and made my mouth water. Todd wore cologne. Todd smelled like a department store sample. This man smelled like he'd been sweating in the sun for forty years and never once cared about it.

I watched him walk away. His back was wide and his shoulders rolled when he walked and his torn work pants hung low on his hips, the waistband of his boxers showing, the muscles in his lower back shifting under dark skin with every step. I was staring at his ass and his back and the way his dark arms swung at his sides and my pussy was getting wet and I couldn't blame it on the heat anymore.

Okay so like... he's old. He's really old. And he runs a junkyard. And he smells like a car engine. And I'm standing here watching him walk away and my thong is getting wet. What is happening right now.

My pussy clenched. Not a little clench — a real one that made me suck in air through my teeth and press my thighs together. From watching an old Black man walk away from me on a gravel road. Todd didn't make my pussy clench when he walked toward me naked. This man made it clench fully clothed from thirty feet away and getting further.

I bit my lip and followed him back to the car.

He put both hands on the back of the BMW and pushed. The gravel crunched under his boots. His shoulders bunched. His arms flexed — every muscle in his back and his shoulders and his forearms standing out under dark skin. The car rolled across the gravel and into the shade of the bay and he guided it in. Barely straining. Breathing a little harder but not much.

I pressed my thighs together. Something warm between my legs that had nothing to do with the heat.

I stood in the bay door watching. My arms crossed under my tits — pushing them up, the wet sundress squeezing them together. I wasn't doing it on purpose. I was. I wasn't. Whatever.

He popped the hood. More steam. He waved it off with one hand and leaned in with his back to me, the cut-off t-shirt riding up. I could see his lower back — dark skin, muscles shifting under the surface, sweat running down his spine into the waistband of his work pants. His pants were torn at the back of one thigh and through the rip I could see dark skin and hard muscle. His ass was solid. Flat and hard.

I don't know how long I stood there watching him before I realized my breathing had changed. It was slower and deeper and I was taking these long pulls of air through my nose — not because I was tired from the walk, that had faded. I was breathing him in. The garage smelled like oil and rust and hot metal and him, and every breath I took was full of it and I was taking longer breaths than I needed to.

My skin felt weird. Prickly. Like the sweat on my arms had turned electric and every hair was standing up. The heat in the garage was thick but that wasn't it — I'd been in hot rooms before and my skin didn't do this. Something about watching his back muscles shift under dark skin while he worked was making my body react in ways I wasn't ready to think about yet. My stomach was tight — not nervous tight but lower than that, that warm pull below my belly button that I knew from experience meant I was about to make a bad decision.

No. No no no. He's old. He's like really really old. I am NOT getting turned on by watching an old man fix a car. That's not happening.

It was happening.

I was staring at his ass through a rip in his pants.

Okay he's like... really old. Like OLD old. Grey beard old. But like... look at his butt though.

Tiffany stop.

But LOOK at it.

I sat down on the bench against the wall. Crossed my legs. The sundress rode up my thigh. I didn't pull it down. The garage was hot — no AC, just a box fan in the corner pushing warm air around. The sweat was pooling between my breasts and the sundress was completely see-through now, my nipples showing through the wet cotton and the outline of my white thong visible through the fabric. I was basically naked on a bench in a stranger's garage.

He was working, leaning into the engine with his arms flexing and the veins popping every time he gripped something and twisted. I could hear him — grunting low, muttering to himself, the clank of metal on metal. His forearms were slick with sweat and grease and the muscles bunched under the skin every time he turned a wrench. His hands were so big the wrench looked small in them.

---


CHAPTER 3

The grunting was the worst part. Every time he yanked on something or twisted a bolt he'd let out this low grunt — "nngh" — from deep in his chest and it sounded like sex. It sounded exactly like sex. Like a man on top of you pushing in deep and grunting from the effort. I'd heard that sound before — in motel rooms and backseats and once in a bathroom at a club — and my body recognized it before my brain did. Every grunt made my thighs press a little tighter on the bench and I was sitting there squeezing my legs together to an old man's work noises like some kind of freak. Todd couldn't change a tire without calling roadside assistance. This man had pushed a BMW across a gravel lot with his bare hands and hadn't broken a sweat.

And he was sweating. The grease and the sweat were mixing on his dark forearms and his skin was glistening in the dim garage light and I was watching his muscles flex under that wet dark skin and I kept swallowing and my mouth wouldn't stop filling up for no reason. I swallowed and crossed my legs tighter and told myself I was just hot and dehydrated and that's why my mouth was watering — not because of his arms or his grunting or any of this.

I watched his hands — dark and scarred with thick swollen knuckles, fighter's hands, the kind of hands that had broken things and held things down. My thighs pressed together on the bench and my thong was damp and it wasn't from the sweat.

Oh my God his hands are like... bigger than my whole face.

Stop looking at his hands Tiffany. Stop it.

But like... what would those feel like on my—

STOP.

I shifted on the bench and felt it — the slide. My thong was wet. Not damp from the heat or sweaty from walking — actually wet. The kind of wet that happens when you're turned on and there's nothing you can do about it. I could feel it when I moved — slick and warm between my lips, the thin fabric sticking to me and pulling away and sticking again every time I shifted my weight.

Oh my God. I'm wet. I'm actually wet right now.

I squeezed my thighs together and that made it worse because the pressure pushed the wet fabric against my clit and a little shock went through me that made my stomach drop. I uncrossed my legs and crossed them the other way and the slide happened again — warm and slippery and impossible to ignore.

This man was fixing a radiator. He was standing ten feet away with a wrench in his hand doing car stuff and I was sitting here soaking through my underwear because watching his forearms flex was making me wet. He wasn't touching me. He wasn't talking to me. He wasn't even looking at me. He was working. And I was making a mess of myself on his bench like some desperate housewife who hadn't been fucked right in years.

Which... I mean... I haven't. Not by Todd. But that's not the point.

The point was I needed to stop looking at his hands and stop imagining those big rough scarred fingers on my skin and stop whatever this was before it turned into something I couldn't take back.

I looked at his hands again.

He pulled back from the engine, grabbed a rag off the workbench to wipe his hands, and turned around.

Caught me staring.

My whole body locked up — legs stopped moving, hands stopped fidgeting, even my breathing froze for a second. He was standing there with the rag in his hands and his eyes were on me and he wasn't surprised. He wasn't confused about why I was staring. He knew. The look on his face said he'd caught women staring before and he knew what it meant every time.

My face was burning. I could feel the flush spreading down my neck and across my chest, this hot prickly wave that started in my cheeks and went all the way to where my nipples were pressing against the wet sundress. My lips parted and my thighs pressed together and my back arched just enough to push my chest out and I didn't tell any of it to happen.

He was ten feet away and looking at me like he could see through the sundress and already knew my thong was wet.

Can he smell it? Oh my God can he actually smell it from over there?

I didn't look away fast enough. My eyes were on his hands — the rag sliding through his dark fingers, grease smearing across his knuckles — and he caught me dead, his eyes locking onto mine without blinking or smiling, just looking at me looking at him.

My face went hot. I looked down at my phone — no signal — and looked back up to find him still staring at me from across the garage, jaw set, those dark eyes that didn't rush.

"Radiator's shot," he said. Still looking at me. "Got the part. Take about an hour."

"Oh. Okay. Um — is that like... bad?"

He almost smiled. Almost. The corner of his mouth moved a fraction. "It ain't good. But I'll fix it." His eyes dropped to my hand. To the ring. "You ain't call your husband?"

"No signal." I held up my phone. Waved it.

"Mm." He looked at the ring again. "He comin' to get you?"

Like Todd would even know what to do. He'd just stand here and Google it on his phone.

"He's at work, sir," I said. "It's fine. I'll just wait."

"Aight." He turned back to the engine.

I sat there. Legs crossed. Sundress see-through. Watching him work. The box fan humming. The heat sitting on my skin. An hour. An hour in this garage with this man.

Time passed. He worked and I watched — tried not to and then watched anyway, his arms and his back and his hands, everything slow and sure.

He straightened up and rolled his neck, wiping the sweat off his forehead with his forearm. The cut-off t-shirt was soaked through now, stuck to his chest and stomach with every ridge of muscle showing through the wet fabric.

He walked to the bench. Sat down next to me.

The bench was small — not built for two people and definitely not built for a man his size sitting next to a woman my size. When he sat down the whole thing creaked and suddenly he was right there, his dark thigh six inches from my bare pale one, and the size difference hit me all over again. My thigh looked so tiny next to his — thin and tan with his thick and dark and solid even through his work pants, taking up twice the space mine did.

---


CHAPTER 4

The heat coming off him was like standing next to an engine that had been running all day. Not sun heat — body heat, rolling off his dark skin in waves, and I could feel it on the bare side of my thigh closest to him even though we weren't touching. Six inches of air between his leg and mine and that air was hot.

And the smell — up close it was so much stronger. Sweat and grease and that warm heavy thing underneath that I still couldn't name, filling my nose with every breath, sitting on my tongue. I swallowed hard and my throat was tight and I couldn't tell if I wanted to move closer or further away but my body was already leaning toward him.

He unscrewed his water bottle and drank and I watched his throat move when he swallowed — his neck thick and dark with a vein running down the side of it, sweat dripping off his jaw into his grey beard.

"What's your name, baby girl?"

Baby girl. Oh my God he just called me baby girl.

Two words in that deep slow Southern voice and my whole body reacted like he'd put his hand between my legs. My stomach didn't just flip — it dropped, this warm heavy falling feeling below my belly button that pulled all the way down to my pussy. My clit throbbed once, hard, and I shifted on the bench and pressed my thighs together.

Baby girl. Like I'm his. Like I belong to him already. Like he's been calling women baby girl for forty years and every single one of them ended up exactly where I'm about to end up.

Todd called me "babe." Quick and flat like he was ordering coffee. Babe-can-you-grab-my-keys. Babe-did-you-pay-the-electric-bill. It never did anything to me. Not once in six years.

This man said "baby girl" like he already knew how this was going to end.

"Tiffany." My voice came out softer than I meant. Higher. Like I was giving him something instead of just telling him my name.

"Tiffany." He said it slow. Let it sit in his mouth. "Your husband — the one who ain't got no signal. He a big man?"

I almost laughed. I did laugh — this little snort through my nose. "No."

"No?"

"He's like... no. He's not big. He does insurance."

"Insurance." He sucked his teeth. "So he ain't fixin' this car himself."

I giggled. "He can't even open a jar."

It came out before I could stop it. I didn't try to take it back.

He looked at me. Long. His eyes on my blue ones. Then they dropped. To my chest. To my nipples pressing through the wet sundress. To my thighs — bare, tan, crossed on the bench, the sundress riding high enough that if I uncrossed them he'd see my thong. He wasn't hiding what he was looking at. He'd stopped hiding things a long time ago.

I should've crossed my legs tighter and pulled my sundress down and looked away — done any of the things a married woman is supposed to do when a man twice her age is staring at her body like that.

I uncrossed my legs instead.

Not all the way. Just enough. My thighs parted and I felt the air hit the wet fabric of my thong and I know he saw it because his eyes went straight there — to the gap between my pale thighs where my white thong was dark with wetness, the fabric clinging to my lips, hiding nothing. His dark eyes locked between my legs and stayed there and I let him look.

I let an old Black man sit on a bench next to me and stare between my married white legs at my soaked panties and I didn't close them.

What are you doing Tiffany. Close your legs. Close your legs right now.

I opened them a little wider.

The bench was cool under my bare skin but between my legs was burning. I could feel the wetness spreading — not dripping yet but close, this warm slick heat that was making my thong useless. My clit was swollen against the wet fabric and every time I breathed the pressure shifted and I had to bite the inside of my cheek to keep quiet.

The look on his face changed. Not a lot — his expression barely moved, his jaw still set, his eyes still steady. But I saw it in his eyes — he'd made a decision about me. He knew what kind of woman I was now. He'd probably known since I walked up to his lawn chair with my nipples poking through my dress.

My pussy was throbbing — this deep steady pulse between my legs that I could feel in my heartbeat. Every throb pushed more wetness into my already ruined thong and I could feel it soaking through, the wet heat spreading across my inner thighs. I was making a mess on this man's bench and I was looking right at him while I did it.

He didn't say anything. Didn't lick his lips or make a face or do any of the things younger guys did when they saw a woman opening up for them. He just looked, patient and unhurried, like a man who'd been around long enough to know that when a woman opens her legs for you on a dead road, you don't rush it.

He's going to fuck me. This old man is going to fuck me. I came here to fix my car and this man is going to fuck me.

I still didn't close my legs.

"Darnell," he said. Offering his hand.

I took it.

His hand was so much bigger than mine that my fingers didn't even reach across his palm. My small pale hand just disappeared inside his — swallowed up by dark skin and rough callouses and heat, so much heat. His palm was burning hot against my skin and I could feel every ridge of every callous and every scar, the thickness of his fingers wrapping around my hand and squeezing with this easy pressure that wasn't trying to be gentle and wasn't trying to hurt. Just strong. Strong enough that I felt his grip in my pussy.

Todd shook hands like a dead fish. Limp and damp and over fast.

This man held my hand and I forgot Todd existed.

His thumb moved. One slow press into the center of my palm — deliberate, firm, his rough thumb pad dragging across my soft skin — and my pussy clenched so hard I almost gasped out loud. From his thumb on my hand. A handshake was making my pussy react and I was sitting there trying to keep my face normal while my whole body screamed at me from the waist down.

---


CHAPTER 5

He held on longer than a handshake. His eyes on my blue ones, his huge hand still wrapped around mine, his thumb still pressing. I didn't pull away. My fingers curled around the edge of his hand — as much of it as I could reach — and held on too.

Let go Tiffany. Normal people don't hold handshakes this long. Let go.

His hands are so warm and big and rough and I want them everywhere.

He let go first. Slow. His fingers sliding off mine, his rough palm dragging across my skin one last time, and then my hand was empty and I wanted it back.

"Nice to meet you, Tiffany." He stood up. "Lemme finish your car."

He walked back to the engine and I sat on the bench with my thighs pressed together. My thong was soaked. Forty minutes of watching him work and then his hand on mine and now I was sitting in a puddle of my own wetness on a stranger's bench.

An hour. Oh my God. An hour with him.

I uncrossed my legs. Crossed them the other way. Slower. The sundress rode up higher. I didn't fix it.

He finished forty minutes later. I knew because I'd been counting. Not minutes. Muscles. Every time he leaned into the engine I counted something new — the way his tricep flexed when he pulled a hose, the way his shoulder blade moved under dark skin when he reached deep, the ridge of his spine when he bent over. I'd been sitting on this bench for forty minutes cataloguing his body and my thong was ruined.

My thong wasn't just wet anymore — it was useless. The fabric had been soaked through for at least twenty of those forty minutes and now it was just this warm wet strip of cotton stuck between my lips doing nothing, holding nothing back. I could feel my wetness on the bench under me — a warm spot on the wood where my bare thighs met the seat — and every time I shifted I felt that slick slide between my legs that reminded me I was sitting in my own arousal watching a stranger fix the car my husband bought me.

My clit was swollen and pressing against the wet fabric in this constant dull throb that spiked every time he grunted or flexed or bent over. I'd been edging myself for forty minutes without touching anything — just sitting with my legs crossed and my thighs pressed together, rocking my hips in tiny movements that I was pretending were just me getting comfortable. I wasn't getting comfortable. I was grinding against my own thong on a bench in a stranger's garage.

Forty minutes. I've been sitting here for forty minutes with a wet pussy watching an old man work on a car. This is like... a new low for me. Or a new high. I can't tell anymore.

The ache was deep now — not surface-level horniness but this heavy pulling feeling low in my stomach that made me want to spread my legs and be touched. I needed hands on me. Big rough hands. Not Todd's soft clammy palms that grabbed my hip like he was checking a melon at the grocery store. Hands that would grip and squeeze and leave marks.

I was staring at his hands right now. He didn't know it but I'd been staring at his hands for the last twenty minutes straight.

He dropped the hood, wiped his hands on the rag, and turned around.

"Done."

"Oh my God, yay!" I clapped. Actually clapped, bouncing on the bench, and my boobs bounced with me. He watched. I saw him watching. So I bounced a little more.

I knew exactly what I was doing. My boobs were big and heavy and they moved like crazy when I bounced and I was bouncing them for a man who was twice my age and he was watching every single jiggle with his eyes locked on my chest like he'd forgotten how to blink.

This is so wrong. I'm bouncing my boobs for an old man in his own garage. While my car is sitting right there with fresh coolant in it.

And I liked it. I liked the way his eyes tracked my chest when I moved and the way his jaw set a little tighter and his hands gripped the rag and his whole body went still while he watched me bounce. Todd didn't watch me like that. Todd looked at his phone during sex. This man was watching me like I was the only thing that existed and all I was doing was sitting on a bench clapping like an idiot.

I could feel the wetness between my legs pulse when his eyes locked onto my chest. This wasn't just teasing anymore — this was putting on a show for a man I wanted to notice me and watching his face while he decided what he was going to do about it. My nipples were hard and poking through the wet sundress and I was bouncing them six feet away from a man with hands that could cover my entire chest and I wanted those hands on me so bad my teeth ached.

I stopped bouncing and my boobs settled and jiggled to a stop and I caught his eyes flicking back up to my face a half second too late. He'd been staring right at my nipples through the wet sundress and we both knew it and neither of us said anything about it.

"So like — how much do I owe you?"

He leaned against the workbench with his arms crossed, forearm muscles stacked, and looked at me.

"Don't worry about it."

"No sir like — seriously. Please. I have my card. Or I can Venmo you? Do you have Venmo?"

He squinted at me. "A what?"

"Venmo. It's like — you send money on your phone? Like an app?"

He stared at me. "I got a phone that makes calls."

"Oh. Um. Cash App?"

"Baby Girl." He almost laughed. "I don't know what none of that is. Don't worry about it."

"But sir you like... spent a whole hour. And the part and everything. That's not—"

I knocked his water bottle off the workbench with my elbow and it hit the concrete floor and rolled under the car.

"Oh shoot — sorry sorry—"

I bent over to grab it and reached under the BMW. My sundress was loose from the sweat and the heat and when I bent forward it hung open at the top. Wide open. No bra. Just my bare chest swinging in the open neck of my dress while I reached for the bottle on the floor.

---


CHAPTER 6

I felt the air on my bare skin and I knew exactly what was happening. My dress was hanging open and my breasts were out — both of them, hanging heavy, swaying with every reach I made toward the water bottle. My nipples were hard and the cool garage air was hitting them and I was bent over in front of an old Black man with my chest completely exposed and the water bottle was right there, I could've grabbed it in one second, but I kept reaching and adjusting and reaching again because I didn't want to stand back up yet.

Oh my God I'm showing him my boobs. I'm literally bent over showing this old man my bare boobs and pretending I can't reach a water bottle that's right there.

I could feel his eyes on me. I couldn't see him — I was bent over facing the floor — but I could feel his stare on my bare skin like heat from a lamp. He was behind me and above me and he was looking straight down my dress at my naked chest and I was letting him. More than letting him — I was staying bent over longer than I needed to because I wanted him to see everything.

My pussy throbbed and a fresh rush of wetness soaked through my already ruined thong. I was getting wetter from showing an old man my chest than I got from anything Todd did to me in bed.

The bottle was right there under my fingers. I grabbed it slowly and my breasts swung one last time and I knew he saw it.

I grabbed it and stood back up and held it out to him.

He wasn't looking at the bottle.

His eyes were locked on my chest. The neckline had slipped down more when I stood up — one strap hanging off my shoulder, the fabric drooping, my left breast almost all the way out with just the nipple still barely covered.

He was staring with his mouth open a little, not hiding it, not even trying.

No man had ever looked at me like that. Todd looked at me like I was furniture — a quick glance at my body the way you glance at a clock, just checking, not really seeing. The guys I cheated with looked at me like I was hot, sure, but they were my age and they tried to play it cool and act like they weren't desperate even when they were. This man wasn't playing anything. He was sixty-something years old and he was looking at my almost-bare breast with his mouth open and he didn't give a single shit about being cool. He wanted to see my chest and he was looking at it and that was that.

Something about his total lack of shame made my pussy squeeze on the bench. He wasn't sneaking glances or trying to look at my eyes and accidentally drifting down — he was staring at my breast like it belonged to him already and the fact that I was somebody's wife made it better for him, not worse.

I could see his hands tighten on the rag at his side — those big Black hands squeezing the cloth the way I wanted them squeezing me. His eyes on my pale skin and six feet of hot garage air between us and I was standing there with one breast practically out and neither of us was moving.

My nipple was right there — one tug on the fabric and it would be completely bare. I wanted him to do it. I wanted him to walk over and pull the strap down himself and look at everything and I was standing there willing him to do it with every part of my body.

Oh my God. He's like... drooling.

I looked down at myself and back up at him and he still hadn't moved his eyes.

I smirked.

"You're a naughty old man, sir." I pulled my strap back up — one millimeter at a time, my finger hooked under it, dragging it up my shoulder while his eyes followed my fingers all the way up. The fabric slid over my breast and covered my nipple and I watched his jaw tighten when it disappeared behind the cotton.

Yeah. You liked that. You liked watching me almost show you everything and then take it away.

I left the sundress loose with the neckline low on purpose — gave him just enough to keep staring. My wedding ring was on my finger and his eyes were on my chest and the BMW was behind me and making this old man want me was making me wetter than Todd had ever made me in six years of marriage.

I could feel the wetness spreading — my thong was just a warm wet rag between my legs now and I could feel my juices on my inner thighs, slick and warm. An hour ago I was driving to get my nails done. Now I was standing in a garage teasing an old Black man with my dress strap and my pussy was dripping. One hour. That's all it took.

"Staring at a married woman like that."

He didn't flinch or apologize, just looked up from my chest to my face like a man with not a single fuck to give.

"Hard not to stare," he said. That deep Southern voice. "When you puttin' on a show like that."

"I wasn't putting on a show." I was totally putting on a show.

"Mhm." He looked at my cleavage again. At the strap barely staying on my shoulder. "Sure you wasn't."

My pussy was so wet I could feel it on my thighs.

I was done pretending. Done with the game where I tease and he stares and we both act like this isn't going exactly where it's going. My pussy was soaked and his eyes were eating me alive and my BMW was sitting right there with fresh coolant in it and I could've said thank you and gotten in the car and driven home to my husband and had a normal Tuesday afternoon.

I looked at his arms crossed over his chest — dark and thick and veined — and his hands, huge and rough with grease still in the lines of his palms — and at the outline of something thick pressing against his thigh through his work pants that he wasn't even trying to hide.

You're going to do this. You're actually going to do this, Tiffany. In this man's garage. On a Tuesday. While Todd is at work selling insurance.

My body had already decided. My pussy had decided forty minutes ago when he pushed the BMW into the bay with his bare hands and barely broke a sweat. My brain was just now catching up — standing there with wet thighs and hard nipples and my dress barely covering anything, staring at an old Black man's arms and wanting to know what they'd feel like wrapped around me and holding me down.

---


CHAPTER 7

I was going to touch him. Right now. And whatever happened after that was going to happen.

My thighs were slick and my clit was throbbing and the garage smelled like his sweat and engine grease and it was the most turned on I'd ever been standing in front of a man while both of us were still fully clothed.

I grabbed his hand — his big Black scarred hand — and he let me take it and I put it right on my chest, on the bare skin where the sundress was hanging loose.

His palm hit my skin and my brain went white for a second — just blank, just heat and pressure and rough callouses scraping across soft skin and the weight of his hand covering my entire breast. His Black fingers spread across my pale chest, dark on white, rough on soft, and I could feel every scar and every ridge of his working hands on the softest part of my body.

I wasn't breathing. I'd stopped the second his palm touched me and I was just standing there with my chest pushed into his hand and my mouth open because his hand was so big and so rough and so hot that my brain couldn't do two things at once. It couldn't process what his hand felt like AND remember to breathe. So breathing lost.

Oh my God. His big rough Black hand is on my bare chest and it's the best thing I've ever felt. Todd's hands are soft and small and damp and this man's hand is like — it's like being grabbed by something real for the first time.

I looked up at him — way up, my face at his chest level, my blue eyes finding his dark ones. His jaw was set and his eyes were steady and his hand was on my breast and he was looking down at me like a man deciding what he was going to do with something he'd just picked up.

The size of it — his dark hand on my pale skin, my whole breast fitting inside one grip with room to spare. Todd cupped my breasts with both hands like he was trying to hold water. This man palmed me with one hand like it was nothing.

"It's okay," I said. My voice came out shaky and small. "You can touch."

His fingers squeezed and the sound that came out of me was embarrassing — this soft high whimper that slipped through my lips before I could stop it. His hand was so big it covered everything, my entire breast disappearing in his grip, and he wasn't being careful. He was squeezing the way he squeezed everything — firm and sure and like he had a right to. My knees went weak and I grabbed his forearm with both hands to keep from falling and his arm was like iron under my fingers, thick and solid and warm, and my nails dug into his dark skin and he didn't flinch.

My breast was throbbing in his grip and my nipple was aching against his rough palm and a jolt went through my pussy that I felt all the way up to my stomach.

"Mmm—" I bit my lip and looked up at him with my hands still wrapped around his forearm. "See? That's not so bad, is it sir?"

"You somebody's wife," he said, his hand still on me and still squeezing.

The words should have stopped me. "You somebody's wife" — that's supposed to be the part where the woman pulls back and covers herself up and says oh God what am I doing and runs to her car. That's what happens in movies. That's what's supposed to happen.

My pussy got wetter.

He said I was somebody's wife and my body responded by getting more turned on, not less, because he wasn't saying it like a warning. He was saying it like a fact he was filing away — she's married and she's standing here with my hand on her bare chest anyway, and that tells me everything I need to know about what kind of woman she is.

And he was right. It told him everything — that I was the kind of wife who let strange men touch her bare chest in garages while her husband was at work, the kind who'd been cheating since year two and was standing here with her ring on and her dress half off and her pussy dripping because she wanted more.

Todd has no idea. He's sitting in his office doing paperwork right now and he has absolutely no idea that a man with hands bigger than his head is squeezing my boob in a garage on the other side of the city. And if he did know he'd probably cry. And honestly that's making me wetter too.

His hand squeezed again — harder this time, his fingers digging into the soft skin of my breast, his rough palm grinding against my nipple — and I pushed myself deeper into his grip instead of pulling away. Because that's who I was. That's who I'd always been. Todd's wife with someone else's hands on her.

"Mhm." I stepped closer and pressed myself into his grip and my other hand went down and found the front of his worn-out work pants and I pressed my palm flat against him.

My eyes went wide.

He was hard. Through the fabric, through the zipper, through everything — I could feel it and he was big. Like really big. Not Todd big — Todd wasn't big at all, Todd was barely there even when he was hard, this sad soft little bump that I had to search for with my fingers. This was like pressing my palm against a pipe. Something thick and long and alive, straining against the zipper, pushing against my hand with this heavy heat that I could feel through the fabric.

My hand slid down the outline of it and it kept going. Past where I expected it to end, past the zipper, down his thigh, and it was still going and my brain just stopped working. I was standing there with my palm flat against this old man's cock through his pants and my hand was sliding down and down and my eyes were getting wider with every inch.

Oh my God. Oh my God that's — how is it that — that's not even — oh my God.

It was so thick my fingers couldn't wrap around the outline of it even through the fabric. I tried — I actually tried to grip it through his pants and my fingers couldn't get around it and my wedding ring pressed against the hard ridge of it through the worn cotton and my mouth went dry and then flooded with spit at the same time.

---


CHAPTER 8

I could feel it throb. Through the fabric — this heavy pulse against my palm, like a heartbeat but deeper and slower. His cock was alive under my hand and it was getting harder, swelling, pushing against the zipper, and I was standing there feeling it grow against my fingers and my pussy was clenching in rhythm with every pulse like my body was already trying to match him.

Todd's dick didn't throb. Todd's dick didn't do much of anything — it got sort of hard for a few minutes and then gave up and went soft before we were done. This thing was throbbing through two layers of fabric like it was trying to break free and get to me.

I gasped out loud and my eyes snapped up to his face and he was looking down at me with this expression that wasn't quite a smile but knew everything. He knew what I was feeling under my hand. He knew how big it was. He'd seen that look on women before — the wide eyes and the open mouth and the hand that couldn't stop sliding along the outline of something she wasn't ready for.

Oh my God.

It jumped in my hand.

His cock — through the fabric, through the zipper, through his boxers — it jumped. This thick heavy twitch against my palm that I felt all the way up my arm and straight down to my clit. My clit throbbed so hard my thighs pressed together on their own.

And then someone was kissing someone. I don't know who went first. His mouth was on mine or my mouth was on his — it happened at the same time as the jump, like his cock twitching in my hand pulled both of our faces together. His lips were full and rough and he tasted like water and sweat and something smoky and old and my brain shut off.

His lips were nothing like Todd's. Todd kissed me the way he did everything — quick and nervous and barely there, this thin dry peck that was over before I could decide if I felt it. He tasted like the mouthwash he used too much of and kissing him was like kissing a wall that was trying really hard to be a mouth.

This man's lips were thick and full and they covered mine completely, pressing into me with this slow firm pressure that I felt in my whole face. His mouth was bigger than mine — wider, stronger — and when his lips moved against me it was like he was eating me, not kissing me. He tasted like tobacco and old coffee and sweat and his own skin and it was disgusting and it was the best thing I'd ever tasted and I was pushing up on my toes to get more of him.

I could feel his beard scratching my chin and my cheeks and the skin around my lips was going to be red and raw from it and Todd was going to see and I didn't care. His rough lips dragged across mine and I felt the scars on them — little ridges, old cuts, a lifetime on his mouth — and I was licking them with my tongue and biting his bottom lip and pulling on it and making sounds into his mouth that I'd never made kissing anyone.

I'm kissing him. I'm standing in a garage kissing an old man with my hand on his cock and this is the hardest I've ever been kissed. Six years married and this is the hardest anyone has ever kissed me and it's happening in a junkyard.

His big hand came up and gripped the back of my neck — not gentle, not cradling, gripping. Like he was holding me in place and making sure I wasn't going anywhere. His rough palm on the back of my neck and his thick fingers in my blonde hair and his mouth pressing harder into mine.

I could see it — not clearly because he was so close and my eyes were half shut from the kiss but I could see his hand in the corner of my vision. His dark hand on the back of my pale neck, thick fingers tangled in my blonde hair, gripping me, holding me in place. The contrast was sharp even through the blur — dark on light, his knuckles against my white skin, his rough fingers disappearing into my blonde hair like they belonged there.

If Todd walked in right now this is what he'd see first — a Black man's hand on the back of his wife's neck, gripping her, pulling her into a kiss, dark fingers wound through her blonde hair while she pushed up on her toes to reach his mouth. That image alone would break Todd. Not the kissing — the hand. The size of it and the color of it and the way it owned the back of my neck like I was his.

I reached up and grabbed his wrist — my small white fingers wrapping around his thick wrist, not pulling him off but holding on. My pale fingers on his skin, his hand on my white neck, my blonde hair spilling over his dark knuckles. I was drowning in the contrast of us and it was making everything wetter and hotter and more desperate.

His hand is so dark against my neck. Why does that make me want him more. Why does the color of his skin on my skin make my pussy grip like that.

I didn't have an answer. I just knew that every time I saw his skin touching my pale skin something inside me tightened and got wetter. It had always been like this — since the first Black man I'd cheated on Todd with. The contrast was the thing. Dark hands on my white body was the thing that turned a good fuck into the kind of fuck that ruined me for my husband. And this man's hands were the darkest and the roughest and the biggest I'd ever had on me and he was only kissing me and I was already ruined.

I went weak against him, my knees bending, my body leaning forward, every part of me trying to get closer to every part of him.

The moan that came out of me when he squeezed my neck was something I'd never heard myself make — this deep low sound that vibrated against his lips and kept going and I couldn't have stopped it even if I wanted to.

"Mmmnnh—"

I moaned into his mouth right away, no buildup — his lips on mine and the sound just fell out of me, wet and desperate. My hand was still on his cock through his pants and it was growing — I could feel it getting thicker and harder under my fingers, pushing against the zipper, straining the worn fabric. I squeezed it and he grunted into the kiss and I squeezed harder.

---


CHAPTER 9

His breath was in my face now and it hit me — hot, rank, this spicy old-man funk that smelled like tobacco and black coffee and sweat that had been baking in the sun all day. Todd smelled like body wash and mouthwash. This man smelled like a man — like decades of grease and labor and sun-baked skin. The kind of smell that should've made me pull away and it was making me shove my tongue deeper into his mouth.

I was breathing him in through the kiss — every inhale was his breath and his skin and that deep funk from his body and I was getting high off it. Not like a metaphor — actually high. My head was buzzing and my vision was blurry at the edges and every breath of his musk was hitting my brain and going straight to the part of me that was already dripping, skipping everything in between.

I pressed my face into his neck — into the crook of it where his jaw met his throat, where the sweat was heaviest and his dark skin was slick and hot. My white nose against his Black neck, my pale face pressed into dark skin that was wet with sweat, and I breathed deep. The smell was coming right from his skin — from his pores, from the surface of his dark body that had been working in the sun all day. Up close his skin smelled different than from across the garage. Richer. Thicker. This deep warm musk coming off his Black skin in waves that smelled like heat and man and something underneath that was almost sweet, warm like brown liquor left in the sun. His sweat had this depth to it that Todd's never had. Todd's sweat smelled like slightly damp skin and nothing else. This man's sweat smelled like his whole life — every year of labor and sun baked into his dark body — and I was pressing my white nose into the wettest part of his neck and inhaling like I needed it to breathe.

I could feel his pulse against my lips — his thick neck throbbing, the vein running down the side of it beating against my mouth. His dark skin was hot against my pale face and I opened my mouth and licked him. Just licked the sweat right off his neck — my tongue dragging along his dark skin from his collarbone to his jaw, tasting the salt and the musk straight from the source. He grunted when I did it, this low rumble from his chest, and his hand tightened on the back of my neck.

I just licked an old Black man's sweaty neck in a garage. I just put my tongue on his dark skin and licked the sweat off him like a freak. And I want to do it again.

I did it again. A longer stripe up his dark neck, my tongue flat against his skin, tasting every inch. His skin was salty and musky and warm under my tongue and the taste was better than anything Todd's clean scrubbed body had ever produced. I was licking this man's neck and his dark skin tasted the way his musk smelled — heavy and deep and male and I wanted to lick every inch of him.

Todd smelled like nothing. Todd smelled like soap and fabric softener and the inside of a Lexus dealership and it made my pussy as dry as his personality. I'd kiss Todd goodnight and feel nothing — no pulse, no clench, no heat, just his thin lips and his minty breath and then he'd roll over and I'd lie there staring at the ceiling wondering when the last time was I actually wanted someone's mouth on mine.

This man's rank breath was making me wetter than Todd's entire existence. His hot stale mouth and his tobacco tongue and the taste of old coffee and I was sucking it out of him and wanting more. That's how far gone I was — I was French-kissing an old man's dirty mouth in a garage and loving every second of it.

Okay but like why does his nasty old mouth taste this good. Why am I sucking on this man's tongue like it's candy. What is wrong with me.

Nothing was wrong with me. His hands were still on me and his cock was still hard under my palm and he hadn't even taken his pants off yet. He was still fully dressed and I was falling apart just from his mouth and his hands and the smell of him. Todd couldn't make me fall apart with his entire body.

His hand was on my chest, still gripping me through the loose sundress, and now his other hand came up and found the other one. Both of his huge Black hands on my breasts, squeezing and kneading while his mouth worked against mine — calloused fingers digging into the soft skin, rough palms scraping my nipples, gripping me like he was testing how much I could take.

I'd had men grab my breasts before — plenty of times, in backseats and hotel rooms and once in a movie theater bathroom. Always younger men with smooth hands who squeezed my boobs like they were scared something would break. Todd touched my breasts like he was patting a dog — flat palm, no pressure, this soft little rub that did absolutely nothing for either of us.

This man was gripping me like he owned me. Both of his huge Black hands wrapped around my pale breasts and his scarred fingers were sinking into the soft flesh and his rough calloused palms were grinding against my nipples and he wasn't being careful at all. He was squeezing hard enough that it hurt — this deep ache in the tissue that mixed with the pleasure until I couldn't tell them apart. His thumbs dug into the top of my breasts while his fingers crushed the underside and every squeeze made more flesh bulge between his dark fingers and I was watching it happen — my pale skin bulging through his Black knuckles, the contrast so sharp it made my whole body tighten.

His hands are so big. Both my boobs fit in his hands and he still has room to squeeze. Todd uses both hands on one and still can't get a grip.

The roughness of his palms was doing something to my nipples that smooth hands never could — every callous was a tiny ridge of friction dragging across the sensitive skin and my nipples were so hard they ached, these swollen pink points being scraped and ground by a working man's hands that had never been moisturized or manicured or soft a single day in their life. His hands were tools. They'd fixed engines and broken jaws and now they were on my bare chest and I was arching into them and begging for more with every sound that came out of my mouth.

"Mmph — mmmnnh — sir—"

---


CHAPTER 10

His tongue pushed into my mouth — thick and warm and slow, the same way he did everything, no rush — and I sucked on it and tasted him. I sucked his tongue and moaned around it and my arm went around the back of his head, my fingers grabbing his grey hair, pulling his face harder into mine because I couldn't get enough.

"Mmmnn — mmph — oh God—"

I was slurping on his tongue. Actually slurping — this wet sucking sound that echoed in the empty garage every time I pulled his tongue into my mouth. His spit and my spit were mixing and running down the corner of my lips and I swallowed what I could and let the rest drip down my chin. His beard was scratching my face and his musk was all over me now, in my nose, in the back of my throat, and my pussy was clenching with every breath I took.

I opened my eyes mid-kiss and what I saw almost made me cum standing up. His face — his dark face — pressed against mine, his dark skin against my white skin, his closed eyes and the sweat beading on his dark forehead. Up close I could see everything — the grey in his eyebrows, the deep lines around his dark eyes, the pores on his dark cheeks slick with sweat. His Black skin was so close to my white skin that I could see where we met, the line where his dark lips ended and my pale lips began, blurred now by spit and pressure but still there. Dark and light. Black and white. Old and young. An old Black man and a young white wife with their mouths pressed together and wet from each other.

I looked down without breaking the kiss and saw his dark chin wet with spit — my spit, our spit, running off his dark jaw and dripping. His chin was darker where it was wet and my chin was shiny and pale under the drool. The spit trail connecting his dark bottom lip to my pale bottom lip when he pulled back a fraction — this thin glistening bridge between his Black mouth and my white mouth — before he pushed back in and it broke and we were mixing again.

His dark tongue pushed into my white mouth and I could see it for a second when our lips parted — thick and dark and wet, sliding between my pale lips. The color of his tongue against the pink of my mouth. I moaned at the sight of it as much as the feeling and closed my eyes again because if I kept watching I was going to lose my mind.

His tongue is in my mouth. An old Black man's tongue is in my white mouth and I can see it going in and it's the hottest thing I've ever seen in my life.

If someone had walked into this garage right now they would've heard me before they saw me — these wet hungry sucking sounds bouncing off the metal walls, mixed with my moaning and his grunting and the slick sound of spit everywhere. I sounded like a porn video — like the kind of woman who gets on her knees in strangers' garages — and all we were doing was kissing and I already sounded like that.

Todd doesn't know I kiss like this. Todd thinks I'm a good kisser because I peck him on the lips and sometimes use tongue for two seconds on his birthday. If he could see me right now with spit running down my chin sucking on this old man's tongue he would die.

My chin was wet, my lips were swollen and raw from his beard, and the front of my sundress was dark with the spit that had dripped off my chin onto my chest. I was a wet moaning slurping mess in a married woman's sundress with my wedding ring on and an old Black man's tongue in my mouth and I didn't want to stop. Every time he pulled his tongue back I chased it with mine, pushing into his mouth, tasting him, sucking him back in. I wanted more and more and it wasn't enough.

We were only kissing. Just kissing. His tongue in my mouth and his hands on my chest and nothing else and I was already the wettest I'd been in years. If this was what his mouth did to me I couldn't imagine what the rest of him would do.

His hands squeezed my breasts harder and I gasped against his mouth. He rolled my nipples between his rough fingers — pinching, twisting — and I pulled on his hair and pushed my chest into his grip, the fabric sliding further down with every squeeze until my sundress was bunched around my waist and I was topless in his garage.

The air hit my bare chest and my nipples tightened harder than they already were — stiff and aching and pointing right at him. My sundress was around my waist and my breasts were bare and I was standing topless in front of an old Black man I'd met an hour ago and I felt more naked than I'd ever felt in front of Todd. Not because I was showing more skin. Because of the way he was looking at it.

His dark eyes went over my bare chest slow, taking his time with each one. My nipples were pink and hard and wet from sweat and his rough hands had left red marks on the pale skin where he'd been gripping me. I was marked up — he'd been squeezing me hard enough to leave handprints and I could see the outlines of his fingers, dark red marks on my white skin in the shape of a working man's grip.

Oh my God Todd is going to see those. Those marks are going to be there tomorrow and Todd is going to see them when I change clothes and I don't even care. I don't care at all.

I arched my back and pushed my bare chest toward him, my breasts lifting, my nipples pointing at his face. I wanted him to keep looking. I wanted him to see all of it — every mark his hands had made, every red patch on my pale skin, the shape of his grip on my body. I was his to look at now and we both knew it.

"Unh — mmmnnh — don't stop — mmph—"

His mouth left mine and went to my neck — full lips dragging across my pale throat, beard scratching my skin. I tilted my head back and let him. My fingers were still wrapped around him through the fabric, fully hard now, thick and long and hot, and I was stroking the outline of it while he bit my neck and gripped my breasts.

---


CHAPTER 11

His teeth sank into the side of my neck and I whimpered — this pathetic little sound that I'd never heard come out of my own mouth before. He wasn't kissing my neck — he was biting it. His teeth pressing into the thin skin above my collarbone and then sucking, his full lips pulling my skin into his mouth and holding it there while his tongue pressed against the flesh. He was marking me. Leaving a bruise on a married woman's neck where everyone would see it and he didn't give a shit.

That's going to leave a hickey. A big dark hickey on my white neck and I'm going to have to wear a scarf or Todd's going to see it and I — oh God — oh God that feels good—

My head fell back and I gave him my entire throat, no resistance, just my pale neck stretched out in front of his dark mouth and I was letting an old man suck bruises into my skin an hour after meeting him. His beard was rough against my jawline and his lips were hot and wet on my neck and every time his teeth pressed down a jolt shot from my neck straight to my clit and I gasped and my hips rocked forward against nothing.

His hand was on the back of my neck again — holding me in place, tilting my head to the side so he could get deeper into the soft part of my throat. His other hand was still on my breast, pulling and kneading, his calloused fingers rough on my nipple. I was being worked from two directions — his mouth on my neck and his hand on my chest — and my body was responding to both at once, every nerve ending lit up and my pussy pulsing between my legs without anyone even touching it.

"Mmmnnh — sir — oh God — mmph—"

I was soaked — not just my thong but my thighs. I could feel my wetness running down the inside of my legs, warm and slick, pooling in my flip flops. I was topless in a stranger's garage and I didn't want him to stop.

My whole body was shaking — not from cold, not from fear, from him. From his hands and his mouth and his cock pressing against my hand through his pants and the smell of him all over my face and the sound of his grunting against my neck. Every part of me was vibrating and my skin felt like it was too tight for my body and the only thing keeping me standing was his hand on the back of my neck and the workbench pressing into the small of my back.

I was a mess. Topless, wet from the waist down, spit and sweat on my chest, his beard burns on my chin and my neck and the tops of my breasts. My blonde hair was stuck to my forehead and my mascara was smearing from the sweat and I looked nothing like the woman who'd gotten out of my BMW an hour ago with her sundress clean and her hair perfect and her biggest problem being that she didn't have a cell signal.

That woman was gone. The woman standing in this garage right now with an old Black man's mouth on her neck and his hand on her breast and his cock in her hand through his pants — this was the real me. The me that came out when the right man put his hands on me and that Todd didn't know existed.

More. I want more. I want his mouth on my chest and his hands between my legs and I want more of everything he's doing and I want it now.

I pulled his face up from my neck and looked at him — his dark eyes, wet lips, grey beard slick with my sweat and his spit. I could see the want on his face, the same thing I was feeling, just slower and steadier because that's how he did everything. He wanted me. Not like a young man wants a woman — grabby and fast and rushed. He wanted me the way an old man wants something — patient and sure and ready to take his time taking it apart.

And I was going to let him.

The kiss broke with a wet pop and a strand of saliva hanging between our tongues. I was panting, his musk all over my face, his taste on my tongue — rank and heavy and I wanted to lick it off my own lips.

My face was covered in him. His spit was on my chin and my cheeks and I could taste him on my lips — that rank heavy old-man taste that had no business being this addictive. I ran my tongue across my bottom lip and tasted his saliva and his musk and the tobacco from his mouth and my eyes fluttered shut for a second because the taste of him was doing something to my brain that I couldn't explain. I wanted to lick my own face clean. I wanted to find every drop of his spit on my skin and put it in my mouth and that thought should've disgusted me and it was making me press my thighs together instead.

I touched my own face — my white cheek wet and slick with his spit, my pale chin covered in his saliva. I knew what I looked like right now. A white woman with a Black man's spit all over her face. His dark mouth had been everywhere — on my lips, on my chin, on my neck — and the evidence was all over my pale skin, wet and glistening. If anyone saw me right now they'd see the beard burn on my white cheeks and the spit on my pale chin and the raw pink marks where his dark face had pressed against mine and they'd know exactly what a white married woman had been doing in this garage.

His taste was still heavy on my tongue — that thick musky taste from his dark skin, from licking his dark neck, from having his dark tongue in my white mouth for the last ten minutes. My white mouth tasted like a Black man and my white face was covered in his spit and the part of me that should've been horrified was the part that was dripping between my legs.

That's his spit on my white face. An old Black man's spit. I'm wearing it like lipstick and I don't want to wipe it off.

---


CHAPTER 12

My lips were raw and swollen from his beard and his teeth and my chin was wet and my neck smelled like his sweat and I was standing in this garage wearing his musk like perfume. Todd would smell him on me when I got home. Todd would kiss me on the cheek when I walked through the door and he'd taste this man's spit on my skin and not even know what it was because Todd didn't know what another man's mouth tasted like. He'd probably think it was a new moisturizer.

I need to stop. I need to stop this right now and get in the car and go home and wash this man off my face and pretend this never happened.

I opened my mouth to say something — to say stop, to say I'm married, to say anything that would put distance between his mouth and my body.

"I — wait — I like — my husb—"

He grabbed both my breasts and shoved his mouth on my left nipple, hard — not a kiss, a bite. His teeth clamped down on my nipple before his lips even sealed around it and I yelped so loud it echoed off the corrugated metal walls of the garage.

"AH — fuck—"

The pain was sharp and immediate and it ripped through my nipple and I felt it straight down in my clit. My whole body seized up — every muscle clenching at once, my back arching off the workbench, my hands grabbing at nothing. Nobody had ever bitten my nipple like that. Todd barely touched my nipples — he'd give them this timid little flick with his tongue that felt like nothing and then move on like he'd done his job. The Black men I'd cheated with had sucked on them, sure, but they'd been young and they'd been careful because they thought that's what women wanted.

This man bit me like he didn't care if it hurt. Like he wanted it to hurt. Like he'd been alive long enough to know that a woman who puts a strange man's hand on her bare chest in a garage doesn't want gentle. He was right. The pain shot through me and my pussy tightened so hard my thighs shook and I wanted more of it. I wanted him to bite harder.

He's biting me. This old man is biting my nipple like he's trying to eat me and I'm not pushing him away. I'm not pushing him away because it feels so good it's making my vision blur.

My nipple was being crushed between his teeth and his tongue and his full dark lips were sealed around my breast and I could feel the suction pulling my flesh into his hot wet mouth and the sound coming out of me wasn't a word — it was just noise. Raw desperate noise from a woman who was finding out for the first time what a man's mouth was supposed to feel like on her chest.

I looked down and the image hit me — his dark head bent over my white chest, his dark mouth clamped around my pale pink nipple, his full Black lips sealed on my white breast. My nipple had disappeared inside his dark mouth and all I could see was his Black lips and his dark cheeks and his beard pressed against my white skin and the contrast was so sharp my clit throbbed just from looking at it.

Look at that. Look at his dark mouth on me. His Black lips on my white breast. This is what I've been wanting. This is what my body needs and Todd's pale thin mouth could never give me.

His dark hands were gripping my white rib cage, his Black fingers pressing into my pale sides, holding me still while his mouth worked my nipple. I could see every point where we touched — dark on white, dark on white — his hands on my ribs, his mouth on my breast, his face on my chest. The darker his skin was against mine the wetter I got and that was the truth about me that Todd would never understand even if I explained it to him with pictures.

My hands flew to his head and I grabbed fistfuls of his grey hair while he sucked on me, rough lips pulling my nipple into his mouth, his beard scratching the pale skin around it. His Black hands were gripping both my breasts, squeezing them together, mashing them against his face so he could go from one nipple to the other without pulling back. He wasn't being careful. He was being greedy. Sixty years old with his face buried in a twenty-eight-year-old's bare chest and he was sucking on me like he'd been waiting for this since I walked up to his lawn chair.

The sounds he was making were filthy. Wet sucking and grunting and these low growls against my skin that I could feel vibrating through my breast tissue into my chest. He sounded like a man who was hungry — not sexy-hungry like in a movie, actually hungry, like he'd been starving for this and now he was eating and he wasn't going to stop until he was full.

His mouth went from my left nipple to my right and back again, his teeth scraping across my chest as he moved, his beard leaving raw pink trails on my pale skin. He wasn't switching gently — he'd bite down hard on one, suck it until I was screaming, then drag his teeth off and clamp onto the other before I could catch my breath. My nipples were swollen and red and throbbing and he was making them worse with every bite and I was arching my chest into his face and begging for it.

Why does this feel so good. Why does this old man chewing on my boobs in a garage feel better than anything Todd has ever done to me in a bed. Why is my body like this.

Nothing was wrong with my body. My body was finally getting what it wanted. Six years of Todd's soft hands and timid tongue and now there was a man on my chest who used his teeth and his tongue and his whole mouth and didn't ask permission and didn't slow down and didn't check if I was okay because he could hear from the sounds I was making that I was way more than okay.

His big Black hands were mashing my breasts together so he could switch between nipples without pulling his face back and I could feel my breast flesh bulging between his scarred fingers, pale skin spilling between dark knuckles, his calloused palms rough against the sides of my breasts. He had my entire chest gathered up in his hands and his face buried in the middle of it and I was holding his grey head against me and grinding my pussy against the air because nobody was touching me down there and I was going out of my mind.

---


CHAPTER 13

"Oh my God — oh fuck — sir—"

I looked down — his dark head on my white chest with his mouth wrapped around my pink nipple and my pale fingers in his grey hair. The sight of it — this old Black man sucking on my pale breasts in a garage while my BMW sat behind us — my pussy tightened so hard my legs nearly gave out.

I couldn't stop looking. His dark skin on my white skin — his Black mouth on my pink nipple, his scarred dark fingers denting the pale flesh of my breast, his grey hair between my white fingers. It looked like something I'd watched in porn late at night on my phone while Todd snored next to me. Those videos I'd saved in a hidden folder — older Black men with young white women, the kind of videos where the contrast was the whole point. I'd watched those videos and touched myself under the covers and told myself it was just a fantasy.

It wasn't a fantasy anymore. It was happening three feet from the BMW. His dark mouth on my body and my pale hands in his hair and the visual was so sharp and so real that my pussy was reacting to what my eyes were seeing as much as what my body was feeling. Every time I looked down and saw the contrast — dark on light, Black on white, old on young — another pulse of wetness ran down the inside of my thigh.

Todd is never going to know about this. He's never going to know that his wife stood in a garage and watched an old Black man suck on her nipples and came from the sight of it. He's never going to know and I'm never going to tell him and I'm going to think about this every single time he touches me for the rest of our marriage.

He bit harder, his teeth grinding on my nipple, and I squealed — this high dumb sound, the kind of noise I'd be embarrassed about later — and shoved my chest deeper into his face because it hurt and I wanted more. He growled against my skin, this low rumble from his chest that vibrated through my breast, and switched to the other one without pause — his mouth pulled off my left nipple with a slick sound and clamped onto my right, biting down immediately, his tongue pressing my nipple flat against his teeth. His calloused hand squeezed the one he'd just left — wet with his spit, my nipple red and swollen and throbbing from his teeth.

"Unh — mmmnnh — fuck — that hurts — don't stop—"

My legs were giving out. I was leaning back against the workbench with my knuckles white on the edge, topless in this man's garage, dress hiked up to my ribs, while he chewed on my nipples hard enough to leave marks that Todd would see in the shower tomorrow, his Black hands on my pale skin and Todd's ring on my finger every time I pulled his grey head closer.

He dropped without warning — his mouth came off my breast and his knees hit the concrete floor. My sundress was already bunched around my waist from the kissing and he shoved it the rest of the way up to my hips. I was in just my thong now — soaked white fabric that was see-through from how wet I was, clinging to my pussy, hiding nothing. He grabbed the backs of my thighs and spread them apart with his big rough hands, his scarred fingers digging into my soft skin, and shoved his face between my legs.

He was on his knees. On the concrete floor of his own garage, this old man had dropped to his knees on hard concrete without hesitating, without easing himself down, without making a sound about it — just dropped, like his body knew where it was going before his brain finished deciding. His knees had hit that floor hard enough that I heard it and he didn't flinch.

I looked down at him between my legs — this big old Black man kneeling in front of me with his hands gripping the backs of my thighs and his face inches from my soaked thong and he looked like he'd been waiting his whole life to get here. Not desperate — patient. Like a man who'd spent an hour fixing a car and watching me squirm on his bench and now he was ready to take what he wanted.

He's on his KNEES. This old man got on his knees for me. Todd won't even go down on me without me asking three times and making him feel guilty about it and this man just dropped to the floor like it was where he belonged.

The position put his face right at my pussy and I could feel his breath through my thong, hot and steady, and his hands were spreading my thighs apart slowly, his fingers digging into the soft skin behind my knees. My legs were shaking and my hands were gripping the workbench behind me and I was looking down at the top of his grey head between my bare thighs and my whole body was vibrating with the knowledge that his mouth was about to be on me.

I looked down at the picture between my legs — his dark hands gripping the skin of my inner thighs, his thick fingers pressing into my pale flesh, spreading me open. His knuckles against my thighs, his wrists between my legs. The contrast was everywhere I looked — his skin and mine and the soaked white thong in between that was the only thing separating his Black mouth from my bare pussy.

His face was inches from my cunt and I could see his breath fogging against the wet fabric. His eyes looked up at me from between my pale thighs — looked straight up my body past my bare breasts to my face — and the eye contact from that position, his dark face looking up from between my white legs, made my pussy pulse so hard I whimpered.

An old Black man is between my white legs looking up at me about to eat my pussy. If I took a picture of this right now and sent it to Todd it would end my marriage in one second. And I'd still be standing here with my legs open.

His thumbs pressed into the soft skin of my inner thighs, pulling them wider, and I let him. I opened my legs wider for his face and watched his dark eyes drop from mine to my soaked thong and his tongue slid across his lips and I shivered from the top of my spine to my clit.

"Oh fuck—"

---


CHAPTER 14

His hot breath hit my pussy through the wet thong and my legs nearly gave out — the heat of it on my clit and my lips through the thin soaked fabric all at once. I grabbed the workbench behind me with both hands and held on, my thighs shaking on either side of his head, his beard scratching my inner thighs as he breathed against me.

He pressed his mouth against me through the thong. His full dark lips covering my pussy through the wet fabric and I felt the heat and the pressure and the rough drag of his beard on my sensitive skin. I bit my lip so hard it hurt because the moan that was trying to come out of me would've been heard from the road.

"Mmmnnh — sir — mmph—"

My juices were running down the insides of my legs, past his hands where he gripped my thighs, dripping off my skin onto the concrete floor. That's what I was right now — a married white woman in a wedding ring dripping pussy juice onto a Black man's garage floor while he pressed his face against her soaked thong.

His tongue pushed against the fabric — flat and hot, pressing my thong into my slit — and dragged up in one slow stroke from the bottom of my pussy to my clit. My knees buckled and I grabbed the workbench and his hands tightened on my thighs, holding me up and holding me open at the same time.

He licked me again through the fabric, slower, his tongue pressing harder, finding my clit through the wet cotton and circling it. My hips jerked forward into his face and I moaned and my grip on the workbench slipped and I held on tighter. He did it again and again. Each stroke of his tongue pushing the thong deeper into my slit, the wet fabric rubbing against my clit with his tongue behind it, and I was grinding against his face and shaking and dripping and making sounds that weren't words.

His tongue through the thong was the worst kind of tease — I could feel him but I couldn't really FEEL him. The wet cotton was between his tongue and my bare skin and every stroke was muffled by the fabric, this dull hot pressure that was almost enough but not quite. Like being touched through a glove. I could feel the heat of his tongue and the width of it and the pressure when he pushed against my clit but the fabric was stealing the details — the texture, the wetness, the direct skin-on-skin that my pussy was screaming for.

And he knew it. He was doing it on purpose — licking me through my thong like a man who had all the time in the world and wasn't in any rush to give me what I needed. Every slow stroke of his tongue through the wet cotton was making me crazier and he could hear it in the sounds I was making, these high desperate whines that I'd never made during sex with Todd because Todd had never made me desperate for anything.

My hips were grinding forward into his face on their own, pushing my pussy against his mouth through the soaked fabric, trying to get more pressure, more friction, more of his tongue. I was humping an old man's face through my own underwear and making sounds like an animal and the wetness was running down my thighs and dripping off my skin and I couldn't control any of it.

I looked down again and the image was obscene — his dark head buried between my white thighs, his dark face pressed against my soaked white thong, his Black hands gripping my pale legs on either side of his head. I could see his dark tongue moving through the wet white fabric, pushing the cotton into my slit, a dark shape behind the thin white cloth. White thong, dark tongue. White thighs, dark hands. The whole thing looked like the interracial porn I watched on my phone at night — a Black man's face between a white woman's legs — except it was real and it was me and it was making me as wet as his tongue was.

Every time he pulled his dark face back a fraction I could see the wet spot on the white fabric where his mouth had been — darker, wetter, pressed into my slit by his tongue. Then he'd push his dark face back in and his dark lips would cover me through the white cotton again and I'd feel his hot breath and his tongue and his beard and my whole body would jerk forward trying to get more.

His dark hands slid higher on my white thighs, his Black thumbs pressing into the crease where my thighs met my pussy, so close to my clit I could feel the heat from his dark fingers through the soaked fabric and I was losing my mind trying to push my hips forward enough to make contact.

Take it off. Please take it off. Please just rip it off and put your mouth on me for real. I can't — I need — please—

His rough hands squeezed my thighs tighter and his tongue pushed harder against the fabric and I felt my clit throb through the wet cotton and my whole body jerked forward and my knuckles went white on the workbench. He was going to make me cum through my underwear. This old man was going to make me cum without even touching my bare pussy and Todd couldn't make me cum with his hands and his mouth and forty-five minutes of trying.

"Unh — unh — mmmnnh — right there — unh—"

I looked down at him between my thighs — this old Black man on his knees on his own garage floor with his grey beard wet from my pussy and his dark face pressed against my soaked white thong and his hands gripping my pale legs open, my wedding ring catching the afternoon light from the bay door.

This was the picture. If someone took a photo right now this was what they'd see — a twenty-eight-year-old blonde wife in a wedding ring with her sundress pushed up and her thighs spread, leaning back against a workbench in a garage on a dead road, with an old Black man on his knees between her legs eating her pussy through her soaked white thong. His grey head between her pale thighs. His dark scarred hands gripping her legs open. Her fingers in his hair pulling him closer. The BMW Todd bought her behind them with the hood still warm from the repair.

This was who I was. Not the wife who smiled at Todd's work events and drove the BMW he bought me and went to yoga. This. A woman with her legs spread for a man she met an hour ago because he had big hands and a deep voice and he looked at her like he was going to eat her alive and then he did.

---


CHAPTER 15

My thighs were shaking on either side of his head and I could feel his beard wet against my inner thighs and his tongue flat against my pussy through the fabric and his hands holding me open like I weighed nothing. Every stroke of his tongue was pushing me closer and I was right there — right on the edge of cumming on this old man's face through my underwear while Todd sat in a cubicle somewhere thinking about quarterly reports.

I was going to cum. I was going to cum in this man's garage on a Tuesday afternoon and it was going to be the hardest I'd cum in years and nobody was going to know except me and him.

Todd's at work right now. Doing insurance. And I'm standing in a garage with an old man's tongue on my pussy through my underwear and I'm about to cum.

His tongue pushed harder and my head fell back and my mouth fell open and I stopped thinking about Todd.

He ripped my thong to the side with one finger and his mouth was on my bare pussy before the fabric finished snapping against my thigh.

"AHHH — OH FUCK — OH MY GOD—"

The difference between his tongue through the thong and his tongue on my bare pussy was like the difference between dreaming about something and having it happen. Everything I'd been feeling through the fabric — the heat, the pressure, the dull throb — was suddenly ten times sharper and ten times wetter and ten times more real. His tongue was on my bare clit and I could feel EVERYTHING — the flat width of it, the texture of his taste buds dragging across my swollen clit, the heat of his spit, the specific wet drag of skin on skin with nothing between us. No fabric, no barrier, just his hot wet mouth on my bare pussy.

The air had teased me for seconds after he ripped the thong aside — cool air on my bare wet cunt for the first time since I'd walked into this garage — and then his mouth replaced the air and the heat was so sudden and so intense that my brain couldn't keep up. My whole body reacted before I could — back arching, hips shoving forward, hands grabbing for anything — and the scream came out of me on its own because the sensation of a man's mouth on my bare pussy after all that teasing was too much and not enough at the same time.

Oh my God. Oh my GOD. His mouth. His mouth is on me. His bare mouth on my bare pussy and I can feel everything and it's — oh God — oh GOD—

I'd been eaten out by other men who knew what they were doing. But nothing had ever felt like the first raw second of this old man's mouth clamping onto my bare cunt after teasing me through my thong until I was begging. Every nerve ending I had was lit up and screaming and his tongue hadn't even started moving yet.

I looked down between my legs and the sight almost broke me. His dark face was pressed against my bare white pussy — no thong, no fabric, nothing between his Black mouth and my pink cunt. I could see his lips spread against me, his full Black lips covering my bare pussy, his skin pressed against the palest pinkest most private part of my body. His cheeks against my white inner thighs. His nose pressed into my mound. His grey beard rough against my bare lips.

The contrast without the thong was obscene. When he'd been licking me through the fabric I could see dark face and white cloth. Now I could see his face and bare white pussy — his mouth directly on my pink flesh, nothing between his skin and my lightest skin. It was the most explicit version of the contrast yet and my clit throbbed just from the visual of it — a dark mouth eating a bare white cunt.

His Black mouth is on my bare white pussy. I can see it. I can see his dark lips on my pink skin. Oh my God.

His tongue slid out and pressed flat against my bare clit and I watched it — actually watched his dark tongue touch my pink clit — and the sight of that wet tongue on my most sensitive spot combined with the feeling of it made my whole body convulse. I grabbed his grey hair and pulled his face harder into my white pussy and I was looking straight down at the contrast while he licked me and it was the filthiest thing I'd ever seen in my life.

I screamed, full volume, in a garage on a dead road in the middle of nowhere with my legs spread and an old Black man's mouth clamped on my bare cunt. His tongue hit my clit and my whole body jerked and I screamed again and grabbed his grey hair with both hands and shoved his face harder into me.

"UNH — FUCK — RIGHT THERE — SIR — AHHH—"

He didn't ease into it. He sucked my clit into his mouth and pulled on it, hard, his lips sealed around it, and I almost ripped his hair out. My hips bucked forward into his face, grinding, and he grabbed both my thighs and dug his fingers into my skin and held me still while his mouth worked. He was eating me the same way he'd kissed me — slow and rough and sure, his tongue flat against my clit, pressing and circling, his lips pulling and sucking, his beard scratching the insides of my thighs raw.

This man knew how to eat pussy. Not like he'd read about it or watched a video or had one girlfriend show him what she liked — he knew the way a man knows after decades. His tongue found my clit like it had been there before, like it knew exactly where to go and how hard to press and when to circle and when to suck. No searching or fumbling or "is this good?" glances up at me. He just knew.

He worked my clit with his tongue in this slow steady rhythm that was driving me insane — not fast, not desperate, just this patient relentless pressure that built and built and didn't let me come back down. He'd press flat against it and hold the pressure until my hips jerked, then circle it slow until I was grinding against his face, then suck it into his mouth and pull until I screamed. Over and over. The same pattern but slightly different each time — he was reading my body, finding out which sounds I made when he did what and then doing more of whatever made me loudest.

---


CHAPTER 16

Todd had never read my body. Todd had fucked me like a man filling out a form — step one, step two, step three, done. This man was eating me like he'd done it a thousand times before and knew exactly what I needed before I did.

His rough hands held my thighs apart and steady while his mouth worked — keeping me pinned and open while his tongue destroyed me. Forty years of experience between my legs and I could feel every single one of those years in the way his mouth moved.

Every time I looked down the same image hit me — his dark head moving slowly between my white thighs, his Black face buried in my cunt, the grey in his hair and the darkness of his skin against the paleness of my inner legs. I was watching an old Black man eat my white pussy in real time and every glance down made me wetter because the visual was doing as much to me as his tongue.

His hands were still gripping my white thighs, holding them apart, his fingers pressing dents into my pale skin. I could see the finger marks — dark pressure points on white flesh. His wrists between my pale thighs. His forearms flexing as he held me open. Every inch of contact between us was dark on white and I was surrounded by the contrast from the waist down.

His face pulled back for a second and I saw my pussy juice glistening on his dark skin — my wetness shining on his cheeks and his chin and in his beard. A white woman's juice on a Black man's face. He licked his lips, tasting me, and pushed his mouth back onto my bare cunt and I moaned as much from the image as from his tongue.

"OH GOD — OH FUCK — MMMNNH — UNH—"

My legs were gone and I couldn't hold myself up. My knees kept buckling and I was hanging onto the workbench behind me with one hand and onto his head with the other and my hips were grinding circles against his face and the wet sounds his mouth was making on my pussy were so loud in the empty garage.

He shoved his tongue inside me deep, pushing past my lips into my cunt and curling upward and I shrieked — this stupid high-pitched squeal — and my thighs clamped around his head. He grabbed them and pushed them back open, his big hands spreading my white thighs apart, holding me open, and shoved his tongue deeper.

His tongue was inside me. Not on me, not against me — inside. Pushing past my lips and into my cunt and I could feel the width of it and the heat of it filling me in a way that fingers never had. It was soft and firm at the same time, wet and hot, and it was curling upward against a spot inside me that made my vision white out every time he pressed it.

Nobody had ever put their tongue this deep. Todd never put his tongue inside me at all — the two times he'd gone down he'd barely touched my clit let alone pushed past my lips. This man had his tongue buried in my cunt like he was trying to taste the inside of me and every curl of it against my walls was sending sharp jolts through my body that made my thighs shake and my grip on the workbench slip.

I could feel him figuring me out from the inside — his tongue pressing against one wall then the other, curling and uncurling, finding every spot that made me jerk and then pressing harder. He was learning my pussy with his tongue the way he'd learned my clit with his lips, patient and careful about it, and I was being mapped from the inside by a man who'd been doing this since before I was born.

His tongue is inside me. His tongue is literally inside my pussy moving around. I can feel it pressing against my walls. Oh God oh God oh God—

My pussy was gripping his tongue on its own, these involuntary squeezes that I couldn't control, and every time I squeezed he pushed deeper and I gripped harder and it was this feedback loop between his tongue and my cunt that was winding me tighter and tighter toward something big.

"SIR — FUCK — YOUR TONGUE — IT'S SO — AHHH — UNH—"

I was dripping on him — on his face and beard and chin. My pussy was gushing into his mouth and he was swallowing it and pulling for more. I could hear him — these wet hungry sounds, slurping and grunting against my cunt, his mouth working like he was trying to suck me dry. His tongue was inside me and then on my clit and then inside me again, back and forth, never stopping, never slowing down.

Todd had eaten me out exactly twice in six years of marriage. Both times he'd licked me like he was licking an envelope — flat tongue, closed eyes, nose wrinkled like he was doing me a favor. He'd lasted maybe two minutes each time before wiping his mouth and climbing on top of me.

This man had his whole face buried in my cunt and he was groaning into it.

The groan vibrated through my pussy. I felt it — his voice, this deep rumble from his chest, traveling through his mouth and his tongue and into my cunt. It was this deep vibration inside me and my whole body hummed with it. He groaned again and I felt it in my clit and my hips bucked and I moaned back at him.

He wasn't eating me because I'd asked or because he thought he was supposed to. He was eating me because he wanted to — because my pussy was in his mouth and he loved it. I could hear it in the sounds he was making, these low hungry groans mixed with wet slurping, and the sound of a man genuinely enjoying eating pussy was something I'd never heard before because no man had ever enjoyed eating mine.

Todd acted like going down on me was community service. This man was eating me like it was his last meal.

His mouth was sloppy and wet and greedy on my bare cunt and I could feel his spit and my juices mixing and running down my ass and dripping onto the floor and he didn't care. He was covered in me — my wetness on his face and in his beard and on his chin — and he kept going deeper, kept groaning, kept making these sounds against my pussy that I could feel vibrating inside me.

He likes it. He actually likes eating my pussy. He's groaning into me because he likes the taste. Nobody has ever liked this before. Nobody has ever groaned while going down on me like they were enjoying it.

---


CHAPTER 17

I grabbed his head with both hands and shoved his face harder into me — not because he needed the encouragement but because I needed him deeper and closer and his groaning against my clit was doing things to me that his tongue alone wasn't. The vibrations and the sound and the knowledge that this man wanted his mouth on my pussy was pushing me toward the edge faster than any technique could.

"MMMNNH — DON'T STOP — DON'T YOU FUCKING STOP — UNH — DADDY—"

Daddy slipped out. I didn't mean to say it. But his beard was scratching my thighs and his huge hands were holding my legs apart and his old mouth was on my clit and the word just fell out of me because that's what he was. He was old and his grey beard was between my legs and daddy was the only word my dumb brain could find.

He grunted when I said it, his grip on my thighs tightening, and sucked harder.

The word changed everything. His hands got tighter on my thighs — not just firm anymore, possessive, his fingers denting my skin — and his mouth got rougher on my clit, sucking harder with more pressure, like the word had unlocked something in him that had been held back.

Daddy. I'd called him daddy while he ate my pussy in a garage and instead of being weird it was the most natural thing I'd ever said during sex. Everything about him was daddy — his age, his size, his grey beard between my legs, his rough hands holding me open, his deep voice and his old-man confidence. Todd was my husband. This man was daddy. And saying it out loud made it real in a way that made my pussy gush onto his tongue.

I called him daddy. I called this old man daddy while he's eating my pussy and he liked it. He sucked harder when I said it. He LIKED it.

The word was still on my tongue and I wanted to say it again. I wanted to moan it and scream it because saying daddy while an old man ate me was hitting something inside me I didn't know I had. Every time I thought the word my clit pulsed against his tongue and my pussy got wetter and I was going to cum soon and I was going to scream daddy when I did.

"Daddy—" I said it again, quieter this time, almost a whisper, and his grip on my thighs tightened again and his tongue pressed harder on my clit and a moan ripped out of me from somewhere so deep it scared me.

"AHHH — DADDY — FUCK — I'M GONNA — UNH — I'M—"

It hit me fast. This rush that started in my clit and ripped through my whole body. My pussy clamped down on his tongue and my legs shook and my grip on the workbench slipped and I squirted — this hot spray that hit his face and ran down his chin into his grey beard and he didn't pull back. He kept his mouth on me and sucked through it while I sprayed on him and screamed and my legs gave out completely.

"AHHH — OH GOD — DADDY — I'M CUMMING — FUCK — FUUUCK—"

The orgasm didn't stop. It kept going — wave after wave rolling through me from my clit outward, each one bigger than the last. My pussy was clamping and releasing and every time it clamped his tongue was still there and the squeeze sent another wave crashing through me and I couldn't stop cumming.

My squirt hit his face and I could feel it — this hot release spraying out of me that I had zero control over, my body just emptying itself onto this man's face in his own garage. I'd never squirted with Todd or any of the men I'd cheated with — I'd only done it once, alone in the bathtub with a showerhead. This was different. This was my body squirting onto a man's face because his mouth was so good and his tongue was so right and the orgasm was so hard that my body couldn't hold anything inside anymore.

I could see it on his face — my cum, my squirt, glistening on his dark skin. His cheeks were wet and shiny with it, my white juices running down his Black face in streaks, dripping off his chin into his grey beard. A white woman's cum all over a Black man's face. He looked up at me from between my thighs and his eyes were wet at the edges and his face was covered in me and he was still licking, still swallowing, his tongue sliding through the mess I'd made on his skin.

I just squirted on a Black man's face. I just came so hard I sprayed all over his face and he's still eating me. He's licking my cum off his lips and he's still going.

The wetness running down his dark face was all mine — every drop, every streak of shine on his Black skin came from my white pussy. I'd never seen something that explicit in real life. In the porn I watched there was always a camera angle and lighting but this was just real — his face drenched in my cum three feet away, his beard heavy with it, and the contrast of my white wetness on his Black skin was making my orgasm pulse harder every time I looked at it.

I was shaking. Full-body shaking — not a tremble, not a shiver, my entire body convulsing on the workbench while he kept his mouth on me and sucked through every wave. My thighs were clamping around his head and my fingers were ripping at his hair and my back kept arching off the workbench and every time I thought it was over his tongue would press my clit again and another wave would slam through me and I'd scream again.

I'm cumming. I'm still cumming. Oh my God I'm still cumming on his face. I can't stop. I can't stop cumming. Oh God oh God—

My legs were completely gone. My knees buckled for the last time and my grip on the workbench finally gave out and I was falling, sliding, my back scraping down the edge of the bench as my body gave up trying to stand.

I slid down the workbench, my back scraping against the edge and my ass hitting the concrete floor with my legs splayed out in front of me, shaking, sundress bunched around my waist, thong ripped to the side, pussy bare and swollen and dripping. I was sitting on the floor of his garage twitching and panting and my thighs were covered in my own juices and his spit and I could still feel his beard on my skin.

---


CHAPTER 18

He stood up slow, his knees cracking, and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and looked down at me on the floor.

I was looking up at him from the floor and his dark face was covered in me. My white wetness from his chin to his forehead — glistening on his dark cheeks, dripping from his dark jaw, soaking his grey beard until it was heavy and wet. He looked like a man who'd just buried his face in a white woman's pussy for twenty minutes because that's exactly what he'd done. My juices on his dark skin. My cum in his grey beard. My white wetness all over his Black face.

He didn't look embarrassed or messy — he looked satisfied, like a man looking down at something he'd taken apart. His eyes on me, calm and steady, his face dripping with me, and he wiped his mouth with the back of his big dark hand — one slow drag across his dark lips — and that was it. That was all the cleanup he needed.

An old Black man is standing over me with my cum all over his dark face and I'm on the floor with my legs open looking up at him like he's God. This is my life now.

He hadn't taken his pants off yet. He'd just made me cum harder than Todd ever had and he was still fully dressed.

The bulge in his work pants was right at my eye level, thick and long and straining against the zipper. I was sitting on the floor with my legs open and my pussy dripping and his cock was right there in front of my face behind a layer of torn fabric.

I swallowed, spit flooding my mouth.

My body was still twitching on the floor. Little aftershocks pulsing through my pussy every few seconds, making me jerk and gasp. My thighs were wet and my ass was wet on the concrete and I could feel his spit cooling on my inner thighs and I was sitting on the floor of a stranger's garage completely wrecked from a man's mouth.

He hadn't used his hands. He hadn't used his cock. He'd used his mouth — just his mouth and his tongue and his beard — and he'd made me squirt and scream and collapse on the floor and he was standing above me wiping his mouth like it was nothing. Like making a twenty-eight-year-old married woman cum so hard she fell down was just a Tuesday for him.

And now his cock was in front of my face. Right there. The outline straining against his zipper, thick and long and hard, and I was sitting on the floor with my legs open and my pussy still twitching and my face was level with the biggest cock I'd ever been this close to and my mouth was watering so bad I was almost drooling.

I wanted it. In my mouth and in my hands and inside me. He'd just given me the best orgasm of my life with his tongue and now his cock was right there and it was bigger than anything I'd ever taken and I wanted every inch of it. I wanted to taste it and feel the weight of it on my tongue and know what it felt like to have something that big in my mouth after six years of Todd's tiny pink thing that barely filled my palm.

Oh my God that thing is going inside me.

My fingers were shaking when I reached for his zipper.

Like actually shaking. I was sitting on the concrete floor of a stranger's garage with my sundress around my waist and my thong ripped sideways and my pussy still twitching from cumming on his face and I couldn't get my fingers to work. They kept slipping on the metal tab. His work pants were old and stiff and the zipper was stuck and I was fumbling with it like a dumb girl trying to open a jar.

Come on. Come ON. Open.

He looked down at me — didn't help, didn't reach for his own zipper, just stood there with his Black hands at his sides and watched me struggle. There was something on his face — not a smile, not quite, but the corner of his mouth twitched. He was enjoying this. Watching a twenty-eight-year-old white girl on her knees on his garage floor fumbling with his zipper because her hands were shaking too bad to work it.

I got it — the tab moved and the zipper came down, tooth by tooth, loud in the quiet garage. I could see his boxers underneath — dark, straining, the fabric pushed out by what was behind it. I hooked my fingers into the waistband and pulled them down and his cock fell out.

It didn't spring — it fell, heavy and thick and dark, swinging out of his boxers to hang between his legs while I just sat there staring at it with my mouth open.

Oh. My. God.

I couldn't move. I was sitting on the concrete floor with my mouth hanging open and my brain completely offline staring at the biggest cock I'd ever seen in my life and I couldn't move or speak or think. It was just — there. Hanging in front of my face. This thick heavy Black cock swinging between his legs like it had its own gravity, the weight of it pulling it down even as it started to swell. The shaft was dark — darker than his arms, darker than his hands, this deep rich Black that got even darker toward the fat swollen head. Veins ran along the length of it like rivers on a map, thick and raised, pulsing under the skin. The head was huge — this fat mushroom of dark flesh, slick and shiny with precum, wider than the shaft, wider than my fist.

It was hanging maybe six inches from my face and I could feel the heat coming off it. Not body heat — cock heat. This deep radiating warmth that I could feel on my cheeks and my lips like standing too close to a fire. It smelled like him but concentrated — his musk, his sweat, his skin, but thicker and heavier and muskier, this dense old-man cock smell that hit the back of my throat and made my mouth flood with spit. The smell of his crotch was different from the smell of his neck — deeper, ranker, more animal. Decades of sweat and musk baked into the dark skin between his legs and I was breathing it in from six inches away and it was making my pussy pulse on the cold concrete floor.

That's a cock. That's an actual cock. That's what a cock is supposed to look like. I've been married to a man with a thumb between his legs for six years and THIS is what a cock is supposed to look like.

---


CHAPTER 19

I watched it swell in front of my face — watched it twitch and grow and rise, the dark shaft getting thicker, the veins pushing out further, the head getting fatter and shinier with precum. It was like watching something come alive. Todd's dick didn't do this. Todd's dick went from soft to sort-of-hard in one sad little jump and stayed there for thirty seconds before giving up. This cock was growing in stages — heavier, thicker, harder — and it was taking its time about it the way he took his time about everything.

My hands were in my lap and my mouth was open and I was just watching this old Black man's cock grow in front of my face and drooling. Actually drooling — a thin line of spit running down my chin that I didn't bother wiping because my brain had left my body and all that was left was a dumb blonde woman on a garage floor staring at the biggest darkest thickest cock she'd ever been this close to.

It was big. I'd felt it through his pants and I knew it was big but seeing it — actually seeing this Black cock bare, hanging in front of my face in the dim light of the garage — was different. Todd's dick was like a thumb. Pink and thin and small and it pointed up when it was hard because it weighed nothing. This didn't point up. This hung down heavy, thick as my wrist, Black and darker at the head, with veins running along the shaft and the head fat and swollen and already slick with precum. It hung past his thigh and it wasn't even fully hard yet. It was getting harder as I stared at it — twitching, swelling, rising slowly — and it was still the biggest cock I'd ever seen and I'd been cheating on Todd with Black men for four years.

The men I'd cheated with had big dicks. That was the whole reason I cheated — because Todd's little pink thumb wasn't enough and I needed more and Black men gave me more. I'd had seven, eight, nine inches from guys in their twenties and thirties with hard bodies and young cocks that got hard fast and stayed hard and fucked me stupid in hotel rooms while Todd thought I was at yoga.

But those cocks — those big young Black cocks that I'd thought were huge at the time — would've looked average next to what was hanging in front of my face right now. This wasn't in the same category. This wasn't even the same sport. Those guys had big dicks. This man had a weapon. Thick as my wrist and longer than anything I'd ever held and it wasn't even fully hard yet and it was already making every cock I'd ever seen look like a toy.

Todd's dick was a joke. I'd always known that — known it since our wedding night when he pulled his pants down and I saw that sad little pink nub poking out of his pale crotch and had to pretend I wasn't disappointed. Two inches hard on a good day. Thin as a finger. Pink and soft and it flopped around when he walked to the bed and it disappeared inside me without me feeling a thing and he came in thirty seconds and rolled over.

This man's cock was still hanging in front of me getting harder and it was already longer soft than Todd was hard. The difference wasn't just size — it was everything. Todd's dick was pink and pale and hairless and clean and it looked pathetic. This cock was Black and thick and veined and hairy at the base with grey wiry hair and it looked like it belonged to a man who'd been using it for forty years and knew exactly what it was for. Todd's dick looked like it had never been inside anything. This cock looked like it had been inside everything.

Todd has literally never made me feel anything with his dick. Not once. And I'm looking at a cock right now that's making my pussy drip just by existing in front of my face.

The weight of it was what got me. The heaviness. It didn't stand up straight like the young guys' cocks — it hung at an angle, pulled down by its own mass, this heavy swinging piece of Black meat that looked like it would hurt going in and I wanted it to hurt. I wanted to feel what it was like to be stretched open by something that big and that thick and I wanted it so bad my thighs were shaking on the concrete.

That's like... that's not even real. That can't be real. That's like a — like a —

I didn't have a comparison. My bimbo brain didn't have the vocabulary for what I was looking at. It was just big — really big, old man big. The kind of big that made me understand why he walked the way he walked and talked the way he talked and sat in that lawn chair with his legs spread like he owned the road. Because he was carrying this between his legs every day of his life.

His Black balls were hanging low and heavy underneath, full and covered in grey hair. They looked like they weighed more than Todd's entire dick.

I was staring at his balls. I couldn't help it — they were right there, hanging low and heavy below his thick Black shaft, these two full dark orbs covered in grey wiry hair that swung when he shifted his weight. Each one bigger than a golf ball, sitting heavy in his dark wrinkled sack, and I could see the skin shifting as they moved. Todd's balls were these two tiny pale things that hugged his body like they were cold — tight and small and I could barely find them when I reached down during sex. These balls looked like they were full of something. Heavy and loaded and dark and swinging between this old man's legs like they'd been producing cum for sixty years and hadn't slowed down yet.

The musk was strongest here — this thick dark funk rising from between his legs where his balls met his thighs, the smell of an old Black man's crotch that had been sweating in work pants all day. It was rank and heavy and I was breathing it in deep through my nose from six inches away and my pussy was throbbing in response like his ball musk was a signal going straight from my nose to my cunt. I wanted to put my face in it. I wanted to press my white nose against his Black balls and breathe deep and I was sitting there on the floor staring at them and thinking about it and my mouth wouldn't stop watering.

---


CHAPTER 20

His balls are bigger than Todd's dick. Like actually bigger. Each one. I'm looking at balls that are individually bigger than my husband's entire penis and I'm about to put this whole thing in my mouth.

The grey hair on them was coarse and wiry, different from the hair on his head. Old man ball hair. I could see his dark skin through the grey curls and his balls were shifting in their sack, moving slow and heavy like they had their own rhythm. A drop of sweat ran down his dark shaft and over one ball and disappeared into the grey hair and I wanted to lick it off so bad my tongue pressed against the back of my teeth.

"You just gon' stare at it?" His voice came from above me, deep and Southern and amused.

I looked up at him — his dark face looking down at me, my pale face looking up at him. His Black cock between us, thick and heavy, inches from my lips.

"It's like — it's so—" I couldn't talk. My brain was broken. "Sir, that's like — that's really—"

"Big?"

"Yeah."

"Mhm."

Okay Tiffany. You've sucked Black dick before. You can do this. You've done this.

But not like THIS. Not this big. Not this thick. This is like — this is different.

I wrapped both hands around it, my pale fingers around his Black shaft and my fingers didn't even come close to touching. I had both hands on his cock, one on top of the other, and there was still more shaft above my top hand and below my bottom hand and the head was sticking out past my grip, swollen and dark and leaking.

"Fuck," I whispered — not a moan, just a word, just me looking at this old Black man's cock in my two small white hands and saying fuck because there was nothing else to say.

I was holding an old Black man's cock in both hands and looking at it and it was the most sexual thing I'd ever done and all I was doing was holding it. My small pale hands on his thick Black shaft — the contrast was so sharp it looked fake, like a photo someone had edited to make the colors more extreme. My white fingers on his Black skin. My pale pink palms wrapped around his dark meat. My wedding ring — Todd's ring — pressing a gold circle into the dark flesh of his shaft, a perfect indent of my marriage stamped into another man's cock.

I moved my hands apart slightly and stared at the gap between them — this thick section of exposed Black shaft between my two pale grips, veins running through the dark skin, the cock so wide that my fingers didn't reach around and there was still dark skin visible between my white fingertips on either side. If I'd put my hands on Todd's dick the same way it would've disappeared completely — both hands on top of each other covering all of it with room to spare. On this cock my hands looked like a child's hands on a baseball bat. Small and pale and useless against the sheer mass of Black dick between them.

I'm holding it. I'm holding a Black man's cock and it's in my hands and my ring is on it and I can feel it throbbing and I'm never going to be able to look at Todd's dick the same way again. Not that I ever could.

His dark skin was hot against my pale palms — this deep burning heat that radiated through my fingers and up my wrists and into my arms. I could feel the blood pumping through his shaft, this heavy rhythmic pulse against my palms, and every throb made his cock swell a little wider in my grip and I had to adjust my fingers because he was still getting bigger. Still growing. Still swelling in my white hands with my wedding ring pressing deeper into his Black skin with every pulse.

I looked up at him — way up, from the floor, past his Black cock in my pale hands, past his dark stomach, to his face looking down at me — and the angle was insane. A small white woman on the floor holding a Black man's cock that was bigger than her forearm, looking up at him with her blue eyes wide and her mouth wet and ready. He looked down at me the way a man looks at something he owns.

I felt it throb. This heavy pulse that ran through the shaft under my fingers. It was getting harder in my grip, swelling, the veins pushing out against my palms. It was so hot — the skin burning against my fingers, this deep radiating heat that I could feel through both hands. His cock was alive in my grip and it was still growing and my wedding ring was pressing into the Black skin of his shaft and spit was filling my mouth so fast I was almost drooling.

Holding his cock was doing something to my pussy that his mouth hadn't done — something deeper and more desperate. Every throb I felt in my palms sent a matching throb through my cunt, like my pussy was syncing up with his cock, trying to learn its rhythm before it went inside me. I was gripping his thick Black shaft and my pussy was gripping around nothing, clenching and releasing in time with his pulse, practicing for something it had never taken before.

The weight of it in my hands was unreal. When I let one hand go and held it with just one palm underneath, the shaft sagged and rested heavy in my grip, this thick warm weight that pulled my hand down. I couldn't hold it up with one hand — it was too heavy, too thick, and it fell to the side and swung and I grabbed it with both hands again and felt it pulse against my fingers like it was laughing at me for trying.

Todd's dick weighed nothing. I could hold it between two fingers like a pen and it didn't pull or sag or swing because there was nothing there to weigh anything. I used to jerk Todd off with my thumb and index finger — just two fingers, like holding a pencil — and that was enough because that's how small he was. This cock needed two full fists and my fists weren't big enough and my hands were aching from trying to grip it and I wanted it in my mouth so bad my jaw was already opening on its own.

It's so heavy. It's literally heavy in my hands like it weighs something. Todd's dick is like holding air. This is like holding something real. Something alive.

---


CHAPTER 21

The veins were throbbing against my palms and the shaft was so hot I could feel the heat in my wrists and his Black skin was smooth and tight over the hardness underneath and every second I held it my pussy got wetter and my mouth got more desperate. I needed to taste it. I needed it on my tongue. I needed his Black cock in my white mouth right now or I was going to lose what was left of my mind.

I stroked it slow, both hands moving together, sliding up toward the head and back down. His skin was smooth over the hardness underneath, the veins bumping under my palms, the shaft so thick my fingers ached from trying to squeeze around it. A bead of precum leaked from the tip — thick and clear, sitting on the slit of his fat dark head — and it ran down over my knuckles.

"Mmm—" I bit my lip. My pussy was clenching again just from holding it. Just from feeling it throb in my hands. I stroked him again and he grunted above me — this low sound from his chest — and his cock jumped in my grip.

I leaned forward, my face close to the head, and I could smell it — his musk, stronger here, thick and male and dark. My lips parted and my tongue came out and I licked the bead of precum off the tip and the taste hit my tongue — salty and thick and warm — and my eyes rolled back for a second.

Oh my God. Oh my God oh my God.

The taste of his cock was nothing like the taste of his mouth. His mouth had been tobacco and coffee and old spit. His cock tasted like skin and salt and musk — this dense concentrated version of the smell I'd been breathing all afternoon, now on my tongue, flooding my mouth. The precum was thick and warm and salty-sweet and it coated my tongue in one lick and I swallowed it and my eyes rolled back again because the taste of his cum — even just the preview of it — was doing something to my brain that made thinking impossible.

I licked him again — a slow drag of my tongue from the tip down the underside of his shaft, my white tongue sliding along the thick vein that ran down his Black cock, tasting his dark skin as I went. His skin tasted different along the shaft — saltier where the sweat had pooled in the creases, muskier at the base where his cock met his balls, this rank old-man funk that was strongest where his dark skin was thickest and hottest. I was licking an old Black man's cock in long slow stripes and tasting every inch of his dark shaft and it was the best thing my tongue had ever touched.

Oh my God his cock tastes so good. Why does his cock taste so good. Why does an old man's sweaty Black cock taste better than anything I've ever put in my mouth. What is wrong with me.

I licked the head again — circled it with my tongue, pressed the tip of my tongue into the slit where the precum was leaking, pushed my tongue flat against the underside of his fat dark head where the skin was softest and smoothest. His cock twitched against my tongue when I hit that spot and he grunted above me and I did it again and he grunted again and I was making an old Black man grunt by licking his cock on a garage floor and my pussy was dripping onto the concrete between my knees.

Todd's cock had no taste. Todd's cock tasted like soap because he washed it obsessively before sex like he was ashamed of having one. This man's cock tasted like a man — like decades of sweat and musk and cum baked into his dark skin and I was licking it off him and swallowing it and wanting more.

I opened my mouth wider and took the head in. His fat Black cockhead pushing past my lips, stretching my mouth open, sitting heavy on my tongue. I closed my lips around the ridge and sucked and the taste of his skin and his precum flooded my mouth and I moaned. This long low moan that vibrated around his cock and came from somewhere deep in my chest — the sound of a woman who'd been married to a man with a tiny pink dick for six years finally getting her mouth around something that filled it.

"Mmmmmnnh—"

My jaw was already aching. He was that thick — just the head in my mouth and my jaw was stretched to its limit, this deep ache in the joints on either side of my face from opening as wide as I physically could. Todd's dick had never stretched my mouth. Todd's dick fit inside my mouth with room on all sides like a finger in a glove. I could've fit Todd's entire dick in my mouth and still talked around it. This man's cockhead alone was filling my mouth completely — pushing my tongue down, pressing against the insides of my cheeks, the fat ridge of his head scraping the roof of my mouth. I couldn't close my jaw. I couldn't swallow. I could barely breathe through my nose because the musk from his crotch was so thick and heavy that every breath went straight to my brain and my pussy at the same time.

The weight of it on my tongue was real. This heavy warm mass of Black cock sitting on my tongue, so dense and thick I could feel it pressing my tongue flat against the floor of my mouth. Todd's dick sat on my tongue like a piece of string. This sat on my tongue like something that belonged there — like my mouth had been waiting for something this heavy and this thick to fill it and now it had arrived and my mouth was finally doing what it was made for.

This is what a cock is supposed to feel like in your mouth. This is it. This is what I've been missing. This is what my mouth has been waiting for.

I sucked on him and the moan that came out of me was embarrassing — this long low grateful sound that vibrated around his Black shaft, the kind of sound a woman makes when she finally gets something she's been craving for years. Because that's what this was. Six years of putting Todd's tiny pink nothing in my mouth and pretending it was enough. Six years of cheating with men who were bigger than Todd but still not big enough. And now I had a cock in my mouth that was bigger than all of them combined and my jaw was breaking and I was moaning like a whore on a garage floor and it was the happiest my mouth had ever been.

---


CHAPTER 22

His Black cock was on my white tongue, his shaft between my pale lips, and my blue eyes were looking up the length of his body to his face looking down at me. My blonde hair was falling around his cock and my wedding ring was on his shaft and my mouth was stretched around his meat — every part of this picture was dark against light and I was the light and he was the dark and the contrast was making me suck harder.

I could feel his cock responding to my mouth — throbbing heavier, getting harder, the veins swelling against my stretched lips. He was all the way hard now and the head of his cock was pressing against the back of my tongue and I hadn't even taken a quarter of his length. The rest of his shaft was still out in the air, thick and wet with my spit, stretching from my lips to his pelvis, more cock than I'd ever seen let alone tried to swallow. And I was going to try. I was going to try to take every inch of this old Black man's cock down my married white throat because I was done pretending Todd's little pink dick was enough.

His hand came down on the back of my head, big and heavy, his fingers resting in my blonde hair — not pushing, just holding. His cock on my tongue and his hand on my head and I was on my knees on his garage floor with my wedding ring on his shaft and the taste of him filling my mouth.

I sucked harder and moaned louder and his fingers tightened in my hair.

He grabbed my hair and pushed.

Not slow, not gentle — his big hand fisted my blonde hair and shoved my head forward and his cock slid past the head and into my mouth — thick and hot and filling me up, pushing my tongue down, stretching my jaw wider. I gagged — this loud wet choking sound that echoed in the garage — and he didn't stop and pushed deeper.

"GLLLK — mmph—"

My eyes watered. His cock was in my throat. The fat head pressing past the back of my tongue and into the tight part and I was gagging around it, my throat convulsing on his Black shaft, spit pouring out of my mouth and running down my chin. He held me there for a second — my nose almost touching his pelvis, his grey pubic hair scratching my face, the smell of his crotch filling my nose. Musk and sweat and balls and old man funk and my eyes were streaming and I was choking and my pussy was dripping onto the concrete between my knees.

His cock was in my throat and I couldn't think about anything else. The thickness of it pressing against the walls of my throat, stretching me open from the inside, this dense hot mass of Black cock buried so deep I could feel it behind my collarbone. I'd deepthroated before — the guys I cheated with, the ones with big dicks, I'd gotten them in my throat and held them there and it was always tight and always made me gag but it was manageable. This wasn't manageable. This was a completely different size filling a completely different amount of my throat and my body was panicking and my pussy was flooding and both things were happening at the same time.

My throat was convulsing around him in these involuntary squeezes — my body trying to reject something this big and this deep, the muscles of my throat clamping and releasing on his Black shaft over and over. Every convulsion made him grunt above me and every grunt vibrated through his cock into my throat and made my pussy squeeze between my knees. I was choking on a Black man's cock and cumming from the choking and choking harder because I was cumming and the cycle wasn't stopping.

I couldn't breathe at all. His cock was plugging my throat completely — not a sliver of air getting past the thickness of his shaft — and my lungs were burning and my eyes were pouring tears and spit was running out of my mouth around his cock in thick ropes that were dripping off my chin onto my bare chest. My face was pressed against his dark pelvis, his grey pubic hair scratching my nose and my cheeks, and the smell of his crotch was the only thing I could breathe because it was coming in through my nose in thick waves — sweat and musk and old Black man funk filling my brain while his old Black cock filled my throat.

I can't breathe. I literally cannot breathe. His cock is in my throat and I can't breathe and I'm about to pass out and I don't want him to pull out. I'd rather choke than have his cock leave my throat right now.

Todd had never been in my throat. Todd's dick had never reached my throat — it barely reached the back of my tongue on a good day and the idea of gagging on Todd was a joke because there was nothing to gag on. I was gagging so hard on this man's cock that my whole body was convulsing and tears were running down my face and my mascara was destroyed and I was the happiest I'd been on my knees in my entire life.

He pulled my head back by my hair. His cock slid out of my throat and I gasped, sucking in air, a thick rope of spit connecting my lips to his Black cockhead. Before I could catch my breath he shoved my head back down.

"GLLLK — MMPH — GLLLK—"

He was fucking my face. Not letting me suck — fucking. His hips driving forward and his hand on the back of my head holding me in place while his thick Black cock pumped in and out of my white mouth. My blonde hair wrapped around his Black fist, my pale face slamming against his dark pelvis, spit running down my chin and dripping onto my bare chest and he was grunting above me with every thrust.

I wasn't sucking his cock anymore. He'd taken that away from me. The moment his hand fisted my hair and his hips started moving, I stopped being a woman giving head and became a hole he was fucking. My mouth was just an opening for him to use — wet and warm and tight around his Black shaft — and he was using it the same way he'd use my pussy, the same way he'd use any part of me he wanted. Rough and steady and sure.

---


CHAPTER 23

And I loved it. I loved not being in control. I loved having my head held in place by his big Black fist while his thick cock pumped in and out of my white mouth and my only job was to keep my jaw open and take it. Every thrust slammed the back of my throat and my whole head rocked forward and his grip on my hair yanked me back and then he'd thrust again and slam me forward again and my head was just bouncing on his cock like a toy he was playing with.

The sounds filling the garage were obscene — wet gagging and choking and the thick slap of his dark pelvis hitting my pale face with every thrust and his grunting and my muffled moaning around his shaft and the drip drip drip of my spit hitting the concrete floor. It sounded like a porn set. It sounded like something you'd watch on a website with the volume low so your husband in the next room didn't hear. Except I was the woman in the video and the husband in the next room was twenty miles away selling insurance and had no idea his wife's face was being used as a fuckhole by an old Black man in a garage.

My jaw was screaming in pain from being stretched open this wide for this long and I didn't care. My knees were aching on the concrete and I didn't care. Spit was everywhere — on my chin, on my neck, on my chest, dripping between my breasts, running in thick ropes off his Black cock every time he pulled out — and I didn't care about any of it. I was on my knees getting my face fucked by the biggest cock I'd ever had in my mouth and the only thought in my dumb bimbo brain was more. Harder. Deeper. Don't stop.

He's using my mouth. He's literally just using my mouth like it's a pussy and I'm letting him and I love it. I'm on my knees in a garage getting my face fucked by an old Black man and I love every second of it. Todd will never know. Todd will kiss this mouth tonight and he'll never know where it's been.

"That's it, baby girl." His voice deep and slow even while he was shoving his cock down my throat. "Take that dick."

His voice did something to me that his cock couldn't do alone. That deep slow Southern drawl saying dirty things to me while he shoved his dick down my throat — the combination was lethal. His words were calm and steady even though his hips were slamming and his cock was choking me and I was gagging and crying on his garage floor. He wasn't out of breath. He wasn't rushed or desperate. He was talking to me the way you'd talk to someone while doing yard work — easy, unhurried, like facefucking a married white woman was just another thing he did with his hands and his body and it didn't require any extra effort.

"Take that dick." Three words. Slow. That deep voice with the Southern gravel in it and the way he said "dick" like it had two syllables — "di-ick" — and my cunt clamped so hard I gasped around his cock and spit sprayed out of my mouth. His voice was as Black as his cock — deep and rich and warm and Southern and it wrapped around those filthy words and made them hit twice as hard.

Baby girl. He called me baby girl while he's shoving his cock down my throat. He's being sweet and filthy at the same time and my pussy is losing its mind.

Todd didn't talk during sex. Todd made that thin little whimpering sound when he came and that was it — thirty seconds of silence and then a whimper and then he rolled over. He'd never told me to do anything. He'd never called me a name. He'd never said a single word that made my pussy react. This man was talking to me the way men talk to women they're going to ruin and every word out of his mouth was landing between my legs like a hand.

"MMMNNH — GLLLK — MMPH—"

I couldn't breathe. Every thrust cut off my air and I'd gag and choke and spit would spray out around his shaft and then he'd pull back and I'd suck in half a breath before he shoved in again. My hands were on his thighs — not pushing him away but holding on, gripping his dark thighs through his torn work pants while he fucked my face on his garage floor.

"Mmm. White girl can suck some dick." He said it to himself almost, this low rumble. His hips rolling, his Black cock sliding in and out of my stretched mouth, my spit making it slick and shiny. "Your husband know you suck dick like this?"

The question hit me like a slap between my legs. "Your husband know you suck dick like this?" — his deep voice saying it slow while his Black cock sat heavy on my tongue and my wedding ring was on his shaft and the answer was so obvious it didn't need saying but he wanted me to think about it.

Did Todd know I sucked dick like this? Todd had never seen me suck dick like this. Todd had never seen me on my knees with tears running down my face and spit on my chin gagging on a cock so big my jaw wouldn't close. Todd thought blowjobs were me putting his little pink dick in my mouth for two minutes while he lay there with his eyes closed making that pathetic face. Todd didn't know that his wife could take a cock down her throat. Todd didn't know that his wife wanted to take a cock down her throat. Todd didn't know anything about me.

The gap between who Todd thought I was and who I actually was — on my knees choking on Black cock in a garage — was so wide that my pussy gushed just from the thought of it. Todd's version of me was a nice blonde wife who smiled at dinner parties and gave him lazy blowjobs twice a year on his birthday and their anniversary. The real me was this — mascara running, throat full of Black dick, drooling on the floor of a stranger's garage, pussy making a puddle between my knees, loving every second of it.

No, sir. My husband does not know I suck dick like this. My husband has no idea what I do with my mouth when he's not around. And if he knew it would destroy him and I'd still be on my knees right here right now.

His cock throbbed on my tongue when I moaned and I could feel the vibration traveling through his shaft and his hand tightened in my hair and pulled my face deeper onto him.

---


CHAPTER 24

I moaned around his cock. The mention of Todd while I was on my knees choking on Black cock made my pussy pulse and a fresh stream of wetness ran down my inner thigh onto the concrete.

"Nah," he said. "He don't know shit. Soft little white boy at home while his wife out here chokin' on old Black dick in a garage."

His words painted a picture and the picture was perfect and devastating. Todd at home. Soft. White. Little. Doing nothing. Being nothing. While his wife was out here in a garage on her knees with her throat full of old Black cock gagging and dripping and moaning for more. The image of Todd sitting somewhere in his office chair in his khakis and his polo shirt with no idea that right now, right this second, his wife's face was being used by a man who was everything Todd wasn't — big, Black, rough, old, confident, and currently balls-deep in her white throat.

"Soft little white boy." Darnell had called my husband a soft little white boy and he was right. Todd was soft. Todd was little. Todd was white in a way that went deeper than skin — white the way plain toast is white, the way nothing is white. No flavor. No texture. No weight. Just there. Taking up space in my life and my bed and my marriage while I drove to the other side of the city to get my face fucked by men who made my pussy react.

And Darnell knew. He could see it. He'd taken one look at my wedding ring and asked about my husband and I'd said "he does insurance" and "he can't open a jar" and that told him everything. He knew what kind of man Todd was. He knew what kind of wife I was. He'd probably had a dozen Tiffanys in this garage — bored white wives with soft husbands who drove in with car problems and left with cum in places their husbands would never check.

He called Todd a soft little white boy. He's right. Todd IS a soft little white boy. And I'm out here choking on his big Black cock and calling him daddy and I wouldn't trade this for anything Todd has ever given me.

My pussy was gushing onto the concrete. I could feel it — this warm stream running down the inside of both thighs, pooling under my knees, making the floor slick. His words about Todd were making me wetter than Todd had ever made me with his body. Darnell was insulting my husband while fucking my face and my pussy was responding to the insult like it was foreplay because it was. It was the best foreplay I'd ever had. A big Black man telling me the truth about my little white husband while his big Black cock pumped in and out of my married white mouth.

"MMMNNH—"

I moaned louder. His words were hitting me between my legs and he knew it. Every time he said something about Todd or about me being white or about his Black cock my pussy gushed. He could probably hear it — the wet sound of my cunt dripping onto his floor while he fucked my face.

He pulled my head back and looked down at me. My face was a wreck — mascara running down both cheeks, spit on my chin and my neck and my chest, lips swollen and wet, eyes red and watering, blonde hair tangled in his Black fist. I was looking up at him with his cock inches from my face and I looked exactly like what I was — a dumb white bimbo who'd gotten her face fucked by an old Black man's dick.

And I didn't care. That was the thing — I looked at myself through his dark eyes and I saw what he saw and I didn't feel shame. I felt hot. I felt powerful in a fucked-up way that didn't make sense but was real. I was a wreck — face destroyed, chest covered in drool, mascara in streaks, lips puffy and raw from his shaft — and I felt more alive and more sexual and more real than I'd ever felt getting ready for a date with Todd in a nice dress with my hair done and my makeup perfect.

This was what I looked like when I was being honest about what I wanted. Not the Tiffany who put on lipstick and went to Todd's work events. This Tiffany. The one with spit on her chin and Black cock on her breath and tear tracks through her foundation. This was the face of a woman who was getting what she needed and I looked at his eyes looking down at me and I wanted him to see all of it.

I'm a mess. I'm a complete mess. And I've never felt better in my life. Todd sees me with makeup on and thinks I'm pretty. This man sees me with mascara running down my face and spit on my chest and he's looking at me like he wants to destroy me even more. And I want him to.

I licked my lips. Tasted his cock on them — that thick musky salt that I'd been sucking for the last ten minutes. I could feel his precum and my spit mixed together on my swollen lips and I licked it off slow, looking up at him, and his dark eyes tracked my white tongue across my wet lips and his cock twitched in front of my face. I was sitting there wrecked and drooling and I was STILL teasing him. Because even on my knees with my face fucked raw I was still Tiffany and Tiffany knew how to make a man want more.

"You like that, baby girl?" He rubbed the head of his Black cock across my lips, smearing precum and spit across my mouth. "You like that big Black dick in your little white mouth?"

"Yes sir," I whispered. My voice was wrecked and raw. "I like — I love it—"

"Say it right."

"I love your big Black cock, sir. I love sucking your big Black cock."

Saying it out loud changed something inside me. Not in the garage — inside my chest, inside my brain, inside whatever part of me had been pretending for six years that Todd was enough. I'd said it. Out loud. To his face. With his cock inches from my lips and my wedding ring on my finger and the taste of his Black dick still heavy on my tongue.

I love your big Black cock.

I'd thought it a thousand times. In bed with Todd, staring at the ceiling while he pumped his tiny pink nothing inside me for thirty seconds. In hotel rooms with the other men, the ones who were bigger but never big enough. In the shower with my fingers between my legs thinking about men like Darnell — old, Black, big, rough, the kind of men who took what they wanted and didn't ask first.

---


CHAPTER 25

But I'd never said it out loud like this. Not while kneeling on a garage floor looking up at the man whose cock I was confessing to. Not with this much spit on my face and this much wetness between my legs. The words came out of my mouth and hung in the garage air and they were the most honest thing I'd said in six years of marriage. More honest than my wedding vows. More honest than every "I love you" I'd said to Todd. Because this was the truth about me — I loved big Black cock — and I'd just said it to the man who was giving it to me.

I said it. I actually said it out loud. "I love your big Black cock." And I meant it. I meant every word. I love it. I love his big Black cock and I love being on my knees for it and I love the taste of it and I don't love Todd and I don't love Todd's dick and this is who I am.

His dark eyes looked down at me and they went deeper — not softer, not warmer, just deeper. Like a man hearing something he already knew but wanted to hear anyway. He knew I loved his cock. He'd known since my hand found it through his pants. But hearing me say it on my knees with my face wrecked from taking it — that did something to him. His cock jumped. His jaw set tighter. His hand in my blonde hair gripped harder.

"Good," he said. Not "thank you." Not "that's sweet." Just "good." One word in that deep Southern voice like a man checking a box. She loves it. Good. Now she gon' take all of it.

He pushed back in. Slower this time. Feeding me his cock inch by inch, watching my lips stretch around his Black shaft, my white face taking his Black dick. He groaned — this deep sound from his chest — and his hand on the back of my head pushed me further down until my nose was in his grey pubic hair and his balls were pressing against my chin and I had his entire cock in my throat.

"Mmmm. All of it." He held me there. "Good girl."

Good girl. Two words and I almost came from them alone. His deep voice saying "good girl" while his entire Black cock was buried in my white throat and his balls were pressing against my chin and I couldn't breathe and I was choking and crying and he called me a good girl.

Not a good wife. Not a good woman. A good girl. His good girl. His good white girl on her knees with her throat full of his Black cock. And the praise — the simple stupid praise of being called good while I was doing something this filthy — made my pussy grip so hard that the orgasm started right there.

It didn't build. It just happened. One second I was choking on his cock and the next my pussy was clenching and releasing and warmth was flooding through me from my cunt outward and I was cumming. On my knees. On a garage floor. With a cock in my throat and nobody touching me between my legs. My pussy was orgasming from his cock in my throat and his hand in my hair and his voice saying good girl and nothing else.

I'm cumming. Oh my God I'm cumming and nobody is touching me. I'm cumming from his cock in my throat. I'm cumming from being called a good girl while I choke on Black dick. What is wrong with me.

Nothing was wrong with me. Everything was right. My body was responding to a man who knew how to use it and my pussy was cumming without being touched because every other part of me was being used so thoroughly that my cunt decided to join in on its own. My juices were running down both thighs and pooling warm on the concrete between my knees and I could feel myself making a puddle and I was still cumming and his cock was still in my throat and he was still holding me there and I was shaking and crying and cumming and choking all at the same time.

The orgasm rolled through me in waves while his cock sat in my throat — these deep clenching pulses between my legs that made my whole body jerk every few seconds. He could feel it — my throat convulsing differently around his cock when I came, tighter and more rhythmic — and he grunted above me and held my head in place and let me cum on his cock without pulling out.

"Mmmm. Cummin' on my dick, baby girl?" His voice calm and easy from above me. "Ain't nobody touchin' that pussy and you cummin' on my dick. Mmm. That's that married white girl pussy. Been needin' some real dick."

I moaned around his cock and came harder and my eyes rolled back and the garage went blurry and I was gone. Just gone. A dumb blonde wife cumming her brains out on a garage floor from a Black man's cock in her throat and his Southern voice calling her a good girl.

My throat was spasming around him and tears were running down my face and I was making these wet gurgling sounds around his shaft and my pussy was clenching with every gag. I was cumming. Not a real orgasm — just my pussy pulsing and dripping and clenching on its own from having a Black cock shoved down my throat. Nobody was touching me between my legs and I was cumming anyway, my juices running down both thighs in warm streams and pooling on the concrete between my knees.

He fucked my face for another five minutes, rough and slamming, my head bouncing on his cock, my blonde hair swinging, spit flying off my chin with every thrust. The wet gagging sounds filled the empty garage. My hands were on his thighs, my wedding ring on his shaft, my pussy dripping a puddle on his floor.

He pulled out and yanked my head back by my hair, his Black cock popping out of my mouth trailing a thick rope of spit. I gasped and coughed. My chin was covered in drool and precum and my chest was wet and my eyes were streaming.

He looked down at me. I looked up at him. His Black cock hanging in front of my wrecked white face, still hard, glistening with my spit from the head to the base.

---


CHAPTER 26

I was looking at it. His Black cock right there in front of my face — thick and hard and glistening with my spit from the fat head to the dark base, shiny and wet and still throbbing. It was even bigger now than when I'd first pulled it out. Fully hard, fully swollen, every vein standing out under the dark skin, the head fat and angry and slick with my spit and his precum. It looked like something that would break me open. It looked like something that was about to.

I could see my spit all over it — my white drool coating his Black shaft, thick and shiny, running in slow streams down the dark skin. My spit on his Black cock. My wedding ring had left a faint mark on his shaft from pressing against it and I could see the indent in his dark skin — a circle where my marriage had been stamped into his cock and I stared at that mark and my pussy throbbed.

His cock was wet and ready and pointing at me and I was sitting on the floor wet and ready and looking up at it and we both knew what was coming next. He was going to put it inside me. He was going to take this thick heavy Black cock that had just been in my throat and put it in my white pussy and fuck me and I was going to let him. I was going to more than let him — I was going to beg for it.

He's going to fuck me. He's going to put that cock inside me. That big Black cock that just destroyed my throat is about to go inside my pussy and I'm going to feel every inch of it and it's going to be the best thing that's ever been inside me and nothing Todd has will ever compare. Nothing anyone has will ever compare.

My pussy was clenching around nothing — empty and aching and dripping, still swollen from cumming hands-free on his cock in my throat, and now it wanted to be filled. It wanted what my mouth had just had. It wanted to feel what my throat had felt — that stretch, that thickness, that deep heavy fullness that Todd's little pink dick had never come close to providing.

I looked up at him. His dark face above me, his dark eyes steady, his beard still wet with my pussy juice from eating me, his Black cock hard and dripping with my spit. He looked like a man who was about to fuck somebody's wife on her husband's car and didn't feel a single thing about it except ready.

"Get on the car," he said.

I climbed onto the hood of my BMW and spread my legs.

The metal was warm under my bare ass. I didn't care. I was sitting on the car my husband bought me with my dress shoved up past my hips and my thong ripped and my pussy bare and dripping and an old Black man was stepping between my thighs with the biggest cock I'd ever seen pointing straight at me.

My car. I was on my car. The BMW Todd had bought me for my twenty-seventh birthday — the one he babied more than he babied me. The one he washed every Saturday morning in the driveway in his cargo shorts and his New Balance sneakers with the special microfiber cloth he'd ordered from Amazon. The BMW he wouldn't let me eat in because he was scared I'd get crumbs on the leather. The BMW that had a payment book in the glove compartment and a little air freshener hanging from the mirror that smelled like "ocean breeze" because Todd was the kind of man who bought his wife a car and then acted like it was still his.

I was sitting on the hood of my BMW with my bare ass on the paint and my pussy dripping onto the glossy black surface and I could feel my wetness pooling under me, warm and slick on the metal that Todd polished with a chamois every weekend. My juices were soaking into the clear coat. My bare sweaty skin was leaving marks on the finish. My thighs were wet and the wetness was spreading across the hood in a dark patch that Todd would never be able to explain when he washed it.

I'm on the BMW Todd bought me. I'm sitting on it with my pussy out and an old Black man between my legs and his cock is pointing at me and I'm about to get fucked on the car my husband gave me for my birthday. Todd would have a heart attack. Todd would literally die.

And I was excited about it. Not just excited about the cock — excited about the car. Excited about the wrongness of it. My bare ass on the hood that Todd babied like it was his firstborn — the car he'd bought me and then treated like his own. My pussy juice on the paint job he spent forty-five minutes buffing every Saturday. The idea that Todd would wash this car next weekend and squeegee right over the spot where another man's cock had been inside his wife and he'd never know. He'd spray his little foam cleaner on the exact spot where I was about to get fucked by a Black man and he'd wipe it down and never know and the thought of that was making me wetter than the actual fucking was about to.

The metal was warm under my bare skin from the engine he'd just repaired and I could feel the heat through my ass and my thighs and the warmth was mixing with the warmth between my legs and I was sitting on the car my husband bought me ready to be fucked and I'd never been more turned on in my life. Not in a bed. Not in a hotel room. Not in any of the places I'd cheated before. This — my bare ass on my BMW in a stranger's garage with a Black man's cock hard and wet and pointing at my spread white pussy — this was the most sexual I'd ever felt.

I looked at Darnell standing between my legs. His dark body between my pale thighs. His Black cock jutting forward toward my bare white cunt, thick and hard and still wet with my spit from my throat. His rough dark hands at his sides. His beard still damp with my pussy juice from when he'd eaten me. His dark eyes on mine, steady, calm. A sixty-something-year-old Black man about to fuck a twenty-eight-year-old white wife on the BMW her husband bought her in his garage on a Tuesday afternoon and he looked like he was about to change a tire. No rush. No excitement on his face. Just that old-man confidence that said he'd done this before and he was going to do it right.

---


CHAPTER 27

I spread my legs wider on the hood. Felt the paint smooth and warm under my thighs. Let my knees fall open until my pussy was completely exposed — bare and wet and pink and swollen and open for him. My white thighs spread on the black paint of the BMW. My pale skin on the dark hood. My pink pussy waiting for his Black cock.

Fuck me. Please fuck me. Put your big Black cock in my married white pussy on the car my husband bought me and fuck me. Please.

He grabbed my thighs and yanked me to the edge of the hood. My ass squeaked against the paint. He lined up — his fat Black cockhead pressing against my pussy, against my slit, hot and blunt and so much wider than my opening.

Oh fuck. Oh fuck oh fuck he's too big.

His cockhead was pressing against me and the size of it was terrifying up close. Not terrifying like I wanted to run — terrifying like standing at the top of a roller coaster knowing you're about to drop and your stomach is in your throat and you're scared and you want it and you can't go back. His fat Black cockhead was wider than my opening and I could feel it pressing against my slit, hot and blunt and heavy, spreading my outer lips just from the pressure of resting against me.

I looked down between my legs and the visual made my brain stutter. His thick Black cock — the same cock I'd just had in my throat, wet and shiny with my spit — pressed against my bare white pussy. The color contrast was so sharp it looked painted. His dark cockhead against my pink slit, his Black shaft pointing straight at my white cunt, his dark skin pressing into my lightest pinkest skin. The head was so much darker than me — this deep dark brown-black against my flushed pink — and the size difference was even more obvious from this angle. His cockhead looked bigger than my entire pussy and he was going to push it in and my body was going to have to figure out how to take it.

I could feel my pussy trying to open for him on its own — my muscles relaxing, my lips spreading wider, my body preparing for something it had never taken before. My cunt was dripping wet and some of my wetness had gotten on his cockhead and I could see it — my clear juice glistening on his dark skin, my white wetness on his Black cock, mixing with the spit that was already there. He hadn't even pushed in yet and we were already mixed together.

Todd's dick had never required preparation. Todd's dick slid in without my pussy having to do anything because there was nothing to accommodate. No stretch. No adjustment. Just this thin little thing that entered me without me noticing and moved around for thirty seconds and then it was over. My pussy didn't have to prepare for Todd. My pussy had to PREPARE for this — had to soften and relax and open wider than it had ever opened because what was about to come inside me was bigger and thicker and harder than anything my cunt had ever tried to take.

It's right there. His cock is right there pressing against me and I can feel how big it is and it's going to hurt and I want it. I want it to hurt. I want to feel every inch of it going in and I want it to stretch me open and I want to scream and I want the car to rock and I want all of it right now.

His rough dark hands gripped my white thighs higher, right at the crease where my legs met my hips, and his thumbs pressed into the soft skin near my pussy and spread me open even wider. I could feel myself opening for him — my lips parting, my hole getting wider, the cool air hitting the inside of my pussy for a second before his hot cockhead pressed forward and replaced the air with pressure.

My fingers gripped the edge of the hood. My wedding ring clinked against the metal. My white knuckles on the black paint of the BMW Todd bought me and a Black man's cock pressing against my married pussy and the last thought I had before he pushed in was: this is going to change me. Whatever I am after this is going to be different from whatever I was before. Todd's wife died on this hood. Whoever gets up is someone else.

He pushed in.

"AHHH — OH MY GOD — FUCK—"

I screamed. His cockhead spread me open and the stretch burned and my fingers clawed at the hood of my BMW, my nails scraping the paint, and he kept pushing, inch by inch, his thick Black shaft forcing my tight white pussy open wider than Todd had ever stretched me, wider than any of the guys I'd cheated with had stretched me. He was splitting me apart on the hood of the car my husband bought me and I couldn't stop screaming.

The stretch was unlike anything I'd ever felt. Not pain exactly — or not JUST pain. It was this deep burning stretch that radiated outward from my pussy in every direction, up into my stomach and down into my thighs and through my clit and into my spine. My cunt was being split open by something too big for it and every inch that slid inside me was another inch of stretch that my body had to figure out how to handle.

I could feel him going in. Not just "something's inside me" — I could feel EVERY INCH of his thick Black shaft sliding into my white pussy, my walls spreading apart around his girth, the ridges of his veins bumping against my insides, the heat of his cock burning against my stretched inner walls. With Todd I couldn't feel anything. With the other guys I'd cheated with I could feel something — a stretch, a fullness, a presence. With this man I could feel the topography of his cock inside me. Every vein. Every ridge. The exact shape of his cockhead pressing deeper. The specific thickness of his shaft at every point as it fed into me inch by inch.

He wasn't pushing fast. He was going slow — this steady relentless push, one inch at a time, giving my pussy time to open around him before feeding me more. And I needed that time because every inch was wider than the last and my pussy was stretching and stretching and stretching and I didn't know how much more it could take.

Oh my God he's so big. He's inside me and he's so big I can feel him in places Todd has never been. He's not even halfway in and I can already feel him deeper than Todd has ever reached. Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck—

---


CHAPTER 28

My nails were scraping the paint. Actually scraping it — I could hear the sound of my nails on the clear coat, this thin scratching sound under my screaming, and I was leaving nail marks on the hood of my BMW while another man's cock pushed into me. The scratches would be there tomorrow. Todd would see them and wonder what happened and I'd tell him it was probably a shopping cart in the parking lot and he'd believe me because Todd believed everything I told him.

I looked down and watched him enter me. Watched his thick Black shaft disappear into my white pussy inch by inch — this slow visual of dark sliding into light, Black cock feeding into white cunt, my pink lips stretched impossibly wide around his dark girth. I could see my pussy gripping him — the ring of my opening clamped tight around his shaft, my pale pink flesh stretched taut and shiny around his dark cock, the color contrast so extreme it looked like two different species trying to fit together.

Two inches. Three inches. Four. I could feel every one. Todd was two inches total and I couldn't feel any of them. This man was four inches in and I could feel all four and my eyes were rolling back and my mouth was hanging open and there was still so much more cock between his body and mine. So much more Black shaft that hadn't gone in yet. I could see it — the remaining inches of his dark cock still outside me, wet and thick, waiting to go in. More cock still outside my body than Todd had in his entire crotch.

He pushed deeper and I felt five and then six and the stretch changed from burning to this deep aching fullness that I'd never experienced. My pussy was so full of him that I could feel it in my stomach — this heavy presence deep inside me, pressing against walls that had never been touched, reaching places that didn't know they could be reached. Todd's dick had never touched these places. Todd's dick didn't know these places existed. This man's cock was finding parts of my pussy that had been empty for twenty-eight years and filling them for the first time and every new inch made me moan louder and grip the hood harder and my nails dug deeper into the paint.

The wet sounds were obscene. My pussy was so soaked that every inch of his cock going in made this thick wet squelching sound that echoed in the empty garage — the sound of a tight wet white cunt slowly swallowing a thick Black cock. I could hear my own pussy accepting him, opening around him, the wet stretch of skin on skin as my walls gave way to something they'd never been asked to hold. And under that sound, the quiet squeak of my bare ass on the hood, sliding on my own juices on the paint.

His rough dark hands were on my white hips, holding me steady, keeping me from sliding back on the hood as his cock pushed into me. His Black fingers denting the pale skin of my hips. His knuckles pressed against my white waist. His dark arms between my pale thighs. And his Black cock slowly burying itself in my married white pussy on the hood of my car while I screamed and clawed and took every inch he gave me.

More. Give me more. I want all of it. I want every inch of your big Black cock inside my white pussy. I want to feel it in my stomach. Give me more daddy.

"AHHH — SIR — IT'S TOO BIG — FUCK — OH GOD—"

"Shhh." One calm sound. He grabbed my hip with one hand and pushed deeper with his cock and I felt another two inches slide into me and my back arched off the hood and my eyes rolled back.

"UNH — DADDY — UUNHH—"

He bottomed out. I felt his pelvis press against mine, his Black balls resting against my ass, every inch of his thick cock stuffed inside my tight white cunt. I was so full I could feel him behind my belly button. Todd's cock barely reached past my entrance. This old man's cock was rearranging my insides.

I was full. Not full like after a meal — full like something had been shoved into a space that wasn't designed for it and my body was trying to figure out what to do with all of it. His cock was inside me completely. Every single inch of that thick heavy Black cock that I'd been staring at and licking and choking on and worshipping for the last hour was now buried inside my white pussy and I could feel all of it at the same time.

His pelvis was pressed against mine. His dark skin against my pale skin. His rough grey pubic hair scratching against my bare mound. His heavy Black balls resting against my ass — warm and full and pressing against me, these big dark weights sitting against my skin. I could feel where he ended and I began and there was no space between us. No air. No gap. Just his Black body and my white body pressed together at the center with his cock filling every possible inch of the inside of me.

I looked down between us and the visual was the filthiest thing I'd ever seen. His dark shaft was gone — buried completely inside me, my pale pink pussy lips wrapped tight around the base of his Black cock where it met his dark pelvis. The entire length of him was inside my body. That cock that had been hanging between his legs ten minutes ago, thick and heavy and swinging — all of it was now inside my white cunt. Disappeared. Swallowed up by my pink pussy like my body had eaten his Black cock and I could feel it in my stomach proving it was real.

The fullness was pressing on things inside me that I didn't have names for. Deep spots that Todd's two inches didn't know existed, spots that the eight-inch guys I'd cheated with had only brushed against. This man was pressing AGAINST them — firmly, heavily, his fat cockhead pushed up against the deepest wall inside me and just sitting there, thick and hot and radiating heat into parts of my body that had never felt a cock before.

---


CHAPTER 29

I felt different. My whole body felt different with him inside me — heavier, fuller, more aware of itself. I could feel my heartbeat in my pussy, pulsing around his thick shaft. I could feel my inner walls gripping him, stretched tight and trembling around his girth, trying to adjust to something this big. My clit was throbbing from the pressure — his cock was so thick that it was pressing against my clit from the INSIDE, pushing against the internal root of it, and every heartbeat sent a pulse of pleasure through it that made my toes curl on the warm hood of the car.

He's all the way in. He's all the way inside me. I can feel him in my stomach. I can feel his cock pushing against things inside me that I didn't know I had. Todd was never here. Nobody has ever been this deep. Nobody.

I squeezed him. Not on purpose — my pussy just clenched around him and I felt every inch of his shaft in the squeeze, this thick hard mass of Black cock that my walls were gripping and I couldn't get my walls around it. My hand couldn't get around his cock and my pussy couldn't either — I was stretched to my absolute limit and I could feel my walls trembling from the effort of holding something this wide.

He looked down at me on the hood. His dark face above me, his dark eyes steady. His hands on my white hips. His Black cock buried to the root in my white cunt. The car underneath us. The afternoon light from the bay door falling across our bodies — his dark skin and my pale skin and the black paint of the BMW underneath it all.

"Damn," he said. Low. To himself. His jaw tight. "Tight little white pussy."

My pussy clenched around him when he said it and his eyes narrowed and I felt his cock throb inside me and the throb was so deep and so heavy that my mouth fell open and no sound came out.

He shifted his hips — just a fraction, just this small movement — and his cock moved inside me and I felt everything shift and I gasped so hard I choked on air. That tiny movement had rearranged my insides. One small shift of his hips and I could feel his cockhead pressing against a different spot and his shaft rubbing against different walls and my whole body lit up in a new pattern of heat and pressure and I hadn't even been fucked yet. He was just sitting inside me and ADJUSTING and I was already falling apart.

He hasn't even moved yet. He hasn't started fucking me yet. He's just inside me and I'm already losing my mind. If he moves — if he actually starts moving — I'm going to—

He started fucking me.

The BMW rocked under us, the suspension bouncing with every thrust, the hood flexing under my back. My ass was squeaking against the paint with every stroke — this wet squealing sound that was my sweaty skin sliding on the glossy black paint. He was going to leave marks on my car. My ass prints and my sweat and my pussy juice all over the hood of the BMW that Todd washed every Saturday morning.

The car was being fucked. Not me — I mean yes me, I was being fucked, I was being fucked harder than I'd ever been fucked in my life — but the CAR was being fucked too. Every thrust rocked the BMW on its suspension and the whole car bounced and squeaked and the hood flexed under my back and my sweaty skin squeaked against the paint and his heavy dark body slammed into mine and the car took all of it. The shocks were creaking. The tires were bouncing on the concrete. The hood was denting slightly under my weight and his force and popping back with every thrust.

The sounds were unbelievable. The wet slap of his dark pelvis hitting my soaked white pussy with every thrust — SLAP SLAP SLAP — echoing off the metal walls. The squeak of my bare ass sliding on the paint. The creak of the BMW's suspension bouncing. My screaming. His grunting. The thick wet squelching of his cock pumping in and out of my flooded cunt. All of it bouncing around the empty garage and mixing together into this filthy symphony of a white wife getting fucked on her own BMW by an old Black man.

My ass was painting the hood with my juices. Every thrust pushed me forward on the paint and then pulled me back and the slide was wet — my pussy juice and my sweat and my ass creating this slick wet patch on the pristine black paint that was getting bigger with every stroke. There would be a perfect ass-shaped mark on the hood when we were done. My ass print. On my BMW. Where a Black man had fucked me. And Todd would see it and not understand what it was and probably try to buff it out with his little chamois and it would never fully come out because I was soaking the hood with my cum while his cock destroyed me.

Every time he thrust in I could feel his Black balls swing forward and slap against my ass — these heavy warm impacts against my skin, his full dark balls hitting me with every stroke, the sound of them slapping against my wet ass mixing with the sound of his pelvis hitting my pussy. His balls were hitting the car too — smacking against the edge of the hood where my ass ended and the paint began, leaving wet marks from his ball sweat on the finish.

My car. The car Todd bought me. An old Black man's balls are slapping against it while he fucks Todd's wife on the hood. Todd washes this car every Saturday and next Saturday he's going to wash this spot right here where Darnell's balls are hitting the paint and he's never going to know.

I was gripping the hood with both hands trying to hold on — one hand on the edge near the windshield and one hand on the side, my white knuckles on the black paint, my wedding ring scraping the finish every time his thrust knocked me forward. My body was sliding back and forth on the hood with every stroke, my bare back squeaking on the warm metal, my blonde hair fanning out across the paint, my breasts bouncing with every impact. I must have looked insane from above — this small white woman spread across the hood of a BMW with her sundress around her waist and an old Black man between her legs slamming into her while the whole car rocked and she screamed at the ceiling.

---


CHAPTER 30

His hands gripped my white thighs and pulled me into every thrust — not just pushing into me but PULLING me onto his cock, slamming my white pussy onto his Black shaft with both forces at once. The impact was so hard my teeth rattled and my breasts bounced off my chest and my grip on the hood kept slipping from the sweat and every time I slipped his hands yanked me right back onto his cock.

The BMW was rocking so hard now that I could hear things rattling inside the cabin — something in the glove compartment, maybe a pen or Todd's insurance papers, bouncing around with every thrust. His engine was making his wife cum on the outside and Darnell's cock was making me cum on the hood and everything Todd owned was being used by a man who was better than him in every way that mattered.

"UNH — FUCK — HARDER — DADDY HARDER—"

He grabbed both my thighs and spread them wider and fucked me harder. His Black hips slamming against my white thighs, his cock driving deep into me with every thrust, the car rocking so hard the tires were bouncing off the concrete. My breasts were bouncing with every slam, my blonde hair sliding across the warm metal, my mouth open and screaming at the garage ceiling.

"OH GOD — YOUR COCK — YOUR BIG BLACK COCK — UNH — IT'S SO DEEP — AHHH—"

I grabbed the windshield wiper with one hand and the edge of the hood with the other and held on while he pounded me. His rough hands gripping my thighs hard enough to bruise, his thick Black cock slamming in and out of my stretched white pussy, the wet slapping sound of his pelvis against my soaked cunt echoing through the empty garage.

"DADDY — FUCK — FUCK ME — DON'T STOP — UNH — UNH—"

He was grunting with every thrust — these deep old-man grunts from his chest, his beard dripping sweat onto my stomach, his dark face tight with focus. He wasn't young and fast — he was old and hard. Every thrust was heavy and every stroke went deep. He fucked me the way he did everything — slow and rough and sure and like he'd been doing it for forty years.

This was what experience felt like inside you. Not young fast desperate jackhammering — not the guys in their twenties who fucked like they were running out of time, slamming in and out as fast as they could like sex was a race and cumming was the finish line. Those guys fucked me like they were scared I'd change my mind if they slowed down. Todd fucked me like he was apologizing for bothering me — soft little pushes with his thin little dick that I could barely feel and that lasted less than a minute before he whimpered and went limp.

This man fucked me like he had all the time in the world and the world wasn't going anywhere. Every stroke was complete — out until just the fat head was stretching my opening and then back in until his balls pressed against my ass and every inch in between was felt. No rushing. No jackhammering. No desperate pumping. Just this heavy deep rhythm that used every inch of his Black cock on every single stroke and made my pussy feel every single inch going and coming.

His hips rolled when he fucked. Not just back and forth — they rolled, this circular grinding motion at the bottom of every stroke that pressed his cockhead against different spots inside me and made my eyes cross. He'd push in deep and then his hips would circle and his cock would grind against my front wall and then my side wall and then some spot deep in the back that made me shriek and then he'd pull out slow and push back in and do it again. He was stirring me. Using his cock to stir my insides in slow heavy circles and touching every wall and every spot and every nerve ending inside my cunt.

He's fucking me like he knows my pussy better than I do. He's been inside me for five minutes and he already knows where every spot is and he's hitting them all and I've had Todd inside me for six years and Todd has never found a single one.

The old-man strength was different from young strength. Young guys were fast and hard and ran out of energy after ten minutes and started sweating and panting and their thrusts got sloppy. This man was strong the way a diesel engine is strong — not flashy, not fast, just this relentless heavy power that didn't fade and didn't falter and every stroke was exactly as hard as the last one. He'd been fucking me at the same pace and the same force since he started and he wasn't breathing hard and he wasn't slowing down and he looked like he could keep this up all afternoon.

His dark body above mine was barely sweating. A sheen on his forehead and his chest but nothing like the puddle I was making on the hood. His dark arms were braced on either side of me, his scarred Black hands flat on the hood of the BMW near my shoulders, and his body was this dark wall of muscle above my pale body driving into me with this machine-like consistency. Every thrust the same depth. Every thrust the same force. Every thrust making me moan the same way and then a little louder because the consistency was driving me insane — my body kept expecting a break, kept expecting him to slow down or ease up or change something, and he never did. Just the same deep heavy stroke over and over while my pussy gripped and released and gripped and got wetter and my moans got louder and higher.

His grey beard was dripping sweat onto my bare chest and stomach with every thrust — drops of his old-man sweat landing on my pale skin and running down my sides onto the hood. I was being rained on by his sweat while he fucked me. His dark sweat on my white body. Mixing with my sweat on the car. We were leaving a cocktail of fluids on this BMW — my pussy juice and my sweat and his sweat and his ball sweat and the spit that was still on his cock from my throat — all of it smearing across the hood of the car my husband paid $600 a month for.

He leaned down closer to me — his dark face above my pale face, his beard inches from my chin, his hot breath on my mouth. The musk hit me again — thick and heavy, his breath and his skin and his crotch all mixing together, this wave of old Black man that washed over my face while he rolled his hips and drove his cock deep into my white cunt.

---


CHAPTER 31

"You like how daddy fuck?" His voice low and calm in my ear. Not asking. "This how you need it, baby girl? Long and deep?"

"Yes — yes daddy — oh God yes—"

"Mhm." His hips rolled deeper and his cock pressed against that spot and my eyes rolled back. "Your husband fuck you like this?"

I almost laughed. The idea of Todd fucking me like this — of Todd's little dick reaching anything inside me let alone GRINDING against it while his hips rolled in these slow devastating circles — was so absurd that a laugh bubbled up through the moaning and came out as this high-pitched giggle that turned into a moan when he thrust deep again.

"No — no daddy — he doesn't — he can't — unh — nobody fucks me like this — AHHH—"

"Nah." Another deep roll of his hips. "He can't. Soft little boy can't fuck like this." His Black cock grinding inside my white pussy while he talked about my husband. "Need a man for this. Need somethin' real between them legs."

My pussy clamped down on his cock so hard he grunted and his next thrust went deeper and harder and the scream that came out of me rattled the tools on the wall.

"YES — YES — RIGHT THERE — FUCK MY WHITE PUSSY, DADDY — AHHH—"

I was cumming. Already. My pussy clamping down on his Black cock and my spine lifting off the metal and my toes curling and I squirted — spraying his dark stomach and his cock and the hood of my car with my juices. He fucked me through it, his thick shaft driving through the squirt, the wet sounds getting louder and nastier.

"AHHH — I'M CUMMING ON YOUR BIG BLACK COCK — DADDY — FUUUCK—"

The orgasm hit me like a truck. Not like the one from his mouth — that one had been a wave, building and cresting and rolling through me. This one was a bomb. It detonated in my clit and blew outward through my entire body all at once — every muscle clenching, every nerve firing, my pussy clamping down on his thick Black cock so hard I could feel my walls crushing against his shaft and he was so thick that even my hardest clench couldn't close around him. My pussy was trying to squeeze shut and his cock wouldn't let it and the pressure of clenching against something that wide was sending shockwaves through me that made the orgasm double and triple and I was screaming so loud my own voice was hurting my ears.

"AHHH — FUCK — DADDY — OH GOD — OH MY GOD — UNH — UUNHH—"

My back arched off the hood so hard only my shoulders and my ass were touching the metal. My whole body was a bridge — spine curved, stomach tight, my breasts pointing at the ceiling, my head thrown back, my mouth wide open and screaming at the corrugated metal roof of the garage. My toes were curled so tight they were cramping. My fingers were clawing at the hood, nails digging into the paint, leaving scratches that Todd would find next weekend. My thighs were clamped around Darnell's dark waist and shaking so hard I could hear my own skin vibrating against his.

And then I squirted. On his cock. On his Black cock that was still inside me, still buried deep, still thick and hard while my pussy exploded around it. The squirt sprayed out around his shaft — I could feel it, this hot gush of liquid forcing its way past his cock and spraying onto his dark stomach and his dark thighs and the hood of the car between us. It was everywhere. My cum spraying out of my white pussy around his Black cock and hitting his dark skin and running in streams down the glossy black paint of my BMW.

"OH GOD — I'M — I'M SQUIRTING — DADDY I'M SQUIRTING ON YOUR COCK — AHHH — FUUUCK—"

I could hear it hitting the paint — this wet splashing sound as my squirt hit the metal and pooled and spread across the hood in a warm puddle. The hood was getting soaked. Not just my ass print anymore — a full puddle of my cum spreading across the glossy black paint while a Black man's cock stayed buried inside me and I kept spraying. I was making a mess of my car with my orgasm and I couldn't stop it and I didn't want to stop it.

I'm squirting on my car. I'm cumming so hard on this Black man's cock that I'm squirting all over the BMW Todd bought me. Todd is going to wash this. Todd is going to get his little bucket and his sponge and wash my cum off the hood and he's never going to know that his wife came so hard she sprayed the paint while an old Black man was inside her.

My pussy was pulsing and gushing and I could feel his cock still thick and hard inside me through all of it — not flinching, not pulling out, just staying planted deep in my cunt while I came apart around him. Every pulse of my orgasm squeezed his shaft and every squeeze pushed more liquid out of me and every gush hit his dark skin or the black paint and the sounds were so wet and so loud in the empty garage.

He grunted through my orgasm — these low steady grunts from his chest, his hands gripping my white hips tight enough to bruise, his Black cock holding its place inside my convulsing white pussy. He wasn't stopping. He wasn't pulling out. He wasn't even slowing down — his hips kept their rhythm, kept that slow deep stroke, kept fucking me through the squirt and the screaming and the shaking. His cock pumped in and out of my gushing cunt and the wet sounds were obscene — thick sloppy squelching as his shaft pushed through the cum and the juice and everything my body was emptying onto him and the car.

I could see it — my white cum on his dark shaft every time he pulled out, glistening and thick on his Black skin, and then he'd push back in and it would disappear inside me and more would gush out around the base and run down his dark balls onto the hood. The visual of my white cum on his Black cock going in and out of my pink stretched pussy on the black paint of my car was so explicit and so real that I came AGAIN — a second orgasm crashing into the first before the first even finished, this rolling wave that made me shriek and my whole body jerk and my squirt hit his stomach and ran down into his grey pubic hair.

"DADDY — FUCK — I CAN'T STOP — I CAN'T STOP CUMMING — UNH — AHHH — FUUUUCK—"

---


CHAPTER 32

My voice was gone. Shredded. I'd been screaming so hard that my voice was cracking and going hoarse and the screams were turning into these raw ragged sounds that didn't have words in them anymore. I was lying on the hood of the BMW in a puddle of my own cum with an old Black man's cock inside me still going and my body was convulsing and shaking and I'd lost count of how many times I'd cum because they were blending into each other and every thrust brought another wave and I was gone. Completely gone. Just a body on a car cumming and screaming and squirting and shaking and I couldn't remember my own name let alone Todd's.

He didn't slow down — he sped up. His thrusts getting shorter and harder, his cock pounding into me, the BMW shaking, my body bouncing on the hood. My pussy was still squeezing from the orgasm and he was fucking through it and I could feel him getting thicker inside me.

His balls tightened against my ass. I felt them pull up — those big heavy Black balls that had been slapping against me with every thrust. They clenched and his cock swelled inside me, his jaw clenching and his grip on my thighs getting tighter, his rhythm stuttering.

I felt him getting close and the knowledge of what was about to happen hit me harder than any orgasm had. He was going to cum inside me. This old Black man was going to cum inside my married white pussy on the hood of the car my husband bought me and I was going to let him. I wasn't on birth control. I'd stopped taking the pill six months ago because Todd and I hadn't had sex in three months and there was no point. And now I was lying on a BMW with an old Black man's cock buried inside me and he was about to cum and I wasn't protected and I didn't care.

He's going to cum in me. He's going to cum inside me. An old Black man is going to cum inside my unprotected married white pussy. I could get pregnant. I could actually get pregnant from this. And I want it. I want him to cum in me so bad I can taste it.

I could feel it happening inside me — his cock was getting thicker. Not just harder — thicker. Swelling wider inside my already stretched cunt, pushing my walls open even further, and the increased girth was pressing against spots that were already raw and sensitive from the fucking and I gasped and my walls tightened around the new thickness. His cock was expanding inside me because he was about to shoot and my body could feel the difference and was responding by getting wetter and tighter.

His balls had tightened against my ass. Those big heavy Black balls that had been swinging and slapping against me for the last ten minutes were now pulled up tight against the base of his cock, hard and clenched, loaded and ready to empty everything they had into my white cunt. I could feel them pressed against my skin — tight and hot and full of cum that was about to be inside me.

His rhythm was breaking. The steady relentless machine-like strokes that had been destroying me were getting shorter and harder and less controlled. His jaw was clenched and his dark face was tight, his hands crushing my white hips, and his breathing changed — deeper, harder, his chest heaving, his beard moving with every exhale. He was close. He was right there. The biggest load I'd ever taken was seconds away from flooding my married pussy.

"DADDY — CUM IN ME — PLEASE — I WANT IT — UNH—"

I wrapped my white legs around his dark waist and locked my ankles behind his back and pulled him deeper. My heels dug into his dark ass and I used my legs to slam him into me, my white thighs around his Black hips, my whole body pulling him as deep as he could go because I wanted his cum as far inside me as it could reach. I wanted it past where Todd had ever been. I wanted it in places only this cock could get to. I wanted his old Black cum in the deepest part of my married white cunt.

"PLEASE DADDY — CUM INSIDE ME — FILL ME UP — I NEED IT — GIVE IT TO ME — UNH—"

His thrusts were erratic now — short hard jabs that pushed his cockhead against my deepest wall over and over and I could feel his cock pulsing, these heavy pre-cum throbs that were getting closer and closer together. He was right on the edge. His dark face above me was clenched and sweating and his hands were denting my white hips and his Black cock was throbbing inside my white pussy and he was about to give me everything his old Black balls had been saving.

I looked up at him — his face, his beard, his eyes that had been steady and calm all afternoon finally losing their composure. He looked like a man about to lose control for the first time today. Everything he'd done — eating me, facefucking me, fucking me on the car — he'd been in control the whole time. Calm and steady and sure. But now his jaw was clenching and his eyes were closing and his rhythm was gone and he was about to cum inside a married white woman on the BMW her husband bought her and even his old-man composure couldn't hold that back.

He's going to cum. He's going to cum inside me. Right now. On the BMW Todd bought me. An old Black man is about to cum inside Todd's wife on the car Todd gave me for my birthday. This is happening. This is actually happening right now.

I squeezed his cock with my pussy — one hard deliberate clench around his throbbing shaft — and I felt him jerk and his hands crushed my hips and I squeezed again and looked right into his dark eyes and said it.

"CUM INSIDE ME — CUM INSIDE MY TIGHT WHITE PUSSY, DADDY — PLEASE — FILL ME UP — CUM IN ME—"

He came.

His cock swelled inside me and the first thick rope of cum shot deep into my pussy and I felt it — hot, heavy, flooding me. His Black cock buried to the root in my white cunt and pumping, his hands crushing my thighs, his hips jerking, his jaw clenched, and this deep groan ripping out of his chest that shook through both of us.

"Nnnngh — fuck—"

---


CHAPTER 33

His groan was the deepest sound I'd ever heard a man make. Not a moan — not the thin reedy sound Todd made when he came, this pathetic little "unh" that sounded like he'd stubbed his toe. This was a GROAN. A sound that came from somewhere below his chest, from his stomach, from his cock, from forty years of fucking women and knowing how to cum. It rumbled through his body and into mine through his cock and I felt it vibrate through my pussy walls and into my spine and I came again just from the sound of it.

"AHHH — DADDY — YES — UNH—"

The first rope of his cum hit me deep. Not near my entrance — DEEP. Past where Todd had ever been, past where any man had ever been, past places I didn't know cum could reach. His cockhead was pressed against my deepest wall and the first shot fired directly into the back of my pussy and I felt it land — hot and thick and heavy, this dense splash of heat against the innermost part of me that made my eyes go wide and my mouth fall open in a gasp that had no sound because the sensation was too much for my brain to turn into noise.

It was HOT. Not warm like Todd's lukewarm watery nothing that I could barely feel leaking out of his soft little dick. This cum was hot. Actually hot — like melted wax, like bathwater, like something that had been building inside those big Black balls all day in the sun while he worked and sweated and watched me squirm on his bench. His cum had TEMPERATURE. It had WEIGHT. I could feel it hitting my walls and sitting there, thick and heavy, not running down and trickling out like Todd's sad little drip — staying where it landed, coating the inside of me in this thick warm layer of old Black man's cum.

The second rope fired before I'd finished feeling the first. Another thick heavy shot of heat spraying deep inside me, layering on top of the first one, and I felt my pussy fill a little more. Then the third. Then the fourth. Pulse after pulse of thick cum pumping into me from a cock that was still buried to the root and still rock hard and still throbbing with every shot. His Black cock was a pump and my white pussy was being filled and every pulse pushed more hot cum deeper inside me.

He's cumming in me. He's actually cumming inside me. I can feel every shot. I can feel his cum hitting the inside of me. It's so hot and so thick and there's so much of it. Todd's cum is like water. This is like — this is like something REAL coming out of him and going into me.

I could feel myself filling up. Not a metaphor — physically filling up. His cum was pooling inside me, gathering in the deepest part of my pussy, this growing lake of hot thick seed that was getting bigger with every pulse. My pussy was already stuffed with his cock and now it was being stuffed with his cum too and the fullness was reaching a point where I could feel pressure — actual pressure building inside me from the volume of cum he was pumping in. There was nowhere for it to go. His cock was plugging my opening and his cum was filling the space behind it and every pulse added more.

His hips were jerking — not thrusting, jerking, these short involuntary spasms that pushed his cock a fraction deeper with every shot and I could feel the tip of his cockhead pressing harder against my back wall every time his hips jerked forward. He was trying to get deeper. His body was trying to push his cum as far inside me as physically possible and his cockhead was knocking against my deepest spot with every jerk and every knock sent a jolt through me that mixed pain and pleasure in a way that made me see stars.

"UNH — DADDY — I FEEL IT — I FEEL YOU CUMMING — AHHH — IT'S SO MUCH — UNH—"

The sounds were wet. His cock pulsing inside me, the thick splashing of his cum hitting my walls, my pussy squelching around his shaft as the space filled up and his cum started leaking out around the sides of his cock because there wasn't room for all of it inside me. I could feel it — warm streaks of his thick cum squeezing past his shaft and running out of my stretched opening and dripping down my ass onto the hood of my car. His cum on the paint of the BMW Todd bought me. Running down the black surface in thick white streams toward the emblem.

He was still cumming. Still pumping. Still filling me. Pulse after pulse after pulse and I was counting them in my head without meaning to — seven, eight, nine, ten — and he was STILL going. Todd came in one sad pulse that barely qualified as an ejaculation. One thin watery squirt and he was done and he'd roll over and fall asleep and I'd lie there feeling his pathetic dribble leak out of me into the sheets. This man was on pulse number ten and his cum was dense and burning and there was so much of it that my pussy was overflowing and I could feel it running down my body onto the car.

His hands were crushing my white thighs and his Black cock was buried in my white cunt pumping his thick cum into me and his jaw was clenched and the veins in his dark neck were standing out and his beard was dripping with sweat and he was giving me more cum than Todd had produced in our entire marriage combined. Every pulse was more than Todd's entire orgasm. Every single shot that fired out of this old Black man's cock and into my married white pussy was more cum than my husband could make in a month.

More. Don't stop. Keep cumming in me daddy. I want all of it. I want every drop your big Black balls have. I want so much of your cum inside me that I can feel it in my stomach. Don't stop. Please don't stop.

Eleven. Twelve. His cock was still throbbing and his cum was still flooding me and I was lying on my car with my mouth open staring at the ceiling unable to do anything except feel myself being filled by a man who was everything my husband wasn't.

I felt every pulse. Heavy and warm, pumping into me one after another, filling me up. Todd's cum was nothing — this sad little trickle that leaked out of his soft pink dick that I could barely feel. This was different — a flood of thick hot cum from a big Black cock filling my tight white pussy in waves and I could feel every drop hitting me deep.

---


CHAPTER 34

"AHHH — YES — DADDY — I FEEL IT — UUNHH—"

I came again. My pussy clamped around his Black cock and my back arched off the hood of the BMW and I squirted around his shaft, my juices and his cum mixing and spraying out between us onto the warm metal. My nails scratched the paint and my ass was sliding on the wet hood and I didn't care about any of it — I was cumming and screaming on the car my husband bought me with an old Black man's cock pumping cum into me and nothing else existed.

"FUCK — DADDY — FILL ME UP — GIVE ME ALL OF IT — UUNHH—"

We were cumming at the same time and the sensation was something I'd never felt before with anyone. My pussy was clamping down on his cock in these hard rhythmic squeezes and every squeeze pushed his cum around inside me and I could feel it — his thick hot cum being churned by my contracting walls, swirling and sloshing inside my packed cunt while his cock kept pumping more in. My orgasm was milking his cock and his cock was feeding my orgasm and neither one was stopping.

My squirt was spraying out around his shaft every time my pussy gripped — these hot gushes of my juice forcing past his thick cock and hitting the air and landing on his dark stomach and on the hood in wet splashes. His cum was leaking out of me at the same time — pushed out by the pressure of my contractions and the sheer volume of what he'd pumped inside me. The two were mixing on the hood between us — my clear squirt and his thick white cum running together in streams across the glossy black paint, pooling in the little dip where the hood met the windshield, running toward the wiper blades.

We're cumming together. His cum and my cum are mixing inside me and on the car Todd bought me and I've never felt anything like this. Todd and I have never cum at the same time. Not once. Not in six years. I don't think Todd has ever made me cum at all.

I looked down between our bodies and the visual was the most obscene thing I'd ever seen in my life. His thick Black cock pumping in and out of my white pussy — slower now, these deep grinding thrusts as he emptied his balls into me — and with every outstroke I could see his dark shaft coated in a thick white mixture of his cum and my juice. White on Black. My cum on his cock. His cum leaking out of my pink pussy. The mess running down onto the black paint of the BMW between my pale spread thighs. Every color was wrong and right at the same time — white cum on Black cock, pink pussy stretched around dark shaft, pale thighs around dark hips, all of it sitting on the glossy black hood of a car that belonged to a man named Todd who was probably eating a sandwich at his desk right now with no idea.

The wet sounds were unbelievable. Every thrust was a thick sloppy squelch as his cock pushed through the cum — his cum and my cum mixed together inside me creating this warm thick soup that his cock was churning with every stroke. I could hear it from the outside — this obscene wet sucking sound every time he pulled back and then a thick squelch when he pushed in and the cum displaced around his shaft and squeezed out and hit the paint. The whole garage echoed with the sound of a white pussy full of Black cum being fucked.

My body was convulsing in waves — my orgasm hadn't stopped, it had just changed shape, going from the sharp explosive peak into these long rolling contractions that pulsed through my entire body from my cunt outward. Every pulse clamped my pussy around his cock and every clamp squeezed more of his cum out of me and onto the car and I was leaving a crime scene on the hood. A puddle of mixed cum — his thick white ropes and my clear gush — spreading across the black paint in a wet stain the size of a dinner plate and still growing.

I grabbed the back of his dark neck and pulled his face down to mine and kissed him while we came together. His mouth on my mouth, his cock in my pussy, his cum inside me, my cum all over him, and I was kissing an old Black man on the hood of the BMW my husband bought me while both of us emptied everything we had into each other and the car rocked on its suspension and the sounds were so wet and so filthy and I was happier than I'd ever been in my entire worthless marriage.

"MMMNNH — DADDY — UNH — DON'T PULL OUT — STAY INSIDE ME — UNH—"

His tongue pushed into my mouth and I could taste my own pussy on him — from when he'd eaten me, the lingering taste of my cunt still on his tongue — and now his cum was inside my pussy and my taste was in his mouth and we were completely mixed together, his body and mine, dark and light, old and young, and the car was underneath us holding us up while we came on it and into each other and onto it.

His cock was still pulsing inside me. Slower now — these heavy deep throbs that felt like a heartbeat inside my cunt, each one pushing a little more cum into the lake that was already overflowing. I could feel his cum leaking out of me in a steady warm stream — running down my ass, down the curve of my cheeks, dripping off my skin onto the warm black paint. The puddle under my ass was warm and wet and I was sitting in it, sliding in it with every thrust, my bare skin on the paint in a puddle of mixed cum from a man who wasn't my husband.

I'm sitting in his cum on my car. I'm literally sitting in a puddle of a Black man's cum on the hood of the BMW my husband bought me. This is my life. This is who I am. And I've never been happier.

His hips kept jerking, grinding into me, pushing deeper, his cock still pulsing — pulse after pulse of thick cum flooding my pussy, so much more than Todd could ever produce. His big Black balls were pressed against my ass and they were emptying everything into me and I could feel my pussy filling up, getting warmer, getting heavier.

"Mmmnnh — I feel it — so much — you're cumming so much inside me — unh—"

---


CHAPTER 35

The fullness was beyond anything I had words for. My bimbo brain that couldn't describe his cock when I first saw it definitely couldn't describe what it felt like to be this full of his cum. It was heavy. Not figuratively heavy — literally heavy. I could feel the weight of his cum inside me, this dense warm mass sitting deep in my pussy, pooling behind his cockhead, pressing against my walls from the inside with actual physical weight. My lower stomach felt fuller. Heavier. Like something had been poured into me — because something had been poured into me. A sixty-something-year-old Black man had emptied his balls into my twenty-eight-year-old white pussy and the volume of what he'd deposited was so much that I could feel it changing the weight of my own body.

His cum was thick. Not watery, not thin, not the sad translucent liquid that leaked out of Todd's soft pink dick in a disappointing little dribble and ran out of me before I could even feel it. This cum was THICK — dense and heavy and warm and it STAYED. It coated my walls and it sat where it landed and it didn't run. It clung to the inside of me in this hot heavy layer that I could feel with every breath and every micro-movement of my body on the hood.

This is what cum is supposed to feel like. This is what it feels like when a real man cums inside you. Todd's is like — his is nothing. His is warm water. This is — this is something else. This is dense and warm and I can feel every drop sitting inside me.

Todd and I had been trying to have a baby. For two years before I stopped caring. Two years of Todd's pathetic little drip going inside me and doing nothing. Two years of timing ovulation and lying on my back with my hips up like the internet told me to and his thin watery cum leaking out of me before it even had a chance because there wasn't enough of it to stay inside. His cum was so thin it ran out of me like tap water the second I stood up. Two years of that — of his weak useless seed trickling out of my pussy onto the sheets while we "tried" — and nothing. Not even a scare. Not even a late period. His cum was as impotent as the rest of him.

I'd stopped taking the pill six months ago because there was no point. Todd and I hadn't had sex in three months and before that it was once a month at most and his cum was so watery and so pathetic that I'd stopped worrying about getting pregnant by him a long time ago. His seed couldn't get the job done. It had been trying for two years and failed because it was as weak and thin and useless as the little pink dick it dribbled out of.

And now. Now I was lying on my car with a real man's cum inside me — thick and burning, packed deep in my unprotected pussy, sitting right where it needed to be. An old Black man's seed. Potent. Dense. The kind of cum that stayed inside you and sat heavy and didn't leak out because it was too thick to run. The kind of cum that came from big full balls that had been producing it all day and shot it deep and hard from a cock that could reach places Todd's never would.

I'm not on the pill. I'm not on anything. And I just let an old Black man cum inside me and his cum is thick and warm and sitting right there and Todd's couldn't get me pregnant in two years of trying. But this — this feels different. This cum feels like it could DO something.

I wasn't scared. That was the fucked up part — I should have been terrified. An old stranger's cum deep in my unprotected married pussy and I wasn't scared at all. I was lying there feeling the weight of it inside me and feeling full and warm and satisfied in a way that Todd's watery little drip had never made me feel. If this got me pregnant — if this old Black man's thick cum did what Todd's couldn't — the thought of it should have made me panic and it was making my pussy tighten around his cock instead.

His cum was still warm inside me. Still sitting heavy. Still coating my walls in this thick layer that I could feel every time I breathed. My pussy was so full of it that I could feel pressure when I clenched — actual hydraulic pressure from the volume of cum packed behind his cock. Todd had never produced enough cum for me to feel it inside me. This man had filled me so full I could feel it when I moved.

The difference between my husband's seed and this man's seed was the same as the difference between everything else about them. Todd's was thin and weak and useless and couldn't do the one thing it was designed to do. This man's was thick and heavy and potent and it was sitting inside my unprotected married pussy right now doing whatever it was going to do and I was lying on the hood of my car letting it happen.

Todd tried for two years. Two years of his weak little cum trying to make a baby and failing. And I just let a stranger cum inside me with no protection. If this old Black man knocks me up on a Tuesday afternoon in a garage and Todd couldn't do it in two years in our own bed — I don't even know what I'd do. I don't know what I'd do and I don't care.

His cock hadn't moved. Still plugging me. Keeping every thick drop of his cum sealed inside my cunt where it could sit and settle and soak into the deepest parts of me that Todd had never reached with his dick or his cum or anything else.

He grunted above me and his hips jerked one last time, hard, and I felt the final thick pulse shoot deep. His cock twitched inside me — once, twice — and he stayed there, buried, his Black cock plugging me, keeping his cum inside, his rough hands still gripping my thighs, his beard dripping sweat onto my stomach.

I was so full of his cum I could feel it sitting heavy inside me, thick and warm and deep where Todd's pathetic little drip had never reached. My white pussy was stuffed with an old Black man's cum and I was lying on the hood of my BMW in a garage on a dead road and the engine was still ticking from the repair and the box fan was humming in the corner and I was the happiest I'd been in six years of marriage.

---


CHAPTER 36

Nobody moved. The garage was quiet for the first time since he'd kissed me — no screaming, no slapping, no wet squelching, no BMW rocking on its suspension. Just the box fan humming in the corner and the engine ticking as it cooled and the soft drip of something wet hitting the concrete under the car. His sweat or my juice or his cum — something was dripping off the hood onto the floor in a slow steady rhythm and it was the only sound in the building.

His cock was still inside me. Still hard — softer than before but still thick, still filling me, still plugging my opening shut and keeping his cum trapped deep where he'd put it. He wasn't pulling out. He was standing between my legs with his hands resting on my white thighs and his Black cock buried in my white pussy and he was just staying there. Letting it sit. Letting his cum settle inside me while his cock held the door closed.

I looked up at him. His dark face was calm again — whatever had cracked when he came, whatever composure he'd lost in those last few seconds, was already back. He was looking down at me with those steady dark eyes, his jaw relaxed, his breathing slow. He'd just pumped twelve loads of cum into a married woman on the BMW her husband bought her and he looked like a man who'd finished changing a filter. Done. Satisfied. Moving on.

I was the opposite. I was destroyed. Lying on the hood of the BMW with my legs spread and my dress around my waist and my thighs shaking and my pussy stuffed with this man's cock and his cum and I couldn't have stood up if someone paid me. My legs were trembling, my abs were sore from clenching and arching, my throat was raw from screaming, my jaw still ached from his cock being in it, my nipples were sore from his teeth, my inner thighs were scratched raw from his beard. Every part of my body had been used by this man in the last hour and every part of it was showing the damage and I was lying there glowing from it.

This is what it feels like. This is what it feels like to be fucked by a man. Not Todd. Not the boys I cheated with. A MAN. An old man who knows what a woman's body is for and used mine like he'd been thinking about it all day.

The afternoon light was coming through the bay door at a lower angle now — golden, warm, cutting across the garage floor and catching the dust floating in the air. It fell across our bodies on the hood. His dark arm across my pale stomach. His Black hand resting on my white thigh. His dark hips between my pale legs. The light made the contrast sharper — made his dark skin darker and my pale skin lighter and the line where we met each other more visible.

His cock twitched inside me — one soft pulse — and I felt it move his cum around and the warm shift of it deep inside me made me gasp softly and my pussy squeezed around him on its own. I didn't want him to pull out. I wanted to stay like this — his cock inside me, his cum inside me, the car under me, the golden light on our bodies. This was the most peaceful I'd felt in years. Not the peace of a quiet house or a long bath. The peace of a woman lying on a car full of the right man's cum for the first time in her life.

Todd gave me stability. A house and a credit card and a BMW and health insurance and predictable boring sex that I didn't feel and nights on the couch watching shows I didn't care about. A life that looked good from the outside and felt like nothing from the inside.

This man gave me an hour in a garage and I was lying on a car hood full of his cum and I was happier than six years of everything Todd had given me combined. One hour. One man. One cock. And I was done pretending.

His dark hand moved slow across my pale stomach — not a caress, just his rough palm resting on my bare skin, his Black fingers spread across my white belly, right over the spot where his cum was sitting heavy inside me. His hand on the outside and his cum on the inside and I was sandwiched between his touch and his seed and the car my husband bought me was underneath all of it.

I put my white hand on top of his dark one. My small pale fingers on his big scarred Black knuckles. My wedding ring against his dark skin. And I held his hand on my stomach where his cum was pooling inside me and I breathed and the garage was quiet and the light was golden and I didn't want to leave.

I reached up and grabbed his grey beard and pulled his face down to mine.

He let me. His body leaned forward over the hood, his dark chest pressing against my bare breasts, his weight settling onto me and pushing me into the warm metal of the car. His face came down to my face and I kissed him. Not the frantic desperate kiss from earlier when we'd been slurping and biting and grinding — a different kind of kiss. Slower. My lips on his full dark lips, my mouth opening against his, my tongue sliding out to find his tongue.

He kissed me back. His big rough hand came up and held my jaw — his Black fingers on my white cheek, his palm cupping the side of my face — and he kissed me deep and slow with his cock buried in me and his cum sitting heavy in my pussy and the garage going golden around us. His tongue pushed into my mouth and I sucked on it the way I had before but softer now, tasting him, tasting us — his spit and my spit and the ghost of my pussy that was still on his tongue from eating me and the musk from his skin and the tobacco and the coffee and everything that was him mixing on my tongue.

I'm kissing him. He's still buried in me and his cum is packed deep and I'm kissing him on the hood of the car Todd bought me in the golden light and I don't want this to end. I don't want any of this to end.

---


CHAPTER 37

His grey beard scratched my chin and my cheeks as his mouth worked against mine and I could feel the raw patches from earlier — the beard burn on my white skin that had been building all afternoon — and the scratch of it sent little sparks of sensation down my neck and across my chest. My hands went to the back of his head, my pale fingers in his grey hair, holding his dark face against my white face while we kissed slow and wet on the hood of my car.

I could feel him softening inside me — his cock losing its hardness in slow stages, getting thicker as it softened, this heavy warm mass inside my cum-filled pussy that was changing shape but not leaving. He was getting softer but he wasn't pulling out. He was staying inside me and kissing me and I was holding his head and kissing him back and we were lying on my BMW in a puddle of our mixed cum making out like two people who had nowhere else to be.

His mouth was wet and hot and tasted like everything we'd done — like my pussy and his tobacco and both of our spit and the musk from his skin. I sucked his tongue deeper into my mouth and he grunted softly against my lips and his hand on my jaw squeezed and his thumb stroked my cheek and I was being held by a man who'd just destroyed me and he was touching my face like I was something and my eyes were burning and I blinked hard because I was NOT going to cry on the hood of a BMW in a garage.

Don't cry you dumb bitch. Don't you dare cry. He's not your boyfriend. He's an old man who fixed your car and fucked you. Don't cry.

But nobody had kissed me like this in years. Nobody had held my face and kissed me slow after sex in years. Todd rolled over. Todd wiped himself off with a tissue and pulled his boxers up and rolled over and reached for his phone. Todd had never held my face and kissed me after cumming inside me because Todd had never made me feel like something worth kissing afterward.

His tongue slid across mine one last time — slow, heavy, this long drag of his dark tongue across my white tongue that I felt in my whole body — and then he was pulling back. His mouth left mine with a wet sound and a thin string of spit connected our lips and I watched it stretch and break and fall onto my chin and his dark face moved away from my white face and I watched his lips leave mine and I almost pulled him back.

He sucked my bottom lip as he went. One last thing — his full dark lips closing around my pale bottom lip and pulling on it gently as he straightened up, stretching my lip out and then letting it snap back wet and swollen. Like he was taking a taste of my mouth to keep.

And then his cock started sliding out.

He pulled out slow. Not fast — slow, the same way he did everything. I felt every inch leaving me in reverse. His thick shaft sliding backward through my stretched walls, the veins bumping against my insides on the way out, the girth that had been filling me for the last twenty minutes now retreating and leaving empty space behind it. My pussy was gripping him as he pulled out — not on purpose, my walls were just clinging to his cock, trying to hold onto it, not wanting to let it leave.

I could feel the cum shifting inside me as his cock moved out — the thick heavy pool of his seed that had been trapped behind his cockhead was now being pushed and stirred by his retreating shaft, swirling around inside me as he pulled back. Some of it was moving toward my opening, following his cock out, and I could feel the warm trickle starting before he was even all the way out.

Six inches left inside me. Then four. Then two. Each inch that left me was an inch of emptiness that I'd never felt before — I'd never been this full and now I was getting less full and the difference was devastating. My pussy was trying to close behind his retreating cock but it couldn't because it had been stretched too wide for too long and my walls were just trembling in the empty space his cock was leaving behind.

His cockhead reached my opening — the widest part, the fat swollen ridge — and I felt it stretching my entrance one last time on the way out. The same stretch that had made me scream going in was making me gasp going out and then POP — his cockhead pulled free from my pussy and the seal broke.

The gush was immediate.

His cum poured out of me like I'd tipped a cup over. Not a trickle, not a drip — a POUR. This thick warm flood of old Black man's cum rushing out of my gaping white pussy the second his cock stopped plugging the opening. I could feel it — this heavy stream flowing out of me, running over my lips and down my ass and pooling on the warm black paint of the car between my thighs.

"Mmmnnh — oh God—" I moaned and my hips twitched because the sensation of his thick cum pouring out of my stretched pussy was doing something to my already wrecked body — every nerve ending in my cunt was raw and swollen and the warm flow of his cum across my sensitive lips was making me shudder.

I looked down and the sight was obscene. My pussy was gaping — actually gaping, open and stretched and not closing, this dark pink hole between my pale thighs that was leaking thick white cum in a steady pour. His cum was so white against my pink flesh and so white against the black paint of the car. White cum out of pink pussy onto black paint. The colors were insane. I could see inside myself — my stretched open walls, pink and wet and coated in a thick white layer of his cum, still dripping and leaking and pushing more out with every involuntary clench.

The cum was running down the hood in thick streams. Not water-thin like Todd's — thick slow-moving rivers of white cum trailing down the glossy black surface of the BMW toward the front emblem. Heavy globs of it pooling in the seams of the hood and sitting there because it was too thick to run into the cracks. Todd's cum would have evaporated by now. This cum was sitting on the car in thick white pools like it was never going to move.

---


CHAPTER 38

His cum is pouring out of me onto my car. I'm lying here with my pussy open and an old Black man's cum is running out of me in a river onto the BMW Todd bought me. Todd is going to wash this car. He's going to get on his hands and knees and scrub this spot and he's going to be scrubbing a Black man's cum off the hood and he's never going to know.

I could feel my pussy trying to close and failing. Every clench pushed more cum out — these thick heavy globs that slid out of my opening and ran down my skin and dripped onto the paint. The sound of it was wet and slow — drip, drip, drip — his cum landing on the warm metal in thick drops between my thighs. My pussy was making a mess of my car with another man's cum and I was lying there letting it happen, watching it happen, feeling every warm drop that left my body and landed on the black paint.

The puddle under my ass was huge now — this wide wet stain on the hood, thick with cum, warm and white on the glossy black surface. My ass was sitting in it. My thighs were wet with it. His cum was on my skin and on the car and leaking out of me in a slow steady stream that wouldn't stop because there was so much of it and my stretched out pussy couldn't hold any of it in.

I was empty. After being the fullest I'd ever been I was empty, and the emptiness was almost worse than the fullness had been good. My pussy was gaping and leaking and trying to close and it couldn't and I was lying on my car in a puddle of a Black man's cum and I already missed his cock being inside me.

He stepped back, grabbed the rag off the workbench and wiped his Black cock off — casual, slow, like he was wiping a wrench — then tucked himself back into his work pants and zipped up. He picked up his water bottle and took a sip.

He was done. Just like that. He'd fucked me until I couldn't see straight and came inside me until I was overflowing and now he was standing five feet away drinking water with his cock put away like nothing had happened. Like this was a Tuesday. Because for him it probably was.

I was still on the hood.

"Mmmnnh... unh... mmph..."

I couldn't stop making sounds. These low broken moans that kept leaking out of me with every exhale like my body had forgotten how to breathe without moaning. My chest was heaving — belly going up, belly going down, my bare breasts rising and falling and my ribs showing through my sweat-slick skin with every deep gasping breath. I was panting like I'd run a marathon except I'd been on my back the whole time and a man had done all the work and I was still more wrecked than I'd ever been from exercise or sex or anything.

"Unh... mmm... oh God... mmmnnh..."

The sweat was everywhere. I was lying in it — my back sliding on a slick layer of sweat and cum and pussy juice on the paint, my blonde hair soaked and plastered to the warm metal in dark wet strings, my forehead dripping, my chest glistening. Sweat was running down my bare breasts in little rivers, pooling in the valley between them and running down my stomach toward my belly button. His sweat and my sweat mixed together on my pale skin — I could see the drops on my body that were his, darker, thicker, that had dripped off his dark face and his grey beard onto my white stomach while he fucked me. His old-man sweat on my young skin. Some of the drops had dried and left faint marks on my pale stomach — little circles of salt where his sweat had landed and evaporated while he was inside me.

The smell. Oh God the smell. The garage smelled like us. Like sex and sweat and cum and his musk and my pussy and the motor oil from the workbench and the hot metal of the car under me. The air was thick with it — this dense rancid funk that was equal parts his body and my body and what we'd done together. I could taste it in the back of my throat with every panting breath. His old-man musk mixed with the sharp tang of my cum and the heavy salt of his cum and the sweat from both of us baking on the warm hood of the car. The whole garage smelled like an old Black man had fucked a white woman for twenty minutes and nothing had been cleaned up yet.

"Mmph... unh... oh... mmmnnh..."

My body was still twitching. Aftershocks rolling through my pussy every few seconds — these little involuntary clenches that pushed more of his thick cum out of my gaping hole and onto the paint every time. My thighs were shaking — not a cute little tremble but actual shaking, the muscles in my legs spasming from being spread open and clamped around his waist and tensed through orgasm after orgasm. My abs were sore from arching off the hood so many times. My throat was raw and my voice was wrecked — a hoarse croak instead of my normal voice, shredded from screaming daddy at the garage ceiling for the last ten minutes.

I looked down at myself and I was a disaster. My sundress was bunched around my waist — the only piece of clothing left on my body and it wasn't covering anything. My bare breasts were red and marked up from his hands and his beard and his teeth — I could see bite marks on both nipples, dark red circles on my pale pink skin where his mouth had been. My stomach was wet with sweat and streaked with the cum that had leaked out of me when he pulled out. My thighs were spread and glistening and covered in a mixture of my juice and his cum and both of our sweat and my inner thighs were rubbed raw and pink from his beard. My pussy was — I couldn't even look at my pussy. I could feel it — gaping and swollen and hot and dripping and not closing — and I didn't need to look to know what it looked like.

His cum was still leaking out of me in a slow warm drip onto the hood. Drip. Drip. Drip. This steady metronome of thick white cum falling out of my stretched pink pussy onto the glossy black paint of the car. The puddle under my ass had spread to the size of a frisbee and it was still growing with every drip.

---


CHAPTER 39

He was leaning against the workbench drinking his water and looking at me. Calm. Dry compared to me. His work pants zipped up, his cut-off shirt still on, his water bottle in one scarred hand. Looking at me lying on the hood destroyed and dripping and panting and moaning and twitching with the same expression he'd had when I first walked up to his lawn chair — steady, unhurried, taking his time looking. Like I was something interesting lying there on a car. Something he'd used and was now admiring from a few feet away.

I tried to speak. "I — that was — mmmnnh — oh God — I can't — unh —"

Nothing was coming out right. My brain was mush. My mouth was open and sounds were falling out of it but they weren't turning into words because my body was still short-circuiting from what he'd done to it. My fingers were tingling. My toes were still curled. My pussy was still clenching around nothing and pushing out cum. I was lying on my car making moaning sounds at the ceiling and dripping from every hole and I couldn't form a sentence.

He took another sip of water and looked at me and didn't say anything. He didn't need to. The look on his dark face said everything — he'd had women on that car before, he'd left them exactly like this before, and he was going to let me lie there and come down on my own time because he was a man who didn't rush anything.

I was still on the hood, lying there with my legs spread and my dress pushed up, pussy leaking, his cum pooling under my ass on the paint. My blonde hair was stuck to the warm metal, mascara down my cheeks, lips swollen, thighs shaking.

I stared at the garage ceiling — the bare bulb, the cobwebs in the corner, the corrugated metal roof with sunlight poking through the rust holes.

I'm lying on my car full of a Black man's cum and I've never been this happy.

Todd washes this car every Saturday.

He's gonna wash my car and my ass print is gonna be on the hood and this man's cum is gonna be in the drain and Todd's gonna squeegee right over it and not know.

The giggle turned into a laugh and the laugh turned into this stupid full-body cackle that made my stomach hurt and my pussy pulse and more cum leak out onto the hood and that made me laugh harder. I was lying on my BMW covered in sweat and cum and bite marks laughing at the garage ceiling like a crazy person and I couldn't stop. Everything about this was so absurd and so perfect and so exactly what I needed that all I could do was laugh.

"Hahaha — oh my God — hahaha — mmmnnh —"

The laughing made my abs cramp and the cramp made my pussy push out a thick glob of his cum onto the paint and I felt it slide down the curve of the hood warm and heavy and I laughed harder. I was lying in a puddle of a Black man's cum on the BMW laughing and leaking and I looked insane and I felt incredible.

Darnell was watching me laugh. Leaning against his workbench with his water bottle looking at me like a man watching a bird do something funny. Not laughing with me — just watching. The corner of his dark mouth twitched under his grey beard. Almost a smile. The closest thing to a smile I'd seen from him all afternoon.

"You aight, baby girl?"

"Mmhm — hahaha — I'm — yeah — I'm like — hahaha — oh my God —"

I wasn't making sense. I was lying on a car laughing and leaking and moaning and my brain was still soup and nothing coming out of my mouth was words. But I was aight. I was more than aight. I was lying on a warm car in a golden garage with a belly full of cum and a pussy that had been fucked properly for the first time in my life and I was so aight it was making me laugh.

Todd is going to ask me how my day was. He's going to be sitting on the couch when I walk in and he's going to say "how was your day babe" and I'm going to say "fine" and kiss him on the cheek with the mouth that was choking on a Black man's cock two hours ago. And he's going to believe me. Because Todd always believes me.

I started giggling. Lying there on the hood, cum leaking out of me, giggling at the ceiling like an idiot.

The laughing slowed down eventually.

My breathing evened out. The aftershocks in my pussy were getting further apart — every fifteen seconds now instead of every five. His cum had mostly finished draining out of me but I could still feel some of it deep inside, thick and warm and sitting in the places his cock had reached that nothing was going to wash out. That cum was going to be inside me when I got home. When I kissed Todd. When I ate dinner at our table and watched TV on our couch and slept in our bed. His cum was going to be inside me through all of it, slowly leaking into my panties for the rest of the night, this warm reminder of what I'd done on a Tuesday afternoon while my husband sold insurance.

I had to leave at some point, right?

I sat up slowly on the hood. My head was spinning and my abs screamed and my pussy throbbed and more cum dripped out of me onto the paint when I moved. The sundress fell down from my waist and covered my thighs again — wrinkled and sweat-stained and not hiding anything. My thong was still ripped and useless.

I was going to drive home in the BMW with no underwear and a pussy full of another man's cum and his cum was going to leak onto Todd's leather seats the whole way home.

Todd's leather seats. Oh my God. His cum is going to be on Todd's leather seats too. Todd is going to sit in the car tomorrow morning on the way to work and his ass is going to be on the same seat my cum-filled pussy was sitting on.

I looked at Darnell. He was still leaning against the workbench, still drinking his water, still looking at me with those steady dark eyes. His grey beard was dry now but I could see where my pussy juice had stained it darker in places. His cut-off shirt had a wet spot on the stomach where my squirt had hit him. His dark arms were crossed and his hands were relaxed and he looked like a man at the end of an ordinary workday.

---


CHAPTER 40

"Thank you," I said. My voice was hoarse and cracked and barely there. "For like — fixing my car."

He looked at me. Took a sip of water.

"Anytime, baby girl."

The way he said it — slow, deep, Southern, calm — I knew he meant it. Not "anytime" like "you're welcome." Anytime like come back. Anytime like I'll be here. Anytime like next time your car breaks down, or next time it doesn't, or next time you just feel like driving to the wrong part of the city and pulling into a garage and spreading your legs for an old man who knows what to do with what's between them.

Anytime.

I slid off the hood. My legs almost gave out when my flip flops hit the concrete — my thighs were still shaking and my knees were weak and I grabbed the car to steady myself. His cum ran down the inside of my thigh the second I stood up — a thick warm trickle from my pussy down my pale leg toward my knee. I didn't wipe it. I pulled my sundress straps up, smoothed the wrinkled fabric down over my thighs, and pushed my sweaty blonde hair out of my face.

I looked like a woman who'd gotten fucked in a garage. There was no hiding it. Mascara everywhere, lips swollen, hair wrecked, beard burn on my chin and neck and chest, thighs wet, walking funny. Anyone who saw me in the next thirty minutes would know.

I walked to the driver's side door on shaking legs with cum running down my thigh and got in. The leather was cool against my bare ass and my pussy left a wet mark on the seat immediately — his cum and my juice soaking into Todd's leather the second I sat down. I turned the key. The engine started. The engine he'd fixed.

I looked at Darnell through the windshield. He raised his water bottle. A nod. Nothing else.

I put the car in reverse and backed out of the garage. The afternoon sun hit my face through the windshield and I squinted and my pussy throbbed and his cum leaked onto the seat and I was driving the BMW home with an old Black man's cum inside me and on the seat and on the hood and I was already thinking about the next time my car would need to break down.

I turned onto the road and the garage got smaller in the rearview mirror and Darnell was back in his lawn chair with his legs spread and his water bottle in his hand and he was getting smaller behind me and I was driving home to Todd with his cum dripping out of me and the taste of his cock still in my throat and the scratch of his beard still on my thighs and the deepest parts of my pussy still warm from where he'd been.

The GPS said twenty-two minutes to home.

I turned the radio on. Smiled at myself in the rearview mirror. Mascara ruined, lips puffy, beard burn on my chin.

I look like a woman who just got fucked by an old Black man in a garage.

I looked exactly like that. Because I was exactly that. And I was going to kiss Todd on the cheek and ask what's for dinner and sit down at the table with a pussy full of cum and a smile on my face and he was never going to know.

Twenty-two minutes.

I pressed the gas and the BMW hummed underneath me and Darnell's cum leaked warm onto the leather and the sun was going down and I was driving home.

---


CHAPTER 41

Todd was on the couch when I walked in. Khakis and a polo and his socks on the coffee table and his laptop open on his thighs and a half-eaten bowl of cereal on the side table. He looked up when the door closed.

"Hey babe. How was your day?"

"Fine." I kissed him on the cheek. The cheek that had been pressed against a Black man's pelvis two hours ago. "Car broke down though. Had to get it fixed at some garage."

"What?" He sat up. The laptop almost fell. "Is the car okay? What happened? Did you call roadside?"

"It's fine. Some radiator thing. The guy fixed it."

"How much?"

"He didn't charge me."

Todd blinked. "He didn't charge you? For a radiator?"

"I know, right?" I smiled. "Really nice old man. Very helpful."

I went upstairs and showered. I had to. The beard burn on my chin and neck was visible and the mascara was everywhere and I smelled like a garage and sex and another man's musk. I stood under the hot water and watched Darnell's cum run down my inner thighs and swirl down the drain — thick white globs mixing with the shower water and disappearing. Not all of it though. Some of it was deep enough that the shower couldn't reach it and I could still feel it sitting inside me, warm and heavy even under the hot water.

I dried off and looked at myself in the bathroom mirror. The beard burn on my chin was still pink but I could say it was a reaction to a new face cream. The bite marks on my nipples were dark red but they'd be under clothes. The scratches on my inner thighs from his beard — nobody would see those except me. Todd didn't look at me that closely. Todd hadn't looked at me closely in years.

I put on sweatpants and one of Todd's t-shirts and went downstairs and sat on the couch next to him and he put his arm around me and I leaned into his soft pale shoulder and he smelled like fabric softener and I could still taste Darnell's cock in the back of my throat even after the shower and the mouthwash.

"You sure the car's okay? Maybe I should take it to the dealer tomorrow and have them check—"

"It's fine, Todd."

"But if it's the radiator that could be—"

"Todd. It's fine. The man knew what he was doing."

He did. He really did.

We watched TV. Some show Todd liked about houses. I sat there with my legs tucked under me and Darnell's cum slowly leaking out of me into my clean underwear and I could feel it — this warm wet reminder every time I shifted on the couch. Todd's arm was around me and I was leaning on his shoulder and his cum was inside me and I was watching a show about houses and everything was normal and nothing was normal and Todd had no idea.

He kissed my neck at ten. This soft little peck on the side of my neck — right on the spot where Darnell's teeth had been, right on the hickey that was forming under the skin. I flinched. Not from pain — from the memory of teeth that bit hard enough to leave marks versus lips that barely touched.

"You okay?"

"Mhm. Just ticklish."

He kissed me again. Same spot. Softer. Then his hand went to my thigh — his small pale hand on my sweatpants, rubbing in a little circle. Todd's initiating. Todd only initiated when he'd had a good day at work or when we hadn't done it in a while and he felt guilty.

"You wanna...?" He trailed off. He couldn't even say it.

Sure, Todd. Let's see what you've got after the afternoon I had.

"Yeah." I smiled at him. "Yeah babe. Let's go upstairs."

We went upstairs. Todd pulled his polo off and his pale chest was soft and hairless and narrow. He kicked his khakis off and his boxers and there it was — Todd's dick. Small and pink and half-hard and pointing slightly to the left the way it always did. I'd seen Darnell's cock hanging heavy between his legs two hours ago, thick and dark and swinging with its own weight. Todd's dick was bobbing above his pale thighs like a lost finger.

I lay on the bed and he climbed on top of me and I spread my legs and he positioned himself between my thighs — his pale thin thighs between my legs where Darnell's thick dark thighs had been grinding against me on the hood of the BMW that was now parked in our driveway with cum still wet in places Todd would never check.

He pushed in. Or he tried. His soft pink dick poked against my opening and bent and he grabbed it with his fingers and guided it in and it slid inside me and I felt — nothing. After Darnell's cock that had stretched me open so wide I could see inside my own pussy, Todd's little thing went in like a pinky finger into a hallway. I couldn't feel him. I literally could not feel my husband's dick inside me. My pussy was still stretched from Darnell and Todd's thin little thing was swimming in the space that a real cock had opened up.

He started moving. These quick shallow pumps with his thin hips — nothing like the deep heavy strokes that had rocked the BMW on its suspension. Todd's dick was poking around inside me and touching nothing and reaching nothing and I was staring at the ceiling the same way I'd stared at the garage ceiling except this time I was bored instead of cumming.

It slipped out. His little dick just slid right out of me on a backstroke because there was nothing to hold onto — my pussy was too loose from Darnell and Todd was too small and it just popped out and he fumbled for it.

"Sorry — hold on —"

He grabbed it with two fingers and pushed it back in. It slid out again.

"Sorry babe — you're like —"

He pushed it in a third time and held himself steady. It stayed. Barely.

"Babe." He was looking at me. His pale face. His thin eyebrows. "You're like extra wet today."

My pussy was wet. Soaked. Not from Todd — from the cum that was still leaking out of me from this afternoon. Darnell's thick old-man cum that the shower hadn't fully washed out was now coating Todd's little pink dick and Todd thought it was because of him. Todd thought he was turning me on. Todd's dick was swimming in another man's cum inside his own wife and he thought she was wet for him.

I looked at him. My husband. His soft pale face above me. His thin lips. His small body between my legs where a man twice his size had been a few hours ago.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him close and smiled.

"Just for you, honey."

And over his shoulder, lying on my back in our bed with my husband's little dick barely inside me and an old Black man's cum still deep in my pussy, I smiled at the ceiling.

*


Books By This Author:

Author Page! CLICK HERE AND FOLLOW ME!

Blacked by the Thugs! A Married White Wife Goes Jogging In The Wrong Neighborhood!

BLACKED! By my husband's Boss! On Our Anniversary Day! (BLACKED by my Husband's Boss! Book 3)

Public Prank on White Couple Gone Wrong 2! Hotwife's Bikini Challenge in front of her White Cuckold Husband!

OFFERING MY WIFE TO MY BLACK BOSS: A WHITE CUCKOLD'S RETIREMENT GIFT!

The Curious White Wife & The Old Black Man next door!

Becky Goes Black 1, 2, 3

A Black Thug's White B**** 1

BLACKED! by his BULLY 1

BLACKED BY HER BULLY EX BOYFRIEND! TRUTH, DARE, AND A WHITE CUCKOLD’S INTERRACIAL DESIRE !

MEETING OUR BLACK NEIGHBORS! Married White Housewife Mary gets BLACKED!

JESSICA’S NIGHT OUT! BLACKED BY THE RAPPER! AND HIS FRIEND

BLACKED! BY THE BOXER WHO K.O’D MY BOYFRIEND!: FIRST He K.O.'s my boyfriend, then he conquers me!

BLACKED! ON MY WEDDING DAY BY MY BLACK EX-BOYFRIEND!

MICHELLE's BBC AFFAIR! 1

CHEERLEADER STACEY BETRAYS WHITE CUCKOLD BOYFRIEND TO GET BLACKED!

Molly Becomes a Hotwife 1

Faithful No More! Desperate Girlfriend Lisa Gets BLACKED in Public!

Public Prank on White Couple Gone Wrong! Hotwife BLACKED in Broad Daylight!

My Husband likes to watch! First time cuckold watches wife get Blacked!

A wife’s secret BBC affair? No, A cuckold husband’s Interracial desires gone wrong!

A BLACK THUG's WHITE B**** 2!

BLACKED! On My Wedding Night! Cheating on my White Cuckold Husband with the Hot Black Alpha Male who Breeds me!

Collision Course! Married White Couple's Accidental Interracial Awakening

Your husband likes to watch? Part 1

Your husband likes to watch? Part 2

My cheating wife Lindsay cuckolds me with my Black Bully Part 1

My cheating wife Lindsay cuckolds me with my Black Bully Part 2

Blacked by the rapper! Olivia’s Big Break! 1

White Wives Blacked on Vacation 1! Claire’s BBC Affair in Africa!

Couple's Therapy 1! Fixing Our Marriage With BBC!

Paying his debt by getting BLACKED!

BLACKED by the convict! My Cuckold Husband’s Biggest Mistake!

Blacked! By my husband’s boss! 2

Blacked and Bred! Volume 1: A Hot Taboo, Interracial, Cuckold, BMWF, Breeding, Hotwife 2 in 1 Erotica Bundle!

Blacked and Bred! Volume 2: A Hot Taboo, Interracial, Cuckold, BMWF, Breeding, Hotwife 3 in 1 Erotica Bundle!

Blacked and Bred! Volume 3: A Hot Taboo, Interracial, Cuckold, BMWF, Breeding, Hotwife 3 in 1 Erotica Bundle!

Blacked and Bred! Volume 4: A Hot Taboo, Interracial, Cuckold, BMWF, Breeding, Hotwife 2 in 1 Erotica Bundle!

Blacked and Bred! Volume 5: A Hot Taboo, Interracial, Cuckold, BMWF, Breeding, Hotwife 2 in 1 Erotica Bundle!

Q&A with a Snowbunny Hotwife

Lonely White Housewife Martha's BBC Affair! Taken by the Black Alpha from the Hood!








cover.jpeg





