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"FUCK ME HARDER - FUCK ME HARDER WITH YOUR BIG BLACK COCK-"

He slapped me across the face. Open palm. Hard enough to snap my head sideways and make my vision blur for a second. My cheek burned and my eyes watered and before I could blink he grabbed my throat with one hand and squeezed and my air cut to nothing.

"You love this big Black dick?" His face was inches from mine. Sweat dripping off his forehead onto my chest. His dark brown eyes locked on my blue ones. His hand tightening on my throat - I could feel each finger individually, thick and dark against my pale neck, his knuckles pressing into the soft skin under my jaw.

"Yes - yes I fucking love it-"

He spat on me. Right on my face. A thick glob that landed on my cheek and ran down toward my mouth and I gasped - not from shock, not anymore, we were past shock three weeks ago - I gasped because my pussy clenched so hard around his cock that I saw white.

I spat back. Hit his chin. It ran into his beard and he grinned - this wide mean grin that showed his teeth - and he tightened his grip on my throat and slammed his hips into me so deep the headboard cracked against the wall and I choked out a moan that had no air behind it.

His body was on top of me and I could never stop looking at it. His chest was dark - deep brown, almost black in the dim light of the motel room - and chiseled, every muscle carved out and glistening with sweat. The sweat ran down the grooves between his pecs, pooled in his collarbones, dripped off him onto me. Every time he thrust forward his chest flexed and the sweat sprayed off his skin and hit my face, my tits, my stomach. My pale skin was slick with his sweat. His sweat and his spit and my spit and the tears running from the corners of my eyes from the choking.

The contrast. God, the contrast. His dark black hand wrapped around my white throat. His brown forearm flexed against my pale chest. His dark hips slamming between my white thighs. His black skin and my porcelain skin pressed together, sliding against each other, wet with sweat. I was soft and pale and chubby where he was hard and dark and solid. My thick white thighs spread around his narrow dark waist. My round pale tits bouncing and swaying every time he drove into me - slapping together, falling apart, slapping together - and his dark chest above them dripping sweat onto my pink nipples.

He slapped my left tit. Hard. The flesh rippled and I yelped and he slapped the right one. Back and forth. His dark palm cracking against my pale skin, leaving pink handprints that bloomed red, and my tits were bouncing from the slaps and bouncing from the fucking and I was moaning and crying and loving every second of it.

"Look at you," he said. He spat on me again. It hit my lips this time and I licked it off and he groaned. "Nasty white bitch. Can't get enough."

"I can't - I can't get enough - give me that nigga dick - fuck me-"

It came out wrong. It always came out wrong. Forty-one years of being a woman who complained about parking and sent back lattes and said "I'd like to speak with your manager" - my mouth wasn't built for this. The word sounded like I was reading it off a prescription bottle. Too much emphasis. Too careful. Too white.

He laughed. Squeezed my throat tighter. "Say it again."

"Give me - that - nigga - dick-" I choked it out between his fingers. My face was going red. Not from embarrassment - from his hand cutting off my blood. My vision was getting spotty at the edges and my pussy was dripping - this filthy wet squelching every time he bottomed out, my cunt gripping his thick shaft, my wetness all over him, all over the motel sheets, all over my thighs.

He let go of my throat. I sucked in air and he slapped me again - the other cheek this time - and before I could react he grabbed my jaw and squeezed my cheeks together and kissed me. Hard. His tongue in my mouth. His spit and mine mixing. His cock never stopped moving - deep slow strokes that pressed my ass into the mattress and made the cheap bed frame squeal against the floor.
* * *
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"Whose pussy is this?" he said against my mouth. Low. Not asking.

"Yours-"

He pulled back and slapped me again. Lighter this time. A tap. "Whose."

"Yours - this white pussy is yours-"

"Louder."

"This pussy belongs to your Black cock - you hear me? My husband's little white dick doesn't deserve this pussy - it never did-" My voice cracked. I was half-screaming and half-moaning and his cock was still moving inside me in those slow deep strokes and every word I said made my cunt clench tighter around him. "He doesn't reach where you reach. He doesn't stretch me. Doesn't fill me. He can't make me feel - fuck - he can't make me feel anything. This pussy is yours. Every inch of it. You ruined it for him - you ruined me for white dick-"

"Mmm." He rolled his hips slow. Grinding. His pelvis pressed against my clit and I whimpered. "Say that again."

"You ruined me for white dick. I can't even feel him anymore. He puts his little thing inside me and it's - it's nothing - it's air - after you it's fucking air-"

He grinned. Pulled almost all the way out - just the head inside me, stretching my entrance, and my pussy clenched around the emptiness where the rest of him should be.

"You want it back?"

"Please - please put it back-"

"Ask me right."

"Please put your big nigga dick back inside me, daddy - please - I need it - my white pussy needs it-"

Daddy. I'd just called a twenty-four-year-old daddy. I was forty-one. He was seventeen years younger than me. My husband was fifty-two and I called him "babe" in this soft little wife voice and this guy - this guy who was barely half my age - got "daddy" while his cock was inside me. Something about that was so fucked up I almost laughed. But he was already slamming back in and the laugh turned into a scream.

He slammed back in. Every inch. My eyes rolled back and my mouth fell open and the sound that came out of me wasn't a word. It was just noise. Raw and loud and real.

"Your husband ever fuck you like this?" He already knew the answer.

"No - no he fucking can't - he could never-"

He grabbed both my tits. One in each hand. His dark fingers sinking into the pale flesh, squeezing them together, his thumbs pressing my nipples flat. He squeezed hard enough that I whimpered and my back arched off the bed.

I looked down. His hands on my chest. Dark brown fingers wrapped around pale white flesh, his knuckles black against my pink skin, his thumbs pressing into my nipples. My tits spilled over his grip - too big for even his hands to hold completely - and the overflow was white and soft and jiggling against his dark wrists. Greg's hands were small. Pale. Thin little fingers that could barely cover my nipple, let alone hold the whole thing. He'd stopped touching my tits years ago. Wouldn't grab them. Wouldn't squeeze them. Wouldn't put his mouth on them. I'd gone up two cup sizes and he hadn't noticed. Derek noticed the first day. Grabbed them with both hands and said "God damn, white girl" and squeezed and watched them spill over his dark fingers and I'd almost cum from that alone - from the sight of his Black hands on my white tits, from a man grabbing me like I was worth grabbing.

"Your Black hands look so fucking good on me," I said. I didn't even mean to say it. It fell out. But it was true - his dark skin against my pale skin, his hard grip on my soft flesh, the color and the contrast and the size of him holding me - it was the hottest thing I'd ever seen in my life and I saw it every time and it still hit me.

"Bet that man can't even get it up, huh."

"No - barely - he's so small - you're so much - oh God-"
* * *
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He started fucking me faster. His hands left my tits and grabbed my hips - both hands, dark fingers digging into the pale soft flesh, thumbs pressing into the crease where my thighs met my pelvis - and he yanked me down the bed onto his cock. The headboard was hammering the wall. The lamp was shaking. My tits were bouncing free now, red and marked and covered in his handprints, swinging with every thrust, slapping against each other wet with his sweat and my sweat.

"Oh fuck - oh fuck I'm close-"

He let go of my right hip and slapped my pussy. His dark palm cracking against my clit and my wet lips and I yelped and my hips bucked up into his hand. He slapped it again. Then shoved his cock back in before the sting faded and the pain and the fullness hit at the same time and my eyes crossed.

"Fuck - fuck - give me that nigga dick - harder - breed this white pussy-"

He grabbed my throat. Squeezed. Fucked me harder. His hips were a piston now - fast and deep and merciless. My pussy was loud. This sloppy wet churning that filled the room, his thick Black cock sliding in and out of my soaked white cunt, my wetness coating his shaft and dripping down his balls and pooling under my ass on the motel sheets. Every stroke made a sound - this squelch that was louder than my moaning, louder than the headboard, louder than anything.

"Fuck me - fuck your white slut - oh God your Black cock is so deep - it's so fucking deep-"

My legs were shaking. I couldn't control them anymore. My thighs were trembling against his hips and my calves were twitching and my toes were curling so hard they cramped. He was choking me and fucking me and his dark face was above mine - sweat dripping off his jaw onto my lips - and I could taste his sweat and feel his cock throbbing and my pussy was gripping him so tight I could feel every vein every ridge every thick inch of him dragging against my walls.

"You finna cum on this Black dick?"

"Yes - yes - I'm gonna cum on your big Black cock - I'm so close daddy please don't stop-"

He spat on my face. It hit my open mouth. I swallowed it and moaned and he squeezed my throat tighter and slammed into me so hard my ass lifted off the mattress.

"Cum for me. Cum on this nigga dick, white bitch."

"Oh God - oh God - oh fuck - I'm - your cock - I can't - my husband could never - he could never - you're so - I'm - fuck - FUCK-"

He drove in deep. All the way. Held it there. His pelvis grinding against my clit, his cock buried to the root inside me, and his hand tightened on my throat and he leaned down and bit my ear and growled "cum" and I broke.

My pussy clamped around his cock. Not a clench - a lock. Every muscle inside me seized around his shaft and held on and I felt him throb against the grip. My walls were squeezing him so hard I could feel the shape of him - every ridge, every vein, the fat swollen head pressed deep inside me, the thick shaft stretching my entrance - my body was trying to milk him and crush him and pull him deeper all at the same time.

My thighs crushed his waist. My nails ripped into his forearms. My back arched so hard only my shoulders and my ass were touching the mattress and my stomach was trembling - these involuntary ripples running through my abs, my skin twitching, my muscles firing on their own. My toes curled so hard my feet cramped. My fingers locked into his arms and I couldn't have let go if I wanted to.

My mouth was open and nothing came out. This silent freeze - half a second, maybe a full second - where my whole body was suspended. Every muscle clenched. Lungs empty. Eyes wide. The room went quiet except for his breathing and the drip of the faucet in the bathroom and my heartbeat hammering in my ears so loud it was the only thing I could hear.

Then it hit.

"I'M CUMMING - I'M CUMMING, DADDY!"

It started where his cock was. Right there - where his thick dark shaft was buried inside my white pussy, where my lips were stretched tight around him, where my clit was crushed against his pelvis. A pulse. One hard deep pulse that shot through my cunt and my vision flickered. Then another. Harder. My pussy spasmed around him - this violent clenching that squeezed his cock so tight he groaned - and the wave rolled outward.

It hit my stomach first. This clenching heat that made my abs lock and my hips jerk. Then my thighs - both of them seizing, shaking, my legs vibrating against his body so hard the bed shook. Then my chest - my nipples tingling, my tits flushed hot, my ribcage tightening until I couldn't breathe. Then my arms, my fingers, the back of my neck, my scalp - everything was pulsing and clenching and releasing and clenching again in waves that kept coming.

I was squirting. I felt it - this hot gush around his cock that I couldn't stop, my wetness flooding out of me and soaking his shaft and his balls and running down my ass onto the motel sheets. I'd never squirted with Greg. Never. Eighteen years and I'd never even come close. Derek made me squirt the second time we fucked and now it happened every time - this shameful gush that soaked whatever was under me and left a wet stain I couldn't explain if anyone ever found it.

My pussy was pulsing around him. Hard contractions - not little flutters, not the gentle clenching I faked for Greg. These were deep. Violent. Squeezing his thick cock in rhythmic spasms that I could feel in my spine. Each one made me jerk - my hips bucking up off the mattress, grinding against him, my clit dragging across his pelvis and sending another jolt through me that triggered another spasm. I was cumming in a loop. Each clench triggering the next, my body feeding on itself, my orgasm rolling through me in waves that wouldn't stop.

I was screaming. Not moaning - screaming. My throat was raw from his choking and the sounds coming out of me were hoarse and broken and loud. The walls were thin in this motel and I didn't care. The parking lot was right outside and I didn't care. My voice was bouncing off the water-stained ceiling and rattling the window and anyone within fifty feet could hear a married white woman screaming daddy while she came on a Black man's cock and I didn't care about any of it.

He held still through all of it. His cock buried deep. His hand on my throat. Not squeezing anymore - just holding. Feeling my pulse hammer against his palm. He let me cum. Let my body shake and clench and gush around him. Let me scream into the stale motel air. His dark body above my pale body. My white legs wrapped around his Black waist. My wedding ring scratching his forearm with every spasm.

Thirty seconds. Maybe forty-five. The longest orgasm of my life. Each wave a little smaller than the last but still strong enough to make my hips jerk and my breath catch. My pussy was still clenching around him in slow pulses - squeeze, release, squeeze, release - and I could feel every inch of him inside me. Every inch that Greg could never give me. Every inch that had turned me from a woman who faked orgasms into a woman who squirted so hard she ruined motel sheets.
* * *
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My body went limp. My legs slid off his waist and fell open on the mattress. My hands unclenched from his forearms - I could see the marks, white crescents and red scratches across his dark skin. My chest was heaving. My face was wet - sweat, spit, tears, his spit. I was shaking. These little aftershocks that rippled through my thighs and my stomach every few seconds.

He was still hard inside me. Still throbbing. He hadn't cum.

He pulled out. I gasped - my pussy clenched around nothing and my hips jerked and I whimpered at the emptiness. He grabbed my waist with both hands and flipped me onto my stomach. My face hit the pillow and my tits pressed flat against the wet sheets and before I could breathe he grabbed my hips and lifted my ass into the air and shoved back inside me in one stroke.

"Ahhh - fuck - wait - I just - I'm still-"

He didn't wait. His hands gripped my hips - dark fingers digging into the pale soft flesh of my waist - and he fucked me. Fast. Hard. Selfish. This was for him now. My orgasm was done and my pussy was swollen and oversensitive and every thrust made me flinch and gasp and grab the sheets and he didn't care. He was chasing his.

"Unh - unh - oh God - it's too much - I'm too sensitive-"

"Take it." He slapped my ass. His palm cracked against my cheek and the sting shot through my already wrecked body and my pussy squeezed him and he groaned. "Take this dick."

I buried my face in the pillow and took it. My ass bouncing against his pelvis with every thrust. My tits smashed into the mattress. The bed frame was screaming against the wall - this rapid-fire banging that anyone in the parking lot could hear. His balls were slapping against my clit - heavy, full, swinging into me with every stroke - and the wet sound of my pussy was obscene. This sloppy churning that filled the room. I was drenched. My cum and my squirt soaking his cock, running down my thighs, the sheets under my knees dark and wet.

His breathing changed. It had been steady all night - calm, controlled, barely winded while he fucked me into the mattress. Now it was heavier. Rougher. His chest was heaving behind me and I could feel his sweat dripping onto my lower back and his grip on my hips was tighter. His fingers were going to leave bruises. Dark purple fingerprints on my pale white hips that I'd have to hide from Greg for a week.

"Finna nut," he said. Low. Through his teeth. His hips slamming into my ass. "Finna nut in this white pussy."

My whole body clenched. My pussy gripped his cock so hard he grunted.

"Yes - yes - cum inside me-"

"Yeah?" He grabbed a fistful of my blonde hair and yanked my head back. My spine arched and my mouth fell open and he leaned over me - his dark chest against my pale back, his lips next to my ear, his cock drilling into me from behind. "You want this nut?"

"I want it - I want it so bad - please-"

"What your husband gon' think." He was growling it into my ear while he fucked me. "His wife face down in a motel begging for Black cum."

"He could never - he could never cum like you - he barely - he drips - it's nothing - it's water - please daddy I want a real load - I want YOUR load-"

"Beg for it."

"Please cum inside me - please fill this white pussy up - I need it - I need your Black cum inside me daddy please - breed this pussy - fucking breed me-"

His rhythm stuttered. His hips lost their tempo for a second - this hitch in his stroke that I'd learned to recognize. He was close. His cock was swelling inside me - getting thicker, harder, the head pulsing against my walls. I could feel it. That throb that meant he was right there.

He yanked my hair harder. His other hand left my hip and wrapped around my throat from behind - his forearm pressed against my collarbone, his bicep flexing against my cheek, his dark arm across my pale chest. He was folded over me. Covering me. His body engulfing mine.

"Say that shit again," he growled. His cock buried deep. Twitching. Ready.

"Breed this white pussy, daddy - fill me up - every drop - I want every fucking drop-"

His teeth sank into my shoulder. His breath was ragged and hot against my skin. His cock was throbbing inside me - these deep heavy pulses that I could feel in my stomach. His grip on my throat tightened. His hips pressed flush against my ass. He was all the way inside me. Every inch. Stretching me open. Throbbing. Ready to explode.

"Fuuuck," he groaned. Low and guttural against my shoulder. His whole body tensed - every muscle in his chest and his arms and his thighs going rigid against me. "Finna bust in this tight white cunt-"

"Do it - fucking do it - cum inside me daddy - CUM INSIDE ME-"

He slammed in one last time. Deep. So deep my hips pressed flat against the mattress and his pelvis crushed against my ass and his cock was buried to the root - every inch inside me, stretching me, filling me - and he held it there.

His whole body locked. I felt it against my back - every muscle in his chest going rigid, his arms tightening around me, his thighs pressing hard against mine. His teeth were still in my shoulder and his breath stopped. Just - stopped. This held exhale. His body frozen on top of mine.

Then the first shot.

"Oh fuck - oh FUCK-"

I felt it. Hot. Thick. This heavy pulse of cum that erupted inside me so deep I felt it in my stomach. This was a flood. Thick and hot and heavy and I felt it spray against my walls - this forceful jet that hit deep inside me and spread and I gasped into the pillow and my pussy clenched around him and I felt another one.

"Unh - God - I can feel it - I can feel you cumming-"

Another shot. Heavier than the first. His cock throbbed - this deep pulsing throb that I felt through my whole core - and another thick rope of cum pumped into me. Then another. His hips jerked against my ass - involuntary, his body taking over - and each jerk drove his cock a fraction deeper and another pulse of cum flooded into me.

He was groaning. This deep low sound against my shoulder that vibrated through my spine. His hand was still on my throat but loose now - not choking, just holding on. His other hand was crushing my hip. His cock was twitching and pulsing and dumping load after load inside me - the pressure building, the heat spreading, the fullness.

I was full. Full of his cum. Pooling inside me - thick and hot and heavy, filling spaces Greg's dick had never reached, coating my walls, sitting deep in my pussy. It was so much. So much more than Greg had ever produced in eighteen years combined. Greg came and I couldn't feel it - a weak little leak that disappeared before it started. Derek came and it was an event. I felt every pulse. My pussy was overflowing.

"Mmm - shit-" He thrust in again. Slow. Grinding. Still cumming - the throbs getting weaker but still there, his cock still twitching inside me. His cum was so thick his shaft pushed it around - displaced with every slow stroke, forced deeper, squeezed out around him. Warm and thick, oozing out where my lips were stretched tight around him, running down my pussy, dripping off my clit onto the sheets.

"Don't pull out," I whispered. My face in the pillow. My ass pressed against his hips. "Stay inside me."

He stayed. His cock softening slowly - but even soft he was bigger than Greg hard. He lay on top of me. His full weight. Dark chest against my pale back. His heartbeat thumping through my spine. His cock still inside me, plugging his cum in, keeping it deep.

Nothing like what I had at home. Greg's cum - on the rare occasion he managed to produce any - leaked out of me before he even finished rolling off. I couldn't tell the difference between his cum and my own wetness. This had weight to it. My pussy was clenching around it in slow lazy pulses trying to hold it in.

He kissed my shoulder. Right where he'd bitten it. A lazy press of his lips against the teeth marks in my skin. Then he shifted his hips and pulled out.

I moaned. Felt him leave - this slow drag of thick softening cock sliding out of my swollen pussy. The head popped free and I clenched around nothing and immediately felt it - his cum. Pouring out of me. Thick and warm, oozing out of my pussy and running down between my lips and dripping off my clit and pooling on the sheets between my thighs. So much of it. I pressed my thighs together trying to hold it in and it squeezed out anyway - warm rivulets running down my inner thighs, soaking the sheets, making a mess I'd never be able to explain.
* * *
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He slapped my ass. One hard crack that echoed off the motel walls. Then he climbed off the bed and I heard his feet hit the floor and he was done with me. Just like that.

I turned my head on the pillow and watched him. He was standing with his back to me, pulling his boxer briefs up over his ass. His cock was still hanging - wet, thick, glistening with my cum and his cum, swinging heavy between his legs as he stepped into his jeans. He wasn't looking at me. He was checking his phone. Scrolling through something with one hand while he zipped up with the other. I was still naked and leaking and shaking on the bed behind him and he was reading a text message.

He pulled his shirt over his head. Grabbed his chain off the nightstand and clasped it around his neck. Picked up his keys. Checked his phone again. He moved through the room like I wasn't in it. Like he'd just finished a workout and was heading to his car. No look back. No "you good?" No nothing.

He stopped at the door. Didn't turn around.

"Thursday. I'll hit you up." He opened the door. Paused. "Lock up when you leave."

The door closed. His Charger started in the parking lot. I heard the bass from his speakers thump once before he pulled out and the sound faded down the highway.

I lay there. Face down. Naked. His cum leaking out of me onto motel sheets in room 6 of the Starlight Motor Lodge. My wedding ring pressing into the mattress. My pussy swollen and aching and full and dripping. My shoulder throbbing where he'd bitten me. My throat sore from his hand. My cheeks stinging from his slaps. My tits bruised from his grip.

He hadn't even looked at me on his way out. He'd cum inside a married woman and checked his phone and left. I was nothing to him. A Thursday appointment. A white bitch with a fake name in a motel room who spread her legs and let him nut and that was it.

I pressed my face into my hands and lay there breathing into my palms. The room smelled like sweat and cum and cheap bleach and his cologne - still hanging in the air even though he was already gone. Already on the highway. Already forgetting I existed until Thursday when he'd need somewhere warm to put his dick again.

Asshole.

I rolled onto my back and stared at the water stain on the ceiling and felt his cum shift inside me - this thick warm slide that settled deeper and leaked out between my lips and I squeezed my thighs shut and hated myself for caring about a man who couldn't be bothered to look at me on his way out the door.

Ten minutes ago I was screaming for him. Begging for it. Saying things that would make my book club disown me. And I meant every word of it - in the moment, with his hands on me and his cock inside me and his weight pressing me into the mattress, I meant every filthy syllable. I was his white bitch. I was his Thursday slut. I was whatever he wanted me to be and I loved it.

But now. Now I was lying in a puddle of his cum on sheets that hadn't been washed since the last couple rented this room by the hour, and he was in his Charger bumping music and scrolling his phone and I was - what? I was a forty-one-year-old woman with a master's degree and a Lexus and a husband at home and I was lying naked in the Starlight with cum dripping out of me feeling like a used condom somebody tossed on the floor.

What the fuck was I doing here. In this room. In this bed. With this man's cum inside me and his spit still wet on my face and bite marks on my shoulder that I'd have to hide for a week. I was Lauren Hadley. I chaired the neighborhood HOA. I organized the church bake sale every October. I had a standing brunch reservation at Café Lune every Sunday with three women who thought I was a good person. I had a husband who loved me. A husband who made me dinner and rubbed my feet and said "I love you, babe" every single night before he fell asleep. And I was here. In a motel that charged by the hour. Leaking a stranger's cum onto sheets that smelled like other people's sweat.

I'd let him spit on me. I'd let him choke me. I'd let him slap my face and my tits and call me a white bitch and I'd begged for more. I'd called him daddy. I'd said nigga. I'd spread my legs and begged him to breed me like I was nothing - like I was just a hole, just a warm place for him to dump his load - and he'd treated me exactly like that. Because that's what I'd asked for. That's what I'd turned myself into.

That's what guys like him did. Their kind. Hit it, nut, check the phone, walk out. Didn't ask if I was good. Didn't say it was nice. Didn't kiss me goodbye. I wasn't a person to him. I was a motel room appointment. A white bitch with a fake name who showed up when he texted and opened her legs and let him do whatever he wanted and cleaned herself up after. He didn't know my real name. Didn't know I had a degree or volunteered at the food bank or played piano or cried at movies. He knew I was married and had a tight pussy and that I came when he choked me. That's all he needed to know. That's all I was worth to him.

I sat up. My body ached everywhere. I looked down at myself - naked, marked up, sitting in a wet spot of his cum on a motel bed - and I felt sick.

This wasn't me. I was better than lying in a cum-soaked bed in a highway motel waiting for feeling to come back to my legs. I had a life that mattered and a man at home who treated me with kindness even if he couldn't fuck me right and I was throwing all of it away for - what? For a big dick? For a man who walked out without looking at me?

I stood up. My legs buckled and I grabbed the nightstand. His cum ran down my inner thigh the second I was vertical - this warm thick trail that hit my knee before I could clench. I looked down at it. His cum on my skin. Sliding down my pale thigh. Dripping onto the carpet.

I grabbed the thin motel towel off the bathroom rack and wiped between my legs and the towel came away wet and warm and I looked at it and my face burned and my eyes stung and I threw it in the corner.

I was disgusted. At him. At myself. At the sounds I'd made and the words I'd said and the way my body had betrayed every single thing I believed about myself. I was a woman who returned food when the order was wrong and here I was swallowing spit and screaming daddy and thanking a man for cumming inside me. The guilt hit me all at once - this wave of shame that started in my chest and spread through my whole body until my hands were shaking and my jaw was tight and I wanted to cry.

I didn't cry. I looked at my wedding ring. Still on my finger. It had been on my finger the whole time. While he fucked me. While I begged. While he came inside me. While he left.

Enough. I had to get home. I had to shower and fix my makeup and drive to the nail salon and get a receipt and walk through my front door and kiss Greg on the forehead and pretend I hadn't just been fucked into a motel mattress by a Black guy whose real name I didn't even know. I had to climb into bed tonight next to my husband and feel his soft little body curl up behind me and his limp little dick press against my ass - the same ass that still had a handprint on it - and say "love you too, babe" when he mumbled it into my hair.

And I'd do it. I'd do all of it. Because that was my life. That was who I was. I was a woman who got fucked like a whore on Tuesdays and Thursdays and played wife the rest of the week and nobody knew. Greg never noticed. Three weeks of this and he hadn't noticed the bite marks I covered with concealer, hadn't noticed I showered twice every time I came home, hadn't noticed his wife walked funny for two days after every "nail appointment." He didn't notice anything. He never had. Nobody would ever know.

I picked up my dress off the floor and stepped into it and didn't look at the bed again.
* * *
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I kissed my husband on the mouth.

Full kiss. Lips on lips. I leaned over the back of the couch where he was sitting with his laptop and pressed my mouth against his and held it there. Two seconds. Three. I kept it there longer than I needed to. Pushed my tongue past his thin dry lips and licked the inside of his mouth and felt him tense up - surprised, confused, Greg didn't do tongue kisses on a Tuesday evening - and I held it.

I wondered if he could taste it.

I'd brushed my teeth at the motel. Twice. Scrubbed my tongue with the travel toothbrush until the bristles were flat. Gargled with the tiny bottle of Listerine I kept in my purse. But Derek's cock had been in my mouth an hour ago. His precum had been on my tongue. His spit had been in my mouth and mine had been in his and I'd swallowed his saliva while he fucked me and now I was kissing my husband and wondering if some trace of another man was still in there. Some microscopic residue of Derek's cock transferring from my tongue to Greg's. My husband tasting another man's dick and not knowing it.

Greg pulled away. Wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Not because he tasted anything - because he always wiped his mouth after a kiss. Like kissing his wife was something he needed to clean off.

"Hey babe," he said. His eyes went back to the screen. "How was the salon?"

"Good. Got a French tip."

I held up my nails. He glanced at them for half a second. "Oh nice, those look good."

They were the same nails I'd left the house with. The exact same. I hadn't gotten anything done - I'd sat in the chair at Happy Nails for half an hour while a woman filed the edges that didn't need filing and painted clear coat over polish that was already there. I'd paid thirty-two dollars for a receipt. That was it. These were the same nails I'd had this morning, the same nails I'd had last week, the same nails I'd scratched down Derek's back with while he came inside me. And Greg said they looked good.

That was the problem with Greg. He didn't look. He glanced. Half a second, tops, then back to whatever mattered more than me - which was everything. His laptop. His playbook. The TV. Anything. I could've come home with my nails painted black or neon green or missing entirely and he would've said "oh nice, those look good" because he wasn't looking at my nails. He was looking at nothing. He hadn't really looked at me in years.

Derek looked at me. Derek looked at me so hard it made my skin burn.

Greg nodded. Went back to his laptop.

My mouth still tasted like him. I kept a travel toothbrush in my purse now, along with concealer, baby wipes, a change of underwear, and a trial-size bottle of the body spray I kept in my car so I didn't walk into my house smelling like motel soap and another man's sweat. Three weeks of cheating and I had a whole kit. A go-bag. Like a criminal.

The thing was - I didn't even need most of it. The concealer, sure. The toothbrush, fine. But the rest of it - the elaborate cover story, the receipts, the body spray, the spare underwear - it was overkill. It was me preparing for a husband who paid attention. Greg didn't pay attention. Greg hadn't asked me where I was going in years. I could walk out of this house in lingerie and heels and tell him I was going to Bible study and he'd say "have fun, babe" without looking up.

Any other husband would've caught me by now. Three weeks of leaving the house every Tuesday and Thursday at the same time. Three weeks of coming home flushed and sore and showering immediately. Three weeks of being distant and quiet and flinching when he touched my hip because there were bruises underneath my clothes. Any husband who was paying even the slightest bit of attention would've asked a question. Would've noticed something.

Greg made it easy. Greg made cheating on him the easiest thing I'd ever done. And I didn't know if that made me feel better or worse.
* * *
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I'd driven to the nail salon first. Little place in the strip mall off Route 9 - Happy Nails, run by a Vietnamese family or Chinese or something, I didn't know and didn't care. They barely spoke English and they didn't ask questions and they got me in and out quick with a receipt that said 4:47 PM and that was all that mattered. I'd sat in the chair with Derek's cum still wet between my thighs - I could feel it every time I shifted, this warm thick reminder soaking into the lining of my dress - and smiled at the woman filing my nails and said "just a French tip, please" and she'd nodded and done it and I'd paid cash and tipped well and walked out.

The receipt was in my purse. Timestamped. Alibi locked.

I'd checked myself in the rearview before pulling into the driveway. The concealer was holding on the bite mark. My hair was brushed. My mascara was fixed - I'd redone it in the motel bathroom after the first shower. My lips were still a little swollen from Derek's mouth but Greg wouldn't notice. Greg didn't notice my lips when I put on the expensive lipstick I bought specifically for him. He wasn't going to notice them slightly puffy on a Tuesday.

And now I was standing in my house. The framed wedding photo on the hallway wall - me and Greg, twenty-three and thirty-four, both smiling, both thin, both thinking this was forever. The throw pillows I'd picked out. The candles on the coffee table. Everything exactly where I'd left it. Clean and organized and normal. Like I hadn't just been face down on a motel mattress screaming for a twenty-four-year-old to breed me two hours ago.

I walked past Greg to the kitchen. My legs were still sore. My inner thighs ached when I walked and I had to concentrate on keeping my steps even - normal, casual, not-just-got-fucked-sideways-by-a-man-twice-your-size steps. The dress was sticking to me - the lining damp from the cum I hadn't been able to fully clean up in the motel shower. I could still feel it. Not a lot. Just a trace. This faint slickness between my lips that the shower and the baby wipes hadn't quite gotten rid of. Derek's cum. Still there. Still warm. Still wet.

I opened the fridge and the cold air hit my bare legs and I thought about what was under my dress right now. No underwear - the pair I'd worn to the motel was balled up in a Ziploc bag in my purse because they were soaked through and unwearable. So I was standing barefoot in my kitchen with no panties and another man's cum slowly leaking down my inner thigh while I reached for the chicken breast on the second shelf. Herb garden in the window. Husband on the couch twelve feet behind me. And Derek's cum sliding down my leg.

I grabbed a paper towel off the roll and wiped my inner thigh quick - casual, like I was wiping my hands - and dropped it in the trash and nobody saw and nobody knew and I washed my hands at the sink and started seasoning the chicken like I was a woman who'd spent her afternoon getting her nails done.

Greg was talking. Something about work. Something about practice and a play he was drawing up. I heard the words but they didn't land. I was seasoning the chicken and nodding at the right moments and saying "mhm" and "oh yeah?" and none of it was real. None of it reached me. I was here but I wasn't here. I was still in room 6. Still on those sheets. Still feeling his hands on my hips and his cock inside me and his voice in my ear calling me a nasty white bitch.

I turned on the oven. Pulled a baking sheet from the cabinet. Slid the chicken on. Started dinner like nothing had happened. Like I hadn't been face down in a motel two hours ago. Like I was just a wife making chicken on a Tuesday.
* * *
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His arm slid around my waist in the dark.

I was on my side. Facing the wall. Eyes open. The bedroom was black except for the blue glow of Greg's phone charging on the nightstand. I'd been lying there for twenty minutes waiting for him to fall asleep. I could hear his breathing - shallow, nasal, the little whistle through his nose that he'd had since I met him. I'd thought he was out.

Then his arm. Thin. Pale. His bony wrist pressing against my stomach through the cotton nightgown. His fingers spreading across my belly. His body scooting toward me on the mattress until his chest was against my back - narrow and soft, no muscle, no weight, nothing like the chest that had been pinning me down six hours ago.

I groaned.

It came out wrong - this low guttural sound from the back of my throat that was annoyance and dread and please not tonight, Greg. But he heard what he wanted to hear. His arm tightened around me.

"Mmm," he murmured into my hair. "You smell so good tonight, baby."

I smelled like my second shower. The lavender body wash I'd scrubbed myself with trying to get Derek's scent off my skin. The shampoo I'd lathered three times because I could still smell his cologne in my hair. That's what Greg was smelling. The cleanup. The cover-up. The soap I used to erase another man before climbing into my husband's bed.

"Mhm," I said. Eyes still open. Staring at the wall.

His hips pressed against my ass. And I felt it. His dick. Soft. Limp. This sad little nub of flesh pressing against my left cheek through his boxers. He pushed it against me like that was supposed to do something - like grinding his flaccid little thing against my ass was foreplay. He rocked his hips. Slow. Pathetic little dry humps against the same ass that still had a handprint bruise on the right cheek from where Derek had slapped me so hard I'd yelped.

In the dark he couldn't see any of it. The bruises on my hips from Derek's fingers. The bite mark on my shoulder hiding under concealer. The faint red marks on my tits from the slapping. He was pressing his body against a map of another man's hands and mouth and teeth and he had no idea.

I wanted to scream.

I wanted to roll over and shove him away and say do you have any idea what was inside me today? Do you have any idea what your wife did this afternoon while you were at practice drawing up plays? I had a cock inside me that made yours look like a joke. A man fucked me so hard I couldn't walk straight for two hours and you didn't even notice when I limped through the front door. Your little dick is pressing against an ass that was in the air for someone else today and you're lying here whispering "you smell good, baby" like everything is fine.

But I didn't say any of that. I said "mhm" again and thought about Derek.

Derek's cock. Heavy. Thick. Dark. Hanging to his mid-thigh even when it was soft. Getting hard just from hearing my heels in a hallway. That cock had been inside me today - stretching me, filling me, reaching places Greg didn't know existed. Hours later and I could still feel where he'd been. This deep ache inside me that was half soreness and half emptiness.

And now Greg's limp little nub was poking me through his boxers. Derek's cock was a slab of thick dark meat that split me open and made me scream. Greg's was a thimble. A joke I'd been pretending was enough for eighteen years.

His hand slid down from my stomach. Down over my hip - I flinched, the bruise, but he didn't notice - and his fingers found the hem of my nightgown. He started pulling it up. Slow. His thin pale fingers gathering the cotton, inching it up my thigh, his knuckles grazing my skin as the fabric rode higher.

I felt the air hit my thighs. Then my ass. The nightgown was bunched around my waist now and my bare ass was pressed against his boxers and I could feel his dick clearer - still soft, still limp, this pathetic little worm of flesh that was trying to get hard against my skin. He rocked his hips again. Grinding it against my bare cheek. I could feel the wet spot forming on his boxers - his precum leaking through the cotton, smearing against my skin. Thin. Watery. This faint damp patch spreading against my ass where Derek's thick heavy cum had been dripping out of me four hours ago.

His precum on my skin. On the same skin that still had traces of Derek's cum in the creases. Greg's thin watery leak mixing with whatever was left of another man's load on his wife's ass.

His lips found my neck. Dry. Thin. A careful little kiss right below my ear - the same spot where Derek had bitten me hard enough to leave a mark that was hiding under concealer half an inch away.

"You're so beautiful," Greg whispered.

I lay there in the dark and thought about Derek's hands on my throat.
* * *
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Derek's hands. Dark. Huge. Wrapping around my throat from behind while his cock drove into me so deep my vision whited out. His fingers squeezing my neck while he growled in my ear - "take this dick, white bitch" - and I screamed and came and begged for more. Grabbing my hips and yanking me back onto him. Slapping my tits until they were red. Spreading my ass cheeks apart so he could push deeper. Everywhere - rough and possessive and huge and dark against my pale skin.

Greg's hand was on my thigh. Thin fingers. Soft palms. No calluses. No grip. His hand felt tiny compared to Derek's. He was stroking my outer thigh with his fingertips - this gentle little back-and-forth that he probably thought was sensual. It felt like someone brushing lint off my leg.

But my clit was swelling anyway.

Greg had nothing to do with it. My clit was swelling because I was thinking about Derek. His mouth on my pussy. His tongue - wide and flat and wet - licking slow circles around my clit while his dark hands pinned my pale thighs open. The way he sucked my clit between his lips and held it there and flicked it with the tip of his tongue until I squirted on his face. The way he looked up at me from between my legs with his brown eyes and his mouth wet and shiny and said "you taste good, white girl" and went back down.

I was getting wet. Soaking wet. My pussy was responding to a man who wasn't in the room and ignoring the one who was.

Greg's hand moved between my thighs. I let my legs open an inch. His fingers found the wetness and he made a sound - this surprised little groan, almost grateful - because I was never this wet for him. I was never wet for him at all. He usually had to fumble around for five minutes while I stared at the ceiling before my body produced anything, and even then it was barely enough. But tonight I was dripping. Soaked. My lips were swollen and slick and his fingers slid between them without resistance.

He thought it was for him. He thought he'd done this - the arm around the waist, the whisper, the little hip grind. He thought his foreplay had worked. He had no idea that his wife's pussy was drenched because she was replaying another man's cock in her head while he touched her.

"God, babe," he breathed against my neck. "You're so wet."

I am. For him. Not for you.

His fingers slid along my slit. Up and down. Clumsy. Too light. Barely grazing my clit on the upstroke and missing it completely on the down. Derek found my clit in the dark in two seconds. Derek could make me cum with his thumb while his cock was inside me - this casual little circle on my clit while he fucked me, like it was nothing to him, like making me cum was an afterthought he handled with one hand while the rest of his body destroyed me. Greg was pawing at my pussy like he was looking for his keys in a dark room.

But it didn't matter. My body didn't need Greg to know what he was doing. My body was responding to the movie playing behind my closed eyes - Derek's cock stretching me open, Derek's hips slamming into mine, Derek's deep voice in my ear calling me a nasty white bitch. Every time Greg's fingers accidentally brushed my clit I clenched and my hips jerked and I pictured Derek's dark face between my thighs and the wetness got worse.

Greg shifted behind me. I felt him pull down his boxers - this pathetic little shimmy of his hips against my ass - and then his bare dick was against my skin. Soft. Still mostly limp. He pressed it between my cheeks and rocked. I could feel it - barely. This warm rubbery nothing sliding against my wet skin. He was rubbing himself along the crack of my ass trying to get hard. Grinding his soft little dick against me and grunting quietly into my hair like this was working. Like friction would fix what his body couldn't do on its own.

I could feel him changing. Slowly. His dick was thickening - not hard, not even close, but less soft. Going from completely limp to this halfhearted semi that was still smaller than my middle finger. It took two full minutes of grinding against my ass. Two minutes of him rubbing his sad pale dick between my cheeks, leaking his thin watery precum all over my skin, grunting and panting into my hair. Two minutes of work to achieve what Derek did by hearing footsteps in a hallway.

He was semi-hard now. Maybe. Generous estimate. He repositioned himself - scooting down on the mattress, angling his hips - and I felt the head of his dick nudge between my thighs from behind. Searching. Sliding along my wet slit - my slit that was wet for Derek, drenched for Derek, ready for Derek - and his little head poked between my lips and found my opening.

He pushed.

I felt almost nothing. This faint pressure. This slight nudge of something small and soft entering me - if I hadn't known he was trying to put it in I wouldn't have been sure he had. He slid inside me and I could barely tell the difference between his dick being in me and his fingers being in me. He was all the way in - I knew because his bony pelvis pressed against my ass - and I felt nothing. Full nothing. Empty. The same feeling as lying in bed alone.

Six hours ago Derek's cock had stretched me so wide I'd screamed. Six hours ago I'd been so full I felt it in my ribs. And now my husband was inside me and my pussy didn't even know he was there.
* * *
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"Fuck, babe. You're so fucking wet."

His voice. Thin. Breathy. This wispy little grunt against the back of my neck that made my skin crawl. Greg didn't talk during sex - not normally. He was usually silent except for the breathing and the occasional "that good?" that he'd mumble into the pillow. But tonight he was trying. Because I was wet. Because for the first time in months his wife's pussy was actually dripping when he touched it and he thought - he actually thought - it was because of him.

I wanted to laugh. I wanted to turn around and look him in the face and say I'm wet because I spent my afternoon getting fucked by a man who makes you look like a Ken doll with the smooth patch where a dick should be. I'm wet because his cock is still burned into my memory and my body can't tell the difference between remembering him and wanting him and I want him right now, Greg. I want him so bad my pussy is clenching around your little dick trying to find something to hold onto and coming up empty.

He started thrusting. If you could call it that. These shallow little pumps from behind - his bony hips tapping against my ass, his half-hard dick sliding in and out of me. In and out. Except half the time he slipped out completely. His dick would slide out on the backstroke - too short, too soft, no angle - and he'd fumble around between my thighs trying to find my opening again and push it back in with his fingers. Then three more strokes and it would slip out again. Push it back in. Two strokes. Slips out. Push it back in.

Derek never slipped out. Derek's cock was so thick there was nowhere for it to go - my lips sealed around his shaft and held on. My body fought to keep him inside me because that's what a real cock did. It stayed.

Greg's kept falling out of me because there wasn't enough of it to stay in. There was nothing to grip. The head of Derek's thick Black cock alone was thicker than Greg's whole dick. More cock in the first inch of that big dark shaft than my husband had in all four of his pale little inches.

Greg slipped out again. His little dick just - fell out. My pussy didn't clench. Didn't grab. Didn't do anything. It let him leave because it barely knew he was there in the first place.

He pushed it back in again. Grunted. His thin fingers gripped my hip - right on the bruise, right where Derek's dark fingers had dug in hard enough to leave purple marks - and I winced. He didn't notice. He was pumping into me with his eyes closed. I could feel his breath getting shorter against my neck. Faster. His little chest heaving against my back. Already winding up.

Thirty seconds. Maybe forty-five. That was Greg's window. From penetration to finish. I'd timed it once - not on purpose, I'd just glanced at the clock when he entered me and glanced again when he finished and it was under a minute. Fifty-two seconds. That was my husband's contribution to our sex life. Fifty-two seconds of a soft little dick barely inside me, slipping out every third stroke, while he breathed hard into my hair and gripped my hip and thought he was fucking me.

Derek fucked me for an hour today. An hour. Multiple positions. He made me cum so hard I squirted. He choked me and slapped me and bit me and called me a white bitch and I screamed his fake name into a motel pillow and he didn't stop. He didn't slow down. He didn't slip out. He fucked me until my legs didn't work and then he kept going. And now Greg was behind me doing his little thirty-second shuffle and I was lying here with my eyes closed pretending a different man was inside me.

"That good, babe?" he panted against my neck. His hips still doing their sad little pump. "Feel good?"

I moaned. Loud. Pushed my ass back into him. Arched my spine. Grabbed the pillow with one hand and squeezed it and let out this breathy "ohhhh God, yesss, babe" that sounded like a porn actress in a low-budget scene. I tilted my head back. Opened my mouth. Let my eyes flutter shut. Did the whole performance.

Eighteen years of practice. I could fake an orgasm in my sleep. I had faked orgasms in my sleep - half-conscious at two in the morning when Greg rolled over for one of his random attempts and I just wanted it over so I could go back to dreaming about being fucked properly. The moan, the hip push, the little gasp at the end, the "right there, babe" when there was no there, the squeeze on his arm when I pretended to cum. I had it choreographed down to the second. Same sounds. Same timing. Same script every time. And he fell for it every single time because he didn't know what a real orgasm looked like. He'd never seen one. He'd never given me one.

Derek didn't get a performance. Derek got the real thing - raw, loud, ugly. Screaming that cracked my voice. Moaning so loud the motel walls shook. Sounds I didn't even know I could make coming out of me while his Black cock hammered into my white pussy and I clawed at the sheets and squirted and sobbed and begged for more. I didn't fake a single sound for Derek. I couldn't have if I'd tried. My body took over and my brain shut off and what came out of my mouth was pure and honest and real. That's what a real cock did to me. That's what my husband would never hear.

"Yeah - yeah babe - just like that-" I moaned. Theatrical. Practiced. Dead inside.

Greg pumped faster. Three more strokes. His breath getting ragged.

His breathing hitched. Here it comes.

"Oh - oh babe - I'm - I'm gonna-"

"Mhm - yes babe - cum for me-" I moaned it on cue. Breathy. Practiced. Pushed my ass back against him. "Ohhh - ohhhh God-"

He pushed in - all the way, which wasn't far - and his hips stuttered against my ass. Three little jerks. His fingers tightened on my hip. His mouth pressed against my shoulder - the same shoulder where Derek's bite mark was hiding under concealer - and he made this sound. This thin reedy moan that came out through his nose.

"Unh - unh - babe-"

"Yes - yes - give it to me, baby-"

I was performing right to the end. Moaning into the pillow. Squeezing the sheets. Doing the little hip grind that I knew made him think I was cumming too. I even threw in a gasp - this sharp inhale through my teeth that I'd been using since year two of our marriage. Greg loved that gasp. He thought it meant I was close. It meant I wanted this to be over.

His hips jerked one last time. His whole body stiffened against my back. He let out this thin wheezy groan - "ohhhh" - through his nose and his fingers dug into my hip and that was it.

The cum. If you could call it cum.

I felt it. Barely. This faint warmth inside me - thin, watery, barely there. His dick pulsed once. Twice. These weak little twitches that I wouldn't have felt at all if I hadn't been lying perfectly still. His cum leaked out of him. Dripped. This apologetic little trickle that seeped out of his soft dick and disappeared inside me.

Disappeared into what was already there.

Because Derek's cum was still inside me. From this afternoon. Thick and heavy and deep - sitting in places Greg's little dick couldn't reach with a running start. I'd showered twice and it was still there. I could still feel traces of it - this dense warmth way up inside me where Derek's Black cock had pumped load after load into his married white slut six hours ago. Greg's thin watery dribble had just leaked out of his limp little dick and trickled down to meet it. His pathetic teaspoon of nothing mixing with Derek's thick heavy cum inside his own wife. Greg didn't know it. He'd never know it. But right now, in the dark, in our bed, his cum and another man's cum were sitting inside me together and the only reason I could feel anything at all was because of Derek.

His dick shrank. Immediate. From barely-there to nothing - and it slipped out on its own. He didn't pull out. It just fell out. His limp little thing sliding out of me and retreating between his legs.

"Mmmm," I moaned. Soft. Final. The closing note of the performance. I even reached back and squeezed his thigh. "Mmm, babe."

He rolled off me. Onto his back. Panting. His narrow chest rising and falling. His pale belly going up and down in the dark. He was winded. From thirty seconds of spooning sex with a half-hard dick. Winded.

"You were amazing, babe," he said. Still catching his breath. He reached over and rubbed my arm. This gentle little stroke with his thin fingers. "That was really good."

"You too, honey."
* * *
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His tongue was inside me and my knuckles were white on the steering wheel.

Deserted parking lot behind a Marshalls that had closed down six months ago. Three in the afternoon. Saturday. The sky was gray and the cold was biting through the windows and my Lexus was parked in the far corner behind the dumpsters where nobody could see and the windows were fogging from the inside because Derek's mouth was between my legs and I was breathing so hard the windshield was dripping.

He was in the passenger seat - reclined all the way back. I was sideways, my back against the driver's door, my left leg thrown over his shoulder, my right foot braced against the dashboard. My skirt was bunched around my waist. My panties were hanging off my left ankle. His dark head was buried between my pale thighs and his hands were gripping my hips and his tongue was doing things to me that Greg couldn't do with a manual and a YouTube tutorial.

"Ohh - oh fuck - right there - right there-"

His tongue dragged flat and slow up my slit. From my opening to my clit. One long wet stroke that made my thighs shake and my ass lift off the leather seat. He did it again. And again. Slow. Lazy. Taking his time like we were in a bed and not crammed into the front seat of an SUV in a dead parking lot on a Saturday.

"Mmmnnh - fuck - eat that white pussy - oh God-"

I grabbed the back of his head and pushed his face deeper into me.

"Yeah - yeah - eat it - oh my God - your tongue feels so good, you nigga-"

You nigga. Like I was pointing at someone in a lineup. Like I was filing a report. It came out wrong every time - too hard, too white, too much like a woman who'd only ever heard the word on TV and was trying it on for size in a parking lot with a man's face between her legs. But I kept saying it because it made my clit throb every time the word left my lips and it made him groan against my pussy and I was too far gone to care how stupid I sounded.

He sucked my clit between his lips. Held it there. His tongue flicked against it - fast, light, precise - and my hand flew off the steering wheel and grabbed the back of his head. His hair was short and coarse under my fingers. His scalp was warm. I pushed his face harder into my pussy and he groaned against me and the vibration shot through my clit and up my spine.

My wedding ring was on the steering wheel. My left hand gripping the leather at ten o'clock, the diamond catching the pale afternoon light through the foggy windshield. A married woman's hand on a steering wheel while an unmarried man ate her pussy in a parking lot. I could see it - my pale fingers, the thin gold band, the little diamond Greg had saved up for - and below it, between my spread thighs, Derek's dark face pressed against my white pussy. His brown skin against my pale inner thighs. His dark lips wrapped around my pink clit. The contrast was filthy and beautiful and I couldn't look away from it.

He slid two fingers inside me. Thick. Dark. Curving upward and finding that spot - the one Greg didn't know existed, the one Derek had found the first time like it had a GPS pin on it. His fingers pressed into it and stroked and his tongue kept working my clit and my back arched against the car door and the seat belt buckle dug into my shoulder blade and I didn't care.

"Oh God - oh God - I'm close - I'm already - fuck-"

I was always fast with him. Always. With Greg it took twenty minutes of closing my eyes and pretending - and even then I usually faked it. With Derek it took three minutes. Sometimes two. My body responded to him like it had been waiting for him my whole life. His tongue touched my clit and my pussy clenched. His fingers pushed inside me and I was already there. My body didn't need convincing. It didn't need foreplay or mood lighting or the right playlist. It just needed him.

His fingers curled. His tongue pressed flat against my clit and held it. This steady pressure that built and built and I was gripping the steering wheel with one hand and the back of his head with the other and my thighs were clamping around his face and my hips were grinding against his mouth.

"Unh - unh - fuck - don't stop - you nigga don't you dare stop - I'm cumming - I'm - FUCK-"

It hit me fast and hard. My pussy clenched around his fingers - tight, rhythmic pulses that squeezed him - and my clit throbbed against his tongue and I came with my back arched against the driver's door and my legs shaking and my mouth open and a moan that fogged the window next to my head. My hips bucked against his face. My hand pushed his head into me. I could feel my wetness flooding his mouth, running down his chin, soaking into his beard. I came hard and sloppy and loud in the front seat of my Lexus in broad daylight.

He kept going. Licking me through it. Slower now. Gentle. His tongue making soft circles on my swollen clit while the aftershocks rolled through me and my thighs twitched against his cheeks. His fingers still inside me - not moving, just there, letting me clench around them.

"Mmmm - mmm - oh my God-"

My body went slack. My leg slid off his shoulder. My hand fell off his head and dropped onto the center console. I was panting. Sweating. My hair was stuck to my forehead and my skirt was around my waist and my panties were dangling off my ankle and I was a mess. A wet, cum-soaked, panting mess in the front seat of a car that still smelled like the vanilla air freshener I'd hung from the rearview mirror.

Derek sat up. Wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. His chin was wet. His beard was shiny. My cum was on his lips and he licked it off and pulled out his phone.

He checked a text. Typed something back. One-handed. Casual. Like he hadn't just made a married woman cum in a parking lot thirty seconds ago.

"Aight," he said. Pocketing his phone. Already reaching for the door handle. "I gotta dip. Got a thing tonight."
* * *
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My stomach dropped.

"A thing?"

"Yeah." He didn't look at me. He was adjusting his jeans - his cock was still thick against his thigh, semi-hard from eating me out, the outline pressing against the denim. He hadn't even gotten off and he was already leaving. "Got a date."

A date.

The word sat in my chest and burned. A date. He had a date. Of course he had a date. He was twenty-four and tall and Black and beautiful and built and he could have anyone he wanted. He probably had five women on rotation. Ten. I was probably Tuesday-Thursday and some other woman was the weekends and some other one was Monday and he cycled through us like laundry.

"With who?" I said it before I could stop myself. My voice came out tight. Possessive. Wifely. The exact tone I used on Greg when he came home late from a work dinner and I wanted to know who he'd been sitting next to.

Derek looked at me. Amused. This little half-smile that said I know what you're doing.

"You jealous, Kate?"

"No."

"Sound jealous."

"I'm not jealous. I'm married. I can't be jealous."

"And yet." He grinned. Popped the door handle.

A date. He was going on a date. With a woman. Some woman who wasn't me. Some woman who was probably twenty-two. Twenty-three. His age. Tight little body. Perky tits. Flat stomach. No stretch marks or crow's feet or eighteen years of marriage and gravity and wine and stress weighing her down. Some young thing who could fuck him without scheduling around a husband and a nail salon alibi and a go-bag full of concealer and baby wipes.

I pictured her. I didn't want to but I did. Dark skin. Pretty face. Long braids or a silk press or whatever girls his age wore. Wearing something tight. Something I couldn't wear anymore - not because of my body, my body was fine, my body was thick in the right places and Derek had told me a hundred times - but because I was forty-one and married and there were places I couldn't go and things I couldn't wear without getting looks. She could wear a bodycon dress to a club. I wore cardigans to Whole Foods.

She'd fuck him tonight. In a real bed. In his apartment probably - the one I'd never been to because we only met in motels and parking lots because I couldn't risk being seen. She'd be in his bed. His sheets. She'd lie there afterward and he'd probably stay. He wouldn't check his phone or slap her ass and walk out and say "I'll hit you up." Because she wasn't a secret. She was a date. A real one.

The jealousy was irrational and I knew it. I was married. I had a husband at home. I had no right to feel anything about what Derek did when he wasn't with me. He wasn't mine. He was a guy I fucked in a motel under a fake name. We didn't have dinner. We didn't talk about our days. We didn't hold hands. I spread my legs and he fucked me and he left and that was the arrangement and I had no claim on him.

But my chest was burning and my jaw was tight and I wanted to claw this woman's eyes out without ever seeing her face.

"Don't go," I said.

He stopped. Hand on the door. Looked at me sideways.

"Kate. I got plans."

"Stay." I shifted in my seat. My skirt was still around my waist. My panties still hanging off my ankle. I reached across the center console and put my hand on his thigh. High. Close to his cock. I could feel the heat of him through the denim. The thickness. Still semi-hard. Still right there. "Five more minutes."

"I'm already late."

"So be later."

My hand slid up. Found the outline of his cock against his left thigh. I traced it through the jeans - the length of it, the thickness, the fat head pressing against the denim. He exhaled through his nose. His jaw tightened. He didn't move my hand.

"Let me take care of you first," I said. My fingers found his zipper. I pulled it down slow. "You made me cum. Let me return the favor."

"Kate-"

"Please." I slid my hand inside his jeans. Through the opening in his boxers. My fingers wrapped around his shaft - warm, thick, pulsing, already swelling in my grip. I stroked him once. Slow. He was getting harder. "Let me suck your cock before you go. Please, daddy."

He leaned back in the seat. His eyes closed. His head tilted back against the headrest. His cock thickened in my hand - this slow heavy swelling that I felt against my palm, the veins rising under his skin, the head pushing past my fingers.

"You somethin' else, Kate," he said. Low. Almost laughing. "Married-ass woman beggin' to suck my dick in a parking lot."

"Is that a yes?"

He didn't answer. He reached down and pushed his jeans lower on his hips. His cock sprang free - thick and dark and hardening, the head fat and shiny, already leaking a bead of precum that caught the afternoon light. He spread his legs wider in the passenger seat.

That was a yes.
* * *
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I leaned across the center console. The gear shift dug into my ribs and my seatbelt caught on my shoulder and I didn't care. I wrapped both hands around his shaft and felt his heartbeat through the skin. This slow heavy pulse against my palms.

I kissed the tip. Soft. My lips pressing against the fat dark head. Pink on black. I pulled back and looked at it - my pale fingers, my wedding ring, his thick dark shaft.

"You like that?" I said. Looking up at him through my lashes. "You like it when I put my pink lips on your big Black cock?"

He groaned. Low. His head dropping back against the headrest. His hand found the back of my head - heavy, warm, fingers spread across my skull.

"Mmhm," he said. "Keep going."

"You like this married white mouth on your dick, daddy?" I licked the head. Slow circle with my tongue. Tasted his precum - salty, thick. "You like it when I wrap my white lips around this big nigga dick?"

The word. Again. Too hard. Too white. I said "nigga" the way other women said "quinoa" - careful, deliberate, like I was making sure I was pronouncing it right. But his cock twitched in my hands when I said it and his fingers tightened in my hair and that was enough.

I opened my mouth. Took him in. My jaw stretched wide - so wide it ached immediately. The head pushed past my lips and filled my mouth and I tasted him - salt and skin and musk. My lips sealed around his shaft and I slid down. One inch. Two. Three. My tongue pressed flat against the underside. My hands gripping what my mouth couldn't reach.

"Mmmnnh - glk-"

I gagged. His cock hit the back of my throat and my eyes watered and spit flooded my mouth and I pulled back - a thick strand of drool stretched from my lip to his head and broke and landed on his thigh. I wiped my chin. Went back down.

"Mmmm - fuck - your Black cock tastes so good-" I said it between sucks. My lips sliding off him, words coming out sloppy and wet, then taking him back in. "My husband's little white dick - mmph - could never fill my mouth like this - glk - I could fit three of him in here-"

He groaned again. His hips shifted on the seat. His hand pushed my head down - firmer now. I let him. I relaxed my throat and let his cock push deeper. Past my tongue. Past the back of my mouth. Into my throat. My nose pressed against his pelvis - dark skin, coarse hair, the smell of him thick and heavy.

I held it. My eyes streaming. Spit pouring out of my mouth around his shaft and running down to his balls. My throat convulsing around his cock. I couldn't breathe and I didn't want to.

"Fuck," he said. Quiet. His stomach tensing. "Fuck, Kate."

I pulled off. Gasping. My face was a mess - tears, spit, smeared lipstick, mascara starting to run. I stroked him fast with both hands, my spit making everything slick, my wedding ring clicking against the veins of his shaft.

"You like that, daddy?" Greg got "babe" in a voice I used for the dog. This guy got "daddy" with spit on my chin and his cock in my fists. My pussy was dripping through my skirt and soaking into the driver's seat.

"You like it when your married white slut deepthroats your big Black cock in a parking lot? Hm?" I licked up his shaft. Base to tip. My tongue flat against the dark skin. "My husband could never - mmm - he could never make me gag - he could never reach the back of my throat - his little dick barely reaches my tongue-"

"Shit - aight - get back on it-"

I took him back in. Both hands on his shaft. My mouth working the top half - fast, wet, sloppy. My tongue swirling around the head on every upstroke. The sounds filled the car - this rhythmic slurping and gagging and wet choking that was louder than the traffic on the road. The windows were fogged. The whole car smelled like spit and cock and pussy and sweat.

His thighs were tensing. His hand gripping my hair tighter. His breathing coming in short hard bursts through his nose. He was close. I could feel it - his cock swelling thicker in my mouth, the head pulsing against my tongue, his hips rocking up off the seat in these involuntary little thrusts.

I sucked harder. Faster. My cheeks hollowed. My hands twisting on his shaft. I wanted it. I wanted to taste it.
* * *
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Then he took over.

His hand grabbed the back of my head and shoved me down. Hard. My mouth slammed to the base of his cock and my nose crushed against his pelvis and my throat bulged around his shaft and I gagged - this loud wet GLUGHK that echoed through the car. He pulled me up by my hair and slammed me back down. Again. Again. Fucking my mouth. Using my head like a toy. His dark fingers tangled in my blonde hair, yanking me up and shoving me down, his hips thrusting up off the seat to meet my face on every downstroke.

"Nnngh - nnngh - nnngh-"

The sounds coming out of me weren't human. Wet choking gurgles that came from somewhere deep in my chest. My throat stretching around his thick cock on every thrust - I could feel it bulging, my neck expanding around him, this obscene swelling under my jaw that I could feel with my own hand when I grabbed my throat. His cock was in my throat and I could feel the shape of it through my skin from the outside.

GLUGHK - GLUGHK - GLUGHK-

Spit was everywhere. Pouring out of my mouth in thick ropes. Running down his shaft, down his balls, pooling on the leather seat between his thighs. My chin was dripping. My lips were swollen and numb. My jaw ached so bad my teeth scraped against his shaft on every stroke and I didn't care. I didn't ask him to stop. I didn't tap out. I held onto his thighs - my pale fingers digging into his dark jeans - and let him fuck my face.

This was why I crawled back every Tuesday and Thursday. Just his hand on my head forcing his cock down my throat until my face was a mess of snot and tears and spit and I couldn't breathe and I didn't want to. Greg held my hand during sex. Derek held my skull and fucked my throat until I gagged.

"Nnngh - glk - nnngh - mmmnnh-"

Snot was leaking from my nose now. Mixing with the tears and the spit and the drool. My face was a disaster - mascara streaks down both cheeks, lipstick smeared across my chin, a thick strand of saliva hanging from my lower lip to his shaft that swung every time he yanked my head up. I was a mess. A wet, gagging, choking mess who'd let a man use her face as a fuckhole in a parking lot.

His hips were slamming up now. Fast. Rough. His balls slapping against my chin - heavy, full, swinging up with every thrust. The car was rocking. The suspension creaking. His breathing was ragged - these short hard grunts through clenched teeth, his stomach flexed tight, every muscle in his thighs rigid against my hands.

"Fuck - fuck - FUCK-"

I felt his cock swell. Thicker. The head pulsing fat against the back of my throat. His shaft hardening to iron in my mouth. His balls pulling up tight - I could feel them lifting against my chin, drawing up, tightening. Everything in his body was coiling. Getting ready.

I held on. My fingers gripping his thighs. My mouth full. My throat stretched. My nose running. My eyes streaming. I held on and waited for it.
* * *
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The first shot hit the back of my throat while snot was still running out of my nose.

"FUCK-"

Hot. Thick. A rope of cum that exploded against my tonsils and I sputtered - cum and spit and snot spraying out of my mouth around his cock - and he grabbed my hair and pulled me off him. His cock popped free from my lips trailing thick strings of spit and cum and he was still cumming - the second shot hit my face. Right across my cheek. A thick white rope on my pale skin that streaked from my jaw to my eyebrow. I flinched and opened my mouth and the third shot hit my tongue and my upper lip and dripped off my chin.

"Mmmm-" I moaned. My mouth open. His cum on my face. Warm and thick and dripping. He was stroking himself - his dark hand pumping his cock fast, aiming at my face - and another shot hit my forehead and ran down the bridge of my nose. Another hit my lips. I stuck my tongue out - white cum on a pink tongue - and tried to catch it. It landed on my cheek instead. On my eyelid. In my hair.

He grabbed my hair. Yanked my head back. Slapped my face.

Hard. His dark palm cracking against my cum-covered white cheek. The sting shot through my skull and I whimpered - this high thin sound that came from somewhere I didn't recognize - and my pussy clenched so hard my hips bucked off the seat.

I was panting. Mouth open. Tongue out. His cum dripping off my chin in thick strings. I looked up at him through wet lashes - this wrecked, gasping, cum-covered white woman looking up at a Black man with her tongue hanging out and her face stinging and her pussy throbbing. I was panting. Actually panting. Short fast breaths through my open mouth. Tongue out. Waiting. Like I was presenting myself. Like I was offering my face for the next one.

Greg had never slapped me. Not once. Eighteen years and he'd never so much as raised his hand during sex. He was gentle. Careful. He asked permission before he changed positions. He whispered "is this okay?" while his limp little dick was barely inside me. And here I was - in a parking lot, in broad daylight, with cum running down my face - begging a twenty-four-year-old Black man to slap me harder.

He slapped me again. Other cheek. His dark hand whipping across my pale skin and cum splattered sideways from the impact - off my face onto the driver's window. A wet streak of white on the tinted glass. I moaned. Loud. My mouth still open. Tongue still out. Cum dripping off my chin onto my chest, soaking into my blouse.

"More," I panted. "Mmm - more - please-"

Again. Same cheek. Harder. My head snapped sideways and my eyes rolled back and a sound came out of me that was half moan half sob. My cheek was burning. Both cheeks. Red and stinging under the wet layer of his cum. Every slap sent a jolt straight from my face to my pussy. Every sting made me wetter. I could feel it - my thighs slick, my skirt soaked through, my pussy clenching around nothing while he hit me and I loved it.

I'd never let anyone hit me before him. Never wanted it. Never thought about it. I was a woman who filed complaints when a barista was rude. I called the police when the neighbor's music was too loud. And now a man was slapping cum off my face and I was moaning "more" with my tongue out and my pussy dripping and I meant it with every nerve in my body.

"Nasty white bitch," he growled. He slapped me again - lighter this time, more tap than slap, a wet smack that spread the cum across my cheek - and shoved his cock back into my mouth. I took it. Sloppy. Desperate. Cum and spit and snot mixing in my mouth as I slobbered on his softening cock. I could taste everything - his cum thick and salty on my tongue, my own snot, the tears that had run into the corners of my mouth. My face was destroyed. I could feel it - the wet heaviness of his load sitting on my skin, dripping down my cheeks, running into my ears, cooling in my hair.

I swallowed what was in my mouth. Opened wide. Showed him - tongue out, mouth empty. Then I coughed. This wet hacking cough that sent a spray of spit and cum mist into the air between us. I sputtered. Wiped my nose with the back of my hand and it came away wet with snot and cum. My eyes were red and streaming and my mascara was gone - not smeared, gone, washed off by the tears and the spit and the cum until my face was bare and raw and covered in his load.

I licked his shaft. Slow. Cleaning him. My tongue dragging up the dark skin, collecting the cum and the spit, swallowing it. I kissed the head. Soft. Then his balls - warm, heavy, loose now, the skin dark and wrinkled. I pressed my face against his crotch and breathed him in.

Musk. Sweat. Cum. Skin. This dark heavy scent that lived in the crease between his thigh and his balls - concentrated, male, overwhelming. I buried my nose in it. Pressed my pale face against his warm dark skin and just breathed. Eyes closed. Body still. His cum still wet on my face - thick, heavy, dripping off my jaw onto the center console. I breathed him in and my whole body hummed.

I was addicted. I knew it now. I'd known it for weeks but I'd been pretending it was just sex, just physical, just scratching an itch. It wasn't. I was addicted to his scent. To the taste of his Black cock on my tongue. To the feel of his dark skin against my white face. To the weight of his balls on my lips and the musk in his pubic hair and the way his sweat tasted different from any man I'd ever been near. Heavier. Darker. Richer. Greg smelled like drugstore body wash and stale coffee. Derek smelled like a man. Like something my body recognized on a level my brain couldn't override.

"Mmmmm," I whispered against his skin. My lips moving against his balls. Kissing them. Slow. Soft. My tongue tracing along the dark wrinkled skin. I couldn't stop. A forty-one-year-old married white woman nuzzling a Black man's crotch in the passenger seat of her Lexus with his cum on her face. Eighteen years of Greg had left me starving and I hadn't even known it until this man spread my legs in a motel room three weeks ago and fed me something real for the first time.

I could never go back. I knew that now. My body had tasted something it wasn't supposed to taste and now everything else was cardboard. Greg was cardboard. And this - Derek's thick dark cock resting against my cheek, his musk filling my lungs, his cum wet and heavy on my skin - this was real. This was what my body wanted. What it had always wanted.

My ears were ringing. This high steady tone that sat behind everything - from the gagging or the slapping or the blood rushing to my head. The ringing and the musk and the warmth of his dark skin against my white face.

He collapsed back into the seat. His chest heaving. His hand fell off my head and landed on his thigh. His cock was soft against my cheek - warm and heavy and still wet.

I didn't move. I stayed there. Face buried in his crotch. Breathing him in. Cum on my face. Snot on my lip. Tears in my lashes. Ears ringing. Addicted.

He pushed me off. Gentle. Tucked himself back into his boxers. Zipped up. Checked his phone.

"Aight. You made me late." He opened the door. Swung his legs out. Looked back at me - my wrecked face, my smeared everything, his cum dripping off my chin. "You wild, Kate."

The door shut. His Charger started three spots over. Bass thumped once. He pulled out of the lot and he was gone. To his date.

I sat in my Lexus. Alone.

The car reeked. Sex and spit and cum and sweat and musk. The vanilla air freshener was a memory. The windows were fogged white. The leather seats were wet - spit stains on the passenger side, a dark damp patch under my skirt on the driver's side. The center console was streaked with drool and cum. This was my Lexus. My clean, white, waxed-every-two-weeks Lexus that I drove to Whole Foods and book club and brunch. It smelled like a motel room now. It smelled like us.

I flipped the visor mirror down. The little light clicked on.

I stared.

My face. My face covered in a Black man's cum. Thick white streaks across both cheeks. A rope across my forehead that ran down the bridge of my nose. Cum on my eyelid - my left eye was half-glued shut. Cum on my lips - my lipstick was gone, just swollen pink skin covered in white. Cum in my eyebrow. Cum in my hairline. A thick glob on my chin that was hanging by a thread, about to drop onto my blouse.

My mascara was gone. Washed away. My foundation was gone - wiped off by his cock and his hands and the tears and the spit. My bare face. Forty-one years old. Crow's feet at the corners of my eyes. Faint lines around my mouth. Flushed red cheeks under the cum. Blue eyes bloodshot and wet. Blonde hair matted and stuck to one side of my face.

I looked like a screenshot from a porn site. I looked like those thumbnails I'd scrolled past late at night on my phone in the bathroom - the ones with the white woman and the Black man and the messy face and the caption that said something about married wives and BBC. I was that woman now. I was the thumbnail. Lauren Hadley. HOA chair. Church bake sale organizer. Brunch at Café Lune on Sundays. And I was sitting in my Lexus with a twenty-four-year-old Black man's cum dripping off my face looking like the filthiest whore on the internet.

I should've been horrified. I should've grabbed the baby wipes and scrubbed it off and cried and sworn I'd never do this again.

Instead I stared at myself in the little visor mirror with the little light on and I felt my pussy clench. I looked good like this. I looked better than I had in years. Wrecked and used and filthy and covered in cum. And I looked better than Greg had ever made me feel.

I let the glob fall off my chin. It landed on my blouse. I didn't wipe it.
* * *
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        My name is Diane. I'm thirty-eight years old, a hundred and eighty-two pounds, and my husband Keith has not really looked at me in longer than I can remember.
I ordered a bikini online to get his attention. They sent the wrong thing, a white G-string one-piece that barely covered anything. I should have sent it back. I put it on instead, walked downstairs, and stood in front of my husband wearing a piece of string. He glanced up for half a second. "Looks nice." Then he went back to his spreadsheet.
Then I heard the bass from next door. Deep voices. Three young men renting the house for the weekend. I told Keith I was going over to ask them to turn it down. He said "yeah sure babe" without looking up.
So I made a pitcher of lemonade. I took off my robe. And I walked through the fence gate in nothing but the G-string and my wedding ring.
They looked at me. All three of them. They looked at me the way Keith used to, before the promotion and the laptop and the excuses. Like I was worth stopping for.
I should have gone home. I should have tightened my robe and been a good wife.
I didn't go home. 
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	    About the Author

        
            Hey there, I'm Sally, the fiery mind behind some of the hottest and most taboo erotica in the realm of interracial cuckold and hotwife fantasies. But my journey into the world of tantalizing tales began long before I ever put pen to paper. With my own experiences as a hotwife fueling my creativity, I embarked on a mission to share my passion with the world through these scintillatingly taboo stories!
My stories are more than just fantasies—they're a reflection of my own journey, a celebration of the unapologetic pursuit of pleasure and the thrill of breaking free from societal norms. From steamy encounters between hot black men and eager white wives to the intoxicating world of cuckoldry and submission, my words are a portal into an interracial universe where inhibitions are left at the door and desires run wild.
But my writing isn't just about titillation—it's about exploration, empowerment, and the unapologetic embrace of one's deepest desires. With each story I pen, I invite readers to step into a world where passion knows no bounds and taboos are meant to be shattered.
So, if you're ready to embark on a journey into the realms of interracial erotica and BNWO fantasies, then come along for the ride. With me as your guide, you'll discover a world where pleasure reigns supreme and inhibitions are nothing more than a distant memory.
Welcome to my world. Let's make some magic together.
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	    About the Publisher

        
            Black Passion Publications specializes in delivering the highest quality interracial erotica series. Our stories delve into the thrilling world of interracial passion, exploring the depths of desire and the allure of forbidden love. With expertly crafted tales that ignite the senses and captivate the imagination, each book promises an unforgettable journey into the realms of passion and pleasure. Experience the ultimate in interracial erotica with Black Passion Publications!
Disclaimer: The content within these stories explores taboo and erotic relationships between black men and white women. It may contain themes and scenes that some readers may find offensive or controversial. Reader discretion is advised. These stories are intended for mature audiences who are comfortable with exploring themes of interracial passion and desire. If such content is not suitable or may cause discomfort, we recommend seeking alternative reading material
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