
        
            
                
            
        

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

Sally P


Copyright © 2026 Sally P

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents involved either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

This story is also meant for sale to adult audiences only. It contains sexually explicit scenes and language which may be considered offensive. All characters in this work are eighteen (18) years of age or older and engage in consensual sexual intercourse.

This story also involves heavy use of taboo erotic roleplay language that is respectfully used in context to the sexual relationship portrayed in this story. Neither the author nor the platform this story is published on subscribe to such language outside of roleplaying scenarios. Please respect the creative freedom that the author chooses to employ in this particular featured work.

COVER PHOTO BY SALLY P



Contents

Title Page

Copyright

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

CHAPTER 22

CHAPTER 23

CHAPTER 24

CHAPTER 25

CHAPTER 26

CHAPTER 27

CHAPTER 28

CHAPTER 29

CHAPTER 30

CHAPTER 31

CHAPTER 32

CHAPTER 33

CHAPTER 34

CHAPTER 35

CHAPTER 36

CHAPTER 37

CHAPTER 38

CHAPTER 39

CHAPTER 40

CHAPTER 41

CHAPTER 42

CHAPTER 43

CHAPTER 44

CHAPTER 45

CHAPTER 46

CHAPTER 47

CHAPTER 48

CHAPTER 49

CHAPTER 50

CHAPTER 51

CHAPTER 52

CHAPTER 53

THE END


CHAPTER 1

The package was on the doorstep when she opened the front door to grab the Sunday paper for Brad.

Small. Brown. Amazon smile on the side. She'd ordered it three days ago at eleven at night in bed while Brad snored next to her — scrolling through sports bras on her phone with the brightness turned down, adding things to her cart and deleting them and adding them again. She'd spent forty-five minutes picking out a sports bra. Forty-five minutes. For Brad. Everything was for Brad. The dieting was for Brad. The jogging was for Brad. The sports bra was for Brad. One last attempt to make her husband look at her the way men used to look at her before she married one who stopped.

Men used to look at me. That was the thing she kept coming back to at night while Brad snored. Men used to stare at me. In college they'd watch me cross a room. At parties they'd be standing next to me finding excuses to stay close. I'd bend over to pick up a drink and feel every guy in the room staring at my ass. Men used to get hard around me. I could see it — the shift in their jeans, the way they'd adjust themselves, the way they'd cross their legs. I made men hard by walking into a room.

Now I can't make my own husband hard in our own bed. Three months since the last time he'd tried. Three months. And that time — God, that time. His limp little dick in my hand while I stroked it and squeezed it and begged it to cooperate. Ten minutes of me working on him while he stared at the ceiling and apologized. "Sorry babe. It's the stress. Work's been crazy." It's not the stress. It's not the beer. It's me. He can't get hard because he doesn't want to. Because I gained weight and my thighs are thick and my stomach is soft and he'd rather read the sports section than fuck his own wife.

Our bedroom is cold. Has been for years. I sleep on my side. He sleeps on his. The gap between us in the king bed is a foot wide and neither of us crosses it. I can't remember the last time he reached for me in the dark. Can't remember the last time I felt his hand on my hip or his breath on my neck. He doesn't even remember I'm a woman anymore. I'm just the person who cooks.

She brought the package inside. Left the newspaper on the kitchen counter for Brad — he'd find it when he woke up, which would be in twenty minutes, and he'd sit in his recliner and read it cover to cover without looking up for an hour. Sunday routine. Ten years of Sunday routine.

She took the package to the bathroom. Locked the door. Tore it open.

The sports bra was black. Strappy. The one with the criss-cross back and the low neckline that she'd seen on Instagram models and thought I could never. The shorts were worse — tiny. Black. Barely there. The ones that sat high on the hip and cut across the bottom of the ass cheek and showed everything.

She held them up. Looked at them. Looked at herself in the mirror.

Chloe Perkins. Thirty-five. Five-four. A hundred and sixty-eight pounds — up from a hundred and thirty-two on her wedding day. Ten years and thirty-six pounds. She saw it every morning in this mirror and every morning it looked worse.

Her stomach was soft. Round. Not flat — hadn't been flat since her twenties. It pushed out over the waistband of her pajama pants and sat there, this pale mound of flesh that Brad's eyes always drifted to when she got undressed. He never said "you're fat." He never said it like that. He said "have you tried that intermittent fasting thing Sarah's doing?" He said "you used to love spin class, what happened?" He said "I read that metabolism slows down after thirty, might be worth looking into." He said everything except the word fat and she heard it every single time.

Her hips had spread. Wide. Her pajama pants were tight across them — she'd gone up two sizes since the wedding and she was running out of sizes to go up to. Her thighs were thick. Pressed together at the top where they rubbed when she walked — she'd chafed so bad last summer she'd bought cream for it and Brad had seen the tube on the bathroom counter and said "oh, is that for the — yeah, I heard walking more helps with that."

Walking more helps. Like the thickness of her thighs was a problem to be solved.

And her ass. God, her ass. It was big. Round. The weight had gone there first and stayed longest. It filled her jeans. It stretched her leggings. It jiggled when she walked down the stairs and she could feel it moving behind her with every step. She'd caught Brad looking at it once — not with desire. With that flat expression he got when something wasn't right.

But.

She pulled off her pajama pants. Pulled off her old t-shirt. Stood in the bathroom in her underwear and looked. Really looked.

---


CHAPTER 2

Her tits were full. Heavy. They'd grown with the weight — bigger than they'd been at the wedding. Spilling over her bra. Her nipples were pink and her skin was pale and they sat on her chest round and soft and she'd never had tits like this in her twenties. She'd been a B-cup on her wedding day. She was pushing a DD now.

Look at these. She cupped them. Lifted them in her hands. Felt the weight. They were heavy. Warm. They filled her palms and spilled over. Brad hasn't touched these in months. Hasn't squeezed them. Hasn't put his mouth on them. I've got tits like THIS and my husband acts like they're not there. These tits are wasted on that man. Completely wasted.

Her ass in the mirror. She turned sideways. It was big — yes. But it was round. Lifted. It sat out behind her with this shelf that her twenty-five-year-old self hadn't had. Her twenty-five-year-old ass had been flat. Tight. Disappeared in jeans. This ass didn't disappear in anything.

She slapped it. Watched it jiggle. Watched the ripple travel through her pale cheek and settle. That's a nice ass. I don't care what Brad thinks. That's a nice fucking ass. She turned more. Looked over her shoulder at it. Arched her back — the way she'd seen women pose on Instagram. Her ass pushed out. Round. Full. The pale skin smooth except for the faint stretch marks on the outer curve. Men would kill for this ass. Men would stop their cars for this ass. My husband won't look up from his newspaper for it but that's his problem. That's always been his problem.

Her thighs. Thick. Soft on the inside, firmer on the outside. They pressed together at the top and they curved and they were pale and smooth. She ran her hands down them. Felt the softness. The warmth. A man should be between these thighs every night. The right man would be. She'd been calling them fat for three years because that's what Brad called them without calling them that. But standing here now, naked, looking at herself — really looking — they weren't fat. They were thick. Full. The thighs of a woman who'd lived in her body for thirty-five years and filled it out.

I look good. She put her hands on her hips. Stood up straight. Looked herself dead in the eye in the mirror. I look fucking good. My husband's a blind idiot and I look good.

She picked up the sports bra. Pulled it on. It was tight — her tits pushed together, the neckline cutting low enough to show the top inch of her cleavage. The straps crossed her back and pulled everything in and up and her tits looked huge. Obscene. The kind of tits that moved when she breathed.

The shorts. She pulled them on. Tugged them up over her thighs — they caught on the thickness, she had to shimmy them up, hopping on one foot in the bathroom — and they settled on her hips.

She looked at herself in the mirror.

The first thing she saw was the spillage. Her stomach. The soft roll of flesh above the waistband that pooched over the elastic and sat there. She sucked it in. It went away. She let it out. It came back. That was her stomach now. The waistband cut into the soft flesh on her sides — her love handles, Brad's word for them, he thought it was cute and it wasn't — and the skin puffed out above the elastic.

Her tits were spilling out of the sports bra. Not just at the neckline — at the sides. The armholes were too small for her and the flesh squeezed out in these soft pale crescents on either side of the bra. She adjusted the straps. Pulled the fabric up. It didn't help. There was too much of her for this bra. She'd ordered a large and she needed an extra large and she'd known that when she ordered it and she'd ordered the large anyway because ordering an extra large felt like admitting something she wasn't ready to admit.

Her ass. She turned. Half her cheeks were hanging out of the shorts. The fabric had ridden up into the crease underneath and her pale round cheeks were just — out. Exposed. Dimpled at the sides. Stretch marks on the outer curve — faint, silvery, the ones that showed in direct light. Her thighs pressed together below them. Thick. Soft. Rubbing.

She looked like a mess. She looked like a woman who'd outgrown her clothes and was pretending she hadn't. She looked like everything Brad had been implying for three years — too big, too soft, too much.

She almost took it off. Her hands went to the straps. She was going to pull the bra off and stuff the whole outfit back in the Amazon box and send it back and put on her old t-shirt and sweatpants and go back to being invisible.

But she stopped. Because underneath all of it — the spillage and the love handles and the stretch marks — she saw something else. Her tits were huge. Full. Pushed together and overflowing and they looked like tits. Real tits. Tits that moved when she breathed. Her ass was big and round and it sat out behind her and it was — it was an ass. A real ass. An ass that filled a room. Her thighs were thick and her hips were wide and her waist curved in between them and she was a woman. With a body that took up space.

She looked like a wife who'd put on weight and squeezed herself into an outfit that was one size too small and was standing in her bathroom mirror trying to decide if she was hot or a disaster.

She decided she was both.

She opened the bathroom door and walked to the living room.

---


CHAPTER 3

Brad was in his recliner. Newspaper open. Coffee on the side table. His reading glasses on. His pale legs crossed at the ankle. His soft belly pushing against his t-shirt. He looked exactly like he looked every Sunday morning.

Chloe stood in the doorway. Posed. One hand on the frame. Hip cocked. Her tits pushed together in the sports bra. Her ass cheeks hanging out of the shorts. She was wearing the most revealing thing she'd put on her body since their honeymoon and she was standing five feet from her husband waiting for him to look up.

He didn't look up.

"Hey." She said it louder than she needed to. "Brad."

"Hm?" His eyes stayed on the paper. He was reading the sports section. Baseball stats. He was reading baseball statistics while his wife stood in the doorway in a sports bra that barely contained her tits.

"I got a new outfit. For jogging."

"Nice."

"Do you want to look at it?"

He glanced up. Half a second. His eyes went from her face to her chest to her shorts and back to his newspaper in one smooth motion. Quick. Nothing behind it.

"Looks fine, babe. Good for you." He turned a page. "It's good that you're actually doing this. Getting active. Sticking with it."

Looks fine.

Looks FUCKING fine.

I spent forty-five minutes picking this out. Forty-FUCKING-five minutes. In bed. While you snored. Scrolling through size charts and reading reviews and zooming in on photos and agonizing over whether my tits were too big for a large or not big enough for an extra large. I ordered this for YOU. I put it on for YOU. My tits are practically falling out of this thing and my ass is hanging out of these shorts and I walked out here and stood in front of you and you looked at me for half a second — half a SECOND, Brad — and said "looks fine."

Looks fine. That's what you said about the curtains I picked for the living room. That's what you said about my haircut last month — the one I spent eighty dollars on. That's what you said about the dress I wore to your office Christmas party. Looks fine. Everything I do looks fine. Nothing I do looks amazing or incredible or hot or sexy or even just good. It all looks fine. I could walk out here naked with my pussy waxed and heels on and you'd say "looks fine, babe" and turn the fucking page.

And "good for you"? GOOD FOR ME? Getting active? Sticking with it?

She heard it — the patronizing little tone under the encouragement. The implication.

Good for you, Chloe. It's about time. Finally getting off the couch. Finally doing something about all that weight you've been putting on. Good for you. This sports bra isn't me trying to save my marriage to him — it's me following orders.

She looked at him in his recliner. Really looked. Brad Perkins. Thirty-six. Five-nine. A hundred and ninety pounds of nothing. His gut was pushing out his old college t-shirt — this pale doughy belly that hung over his waistband and rested on his thighs when he sat down. His arms were soft. His chest was flat. His legs were thin and pale and hairy.

Look at you, Brad. Look at what you look like sitting there. You haven't been to a gym since 2019. You eat pizza three times a week. You drink beer every night. You've put on forty pounds since the wedding — FORTY, Brad, more than me — and you're sitting there in your old college t-shirt telling ME to get active. You. Telling ME.

---


CHAPTER 4

I love you, Brad. I do. But the hypocrisy. The absolute fucking hypocrisy. You can't get your dick hard and that's MY fault? You've put on forty pounds and you're telling ME about intermittent fasting? Your gut is hanging over your belt and you're judging MY body? I put on this stupid slutty outfit for YOU, Brad. To make YOU want me. And you can't even put the newspaper down.

I don't hate you. But right now I really, really don't like you.

But she didn't say any of that. She never said any of that.

Looks fine.

She stood there. She could feel the sports bra cutting into her ribs and her tits spilling over the neckline and her ass hanging out of the shorts and the cool air on her bare thighs and she'd spent forty-five minutes picking this out and he said looks fine.

"That's it?" she said. "Looks fine?"

"What do you want me to say?" He turned a page. Didn't look up. "It's a sports bra."

"It's — I bought it to — Brad, look at me."

He looked up. Over his reading glasses. This patient expression that she recognized from ten years of marriage — the face he made when she was being emotional about something he didn't understand. The face that said I'm looking, what am I supposed to see?

She wanted him to say she looked hot. She wanted him to say "damn, Chloe." She wanted him to set the newspaper down and stare at her the way he used to stare at her when they were dating — when she'd walk out of the bathroom in a towel and his eyes would follow her across the room. She wanted him to get hard looking at her. She wanted him to say "you can't go out like that" — possessive, jealous, mine. She wanted anything. Any response that acknowledged she was a woman standing in front of him in her underwear.

"You look good," he said. Flat. Flat. "Is that new?"

"I just said it was new."

"Right. Sorry. It looks good. The — the color's nice."

The color. It was black. Everything was black. The color's nice. She was standing there with her tits out and her ass out and he was complimenting the color of a black sports bra.

She waited. Three seconds. Five. Waiting for something else. Anything else. A whistle. A "turn around, let me see." A "come here." A hand reaching for her hip. A look that lasted longer than the time it took to scan a box score.

Brad turned the page. Reached for his coffee. Took a sip. Set it down. His eyes were back on the paper.

Ten years ago he'd chased her around the apartment when she wore a tank top. Ten years ago he'd pin her against the kitchen counter and kiss her neck because she bent over in yoga pants. Ten years ago a sports bra like this would've ended with the sports bra on the floor and Brad on top of her and sex that lasted longer than his attention span.

Now she was standing in his living room in the most revealing outfit she'd ever worn and he was reading about the Mets.

"I'm going for a jog," she said. Her voice was tight. Her eyes were stinging. She wasn't going to cry in front of him. Not over this. Not over "looks fine."

"Okay." He didn't look up. "Grab more coffee filters on the way back? We're almost out."

Coffee filters.

Fuck you, Brad.

I'm standing in front of you with my tits spilling out of a sports bra and you want coffee filters. I don't even have money on me. It's a JOG. Where would I put a wallet? In the shorts that are riding up my ass crack? But sure. Coffee filters. That's what my husband needs from me right now. Not a kiss. Not a compliment. Not a "be safe out there, you look too good to be running around the neighborhood in that." Coffee. Filters.

"Yeah sure, babe," she said.

She grabbed her AirPods off the counter. Shoved them in her ears. Walked to the front door. Opened it. The morning air hit her bare skin — her stomach, her thighs, the underside of her ass cheeks. She felt naked. She basically was.

Fine. You don't want to look at me? Fine. I'll go outside where people have eyes that work.

She pulled the door shut behind her and didn't look back.

---


CHAPTER 5

She made it two blocks before she wanted to quit.

Her tits were bouncing. Not the cute little bounce that fitness models did in slow-motion Instagram reels — a full, heavy, uncontrolled swing that pulled at her chest with every step. The sports bra was one size too small and it wasn't doing its job. Her tits were moving independently of her body. Up when she went down. Down when she went up. Slapping together on the upstroke. She could feel them. She could hear them — this soft fleshy clap against her chest every time her feet hit the pavement.

Her ass was worse. It was jiggling behind her in a way she could feel in her lower back. Every step sent a ripple through her cheeks that she could feel bouncing behind her. The shorts had ridden up — the fabric wedged into the crease under her ass, her pale cheeks fully out, bouncing and rippling and jiggling. A thick white woman running down the sidewalk with everything moving in different directions.

A car passed. She tugged her shorts down. They rode back up immediately.

God, I look ridiculous. I look like a fucking joke. Every person in every car is looking at me and thinking the same thing Brad's thinking — that fat girl should not be wearing that. That fat girl needs to put some clothes on. I felt sexy in the bathroom. I felt hot. For five minutes I actually believed I looked good and now I'm out here and everything's bouncing and jiggling and riding up and I look exactly like what I am — a thirty-five-year-old woman who ordered a sports bra one size too small because she wanted her husband to want her and he didn't and now the whole neighborhood gets to watch her tits flap.

I don't feel sexy. I feel stupid. I look stupid.

Her thighs were rubbing. The soft inner flesh sliding against itself with every stride. It was already getting warm — that friction she knew would turn to a burn in ten minutes and a raw red stripe by the time she got home. The chafing cream was on the bathroom counter. She'd forgotten it. Brad's voice in her head — "walking more helps with that."

She almost stopped. Almost turned around. Two blocks from her house, sweating already, her tits aching from the bouncing and her thighs burning and her ass hanging out of shorts that kept crawling up her crack — she almost quit. What was the point? Brad didn't care. He'd said "looks fine" and asked for coffee filters. She could run a marathon in this outfit and come home dripping sweat and he'd say "did you get the filters?"

She almost stopped. Her feet slowed. Her jog became a shuffle. She was two blocks from her house and her tits hurt and her thighs burned and her shorts were up her ass and she was sweating and she wanted to go home.

What am I doing. What am I actually doing out here. Brad didn't care. He didn't watch me leave. He's not standing at the window right now worried about me. He's reading the paper. He's drinking his coffee. He probably already forgot I left. I could turn around right now and walk through the front door and he'd say "that was quick" and ask about the coffee filters and that would be it. That would be my Sunday. Sports bra back in the Amazon box. Return label printed. Back to sweatpants and t-shirts and being invisible.

Ten years. I've been trying for ten years. The lingerie on his birthday — he fell asleep. The couples massage I booked for our anniversary — he cancelled because of a work thing. The time I shaved everything and wore nothing to bed and lay there waiting for him and he came in at midnight and rolled over and said "night babe" without turning on the light. Ten years of trying and he's never once met me halfway. Not once.

I should go home. I should take this stupid outfit off and shower and make breakfast and sit across from him while he reads the paper and accept that this is my life. This is what I married. A man who says "looks fine" and asks for coffee filters. That's it. That's the marriage.

Fuck that.

She kept running.

Stubbornness maybe. Or anger. The anger was good fuel — better than any pre-workout. Her feet hit the pavement harder. Her AirPods were blasting something with bass. She wasn't thinking about her form or her pace or her breathing. She was thinking about Brad in his recliner with his gut and his newspaper and his "good for you, babe" and she was running to get away from the sound of his voice in her head.

---


CHAPTER 6

She should've turned left on Maple. That would've looped her back toward home. She didn't. She kept going straight. She didn't have a route — she'd never done this before. She was just running. Away from the house. Away from Brad. Her feet making decisions her brain wasn't part of. Past the elementary school. Past the church. Past the last row of two-story colonials with the manicured lawns and the SUVs in the driveways.

I don't even know where I'm going. I don't care. Anywhere that isn't that living room. Anywhere that isn't him and his newspaper and his "looks fine."

The neighborhood changed. Not dramatically — not a cliff. Gradual. The houses got smaller. The lawns got patchier. The cars got older. A strip mall appeared — a laundromat, a liquor store, a nail salon with a neon OPEN sign. Then a gas station. Then a block of row houses with chain link fences and basketball hoops bolted above garage doors.

She'd never jogged this far. She'd never been to this part of town on foot. She drove through it sometimes — on the way to the highway, windows up, doors locked, the way Brad drove through it. But she'd never been here at street level. Walking pace. Exposed.

A park appeared on her left. Small. A basketball court with cracked asphalt and chain nets. A few benches. A water fountain that probably didn't work. It wasn't the parks in her neighborhood — no playground, no dog run, no farmer's market on Saturdays. Just a court and some concrete and a rusted fence around it.

Two guys were on the court. Just finished playing. She could tell — they were cooling down. Standing by the bench. One was sitting on the backrest with his feet on the seat. The other was standing, drinking from a water bottle, his other hand on his hip.

Both shirtless. Both Black. Both tall. Sweat running down their chests and their arms and their stomachs.

Chloe's stride shortened. She didn't mean it to. Her body slowed before her brain decided to slow.

The one standing was built. Not gym-built — real-built. His chest was wide and dark and the muscles were carved under his skin and the sweat made everything shine. His stomach was flat and ridged. His shoulders were broad. His basketball shorts hung low on his hips — low enough that she could see the V-cut that ran from his hip bones down into his waistband. His arms were thick. Veined. Arms that picked things up and carried them and didn't struggle. A towel hung over one shoulder and he was drinking water and his throat moved when he swallowed and she was staring.

Don't look. Don't look. Eyes forward. Keep jogging.

She looked.

The one sitting was leaner. Younger-looking. His legs spread wide on the bench. His elbows on his knees. His body was long and dark and glistening. His shorts were hiked up on his thighs and his legs were muscular and his sneakers were untied and he was watching the street.

Watching her.

Oh God. He's looking at me. They're both — okay. Okay. Keep running. They're just guys on a basketball court. Stop staring at their chests. Stop looking at his — stop. Chloe. Stop. You're a married woman jogging in a sports bra. Keep your eyes on the sidewalk.

She couldn't. Her eyes kept pulling back. To the standing one's chest. To the way the sweat ran down between his pecs. To the sitting one's legs. To the outline in his shorts that she absolutely should not have been looking at but was.

Brad doesn't look like that. Brad has never looked like that. Brad looks like nothing. These guys look like — God. These guys look like men. When's the last time I saw a man who looked like a man? When's the last time I was this close to a body that actually made me feel something?

Her nipples were hard. She could feel them pressing against the sports bra. Her face was flushed and it wasn't from the jogging. Something between her legs was warm and it wasn't the chafing.

Keep running. Keep running, Chloe. Don't slow down. Don't you dare slow down.

She jogged past them. Her tits bouncing. Her ass jiggling. Her thighs rubbing. Everything that Brad didn't want to look at, moving and sweating in the morning sun, passing a basketball court where two shirtless Black guys were watching her.

---


CHAPTER 7

"Ayyyy — yo — ayo white girl—"

She heard it through her AirPods. Muffled but clear. She didn't stop. Kept jogging. Eyes forward. The way you're supposed to when men shout at you on the street. Don't engage. Don't look. Don't acknowledge. Keep moving.

Ignore it. Just ignore it. This is what happens when you leave the house dressed like this. This is what Brad should've warned you about. This is the reaction he should've had — "you can't go out like that, Chloe." But he didn't. He barely glanced at me. And now two Black guys on a basketball court are saying what he wouldn't. They noticed. They looked. They saw me jogging past and something in them made them open their mouths and yell. That's more than Brad's done in three years.

Don't slow down. Don't look back. You're a married woman. This isn't for you.

But two Black guys on a basketball court just hollered at me and my heart is pounding. Two guys I've never met just gave me more attention in five seconds than my husband has given me in three months.

"DAMN — you see that? You see that ass?"

That was the one on the bench — leaning forward now, elbows off his knees, his head turning to follow her as she passed the court. She could feel his eyes on her ass. Could feel both of them watching her from behind — watching her cheeks bounce and ripple in the tiny shorts that were showing everything.

My ass. They're talking about my ass. Two Black guys are staring at my white ass and yelling about it on a basketball court on a Sunday morning like it's the best thing they've seen all week.

Brad looked at this ass last Tuesday. I was bending over to get something out of the bottom drawer in the kitchen and my leggings were tight and I KNOW he was behind me because I heard his footsteps. I held the pose for an extra second. On purpose. Bent over. Ass out. Waiting for him to say something. Grab it. Smack it. Anything. He opened the fridge. Got a beer. Walked back to the couch. My ass was three feet from his face and he reached past it for a Bud Light.

And now these Black guys — guys from a world I've never set foot in, guys Brad would cross the street to avoid — are hollering about it from across a court. "You see that ass?" YES. They see it. They see what my white husband won't look at. They're staring at the same ass Brad walked past for a Bud Light and they're losing their minds over it.

"Ayo — ayo ma — hold up — slow down—"

She didn't slow down. Her heart was hammering. Not from the jog — from the attention. Two men were looking at her body. Two men were watching her ass move and they were loud about it and they didn't care who heard. Her whole body was flushing — not the exercise flush, not the heat flush. This started in her chest and spread up her neck and across her cheeks and down to her stomach. Her nipples were stiffening against the sports bra. She could feel them — pressing into the fabric, visible, two hard points poking through the black material. If she turned around right now they'd see them. They'd see that the married white woman jogging past their basketball court had hard nipples from being catcalled.

"Girl got a WAGON — yo Sol you seein' this?"

The one standing — Solomon, apparently — laughed. This deep rumbling laugh. She heard him say something back but she was past the court now. Ten feet. Fifteen. Her AirPods were playing music and their voices were fading and she should've been relieved and she wasn't.

"Bring that white ass back here baby — where you goin'?"

Her stride shortened. She didn't mean it to.

"Nice ass, ma! Bring that shit back! Let me see it jiggle one more time!"

She slowed to a walk. She didn't decide to. Her legs just — slowed. Her jog became a walk and she was breathing hard and her tits were heaving and her ass was still moving in the shorts and she could hear them behind her. Talking to each other now. Not to her. About her.

"Bruh. Bruh. You see the tits on that white girl?"

"Nigga I seen 'em. Shit was bouncing crazy."

"Thick as fuck too. You see them thighs?"

"Hell yeah I seen them thighs. That ass though — dawg that ass was fat. FAT fat."

"White girls ain't supposed to be built like that, nigga."

"That one is. God damn."

She'd stopped walking. She was standing on the sidewalk fifteen feet past the basketball court with her AirPods in and her music playing and she could still hear every word. Her thighs were pressing together. Not from the chafing — from the heat between them. This slick warmth that had nothing to do with sweat. Her sports bra felt tighter. Her nipples were aching against the fabric. Her breath was coming in these shallow little pulls that she couldn't deepen. Her body was responding to their voices the way it used to respond to Brad's hands ten years ago — except Brad's hands hadn't made her feel like this in a decade. Two strangers talking about her ass from a basketball court were doing more for her body than her husband had done in years. She was standing there listening to them describe her and her face was burning and her panty line was damp and she didn't walk away.

---


CHAPTER 8

Fat. He said my ass was fat. FAT fat. Brad says fat too. But when Brad says it — when Brad looks at my ass in leggings and his eyes do that thing where they go flat and he suggests we try Whole30 — fat means ugly. Fat means wrong. Fat means I'm the reason he can't get his dick hard.

When that guy said it — "bro that ass was fat, FAT fat" — fat meant something else. Fat meant he couldn't stop looking. Same word. Same three letters.

She shifted her weight on the sidewalk. Tugged her shorts down. They rode back up. Her thighs were shaking — not from the jog. From standing still and vibrating.

I've been dieting for three years. Counting calories. Skipping dessert. Standing on a scale every morning hating the number. Shrinking myself. For what? For a man who can't get hard?

Behind her she could hear them still talking. Laughing. One of them slapped the other's arm. She could feel them looking at her — at her back, her ass, her legs. Standing on the sidewalk being stared at and she wasn't walking away.

These Black guys just looked at the body I've been trying to shrink and lost their fucking minds. Brad sees my body and thinks diet. They see my body and think DAMN.

Maybe I should've been getting thick for the men who would.

Nobody had talked about her body like that in years.

I'm wet.

The thought hit her and she almost laughed. She was standing on a public sidewalk in broad daylight and her panties were wet. Wet. Not from sweat. From them. Aroused-wet. Turned-on-wet. Wet. The wet she hadn't been in months — the kind Brad couldn't produce with twenty minutes of fumbling and his half-hard little dick poking around between her thighs.

I'm wet because two Black thugs said my ass was fat. I'm standing on a sidewalk at nine in the morning with my pussy soaking through my shorts because two guys from a basketball court talked about my body. What is WRONG with me. What kind of woman gets wet from being catcalled.

The kind who hasn't been touched in three months. The kind whose husband buys her a Fitbit instead of lingerie. The kind who's been so starved for attention that two guys yelling "nice ass" from a bench is the most sexual thing that's happened to her since — when? Since Brad's last attempt? That limp disaster where he apologized and rolled over and she went to the bathroom and sat on the toilet and cried?

That's how low the bar is. That's where Brad put it. He put the bar so low that a catcall from a basketball court made me wet. He put the bar so low that hearing a man — any man — say something about my body that wasn't a diet suggestion made my pussy throb. This isn't my fault. I haven't been wanted in years and someone just wanted me and my body did what bodies do.

But God — I shouldn't be this wet. I shouldn't be this wet from WORDS. They didn't even touch me. They just talked. They just said ass and fat and thick and white girl and I'm standing here clenching my thighs together trying not to drip down my leg.

"Ayo — she stopped — yo she stopped nigga—"

"Go talk to her, bruh."

"Nah you go talk to her."

"Aight bet."

Footsteps behind her. Sneakers on asphalt.

Run. Run, Chloe. Turn around and run home. Right now. You're a married woman. You have a ring on your finger. You don't know this neighborhood. You don't know these guys. Go home to Brad and be a wife.

She didn't run. Her feet stayed planted on the sidewalk. The footsteps got closer. She could hear him — his breathing, his sneakers, the rustle of his shorts. He was walking toward her and her whole body was leaning backward into the sound of him approaching.

What am I doing. What am I doing. I should be running. Why am I not running. Why are my feet not moving.

Because I want to see him up close. Because I want to know what he looks like standing in front of me and not across a basketball court. Because he's shirtless and sweating and his chest is dark and carved and his stomach has muscles that Brad has never had — that Brad will never have. Brad's stomach is a pillow. This guy's stomach has ridges. Brad's arms are soft. This guy's arms have veins. Brad's chest is flat and pale and hairless and sunken. I want this guy's chest on top of me.

I want to smell him. I want to know what a man smells like after playing basketball in the sun. Not Brad's drugstore body wash. Not Brad's stale coffee breath. I want to smell sweat on dark skin and I've never wanted anything this specific in my entire life and that should terrify me and it doesn't.

Run, Chloe.

Or turn around.

She pulled out one AirPod. Turned around.

---


CHAPTER 9

The sun caught her wedding ring. She saw it — this flash of light off the little diamond as her hand came down from her ear. The ring Brad had proposed with. Seven years of payments on a Zales credit card. It sat on her left hand and it caught the morning sun and it was right there. Visible. Obvious. A married woman on a sidewalk in a sports bra one size too small with her tits spilling out and her ass hanging out and a wedding ring on her finger that said she belonged to someone. To Brad. To the man who couldn't be bothered to look up. This ring was supposed to mean something. This ring was supposed to mean that she went home when strangers called her name. That she didn't turn around. That she didn't stand on a sidewalk in a neighborhood she didn't know and wait for a shirtless man to walk toward her.

She looked at the ring. Looked at the man walking toward her. Didn't take the ring off. Didn't hide it. Let it catch the sun.

Solomon was walking toward her. Slow. Casual. His towel still over one shoulder. His chest bare — dark and sweating and carved. His basketball shorts hung low on his hips. He was tall — six-two, maybe six-three — and he was smiling. This wide easy grin that showed all his teeth.

"My bad for hollerin' at you like that," he said. Not sorry. Not even a little. Still grinning. His eyes dropped to her chest. Came back up. Dropped to her hips. Came back up. He wasn't hiding it. "But goddamn. You fine as hell."

Fine as hell. He said I'm fine as HELL. Not "good for you." Not "the color's nice." Fine as HELL. He couldn't NOT say it. He HAD to say it.

His eyes just went to my tits. Right there. Right in front of me. He looked at my chest and he didn't pretend he didn't and he didn't apologize and he didn't look away embarrassed. He LOOKED. The way men used to look at me. The way Brad hasn't looked at me since we were dating. He stared at my tits and then he stared at my hips and his eyes got wider and his grin got bigger and I could see it — he liked what he saw. He actually liked it. My thick body in this too-small outfit and he's standing here grinning at me with sweat on his chest telling me I'm fine as hell.

Brad hasn't called me fine in ten years. Brad hasn't called me anything. Brad looks through me. This man — this tall, dark, shirtless, sweating man who I met thirty seconds ago — is looking AT me. And I can feel his eyes on my skin. Warm. Heavy.

I want him to keep looking. God help me, I want him to keep looking at me. I want him to stare at my tits and my ass and my thighs and I want to stand here and let him because nobody has looked at me like this in years and it's making me feel like a woman again instead of a wife.

Behind him on the bench, the other one — Trey — whistled. Long and low. Then he barked. Actually barked. This loud "WOOF" that echoed off the court and he slapped his own knee laughing.

"Don't mind him," Solomon said. Jerking his thumb back at Trey. "He act like he ain't never seen a bad white girl before."

"I AIN'T," Trey yelled from the bench. "NOT LIKE THAT. BRING HER OVER HERE."

She looked past Solomon. At Trey. He was still on the bench — legs spread wide, elbows on his knees, leaning forward. Grinning at her. He was leaner than Solomon. Younger-looking. His dark skin was smooth and tight over his muscles and his shorts were hiked up on his thighs and his legs were long and he was looking at her. His tongue ran across his bottom lip. Slow. Deliberate. Making sure she saw it.

There's two of them. Two Black guys. Both shirtless. Both sweating. Both staring at me. And I'm standing here with my tits out and my ass out and my pussy wet and I'm not leaving. I'm not leaving and there's two of them.

Brad can barely handle one woman. These two look like they could handle three.

Solomon looked at her. Still smiling. His dark eyes on her blue ones. Sweat running down his neck into the groove of his collarbone. He was close now — close enough that she could smell him. Sweat and deodorant and skin. Male. Not Brad's drugstore body wash. Something heavier. Warmer. Something that hit the back of her throat and sat there and made her stomach tighten.

Her body was betraying her. Standing this close to him — his bare chest six inches from her sports bra, his dark skin glistening, the heat coming off his body mixing with hers — she could feel herself getting wetter. Her pussy was swelling against the seam of her shorts. Her clit was pulsing. She was aroused. On a sidewalk. At nine in the morning. A married woman standing in front of a shirtless stranger with her panties getting damp and her nipples visible through her bra and her ring finger catching the sun.

"What's your name, ma?"

She should've said nothing. Should've put the AirPod back in and turned around and jogged home to her husband and his recliner and his limp little dick.

She bit her lip. Looked up at him. Her pulse was in her throat. Her nipples were so hard they ached. Her thighs pressed together and she felt the slickness between them.

Don't. Don't give him your name. Your real name. You're Chloe Perkins. Brad's wife. You live four blocks that way in a house with a two-car garage and a welcome mat. Don't.

"Chloe," she said.

Idiot.

But the way he repeated it — "Chloe" — slow, tasting it, his deep voice wrapping around her name and making it sound like something it had never sounded like coming out of Brad's mouth. Brad said her name to get her attention. To ask about dinner. To remind her about errands. This man said her name and it sounded different. Heavier.

She smiled. Not the tight polite smile she gave Brad's coworkers at dinner parties. A real one. One that showed her teeth and made her eyes squint and she felt it in her chest.

"I'm Solomon," he said. "Sol."

"Hi, Sol."

Hi Sol? HI SOL? I sound like I'm at a fucking networking event. I'm standing here in a sports bra with my tits out and my pussy wet and I said "hi Sol" like we're at a fucking barbecue.

But he laughed. And the laugh was warm and easy and his eyes crinkled and he was still looking at her body.

---


CHAPTER 10

"Come sit down," Solomon said. Nodding toward the bench. "You look tired from that run."

"I'm fine. I should probably—"

"Come ON," Trey called from the bench. He was patting the space next to him. Grinning wide. "We don't bite. Promise."

I should go. I should go home right now. I should turn around and jog back to Maple and turn left and go home and make Brad his breakfast and forget this ever happened.

She walked toward the bench.

She didn't know why her feet were moving. Her brain was screaming one thing and her body was doing another. But her legs were carrying her across the cracked asphalt toward two shirtless Black guys on a bench and she could feel them watching her the entire way.

Every step bounced. Her tits swung in the sports bra — heavy, uncontrolled, nipples pressing against the fabric with every bounce. Her ass jiggled behind her — the shorts riding up, her pale cheeks exposed, rippling with each step on the asphalt. She was walking toward them and everything on her body was moving and they were watching all of it.

Trey leaned back on the bench. Spread his legs wider. Rubbed his hands together slow. He nudged Solomon without looking at him. Said something under his breath. She couldn't hear it but she could see his lips move and she could see Solomon's grin get wider.

Solomon walked beside her. Close. His bare shoulder almost touching hers. She came up to his chest — her head at his collarbone, her eyes level with his dark pecs. She'd never stood this close to a man this big. Brad was five-nine. Soft. She could look him in the eye without tilting her head. Solomon made her tilt. Made her look up. Made her feel the size difference in her neck.

His skin was radiating heat. She could feel it against her bare arm — this warmth coming off his dark body that mixed with the morning sun and made her skin prickle. She could smell him with every step. Sweat and warmth and something underneath that was that Brad didn't have. Her thighs were slick. Her nipples were aching. She was walking toward a bench where a man was rubbing his hands together watching her tits bounce and she was dripping through her shorts.

Trey's eyes tracked her the whole way. Not her face — her body. Her tits. Her stomach. Her thighs. Her ass. He was cataloguing her. His eyes moving slow from top to bottom and back up and his tongue pressing into his bottom lip and she could see the outline in his basketball shorts shifting. Getting thicker against his thigh. He was getting hard watching her walk toward him.

A man was getting hard looking at her body. The body Brad negged. The body she'd been trying to shrink. A man's dick was stiffening in his shorts because she was walking toward him in a sports bra and her thick thighs were bouncing and her fat ass was jiggling and he wanted her.

She sat down. Between them.

I'm sitting between two shirtless Black guys on a park bench. I can feel their legs against mine. Both of them. At the same time. Their skin is hot and hard and mine is soft and pale and I'm sandwiched between them and my husband is four blocks away and I'm sitting here and I'm not leaving. I'm not leaving.

The bench was small. Too small for three people — definitely too small for two tall men and a thick woman in a sports bra. Her body pressed into theirs on both sides. Solomon's bare thigh against her left. Trey's against her right. Hard dark muscle on both sides of her soft pale legs. She could feel them — the firmness of their bodies through her skin, the heat pouring off their bare chests, the sweat on their arms close enough to smear against hers.

She was sandwiched. Wedged between two shirtless Black guys on a concrete bench in the morning sun and her body was touching both of them at once. Solomon's shoulder was above hers — his arm thick and dark, resting on the bench behind her, not touching her back but close enough that she could feel the warmth of it hovering. Trey's leg was pressed flat against hers — his basketball shorts against her bare thigh, the dark hair on his leg scratching against her smooth pale skin.

She felt small. For the first time in years she felt small. Not fat. Not too big. Not overflowing. Small. Soft. These two men took up so much space on either side of her that her thick body felt compact between them. Her wide hips — the hips Brad looked at with that flat disappointed expression — fit neatly between their spread legs. Her DD tits — the tits that spilled out of the sports bra — were at their chest level, eye level if they looked down, and they were both looking down.

The smell hit her.

It came from both sides at once. This wall of scent that closed in around her the second she sat down between them. Not cologne. Not body spray. Not the clean soapy nothing that Brad smelled like after his morning shower. This was raw. Unfiltered. The smell of two men who'd been playing basketball in the sun for an hour and hadn't showered and didn't care.

---


CHAPTER 11

Solomon on her left — sweat and something woodsy, like cedar or sandalwood, something that lived in his skin underneath the perspiration. His bare arm next to hers was radiating it. She could smell his armpit — his arm was stretched behind her on the bench and his armpit was inches from her face and she could smell the musk coming off it. Dark hair. Sweat-dampened skin. A thick concentrated scent that should have made her recoil. That should have made her lean away. It should have been offensive — a stranger's body odor in her face on a park bench.

She breathed it in deeper.

Trey on her right — different. Sharper. Sweat and something else — tobacco. Cigarette smoke baked into his skin. She could smell it on his chest, on his arm pressed against hers. Sweat and smoke and underneath that the same underneath-it-all smell as Solomon — musk. Male musk. This heavy raw scent that came from their pores and their skin and their crotches and it sat in the air around them and she was breathing it in from both sides.

Oh God. The smell of them. I should be gagging. I should be leaning away and wrinkling my nose and saying "you guys need a shower." That's what I'd say to Brad if he smelled like this. That's what I'd say to anyone.

But I'm not gagging. I'm breathing it in. I'm sitting here inhaling the armpit sweat of a man I met ten minutes ago and my mouth is watering. Actually watering. What the fuck is wrong with me.

Brad smells like Old Spice and stale coffee and the inside of his Toyota. Brad smells like nothing. These guys smell like sweat and skin and something raw. Their bodies DO things.

Solomon's arm is right there. His armpit is right there. If I turned my head six inches I could press my nose into it and breathe him in like — what am I thinking. What am I THINKING. I'm a married woman on a park bench fantasizing about sniffing a Black man's armpit. I've lost my mind. I've completely lost my mind.

The musk was settling into her lungs. Every breath pulled more of it in. She was marinating in their scent — Solomon's woodsy sweat on her left, Trey's smoky musk on her right. It was in her hair now. On her skin. She'd smell like them when she got home. She'd have to shower twice. Brad might smell it — no. Brad wouldn't smell anything. Brad didn't notice anything.

Her mouth was wet. She swallowed. Her thighs pressed together. The scent of two sweating Black men was doing something to her body that Brad's touch hadn't done in years. She was being turned on by a smell. By sweat and tobacco and musk. Her pussy was clenching from the scent of men who hadn't showered and she was sitting between them getting wetter by the second and she couldn't leave. She didn't want to leave. She wanted to sit here and breathe them in until the smell was so deep inside her she'd taste it for days.

Their body heat was soaking into her. Both sides. This double warmth that pressed through her bare skin and into her muscles and sat in her stomach. She hadn't been between two warm bodies since — never. She'd never been between two bodies. She'd been beside Brad in bed. Cold. A foot of mattress between them. One body that barely registered. Now she had heat on her left and heat on her right and dark skin touching pale skin on both sides and her clit was pulsing and her nipples were cutting through the fabric and her inner thighs were slick where they pressed together.

She glanced around. Quick. Paranoid. The park was empty. The street was dead. Nobody.

What if someone sees me. What if someone from the neighborhood drives past and sees Chloe Perkins sitting between two shirtless Black thugs on a park bench. What would they tell Brad.

She looked again. Nothing. Nobody. Sunday morning. The whole block was dead.

Nobody's here. Nobody can see me. I'm invisible. Just like I am at home. Except here I'm invisible and two men are touching me. At home I'm invisible and nobody touches me at all.

Brad's body next to hers in bed was cold air. This was heat on both sides.

Solomon leaned back. His arm settled on the bench behind her — not around her, just behind her, his dark forearm resting on the wood inches from her shoulders. "See? That ain't so bad, right?"

"Mmhm," she managed.

"Yo she fit RIGHT in though," Trey said from her other side. He shifted on the bench — pressed his thigh harder against hers. On purpose. "Like she belong here, bruh. Right between us."

"Mm — yeah," she said. Her voice thin. Her face burning.

"Aye Chloe." Trey leaned forward. Looked past her at Solomon. Back at her. Grinning. "You always this thick or this a special occasion?"

Is he — is he flirting with me? Are they both flirting with me? Two guys? At the same time? This hasn't happened since — this has NEVER happened. Brad's idea of flirting is leaving the toilet seat down.

Solomon laughed. "Bro chill."

---


CHAPTER 12

"I'm being serious! I'm asking!" Trey put his hand on his chest. Fake innocent. "She come out here looking like THAT and I can't ask a question?"

"Don't listen to him," Solomon said. His voice low. Close to her ear. His breath on her neck. "But for real though — you built different, Chloe. Your man know how lucky he is?"

Lucky. He thinks Brad is lucky. He thinks the man who bought me a Fitbit for Christmas and can't get his dick hard is LUCKY to have me. Oh Solomon. If you knew what lucky looks like at my house. A limp dick and a recliner and a man who can't even look up.

She didn't answer. Her man didn't know anything.

She tugged at the hem of her shorts. Pulled them down her thighs. They rode back up. She adjusted her sports bra — pulling it up over her tits, tucking the spillage back in. It didn't help. Nothing helped. She was sitting between two shirtless Black guys on a basketball court bench in a sports bra that was losing the war against her tits and shorts that were losing the war against her ass and she was flushed and sweating and self-conscious and alive.

"Damn," Trey said. He wasn't even pretending not to stare. His eyes were on her tits. Not her face. Her tits. Just locked on them. Not even trying to hide it. He was looking at the spillage — the pale flesh squeezing out the sides of the bra, the deep line of cleavage in the middle, the sweat running down between them and disappearing into the fabric. Her nipples were poking through — two hard points pressing against the black material — and his eyes went to them and stayed.

"Sol." He didn't look away from her chest. "Nigga, you seein' these?"

"I see 'em, bruh."

"Nah you ain't SEEING 'em. Look at these shits." He waved his hand at her tits. Not touching. Just — presenting them. "These real?"

He's asking if my tits are real. He's staring at them from eight inches away and asking if they're real. On a park bench. In public. At nine in the morning. And I'm not slapping him.

"I — what?" Chloe's hand went to her chest. Covering nothing. Her palm over her cleavage — a reflex, protective, useless. Her face was on fire. "Yes they're — yes. They're real."

"Ain't no way." Trey was grinning. Leaning closer. His eyes still on her chest. "Ain't no WAY those real. Nigga, white girls don't come with those."

"Some do," Solomon said. Calm. His arm still behind her on the bench.

"THIS white girl do." Trey gestured at her body. A sweep of his hand from her chest to her stomach to her thighs. Taking inventory. "Yo, you thick thick, Chloe. The tits. The thighs. The ass. Like — DAMN."

She saw him adjust himself. His hand dropping to his lap — quick, casual, shifting the front of his basketball shorts. The outline was bigger than before. Thicker. He was getting harder and he wasn't hiding it and she could see it and her eyes went there before she could stop them.

He's hard. Oh my God he's hard. He's getting hard looking at ME. At this body. The body Brad can't get hard for with twenty minutes of me begging. This guy looked at my tits for thirty seconds and he's hard. I can see it through his shorts. I shouldn't be looking at it. Why am I looking at it. Why can't I stop looking at it.

She looked away. Fast. Her face was so hot she thought she might pass out.

"I — um — thank you?" She was stammering. Her voice came out squeaky and wrong. "That's — I don't usually — nobody really says — I mean my husband doesn't—"

She stopped. She'd almost said it. Almost said my husband doesn't look at me like that. My husband doesn't notice. My husband doesn't call me thick or compliment my tits or get hard looking at my body.

"Your husband don't what?" Trey asked. Still grinning.

"Nothing. He just — nothing. Thank you. For saying — for the compliments. That's really — um — nice."

She was sitting between two shirtless Black thugs with wet panties and hard nipples and she'd just said "that's really nice" and she'd just said "that's really nice."

Solomon laughed. Low. Warm. "She's cute, bro."

"She ADORABLE," Trey said. "Look at her. She all red and shit. You blushing, Chloe?"

"No. I'm — it's the sun. I was jogging. It's — I'm just hot."

"Yeah you are," Trey said.

She giggled. She couldn't help it. This breathless nervous giggle that came out too high and too loud. She pressed her hand over her mouth trying to stop it and it came out through her fingers. She was being appraised by two men who were not her husband and they were not being subtle about it and she was sitting there giggling behind her hand.

Stop giggling. You sound like a teenager. You're thirty-five years old.

She couldn't stop. Another giggle. She pressed her lips together trying to hold it in and it came out through her nose — this little snort that made Trey laugh and slap his knee.

"She shy," Trey said to Solomon. "Look at her. She all red and shit."

---


CHAPTER 13

"Leave her alone, nigga. You making her nervous."

"I ain't making her nervous. She like it." Trey leaned closer. His face near her shoulder. "You like it, right? You like when we tell you how fine you are?"

"I — yeah." Her voice came out small. "It's... nice. To hear."

"Nice to hear?" Solomon leaned in from the other side. His hand landed on her lower back.

Everything stopped.

His palm. On her bare skin. The strip of pale flesh between the bottom of her sports bra and the top of her shorts — that three-inch gap of exposed lower back that she'd been tugging her bra down to cover all morning. His hand was on it. His dark hand. Flat. Warm. Heavy. Five fingers spread across her spine and his palm pressing into the soft skin above her waistband.

She didn't breathe. Her lungs locked. His skin on her skin. His dark skin on her pale skin. A man's hand on her bare body. A man who wasn't Brad.

Oh fuck. Oh fuck his hand is on me. His hand is on my bare skin and it's warm and it's heavy and it covers my entire lower back and Brad's hand never felt like this. Brad barely touches me. This man's hand is HEAVY on me.

His palm was warm. Basketball-in-the-sun warm. The heat sank through her skin and into her muscles and spread down into her hips. His hand was big — it covered her entire lower back. Solomon's hand had weight.

She leaned into it. A fraction. A millimeter. Her lower back pressing backward into his palm. She did it on purpose.

He noticed. His thumb started circling. Slow. Right on her spine. His dark eyes on her blue eyes.

Her nipples were so hard they ached. Visible through the bra — two hard points. Solomon's eyes dropped to them. Came back up. His thumb kept circling. He knew what he was doing to her.

Her breathing was shallow. Quick. Between her legs — wet. Properly wet. Soaking into her shorts. Her clit throbbing against the seam. One hand on her bare back and her body was responding like she was being fucked.

"Nobody tell you that at home?" he asked again. His thumb still circling. His voice low. Close to her ear.

She looked down at her ring. The diamond catching the sun. Brad's ring. Brad's promise. Brad's seven years of Zales payments sitting on her finger while another man's hand sat on her back.

"Not really," she said. Her voice came out wrong. Breathy. Thin. "No."

"That's fucked up," Trey said from her other side. Smacking his lips. His eyes on her thighs — her thick pale thighs pressed together on the bench. He wasn't looking away. "Woman built like you? Somebody should be telling you every day."

Solomon's thumb kept circling. His palm pressed a little harder into her back. His fingers spread a little wider. Touching more of her. Taking more of her. And she was letting him. Leaning into him. Her body leaning into his warmth and she couldn't stop it and she didn't want to.

Trey's hand landed on her thigh.

She jumped. A small flinch — her body tensing, her breath catching. His dark hand on her pale thigh. Thick fingers resting on the soft flesh above her knee. He didn't grab. He didn't squeeze. He just put his hand there. Warm. Heavy. Claiming that spot.

"That okay?" he said. Not really asking.

No. No it's not okay. You're a stranger. I'm married. Your hand is on my thigh and my husband is four blocks away and this is not okay.

"Mm... okay," she said.

His fingers spread. His palm pressed flat against her thigh. She could feel every finger — dark against pale, warm against cool, his rough palm on her soft skin. He squeezed. Gentle. Testing. Her thigh flesh spilled over his grip — pale skin bulging between his dark fingers — and he squeezed again and his eyes went half-lidded.

"Soft as fuck, nigga," he said. To Solomon. Not to her. Like she was something they were sharing. "Feel this shit, dawg. Yo feel how soft she is."

He squeezed again. Harder. His fingers sinking into the meat of her thigh. Watching the flesh dimple under his grip. Squeezing. Releasing. Squeezing again. Watching her flesh jiggle and settle.

"You like that?" he said. Looking at her now. Grinning. His hand still on her thigh. Squeezing. "You like when I grab on you like that?"

She giggled. Again. This stupid airhead giggle that kept coming out of her no matter how hard she tried to stop it. "I — yeah. Mm. It's — mm."

---


CHAPTER 14

Words were gone. She was a published-nothing but she had a college degree and a vocabulary and right now she couldn't form a sentence because a man was squeezing her thigh on a bench. "Mm" was all she had. "Mm" and giggling.

"She can't even talk, nigga," Trey said to Solomon. Laughing. His hand still working her thigh. Squeeze. Release. Squeeze. His fingers creeping higher with each one — moving up from above her knee toward her mid-thigh. "Yo I think she like this, dawg."

"Mhm," she said. Her eyes fluttering. Her head tilting slightly toward Solomon's shoulder. "Mmhm."

"See?" Trey squeezed her thigh high — his fingertips brushing the hem of her shorts. "She can't stop saying mmhm. That's all she got left."

"Leave something for me, nigga," Solomon said. And his hand slid from her lower back down to her other thigh.

Both of them. A hand on each thigh. Dark fingers on pale skin. Squeezing. Kneading. Her thick white thighs being groped by two pairs of dark hands on a park bench in broad daylight and she was sitting there going "mmhm" and giggling.

She should've stood up. She should've slapped their hands away and said "what the fuck do you think you're doing" and stormed off. That's what Chloe Perkins — Brad's wife, HOA member, Sunday brunch regular — would do.

She didn't stand up. She sat there with two men's hands on her thighs and her shorts riding up and her pussy throbbing and she let them squeeze and she closed her eyes.

Brad hasn't touched my thighs in months. He hasn't grabbed them. Hasn't squeezed them. Hasn't put his hands anywhere near them because my thighs are the thing he wants me to fix. And two guys I met five minutes ago can't stop touching them.

She opened her eyes. Looked at Solomon on her left. Looked at Trey on her right. Both of them close. Both shirtless. Both dark. Both touching her.

"You good?" Solomon said. Low. His hand on her thigh. His thumb tracing circles on her inner thigh now — higher. Closer.

She nodded. "I'm good."

She looked down. At her lap. At what was happening to her body. Two dark hands on two pale thighs. Solomon's on her left — his fingers spread wide, his dark palm pressing into her soft white flesh, his thumb tracing slow circles on her inner thigh inches from the hem of her shorts. Trey's on her right — gripping, kneading, his dark fingers sinking into the meat of her thigh, her pale skin spilling between his knuckles.

And between their hands — her wedding ring. Sitting on her left hand in her lap. The diamond catching the sun. Brad's ring. Brad's promise. Surrounded by dark fingers on white thighs.

She stared at the image. The contrast. Her thick pale legs spread slightly on the bench with two Black guys's hands on them. Her shorts riding up. Her skin flushed pink where they squeezed. Her ring in the middle of all of it.

If Brad could see this. If Brad could see what his wife looks like right now. A married white woman on a park bench with two Black guys' hands on her thighs and her wedding ring catching the sun between their fingers. He'd — what would he do? Scream? Cry? Divorce me? Or would he not even notice. Honestly at this point I don't know which one.

Brad would never see this.

She was wet. Not damp. Not slightly moist from the jogging and the heat. Wet. She could feel it pooling between her lips and soaking into her shorts. Her clit was throbbing against the seam. Every squeeze of their hands on her thighs sent a pulse straight up between her legs. She pressed her thighs together — an instinct, trying to hold it in — and Solomon's hand slid higher from the pressure and his fingertips brushed the edge of her shorts and she gasped.

"Mmm—"

"Yeah," Solomon said. Low. His fingers right at the hem. "You good."

Trey's hand left her thigh.

She almost whimpered at the loss of it. Almost. But then his hand came up — fast, casual, confident — and cupped her left tit.

"OH—"

---


CHAPTER 15

Her eyes went wide. Her back straightened. Her mouth fell open. Trey's dark hand was on her left tit. Over the sports bra. His thick fingers pressing into the flesh through the fabric. Cupping. Squeezing. Her DD spilling over his grip — pale flesh bulging between dark fingers — the same way her thigh had except this was her tit and his hand was on it and she could feel his palm on her nipple through the thin fabric and her pussy clenched so hard a drop of wetness ran down her inner thigh.

"I — I'm married—"

It came out. Finally. The words she'd been swallowing since she sat down. Her voice was shaky and thin and she said it while his hand was on her tit and she didn't move his hand.

"We know, ma." Trey squeezed her tit again. Slow. His fingers finding her nipple through the fabric and rolling it. "We seen the ring."

"Shit, we knew you was married when you stopped runnin'," Solomon said from her other side. His hand was still on her inner thigh. His thumb still circling. Higher now — the edge of his finger brushing the leg of her shorts. "Married women don't stop for niggas like us. Unless they want to."

"I don't — I'm not — I just—"

"You just what?" Trey pinched her nipple through the sports bra. Hard. His dark thumb and finger finding the hard pink nub through the fabric and twisting.

She gasped. Sharp. Loud. Her back arched toward his hand — her chest pushing into his grip on its own. Her spine curved. Her tits pressed forward. Her body offered itself to the pinch and she watched it happen from somewhere behind her own eyes.

My back just arched into his hand. I didn't tell it to do that. He twisted my nipple and my body pushed toward him. Toward MORE. Like it's begging. Like my own body is begging a stranger to keep touching me and I'm just sitting here watching it happen.

Her nipple was throbbing between his fingers. The pain was bright and sharp and it shot from her breast straight down to her clit and her pussy clenched and her thighs squeezed together and a fresh wave of wetness soaked into her shorts. He was pinching her nipple on a park bench and her body was responding like he'd put his hand between her legs.

Brad barely touches my nipples. Two fingers. Light. Careful. This guy just twisted mine through a sports bra and my whole body arched off the bench and I almost came. ALMOST CAME. From a nipple pinch. From a stranger's fingers. What the fuck has Brad been doing to me for ten years that a pinch from someone else almost makes me finish on a park bench.

"You just wanted to sit between two niggas on a bench and let us touch on you? That what you just?"

She didn't answer. She couldn't answer. His fingers were still on her nipple — rolling it now, slow circles through the fabric — and Solomon's hand was on her inner thigh and her brain had vacated. Gone. Checked out. There was nothing in her head except the feeling of two men's hands on her body and the wet heat between her legs.

"Mmhm," she said. Because that's all she had left.

"That's what I thought." Trey grinned. He looked at Solomon over her head. "Yo, dawg. She ain't say stop."

"She ain't gon' say stop," Solomon said. His voice was low. Right next to her ear. His breath on her neck. His fingers tracing the crease where her thigh met her hip through her shorts. "She don't want us to stop. Do you, Chloe?"

"Mm — no. Don't stop."

Trey didn't ask. His hand grabbed the front of her sports bra and yanked it down. One motion. Rough. The fabric scraped across her nipples and bunched under her tits and her breasts spilled out — heavy, pale, falling free into the open air. Both of them. At once. The elastic snapped against her ribcage and her tits bounced from the force of it and hung there. Bare. Exposed. On a park bench.

"Whoa — wait—" Her hands flew to her chest. Covering. Instinct. Her pale arms crossing over her bare tits. "We're outside — someone could—"

Trey grabbed her wrists. Both of them. Pulled her arms apart. Pinned them at her sides. His dark hands wrapped around her pale wrists holding them down on the bench.

"Nigga said relax." His voice was harder now. Not mean. Commanding. "Ain't nobody out here. Stop covering up."

Her tits were out. In the sun. The morning air hit her bare nipples and they tightened — hard, pink, puckered. She could feel the breeze on the underside of her breasts. The sweat cooling on her exposed skin. She was topless on a park bench in a neighborhood she'd never been to with a man's hands pinning her wrists to the wood and her DD tits hanging bare between two shirtless Black guys on a Sunday morning.

---


CHAPTER 16

I'm topless. In public. A man just ripped my bra down and my tits are out and he's holding my arms so I can't cover up and I'm TOPLESS. On a BENCH. I've never been topless outdoors in my life. Not at the beach. Not at a pool. Not anywhere. And now two guys I met twenty minutes ago are staring at my bare tits in a public park and I can't cover myself because one of them is holding my wrists and — and I don't want him to let go. I don't want to cover up. I want them to look. I want them to see what Brad won't look at.

"God DAMN," Trey said. He released her wrists. She didn't cover up. Her arms stayed at her sides. Her tits hanging free. He was staring — his mouth slightly open, his tongue on his bottom lip, his eyes locked on her chest. He wasn't looking at her face. He was looking at her bare tits.

"Bruh," Solomon breathed from her other side. "Bruh."

"You see these shits, nigga?" Trey said. Not to her. To Solomon. About her tits. While she sat there bare-chested between them. "You see the size of these? Yo these is CRAZY."

He slapped her left tit. Open palm. Her flesh rippled and bounced and she yelped — "AH!" — and her whole body jolted on the bench. He slapped the right one. Harder. The CLAP echoed off the empty court. Her tits swung from the impact — heavy pale flesh swaying side to side — and he watched them swing with his mouth open.

"Bounce for me," he said. "Do that again."

She didn't bounce. He slapped her tit again and it bounced for her. CLAP. Jiggle. CLAP. Jiggle. He was slapping her bare tits on a park bench watching them ripple and she was sitting there letting him. Yelping with every slap. Not stopping him. Not covering up. Sitting with her hands on the bench and her tits out and her mouth open and her pussy dripping onto the concrete underneath her.

Trey grabbed her right tit with one hand. Solomon grabbed her left. Both at the same time. Four dark hands on two pale tits. And they weren't gentle about it.

Trey squeezed first. His whole hand. His dark fingers sinking deep into her pale flesh — squeezing, gripping, his fingertips digging into the soft underside while his palm crushed the top. Her tit bulged between his fingers. Pale white flesh mushrooming out between dark knuckles. He lifted it. Weighed it in his hand. Bounced it. Watched it jiggle. Let it drop. Grabbed it again.

"Heavy as fuck, nigga," he said to Solomon. Squeezing. Bouncing. "Feel this shit. These shits is HEAVY."

Solomon's grip was different — wider, fuller. His palm covered her whole tit. His hand was so big that her entire left breast disappeared under his dark palm with just the pink nipple poking out between his thumb and forefinger. He squeezed and her tit flesh spilled over the sides of his grip and he grunted. Low. Appreciative.

She looked down.

Oh God. Oh my God. Two Black men are groping my bare tits on a park bench. I'm looking at it. I'm watching it happen. Their dark hands on my white tits. My pink nipples poking through their dark fingers. This looks — this looks like — I've seen this. I've seen this image somewhere. On the internet. On a screen. A white woman between two Black guys with their hands on her body. I've scrolled past it. I've looked away from it. I've clicked past it. And now I AM it. I'm the woman in the picture.

They were groping her in rhythm now. Solomon squeezing while Trey kneaded. Trey pulling while Solomon pushed. Her tits being worked by four hands — tugged and squeezed and bounced and slapped from both sides. Trey pinched her right nipple and pulled it — stretching her tit forward, her pale flesh pulled taut by his dark fingers, her pink nipple turning red between his grip. She whimpered and he let it snap back and did it again.

"AH — mm — AH—"

"Yo she making noises and shit," Trey said. Grinning. Pinching. Pulling. "Every time I pull on her titty she make that sound. Listen — " He pulled her nipple again.

"AH—"

"See? She love it, nigga."

I love it. He's right. He's pulling my nipple and stretching my tit and it hurts and I love it. When's the last time a man grabbed my tits like this? When's the last time ANYONE grabbed them like they meant it? Brad cups them. Brad barely touches them. Brad puts one hand on one breast for four seconds and moves on. These two are grabbing and squeezing and slapping and pulling like my tits are the best thing they've ever touched and they can't get enough and I LOVE it. I love being grabbed. I love being groped. I love that two men are fighting over my tits on a park bench like I'm something worth fighting over.

Solomon bent his head. His mouth closed around her left nipple. Hot. Wet. His full dark lips sealing around her pink nub and sucking — hard, immediate. His tongue swirling. His teeth grazing. She gasped and her back arched and Trey took the cue — his mouth dropped to her right nipple and sucked.

---


CHAPTER 17

Both of them. Sucking her nipples at the same time. Two dark heads on her pale chest. Two mouths on her bare tits. She could feel their tongues — Solomon's flat and wide, Trey's pointed and flicking — working her nipples at the same time. The sensation was splitting her brain in half. Left nipple. Right nipple. Left. Right. Two different rhythms. Two different mouths. Two men sucking on her tits on a park bench and she was moaning loud enough to hear across the court.

"Unh — mmm — oh fuck — both — you're both — mmmnnh—"

Two mouths. Two mouths on my tits. I've never — no one's ever — Brad hasn't put his mouth on my tits in years and now TWO men have their mouths on them at the same time and I can feel their spit and their tongues and their lips and I'm losing my mind. I'm actually losing my mind on a park bench.

"I'm married," she said. Her voice was gone. Breathy. Wrecked. Her eyes were fluttering. Her head was falling back. Both of them sucking her bare tits and she was whispering "I'm married" at the sky and it meant nothing. Nothing at all.

"We know, baby," Trey said against her nipple. His lips vibrating against the wet flesh. "We know."

Solomon's mouth came off her nipple with a wet pop. He kissed up her chest. Her collarbone. Her neck. His full lips pressing into the pale skin below her ear. His tongue tracing a hot wet line to her jaw. His hand still squeezing her left tit while his mouth moved up her throat. She tilted her head — gave him more room, more neck, more skin — and a moan leaked out of her that she didn't recognize. Deep. Guttural. From somewhere below her stomach.

"Unh — mmm — oh God—"

Her right hand moved on its own. Reached sideways. Blind. Her fingers landing on Trey's thigh — hard, dark, the muscle flexing under her touch. She slid her hand up. Over his basketball shorts. Up his thigh. Higher. And she found it.

His cock. Through his shorts. Thick. Hard. Pressing against the mesh fabric in this long fat ridge that ran from his crotch halfway down his thigh.

She wrapped her fingers around it.

Oh my God. Oh my GOD. I'm holding it. I'm holding a man's — I'm holding his cock. Through his shorts. On a park bench. I'm gripping a Black man's cock with my wedding ring on and my tits out and my husband is four blocks away and I'm GRIPPING it. And it's — it's so—

Her fingers couldn't close around it. Even through the fabric. She squeezed and her thumb and fingers didn't meet. The girth of it filling her palm. She could feel the heat through the mesh. The hardness. This solid thick rod of flesh that was pulsing against her hand — throbbing, actually throbbing, she could feel his heartbeat through his cock and it was hammering. She squeezed and it pushed back. Swelled thicker in her grip. Alive. Responsive. A cock that was hard because of her.

It's hard. It's actually hard. It's so hard it's throbbing. I can feel his heartbeat through it. I forgot — I forgot what hard felt like. Brad's is soft. Brad's is always soft. I squeeze Brad's and it gives. It mushes. It bends between my fingers. This doesn't bend. This doesn't give. This is hard and thick and it won't stop throbbing and I can't get my hand around it and I'm squeezing a stranger's cock on a park bench and I don't want to let go.

"Shit, ma—" Trey groaned. His head dropped back. His mouth fell open. His hand tightened on her tit — squeezing hard, reflexive, his dark fingers crushing her pale flesh. She'd made a man groan by touching his cock. She'd made him gasp. Brad didn't gasp when she touched him. Brad said "that feels nice, babe" in the same voice he used when she rubbed his shoulders.

She squeezed harder. Stroked him through the fabric. Her pale hand sliding up and down the thick dark outline in his basketball shorts. She could feel the ridge of the head — fat, swollen, pressing against the mesh near his hip. She rubbed her thumb across it and Trey hissed through his teeth and his hips bucked up off the bench.

"Yo — yo she grabbin' my shit, nigga—" Trey said to Solomon. His voice strained. His hips still pushing up into her hand. "She — nngh — she got a grip too—"

I'm jerking him off. I'm jerking a Black man off through his shorts on a park bench in a public park at nine in the morning. Two months ago I was standing in a Whole Foods checkout line buying kale. Now I've got a stranger's cock in my hand and my bare tits in the sun and I'm stroking him and he's groaning and I've never been this wet in my entire life.

Her left hand found Solomon's lap. Found his cock. Bigger. Thicker. Even through the fabric she could feel the difference — Solomon's was heavier. Fatter. It sat against his thigh pressing hard against his shorts and when she wrapped her fingers around it and squeezed he groaned against her neck and bit down on her collarbone and she moaned.

---


CHAPTER 18

Both of them. One in each hand. Two hard Black cocks throbbing in her pale white fists through basketball shorts on a park bench. Her wedding ring was pressing into Solomon's shaft. Brad's diamond — the one he'd made payments on for seven years — was touching another man's cock. Her tits were out. Her nipples were wet from their mouths. Her pussy was soaking through her shorts. And she was stroking two men who weren't her husband and the only thought left in her wrecked brain was more.

"Mmmnnh — oh God — both of you — I can feel both of you—"

Solomon sucked on her neck and Trey's hips rocked into her hand and she stroked them both — her right hand on Trey, her left on Solomon, both wrists working, both palms squeezing, her small white hands wrapped around two thick dark outlines while her bare tits bounced from the effort and the bench creaked underneath them.

She wasn't stopping. She was never going to stop. Whatever she'd been before she sat on this bench — Brad's wife, Sunday jogger, the woman who bought kale at Whole Foods — that woman was gone. This woman had two cocks in her hands and cum running down her thigh and her tits in the sun and she wasn't going home until she'd had enough.

She hadn't had nearly enough.

She wasn't going to stop.

Solomon turned her face toward him. His dark hand on her jaw. Gentle but firm. Turning her head. His brown eyes looking into her blue ones. Close. Inches apart. She could feel his breath on her lips. Could see the sweat on his upper lip. The dark stubble on his jaw.

He kissed her.

Oh—

His full lips pressed into hers and her brain went white. His mouth was soft and warm and wide — it covered hers completely. She could feel his lips — full, thick, nothing like Brad's thin dry line of a mouth. His bottom lip was fat and soft and it pressed against her chin and his top lip sealed across hers and her whole mouth was covered.

His tongue pushed past her lips. She tasted salt and sweat and him. Her mouth opened on instinct. His tongue slid against hers — slow, hot, confident. Unhurried. Slow. Taking his time with her mouth.

I'm kissing him. I'm kissing a Black man on a park bench with my tits out. My tongue is in his mouth. His tongue is in mine. I can taste his sweat. I can taste whatever he ate this morning. I'm tasting a stranger and my pussy just clenched so hard I almost came. I haven't been kissed — really kissed, tongue-kissed, grabbed-and-kissed — in years. Brad pecks. Brad gives me closed-mouth goodnight kisses that land half on my lips and half on my chin. Brad hasn't put his tongue in my mouth since our honeymoon. And this man's tongue is in my mouth and I never want him to take it out.

"Mmmnnh—"

She moaned into his mouth. Her hand came up and grabbed the back of his neck — his dark skin hot and damp under her fingers. She pulled him deeper. Her tongue sliding against his. Sloppy. Desperate. Spit mixing between their mouths. His saliva and hers. She could feel it running down her chin — their combined spit leaking out of the corners of the kiss and dripping off her jaw. The kiss was wet and messy and loud — she could hear it, this slick clicking of tongues and lips between them. Wet. Loud. Sloppy.

She kissed him harder. Sucked on his bottom lip. Pulled it between her teeth. Bit down. He groaned into her mouth and his hand slid from her jaw to the back of her head and he grabbed her hair and pulled her deeper and the kiss turned into something else. Both of them going at each other's mouths on a park bench in broad daylight.

Solomon's mouth was hot and wet and slow and she never wanted it to leave hers.

Trey's mouth found her tit.

"AH—"

She gasped into Solomon's kiss. Trey's full lips closed around her right nipple and sucked — hard, immediate, no buildup. His tongue pressing flat against her nipple. His teeth grazing the flesh. He sucked and her back arched and she moaned into Solomon's mouth and her hand squeezed Trey's cock through his shorts.

"Mmmnnh — oh God — mmph—"

She was being kissed and sucked at the same time. Solomon's tongue in her mouth. Trey's mouth on her tit. Two men. Two mouths. One on her lips and one on her nipple and she couldn't think.

Her body was doing things she wasn't telling it to do. Her hips were moving. Squirming on the bench. Rocking forward and back — grinding against nothing, her pussy searching for friction and finding only the seam of her shorts. Her thighs were opening wider. Spreading on their own. Her back was arching — pushing her tit deeper into Trey's mouth and her mouth harder against Solomon's. She was writhing between them on a park bench. A full-body squirm she couldn't stop.

---


CHAPTER 19

Two mouths on me. Two men. I can't — my brain keeps flipping. Solomon's tongue does something and I melt into the kiss and then Trey sucks my nipple and I jolt and then Solomon bites my lip and I moan and then Trey bites my tit and I gasp and I can't keep up. I can't process it. Brad was one man doing one thing badly. This is two men doing everything at once and my body is — I'm squirming. I'm grinding. I'm humping the air on a park bench because my pussy is so swollen and throbbing that I need something between my legs or I'm going to lose my mind.

Her shorts were soaked. She could feel the fabric clinging to her — wet, warm, stuck to her pussy. Every time her hips rocked the damp fabric dragged across her clit and she twitched. She was going to cum. On this bench. From being kissed and sucked and nothing else. Nobody's hand between her legs. Nobody touching her pussy. Just a mouth on her mouth and a mouth on her tit and she was going to cum from that alone because her body had been so starved for so long that this much stimulation was overloading her.

"Mmmnnh — mmph — unh—"

She moaned into Solomon's mouth. High-pitched. Desperate. Her hips rocking faster on the bench. The wet sound of her shorts sliding on the concrete. Trey could hear it. He pulled off her nipple and looked down at her lap — at her hips grinding, at the dark wet patch spreading across her shorts.

"Yo she about to bust, nigga," Trey said. Grinning. He bit her nipple again and she yelped. "She grinding on the bench and shit. She soaking through her shorts, dawg."

I'm going to cum. On a park bench. I'm going to cum from being groped and I haven't even been touched between my legs. Brad can't make me cum with his dick inside me and these two are about to make me cum by sucking on my tits. That's how badly I needed this. That's how badly he broke me.

Trey switched to her left nipple. Bit down hard. She yelped into Solomon's mouth. Solomon bit her bottom lip at the same time and the double bite — nipple and lip — sent a bolt through her pussy and her hips bucked off the bench and she grabbed both their cocks through their shorts and squeezed and she was right there. Right on the edge. Shaking.

She was holding two cocks. One in each hand. Through their shorts. On a park bench. In a public park. Topless. With one man's tongue in her mouth and the other man's mouth on her tit and her wedding ring pressing into Solomon's shaft through the fabric.

"Shit, ma," Trey said against her breast. His voice vibrating against her nipple. "You grabbin' on us like that?"

She squeezed both. One in each hand. Felt them pulse against her palms. Trey's twitched. Solomon's throbbed. Both hard. Both big. Both straining against their shorts. She was jerking two Black thugs through their basketball shorts on a park bench on a Sunday morning and she was so wet she could feel it running down the inside of her thigh pooling on the concrete.

Solomon broke the kiss. Pulled back. Looked at her — her swollen lips, her flushed face, her tits out with Trey's mouth still on one of them, both her hands in their laps. He was breathing hard. His cock was pressing against her palm.

"Yo," he said to Trey. Not taking his eyes off her. "We need to take this somewhere."

Somewhere. They want to take me somewhere. This isn't enough. A park bench with my tits out and their cocks in my hands isn't enough and they want MORE. They want to take me somewhere private and do more than grope me and I should be terrified and my pussy just clenched so hard I almost fell off the bench.

Trey pulled off her nipple. Wet pop. Looked up. Looked at Chloe. Looked at Solomon.

"Alley behind the bodega," Trey said. "Ain't nobody back there, nigga."

Solomon looked at her. His hand still on her jaw. His thumb tracing her bottom lip — swollen and wet from the kiss.

"You coming?" he said.

She was a married woman on a park bench with her tits out and two men's cocks in her hands and her own wetness running down her thigh and her husband was home and she should say no. Every part of her brain that still worked was screaming say no. Go home. Pull your bra up. Go home to Brad. Go home to your marriage. Say no.

"Yeah," she said. "I'm coming."

She pulled her sports bra up. Stuffed her tits back in. They didn't fit — they never fit — but at least they were covered. The fabric was wet now. Her sweat, Trey's spit from his mouth on her nipple. The sports bra was damp and stretched out and her nipples were poking through and she looked like a mess but she was standing up and following two men to an alley and she didn't care what she looked like.

They walked. Solomon in front. Chloe behind him. Trey behind her.

---


CHAPTER 20

Her heart was slamming. She could feel it in her throat. In her wrists. In her clit. Every beat pushing blood into places that were already swollen and hot. Sweat was running down her chest — between her tits, down her stomach, pooling in the fold where her belly met her waistband. Her thighs were slick — sweat and arousal mixing together and making her inner thighs slide against each other with every step. Everything on her body was moving. Her tits swinging in the wet sports bra. Her stomach jiggling softly above the shorts. Her ass — God, her ass — bouncing and rippling behind her with every step on the asphalt. Her fat folds jiggling. Her thick body in motion.

"Yo Sol," Trey said from behind her. Not to her. About her. "Nigga you see this ass walking? You see this shit right now?"

"I see it, bruh."

"That shit movin' like jello, dawg. Every step. Look at it. LOOK at it bounce."

They were talking about her ass while she walked. Three feet behind her. Not whispering. Not hiding it. Describing her body to each other while she led the way to the alley where they were going to fuck her. She was an object. A body. A thick white ass in tiny shorts being escorted to an alley by two Black guys who were narrating her jiggle in real time.

They're staring at my ass and talking about it like I'm not here. And I—

I like it.

I like it. Oh God I like it. I like being stared at. I like being talked about. I like that two men are walking behind me watching my fat ass bounce and they can't stop commenting on it. Brad looks at this ass and sees a problem. These guys look at it and see something they can't wait to get their hands on. I've been invisible for ten years. A ghost in my own house. A body that nobody looks at. And right now I'm being WATCHED. Every step. Every jiggle. Every bounce. Two men staring at me and wanting me and following me and I feel — I feel—

They want me. They actually want me.

Her nipples were cutting through the damp sports bra. Her pussy was dripping — she could feel it leaking past the elastic of her shorts and starting to run down her thigh. Her hands were trembling. Her breath was coming in short pulls. She was walking to an alley to do something she could never take back and her body was screaming yes with every step.

I'm following two Black guys to an alley. I'm a married white woman in a sports bra following two men I met fifteen minutes ago to an alley behind a bodega. I know what's going to happen.

And I'm walking faster.

Solomon turned the corner. Behind the bodega. A narrow alley between the back of the store and a chain-link fence. Dumpsters. Cardboard boxes stacked against the wall. Graffiti — tags she couldn't read. A puddle of something on the cracked concrete. The ground was dirty. The wall was dirty. The dumpster was rusted and dented.

It was the ugliest place she'd ever been. Worse than the bench.

This. This is where I'm going to do this. Not the bedroom with the Egyptian cotton sheets. Not the hotel suite Brad booked for our anniversary and then fell asleep in by nine. Not even a car. An alley. Behind a bodega. Next to a dumpster. There's graffiti on the wall that says something I can't read. This is where Chloe Perkins — woman with a Pottery Barn living room and a Dyson vacuum and a husband who flosses every night — is about to let two men she met twenty minutes ago do whatever they want to her.

My kitchen has granite countertops. My bathroom has heated floors. I have a wine fridge. I have throw pillows that cost sixty dollars each. And I'm standing in garbage.

*And I don't care. I don't care that it smells. I don't care that it's dirty.

Because the two men standing in this alley with me want my body more than my husband has wanted it in ten years and I would let them fuck me anywhere right now if they asked.*

Solomon leaned against the wall. Crossed his arms. Looked at her. Trey came up behind her — close. His chest against her back. His hands on her hips. His cock pressing against her ass through his shorts. Hard. She could feel every inch of it against her cheek and it was bigger than Brad soft, hard, and finished combined.

"Aight," Trey said against her ear. His dark hands pulling her hips back into his crotch. "We here."

She was sandwiched again. Trey behind her. Solomon in front of her. The alley wall on one side. The dumpster on the other. Nowhere to go. She didn't want to go anywhere.

Trey's hands slid from her hips up to her stomach. His dark fingers spreading across her soft pale belly — the belly she sucked in at the bathroom mirror, the belly Brad's eyes always drifted to. Trey wasn't sucking anything in. He was pressing into it. Grabbing the softness. His palms sliding up over her ribs and finding her tits through the sports bra and squeezing.

---


CHAPTER 21

"Mm — wait—" She grabbed his wrists. Tried to pull his hands off. Her fingers wrapped around his dark forearms and she tugged and he didn't move. His arms were solid. She was pulling at them and they weren't budging. He was groping her tits from behind and she was trying to stop him and she physically couldn't.

"Relax, white girl." His mouth was on her ear. His breath hot. His hips grinding his cock against her ass — slow, lazy circles through their clothes. "You been wanting this all morning. Just let it happen."

"I'm not — mmm—"

Her voice died. He'd pinched her nipple through the bra. Her head fell back against his chest. Her mouth opened. The moan came out before she could catch it — this low shaky sound that bounced off the alley walls. Her hands were still on his wrists but she wasn't pulling anymore. Her fingers were just resting there. Holding on.

He ground into her harder. His cock pressing into the crack of her ass through her tiny shorts. She could feel it — thick, hard, hot even through two layers of fabric. Her ass pushed back. Involuntary. Her hips rolling back into his crotch. Grinding back against him. Her body answering his body without asking her brain for permission.

"See?" Trey said. Squeezing her tits. Grinding. "She into it, nigga."

She bit her lip. Trying to hold in the next moan. Her teeth sinking into her bottom lip. Her eyes squeezing shut. His hands on her tits and his cock on her ass and her body was dripping — she could feel it now, her wetness leaking through her shorts and running down her inner thigh, a warm trail sliding past her knee. She was dripping in an alley. Dripping onto concrete. Her pussy so wet it was running out of her and she was biting her lip trying not to scream.

"Mmmnnh — mmm — oh God—"

She couldn't hold it. The moan broke through her teeth and his hands squeezed tighter and her back arched against his chest and she stopped pretending she didn't want this.

Solomon uncrossed his arms. Stepped forward. Close. His bare chest inches from her face. He looked down at her — six-two to her five-four — and his hand came up and tilted her chin.

"Last chance, ma," he said. "You wanna go home to your husband?"

Trey's cock ground against her ass from behind. His hands squeezed her hips. His mouth was on her neck — hot, wet, his tongue tracing behind her ear.

"No," she said. Looking up at Solomon. Her voice barely there. "I don't wanna go home."

Solomon smiled. Reached down. Pulled the waistband of his basketball shorts. His cock swung free.

Chloe's jaw dropped. Literally dropped. Her mouth fell open and her eyes went wide and she stared.

It was thick. Dark. Heavy. Hanging in front of her face at eye level — she was five-four and he was six-two and his cock was right there. Fat and veined and dark brown — darker than the rest of him, almost black at the base — and it was hard. Not getting-hard. Hard. Standing out from his body at an angle, the head swollen and round and shiny. It swung when he shifted his weight. Swaying inches from her face.

Oh my God. Oh my — that's not — Brad's isn't — that's not even — oh my GOD.

That is not a dick. Brad has a dick. That pale little thing I roll between my fingers trying to make it work — THAT'S a dick. This is — I don't know what this is. This is something else. This is something else entirely. It's thick and it's dark and it's veined and it's RIGHT in my face and I can smell it — musk and sweat and skin — and my mouth is watering. My mouth is literally watering looking at a Black man's cock in an alley and I can't close my jaw.

Brad is at home. Brad is four blocks away. Brad's dick is four inches and thin and pink and can't stay hard. And THIS — this fat, dark, heavy, throbbing thing hanging in front of my face — this is what a cock is supposed to look like. This is what I've been missing for ten years.

She couldn't stop staring. The veins running along the shaft. The thickness of it — her hand wouldn't fit around it. Both hands might not fit. The head was fat and round and a bead of precum sat on the tip catching the sunlight that filtered into the alley. It was obscene. It was the most obscene thing she'd ever seen in her life.

And she wanted it in her mouth so bad her tongue was pressing against her teeth.

Behind her, Trey pulled his shorts down. She felt it — his bare cock against her ass now. No fabric. Just hot hard flesh pressed against her pale cheek through her thin shorts. He was big too. She could feel it — thick and warm and pressing into the crease of her ass. Two big Black cocks. One in front of her face. One against her ass.

This is happening. This is actually happening. I'm standing in an alley between two Black guys with their cocks out and I'm a married white woman in a sports bra and this is happening and I want it. God help me I want it.

She looked at Solomon's cock. Looked up at his face. Looked back down at his cock. Her mouth was still open. Her tongue was wet. Her knees were bending on their own.

---


CHAPTER 22

Her knees hit the concrete.

Wet. Cold. Gritty. The alley floor soaked through her bare skin — dirty water and grime and whatever else was on the ground behind a bodega on a Sunday morning. Gravel dug into her kneecaps. She was kneeling in filth. Chloe Perkins — the woman with the Pottery Barn living room and the heated bathroom floors — was on her knees on the wet ground in a dirty alley with two Black guys standing over her.

And she was crying.

Not sobbing. Not wailing. Tears. Quiet ones. Rolling down her cheeks while she looked up at them. Two dark bodies silhouetted against the morning sky. Solomon in front of her. Trey to her right. Both shirtless. Both sweating. Both hard. Their cocks at her eye level — thick and dark and heavy, hanging in front of her face.

She didn't know why she was crying. The shame maybe. The knowledge that she was on her knees in an alley about to suck two strangers' cocks and her husband was home and her life was four blocks away and she was here. On the ground. Looking up at two men she'd met half an hour ago with her tits out and her shorts soaked and tears running down her face.

Why am I crying. I'm not sad. I'm not scared. I'm — I don't know what I am. I'm on my knees in an alley and I'm crying and I'm wet and I want this. I want this so badly my hands are shaking. I'm crying because this is wrong and I want it and both of those things are true at the same time and I don't know how to hold them both.

"Ayo — she cryin', bruh," Trey said. Looking down at her. Not concerned — amused. "White girl on her knees cryin' with her titties out."

"You good?" Solomon said. Looking down at her. His cock hanging inches from her face. Heavy. Dark. A bead of precum on the tip.

She nodded. Wiped her cheek with the back of her hand. Her wedding ring smeared the tears across her skin.

"I'm good," she whispered. "I'm good."

"Aight." Solomon gripped his cock. One hand around the base. Lifted it. Held it in front of her face — dark and thick and veined and she could smell it. Musk and sweat and skin. Her mouth watered through the tears.

He slapped it against her cheek.

"Unh—"

The sound came out of her — half gasp, half moan. His cock hit her cheek — heavy, warm, this wet THWAP of dark flesh against pale skin. Her head rocked sideways from the weight of it. He did it again. Other cheek. THWAP. Her tears mixing with his precum on her face. The wet smear of it across her cheekbone.

"Mmm — mm—"

Trey stepped closer. His cock in his hand. He slapped it against her other cheek from the right. THWAP. She flinched — her shoulders jumping, her eyes squeezing shut. But she didn't move. She stayed on her knees and let them slap their cocks against her face. Left cheek. Right cheek. Left. Right. Solomon and Trey taking turns. The wet heavy sound of dark meat hitting white skin echoing off the alley walls.

"Open your eyes, ma," Solomon said. "Look at us."

She opened them. Tears still running. Looking up at two Black guys slapping their cocks against her face in an alley. She could see them from below — their dark chests, their jaws, their eyes looking down at her. She was small on her knees. Small and pale and crying between two tall dark bodies.

Solomon dragged his cock across her face. Slow. From her cheek across her lips — she felt the fat head slide across her mouth, warm and slick with precum — across her nose, across her other cheek. He was painting her face with his cock. Smearing it. His dark shaft leaving a wet trail across her pale skin.

Trey did the same from the other side. His cock dragging across her forehead. Down her temple. Across her lips. Both of them rubbing their cocks on her face at the same time — two dark shafts sliding across pale wet skin from opposite directions.

Two men rubbing their cocks on a married woman's crying face in an alley on a Sunday morning. Her tears and their precum mixing on her cheeks. Her mascara starting to run — black streaks cutting through the wet mess on her face.

"Nnngh — mmm — please—"

Please. I just said please. I'm on my knees crying with two cocks on my face and I said please. Please what? Please stop? Please keep going? Please put it in my mouth? I don't even know which one I mean anymore. All of them. None of them. Please.

She opened her mouth. Wide. Tongue out. Looking up at them through wet lashes with her mouth open and her tongue pink and flat and waiting. Tears on her cheeks. Precum on her skin. Mascara streaking. Her wedding ring on the concrete. Her tits out. Her pussy dripping.

A married woman on her knees in a dirty alley with her mouth open and her tongue out.

"Damn," Solomon said. Looking down at her. "Look at her, nigga. She ready."

---


CHAPTER 23

"She been ready," Trey said. Slapping his cock against her tongue. The wet smack echoing. "This bitch been ready since she stopped running."

She grabbed them both. One in each hand. Her pale fingers wrapping around dark shafts — Solomon in her left, Trey in her right. She couldn't close her fingers around either of them. Both too thick. Both throbbing in her grip. Both hot and heavy and slick with precum and she was holding two Black cocks in a dirty alley and her mouth was watering so hard spit was dripping off her chin.

She took Solomon first. Turned her head left and opened wide and the head pushed past her lips and filled her mouth. Fat. Round. Her jaw stretched — wider than it had ever stretched for Brad, wider than she thought her mouth could go. The taste hit her tongue — salt and musk and skin and sweat. Heavy. Dark. Nothing like Brad's bland little dick that tasted like soap and nothing.

"Mmmnnh — glk—"

She gagged. He was barely in — just the head, just the first two inches — and she was gagging. Her eyes watered. Fresh tears mixing with the old ones. Spit flooded her mouth and leaked out around his shaft and ran down her chin. She held him there. Her lips sealed around the head. Her tongue pressed flat against the underside. Her right hand still stroking Trey — jerking him blind, her fist pumping his cock without looking, her wrist twisting at the top.

"Damn, ma—" Solomon breathed. His hand found the back of her head. Dark fingers in her blonde hair. Not pushing. Resting. "Shit."

She pulled off. Gasping. A thick strand of spit stretched from her lip to his cock and broke and swung from her chin. She turned her head right. Trey. His cock was right there — dark and hard and bobbing in front of her face. She took him in. Different angle. Different shape — Trey was longer, thinner than Solomon. He slid deeper faster and she gagged again — GLUK — and her eyes squeezed shut and spit poured out of her mouth.

"Nngh — glk — mmmnnh—"

Her left hand was on Solomon now. Stroking him while she sucked Trey. Spit-slick. Her fingers sliding on his wet shaft. She could feel his heartbeat through her palm. Both of them — one in her mouth, one in her hand. Her head bobbing on Trey while her fist pumped Solomon. Then she switched. Turned left. Solomon back in her mouth. Trey in her hand. Back and forth. Left. Right. Her blonde head swiveling between two dark cocks.

"Yo look at her go, nigga," Trey said above her. His hand grabbing a fistful of her hair. "She goin' back and forth like she can't pick."

"She don't gotta pick," Solomon said. His hips rocking forward. Pushing his cock deeper into her mouth. "She can have both."

She moaned around his cock. Her eyes were streaming — tears and spit and mascara running down her face in black streaks. Her nose was running. Her chin was wet. Spit was hanging off her jaw in thick strings that swung every time she turned her head. She was a mess. A drooling gagging crying mess on her knees in a dirty alley sucking two cocks and she didn't stop.

I'm sucking two cocks. Two. At the same time. Going back and forth. I can taste them both — Solomon tastes heavier, darker. Trey tastes sharper. I know what two men's cocks taste like now. I know the difference between them. I'm a married woman who can distinguish two strangers' cocks by taste on a Sunday morning in an alley. Brad's cock tastes like Irish Spring soap. These taste like men.

She pulled off Trey. Grabbed both shafts. Pulled them together. Both cocks pressed side by side in front of her face — two thick dark shafts touching, the heads fat and swollen and leaking. She looked at them. Looked up at Solomon. Looked up at Trey. Both of them looking down at her.

She opened her mouth wide and pressed both heads against her lips.

"Ohhh shit—" Trey's knees buckled.

"Yo — yo—" Solomon grabbed the wall behind him.

They wouldn't fit. Both heads together were wider than her mouth could stretch. But she tried. She pressed her lips around both of them — her jaw screaming, her mouth stretched to its limit, the fat dark heads pressing against each other on her tongue. She got maybe an inch of each inside. Her lips wrapped around both shafts. Two cocks in her mouth at the same time. Her cheeks bulging. Her jaw aching. Spit pouring out around them in thick streams.

"GLMMNNH—"

This wet gurgling groan that came from somewhere deep in her throat with two cocks stuffed in her mouth. Her eyes were wide. Tears streaming. Looking up at them. Two tall dark men looking down at a pale crying woman with both their cocks in her mouth and their precum on her tongue and her wedding ring on the concrete and her mascara running and her tits hanging out and spit dripping off her chin onto her chest.

She held it for five seconds. Ten. Her jaw screaming. Then she pulled off — gasping, choking, a thick rope of spit connecting her mouth to both their cocks, stretching and breaking and landing on her bare tits.

---


CHAPTER 24

"Hhhhh — oh God — oh my God—"

She was panting. On her knees. Both cocks wet and glistening in front of her face. Her face was destroyed — tears and spit and mascara and precum. She looked up at them through the mess. Grabbed both cocks. One in each hand. Stroked them. Her spit making everything slick. Her pale fists pumping two dark shafts aimed at her wrecked face.

"Don't stop," she said. Her voice raw. Hoarse. "Don't stop. I want more. Give me more."

Solomon grabbed her hair. Fistful of blonde. Yanked her head back. Her mouth fell open — automatic now, trained in fifteen minutes — and he shoved his cock in. Deep. Past her tongue. Past the back of her mouth. Into her throat.

"GLUGHK—"

Her eyes bulged. Her hands flew to his thighs. His cock was in her throat and he wasn't waiting for her to adjust. He held her head and fucked her mouth — pulling her forward by her hair and driving his hips into her face. Her nose crushed against his dark pelvis. His pubic hair scratching her lips. She couldn't breathe. Her throat was bulging around his shaft and she could feel it stretching and her eyes were pouring tears and spit was flooding out of her mouth in thick ropes.

"Take that shit," Solomon said. Low. His hand in her hair. His hips pumping. "Take it."

"GLGHK — NNGH — GLMM—"

She was choking. Gagging. Wet sounds ripping out of her throat with every thrust. Spit was everywhere — running down his shaft, dripping off his balls, pooling on the concrete between her knees. Her chin was soaked. Her tits were splattered with drool. Snot was leaking from her nose mixing with the tears and the spit and the precum on her face.

He pulled out. She gasped — this desperate sucking inhale — and before she could breathe Trey grabbed her hair from the other side and yanked her head right and shoved his cock in.

"MMPH—"

Different cock. Different angle. Trey's was longer and he pushed it deeper faster — her throat opened and he slid in and her nose hit his pelvis and she gagged so hard her stomach heaved. He held her there. His dark hand twisted in her blonde hair. His hips pressed against her face.

"Swallow on it, ma," Trey said. "Swallow."

She tried. Her throat convulsed around his shaft — this wet clenching that she could feel from the inside. He groaned. His knees buckled for a second. She swallowed again and he groaned louder and pulled out and she gasped and Solomon was already there — his cock pushing back into her mouth before the air reached her lungs.

They were passing her between them. Back and forth. Solomon. Trey. Solomon. Trey. Each one shoving into her mouth, fucking her throat for ten seconds, fifteen, pulling out just long enough for her to gasp before the other one filled her again. Her head was being yanked left and right by two fistfuls of her blonde hair. She wasn't sucking anymore. She was being used. A mouth. A hole. A wet choking hole between two dark bodies in a dirty alley.

"GLGHK — NNGH — GLUGHK — MMPH—"

The sounds were constant now. Wet gagging choking sounds that bounced off the alley walls. Her face was a wreck — spit hanging off her chin in thick strings, mascara gone, tears streaming, snot running, her eyes red and swollen. Her sports bra had slid down again — her tits hanging free, bouncing and swinging every time they yanked her head. Spit was dripping off her chin onto her bare tits. Her nipples were wet and glistening.

"Yo this white bitch nasty, nigga," Trey said. Pulling out. Slapping his wet cock against her cheek. "She takin' both of us. She ain't even tappin' out."

"She a pro," Solomon said. Sliding his cock back into her mouth. Slow this time. All the way. She gagged and he held it and she swallowed around him and he grunted. "Damn she a pro. Who taught you this, white girl?"

She couldn't answer. His cock was in her throat. Nobody taught her. Brad had never fucked her mouth. Brad just lay there — still, quiet, eyes closed, apologetic. She'd sucked Brad's dick a hundred times and it had never once been like this. She'd never choked. Never gagged. Never had spit running down her tits and snot on her lip and tears in her eyes. Brad's cock fit in her mouth without her jaw opening all the way. These cocks were destroying her face and she was pushing forward for more.

Solomon pulled out. Both of them stood over her. Stroking themselves. Two dark fists pumping two dark cocks aimed at her face. She was on her knees looking up at them — mouth open, tongue out, face covered in spit and tears and precum. Waiting. Panting. Her chest heaving. Her bare tits rising and falling.

"More," she whispered. Looking up at them through the mess. "Please. More."

They both stepped forward. Both cocks in her face again. She grabbed them — one in each hand — and went back to work. Solomon in her mouth. Stroking Trey. Switch. Trey in her mouth. Stroking Solomon. Her head bobbing. Spit flying. The wet GLUK GLUK GLUK echoing off the walls.

---


CHAPTER 25

Her teeth scraped Solomon's shaft. Not on purpose — her jaw was aching, tired, losing control. Her teeth dragged along the underside of his cock and he hissed.

"Ayo — watch the teeth, bitch."

"Mm — sorry — mm—" She mumbled it around his cock. Her face burning. She was trying. She was trying so hard and she couldn't do it right. Her jaw was cramping. Her lips were numb. She'd never had to open her mouth this wide for Brad — Brad's dick slid in and out without her jaw even noticing. These cocks were too big for her mouth and her teeth kept catching and she was embarrassed. On her knees in an alley embarrassed that she couldn't suck cock properly.

I can't even do this right. I can't even suck a dick without scraping it. Brad's fits in my mouth without me trying. These are too big. They're too thick. My jaw isn't — I'm not built for this. My mouth is too small. My whole body is wrong for this and I'm doing it anyway and I can't even do it RIGHT—

She took him deeper to compensate. Gagged. Her teeth scraped again. Solomon pulled out.

"Damn, girl." He looked at Trey. Laughing. "She tryin' but her jaw ain't havin' it."

"White girl mouth, nigga," Trey said. Grinning. "Ain't never had nothin' that big in it. Her husband probably got a little dick. She ain't used to real shit."

She was on her knees with spit on her chin and snot on her lip and they were laughing about her husband's dick and she was nodding. Actually nodding. Her head going up and down because they were right. Brad had a little dick. She'd never had anything real in her mouth. She was choking and gagging and scraping because her married white mouth had only ever wrapped around four inches of nothing and these two were giving her something her jaw had never trained for.

"Mmhm," she croaked. Spit dripping. Snot bubbling. "He's — yeah. He's small."

"How small?" Trey slid his cock into her mouth. She tried again — wider, lips tucked, her jaw screaming. Her teeth caught his head on the outstroke and he flinched.

"Shit — aight." He pulled out. Slapped his wet cock against her cheek. "Her mouth done, bruh."

"Mmm — no — I can keep going—" She reached for them. Both hands. Grabbing. Pulling their cocks toward her face. Desperate. She didn't want them to stop. She didn't want this to be over. "Please — I can — let me—"

"Relax, white girl." Solomon was looking down at her. His dark eyes on her wrecked face. Spit and tears and mascara. "You tried. Your little mouth did good."

"Your husband ever make you work that hard?" Trey said. Stroking himself. Grinning.

She laughed. This wet broken laugh through the spit on her lips. "My husband can barely get hard."

"For real?" Trey looked at Solomon. Laughing. "She married to a nigga who can't get it up?"

"He's — mmhm — he's small," she mumbled. Spit on her chin. Nodding.

"How small? Like what — five?"

She shook her head.

"Four?"

She nodded. Eyes on the ground.

"FOUR?" Trey slapped Solomon's arm. "Nigga she said FOUR. Bruh my shit is four inches SOFT."

"Mine too," Solomon said. Shaking his head.

"Four inches and he can't even keep it hard?" Trey was laughing. Not being mean — just genuinely amused. "Dawg. And you been married to that for how long?"

"Ten years," she croaked.

They both lost it. Trey bent over laughing. Solomon covered his mouth. They were standing over her with their hard cocks out laughing at her husband's dick and she was on her knees nodding along because everything they were saying was true.

"He last long at least?" Solomon asked. Still grinning.

She shook her head. "Thirty seconds. Maybe."

"THIRTY SECONDS?" Trey was wiping his eyes. "Thirty seconds with four inches? Ayo what that man even doing in there? She can't even feel that shit."

"I can't," she whispered. Nodding. Snot on her lip. "I can't feel it."

"She can't feel it, nigga!" Trey slapped his own knee. "She been married ten years and she can't feel her husband's dick! Sol — Sol — this woman need HELP, bruh."

"He doesn't make me cum," she said. Quiet. Looking up at them. Her wrecked face. Their hard cocks. "He's never made me cum. I fake it."

"Every time?"

"Mmhm." She nodded. "Every time."

They looked at each other. Trey shook his head slow. Solomon sucked his teeth.

"She need some real dick, nigga," Trey said. "That's what she need. Out here suckin' two niggas in an alley cuz her husband can't lay pipe."

Solomon sucked his teeth. Looked down at her. His cock hanging heavy in front of her face. "You want us to fuck you, Chloe?"

Her pussy clenched. Her thighs squeezed together on the concrete. She could feel herself dripping — a warm trail sliding down her inner thigh and pooling under her knee on the dirty ground. Her shorts were soaked through. Her clit was throbbing so hard she could feel her heartbeat in it. Her whole body was shaking — her hands trembling, her knees aching on the wet concrete, her bare tits rising and falling with every short breath.

She was squirming. On her knees in a dirty alley squirming. Her hips rocking. Grinding against nothing. Her body begging before her mouth did — her pelvis rolling on its own, pressing her soaked shorts against her swollen clit, trying to get friction from the seam of the fabric because she needed something between her legs or she was going to scream.

Say it. Just say it. You're already on your knees. You already sucked their cocks. You already let them slap your face and grope your tits and you're covered in spit and your mascara's gone and your husband is home and you're HERE. On the ground. In an alley. Just say it.

"Say it," Solomon said. His hand finding her hair. Gripping. "Tell us what you want."

She looked at Solomon's cock. Thick. Dark. Hard. Looked at Trey's. Long. Dripping. She looked at her own hands — pale, shaking, her wedding ring wet with their spit and her tears. She looked at her knees on the concrete. At the puddle of her own wetness between them.

"Fuck me," she said. "Please — please fuck me. Both of you. Right here. I need it. Please."

Her voice was wrecked. Raw. Her hips were still grinding on nothing. Her pussy was clenching around nothing. Her whole body was one open aching need and she was begging two strangers to fill it on the ground behind a bodega on a Sunday morning.

A siren wailed in the distance. Two blocks. Maybe three. Getting closer.

---


CHAPTER 26

"Shit—" Solomon's head snapped toward the street. The siren was getting louder. Blue light flickering off the buildings at the end of the block.

"Yo we gotta—" Trey stepped back. Reaching for his shorts.

"Nah nah nah—" Chloe grabbed Solomon's cock. Both hands. Held on. "Don't stop. Please. Don't stop."

"Yo there's cops—"

"I don't CARE." Her voice came out raw. Broken. Desperate. She was on her knees gripping a Black man's cock with both hands and police sirens were wailing and she didn't let go. "Fuck me. You said you'd fuck me. Fuck me right now."

Solomon looked at Trey. Trey looked at the street. The siren screamed past — blue light sweeping across the alley entrance and disappearing. Going somewhere else. Not here. Not for them.

The sound faded. Two blocks. Three. Gone.

"Aight," Solomon said. He grabbed her arm. Pulled her up off her knees. Spun her around. Her hands hit a wooden crate stacked against the alley wall — rough, splintered, at waist height. He bent her over it. Her stomach flat against the wood. Her ass in the air. Her shorts riding up. Her tits hanging over the far edge, swinging.

He grabbed the waistband of her shorts. Yanked them down. One hard pull. The fabric dragged over her thick thighs and bunched at her knees. Her panties came with them — soaked through, peeling off her pussy with an audible SLCK.

The air hit her. Between her legs. Cool morning air on wet swollen skin and she sucked in a breath and her thighs clenched together on instinct and he grabbed her knees and spread them apart.

Oh fuck. Oh fuck he just — the air — I can feel the air on me. On my — everything's out. Everything. I'm bent over a crate in an alley with my ass in the air and my pussy out and two men are looking at me and the air is hitting places that only Brad has seen in ten years and it's cold and I'm wet and I can feel it running down my legs and they can SEE it running down my legs and oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck—

Her thighs were shaking. Not from cold. From being exposed. From two sets of eyes on the most private part of her body in a dirty alley in broad daylight. She could feel them looking. She could feel their eyes on her pussy the way she'd felt their eyes on her ass when she jogged past the court. Except this was her PUSSY. Open. Swollen. Dripping. On display.

She pressed her face into the crate. Bit the wood. Her fingers gripping the edge. She was whimpering — these quiet "nnnh nnnh nnnh" sounds muffled against the rough surface. Exposed and whimpering and not closing her legs.

Solomon looked at her pussy. Swollen. Pink. Glistening. Her lips puffy and parted and her wetness running down both thighs in shiny streaks. She was so wet the inside of her thighs looked glazed.

"Goddamn, nigga," Solomon said. Quiet. "Look at this shit."

Trey came around to look. Both of them staring at her pussy from behind while she was bent over a crate in an alley with her face against the wood and her ass in the air.

"She DRIPPIN', bruh," Trey said. "She soaking. Look at them thighs. She got it running down her legs and shit."

Solomon ran his hand up her inner thigh. Slow. His dark palm sliding through the wetness on her pale skin. She could feel every inch of his hand — rough, warm, calloused from gripping a basketball for hours. His fingers left a trail through the slickness on her thigh. Tracing upward. Higher. Past her knee. Past her mid-thigh. Into the soft inner flesh where her thighs pressed together. Higher.

She held her breath.

His fingers found her slit.

"NNNH—"

The sound punched out of her. His thick dark fingers sliding between her swollen pink lips. Not inside her. Between them. Dragging through her wetness from back to front. One slow stroke. She could feel every ridge of his fingerprint on her most sensitive skin. His rough fingertip parting her lips and gliding through the slick hot mess between them.

Oh God. Oh God his fingers are on me. His fingers are touching my — he's touching me. He's actually touching me. Nobody's touched me there except Brad in ten years and his fingers are THERE and they're thick and warm and rough and I'm so wet I can hear it — I can hear his fingers sliding through me — this slick wet sound and I'm bent over a crate and a man is touching my pussy and—

Her hips bucked back into his hand. She didn't tell them to. They shoved backward — grinding her slit against his fingers. Her body chasing the contact. Her pussy trying to push his fingers inside her. She gripped the edge of the crate. Her knuckles white.

"Nnnh — nnnh — more — nnnh—"

He dragged his fingers back through her. Slow. From her clit to her entrance and back. Spreading her wetness. Spreading her lips. She could feel herself opening under his touch — her swollen lips parting wider with every stroke. The cool alley air hitting the exposed wet flesh between them. And his fingers just gliding through it. Lazy. Casual. Like he had all day.

---


CHAPTER 27

"She twitching, bruh," Trey said. He was watching from the side. Watching Solomon's dark hand between her pale spread thighs. "Every time you touch her clit she twitch."

He was right. Every time Solomon's fingertip grazed her clit — every pass on the upstroke — her whole body jolted. A spasm that started between her legs and shot up through her stomach and made her shoulders jump. She couldn't control it. She couldn't stop it. Her clit was so swollen and sensitive that every brush of his rough fingertip against it was a jolt that made her whole body jump.

Solomon did it again. Slow. His fingertip finding her clit and pressing. Not dragging past — pressing. Holding it. His rough dark fingertip on her swollen pink clit. Pressing down.

"AAAH—"

Her legs shook. Her thighs slapped against the crate. She almost came. Right there. From one finger on her clit. Her pussy clenched around nothing — this desperate clamp that gripped air because there was nothing inside her to grip — and she whimpered into the wood.

I almost came. He pressed his finger on my clit and I almost came. One finger. One. Brad rubs me for twenty minutes with his whole hand and I fake it. This man pressed ONE finger on my clit for ONE second and my whole body almost let go. What is wrong with me. What is — nnnh — he's doing it again—

Solomon circled her clit with his fingertip. Small tight circles. Slow. She could feel the roughness of his skin against the swollen nub — this gritty friction that made her jolt with every rotation. Her hips were rocking. Grinding back against his hand. Humping his finger on the crate. Her thick ass bouncing in the air while she fucked herself against a Black man's fingertip.

"NNNH — nnnh — I'm — nnnh — I'm gonna—"

He pulled his hand away.

"NNNH — NO — don't — don't stop—"

She whined. Actually whined. This high-pitched desperate sound of a woman being edged on a crate in a dirty alley. Her hips were still rocking — grinding against nothing now. Searching for his fingers. Her pussy clenching. Aching. Empty.

Solomon held his hand up. Showed Trey his fingers. Two dark fingers glistening — coated in a thick shiny layer of her wetness. The morning sun caught it. His fingers gleaming.

"Feel that shit, dawg." He rubbed his thumb against his fingers. A wet SLCK sound. "Feel how wet this white girl is."

Trey reached over. Touched Solomon's fingers. Rubbed them together between his own dark thumb and forefinger. His eyes went wide.

"Bruh." He rubbed again. The wet slick sound. "That's crazy, nigga. She soaking. She dripping off your fingers and shit."

They were standing behind her. Rubbing her wetness between their fingers. Examining it. Talking about it. While she lay bent over a crate with her pussy bare and throbbing and empty and begging and they were just — standing there. Looking at how wet she was. Like they were inspecting her.

They're looking at my pussy and touching my wetness and talking about it and I'm just lying here. Bent over. Waiting. My pussy is throbbing so hard I can feel it in my teeth and they're standing there rubbing my cum between their fingers and I need — I need someone to TOUCH me or I'm going to scream—

"Please — nnnh — please—"

She pushed her ass higher. Arched her back deeper. Spread her knees wider on her bunched-up shorts. Presenting. Offering herself. Her swollen pink pussy on display between her thick pale spread thighs for two Black guys in a dirty alley.

"Put it in," she whispered. Her face against the crate. Her voice wrecked. "Please. Put it in me."

Solomon slapped her ass. Hard. CRACK. Her pale cheek rippled and a red handprint bloomed on the white flesh and she yelped.

"AHHH—"

He slapped the other cheek. CRACK. Both cheeks stinging. Both marked. He grabbed her hips with both dark hands and she felt the head of his cock press against her entrance. Fat. Hot. Blunt. Pushing between her swollen lips.

"Mmmnnh — yes — yes yes yes—"

He pushed inside her.

The head spread her open. Fat. Round. This blunt dark knob forcing her entrance wider than it had been spread in her entire life. Her lips stretched around him — tight, burning, gripping. She could feel every millimeter of him pushing in. The ridge of his head dragging past her entrance. The shaft following — thicker than the head. Thicker than Brad's whole dick. Thicker than her fingers. Thicker than the vibrator she hid in her nightstand drawer. This heavy dark slab of cock pushing into her married white pussy inch by inch.

"AAAH — oh — oh FUCK — AAAH—"

Her mouth fell open. Her eyes went wide — not shut, wide. Staring at the brick wall in front of her. Seeing nothing. Her fingers turned white on the crate. Her toes curled in her sneakers. Her stomach clenched. Her thighs shook against the wood.

---


CHAPTER 28

Big. So big. He's so — nnnh — I can feel him stretching me. I can feel my pussy opening around him. It's — he's not even halfway in and I'm already fuller than Brad has ever made me. Brad slides in and I don't feel it. I literally don't feel it. He pushes in and it's — nothing. Air. And this — this is — I can feel every inch. Every vein. The ridge of the head. The thickness of the shaft. He's splitting me open and I can FEEL it and I've never felt anything like this and he's not even halfway—

Another inch. She whimpered. Her hips tried to pull forward — away from the stretch — and his dark hands grabbed her waist and held her in place and pushed another inch in.

"Nnnh — nnnh — oh God — nnnh—"

Brad's dick is — what — thin. Pale. Pink. I could fit it in my mouth without opening my jaw. I could jerk him off with two fingers. I've been having sex with THAT for ten years and I thought that was what sex felt like. I thought that was it. That slight nudge. That faint pressure. That "is it in yet" feeling that I smile through every time. THAT'S what I thought a cock felt like inside me.

This. THIS is what a cock feels like inside me. This thick heavy dark slab of flesh pushing me open from the inside. Stretching places Brad doesn't know exist. Reaching places Brad has never been. I can feel him in my stomach. He's pressing against something deep inside me that makes my vision blur and my mouth hang open and I can't — I can't close my mouth. I can't close anything. He's opening me up and I'm just — open.

Solomon bottomed out. His pelvis slapped against her ass — CLAP. His dark hips pressed against her pale cheeks. His cock buried to the root. Every inch inside her. She could feel his balls resting against her pussy — heavy, warm, full, hanging against her swollen lips.

She couldn't breathe. Full. So full her lungs wouldn't expand. His cock was pressing against everything inside her — her walls squeezed around him, gripping, her pussy stretched into a shape it had never been in before. A shape Brad's dick could never make. She'd been having sex with nothing for ten years and now she was full and the difference was making her eyes water.

"Ohhhh — oh God — oh fuck — I'm so full — nnnh—"

I'm full. I'm actually full. For the first time in my life I know what full feels like. Brad finishes inside me and I can't tell the difference between before and after. This man is inside me and I can feel him in my RIBS. My pussy is stretched around him and gripping him and I can feel every heartbeat through his cock. He's not even moving yet and I'm about to cum. He's just INSIDE me and I'm about to cum. Brad pumps for thirty seconds and I feel nothing. This man is STANDING STILL and my pussy is clenching around him and I'm going to—

He pulled back. Half his length sliding out of her — this slow drag of thick flesh against her gripping walls. She felt every ridge. Every vein. Her pussy clinging to him. Trying to hold him in.

Then he slammed back.

"AAAAAH—"

The crate rocked. Her tits swung underneath her. Her ass rippled from the impact. His pelvis cracked against her cheeks and the CLAP echoed off the alley walls and he pulled back and slammed again. And again. And again.

CLAP. CLAP. CLAP. CLAP.

He grabbed her hips. Dark hands on pale flesh. Pulling her back onto his cock with every thrust. Driving into her. Fast. Hard. The crate was shaking — sliding forward on the concrete with every impact. Her tits were swinging wild — heavy pale flesh flying underneath her. Her mouth was hanging open and the sounds coming out weren't voluntary — grunts and yelps and wet choking gasps and moans that she couldn't stop or control or quiet.

"UNH — UNH — UNH — UNH—"

He's fucking me. A Black man is fucking me in an alley. His cock is inside me and he's fucking me and it's the best thing I've ever felt. Brad — Brad who. Brad what. I don't have a husband right now. I don't have a name. I'm just a pussy stretched around a cock getting fucked on a crate and I don't want it to stop.

"UNH — UNH — UNH — UNH—"

"Take that dick," Solomon growled behind her. His hands gripping her hips. Pulling her back onto him with every thrust. "Take that Black dick, white bitch."

"MMMNNH — YES — GIVE IT TO ME—"

Trey appeared in front of her. His cock hanging at face level. She was bent over the crate and his cock was right there — dark and hard and wet with her spit. He slapped it against her cheek. THWAP. Her head rocked sideways. He slapped the other cheek. THWAP. Then he grabbed her jaw. Squeezed her cheeks together. Tilted her face up.

"Open up, bitch."

She opened. Her mouth was already slack from the fucking — her jaw loose, her tongue out, drool running off her lip. Trey shoved his cock in.

---


CHAPTER 29

Both ends. At the same time. Solomon's cock buried in her pussy. Trey's cock filling her mouth. Her body suspended between them on the crate. A dark cock at each end of her and nothing in between except a hundred and sixty-eight pounds of trembling white flesh.

Solomon thrust forward and she slid up the crate — her tits dragging on the rough wood, her stomach scraping — and Trey's cock pushed deeper into her throat. Trey held her head and drove into her mouth and the force pushed her backward onto Solomon's cock. Back and forth. Forward and back. She was a body on a crate being shunted between two dark hips. She couldn't control anything. Couldn't brace. Couldn't adjust. Just — took it. From both ends. Her eyes bulging every time Trey hit her throat. Her mouth leaking spit every time Solomon hit her cervix — no. Hit deep. Hit the deepest part of her. Hit places that made her vision flicker.

She could see Trey's dark pelvis in front of her face — his stomach flexing, his hips pumping, his cock disappearing into her mouth and reappearing wet and glistening. She could feel Solomon behind her — his dark hands denting her pale hips, his pelvis slapping her ass, the wet CLAP CLAP CLAP that she felt through her whole skeleton.

Both. Both of them. Inside me. Both ends. Two cocks. I'm — nnnh — I can't — my brain is — nnnh—

That was it. That was the last thought. Two fragments and her brain shut off. There was nothing left to think with. Every part of her that could process language or form opinions or feel guilt was being fucked out of her through both ends at the same time. Solomon's cock pushed thoughts out from below. Trey's cock pushed them out from above. And in the middle — just sensation. Just wet. Just full. Just the rocking and the gagging and the slapping and the grunting and a married woman's body being used on a crate in a dirty alley on a Sunday morning.

"GLGHK — UNH — GLMM — UNH—"

The sounds were obscene. Her gagging on Trey's cock mixing with the wet CLAP of Solomon's hips against her ass. The crate creaking. Her muffled moans vibrating around Trey's shaft. Spit pouring out of her mouth and running down his balls. Her wetness squelching around Solomon's cock loud enough to echo off the walls.

"Yo — YO—" Trey's hand was in her blonde hair. Guiding her head. His cock sliding in and out of her mouth. "She takin' it, nigga. She takin' both of us."

"Nngh — shit—" Solomon grunted. CLAP. CLAP. CLAP. "She tight as fuck, bruh."

"She a freak, dawg." Trey shoved his cock deeper. She gagged. "Straight up freak."

She couldn't respond. Her mouth was full. Her pussy was full. Both ends stuffed with cock and she was drooling and gagging and moaning and her eyes were rolling back and tears were running down her face and she was cumming. Already. Thirty seconds of being fucked from both ends and she was cumming.

Her pussy clamped around Solomon's cock. Her body locked. A scream built in her throat and died around Trey's shaft — this muffled shriek that vibrated through his cock and made him groan. Her legs shook. Her thighs trembled against the crate.

Then the gush.

Hot. Forceful. Her pussy sprayed around Solomon's cock — this wet burst that hit his pelvis and splattered. She could hear it — the spray hitting his dark skin, the dripping onto concrete below, the wet splashing between their bodies. It ran down his shaft. Down his balls. Down the inside of her pale thighs in warm streams. It pooled on the crate under her stomach. It dripped off the edge onto the alley floor. The sound of it — splat, splat, splat — echoing off the walls.

I'm squirting. On him. On the crate. On the concrete. I've never — Brad never — I didn't even know I could — oh fuck it won't stop — it's still coming—

Her body was convulsing around his cock. Clenching spasms that squeezed him in rhythmic pulses while her squirt kept flooding out of her. She could feel it soaking the crate under her stomach. Soaking his thighs. Soaking the alley. A married white woman's cum spraying all over a Black man's cock and dripping onto the dirty concrete of a bodega alley.

"Oh SHIT—" Solomon gripped her hips tighter. His fingers sinking into her wet pale flesh. He didn't stop. Didn't slow down. Fucked her through it. "She squirtin', nigga! She fuckin' squirtin' on my dick!"

"Already?" Trey laughed. His cock still in her mouth. "Damn, bruh. We ain't even been in two minutes."

They kept going. Through her orgasm. Past it. Into the raw red aftermath where her pussy was swollen and oversensitive and every thrust from Solomon made her flinch. Her whole body twitching on the crate — a jolt every time his cock dragged against her raw walls. Her pussy was raw. Tender. Throbbing from the orgasm. And he was still fucking it. Still slamming into her. Every stroke sending a jolt through her that was half pleasure and half too-much. She was whimpering around Trey's cock — these thin wet "nnnh nnnh nnnh" sounds that leaked out of her with every thrust.

---


CHAPTER 30

Too much — it's too much — my pussy is — everything is so sensitive — every time he pushes in I can feel EVERYTHING — every ridge every vein — it's too much and I don't want him to stop — I don't — nnnh—

Her thighs were shaking uncontrollably. Her knees knocking against the crate. Her tits swinging underneath her, heavy and wet. She was overstimulated and overloaded and still being fucked from both ends and she couldn't form a word or a thought or anything except the thin whimpering that came out of her around Trey's cock.

"UNH — mmph — nngh—"

Her ears were ringing. This high steady tone behind everything — behind the wet slapping of Solomon's hips, behind the GLUK of Trey's cock in her throat, behind her own moaning. The ringing filled her skull and the world went soft around the edges. Her vision was blurry. Tears and sweat and spit. The alley was a smear of brick and concrete and dark skin and she was floating somewhere between her body and the sky.

I'm broken. Something broke. I can't think. I can't — there are two cocks inside me and I can't think about anything except how full I am. My brain is — it's off. It's just — off.

Solomon fucked her harder. The CLAP of his pelvis against her ass getting louder. Faster. The crate was sliding across the concrete. Her whole body jolting forward with every thrust and Trey's cock catching her on the rebound. She was a rag between them. A thing. A body being used from both ends and she couldn't form a thought more complex than more.

Trey pulled out of her mouth. Her jaw went slack. Drool poured off her chin in a thick stream. He slapped his cock against her cheek. THWAP. Then the other cheek. THWAP. Heavy. Wet. Marking her face with his spit-soaked cock while Solomon destroyed her from behind.

"Nngh — she grippin', bruh," Solomon grunted. His hands tightening on her hips. CLAP. CLAP. "She grippin' my shit so hard."

"Let me see," Trey said. He walked around behind her. Squatted down. Both of them looking at her pussy now — at where Solomon's thick dark cock met her stretched pink lips. His shaft sliding in and out of her. Glistening. Her pussy gripping him on every outstroke — her pink lips clinging to his dark flesh, stretched thin, pulled outward when he pulled back and pushed inward when he drove forward. Her wetness coating him in a thick shiny layer. Frothy. White against dark. The wet squelching sound louder from this angle.

"Damn, nigga." Trey was staring. Watching Solomon's cock disappear into her and reappear wet. "Look at that. Look at her pussy grip that shit, dawg. She holdin' on."

"She tight as fuck, bruh." Solomon thrust slow. Let Trey watch. His dark cock sliding into her pale pink pussy — in, out, in, out. The contrast. Dark and pink. Thick and stretched. "Look at this white girl pussy on this Black dick, nigga."

She could feel them watching. Both of them behind her. Staring at her pussy getting fucked. She was face down on a crate with her ass in the air and two men were watching a cock slide in and out of her and commenting on it and she pressed her face into the wood and whimpered because being watched made her pussy clench tighter and the clenching made Solomon groan and the groan made her wetter.

Solomon slapped her ass. CRACK. She yelped. He slapped the other cheek. CRACK. Both cheeks red. He spanked her while he fucked her — CRACK CLAP CRACK CLAP — and she screamed into the crate.

"AHHH — AHHH — UNH—"

"Louder," Solomon said. CRACK.

"UNNHH—"

"Arch your back." CLAP.

She arched. Her spine dipping. Her ass pushing higher. Her face pressed against the rough wood. Tears were leaking out of her eyes — not from pain. From being full. From being fucked. From feeling a cock hit places inside her that hadn't been touched in ten years. The tears just came. Steady. Quiet. Running sideways across her ruined face.

"Yo she cryin', nigga," Trey said.

"She good," Solomon grunted. CLAP. "You good, white girl?"

"Mmhm — mmhm — don't stop — please don't stop—"

"She good."

Trey came back around front. His cock in her face. He slapped it against her wet cheek. THWAP. Grabbed her jaw. Tilted her wrecked face up — the tears, the drool, the mascara. He looked at her.

"You shakin'," he said.

She was. Her whole body was trembling. Her thighs were vibrating against the crate. Her hands were white-knuckled on the wood. Her tits were swinging underneath her and she was shaking and crying and moaning and she couldn't stop any of it.

Solomon reached forward. Grabbed her hair from behind. Pulled her head back. Her spine arched deeper. Her mouth fell open. She was staring at the blue Sunday morning sky above the alley while a Black man's cock hammered into her.

"UNNHH — UNNHH — UNNHH—"

CRACK. He spanked her. CLAP. He fucked her. CRACK. CLAP. Alternating. Rhythmic. Her ass red and stinging and his cock driving deep and her screams bouncing off the walls.

"Shit — she tightenin' up, bruh—" Solomon's rhythm stuttered. "She finna go again."

"Already? Damn."

---


CHAPTER 31

"Nah for real — feel this shit—" CLAP. CLAP. "She squeezin', nigga."

Her ears were ringing louder. The high tone drowning out everything except the slapping and her own voice. Her vision was going white at the edges. Her pussy was tightening around Solomon's cock — clenching, gripping, a squeeze that was building and building.

"Oh God — oh GOD — I'm gonna — I'm gonna cum again—"

Solomon fucked her harder. Trey grabbed her face. Made her look at him while it built. His dark eyes on her glazed blue ones. His hand on her jaw. His cock hanging in front of her open mouth.

"Look at me when you cum," he said. "Right here. Eyes on me."

"UNNHH — UNNHH — I'M — I'M CUMMING — I'M—"

Her body seized.

Her pussy clamped around Solomon's cock — this violent clench that locked every muscle from her stomach to her knees. Her eyes were on Trey's face. His dark eyes looking down at her. His hand on her jaw. She was cumming staring at a stranger's face while another stranger's cock was buried inside her and her wedding ring was scraping against the wooden crate with every spasm.

"FUCK — FUCK — FUUUCK—"

The orgasm ripped through her. It hit. Her pussy spasming around Solomon's cock in hard rhythmic clenches that she felt in her spine. Her thighs shaking against the crate. Her toes curling in her sneakers. Her fingers clawing at the wood. Her tits swinging underneath her, heavy and wet, her nipples dragging on the rough surface.

She was squirting. She could feel it happening — this push from deep inside her. Her stomach clenching. Her pussy bearing down around Solomon's cock and forcing everything out. A gush. A hot forceful spray that erupted around his shaft and hit his thighs and splattered on the concrete between his sneakers. She could hear it — SPLAT SPLAT SPLAT — the sound of her cum hitting the dirty alley floor. Loud. Wet. Echoing off the walls.

Her face burned. She was squirting. In an alley. On the ground. On a stranger. She'd never squirted in her life — not with Brad, not alone, not ever — and the first time was on the dirty concrete behind a bodega with a Black man's cock buried inside her and another one watching.

I'm squirting. Oh God I'm — I can feel it coming out of me. I can't stop it. It's just — gushing. I can HEAR it hitting the concrete. Everyone can hear it. The whole alley can hear me cumming. I'm spraying all over his cock and his legs and the ground and I've never done this before. Brad's never made me — nothing's ever made me — and now I'm squirting on a stranger in a dirty alley and I can't stop and I don't want to stop.

Her thighs were shaking. Her knees knocking against the crate. She could feel the wetness running down both legs — warm streams sliding down her pale inner thighs, dripping off her knees onto the concrete. The puddle under her was spreading. Her cum pooling on the dirty ground. Mixing with whatever else was on this alley floor. She was making a mess. A married woman making a wet mess on the concrete of a dirty alley on a Sunday morning.

Brad's never seen me squirt. Brad doesn't know I can squirt. I didn't know I could squirt. And I just — on the concrete — in front of two — oh fuck. FUCK.

Solomon didn't stop. He slowed down — his hips rolling instead of slamming — and ground into her. Slow. Deep. His cock stirring inside her oversensitive pussy and she flinched. Her whole body jolting on the crate. Every nerve between her legs was raw and swollen and screaming and his cock was dragging against all of them at once.

"Nnnh — nnnh — too much — nnnh—"

She was twitching with every stroke. Her thighs jerking against the crate. Her pussy was so sensitive that each slow grind sent a shock through her that was half pleasure half pain. Her clit was throbbing — fat and swollen and pressed against the edge of the crate and every time Solomon pushed forward her body slid and her clit dragged on the rough wood and she gasped.

"AAAH — nnnh — I can't — nnnh—"

She could feel everything. Post-orgasm and raw and every sensation magnified. His cock throbbing inside her — she could feel the pulse of his heartbeat through his shaft. Each throb pushing against her swollen walls. Each vein dragging against tender flesh. He was so deep she could feel him in her stomach and the slow grinding was making her see spots.

His cock is — I can feel his heartbeat. Through his cock. Inside me. Every throb. Every pulse. Brad's dick doesn't throb. Brad's dick doesn't have a heartbeat. Brad's dick shows up limp and leaves limp and nothing happens in between. This cock is ALIVE inside me. It's pulsing and throbbing and I can feel every ridge and every vein because my pussy is so raw and sensitive from cumming that I can feel EVERYTHING and it's too much and I don't want him to stop.

---


CHAPTER 32

She was whimpering. These thin wet sounds — "nnnh nnnh nnnh" — leaking out of her with every slow grind. Her fingers gripping the crate. Her face pressed into the wood. Drool running out of the corner of her mouth. Her body twitching and flinching and gripping his cock and she was overstimulated and oversensitive and still wet and still wanting more even though her pussy was screaming.

Her wedding ring caught the light. She could see it — her left hand gripping the edge of the crate, the diamond flashing in the sun that filtered into the alley. Brad's ring. Brad's seven years of Zales payments. Right there. On her finger. While her pussy gripped another man's cock and her cum ran down her thighs and pooled on the dirty concrete.

I'm cheating. Right now. Brad's ring on my finger and another man's cock in my pussy and I just squirted on the concrete and I don't — I don't care. I don't feel bad. I should feel bad. I don't.

Another spasm hit. Her pussy clenched. Her hips bucked back against Solomon. Her mouth opened and a moan came out that was so deep it sounded like it came from underneath her — this deep raw groan that vibrated through the crate and into the concrete.

"Mmmnnnhh — oh God — oh God—"

More. More. More. I want more.

That was the only thought left. Not a sentence. Not a reason. Just the word. Looping. More. More. More.

Her body started moving before her brain told it to. Her hips pushed back. Grinding onto Solomon's cock. This slow desperate roll of her thick ass pressing back into his pelvis — taking him deeper, squeezing him tighter. Her pussy was raw and swollen and she was grinding onto him ANYWAY. Pushing her oversensitive walls against his thick shaft and hissing through her teeth from the sting of it and doing it again.

"Nnnh — mmm — nnnh—"

Her back arched. Deeper. Her ass pushing higher. Her spine dipping until her stomach pressed flat on the crate. She was presenting herself. Offering more of her pussy to his cock. Angling her hips so he'd hit deeper on the next stroke. Her body doing things she didn't know it could do — moving in ways Brad had never inspired. Grinding and arching and squeezing with muscles she didn't know she had.

Her hand reached back. Blind. Found his thigh behind her — dark, hard, sweating. She grabbed it. Dug her nails in. Pulled him toward her. Pulling his cock deeper into her. Her pale fingers gripping his dark thigh pulling him INTO her pussy and she was moaning and grinding and clawing and her body was begging louder than her mouth ever could.

What the fuck happened to Chloe Perkins. What the fuck happened to the woman who drove a Lexus and bought kale and faked orgasms for ten years. She's gone. She's on a crate in an alley pulling a Black man's cock deeper into her pussy with her fingernails and she's gone. Brad who.

The aftershocks faded. Her pussy pulsing in weak clenches around his shaft. But her hips didn't stop moving. Her grinding didn't stop. Her body had found something it wanted and it wasn't letting go.

Solomon looked down at her. At her pale ass grinding back onto his dark cock. At her hand gripping his thigh. At her arched back and her hanging tits and her face pressed sideways on the crate with drool running out of her mouth.

"Damn," he said. Quiet. "She still goin'."

She was still going. He hadn't finished. She hadn't finished wanting. He was still hard inside her and she was still grinding and the alley was still there and Trey was still watching and she turned her head on the crate and looked over her shoulder. Solomon's dark chest heaving. His hands on her pale hips. His cock buried in her. Sweat dripping off his jaw onto her lower back.

She looked at Trey. Standing beside her. His cock in his hand. Hard. Waiting.

Two men. Neither of them Brad. Neither of them her husband. Both of them wanting her.

She pushed her ass back against Solomon. Felt his cock shift deeper. Bit her lip.

"More," she whispered. "Don't stop."

They weren't done.

Solomon pulled out. She whimpered at the emptiness — her pussy clenching around nothing, her hips pushing back searching for a cock that wasn't there anymore.

"Switch," Solomon said. Breathing hard. His cock wet and glistening — coated in her cum, her squirt, dripping onto the concrete. "Your turn, nigga."

Trey grinned. He pulled his shorts all the way off. Kicked them against the wall. Completely naked from the waist down in the alley. His cock standing out from his body — long, dark, hard. He walked to the middle of the alley. Looked at the ground — dirty concrete, a puddle, a crushed beer can, gravel.

He lay down. Right on the ground. His bare back on the filthy concrete. His dark skin against the grey wet surface. His cock pointing at the sky. He put his hands behind his head. Looked up at her.

"Come here, white girl."

She stared. He was lying on the ground. The dirty alley floor. He wanted her to — on the ground? On the concrete? On the filth and the grime and the puddles and the—

---


CHAPTER 33

She walked to him. Stood over him. Her thick pale legs on either side of his dark hips. Her shorts were still around her ankles — she stepped out of them. Kicked them aside. Her panties too. Naked from the waist down in an alley on a Sunday morning. Her pussy bare. Swollen. Dripping. Her thick thighs and her pale ass and her wedding ring and the morning sun on her bare skin.

She lowered herself. Her knees hit the concrete. Both of them. The grime and the gravel pressing into her kneecaps through her bare skin. Cold. Wet. Dirty. She could feel the grit grinding against her knees. She could see the ground between her thighs — stained concrete, a cigarette butt, something dark and wet she didn't want to identify.

I'm about to ride a Black man on the ground behind a bodega. On the concrete. In the garbage. My knees are in something wet and I don't know what it is and I'm going to ride him anyway.

She reached between her legs. Grabbed Trey's cock. Thick. Hot. Throbbing in her pale fingers. She lined him up — the fat head pressing against her swollen entrance. She was so wet there was no resistance. No need for adjustment. She just sank.

"Ohhhhh — FUCK—"

Down. All the way. Her thick ass settling into his lap. His cock filling her — different from Solomon. Longer. Thinner. Reaching places Solomon hadn't reached. The head pressing against something deep inside her that made her eyes flutter and her mouth fall open. Solomon had been thick — had stretched her wide, filled her full. Trey was reaching further. Past where Solomon had been. Into somewhere new. Somewhere that made her stomach clench and her thighs shake.

Different. He feels different from the other one. Oh God — he's deeper. He's hitting — nnnh — something deeper. Two cocks inside me today and they both feel different and I know the difference and I'm sitting on this one comparing it to the last one and I've turned into — nnnh — I've turned into something.

"Damn," Trey breathed. His dark hands finding her thick white thighs. Squeezing. Looking up at her — her pale body above him, her heavy tits hanging, her soft stomach, her thick hips. "Damn, white girl. You wet as fuck."

She started moving. Rolling her hips. Grinding on him. Slow at first — his cock stirring inside her, her clit pressing against his pelvis. Her tits swung above him — heavy, pale, nipples hard and wet. Her stomach soft and jiggling as she ground. She could see it jiggling — the soft roll of flesh above her bare pussy bouncing every time she rocked. For a second the Brad-voice hit — you've put on weight, maybe try Whole30 — and she looked down at Trey's face underneath her. He was staring at her stomach. At her tits. At her thick body moving on top of him. And his cock twitched inside her and his hands gripped her thighs harder and his mouth said "fuck" under his breath.

He wasn't disgusted by the jiggle. He was getting harder from it.

Fuck Brad. Fuck diets. Fuck the scale. This man's cock just twitched inside me because my stomach jiggled. My stomach JIGGLED and his dick got HARDER. Ten years of sucking it in for a man who can't get hard and this guy gets harder when I let it go.

Her knees were grinding on the concrete. The grit biting into her raw kneecaps with every rock of her hips. It hurt. A sharp grinding pain that shot up her thighs. She didn't stop. The pain mixed with the fullness of his cock and the friction on her clit and everything blurred into one sensation that was all pleasure and she rode him harder.

She rode him harder. Her ass lifting off his lap and dropping back down. The wet SLAP of her thick cheeks hitting his thighs. Her tits bouncing. Her mouth open. Her eyes half-shut. The alley sounds — the slapping, her moaning, the wet squelch of his cock inside her, the traffic on the street fifty feet away.

"Yeah — ride that shit, white girl," Trey said. His hands sliding from her thighs to her ass. Grabbing both cheeks. Squeezing her pale flesh in his dark grip. Spreading her. Pulling her down harder onto his cock. "Bounce on this Black dick."

She bounced. Her thick body going up and down on his cock. Her ass clapping against his thighs. Her tits slapping together. The sound was loud — this meaty rhythmic CLAP CLAP CLAP of a thick white woman's ass hitting dark thighs in a dirty alley and she didn't care who heard it.

Solomon appeared beside her. Standing. His cock in his hand. Dark. Wet. Still hard from being inside her. He grabbed her jaw with his free hand. Turned her face toward him. His cock was at her mouth level.

"Open up, bitch."

She opened. He slid in. She was riding Trey and sucking Solomon at the same time. Her hips bouncing. Her mouth bobbing. Two cocks. Both ends. Again. Except this time she was on top. This time she was doing the work. Her thick body working between two Black guys — her ass slamming down onto one, her mouth sliding down onto the other, her tits swinging free, her stomach jiggling, her pale skin slick with sweat in the morning sun.

---


CHAPTER 34

"GLMM — unh — GLUK — unh—"

The sounds came out of her in rhythm. A gag on the upstroke. A moan on the down. Trey's cock hitting deep every time she dropped her hips. Solomon's cock filling her throat every time she leaned forward. Two rhythms. Two cocks. Her body caught between them trying to serve both at once.

Both. Both at the same time. One in my pussy one in my mouth. I can taste one and feel the other and I can't — my brain can't — it keeps flipping. Pussy. Mouth. Pussy. Mouth. I can't focus on either because both are — nnnh — both are so — nnnh—

Trey spanked her ass from below. CRACK. She yelped around Solomon's cock. The vibration of her yelp hummed through his shaft and he grunted and pushed deeper. Trey spanked her again. CRACK. Other cheek. Her pale flesh rippling. Her body jolting between them — the spank pushing her forward onto Solomon, the gag pushing her back onto Trey.

"Harder, white girl. Ride that shit harder."

She rode harder. Her knees were scraping raw on the concrete — the grit grinding into her kneecaps with every bounce. She could feel the skin peeling. It hurt. The pain shot up her thighs and mixed with the cock inside her and the cock in her throat and the stench of the alley — garbage and sweat and cum and wet concrete — and the CLAP of her ass on his thighs and the GLUK of her throat on his shaft. Everything at once. Every sense overloaded. Pain and pleasure and smell and sound and taste and fullness. All of it pouring into her from every direction.

"GLUK — nnnh — GLUK — nnnh—"

I can't think. I can't — there's too much. Everything is — I'm full from both ends and my knees hurt and I can smell the garbage and I can taste his cock and I can feel the other one so deep and I'm — I'm—

Her body was shaking. Trembling on top of Trey. Her thighs quivering. Her stomach clenching. She could feel it building — tightening in her core. Her pussy gripping Trey's cock in rhythmic squeezes. Her moans climbing higher around Solomon's shaft.

She was going to cum again. On an alley floor. Riding one stranger with another in her mouth. Her scraped raw knees on the concrete. Her thick body bouncing between two Black guys in a dirty alley on a Sunday morning.

She didn't deserve this life. She deserved this. Whatever this was.

Solomon pulled out of her mouth. Grabbed her hair. Yanked her head back. Looked at her face — her swollen lips, her smeared mascara, the drool running down her chin. He hawked and spat on her.

It landed on her cheek. Thick. Warm. A glob of spit that sat on her skin for a second — heavy, wet — and then slid. Slowly. Down her cheek toward the corner of her mouth. She could feel the trail it left. The warmth of it. Another person's spit sliding down her face.

She squealed. "EEEH—" This high-pitched sound that came from somewhere deep in her chest. A squeal. Her body's response to being degraded past the point of language. And underneath the squeal — her pussy clenched. Hard. Around Trey's cock. She felt it — a squeeze that came from being spat on. From being used. Her body connecting the spit on her face to the cock in her pussy and clenching.

He spat on me. On my face. A man just spat on my face. I'm a woman who gets her nails done and sends Christmas cards and organizes school fundraisers and a man I met an hour ago just SPAT on my face while I ride another man's cock on a dirty alley floor. And my pussy clenched. My pussy LIKED it. He degraded me and my body said thank you.

"Dirty white bitch," Solomon said. He spat again. Her forehead this time. She felt it hit — warm, heavy — and run down the bridge of her nose. Down to the tip. Hanging. A thick drop of his spit hanging off the tip of her nose. She could see it — cross-eyed, blurry — this glistening drop dangling in front of her face. It fell. Landed on her upper lip. She licked it. Instinct. Her tongue sweeping across her upper lip and tasting his spit and she moaned.

"Mmmnnh—"

I just licked his spit off my lip. I LICKED it. I tasted it. And I moaned. What the fuck am I. What the fuck have I become. I was Chloe Perkins this morning. I drove a Lexus. I had a herb garden. And now I'm licking a stranger's spit off my face and moaning while I ride a cock in garbage.

"Riding dick in a alley," Solomon said. "Look at you."

She was looking at herself. She could see her reflection in a puddle on the concrete beside Trey's hip — warped, dark, shimmering. A pale woman bouncing on a dark body. Spit and tears on her face. Tits swinging. Stomach jiggling. Her mouth hanging open. She looked ruined. She looked like something that had been used and was still being used and wanted to keep being used.

---


CHAPTER 35

That's me. That warped thing in the puddle. That's me. I don't recognize her. She's got spit on her face and cum on her thighs and she's riding a Black man's cock on the concrete behind a bodega and she looks — she looks happy. She looks wrecked and filthy and used and she looks HAPPY. When's the last time the woman in my bathroom mirror looked happy.

"IIIH — nnnh — nnnh—"

The whimpers were coming out on their own. Quiet broken sounds between each bounce. Not moans anymore. Whimpers. Wet little hiccups that leaked out of her throat with every thrust. Her eyes were streaming — not crying, leaking. Her body couldn't hold anything in anymore. Everything was coming out of her. Tears. Spit. Whimpers. Cum. All of it leaking and dripping and running out of her.

Trey grabbed her throat from below. His dark hand wrapping around her pale neck while she rode him. Squeezing. Her air cut. The whimpers turned to gurgles — "gghhk — gglk — gghhk" — wet choking sounds that came out between his fingers while her hips kept bouncing.

"You like that, hoe?" Trey squeezed harder. His dark eyes looking up at her from the dirty concrete. "You like getting choked while you ride this dick?"

"Ggllk — mmhm — gghhk—"

She nodded. She couldn't talk. His hand was on her throat and Solomon's spit was running down her face and she was choking and nodding and riding and she was cumming.

It hit without warning. No buildup. No climb. No tightening. Just a sudden CLENCH — every muscle between her stomach and her knees locking at the same time. Her hips froze mid-bounce. Trey's cock buried deep inside her. Her pussy clamping around it so hard her stomach cramped. Her thighs seizing. Her toes curling until her feet cramped in her sneakers.

And then the release. This flood of sensation that poured outward from her clenched pussy through her entire body. It hit. Her pussy spasming — hard, rhythmic clenches that she could feel in her spine. Her clit throbbing so fast it felt like vibrating. Her stomach contracting in pulses. Her thighs shaking so hard the flesh was rippling. Everything below her waist convulsing and she was frozen on top of him with her mouth open and her eyes wide and Trey's hand on her throat and the orgasm was ripping through her and she couldn't move.

What's happening. What's — I'm cumming. I'm cumming again. I didn't even feel it building. It just — it's just HERE. My whole body is — I can't move. I can't — every muscle is clenching and I can't control any of it. My pussy is squeezing his cock and my stomach is cramping and my thighs are shaking and I'm — I'm crying. And I'm laughing. I'm doing both. Why am I laughing. Why am I CRYING. I don't know which one is real. Both of them. Neither. I'm cumming so hard my body doesn't know what emotion to pick so it's doing all of them.

A sob came out of her mouth. Wet. Broken. This hiccupping sound that started in her chest and cracked on the way out. And then — halfway through the sob — a laugh. This manic giggle that bubbled up through the tears and mixed with the crying until she was making a sound that was both at the same time. Sobbing and laughing. Her body convulsing on a cock on a dirty alley floor and she was giggle-crying and she couldn't stop either one.

"HNGH — haha — HNGH — oh God — hahahh — nnnh—"

Her face was twitching. Smiling and crying at the same time — her mouth pulled in two directions. Tears running through Solomon's spit on her cheeks. Her jaw trembling. A laugh turning into a sob turning into a moan turning into another laugh. Every emotion she'd held in for ten years of dead bedroom and faked orgasms pouring out of her at once on a stranger's cock.

"Yo she laughin', nigga," Trey said. His hand still on her throat. Looking up at her with wide eyes. "She cryin' AND laughin'. This bitch lost it."

"She gone, bruh," Solomon said. He slapped her face. Light. Her head snapped sideways and she kept laughing. He slapped her again and the laugh became a squeal — "EEEH" — and the squeal became a sob and the sob became a moan and she was cycling through every sound a human could make. Laugh. Sob. Squeal. Moan. Laugh. Her face twitching between expressions. Her body convulsing between spasms. Everything at once and nothing making sense.

Solomon grabbed her face. Both hands on her jaw. Made her look at him. Her eyes were glazed. Vacant. Tears running. Spit on her chin. His spit on her cheek. Mascara gone. Her face was a wreck. Her brain was a wreck. She was looking at him but she wasn't seeing him. She was somewhere behind her own eyes watching this happen to a woman who used to be Chloe Perkins.

"Aaahh — plea — I — nnnh — can't — hhhh—"

Half-words. Fragments. Nothing finishing. Her mouth trying to say things her brain couldn't assemble. She was babbling. Drooling. Her tongue hanging out between words that didn't exist. She was gone.

---


CHAPTER 36

Trey bucked his hips up into her from below. Hard. Her body jolted. Her tits flew up and slapped back down. The sound — SMACK — of heavy flesh hitting flesh. He did it again. Again. Fucking up into her from the ground. His dark hips driving his cock into her while she sat on top of him drooling and babbling and sob-laughing.

"AAAH — AAAH — HNGH — HNGH—"

Pure vowels. No consonants. Just throat sounds ripping out of her with every thrust. Her voice was raw. Destroyed. She'd been screaming and moaning and gagging for — how long? She didn't know. Thirty minutes? An hour? Her throat was shredded. Her voice was gone. What came out now was animal. Guttural. Just noise. The noise a body makes when it's being fucked past the point of language.

Solomon walked behind her. She felt his hands on her ass. Both cheeks. His dark palms cupping her pale flesh. Squeezing. Then spreading. Pulling her cheeks apart. The cool alley air hit the crease between them and she flinched.

He spat. She felt it land between her spread cheeks. Thick. Warm. Sliding down. Running along the crease of her ass. Down past her asshole. Down toward where Trey's cock was buried in her pussy. His spit running the full length of her from behind.

Then his cock. Pressing against her. Between her spread cheeks. Not her pussy — Trey was filling that. Solomon was pressing his thick dark shaft into the crease of her ass. The hot hard flesh sliding between her pale cheeks. Up and down. Slow. Grinding. His cock head dragging along the crack of her ass with every stroke. Not pushing in. Just sliding. Teasing.

"Nnnh — nnnh — oh — oh God — nnnh—"

He's — he's rubbing his cock on my — between my — oh God. Is he going to — he's not pushing in. He's just — sliding. Back and forth. I can feel the head dragging against me. Heavy. Hot. And Trey's inside me from below and Solomon's grinding against me from behind and I'm between two cocks and I can feel BOTH of them and my body is pushing back against Solomon's without me telling it to. My ass is pressing back into his cock. I'm grinding on him. On BOTH of them. My pussy on one and my ass on the other and I should be screaming stop but my hips are moving and I can't — nnnh — I can't stop moving.

Her body was rocking between them. Forward onto Trey's cock inside her. Backward against Solomon's cock grinding behind her. A rhythm on its own — her thick body swaying between two dark bodies. One filling her. One teasing her. Her pale flesh being gripped from both sides. Solomon's dark hands spreading her cheeks while he ground against her. Trey's dark hands pulling her hips down onto him from below.

She was sandwiched. Sealed between them. Their sweat mixing with hers. Their body heat pressing against her from both directions. She could smell both of them — Solomon's musk from behind, Trey's tobacco-sweat from below. Surrounded. Engulfed. Two dark bodies and her pale trembling body between them and she was drooling and whimpering and grinding and she couldn't tell where she ended and they began.

"HNGH — AAAH — plea — don't — don't sto — AAAH—"

Both. Both of them. On me. In me. Against me. I can't think. I can't — my body is just — moving. Between them. On its own. I'm gone. I'm not here anymore. There's no Chloe. There's just — this. This body. Between them. On the ground. In the garbage. Grinding.

She couldn't finish a sentence. She couldn't finish a thought. She was a body. A wet shaking sobbing squealing body between two men on the dirty floor of an alley.

Solomon grabbed her hair from behind. Fistful of blonde. Yanked her backward off Trey's cock. She yelped — "EEEH" — her body lifting, Trey's cock sliding out of her with a wet POP, her pussy clenching around nothing. He pulled her off.

"Nigga what the fuck—" Trey's hips bucked at the air. His cock glistening wet. "I was in that—"

"Shut up." Solomon pulled her backward. She stumbled on her knees — scraping across the concrete, her raw kneecaps dragging on gravel. He spun her around on top of Trey. Her back to Trey's chest now. Facing Solomon. Reverse.

"Sit back on it," Solomon said. Standing over her. His cock in his hand. Dark. Wet. Hard. Aimed at her face.

She reached behind her. Found Trey's cock. Lined it up blind — the fat head pressing against her entrance from behind. She sank down. Backward. Trey's cock filling her again — different angle now, deeper, pressing against her front wall. Her head fell back against his chest and she moaned.

"Ohhhhh — nnnh—"

She was facing Solomon. Looking up at him. His cock inches from her face. But past him — past his dark body — she could see the alley opening. The street. Sunlight on asphalt. A car driving past. An old woman walking a dog on the far sidewalk. Normal people doing normal things on a normal Sunday morning fifty feet from where a married white woman was riding a Black man's cock on the concrete behind a bodega.

---


CHAPTER 37

The street is right there. The real world is right there. I can see cars. I can see people. If that woman turned her head — if she looked down this alley — she would see me. Naked from the waist down. Riding a stranger on the ground. Tits out. Face covered in spit. If she walked twenty steps closer she'd see everything. My wedding ring. My swollen pussy. The cum on my thighs. She'd see all of it and I'm not covering up. I'm not stopping. The real world is fifty feet away and I'm in the garbage and I don't want to go back.

Solomon slapped her face. Hard. CRACK. Her head snapped to the right. Her cheek stung. Before she could gasp he slapped the other side. CRACK. Her head snapped left. Both cheeks burning. Her eyes watering. She giggled. This wet broken giggle through the sting.

"EEEH — haha — nnnh—"

He slapped her again. Same cheek. Harder. Her face was swelling — she could feel it. Her cheeks puffing up. The skin hot and tight where his dark palm had been hitting her pale face. He grabbed her jaw. Squeezed her swollen cheeks together. Her lips pushed out — fish-mouthed, puffy, drooling.

"Look at your face," he said. Squeezing. His dark fingers denting her swollen cheeks. "Look at you, white girl. Your face all fucked up."

She reached up. Touched her own cheek with trembling fingers. Hot. Puffy. Swollen tight under her fingertips. She pressed and it ached — this deep throbbing heat that radiated from the bone. Her other cheek was the same. Both sides of her face puffed up from the slapping. She touched her lips — bloated, split at the corner, tender. She touched under her eye — swollen. Puffy. Her whole face felt like it had been stung by something. She was touching the damage with her own wedding ring hand and feeling what two strangers had done to a face that Brad kissed goodnight every evening.

My face. He's right. It's fucked up. I can feel it. Both cheeks swollen. My lips are twice their normal size. My eyes are puffy from crying. I don't even know what I look like right now. I left the house with makeup on. I left the house looking like Brad's wife. And now my face is swollen and I'm giggling because every time he slaps me my pussy clenches and I'm sick. I'm a sick person.

She was giggling through it. Because the pain made her pussy clench and the clenching made her ride harder and the riding made them grunt and the grunting made her feel wanted and the wanting made her giggle and the giggling made him slap her again.

"EEEH — haha — hit me — nnnh — hit me again—"

Solomon slapped her. CRACK. She squealed. Her tits bounced from the impact. Trey was thrusting up into her from below — his hands on her hips, pulling her down, his dark cock slamming into her while Solomon slapped her face above.

Solomon's cock pressed against her lips.

"Open, bitch."

She opened. Her wrecked mouth. Her swollen lips. She opened and he slid in and the taste of him flooded her tongue — musk and sweat and salt and her own pussy from when he'd been inside her earlier. She moaned around his shaft.

"Mmmnnh — GLUK—"

She was riding and sucking. Reverse cowgirl on Trey. Solomon in her mouth. Her thick body bouncing between them. Her tits swinging free — slapping against her stomach on the downstroke, flying up on the upstroke. Her ass clapping against Trey's thighs behind her. Her face — swollen, slapped red, drooling around Solomon's cock.

Solomon grabbed the back of her head. Both hands. Started fucking her mouth. Not letting her suck — fucking. His hips driving forward. His cock slamming past her lips into her throat. She gagged — "GLGHK" — and spit sprayed out around his shaft and he kept going. She was being fucked from both ends again — Trey below driving up into her pussy, Solomon in front driving into her throat — and she was just a body between them. A wet swollen crying giggling gagging body.

"GLGHK — HNGH — GLUK — HNGH—"

Tears running down her swollen cheeks. Spit pouring off her chin. Snot bubbling. Her eyes rolled back. Her body was bouncing between them — forward into Solomon's cock, backward onto Trey's — this rhythmic rocking that she wasn't controlling anymore. They were controlling it. Their hands on her head and her hips. Pulling and pushing. Using her.

She loved it. She loved every disgusting filthy degrading second of it. The slapping. The choking. The spitting. The gagging. The smell. The concrete under her raw knees. The cum still wet on her thighs. The sweat. The spit. The tears. She loved it because Brad had never made her feel anything and these two were making her feel everything.

"AAAH — GLGHK — HNGH — AAAH—"

Solomon pulled out of her mouth. Slapped her face with his wet cock. THWAP. Her head rocked. He slapped the other cheek. THWAP. Then he slapped her with his hand. CRACK. Then his cock. THWAP. Alternating. Hand and cock. CRACK. THWAP. CRACK. THWAP. Her face bouncing back and forth. Her swollen cheeks getting redder. She was squealing with every hit — "EEEH — EEEH — EEEH" — and Trey was fucking her from below and she was cumming again. Her fourth. Quick. Hard. Her pussy clamping on Trey's cock and her body seizing and her squeals turning into one long broken wail that echoed off the alley walls.

---


CHAPTER 38

"EEEEEEH—"

She collapsed backward onto Trey's chest. Gasping. Twitching. Her face swollen and red and covered in spit and tears and precum. Her tits heaving. Her pussy pulsing around Trey's cock in weak spasms.

Solomon stood over her. Stroking his cock. Looking down at her wrecked body on top of Trey's dark body on the dirty alley floor. Both of them breathing hard.

They were close. She could see it — Solomon's stomach flexing, his jaw clenching. She could feel it — Trey's cock swelling inside her, his breathing getting ragged against the back of her head.

Both close. Both about to finish. And she was lying there between them — swollen and raw and used and ready for whatever they were about to give her.

Trey's cock swelled inside her. She felt it — this thick pulsing expansion that stretched her walls wider. His shaft getting fatter. The head pushing deeper. His balls tightening against her ass — she could feel them pulling up, drawing tight, heavy and full against her skin.

He's going to cum. He's going to cum inside me. INSIDE me.

Her pussy clenched around his swelling cock. Not from pleasure — from the realization. Her stomach flipped. Her hands went cold.

No condom. We never — they never put one on. Nobody mentioned it. Nobody stopped. I've had two cocks inside me raw and I never said a word. I never asked. I was so far gone I didn't even THINK about it. And now he's about to cum inside me. Inside my bare pussy. Raw. A stranger's cum is about to flood me with no protection in a dirty alley and I could — I could get—

Her pussy clenched again. Harder. And this time it wasn't fear. This time it was something else — something that scared her more than the no-condom. Her body WANTED it. She could feel it — her pussy gripping his cock tighter, pulling him deeper, her hips pressing down onto him. Her body was trying to hold him in. Trying to make sure he finished inside her. The fear was screaming stop and her pussy was screaming MORE and the more was winning.

I could get pregnant. From a stranger. In an alley. I could walk home with a stranger's cum in my unprotected pussy and my husband would never know and I might — I could—

And I'm not stopping him. I'm not saying stop. I'm not pulling off. I'm GRINDING on him. My pussy is gripping him trying to keep him inside me while he cums. What the fuck is wrong with me. What the FUCK is wrong with me.

Brad always wore a condom. Even after ten years. He'd fumble with the wrapper for two minutes with his limp little dick wilting while I stared at the ceiling. And these two just pushed in. Raw. And I let them. And I'm about to let one of them cum inside me. And my pussy is clenching like it's EXCITED about it.

Solomon was close too. She could see it — his stomach flexing, his jaw grinding, his hand stroking faster. His cock was throbbing in his fist — this fat dark shaft pulsing, the head swelling, a thick bead of precum oozing from the tip and stretching toward the ground.

He was looking at her face. Not her tits. Not her pussy. Her face. Staring at it. This fixated look — his dark eyes locked on her swollen cheeks and her puffy lips and her smeared mascara and her wet skin.

"Damn you got a pretty face," he said. Stroking. His eyes eating her. "Even all fucked up like that. Pretty-ass white girl face."

Pretty. He called me pretty. My face is swollen and covered in spit and tears and mascara and he called me PRETTY. Brad hasn't called me pretty in — I can't remember. Brad calls me "babe." Brad calls me nothing. This man is staring at my wrecked face with his cock in his fist and he's calling me pretty and he means it. I can see it in his eyes. He's not being nice. He's not flattering me. He's staring at my face the way a man stares at something he wants to destroy because he thinks it's beautiful and the destroying IS the compliment.

She giggled. Bared her teeth at him — this weird grimace-smile. Her swollen lips pulling back. Her teeth showing through the mess. Playful. Daring him. Her blue eyes wet and puffy looking up at his dark face through clumped lashes.

"You wanna ruin it?" she said. Her voice was destroyed. Raspy. Gone. But the dare was there. In her eyes. In her bared teeth. In the way she tilted her swollen face up toward his cock. Offering it. The pretty face he wanted to ruin — she was holding it up for him.

"Been wanting to ruin that face since you jogged past," he said. Stroking faster. His jaw tight. Close. His dark eyes locked on her blue ones. "Pretty white girl face. Blue eyes. Blonde hair. I seen you coming from a block away and I said I'ma nut on that face."

---


CHAPTER 39

He saw me from a block away. While I was jogging. While I was hating my body and hating Brad and hating my sports bra. He saw me from a block away and decided he wanted to cum on my face. He picked me. Out of everyone on the street on a Sunday morning — he picked the thick married white woman in the too-small sports bra. Brad can't pick me out of a room. This man picked me from a BLOCK.

"Nnnh — mmhm—" She closed her eyes. Tilted her chin up. Bracing. She could hear him stroking — this wet SCHLK SCHLK of his fist on his spit-soaked shaft. Fast. Close. She could feel Trey swelling bigger inside her — stretching her. His cock pushing against places nothing had ever pushed against.

I'm stretched. I'm stretched so wide. Brad never — my college boyfriend never — nobody has ever been this deep. Nobody has ever been this thick. I can feel him in places that didn't exist before today. Places Brad's cock couldn't reach with a running start. I've been having sex for fifteen years and I didn't know my body went this deep.

Trey's hands gripped her hips. Tight. Pulling her down onto him. His thrusts getting shorter. Faster. Desperate. He was hammering up into her from below — quick hard jabs that made her tits jolt and her breath catch. His cock was so swollen she could feel every vein dragging against her walls. His balls were tight and hard against her ass.

"Nngh — shit — I'm close — I'm finna—" Trey's voice was strained. His grip on her hips crushing.

Solomon stepped closer. His cock aimed at her face. His hand pumping. His dark stomach flexing. Sweat dripping off his jaw. Close. His breath coming in hard bursts through his nose.

"Open your eyes, white girl," Solomon said. "Watch me nut on that pretty face."

She opened her eyes. Looked up at him. His dark body above her. His cock in his fist aimed between her blue eyes. His jaw clenched. His abs tight. Close. So close.

She bared her teeth again. This grin that was all teeth and no sanity. Her swollen red cheeks pulling her lips back. Her eyes wet and puffy and locked on his. She was grinning up at him — this wrecked swollen giggling mess of a woman bracing for two loads with her mouth open and her teeth showing and her throat already singing.

"NNNH — nnnh — give it to me — nnnh — give me — AAAH—"

Her throat was making sounds on its own now. Sounds her body was producing — raw vowels rolling up through her raw throat. Obscene. Continuous. "AAAH" and "NNNH" and "EEEEH" filling the alley while two Black guys aimed their cocks at her body.

Trey's balls slammed against her pussy lips from below. SLAP. Heavy. Full. He thrust up — hard — and held it. His dark hands found her thighs. Spanked her. CRACK. Her pale flesh rippled. He spanked her again. CRACK. The other thigh. CRACK. Her ass. CRACK. Back to her thigh. Spanking her while his cock throbbed inside her. Each slap making her whole thick body jolt on top of him.

"EEEH — EEEH — AAAH—"

She was squealing with every hit. Her tits bouncing from the impacts. Her stomach jiggling. Her swollen face twisting — this grimace that was half pain half grin. She was baring her teeth and squealing and her pussy was gripping Trey's cock tighter with every spank.

Solomon grabbed her hair. Twisted. Dug his fingers into her scalp until she whimpered. His other hand slapped her face. CRACK. Her head snapped right. She giggled — wet, broken. He slapped her again. CRACK. Left. Her swollen cheek taking the hit. Cum-streaked spit flying off her chin.

"EEEH — haha — EEEH—"

She was giggling through the slaps. Giggling and squealing. Her face was swollen — both cheeks puffy and red, her lips bloated, her eyes narrowed from the swelling. She looked wrecked. Ruined. And she was grinning through it. This deranged teeth-baring grin while a man slapped her face from the front and another man spanked her thighs from below.

"Hit me — EEEH — hit me — EEEH—"

I'm asking him to hit me. I'm begging a man to slap my face. Brad's never raised a hand to me in ten years and I'm BEGGING for it. And every slap makes my pussy tighter and wetter and I want more. I want more.

Solomon slapped her. CRACK. She squealed. Her eyes rolled. She closed her eyes and braced — teeth clenching, shoulders drawing up, face scrunching tight. Wanting the next one.

CRACK.

"EEEEH—"

Trey's hands were gripping her ass now. Both cheeks. Dark fingers sinking into pale flesh. He was thrusting up into her — fast, hard, desperate jabs. His balls slapping against her pussy — SLAP SLAP SLAP — heavy and full and tight. She could feel them pulling up. Tightening. His cock swelling thicker inside her. Stretching her wider. The head pushing deeper.

"NNGH — shit — I'm finna — I'm finna nut—"

Solomon's hand was a blur on his cock. His jaw locked. His stomach rigid. Sweat dripping off his chin onto her upturned face. His dark eyes locked on her swollen wrecked grinning face. His cock aimed between her eyes.

---


CHAPTER 40

"Hold still, bitch — hold — NNGH—"

Trey was slamming into her from below. SLAP SLAP SLAP. His balls hammering her pussy lips. His hands raining spanks on her ass — CRACK CRACK — while he fucked up into her. His cock was swelling. She could feel it — getting thicker with every thrust. Stretching her wider. His balls tight against her. He was about to cum inside her. Raw. In her bare unprotected pussy.

She ground down onto him. Hard. Her hips locking against his pelvis. Her pussy squeezing his swelling cock — gripping, clenching, bearing down. She was trying to keep him deep. Trying to hold him where he was. Her body making the decision her brain couldn't make — she was locking a stranger's cock inside her married pussy and pushing her hips down and squeezing and she could feel his cock throbbing against her grip and he was about to explode and she wanted every drop inside her and she was terrified and her pussy was gripping him tighter than it had ever gripped anything.

He's about to cum in me. He's about to — and I'm holding him in. I'm SQUEEZING him. My pussy is trying to MILK him. I should pull off. I should — and I'm bearing down. I'm pushing onto him. Deeper. Holding him. Oh God what am I doing. What am I—

Her body was jolting between them — Solomon's slaps on her face pushing her down, Trey's spanks on her ass pushing her forward, his cock driving up into her. Her tits swinging wild. Her stomach clenching. Her raw throat opening. The alley was full of sound — CRACK and SLAP and CLAP and her squealing and their grunting and the wet squelch of her pussy and it was all building to one point. One moment. Everything converging.

"AAAH — AAAH — I'M — I'M CUMMING — AAAH—"

She screamed it. Not said it. Not moaned it. Screamed it at the alley walls and the dumpster and the sky and anyone on the street who could hear. Her voice raw and shredded and cracking on every syllable. Her swollen face twisted up at Solomon. Her pussy locked around Trey. Her whole body tensed and trembling and right on the edge.

"I'M CUMMING — I'M CUMMING I'M CUMMING I'M—"

She screamed it at the alley. At the sky. At the dumpster and the graffiti and the cracked concrete.

Her pussy clamped around Trey's cock. Locked. Every muscle from her stomach to her knees seizing at once.

Trey yelled "SHIT" and slammed up one final time. His dark hips driving up off the concrete. His cock burying to the root. She felt it kick inside her — this fat throb, this pulse — and then the heat. The first jet of cum erupting inside her. Hot and thick and spraying against her deepest walls.

Solomon growled "FUCK" above her. His fist tightened. His dark stomach clenched. And the first thick rope of cum hit her across the face.

Both at the same time. Cum flooding her pussy from below and cum hitting her face from above. Both of them erupting at the same moment. Her body trapped between two orgasms that weren't hers — Trey's cock pulsing inside her, Solomon's cock spurting onto her skin. She could feel both. The heat inside her and the heat on her face. The thick pumping flood between her legs and the thick warm ropes landing on her cheeks. Both. At once. And her own orgasm crashing through her on top of theirs —

Everything went white.

Not bright. Not blinding. White. Like someone turned off the alley and turned on nothing. The concrete was gone. The dumpster was gone. The smell was gone. Trey's body underneath her was gone. Solomon's face above her was gone. The sounds — the slapping and the grunting and the traffic and the dripping pipe — all of it sucked out of the world in one instant and replaced with silence.

She was floating. Somewhere warm. Somewhere that hummed. Her body was still there — she could feel it from far away, this distant trembling thing that was convulsing and clenching and squirting and screaming — but SHE wasn't in it. She was above it. Or behind it. Or beside it. Watching from somewhere soft and white and quiet while her body did things without her.

Her clit was throbbing. She could feel it — faintly, like hearing music through a wall. A pulse. A deep heavy pulse that radiated outward from her clit through her pussy through her stomach through her chest through her skull. Each pulse wider than the last. Each one pushing the white further. Each one numbing another part of her until she couldn't feel her legs or her arms or her face. Just the pulse. Just the throb. Her clit beating against Trey's pelvis like a second heart and each beat erasing a piece of the world.

Where am I. What's happening. I can't see. I can't hear. I can't — there's just — it's just — pleasure. Pure. Nothing else. No alley. No concrete. No names. No Brad. No wedding ring. Just this. This throb. This pulse. This white.

---


CHAPTER 41

Cum was flooding her. She knew it from far away — from the white place, from wherever she was floating. She could feel his cock pulsing inside her. Each pulse distinct. One. A thick heavy jet that hit her deepest wall and she felt the heat bloom. Two. Another jet. Thicker. Hotter. Spraying against her insides. She could feel it spreading — this warm heaviness pooling deep inside her pussy. Three. Four. His cock kicking and spurting and each shot adding to the pool. Filling her. She could feel herself getting fuller with every pulse. The cum sitting heavy and hot inside her. Thick. Real. Not watery. Not thin. Not Brad's apologetic little leak that she couldn't feel. This was CUM. Heavy and thick and she could feel every shot land inside her from wherever she was floating.

He's cumming in me. I can feel every — one — nnnh — two — nnnh — each one is — hot — thick — filling me — Brad never — Brad's cum is water — this is — nnnh — this is thick and hot and I can feel it pooling and I'm — I'm being filled — by a stranger — raw — on the ground — in an alley — and I can feel every drop and I don't want it to stop.

Her pussy was squeezing him. Even from the white place she could feel it — her walls clenching around his spurting cock in slow rhythmic pulses. Milking him. Pulling the cum out of him. Her body doing what it had always wanted to do and Brad's body had never given it the chance to do — grip a cock and squeeze it and pull every thick heavy drop out of it until there was nothing left.

Her face was wet. Warm. Solomon's cum hitting her skin — she couldn't see it, her eyes were rolled back, the white had taken her vision — but she could feel it. Thick and hot and landing on her cheeks and her forehead and her lips. Boiling hot against her swollen skin. Rope after rope. She could feel it sliding. Running down her face in warm trails. Pooling in the hollows of her eyes. Dripping off her chin. Collecting on her outstretched tongue. Heavy. Salty. She swallowed on instinct and more landed and she swallowed again and the taste sat in her throat — thick and male and real.

I'm cumming. I'm still cumming. How am I still cumming. My clit is — I can't feel my clit anymore. It's numb. It throbbed so hard it went numb and now there's just this — this pressure — this warm spreading nothing that goes from between my legs to the top of my skull and I'm gone. I'm gone. I'm not in the alley anymore. I'm somewhere else. Somewhere white and warm and I can feel cum filling me and cum hitting my face and I can't see and I can't hear and I don't want to come back.

And then she saw him.

Brad. Standing in the white. Ten feet away. His pale soft body. His old college t-shirt. His reading glasses pushed up on his forehead. His newspaper hanging from one hand. He was staring at her. His mouth open. His eyes wide. Watching his wife — naked, covered in cum, straddling a Black man on the ground with another one's cock dripping onto her face. He was staring at her in disbelief. In horror. In — something else. Something she couldn't name and didn't care about.

She locked eyes with him. Her husband. Standing in the white watching her get filled from both ends. His mouth hanging open. His pale face going red. His thin hands shaking at his sides.

She felt her pussy clench. Harder. Around Trey's spurting cock. She felt her back arch. Her tits push forward. Her mouth spread into that deranged grin — the one she'd been wearing all morning. The one Brad had never seen. The one that was for them. For this.

She looked Brad dead in the eyes. Her husband. The man who said "looks fine." The man who couldn't get hard. She looked at him in the white warm nothing while two men's cum flooded her body and she opened her mouth.

"WATCH ME," she screamed at him. At whatever he was. Her voice raw and destroyed and ringing in the white space. "KEEP WATCHING, BRAD. KEEP FUCKING WATCHING."

He stared. Said nothing. The newspaper slipped from his hand.

She came harder. The orgasm surged — a second wave inside the first — and the white swallowed him. He was gone. The newspaper was gone. The white took everything and she was alone in it. Cumming. Screaming. Full of cum that wasn't his. Covered in cum that wasn't his. And she'd told him to watch.

The white held. For five seconds. Ten. Fifteen. Her body convulsing below her — or above her — wherever her body was. Her pussy spasming around Trey's spurting cock in rhythmic clenches that she felt as distant echoes. Her squirt flooding out of her — she could feel the hot gush spraying against Trey's thighs. More cum on her face — she could feel it building up. Thick and warm and layered. Her mouth filling. Overflowing. Running down the corners of her lips.

---


CHAPTER 42

Then the sound came back.

Not all at once. A rush. Like being pulled underwater and then yanked to the surface. The alley slammed into her — the noise, the smell, the concrete, the bodies. Everything hit at once.

"NNGH — NNGH — NNGH—"

Trey. Groaning underneath her. His cock still kicking inside her. His cum still flooding. His dark hands gripping her pale hips. His balls pulsing against her pussy.

"SHIT — SHIT — SHIT—"

Solomon. Above her. His cock spurting. Another rope across her face. She could see it now — her vision swimming back — his dark hand pumping, his cum arcing through the morning air, landing hot and thick on her skin.

"HHHHH — AAAHH — GGHHHK—"

Her. She was making sounds. Had been making them the whole time her brain was in the white place. Her throat had been screaming without her. This continuous raw wail that she rejoined mid-note — her voice cracking, her lungs burning, her raw throat producing sounds that weren't words or moans or screams. Just noise. The sound of a woman being destroyed.

Her body was shuddering. Full-body tremors. Her thighs clamped around Trey's hips — squeezing, crushing, her thick pale thighs locked against his dark body. Her pussy was gripping his cock in slow heavy clenches — squeeze, release, squeeze — milking the last of his cum out of him. She could feel it inside her now — hot and thick and heavy, sitting deep, pooling. Full. Overflowing. Running out of her around his cock and dripping onto his balls and pooling on the concrete.

She was slurping. Her tongue was moving. Her mouth was full of Solomon's cum and she was swallowing and licking and slurping — these wet sloppy sounds of a woman cleaning cum off her own lips. Her tongue running across her upper lip. Collecting. Swallowing. Her tongue finding the streak on her cheek and licking sideways. Swallowing. Her mouth open catching the last drops dripping off Solomon's softening cock above her.

They groaned. All three of them. At the same time. This low broken chorus — Trey's bass rumble from below, Solomon's grunt from above, and her raw shattered moan in the middle. Three voices in a dirty alley on a Sunday morning. One sound from three bodies echoing off brick until it faded into the drip of a pipe and a woman's ragged breathing on a dirty floor.

She was on the ground.

She didn't know when they'd left. She didn't remember them pulling out or pulling up their shorts or walking away. She was on her side on the wet concrete. Curled. Her knees drawn up. Her thighs squeezed together — tight, pressing, trying to hold herself closed. Her arms crossed over her bare tits. Covering. Shaking.

Her pussy was throbbing. Not the good throb — the sore throb. This deep aching pulse that shot up her spine every few seconds. Her cunt was swollen. Raw. Stretched in ways it had never been stretched. Every throb of pain radiated from between her legs up through her stomach and into her ribs.

But underneath the pain — underneath every sore throb — a bigger pulse of pleasure followed. Pain. Then pleasure. Pain. Then pleasure. Like a heartbeat. The soreness would spike and then a warm wave would wash over it and her pussy would clench and a little moan would leak out of her.

"Nnnh — mmm — nnnh—"

She was moaning to herself. Lying on the alley floor moaning. Her eyes half-closed. Her body twitching with aftershocks. Every few seconds another spasm would roll through her pussy and her thighs would squeeze tighter and she'd whimper.

Cum was everywhere. She could feel it. On her face — thick, warm, still wet, sitting on her skin in heavy streaks. Running down her cheeks. Pooling in the hollow of her ear. Dripping off her chin onto the concrete. Her lips were coated — she licked them and tasted salt and musk and swallowed and there was more. Her eyelashes were clumped together. She could barely open her left eye — a thick warm glob of cum sitting heavy on her eyelid, gluing her lashes shut.

Her throat burned. Raw from the gagging and the screaming and the cocks that had been shoved down it. She swallowed and it hurt. Snot was running. Still running. Mixing with the cum on her upper lip. She wiped her nose with the back of her hand and her wedding ring dragged through the mess on her face — cum and snot and spit smearing across her knuckles. Brad's diamond coated in it.

Between her legs — thick and hot. Trey's cum sitting inside her. She could feel the weight of it. The fullness. It was leaking out — oozing between her clenched thighs, warm rivulets sliding down her skin and pooling on the concrete underneath her. Her shorts were somewhere. Her panties were somewhere. She was naked from the waist down on a dirty alley floor with cum leaking out of her pussy and cum on her face and she was shaking and moaning and squeezing her thighs and every throb of pain came with a bigger throb of pleasure.

---


CHAPTER 43

Their chests. Dark. Sweating. Shirtless on the basketball court. Solomon drinking water. Trey watching the street. Watching me. My tits bouncing in the sports bra. My ass jiggling in the shorts.

The flashback hit in fragments. Not in order.

His hand on my lower back. The heat of it. My nipples going hard. The bench. Sandwiched. Their thighs against mine. Dark on pale.

Trey's mouth on my nipple. Sucking. Solomon's tongue in my mouth. Both at the same time.

On my knees. Two cocks in my face. Slapping my cheeks. THWAP. THWAP. My mouth opening. My jaw stretching. Gagging. The spit.

Bent over the crate. Solomon slamming into me from behind. The CLAP CLAP CLAP. My tits swinging. My mouth full of Trey. Both ends.

Riding Trey on the ground. The concrete on my knees. Solomon spitting on my face. The slapping. The giggling. The crying.

Brad's face in the white. His newspaper. His mouth open. KEEP WATCHING.

Her stomach was full. Heavy. Solomon's cum in her throat. Trey's cum in her pussy. She could feel both — the thick salt taste sitting behind her tongue and the thick hot weight sitting deep inside her cunt. Both of them inside her. Both of them part of her now.

"Mmm — nnnh — mmm—"

She rolled onto her back. Stared at the sky. Blue. Clear. Sunday morning. A bird flew past. The sun was warm on her bare cum-covered face. Her tits were bare in the sunlight. Her pussy was bare and leaking. She was lying on her back in a dirty alley behind a bodega looking at the sky with cum still wet on her face and cum leaking out of her pussy and she could hear the traffic on the street and somewhere a church bell was ringing.

She tried to sit up. Her arms shook. Her stomach clenched. The pain between her legs spiked and she winced — "nnnh" — and fell back. Tried again. Her hands pressed against the dirty concrete. Her palms on grime and gravel. She pushed herself up. Halfway. Her arms trembling. Her tits hanging. Cum dripping off her chin onto her chest.

She got to her knees. Her scraped raw knees on the concrete. Her thighs shaking. Cum running down both inner thighs. She reached for the crate. Grabbed the edge. Pulled herself up. Her legs almost gave. She caught herself. Stood. Barely. Wobbling. Naked from the waist down in a dirty alley with cum on her face and cum running down her legs and her sports bra bunched under her tits and her shorts somewhere on the ground.

She looked down at herself. Her pale body. Her thick thighs streaked with cum. Her pussy swollen and red between them. Her stomach soft. Her tits hanging out. Her face — she couldn't see it but she could feel it. Swollen. Coated. Wrecked.

She found her shorts. Crumpled on the concrete next to the dumpster. They were new this morning. Three days ago they were in an Amazon box. An hour ago they were clean and black and tight on her body. Now they were filthy and damp and she stepped into them and pulled them up over her sticky thighs and the fabric clung to the cum between her legs.

Her panties were balled up near a crushed beer can. Soaked through. Not just wet — heavy. Dark with her cum and Trey's cum and sweat and whatever they'd been lying in on the concrete. She shoved them in her waistband. Couldn't wear them. Didn't want to throw them away. Evidence. Proof that this happened.

She pulled her sports bra up over her tits. The elastic was stretched out — ruined from being yanked down. It sagged. Her tits spilled over the top. The fabric was damp with spit and sweat and it smelled like Solomon's mouth and Trey's hands and the alley. Everything she was wearing smelled like the alley now. Like concrete and cum and sweat.

She stood there. Alone. Cum on her face — thick, wet, heavy. Not drying. Still dripping off her chin. Cum between her legs — Trey's load leaking out of her and running down her inner thighs into her dirty shorts. The morning sun on her skin. A church bell ringing somewhere.

She took a step toward the street.

---


CHAPTER 44

The sunlight hit her and she squinted.

The alley had been shaded. Dark. Hidden. Out here the Sunday morning sun was bright and warm and it lit up every inch of her and she could feel it on her skin — on her bare arms, on her swollen face, on the cum that was sitting thick and wet on her cheeks catching the light.

She was on the sidewalk. The street. The real world. Cars passing. A man across the road walking to his car with a grocery bag. Two women jogging — actual joggers, in clean sports bras and matching leggings, ponytails bouncing. Normal people. Normal Sunday.

And her. Chloe Perkins. Standing on the sidewalk in filthy shorts and a stretched-out sports bra with cum on her face and cum between her legs and her hair matted and her cheeks swollen and bite marks on her neck and her knees scraped raw.

She tried to wipe her face. The back of her hand smearing across her cheek. The cum didn't come off — it smeared. Spread. This thick wet sheen that clung to her skin and redistributed instead of wiping away. She rubbed harder. It smeared more. Her cheek was glazed with it — this shiny wet film of Solomon's cum that wouldn't come off and glinted in the sunlight.

It won't come off. It's thick. It's — it's like paste. Brad's cum is water. I could wipe Brad's off with a tissue and not know it was there. This is STUCK to my face. It's heavy and thick and it won't come off because it's REAL cum. From a REAL man. Their cum is — it's different. Everything about them is different. Their cocks are bigger. Their cum is thicker. What's inside me right now feels like it could do damage.

She started walking. One foot in front of the other. Or trying to.

Her legs weren't working right. Her thighs were trembling — this constant low vibration in the muscles that made her knees wobble with every step. She was limping. Her right knee was worse — the skin scraped raw from the concrete, stinging every time the fabric of her shorts brushed against it. Her left knee throbbed with a deeper ache. Both kneecaps raw and stinging.

Her pussy was pulsing. Not throbbing from arousal anymore — aching. This deep swollen tenderness between her legs that flared with every step. Her lips were puffy and raw and every time her thighs pressed together walking she felt the soreness spike up through her pelvis. She was walking bowlegged. Legs slightly apart. Trying to keep her thighs from rubbing against her wrecked pussy. She looked ridiculous — a woman waddling down the sidewalk with her knees scraped and her legs spread and cum on her face.

Her jaw ached. Deep in the hinge. She opened her mouth and it clicked and the pain radiated up into her temple. Two cocks. For how long. Her jaw had been stretched open for thirty minutes straight and the muscles were screaming. Her throat burned — raw from the gagging, from the screaming, from Solomon's cock hitting the back of it over and over. She swallowed and it burned.

Her ass cheeks stung. Both of them. The slapping and the spanking had left them hot and tender under her shorts. Every step — the fabric dragging across the welts. Every step — a different body part reminding her. Knees: the concrete. Pussy: the cocks. Jaw: the blowbang. Throat: the gagging. Ass: the spanking. Every step reminded her of what happened. A different body part aching. Her thighs were sticky. With every step she felt it — Trey's cum. Thick. Warm. Oozing out of her wrecked pussy in slow heavy globs. Not dripping. Oozing. Each step squeezing her swollen lips together and pushing another thick wave out of her. She could feel it sliding — past her raw entrance, between her puffy lips, down the crease where her thigh met her pussy. A warm heavy trail creeping down her inner thigh. Slow. Thick. Taking its time. Not like water. Not like Brad's watery nothing that evaporated before she got to the bathroom. This had weight. This clung to her skin. This slid down her thigh like syrup and she could feel every inch of it.

It's still coming out of me. I can feel it. Every step pushes more out. It's thick. It's so thick it's sliding down my thigh in globs and I can feel each one and it's been — how many blocks? Three? Four? And it's STILL coming out. Brad cums inside me and I stand up and it's gone. Evaporated. Like it was never there. This cum has been leaking out of me for ten minutes and there's still MORE. It's sitting deep inside me and every step shakes loose another glob and it runs down my leg and it won't stop.

It reached her knee. She felt it — the warm trail hitting the back of her kneecap and sliding down her calf. Trey's cum running down her leg past her scraped knee and pooling in the top of her sneaker. She could feel the wetness in her shoe. Warm. Thick. A stranger's cum in her sneaker.

Brad's cum couldn't reach the bottom of my pussy. This man's cum is reaching the bottom of my SHOE.

---


CHAPTER 45

Her shorts were soaked. The inner lining dark and wet. The fabric clinging to her thighs. If anyone looked — if anyone looked at her shorts right now — they'd see the dark wet patch spreading between her legs. The evidence soaking through black fabric. She was walking down a public street on a Sunday morning with a stranger's cum visibly soaking through her shorts and dripping into her sneakers.

A car passed. Slow. The driver looked at her through the window. She saw the double-take — his eyes going from her face to her body to the wet patch between her legs. The frown. He drove on.

Another car. A woman this time. Her head turned. Staring through the windshield at the disheveled woman limping down the sidewalk with something wet and shiny on her swollen face and dark stains spreading across her shorts.

They think something bad happened to me. They're looking at me and seeing a woman who needs help. That poor woman.

She almost laughed.

Something happened to me all right. I got FUCKED. For the first time in my life. I got fucked by two men who wanted my body and used my body and made me cum so hard I squirted on the concrete and screamed at the sky. That's what happened. Ten years married to a limp-dick white loser who couldn't give me in a decade what those two thugs gave me in one hour. Ten years of faking orgasms and sucking in my stomach and buying Fitbits for Christmas. And NOW look at me.

She walked. Through the commercial strip. Past the laundromat. Past the gas station. Every step pushing more cum out of her. Every step the soreness and the warmth and the wetness reminding her of what she'd done and where it was still sitting inside her.

Two joggers appeared ahead. Coming toward her on the sidewalk. Women. Her age maybe. Clean matching outfits — teal sports bras, black leggings, white sneakers. Ponytails bouncing. AirPods in. Skin glowing with clean sweat. They were running in sync. Stride for stride. Clean. Put together.

She was going to pass them. They were going to see her.

She kept walking. Couldn't stop. Couldn't cross the street — her legs wouldn't carry her that fast. She just walked. Limping. Bowlegged. Cum on her face. Cum soaking her shorts. Sports bra stretched and sagging. Hair matted. Face swollen. Knees scraped. A waddling wreck on the same sidewalk as two women who had their shit together.

They saw her. She watched it happen — their eyes going from the sidewalk ahead to her face and their strides faltering. The one on the left slowed. Her mouth opening slightly. The one on the right grabbed her friend's arm. They jogged past. Wide. Giving her space. She could feel them looking back over their shoulders. She could feel the pity.

That was me. An hour ago that was me. A woman in a sports bra going for a jog on a Sunday morning. Clean. Normal. Married. And now they're looking at me and giving me space and they're going to talk about me for the rest of their run. "Did you see that woman? Oh my God. She looked like — was that cum on her face? Should we call someone?" That's what they're saying right now. About me. Chloe Perkins. The woman who chairs the HOA.

The difference between me and them is one basketball court. One stop. One conversation. One "damn baby you got a nice fat ass" and here I am. They're clean and I'm covered in cum and the only thing separating us is that nobody catcalled THEM this morning.

She passed the row houses. The chain link fences. A man on his porch drinking coffee looked up. Looked at her. Set his mug down slowly. Kept looking. She kept walking.

The cum on her face was still wet. Still thick. The morning sun warming it on her skin. This heavy glaze on her cheeks and her forehead and her chin that caught the light every time she turned her head. She'd stopped trying to wipe it. It didn't come off. It clung. It sat on her skin heavy and warm and wet and it wasn't going anywhere.

A woman was standing on the corner ahead. Mid-forties. Church clothes — floral dress, cardigan, small purse. She was on her phone. Talking. She looked up as Chloe approached. Her eyes went wide. Her mouth stopped moving. She stared — at Chloe's face, at the shiny wet streaks, at the swollen cheeks, at the dark stains on her shorts. Her hand came up slowly and covered her mouth.

She said something into the phone. Quick. Quiet. Her eyes still on Chloe.

She's calling someone. She's calling the cops. She's looking at me and she thinks something happened to me and she's calling 911 right now. "There's a woman on the street — she's got something on her face — I think she needs help—"

---


CHAPTER 46

Chloe's stomach dropped. For one second — one real second — panic hit. The cops. Questions. "Ma'am, can you tell us what happened?" "Ma'am, do you need medical attention?" "Ma'am, can you describe the men?" She'd have to — what? Tell them? Tell them she went for a jog and let two Black guys from a basketball court take her to an alley and fuck her on a crate and cum inside her and cum on her face? "No officer, it was consensual. All of it. I begged for it. I said please fuck me and they did. Multiple times. I squirted. On the concrete. Behind the bodega on MLK."

They'd come after THEM. For what I asked for. For what I BEGGED for. Two guys who gave me the best hour of my life would be in trouble because I walked home looking like this and some church lady called 911.

She looked at the woman. Smiled. Her swollen puffy face pulling into a smile that probably looked insane. Cum on her cheeks. Teeth showing. The woman flinched.

"I'm fine," Chloe said. Her voice was wrecked — raspy, hoarse, barely there. "I'm fine. Just — had a rough jog."

She kept walking. The woman stared after her. Phone still to her ear.

A rough jog. That's what I'm going with. A rough jog. My face is covered in cum and I'm limping home bowlegged with a stranger's load dripping into my sneakers and I just told a church lady I had a rough jog. Chloe Perkins. Liar. Cheater. Cum-covered liar who chairs the HOA and had a rough jog.

She could feel both of them. Still. Solomon's cum on her face — heavy and wet and warm in the sun. Thick streaks sitting on her cheeks that wouldn't wipe off. Wouldn't thin out. Wouldn't disappear. It sat on her skin with this stubborn weight — clinging, coating, this dense paste that the morning sun was warming but not drying. Brad's cum evaporated on contact. She'd wipe her stomach after Brad finished and the tissue would come back barely damp. Like he'd sneezed on her. Like it was nothing. Solomon's cum was sitting on her face blocks later and it was still wet and still thick and still THERE.

And inside her — Trey's. Deep. Hot. This heavy fullness that she could feel sitting in her pussy with every step. Not leaking out and disappearing. Leaking out and being REPLACED by more from deeper inside. Like there was a pool of it. This pool of thick hot cum sitting so deep that every step shook loose a fresh glob and it oozed out and ran down and more took its place. It had weight. Gravity. She could feel it shifting inside her when she walked — this warm dense mass moving with her body. Alive almost. Sitting in her.

Their cum is different. From Brad's. From anything I've ever felt. Brad's cum is — nothing. Thin. Watery. I can't feel it when he finishes. I can't feel it after. It disappears. It's like he didn't even cum. And THIS — Solomon's is still on my face after walking for fifteen minutes in the sun. Trey's is still inside me and it's still coming out in globs. This is what real cum feels like. Thick. Heavy. Potent. This is what a real man produces. This is THICK. And it's inside my bare pussy with no protection and it's not going anywhere. What's sitting inside me right now feels like it was made for one thing.

She kept walking. Feeling both. Inside and out. Their cum on her and in her. Heavy. Wet. Thick. Real.

The neighborhood changed. Back the way it came. The row houses thinned. The chain link fences disappeared. The lawns got wider. Greener. The cars got newer. The houses got bigger. Two-story colonials with manicured hedges and flag poles and sprinkler systems hissing across perfect grass.

Her neighborhood. Her street. Her world.

She was limping through it. Chloe Perkins. HOA chair. Bake sale organizer. The woman who complained when the Hendersons left their trash cans out past Tuesday. Walking through her suburban neighborhood looking like she'd crawled out of a dumpster.

She passed a parked SUV — black, waxed, the Kowalskis' Escalade. The window was tinted but the morning sun turned it into a mirror and she caught herself. Full body. The reflection stopped her mid-limp.

Oh my God.

That was her. The woman in the car window. Blonde hair matted to one side — stuck with sweat and something thicker. Sports bra hanging off one shoulder, sagging, the elastic dead. One tit almost spilling out the bottom. Her stomach bare above her shorts — pale, soft, smeared with something wet. Her shorts — black but visibly darker between the legs, soaked, clinging. Her thighs — streaked. Wet trails running down both legs from her crotch to her knees. Her knees — red, raw, scabbing. And her face.

Her face.

Swollen. Both cheeks puffy and red. Lips bloated. Eyes narrowed from the swelling. And across it — streaks. Thick wet shiny streaks across her cheekbones, her forehead, her chin. Catching the sun. Glistening. Unmistakable to anyone who'd ever seen it. Cum. On her face. In broad daylight. In the Kowalskis' car window on Maple Street.

---


CHAPTER 47

That's what everyone's been seeing. That's what the joggers saw. That's what Dave is going to see. That's what Brad is going to see. I look — I look like a woman who just got — I look exactly like what I am.

She kept walking.

This is my street. These are my neighbors' houses. That's the Millers' house — I dropped off banana bread last Christmas. That's the Kowalskis' — I organized their son's fundraiser. That's the Hendersons' with the trash cans. I KNOW these people. They know ME. And I'm walking past their windows looking like — looking like what I am. A woman who just got fucked in an alley by two Black guys she met on a basketball court.

A sprinkler caught her leg. Cold water hitting her bare calf. She flinched. Kept walking. The cold water ran down her shin and mixed with the warm cum still running down her other thigh and the two temperatures — cold water, warm cum — sat on her skin at the same time.

A garage door opened across the street. She froze. Her neighbor — Dave something, mid-fifties, washed his car every Saturday — stepped out in a bathrobe carrying a trash bag. He looked up. Saw her. His hand stopped on the trash can lid.

She could see him processing. His eyes moving from her face — swollen, glazed, something shiny on her cheeks — to her body — sagging bra, stained shorts, bare legs streaked with something wet. His brow furrowed. He opened his mouth.

"Morning, Chloe. You okay?"

I have cum on my face, Dave.

"Fine!" Her voice cracked. Too bright. Too loud. She planted her feet and straightened her spine and forced a smile onto her swollen face. "Just went for a jog!"

She waved. Her wedding ring catching the sun — the diamond smeared with something thick and wet. And as she waved — as she stood there on the sidewalk smiling at her neighbor in his bathrobe — she felt it. A warm thick glob of Trey's cum oozing out of her. Sliding between her swollen lips. Running down her inner thigh. Slow. Heavy. She could feel it creeping past her knee while she smiled at Dave.

Her pussy clenched. Involuntary. Squeezing out more. Another glob following the first. Running down her other thigh now. Both legs. She was standing on the sidewalk having a conversation with her neighbor and cum was running down both her legs and she was smiling and waving and saying "fine!" and her pussy was clenching and leaking and she pressed her thighs together trying to stop it and it squeezed out faster.

Stop. Stop leaking. Stop — I'm talking to Dave. I'm talking to my NEIGHBOR and cum is running into my sneakers and I can feel it and I can't stop it and if he looks down he'll see the trails on my legs oh God just keep smiling keep smiling keep—

"Just a long one today!" she said. Bright. Cheerful. Cum pooling in both shoes. "Beautiful morning for it!"

Dave looked at her for another second. His eyes flickered down — to her legs? to her shorts? — and back up. He nodded slowly. Put his trash in the can. Went back inside. The garage door closed.

She exhaled. Her thighs were trembling. A fresh trail of cum was running down her left calf.

He saw it. He saw the cum on my face. He had to. It's right there. In the sun. On my cheeks. And he asked if I was okay and I said fine and he went inside. That's what people do. They see something wrong and they ask once and you say fine and they go inside. That's what Brad does every night. He sees me. He asks once. I say fine. He goes back to his paper.

She was three houses away now. She could see her house at the end of the block. Brad's car in the driveway. The front door. The welcome mat. The porch light still on from when she'd left — how long ago? An hour? Two? It felt like a week. It felt like a different woman had walked out that door in a clean sports bra with hope in her chest and now a different woman was limping back with cum drying — no. Cum still WET on her face and cum leaking out of her pussy and her husband sitting inside with no idea.

Three houses. Three more houses and I'm home. And Brad is inside. And he's going to see me. He's going to see me walk through the door with cum on my face. With cum on my FACE. Visible. Wet. Shiny. Right there. And he's either going to notice and my marriage is over or he's not going to notice and my marriage was already over. Either way.

Her hand went to her face. One more try. She wiped her cheek with her palm. The cum smeared. Again. This thick wet film that wouldn't leave. Her fingers were coated. She looked at her hand — pale skin, wedding ring, cum between her fingers. She wiped her hand on her shorts. Added more stains.

She tried the other cheek. Smeared. Her forehead. Smeared. Every wipe just moved it around. She was painting herself. Spreading Solomon's cum across her own face with her own hand and it wasn't coming off and her arm was shaking and her legs were shaking and she was so tired. So tired. Her body was done. Her legs had carried her from an alley through two neighborhoods and they were trembling and her knees were raw and her pussy was aching and her jaw was screaming and she couldn't keep wiping cum off her face and walking at the same time. She didn't have the energy for both.

I can't. I can't wipe it off. I've been trying. It doesn't come off. My arm is shaking. My legs are about to give. I'm three houses from home and I can barely stand and I don't have the strength left to clean myself up. I used it all. I used everything I had in that alley and there's nothing left. Not even enough to wipe cum off my own face.

She stopped wiping. Let her hand drop to her side. Cum on her palm. Cum on her face. She wasn't being brave. She wasn't making a statement. She was just tired. Exhausted. Used up. A woman who'd been fucked so thoroughly she couldn't lift her arm to clean herself.

Fuck it. Let him see. I don't have the energy to care anymore. Let Brad see his wife walk through the door with cum on her face. Let him notice for once. Or let him not notice. Either way I'm walking in like this because I physically cannot do anything else.

She walked to her front door. Turned the handle. Pushed it open. Stepped inside.

---


CHAPTER 48

The air conditioning hit her.

Cool. Clean. The house smelled like Brad's coffee and the lavender plug-in she kept in the hallway and the lemon cleaner she'd used on the kitchen counter yesterday. Clean smells. Home smells. The smells of a life she'd been living for ten years — organized, predictable, safe.

The door closed behind her. Click. And the alley was gone. The basketball court was gone. Solomon and Trey were gone. The dumpster and the concrete and the sirens — gone. Replaced by central air and hardwood floors and the framed wedding photo on the hallway wall and the shoes lined up by the door and the throw pillows on the couch and everything that was hers and Brad's and normal and clean.

She stood in the hallway. Her dirty sneakers on the clean hardwood. Her filthy shorts dripping on the floor. Cum running down her legs and pooling on the wood that she'd mopped two days ago. The contrast — her body and her house. The filth she was carrying and the clean she'd walked into. It hit her all at once.

Her face crumpled.

What did I do. What did I DO.

The tears came. Not the alley tears — those had just leaked out on their own. These were different. These came from her chest. From her stomach. From somewhere deep behind her ribs that had been clenched for the last two hours and suddenly released. A sob hit her so hard her knees buckled and she grabbed the hallway table and hunched over it and cried.

"Hhhhh — hhhhh — oh God — hhhh—"

Ugly crying. Gut-deep. Her shoulders heaving. Her face — still covered in cum, still swollen, still wrecked — twisting into this grimace of pain that had nothing to do with her body. Her body hurt everywhere but this wasn't body pain. This was the OTHER pain. The one that had been waiting for her to stop moving. The one the alley had kept at bay. The one that needed quiet and safety and home to arrive.

I cheated on my husband. I cheated on Brad. I let two strangers fuck me in an alley. I let them cum inside me. I let them cum on my face. I sucked their cocks. I rode them on the ground. I BEGGED for it. I said please. I said harder. I said more. I screamed and squirted and laughed and I BEGGED for every second of it and now I'm standing in my hallway with their cum dripping on my floor and I can't take it back. I can't undo it. It happened. I did that. That was me.

She slid down the hallway table. Her back against the wall. Her ass hitting the floor. She sat on the clean hardwood in her filthy shorts with her knees drawn up and her face in her hands and she sobbed. The cum on her face smearing against her palms. The cum between her legs soaking into the floor underneath her. She was sitting in a puddle of another man's cum on her own hallway floor and crying.

She looked up. The wedding photo was right above her. She was sitting directly under it. The frame straight on the wall. The glass clean — she'd dusted it last Thursday.

She looked at herself in it. Twenty-five. A hundred and thirty-two pounds. The white dress with the sweetheart neckline. Her hair pinned up. Her makeup perfect. Her smile — wide, genuine, stupid with happiness. Brad's hand on her waist. His suit. His grin. Both of them thin. Both of them young. Both of them making promises they thought they'd keep.

That woman in the photo had never been touched by a stranger. That woman had been with one man her whole adult life. That woman believed in fidelity and vows and forever and she was smiling in a white dress because she meant every word she said at the altar.

This woman — the one sitting on the floor under the photo — had cum on her face. From a man she met on a basketball court. And cum inside her pussy. From another man she met on the same basketball court. And cum in her shoe and cum on her shorts and cum smeared across her wedding ring and she was sitting in a puddle of it on the floor of the hallway where that photo had hung for ten years.

Ten years. That photo and this floor. That woman and this woman. A hundred and thirty-two pounds and a hundred and sixty-eight pounds. A white dress and cum-stained shorts. A smile and — whatever this face is doing right now. The distance between those two women is one morning. One jog. One basketball court.

The smell hit her. Not the alley — herself. She could smell herself in this clean house. The lavender plug-in and the lemon counter spray and then — HER. Cutting through it. Sweat and musk and cum. Two men's bodies baked into her skin. Solomon's musk. Trey's tobacco-sweat. All of it clinging to her and spreading into the clean cool air of her hallway.

---


CHAPTER 49

I can smell myself. I REEK. I smell like the alley. I smell like them. Their sweat. Their cocks. Their cum. I'm sitting in my clean house and I'm ruining it. The smell is spreading. It's in the hallway now. It's going to be in the carpet. In the couch. Brad's going to smell it. He's going to walk through the hallway and smell sweat and musk and cum and he's going to — no he won't. He won't notice. He never notices. He won't notice. He never notices.

She could feel the cum under her soaking into the hardwood. Warm. Thick. Seeping into the finish. Into the wood grain. A stain that would sit in the floor of her hallway forever. Under the wedding photo. Where they walked every day. Where Brad walked barefoot every morning. He'd step on this spot tomorrow and never know what soaked into it.

Her body was shaking. Not from the sex. Not from the cold. From the guilt. This full-body tremor that rattled her teeth and made her hands vibrate against her face. The guilt was physical. It sat on her chest — crushing.

But her pussy was still twitching.

Aftershocks. Even now. Even sitting on the hallway floor crying and guilty and sorry — her pussy clenched. A squeeze that came out of nowhere. A ghost of the orgasm. A muscle memory. She was sobbing and her pussy clenched and a tiny moan slipped out between the sobs — "mmnh" — and she heard it and squeezed her eyes shut and pressed her fists against her forehead.

Stop. STOP. I'm crying. I'm feeling guilty. I'm sitting in my own hallway apologizing to my wedding photo and my pussy is still CLENCHING. My body is still in that alley. My body hasn't come home yet. My brain is here and my guilt is here and my pussy is still back there on the concrete squeezing around a cock that left twenty minutes ago. Stop clenching. Stop. STOP.

Another clench. Another ghost-moan leaking through the sobs. Her body wouldn't listen to her shame. Her body didn't care about the wedding photo or the vows or the guilt. Her body was still humming from the best orgasm of her life and it wanted more and her brain was screaming stop and neither one was winning.

From the living room — sounds. Brad sounds. The TV on low. A cough. The creak of his recliner. The rustle of — something. Newspaper maybe. Or his phone. Normal sounds. Sunday sounds. The sounds of a man who had no idea his wife was sitting ten feet away on the hallway floor covered in two men's cum having a nervous breakdown.

I can hear him. He's RIGHT THERE. Through that wall. Watching TV. Drinking coffee. Being Brad. While I sit here with cum on my face and cum in my pussy and cum on his hallway floor. He's ten feet away and he doesn't know. He doesn't know and I can hear his recliner creak and I can hear him cough and he's just — existing. His normal Sunday. His normal life. And mine just — mine just—

The recliner creaked again. She heard him clear his throat. Heard the TV volume go up a notch. He was adjusting. Getting comfortable. Settling in for his Sunday. She was ten feet away shaking on the floor with another man's cum leaking out of her and he was adjusting the volume on SportsCenter.

"Hhhhh — I'm sorry — hhhhh — I'm so sorry—"

She was whispering it into her cum-covered hands. Apologizing to nobody. To the hallway. To the wedding photo. To Brad through the wall. Meaning it. Knowing it changed nothing.

I can still taste them. Both of them. In my throat. And I can still feel him inside me — Trey's cum sitting deep and warm and it won't come out and it's going to be there when I shower and it's going to be there when I sleep next to Brad tonight. I'm going to lie next to my husband with another man's cum inside me. Two other men. And he's never going to know. And I'm never going to tell him. And I'm going to carry this in my body and in my head for the rest of my life.

She sat there. On the floor. In the hallway. Under the wedding photo. Crying. The house was quiet. The air conditioning hummed. Brad's coffee smell drifted from the kitchen. Somewhere in the house her husband existed — oblivious, unchanged, reading something or watching something or doing whatever Brad did on Sunday mornings while his wife sat on the hallway floor leaking cum and crying and sorry and not sorry at the same time.

She wiped her eyes. Smeared more cum across her face. Took a breath. Then another. Steadied herself.

She stood up. Her legs shaking. Her hand on the wall. She pushed herself upright and as she rose — as her thighs parted and her pussy opened from the movement — a thick glob of cum dropped out of her. She felt it leave. This heavy warm mass sliding out of her pussy and falling. It hit the hardwood with a soft wet PLOP. She looked down.

A thick white glob on the clean floor. Trey's cum. Sitting on the hardwood between her dirty sneakers. Wet. Heavy. Obscene against the clean pale wood. Right under the wedding photo. Right where Brad walked every morning.

---


CHAPTER 50

She stared at it. For five seconds. Ten. This thick wet stain on her clean hallway floor. The evidence. The proof. She could bend down and wipe it up and nobody would ever know.

She stepped over it.

She had to go talk to Brad.

She walked to the living room doorway. Stood there. Her hand on the frame. The same pose she'd done this morning — hip cocked, one hand on the doorframe. Except this morning she'd been clean and hopeful in a new sports bra. Now she was filthy and wrecked in a ruined one.

Brad was in his recliner. The newspaper was done — folded on the coffee table. The TV was on now. SportsCenter. His feet were up. His coffee mug on the armrest. His phone in his lap. He looked exactly the same as when she'd left. Like the last two hours hadn't happened. Like no time had passed at all.

She stood in the doorway. Cum on her face — thick wet streaks across both swollen cheeks, her forehead, her chin. Cum in her blonde hair — a thick glob near her left temple that had been there since the alley, matting the strands together. Her sports bra — sagging, stretched, one strap off her shoulder, the fabric damp with spit and sweat, her tits barely held in. Her stomach bare above her shorts — a smear of something wet across her pale skin. Her shorts — soaked between the legs, dark stains visible on the black fabric. Her thighs — streaked with wet trails of cum running from her crotch past her knees. Her sneakers — wet inside, squelching with every step. Her knees — scraped raw and red. Her face — swollen. Puffy. Red from slapping.

She was standing in the doorway of her living room looking like she'd been gangbanged in an alley because she had.

Brad glanced up.

Half a second. His eyes lifted from the TV to her face — her swollen, cum-streaked, mascara-destroyed face — and she waited. She stood there in the doorway and she WAITED. One second. Two. Her heart slamming. Her hands trembling at her sides. This was it. This was the moment. He was looking at her. He was looking at her face. At the thick wet streaks across her cheeks. At her puffy split lips. At her swollen eyes. He was LOOKING and he was going to see it and he was going to—

His eyes went back to the TV.

The same glance he'd given her sports bra this morning. The same half-second scan that took in nothing and registered nothing and meant nothing. He'd looked at her cum-covered face with the same attention he gave a commercial break.

"Good jog?"

She stood there. In the silence after those two words. The TV playing. The recliner creaking. Her husband four feet away asking "good jog" while Solomon's cum sat thick and wet and shiny on her face in the light from his television. She could feel it glistening. She could feel the TV light reflecting off the streaks on her cheeks. It was RIGHT THERE. On her FACE. In the LIGHT.

He looked at me. He looked RIGHT at me. His eyes were on my face. On the cum. And he asked good jog.

"Yeah," she said. Her voice was raw. Hoarse. Destroyed. "It was fine."

"I'm gonna go shower," she said. Standing in the doorway. Cum on her face catching the light from the TV.

He nodded. Didn't look up. His eyes on SportsCenter. His coffee getting cold. His wife standing ten feet away covered in two men's cum and he was watching highlights.

Look at me. LOOK at me, Brad. Look at your wife. Look at my face. Look at what's on my face. Look at my shorts. Look at my legs. Look at me and SEE me for once in your goddamn life. LOOK.

He didn't look.

She turned toward the stairs. Her hand on the banister. Her dirty sneaker on the first step. Cum dripping off her thigh onto the carpet. She was going to leave a trail up the stairs. Wet spots on every step. Brad would walk over them barefoot tomorrow and never know.

"Hey — HEY. Babe. Wait."

She froze. Mid-step. One sneaker on the stair. One on the landing. Her hand tightening on the banister until the wood creaked. Her heart slamming so hard she could hear it in the stairwell. Her blood going cold. Every muscle in her body locking.

A glob of cum chose that exact moment to slide out of her. She felt it — thick, warm, oozing between her clenched thighs and running down her leg. Dripping onto the carpet. On the stairs. While Brad's voice hung in the air behind her.

He saw it. He finally saw it. The cum. My face. My shorts. Something. He saw SOMETHING and now he's going to — oh God — the divorce. The lawyers. "Chloe, what is that on your face?" I'll have to explain. I'll have to tell him. I went for a jog and I met two — and they took me to an — and I let them — oh God oh God oh God—

Her pussy clenched. From terror. The same pussy that had been clenching from pleasure all morning — now clenching from fear. More cum squeezed out. Dripped on the carpet.

"Yeah?" she said. Without turning around. Her back to him. Her swollen face pointed up the stairs. Her hand white-knuckled on the banister. Not turning. If she turned he'd see her face in the hallway light and it would be over.

"Did you get the coffee filters?"

Everything stopped. The panic. The terror. The pounding heart. The cold blood. All of it — gone. Replaced by nothing. A flat empty nothing that settled over her.

Coffee filters.

Coffee filters. I have two men's cum on my face and in my pussy and running down my legs onto your carpet and you want to know about coffee filters.

"No," she said. "I forgot."

---


CHAPTER 51

The park had a sandbox and a slide and three benches and Chloe was sitting on the middle one watching her play.

Eighteen months old. Caramel skin. Loose curly hair that caught the sunlight and turned gold at the tips. Dark eyes — big, round, warm brown. A wide smile that showed tiny teeth. She was beautiful. Everyone said so. Strangers in grocery stores said so. The pediatrician said so. Brad said so every morning — "she's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen" — and for once Chloe agreed with her husband.

She didn't look like Brad. She didn't look like Chloe. She looked like something in between — this warm golden in-between that was all her own. Her skin was darker than both of theirs. Her hair was curlier than both of theirs. Her features were — different. Fuller lips. Wider nose. A jaw that was going to be strong.

Brad didn't notice. Brad said she looked like his grandmother. "My nana was Italian," he'd told his coworkers. "Mediterranean genes skip a generation." He said it with such confidence that people nodded along. Of course. Italian. That explained the caramel skin and the curly hair and the features that looked nothing like either parent.

Italian. He thinks she's Italian. He looked at his daughter's brown skin and her curly hair and her full lips and he said Italian. And everyone just — went with it. Because what else are they going to say?

"She's gorgeous, Chloe." The woman next to her — Megan, three houses down, two of her own in the sandbox. Blonde. Thin. "Seriously. Those EYES. Where does she get those eyes?"

"Brad's side," Chloe said. Automatic. Rehearsed. "His grandmother was dark-featured."

"And the hair?" Megan was looking at her. At the loose curls bouncing as she dug in the sand. "That curl is beautiful. Neither of you have curl like that."

"Recessive genes," Chloe said. Smiled. "They're funny like that."

She doesn't believe me. Look at her face. That tight little smile. Those eyes darting between my daughter and me. She's doing the math. She's looking at my pale flat-haired self and my pale flat-haired husband and she's DOING THE MATH.

"My husband jokes that there must be some Black in the family somewhere," Chloe said. She laughed. Light. Casual. "Somewhere way back."

Megan laughed. Short. The other mom on the bench — Dana, from the cul-de-sac — laughed too. Quick. Both of them with tight smiles and eyes that flickered.

There it is. The awkward laugh. The look. They KNOW. They don't know know — they don't have proof — but they know. Women know. They look at my daughter and they look at Brad and they look at me and something doesn't add up.

"Well whatever the mix is," Dana said. Carefully. "She's absolutely stunning. Like a little model."

"Thank you," Chloe said. "She gets it from her father."

She does. Just not the one these women think.

"Actually," Chloe said. She looked at Megan. Looked at Dana. Both of them with their tight smiles. She took a sip of her iced coffee. "I've had some Black in me."

Silence. Half a second. Megan's smile froze. Dana's hand stopped on her knee.

"I mean — in the family," Chloe said. Another sip. "Way back. On my side. Some Creole ancestry or something. You know how it is."

Megan looked at Dana. Dana looked at Megan. A quick flicker between them that Chloe caught and pretended not to.

"Wait—" Megan said. Slow. Careful. "I thought Brad said it was his grandmother? The Italian one?"

"It's both sides, actually," Chloe said. Not missing a beat. "Mixed heritage on both sides. Brad's nana was Southern Italian — Sicilian, you know, they're darker — and my side has some Creole way back. Louisiana. So between the two of us there's a lot of — you know. Mix."

"Oh," Megan said. Her tight smile getting tighter. "Right. Both sides."

"Totally," Dana said. Her eyes saying something different than her mouth. "That makes sense."

It doesn't make sense. They know it doesn't make sense. Brad says Italian. I say Creole. Last week he told the mailman it was his great-aunt from Naples. I told my hairdresser it was my grandmother from New Orleans. We can't keep our story straight because there IS no story. There's just a lie that we're both telling different versions of and these women are sitting here watching us fumble it in real time.

They don't believe a word. They're going to go home and tell their husbands. "You should've heard what Chloe said at the park. 'I've had some Black in me.' And have you SEEN her daughter?" They'll whisper about it at school drop-off. They'll bring it up over wine. They'll never ask me to my face. And I'll sit on this bench every afternoon and smile and say "recessive genes" and "Brad's grandmother" and they'll nod and I'll know exactly what I mean and they'll spend the rest of their lives guessing.

Chloe smiled. Took another sip of her iced coffee. Watched her play in the sand.

---

Three years later. Different state. Brad got promoted.

New house. Bigger than the last one. Four bedrooms. A yard with a fence. A two-car garage. A house that looked like it had its shit together. Where nothing bad happened.

The same marriage.

---


CHAPTER 52

I stood in the bathroom this morning looking at myself in the mirror. Forty pounds heavier than when I got married. Fifty maybe. The pregnancy had added weight that never left — it settled into my hips and my ass and my thighs and my tits and it stayed.

I turned sideways. Looked at my ass. Bigger than three years ago. Rounder. Heavier. It sat out behind me — this pale shelf that started at my lower back and curved outward and didn't stop. I slapped it. Watched it jiggle. Watched the ripple travel through my cheek and settle. Same thing I'd done in a different bathroom three years ago. Except this time I didn't flinch. This time I watched it jiggle and I smiled.

I cupped my tits. Both hands. Heavy. Full. They overflowed my palms. They'd gotten bigger after the pregnancy and never gone back. DDs pushing toward Es. Brad hadn't touched them in months. Brad hadn't mentioned them. But I knew what these tits did to certain men. I'd learned that on a park bench with two dark hands squeezing them and a voice saying "God DAMN."

I ran my hand down my stomach. Soft. Round. The belly Brad used to stare at with that flat look. The belly he'd been negging for years before the alley. I pressed into it. Felt the softness give under my fingers. Thick. Full. A woman's body. Not a girl's body. Not a model's body. A body that had been fucked on concrete and bent over crates and ridden on alley floors and it still looked like THIS. Still thick. Still soft. Still here.

I didn't hate it anymore.

I was thick. Thicker than before. And I knew exactly what this body was worth.

I bought a new sports bra last week. Black. Strappy. One size too small. I'd ordered it at eleven at night in bed while Brad snored next to me. Same as last time. Same website. Same sizing chart. Same forty-five minutes of scrolling and adding to cart and deleting and adding again.

I pulled it on this morning. My tits spilled over the top. My stomach pooched over the waistband of my shorts. My ass ate the fabric. I looked at myself in the mirror — this thick pale woman in tight black clothes that didn't quite fit — and I smiled.

I looked good. I didn't need Brad to tell me that anymore. I'd learned that lesson three years ago on a park bench between two shirtless men who couldn't stop touching me.

I walked to the living room. Brad was on the couch. His phone this time — he'd graduated from newspapers to a screen but the posture was the same. The glazed eyes were the same. The soft belly pushing against his t-shirt was the same. He'd put on another fifteen pounds since the move. He was rounder now. Softer. His arms were doughy. His chin was doubling.

"Going for a jog, babe," I said.

He didn't look up. "Okay. Grab milk on the way back."

Not coffee filters this time. Milk. Different errand. Same voice. Same nothing.

I stood there for a second. In the doorway. In my too-small sports bra with my tits spilling out and my shorts riding up and my thick body on display. The same pose I'd done three years ago in a different house in a different state. Waiting for him to look up. Waiting for a reaction. A whistle. A compliment. A "you can't go out like that." Anything.

He scrolled his phone.

Some things don't change. Some men don't change. I moved states for this man. I had his — I had a baby. I stayed. I stayed married. And he's still on the couch and I'm still in the doorway and he's still not looking at me.

I walked out.

The morning air hit my bare skin. My stomach. My thighs. The underside of my ass where the shorts didn't reach. Warm. The new neighborhood was quieter than the old one. Bigger houses. Wider streets. More space between people. A neighborhood where women jogged in clean outfits and waved at each other and nobody yelled from basketball courts.

I started running. My tits bounced in the sports bra. My ass jiggled behind me. My thighs rubbed together — thicker now, softer, the chafing starting after two blocks the same way it always did. Everything on my body was moving. Bouncing. Jiggling. The same body. Bigger. The same woman. Older.

Sunday morning. She was at Brad's mother's for the day. The house was empty. Brad was on the couch. I was in running shoes for the first time in three years.

Brad had said it last Tuesday. Not directly — he never said it directly. We were at dinner and I reached for a second roll and he looked at my hand and then he looked at my stomach and he said "you know, they say carbs after six are the hardest to burn off." That's what he said. While I held a dinner roll. In our new dining room in our new house in our new state. The same negging in a different zip code.

---


CHAPTER 53

I hadn't jogged since. Since then. Since before. Since the alley. Three years of not jogging. Three years of avoiding sports bras and basketball courts and the feeling of my body bouncing in the open air. Three years of knowing what happened last time I went for a run and being terrified of what would happen if I went for another one.

But Tuesday. The dinner roll. His eyes on my stomach. "Carbs after six." And something in my chest that had been quiet for three years woke up. This hot tight feeling behind my ribs that I recognized. That I remembered. From a different kitchen. A different Sunday. A different version of this exact same bullshit.

I'd ordered the sports bra that night. In bed. While he snored.

Now I was outside. Running. First time in three years. My tits bouncing. My ass jiggling. My thighs rubbing. Everything bigger than before. Everything thicker. The same body doing the same thing in a different state and the morning air hitting my bare skin the same way it had three years ago.

There was a park two blocks from the new house. I hadn't known about it. I'd driven past it — windows up, AC on — but I'd never been here on foot. A basketball court. Chain nets. Cracked asphalt. A rusted fence. The same kind of court. Different city. Different concrete. Same everything else.

The court was ahead. I could see it from half a block away. The chain nets swaying. The cracked asphalt. And them — shirtless, sweating, dark bodies moving in the morning sun. Two of them. The ball hitting the concrete with that hollow bounce that I could feel in my chest.

My nipples got hard. Just from seeing the court. Just from the sound of the ball and the sight of dark skin and the memory hitting me so fast my body responded before my brain caught up. My nipples pressed against the too-small sports bra — two hard points poking through the fabric. The same thing that happened three years ago. My body remembering.

My pace slowed. I didn't tell my legs to slow. They just did. The way they did last time.

One block away. I could hear them now. Sneakers squeaking on the asphalt. The ball bouncing. And a laugh — someone laughing. Deep. A man's laugh that rumbled across the court and hit me between my legs.

My pussy clenched. One clench. Hard. Involuntary. From a LAUGH. A stranger's laugh from across a basketball court and my married pussy clenched in my jogging shorts. Three years since anyone made me clench and a laugh did it. A laugh from a shirtless Black man on a court in the sun and my pussy remembered everything.

My thighs were getting slick. I could feel it — the wetness starting. Not sweat. The other one. The warmth between my lips that had nothing to do with jogging and everything to do with the dark bodies getting bigger as I got closer. My tits bouncing in the too-small bra. My ass jiggling in the tiny shorts. Everything on display. Everything moving.

Fifty feet from the court.

My breathing changed. Faster. Shallower. My skin was flushing — my chest, my neck, my cheeks. I was getting wet and getting flushed and my nipples were hard and I was fifty feet from a basketball court and my body was already there. My body was already on that court. My body had left me and run ahead.

Forty feet.

I should keep running. I should put my head down and jog past and go home and grab the milk and be Brad's wife and be a good person.

Thirty feet.

One of them looked up. Saw me coming. His head tilting. His eyes going from the ball to me. To my tits bouncing toward him. To my thick body in the morning sun. He nudged the guy next to him. The other one looked up. Both of them looking. Both of them watching me approach.

Twenty feet.

I could feel their eyes. On my tits. On my stomach. On my hips. On my ass. Their eyes landing on my body and STAYING there. The same heat. The same weight. The same feeling of being looked at — being WANTED — that I'd been starving for since we moved and Brad said "carbs after six" while I held a dinner roll.

My pussy was wet. Properly wet. Soaking into my shorts. From walking toward a basketball court on a Sunday morning. Three years of being good and my pussy was wet from the SIGHT of two shirtless Black guys on cracked asphalt.

Ten feet.

The one who'd looked up first was still watching me. His hand on the ball. His dark chest rising and falling. He said something to his friend. I couldn't hear it through my AirPods. But I could see his lips move. And I could see his friend grin.

Five feet.

I slowed down.


THE END
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