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CHAPTER 1

Diane stood in front of the full-length mirror in her bathroom and looked at herself naked.

Thirty-eight years old, five-five, a hundred and eighty-two pounds. She'd stopped weighing herself six months ago but she'd stepped on the scale this morning because the bikini was coming today and she wanted to know what she was working with. A hundred and eighty-two. Up from a hundred and forty-six on her wedding day. Eight years and thirty-six pounds. She could see every single one of them.

Her breasts were heavy — full and round and sitting lower than they used to, these big pale DD's that swayed when she moved and needed a bra at all times or they'd be halfway to her belly button. Her nipples were wide and pink and pointing slightly downward and she cupped them both and lifted and there they were — up where they belonged, pushed together, deep cleavage between them. She let go. They dropped.

She brushed her thumbs across her nipples. Both of them stiffened immediately — hard and puckered from the lightest touch and she inhaled through her teeth. They were sensitive. They'd always been sensitive but since the weight gain they'd gotten worse — bigger, puffier, wired straight to her pussy so that anything touching them made her stomach tighten. She rolled one between her thumb and finger and her thighs pressed together and a sound came out of her mouth that she hadn't made for Keith in years.

Keith used to suck them. That was the thing that kept coming back to her at night when she couldn't sleep. When they were dating he'd spend twenty minutes on her breasts — his mouth on one nipple while his hand squeezed the other, sucking and licking and biting until she was squirming and wet and begging him to fuck her. He used to bury his face between them and fall asleep with his head on her chest, his mouth still close enough that she could feel his breath on her nipple. Now he wouldn't touch them. Now he rolled over in bed and faced the wall and her breasts pressed against the mattress untouched every night while he snored. She had breasts that men in the grocery store stared at through her shirt and her own husband hadn't put his mouth on them since their last anniversary dinner when he'd been drunk enough to try and sober enough to give up after thirty seconds.

She pinched her nipple harder and felt the jolt go straight to her pussy. Her eyes half-closed in the mirror. She was touching herself in a bathroom mirror on a Saturday morning because nobody else was going to.

Her stomach was soft and round, this pale mound that pushed out above her hips and folded when she sat down. She'd had a flat stomach in her twenties. In college she'd worn crop tops and low-rise jeans and her stomach had been tight and tan and boys put their hands on it when they danced with her. Now it was soft and white and it jiggled when she walked down the stairs and Keith hadn't put his hand on it in years. She grabbed a handful, squeezed, let it go, watched it settle back into place. That was her stomach now.

But her ass. God, her ass. The weight had gone there first and stayed longest and it had turned her flat twenty-something ass into something else entirely — big and round, two wide pale cheeks that stuck out behind her and jiggled with every step. She turned sideways in the mirror and there it was, this shelf that hadn't existed when she married Keith. Her ass filled jeans now, stretched yoga pants, made men look twice in the grocery store. She'd caught them — the quick glance down and back up, the second look they thought she didn't notice. She noticed every time because her husband never looked.

She'd started paying attention to it. The men who stared. Not all men — white men glanced. White men did the quick look and the quicker look-away, the embarrassed half-second where their eyes dropped to her ass and then snapped back to their phones or their shopping carts. White men looked at her the way Keith looked at her — fast and guilty. White men's attention felt like nothing. It reminded her of Keith and it made her drier than before they'd looked.

Black men looked different.

She'd noticed it and she couldn't un-notice it. At the gas station a Black man had watched her walk from the pump to the store and said "damn" loud enough for her to hear and her whole body had flushed. At the grocery store two Black guys in the produce section had stopped talking when she bent over the freezer in yoga pants and one of them had said something to the other and they'd both laughed and she'd stood there with her face burning and her panties getting wet. At the gym a Black man on the bench press had stared at her ass the entire walk from the locker room to the water fountain — not a glance, a STARE, his eyes locked on her body without shame or apology — and she'd felt it on her skin and she'd walked back slower.

She'd started walking slower for them. That was the part she couldn't admit to anyone. Not for the white men who glanced and looked away. For the Black men who stared. When she felt their eyes on her ass she'd slow down and roll her hips wider and give them the show her husband didn't want. She'd walk through a parking lot with her ass swaying knowing a Black man was watching and her panties would be soaked by the time she got to her car and Keith would be in the passenger seat scrolling his phone and she'd sit down on wet panties next to her oblivious husband and hate herself for what had gotten her wet.

At night she'd lie in bed next to Keith's snoring body and put her hand between her thighs and grind against her own fingers and think about hands. Big hands grabbing her ass, strong hands spreading her thighs, rough hands pulling her hips. And the hands were always dark. She didn't choose it and she didn't decide it but every time she closed her eyes and pictured hands on her white body the hands were Black. Dark fingers gripping her pale thighs, dark palms on her white ass — the contrast, dark on light, Black on white — and her fingers would move faster and she'd cum hard in the dark with her face in the pillow thinking about Black hands on her white body while her white husband snored next to her.

She'd feel sick afterward. Every time. Not just the guilt of a married woman touching herself to strangers — the guilt of a woman who posted about equality on Facebook getting off on racial fantasies in her bed. She didn't know what it said about her. She didn't want to know. She just knew that Keith's pale soft hands did nothing for her and the idea of dark rough hands on her body made her cum so hard she had to bite the pillow.

I get wet when Black men look at my ass. My husband won't touch me so I get off on Black men in parking lots staring at my body. I'm a married white woman who cums to the idea of Black hands on her body because her own husband's white hands can't be bothered. I can't tell my therapist or my friends or my sister. So I lie in the dark and cum to it and hate myself and do it again.


CHAPTER 2

Her thighs were thick, pressed together at the top where they rubbed, wide hips that made her jeans tight and her dresses pull. She ran her hands down them — soft on the inside, firm on the outside.

Keith didn't stare and Keith didn't look. He'd been promoted to VP of Development fourteen months ago and since then he'd been married to his laptop instead of her. Sex was — she didn't even know what sex was anymore. Before the promotion they'd had a routine. Friday nights, lights off, missionary. His soft pale body on top of hers for three or four minutes until he came with his quiet little grunt and rolled off. It wasn't good sex. It wasn't sex that made her scream or grip the sheets or cum so hard her legs shook. But it was something — his hands on her body, feeling wanted even if the wanting lasted four minutes.

Now she didn't even get that. Fourteen months since the promotion and the Friday night routine had gone from every week to every other week to once a month to — she counted backwards — the last time was March. It was July. Four months since her husband had touched her and that time he'd barely gotten hard. This sad half-chub that he'd tried to push inside her while she lay there and waited and he pumped twice and went soft and apologized. "Sorry babe. Long week. Let's try again this weekend." They didn't try again that weekend or the next or any weekend since.

And the comments. The little remarks he made about her body like he had any right. "Have you thought about cutting carbs, babe? Sarah's husband lost twenty pounds." "Those jeans are getting a little snug, aren't they?" "I read that women's metabolism slows down after thirty-five — maybe worth looking into." He said everything except the word fat and she heard it every single time. Eight years of suggestions and "have you tried" and "I read that" — eight years of her husband telling her she was too big while he sat on the couch looking like he'd never done a push-up in his life. Keith had never been fit — not when they dated, not on their wedding day, not once. He'd never seen the inside of a gym. He ate pizza three nights a week and drank beer every evening and his gut had been growing since the day she met him and he had the nerve to tell HER about carbs. She'd gained thirty-six pounds in eight years. He'd gained forty. But his weight wasn't the problem. Hers was. Always hers.

And she'd stopped taking the pill. Years of trying for a baby and nothing. She'd done the tests and he'd done the tests and everything was technically fine according to the doctor. "Sometimes it just takes time." How much time? Eight years of time? She'd stopped taking the pill four months ago and Keith hadn't even noticed because Keith would have to be having sex with her to notice she wasn't on birth control.

I'm thirty-eight with a pool and a four-bedroom house and a husband who makes two hundred thousand a year and I haven't been fucked in four months. My boobs are this big and my ass is this fat and nobody's touching any of it. I could be single. It wouldn't feel any different.

She looked at herself in the mirror — naked, thick, pale, untouched.

The package was on the bathroom counter, brown and small with the Amazon smile on the side. She'd ordered it four days ago at midnight while Keith slept next to her — scrolling through her phone with the brightness down, searching "sexy bikini" and then deleting it and searching "flattering swimwear" and then deleting that and searching "sexy bikini" again because fuck it. Flattering was what she'd been wearing for eight years. Flattering hadn't gotten her touched.

She tore the package open.

This wasn't what she'd ordered.

She'd ordered a bikini — a white two-piece, sexy but wearable, the kind with the push-up top and the cheeky-cut bottom that showed just enough. She'd spent twenty minutes reading the reviews. "Flattering on curvy figures." "My husband loved it." "Sexy but not too much." That's what she'd added to her cart. A bikini that would make Keith look up from his laptop.

What she was holding in her hands was not a bikini.

It was a single piece of white fabric — she held it up and it was just strings. A G-string one-piece. A thin strip of fabric that started at the crotch, came up over the stomach in a narrow band maybe three inches wide, split into two thinner strips that would barely cross over the nipples, and tied behind the neck. The back was nothing — just the G-string disappearing between the cheeks and two strings tying at the neck. No back panel, no coverage, just skin.

She checked the packaging and checked the order on her phone. Wrong item. They'd sent the wrong thing. This was a stripper's costume. The fabric was thin enough to see through when wet and there was barely enough of it to cover anything even when dry.

I have to send this back. I ordered a bikini and they sent me a piece of string. I'm a hundred and eighty-two pounds. This thing is designed for a hundred-and-twenty-pound Instagram model, not a thirty-eight-year-old wife with DD breasts and a stomach. I'd look insane.

But Keith doesn't look at me in a one-piece. Keith doesn't look at me in a sports bra and shorts. Keith doesn't look at me in lingerie — the black lace set I bought for Valentine's Day is still in the drawer with the tags on because I put it on and walked into the bedroom and he was asleep. Maybe he needs something he can't ignore. Maybe he needs to see his wife in something so small and so thin that he has to react. Even if the reaction is "what the fuck are you wearing." At least it would be a reaction. At least he'd be looking.

She held it up next to her body in the mirror. The white strings against her pale skin. The narrow strip of fabric that wouldn't come close to containing any part of her.

One last attempt.

She decided to put it on.


CHAPTER 3

She stepped into it.

The G-string went first — she pulled it up her thighs and the thin strip of fabric slid between her cheeks and vanished, just a white string buried in her ass. The front panel sat low on her hips, this narrow band of white fabric pressing tight against her mound — she could see the outline of everything through it. The fabric was barely three inches wide and it covered her and nothing else. Her hips spilled out over the strings on both sides and her stomach was bare above it and below it was just the thin white strip disappearing between her thighs.

She pulled the rest up. The single band of fabric came up her stomach — narrow, clinging to her pale skin, riding over the soft curve of her belly. It split at her chest into two thin strips that crossed over her breasts. Not over them — across them. Each strip was maybe an inch and a half wide and it covered her nipple and a sliver of skin on either side and that was it. The rest of her breasts — the tops, the bottoms, the sides, the cleavage — was bare, pale heavy flesh with two thin white lines across it. She tied the strings behind her neck and the whole thing pulled tight and her breasts pressed together and bulged around the strips and she looked down and she could see more skin than fabric.

She looked at herself in the mirror.

Her face went red. Bright red, spreading up her neck and into her cheeks. She looked like a whore. She was standing in her bathroom in a piece of white string that covered approximately nothing. Her boobs were out — not spilling out, OUT, bare on every side with two thin strips crossing her nipples. Her ass was completely naked — she turned and looked over her shoulder and there was nothing back there, just two wide round pale cheeks with a G-string between them. Her stomach was exposed, soft and round, the fabric clinging to the narrow strip up her center. Her thighs were bare and thick and her hips were wide and she was a thirty-eight-year-old woman standing in her bathroom in strings.

She almost took it off. Her hands went to the ties behind her neck. This was insane. She looked like she belonged on a stage, not by a pool. No woman her age and her size wore something like this. She'd ordered a bikini — a normal sexy bikini — and they'd sent her this and she should send it right back and pretend she'd never seen it.

But then she looked again. Her nipples were hard — stiff and poking against the thin strips, visible through the white fabric. Her skin was flushed pink across her chest and her breathing was shallow. She looked slutty and desperate and obscene and she was getting wet. Her breasts looked huge, bare and heavy with the strips barely crossing them. Her ass was round and full and completely on display. The flush on her chest was spreading and she could feel the heat between her thighs and she was getting aroused looking at herself in a swimsuit she hadn't even ordered.

She ran her hands down her body. Slow. Over the bare skin of her breasts — the strips so thin her fingers slid right past them — and down across her soft stomach where the narrow band clung to her skin. Her hands kept going down her hips and across the G-string and she pressed her palm flat against the front panel between her thighs and the fabric was wet. Already wet. She could feel the heat of herself through the thin white fabric and she pressed harder and her hips rocked forward into her own hand and a sound came out of her mouth — "mmm" — and she was standing in the bathroom pressing her hand against her pussy through a swimsuit she'd never ordered for a husband who was never going to appreciate it. She turned sideways and watched herself in the mirror — her hand between her thighs, her boobs out, her ass bare, her lip between her teeth.

And the thought came back. The one that always came.

If they could see her right now. Not Keith — the Black men from the gas station and the grocery store and the gym. The ones who stared without apology. If one of them was standing behind her right now in this bathroom while she was wearing THIS. She pictured it before she could stop herself — a Black man behind her, his dark chest against her bare white back, his dark hands on her pale hips where the G-string cut across, his fingers gripping the soft flesh above the strings and his cock pressing hard against her ass through his shorts. She could see it in the mirror — dark hands on white skin — and her pussy clenched against her palm so hard she had to grab the counter to stay standing.

"Fuck—" She whispered it. Her eyes were wide in the mirror and her hand was pressed between her thighs and she was soaking through the front panel picturing a Black man's hands on her body while her white husband typed on a couch downstairs.

She pulled her hand away and shook her head. This was for Keith. She was doing this for Keith. She was putting on this swimsuit and she was going to walk downstairs and her husband was going to look at her and react. This was about her marriage.

But the image stayed. Dark hands on white hips. It stayed in the back of her head as she reached for her hairbrush.


CHAPTER 4

This is it. There's no way he doesn't react to this. My boobs are basically naked and my ass is completely bare. He's going to look up from his laptop and his jaw is going to drop and he's going to walk over to me and put his hands on me for the first time in four months. Maybe he'll tell me to take it off. Maybe he'll grab me. Maybe he'll just stare at me the way he used to when we were dating and I'd walk out of the shower in a towel and I could see him getting hard through his jeans. That's all I want. I just want my husband to look at me and want me.

She brushed her blonde hair out with her fingers and let it fall around her bare shoulders. She smiled at herself in the mirror — the pretty smile, the lip bite, the one she used to give Keith when she wanted him to chase her around the apartment. She looked hot and felt hot and her nipples were hard and she was wet and her husband was downstairs and she was about to walk down there in a swimsuit that covered less than her underwear.

She walked down the stairs. Her breasts bounced with every step — heavy and barely held, swaying in the thin strips, the strings pulling tight. She could feel her ass jiggling behind her, the G-string riding deeper with every step, her bare feet on the hardwood and her heart pounding.

She caught herself in the hallway mirror on the way down — thick blonde woman in a white G-string one-piece with her boobs out and her ass bare and her skin flushed and her nipples poking through the fabric. Her thighs were wet and she could feel the slickness between them with every step. She was walking to her husband soaking wet and practically naked and she was about to hand all of that to a man who was going to say "looks nice."

She could hear him typing from the bottom of the stairs. The click of his keyboard. He didn't know his wife was three seconds away from standing in front of him in a G-string.

Keith was on the couch. Laptop open on his legs, reading glasses on, a cup of coffee on the side table going cold. He was in his weekend uniform — old college t-shirt stretched over his soft gut, sweatpants, bare feet, his pale face lit up by the screen. He was typing something.

She stood in the doorway of the living room. One hand on the doorframe, hip cocked, chest out. The one-piece showing everything and hiding nothing. She could feel the air conditioning on her bare skin, on her exposed stomach, on the curve of her ass. She was standing five feet from her husband wearing strips of white fabric and string and her nipples were hard and her skin was flushed and she was ready.

"How do I look, babe?" Soft. Almost a whisper.

He didn't look up. His fingers kept typing.

"Keith. Look at me."

He glanced up. Over his reading glasses. His eyes went from her face to her chest to the one-piece and back to his screen in one smooth motion. A scan that lasted maybe a full second.

"Looks nice, babe." He was already typing again. "Is that new? Hey, can you grab me a water? I've been on this call deck all morning."

Looks nice. LOOKS NICE. I am standing in front of you in a swimsuit that covers less than a napkin and my boobs are out and my ass is out and my nipples are hard and you glanced at me for ONE SECOND and said "looks nice" and asked me for a water. I'm standing here practically naked with my thighs wet and you want a glass of water.


CHAPTER 5

She didn't move. She stood there waiting. Five seconds. Ten. Waiting for the double-take. Waiting for him to look up again and actually SEE her.

Keith typed and scrolled and typed again. He reached for his coffee without looking, took a sip, set it down. His eyes never left the screen.

I was excited coming down those stairs. I was wet and my nipples were hard and I was fantasizing about you grabbing me and pushing me against the counter and ripping this thing off me. I was picturing your hands on my boobs and your mouth on my neck and you bending me over the kitchen island. And you said "looks nice." The same thing you say about throw pillows and paint colors. Everything in your life looks nice and nothing makes you hard.

Your wife is standing in front of you in a G-string with her boobs out and you can't look up from a call deck. On a Saturday. Because you'd rather stare at a spreadsheet than at your wife's body. Because your laptop turns you on more than I do. Because you married a woman with DD breasts and a fat ass and you can't get your little dick hard for any of it. Eight years of watching you go soft in my hand. Eight years of "sorry babe, long week." I put on a swimsuit that covers NOTHING and you asked me for a water. I can't believe I married you.

She went to the kitchen, got a glass, filled it with water, walked it back to the couch and set it on the side table next to his cold coffee.

"Thanks babe," he said. He didn't look up.

She stood there for another five seconds looking at him — his soft face and thin arms and gut pushing against his t-shirt and pale legs and reading glasses sliding down his nose. Her husband. The man she'd ordered the swimsuit for and gotten wet for on the stairs. The man who couldn't give her an orgasm or a baby or even a second glance.

"I'm gonna go relax by the pool," she muttered.

"Okay," Keith said. He was scrolling. "Oh hey — do we have more printer ink? I need to print some stuff later."

She didn't answer. She turned and walked toward the back door and the sliding glass and the pool and the Saturday sun.

CHAPTER 3 — SLOP FIX


CHAPTER 6

The sun hit her the second she stepped through the sliding glass door.

Hot. July in the suburbs, the air thick and still. The pool was blue and the water caught the light and threw it back in bright white lines across the patio. She walked to the lounger — the one on the far side, the one that got the best sun — and set her towel down and her phone down and lay back.

The one-piece was even worse in direct sunlight. She looked down at herself and the white fabric had gone translucent in the heat — she could see her nipples through the thin strips, dark and pink and visible, pressing against the wet-look fabric. The G-string had ridden up between her cheeks on the walk out and she could feel the thin string buried deep, the front panel pulling tight against her mound. She was lying on a lounger in her own backyard essentially naked. The fabric covered her nipples and her crotch and that was generous.

She looked down at the front panel between her thighs. The white fabric was pulled tight and clinging and she could see the outline of herself through it — the slit, the shape, the lips pressing against the thin material. If anyone looked over the fence right now they'd see everything. She didn't adjust it and she didn't press her thighs together. She lay there with the outline of her pussy visible through see-through fabric in the middle of her backyard because there was nobody to cover up for. Keith wasn't looking.

She closed her eyes. The sun was warm on her stomach, on her bare thighs, on the exposed tops and sides of her breasts. She could feel it on the pale skin of her ass where the G-string left everything bare. The heat soaked into her and she lay there and let it and it was the most warmth she'd felt on her body in months that wasn't from a shower.

She reached for the lotion on the side table. Squeezed some into her palm and started on her legs — rubbing it into her thick thighs, her hands sliding up from her knees over the soft pale skin, working it into the flesh. Her thighs were warm from the sun and smooth from the shave she'd done this morning and her hands moved slow and she could feel every inch of her own skin under her own fingers. Her fingers slid up her inner thigh, spreading the lotion into the soft crease where her thigh met her hip, her thumb brushing the edge of the fabric between her legs. She moved to her stomach, rubbing lotion into the soft round curve of it, her hands circling over the pale skin, feeling the warmth of the sun trapped in her flesh. Then her chest — her hands sliding over the bare skin around the thin strips, her fingers rubbing lotion into the tops of her breasts. Her skin was slick and shiny now and the sun was hot on the oiled flesh and her breasts were glistening, pale and heavy and wet-looking. She cupped one from underneath and lifted it and rubbed lotion into the heavy underside where it met her ribs and the weight of it in her own hand made her breath catch. She rubbed the sides — the bare flesh that spilled out past the thin strips, so much exposed skin that the strips were just two white lines on oiled pale flesh. She squeezed both hands on her own breasts, the lotion making them slide against each other, the cleavage deep and slick in the sun. She looked down at her own chest — oiled up, shining, her breasts huge and spilling out of the strips with her pink nipples poking through the thin fabric.

Her palms grazed her nipples through the fabric and they were already hard, stiff and aching and pressing against the thin strips, and she felt the jolt go straight between her legs. She grazed them again on purpose — her slick palms sliding across both nipples at once and her back arched on the lounger and her mouth fell open and a sound came out of her that she was glad nobody could hear.

I'm getting turned on rubbing lotion on myself. My own hands on my own body and it's the most action I've gotten in four months.

She kept rubbing. The lotion was slick on her skin and her hands were warm and her nipples were hard and the sun was pressing down on her and she was lying here alone in a swimsuit that covered nothing and her body was responding to its own touch because it had forgotten what anyone else's felt like.


CHAPTER 7

Her hand drifted lower. Past her stomach, past the waistband of the G-string. Her fingers found the front panel between her thighs and she pressed against it — slow, the heel of her palm grinding against her mound through the thin wet fabric. She was soaked. She could feel how hot and swollen she was through the material and she pressed harder and her hips rocked up off the lounger and her mouth opened — "mmm" — this soft moan that floated across the empty backyard.

She didn't stop. She rubbed slow circles through the fabric, her fingers pressing against her clit through the wet panel, the thin cotton sliding against her swollen lips, and her thighs fell open on the lounger. Her thick pale thighs parting in the sun and her hand between them rubbing herself through a swimsuit by the pool in broad daylight. She could feel the orgasm somewhere far away — distant but reachable if she kept going and she wanted to keep going and her hips were rocking and her mouth was open and her eyes were closed.

And the hands came back.

Behind her eyelids. The dark hands from the bathroom mirror and from the bedroom at night. But more this time — not just one pair. Multiple dark hands on her white body. Dark fingers on her pale thighs spreading them wider, a dark palm on her stomach pressing her down, dark hands on her breasts squeezing and pulling. Multiple Black men's hands all over her body at the same time — groping her, spreading her, holding her open. She could almost feel them, rough and warm and big on her pale skin, gripping where Keith had never gripped.

"Ahh — mmm — ahh—"

She was moaning out loud by the pool. Her hand rubbing between her thighs and her hips rocking and she was picturing Black hands — multiple sets of them — all over her white body. Spreading her legs and holding her down and dark fingers pushing between her thighs and finding her wet and a dark thumb pressing against her clit and she was going to cum in her backyard on a Saturday afternoon from a fantasy about multiple Black men touching her.

Her eyes snapped open.

What the fuck am I doing.

She pulled her hand away fast and sat up on the lounger. Her heart was slamming and her face was red and she'd been lying in her backyard with her legs spread moaning about Black hands while her husband was inside on the couch. She looked at the sliding glass door and Keith's laptop glow. He was right there. She'd been twenty seconds from cumming to a fantasy about being groped by Black men and her husband was thirty feet away.

Stop it. You're lying by your pool masturbating to Black men touching you. You're a married white woman in the suburbs fantasizing about Black men's hands between your legs. STOP.

She wiped her hand on the lounger cushion. Her fingers were wet — lotion and her own arousal mixed together. Her clit was still pulsing. The image was still there behind her eyes — dark hands on white thighs — and she couldn't get rid of it. She'd been having this fantasy for months and it was getting worse and more specific and she didn't want to think about what that meant.


CHAPTER 8

She lay back down and tried to breathe. Tried to think about something else. The grocery list. The laundry. Anything.

Her clit pulsed again.

Keith. She thought about Keith. Not the Keith on the couch with his laptop — the Keith from eight years ago who used to want her and reach for her in bed. No. She wasn't going to romanticize it. Even the good Keith wasn't that good.

Sex with Keith had always been the same. Lights off, missionary. He'd climb on top of her and she'd feel his weight — this soft pale weight that settled on her — and he'd push inside. Or try to. Half the time she couldn't tell when he'd entered her. His cock was so thin and so soft that penetration was just a vague nudge between her lips and she'd lie there thinking is it in? He'd start moving and she'd feel almost nothing — faint shallow rocking that barely registered, his soft little cock sliding in and out of the first two inches of her pussy and never reaching anything deeper. She was wet enough that he slid around inside her without friction and she couldn't feel his size because there was no size to feel.

If she was lucky he lasted a few minutes. If she wasn't he'd be done in sixty seconds and rolling off with his little grunt and his "that was great, babe" while she lay there staring at the ceiling still waiting for something to start. It would END and she hadn't felt it BEGIN. She was wetter from rubbing lotion on herself five minutes ago than Keith had ever made her in bed.

She'd fake it every time. She had a routine — the surprised gasp when he pushed in to make him think she'd felt something, the building moans pitched higher and higher to make him think she was getting close, the finish loud enough to be convincing. She'd arch her back and clench around his soft little cock and dig her nails into his shoulders and he'd believe it every time because Keith had no idea what a real orgasm looked like. He'd never seen one from her.

She'd learned early that the louder she moaned the faster he finished. So she'd moan louder. "Oh Keith — you're so deep—" He wasn't deep. He wasn't anywhere close to deep. But he'd hear "deep" and his ego would swell even if his cock wouldn't and he'd pump faster and grunt and cum and roll off and say "that was great, babe" and she'd say "mmhmm" and wait for his breathing to slow and then roll to her side and put her hand between her legs and get herself off in the dark while he snored. Ninety seconds with her own fingers. That's how long it took her to cum after Keith finished — ninety seconds of rubbing her clit using what was left of his sad attempt as lube. She'd cum silently with her face in the pillow while her husband snored beside her and it was the best sex she'd had in eight years because at least her own hand knew where her clit was.

He'd never made her cum. Eight years, not once. Not with his cock that barely filled her and went limp if she squeezed too hard. Not with his hands that he didn't know how to use and would paw at her tits for thirty seconds and move on. And not with his mouth.

She knew what an orgasm from a man was supposed to feel like because she'd googled it at two in the morning under the covers while Keith snored. "Why can't I cum during sex." "Is it normal to never orgasm from penetration." Every answer said the same thing — the right angle, the right depth, the right size. She'd read about women who came so hard from being fucked that they soaked the sheets. She'd put her phone down and looked at Keith sleeping next to her and looked at the outline of his soft cock through his boxers and she'd known. She was never going to have that with him. His cock wasn't long enough or thick enough or hard enough.

She'd asked him once to go down on her. Maybe a year ago. They were in bed and he'd finished in his usual ninety seconds and she was lying there wet and aching and she'd said it. "Keith. Can you — can you go down on me?" Quiet. Shy.

And he'd made a face. His nose scrunching, his upper lip pulling back, his eyes going to the space between her legs and then away. Disgust. For half a second her husband had looked at her pussy with disgust and then said "yeah, uh, let me just — I'm really tired, babe. Next time." There was no next time. She never asked again.

He made a disgusted face. I asked my husband to eat me out and he looked at me like I'd asked him to lick a toilet. I'm his WIFE and he looked at my pussy and made a face and said "next time" and rolled over and I cried in the dark and he was already asleep.

She knew what she wanted because she'd seen it. Late at night on her phone under the covers when Keith was asleep. Men eating pussy — not the soft gentle kind but the kind where a man buried his face between a woman's thighs and ate like he was starving. His mouth covering her pussy and his tongue inside her and his hands gripping her thighs holding them open and the woman screaming and grinding against his face.

She'd watched those videos with her hand between her legs and Keith snoring beside her and she'd cum harder than Keith had ever made her cum. From a video.

And the videos she watched — she'd noticed something about them. The ones that made her cum the fastest, the ones she kept going back to, the ones she'd saved in a folder on her phone that she'd named "recipes" so Keith would never open it. The men in them were Black. Every single one. She didn't search for it specifically. But every time she scrolled and stopped and pressed play and put her hand between her thighs the man on the screen was Black and the woman was white and the woman was screaming and Diane was cumming in the dark next to her husband from watching a Black man do what Keith's disgusted face told her he would never do.

I'm still here. Still married to him. Still lying by his pool wearing a swimsuit I bought to make him want me and he's inside on his laptop and I'm out here alone getting turned on from rubbing lotion on my own legs. Lotion and sunlight and my own two hands.


CHAPTER 9

She lay there with her eyes closed and the sun baking her bare skin, the lotion drying on her thighs, her nipples hard against the thin fabric. She could hear the central air humming from inside the house. Keith was inside on the couch — same spot, same laptop, same screen glow through the sliding glass door.

Then she heard it.

Bass. Deep and heavy and loud enough to rattle the fence panels. Hip hop, the bass turned up so high it vibrated in her chest from across the yard. She could feel it — not just hear it. The low thump hitting her ribcage and sinking lower, vibrating through her stomach and between her thighs and her body was still wound up from touching herself and the bass was hitting her in the same place her fingers had been and she pressed her thighs together on the lounger.

Male voices over the beat. Deep and loud — the kind of deep she didn't hear in her house because Keith's voice was thin and flat and quiet. These voices were rumbling and heavy and they carried over the fence and landed on her skin and she could hear them laughing and shouting and talking over the music. Not polite suburban voices. Voices that took up space because the men they belonged to didn't care about being quiet.

It was coming from next door. The Hendersons' place. They were away for the weekend — she'd seen them loading their BMW on Thursday. They'd mentioned renting the place out. "Some group booked it on Airbnb. Easy money."

She sat up on the lounger.

The music was louder now that she was upright. She could see the tops of heads moving above the fence line — dark heads moving in the sun on the other side of the six-foot fence. The sounds were pouring over and filling her quiet Saturday afternoon with bass and deep voices and laughter. And a smell — something drifting over the fence with the music, weed maybe, something sweet and heavy in the hot air that didn't belong in this neighborhood.

She told herself she was annoyed. She'd come out here for peace and sun and the pathetic comfort of her own hands on her own body. Not for a concert through the fence.

But her nipples were hard. The bass was thumping through her body in a rhythm her hips wanted to match. The deep voices were doing something to the same part of her brain that the videos on her phone did at night. She'd just been lying on this lounger fantasizing about dark hands and now there were dark heads above the fence line and deep voices rumbling over it and her clit was pulsing and she was telling herself she was annoyed.

She wasn't annoyed. She was curious and wet and her body was moving toward the fence before her brain had decided to go.

She stood up. Her legs were still shaky from the near-orgasm and her thighs were slick with lotion and arousal and she could feel the G-string wet between her cheeks. She grabbed her robe off the chair and pulled it on and tied it at the waist — covering herself, the see-through one-piece and her hard nipples and the wet fabric between her legs. Being a wife again.

She walked across the patio toward the side gate. The Hendersons had installed it years ago for cookouts. With every step the music got louder and the bass got deeper and the voices got clearer — she could hear the accents now, the cadence and the rhythm and the AAVE, and her pussy clenched under the robe and she hated herself for it.

You're going over there to tell them to turn the music down. That's all. You are NOT going over there because you heard deep voices and saw dark heads and your clit started throbbing. You are NOT.

Her hand closed around the latch. She was going to be polite but firm. She was a homeowner. She had a right to a quiet Saturday. Her nipples were hard under the robe and her pussy was soaking through the G-string and her hands were shaking on the latch but she was going over there to complain about the music. That was all.

She lifted the latch and pushed the gate open.


CHAPTER 10

She saw them before they saw her.

Three men by the pool, shirtless. The gate had swung open and she was standing in the gap between her yard and the Hendersons' and she was looking at three Black men she'd never seen before and her complaint about the music went somewhere far away and didn't come back.

The bass hit her first. Not the sound of it — the feel. It was coming from a speaker on the pool deck and it was turned up loud enough that the low end went through the concrete and up through her bare feet and into her legs and she felt it in her thighs and between her thighs. The music was loud and deep and it thumped in her chest and it thumped lower than her chest and her body was still wound up from the lounger, still swollen and wet from touching herself, and the bass was landing right where her fingers had been five minutes ago.

The smell came next. Weed — thick and sweet and heavy in the July heat, drifting across the pool deck in a haze she could almost see. Mixed with chlorine from the pool and something else underneath, something warm and musky that she didn't have a name for but her body recognized. It smelled like men. Not like Keith smelled — Keith smelled like nothing, like laundry detergent and laptop heat and the inside of a house where nothing happened. This smelled like sweat and skin and cologne and weed and chlorine and the sun baking all of it together and she breathed it in and her nipples went hard under the robe and she couldn't have stopped that if she'd tried.

She was standing in the gateway with one hand still on the gate and the Hendersons' pool deck was spread out in front of her and everything was wet and bright and loud. The pool was bigger than hers — kidney-shaped, the water catching the sun and throwing blue light across the concrete. There were bottles on the deck — Hennessy, she could see the label from here, and red cups scattered around the loungers. Towels thrown over chairs and shoes kicked off by the loungers. The speaker was on a table near the deep end, thumping bass into the hot air. The whole scene looked like something she'd scroll past on Instagram — a pool party, a rap video, a world that existed on the other side of the fence from her quiet white Saturday and she'd just walked into it in a bathrobe.

And the bodies.

Three of them. Dark and wet and half-naked in the sun and she couldn't look away. The water on their skin caught the light and their bodies were shining — dark skin glistening with pool water and sweat and oil, and the sun was hitting all of it and she was looking at more exposed male skin than she'd seen in person in years. She'd been married to a man who hid his body from her for eight years and now she was looking at three men who had nothing to hide and her jaw was hanging open and her robe was the only thing between her soaking wet body and them.

Her legs went soft. She felt it happen — her knees loosening, her thighs pressing together under the robe, this weakness spreading through her lower body like the bass was doing it. Her clit was pulsing. It had been pulsing since the lounger and it hadn't stopped and now it was pulsing harder because the fantasy was standing in front of her. The dark hands she'd been picturing behind her eyelids by the pool — they were real now. Attached to real arms and real shoulders and real chests and the hands were big and dark and she could see them resting on lounger arms and gripping pool edges and they were the hands she'd been imagining on her white thighs and on her white breasts and between her white legs and she was looking at them and her pussy clenched so hard under the robe that she almost made a sound.

Oh God. Oh God oh God oh God.

She'd been masturbating to this. Ten minutes ago on her lounger with her eyes closed and her hand between her legs she'd been picturing exactly this — dark hands on her body, multiple men, the weight and the grip and the roughness of hands that weren't Keith's. She'd been fantasizing about Black men touching her and she'd stopped herself and told herself she was disgusting and now she was standing twenty feet from three of them, real and shirtless and wet, and her body was reacting like it had been waiting for this. Like every night under the covers with her phone and her hand and her "recipes" folder had been building toward this exact moment — the gate swinging open and the men from her phone being real and breathing and twenty feet away.

She gripped the gate to keep her legs under her. Her palm was sweating on the metal latch and she could feel her heartbeat between her legs and the robe was the thinnest thing she'd ever worn.


CHAPTER 11

Rashad was on the lounger closest to her. He was big — mid-twenties, six-two, maybe six-three, stretched out on the chair with his arms behind his head and his dark skin still wet from the pool. His chest was wide and solid and his stomach was flat with muscle cutting lines down his sides. Tattoos ran from his shoulders down both arms to his wrists — dark ink on dark skin, sleeves of it, patterns she couldn't read from this distance. He had a short beard and a thick gold chain that sat against his collarbone — she could see a diamond-studded pendant on it, some logo she didn't recognize. The chain alone probably cost more than her car payment. There was a laptop open on the table next to him with what looked like a music program on the screen. Rappers. They were rappers or producers or something — that explained the speaker, the money, the rented mansion. He was lying there in the sun like the house was his and the pool was his and the afternoon belonged to him.

His hands were behind his head and she was staring at them. They were big — wide palms, long dark fingers laced together behind his skull, and she could see the veins running down his forearms into his wrists. Keith's hands were small and soft and pale and he used them to type and open chip bags and that was it. These hands could wrap around her waist. One of them could hold both her wrists in a single grip. She was staring at a stranger's hands and thinking about what they'd feel like on her body and the thought sent a pulse straight through her clit that made her shift her weight in the gateway.

She looked at his chest again because she couldn't help it. His Black skin was wet from the pool and the sun was hitting the water on him and he was shining, his whole upper body glistening dark in the afternoon light, and the muscle under his skin moved when he breathed. She could see the slow rise and fall of his chest, the thick pecs, the dark nipples, the line of hair trailing down from his navel into his shorts. His shorts were low — sitting on his hips, the waistband of his boxers showing, and she could see the V-lines cutting down from his stomach into the fabric and her eyes followed them down before she caught herself and pulled them back up.

Don't look there. Do NOT look there.

She looked at his face instead and that was worse. His jaw was strong and squared off, covered in a short dark beard that made him look older than he probably was — Keith didn't have a jaw like that, Keith had a soft chin that disappeared into his neck. His lips were full and his eyes were half-closed in the sun and he looked completely relaxed. Keith was anxious about the printer. Keith was anxious about traffic on the way to Costco. This man was lying on a lounger in a rented mansion with a gold chain that cost more than Keith made in a month and he didn't look like he'd been anxious about anything in his life.

Her pussy was throbbing. Standing in a gateway in a bathrobe ten feet from a man she'd never spoken to and she was wet and getting wetter and he hadn't even looked at her yet. He didn't know she existed and her body was already responding to him like it had been waiting for him and she hadn't even heard his voice yet.

Cash was in the pool. The loud one — she could tell before he even opened his mouth because he was the one making most of the noise. Leaner than Rashad but still cut, his dark shoulders and arms glistening above the waterline, a tattoo across his chest in script she couldn't make out. He was splashing and laughing and talking over the music and his voice was deep and carried over the fence like the bass line.

His voice was the thing. Deep and loud and it came out of him like he didn't know how to be quiet and didn't want to learn. He was saying something to Rashad about a beat, yelling it across the pool with water dripping off his jaw, and his voice hit her in the chest the same way the bass from the speaker did. Keith's voice was thin and flat and she could be in the next room and not hear him. Cash's voice could have carried across the whole neighborhood and he wouldn't have cared. He was loud because he'd never had a reason to be quiet and nobody had ever asked him to try.

He stood up in the shallow end and the water dropped to his waist and she saw the muscles in his arms and chest, his biceps and forearms flexing as he stretched. Water ran down his chest and over the tattoo script and she could read it now — CASH MONEY in block letters across his pecs, the ink dark and raised on his Black skin. His stomach was lean and tight and the water was streaming off him and he was grinning at something Rashad said and his teeth were white and straight and his smile was wide and cocky and he was smiling like he knew exactly what that smile did to women and didn't care if she caught him doing it.

His hands were at his sides in the water, long-fingered and dark, and she could see the size of them even from here. She was collecting hands now. Rashad's behind his head, Cash's hanging loose at his sides, and she was storing them somewhere in her brain next to the dark hands fantasy she couldn't stop having and her body was keeping a count that her brain didn't want to know about.

That's two. Two men you're staring at. Two Black men's bodies you're memorizing while your husband is inside on his laptop. You came over here to complain about music.

Her thighs were slick under the robe. The lotion from the lounger and her own wetness mixing together on her inner thighs and she could feel it every time she shifted her weight. She was standing at the fence dripping and staring and she hadn't said a word to anyone.

Zion was sitting on the edge of the pool with his legs in the water. Quiet. The quiet one — she knew it immediately because while the other two were moving and talking he was just sitting there. Still. His body was thick and dark and his arms were folded across his chest and he was the first one who saw her. His eyes found her in the gateway before she'd taken a step and he didn't say anything. He just looked.

He was the biggest. She hadn't realized it at first because he was sitting down but his frame was wider than Rashad's and thicker than Cash's and his arms folded across his chest were massive — dark and round and the muscle in them was heavy and dense, built from iron and not from swimming pools. His hands were tucked under his biceps and she could see the size of them anyway — the widest fingers, the thickest knuckles. Three pairs of hands now. She had all three and her fantasy from the lounger had been multiple hands and now she was looking at six of them and her brain was short-circuiting.

But it was his eyes that did it. He was watching her the way nobody had ever watched her. Not checking her out — watching. Still and steady and locked on her face from across the pool deck and he hadn't moved since she opened the gate. Cash was loud and Rashad was cool and Zion was just there, his dark eyes on her and his body not moving, and his silence was doing more to her than everything Cash was saying. She could feel his gaze on her through the robe, pressing against her skin.

Keith was quiet too. Keith was silent all the time — silent on the couch, silent in bed, silent across the dinner table while he scrolled his phone. But Keith's silence was empty. Keith's silence meant he'd forgotten she was in the room. Zion's silence meant he knew exactly where she was and he was choosing not to speak and the difference between those two kinds of quiet made her knees shake under the robe.


CHAPTER 12

Three. Three of them. You're standing here staring at three Black men and you're soaking through your swimsuit and your nipples are so hard they hurt and your legs are shaking and you came here to talk about MUSIC. You have a husband. He's right there through the fence. His laptop is glowing in the living room thirty feet behind you and you are standing here wet and shaking looking at three men who could — who would —

She didn't finish the thought. She couldn't. Because finishing it meant admitting what her body already knew and what the wet fabric between her legs was already proving — that she hadn't walked through that gate to complain about music. She'd walked through it because she wanted to look.

Oh my God.

She was staring. She knew she was staring and she couldn't stop. Her eyes were moving from one to the other — from Rashad's chest to Cash's arms to Zion's shoulders — and her brain was doing something it hadn't done in years. It was comparing. It was putting these bodies next to Keith's body and the comparison hit her so hard she felt it in her stomach.

Keith's chest was soft and pale and caved in slightly at the center. He wore a t-shirt to bed. He wore a t-shirt to the pool. He wore a t-shirt every time he was shirtless because he hadn't been comfortable with his own body since his twenties and she couldn't remember the last time she'd seen him without one. These men didn't own t-shirts. Or if they did they'd left them inside because why would you cover a body that looked like that? Rashad's chest was the width of her kitchen table and it was dark and solid and the muscle moved under his skin when he shifted and she couldn't stop staring at it.

Keith's arms were thin and pale and soft. He grunted when he opened jars. He asked her to carry the groceries in because his back was "acting up." His biceps were the same width as his forearms — no definition, no shape, just pale soft arms that hung at his sides. Cash's arms were thick and veined and dark and glistening with pool water and the muscles in his forearms flexed when he gripped the pool edge and she could see every line and every vein and she'd never seen arms like that in real life. Not in her neighborhood. Not in her world.

Keith's stomach hung over his waistband — soft, white, hairy. Zion's stomach was flat and cut and dark and the lines of muscle ran down into his shorts and she was looking at the V-shape that disappeared below his waistband and her legs went weak.

She told herself not to look lower. She told herself that her eyes had gone far enough — chest, arms, stomach — and that a married woman standing in a gateway in a bathrobe did not look at the front of a stranger's shorts. She told herself that and then her eyes went lower anyway because her eyes weren't listening to her anymore. Her eyes were listening to the same part of her brain that opened the "recipes" folder at two in the morning and her eyes went exactly where that part of her brain wanted them to go.

Rashad's shorts were wet and clinging to his thighs and she could see it. The outline. Thick and heavy and running down the inside of his left thigh, pressing against the wet fabric, and her brain went completely blank. It was soft — she could tell it was soft because of the way it hung, the weight of it pulling the fabric down — and it was longer soft than Keith was hard. She knew that immediately. She knew it the way she knew her own body, because she'd spent eight years feeling Keith hard inside her and barely registering it and what she was looking at through wet swim trunks right now was more than Keith had ever given her fully erect. Soft. Hanging against his thigh. Through fabric. And it was bigger than anything she'd ever had inside her.

Oh my God. Oh my — that's not — that can't —

She looked at Cash and she didn't even pretend not to. He was standing in the shallow end now, water at his waist, and his trunks were plastered to him and she could see the bulge at the front — not as long as Rashad's but thicker, this fat heavy shape pressing against the wet fabric between his dark thighs. He was moving in the water and it shifted when he moved and she was watching it shift and she'd stopped breathing.

Zion. She looked at Zion sitting on the pool edge with his legs in the water and his shorts were wet from the thighs down and she could see the outline against his right leg and he was the biggest. She'd already known he was the biggest everywhere else and he was the biggest here too — this thick dark shape that ran halfway down his thigh through the wet fabric and she stared at it and felt the heat between her legs spike so hard her knees buckled.

Three of them. Three Black cocks outlined through wet swim trunks in the sun and every single one of them was bigger soft than Keith was hard. She was doing the math in her head and she didn't want to be doing the math but her brain was doing it anyway — Keith's little pink cock standing straight up at its hardest, straining, fully erect, and it barely filled her hand. Thin enough that she could wrap her thumb and finger around it with room to spare. What she was looking at right now through wet fabric — what was hanging soft and heavy against three sets of dark thighs — made Keith look like nothing. She didn't know because she'd never seen anything like it in person. She'd seen it on her phone in the dark. She'd seen Black cocks in the videos she watched while Keith snored and she'd cum watching them and she'd told herself it was just porn, it was exaggerated, real men didn't look like that.

Real men looked like that. They were twenty feet away from her and they looked exactly like that and she could see it through their shorts and her G-string was so wet that she could feel it dripping. Actually dripping. She could feel the wetness running down the inside of her thigh under the robe, warm and slick, soaking into skin that was already slick with lotion, and she was leaking down her own legs because she'd looked at three strangers' cocks through their shorts.

Keith. Keith is inside. Keith's little — Keith's cock is — I've been having sex with Keith for eight years and I've never felt full. Not once. I've never felt STRETCHED. I've never felt a cock hit the bottom of me. And what I'm looking at right now would — it would — I wouldn't be able to take — I don't even know if I could —

She squeezed her thighs together so hard her legs shook. The thought was in her head now and she couldn't get it out. What one of those would feel like inside her. What it would feel like to be stretched open by something that size after eight years of feeling nothing. What it would feel like to have a cock hit the places Keith's cock had never reached and would never reach. She was having the most graphic sexual thought of her life about three men she hadn't spoken to and she could feel her pulse between her legs beating so hard it was almost painful.

Stop looking. Stop looking at them. You came here to tell them to turn the music down. You're a married woman in a robe and you're staring at three shirtless men like you've never seen a man before. Stop. STOP.

She couldn't stop. Her body wouldn't let her.

She'd never been this close to men who looked like this. Her neighborhood was white — white families, white fences, white Audis in white driveways. Her friends were white. Keith's colleagues were white. The country club was white. Her entire life was white and she was the kind of woman who shared posts about diversity on Facebook and donated to the right causes and said "we need more representation" at dinner parties and had never had a real conversation with a Black man who wasn't handing her a latte or delivering a package. And now she was standing ten feet from three Black men half-naked and her white suburban pussy was throbbing and she was ashamed of the throbbing and turned on by the shame and she didn't know which one was worse.

What is wrong with me? They're people. They're just people. They're men renting a house for the weekend and using the pool and playing music and I'm standing here soaking through my swimsuit because they're — because they're shirtless and muscular and Black and I'm a thirty-eight-year-old white woman who hasn't been touched by her husband in four months and my body is doing things I can't control right now. This isn't me. This isn't who I am. I don't — I don't stare at men. I don't get wet from LOOKING at men. I'm married. I have a ring on my finger and a husband inside on the couch and I'm standing here clenching my legs together because three strangers took their shirts off.


CHAPTER 13

Cash saw her first.

"Yo — who's that?" He was looking at her from the pool, water up to his chest, his head turned toward the gate. His voice was loud and direct and it cut through the music and landed on her and she flinched.

Rashad lifted his head from the lounger. Slow. His eyes found her and they didn't rush. They started at her face and moved down — her robe, her bare legs below the hem, her bare feet on the patio — and then came back up and stayed on her face and he didn't say anything. He just looked at her the way her husband used to look at her and hadn't in years. Like she was something worth looking at.

Zion hadn't moved. He'd been watching her since she opened the gate. His arms were still folded and his expression hadn't changed and his eyes were steady on her and she could feel them even though he was twenty feet away.

All three of them were looking at her now. Three pairs of dark eyes on a white woman in a robe standing in their gateway. She could feel it on her skin — their attention, this physical thing, this weight that pressed against her from across the pool deck. Keith's attention felt like nothing because it was nothing. These men's attention felt like hands.

She could feel where each one was looking. Rashad's eyes had gone to her legs — the bare stretch of thick pale thigh between the bottom of her robe and her bare feet — and she could feel his gaze on her skin like heat, like a palm resting on her thigh without touching it. Cash was looking at her chest and he wasn't hiding it, his eyes locked on the terry cloth where her nipples were pressing through and she could feel them getting harder under his stare, tightening and aching, her breasts responding to being looked at by a man because it had been so long since a man had looked at them at all. Zion's eyes were on her face and they hadn't moved and he was holding her in place with nothing but his stare. Three sets of dark eyes on three different parts of her white body at the same time and she could feel every single one of them and it was the closest thing to being touched by three men that she'd ever experienced and nobody had laid a finger on her.

The smell was stronger here. Closer. The weed and the chlorine and the cologne from before but now she could smell their skin underneath it — warm and heavy and male and coming from three directions at once. It was hitting her harder than the bass, harder than their eyes, and her whole body was screaming at her to walk forward, to get closer, to get close enough to press her face against one of those dark chests and breathe in.

She didn't walk forward. She stood there with her bare toes curling against the warm concrete and her whole body tight and her nipples aching and the smell of three men filling her lungs and she tried to remember why she was here. Music. The music was too loud. She was a homeowner. She had a complaint. She was Diane Mercer from 44 Briarwood Lane and she had a husband inside on his couch and she was going to open her mouth and say words in the correct order and be a normal married woman having a normal conversation with her neighbors.

Her body tightened between her legs so hard her knees almost buckled. Right there, standing in front of them, her insides clamped down on nothing and she felt the wetness push out of her and soak through the G-string and she bit the inside of her cheek to keep the sound in. She was having contractions in a bathrobe in front of three strangers and she was biting her cheek to keep from moaning and she hadn't been touched. Not once. Three men had looked at her and her body was trying to cum from their eyes alone.

She opened her mouth.

"Hi I'm — I live next door, I just — the music is kind of—"

She trailed off. She was stammering. Her voice had come out high and thin and she could hear herself sounding like an idiot and she couldn't fix it. She hadn't stammered in front of a man since college. Keith had never made her stammer. Keith had never made her forget what she was going to say. She was standing in front of three strangers and the sentence she'd rehearsed on the walk over — hi, I live next door, would you mind turning the music down — had fallen apart in her mouth and what came out was nothing.

They were all still looking at her. Cash with a grin. Rashad with that slow steady gaze. Zion with his arms folded and his eyes not blinking.

She stood there in the gate, in her robe, with the G-string soaking through underneath and her nipples pressing against the terry cloth and her face red and nothing coming out of her mouth. Three men she'd never met were looking at her and she'd forgotten how to speak.


CHAPTER 14

Rashad broke the silence.

"You good?" He said it from the lounger without sitting up, calm and a little amused, and his voice was the voice of a man who was used to women going quiet around him.

Cash laughed from the pool. "She came to tell us about the music and forgot how to talk." He was grinning at her, water dripping off his dark shoulders, his elbows up on the pool edge.

His voice went through her. Deep and loud and aimed directly at her face from ten feet away and she felt it land in her chest and drop lower. She'd been hearing these voices over the fence for the last five minutes, muffled and distant, and that had been enough to make her clit throb. Now Cash was talking TO her and his voice was right there and it was hitting her harder than the bass from the speaker because the bass didn't come with a grin and dark wet shoulders and eyes on her chest through the robe.

Rashad's voice was different. Lower, quieter, but it carried more weight. Two words — "you good?" — and they'd wiped her brain clean. Keith asked her things in a flat mumble from behind his laptop and she had to say "what?" three times before he'd repeat himself. Rashad had said two words from across a pool deck and she'd heard every letter and felt every one of them between her legs.

And they were laughing. Cash was laughing at her and Rashad had that half-smile and even Zion's mouth had moved and they weren't being cruel about it — they thought it was funny, this white woman in a bathrobe standing in their gateway stuttering — and the fact that three men were paying attention to her at all, even to laugh, was doing something to her that she didn't want to name. Keith didn't laugh at her or with her or notice her enough to find her funny or sexy or anything at all.

"I didn't — I'm not—" She could hear herself and she sounded ridiculous. "I'm Diane. I live next door. The music is a little — I was just going to ask if you could maybe—"

Rashad sat up on the lounger and his abs shifted under his dark skin — these thick ridges of muscle contracting as he moved from lying to sitting and she watched it happen and lost whatever she was about to say for the third time in two minutes.

"Ask if we could what?" He was looking at her. Not her face — her legs. The bare legs below the robe. His eyes were resting on her thick thighs and he wasn't embarrassed about it and he wasn't hiding it and she could feel his gaze on her skin like heat.

The robe went to mid-thigh. She'd grabbed it off the chair without thinking about how short it was and now she was standing in front of him with her bare legs out from the knee down — thick pale thighs, her calves, her bare feet on the warm concrete — and his eyes were on them. On the pale skin above her knees, on the soft inner thigh where the terry cloth had ridden up, on the shape of her legs and the width of her hips under the robe. He was looking at her like he was deciding whether to pick her up.

She knew what her legs looked like. Thick and pale and soft — Keith hadn't touched them in months. She'd shaved them this morning for no one and now a man was looking at them and his eyes weren't moving and she could feel the exact spot on her thigh where his gaze was sitting. Two inches higher and the robe ended and he'd be looking at the G-string. She could feel how close his eyes were to seeing everything and her body wanted him to see everything and she squeezed her toes against the concrete to keep from pulling the robe higher.

He's looking at my legs. He's sitting there looking at my bare legs and I'm letting him. I WANT him to. I want him to look higher. I want him to see what Keith won't look at. What is WRONG with me.

"Turn it down. Just — a little." Her voice was small.

"Yeah we can do that." He shrugged. Easy. "Cash, turn that shit down some."

"Man, I just put this on—"

"Turn it down."

Cash reached for the speaker and the bass dropped by half and the yard got quieter and Rashad looked back at Diane and said "better?" and she nodded and she should have said thank you and turned around and walked back through the gate and gone home to her husband and her pool and her quiet Saturday. That's what Diane Mercer from 44 Briarwood Lane does.


CHAPTER 15

She untied her robe.

She didn't think about it. Her fingers went to the belt and pulled and the terry cloth fell open and she shrugged it off her shoulders and caught it on her arm and she was standing in front of three men she'd met thirty seconds ago wearing the G-string one-piece and nothing else.

The air hit her everywhere at once. The sun was on her bare shoulders and her arms and her stomach and her thighs and every part of her that the robe had been covering was suddenly out in the open and she could feel the heat on her skin and the breeze off the pool and the eyes. Three sets of them. Landing on her body before the robe had even finished sliding off her arm.

She was standing in the sun in the G-string one-piece and there was almost nothing to it. Two thin white strips came down from her shoulders and crossed over her breasts — barely covering her nipples, the pale flesh of her DD's spilling out on every side, the heavy round weight of them pulling the strips tight and the fabric digging into her skin. The strips were thin enough that her nipples were poking through, hard and stiff and visible through the white fabric, and in the direct sunlight the material had gone translucent again the way it had on her lounger. She could see her own nipples through the strips — dark pink and swollen and pressing against the thin white fabric and she knew they could see them too.

A single narrow band of fabric ran down her stomach between the strips. Her belly was soft and round and pale and the band clung to it and she could see the shape of herself — this thick white woman's body on display, her soft stomach and her wide hips and the fabric doing nothing to hide any of it. The G-string strings cut across her hips and the flesh was pressing out on either side of them, her wide pale hips overflowing the thin strings, and the back was just a single piece of string between her cheeks. Her entire ass was bare. She could feel the sun on both cheeks and the air between them where the string sat and she was standing in front of three men with her thick white ass completely exposed and she hadn't turned around yet but when she did they were going to see all of it.

The front panel was the worst part. A tiny white triangle of fabric between her thick thighs and it was supposed to cover her pussy and it was failing. She'd been wet since the lounger. She'd been dripping since she looked at their bodies and their shorts and the outlines through the wet fabric. The white front panel was soaked. She could feel it clinging between her lips, the thin wet fabric pressed into every fold and crease, and she knew what wet white fabric looked like on skin. She'd seen it on herself an hour ago in the bathroom mirror. Transparent. See-through. Every detail visible. And she'd been wetter since then — so much wetter — and the front panel was clinging to her pussy and she was terrified to look down because if she could see herself through it then they could too.

I just took my robe off. I'm standing in front of three Black men I met a minute ago and I'm wearing a G-string that covers nothing and my nipples are visible and my ass is bare and my pussy is soaking through the front panel and I did this on purpose. Nobody made me do this. Keith told me to put on the blue one-piece. The sensible one. The one that covers everything. I ordered THIS one — this string, this nothing — and I told myself it was a mistake, it was the wrong item, I didn't mean to. And now I'm standing in it in front of three strangers and I took my robe off and I can't even pretend it's a mistake anymore because mistakes don't make you this wet.

Keith had seen her in this swimsuit twenty minutes ago. She'd walked into the living room wearing this exact swimsuit on this exact body and he'd looked up from his laptop for half a second and said "looks nice, babe" and asked if they had any more creamer. He'd looked at her body in this thing and his brain had gone: wife, swimsuit, creamer. That was it. That was all her body meant to him. And now she was standing in the same swimsuit in front of three men who hadn't blinked since the robe came off and she could see on their faces what she'd wanted to see on Keith's and never had.

She was shaking. She could feel her hands trembling at her sides and her legs were unsteady and the lotion from the lounger was still on her skin and she was glistening in the sun — oiled up and pale and thick and nearly naked. She looked like something out of the videos she watched at night. A thick white woman in a G-string with her boobs out and her ass bare and her pussy visible through wet fabric standing in front of Black men in the sun. She looked like what she'd been watching on her phone and getting off to in the dark and now she was the one being watched.

"Sorry. It's so hot out here."

That was her excuse. It's hot. That's why she'd just stripped down to a piece of white string in front of three strangers. Because of the temperature and definitely not because she'd been invisible for four months and these men had given her more attention in thirty seconds than Keith had given her in a year. It was just hot. That's all.


CHAPTER 16

The reaction was everything Keith's wasn't.

Cash stopped mid-sentence. Whatever he'd been about to say to Rashad about the speaker just left. His mouth opened and she could see his eyes go wide, traveling down her body and stopping and starting again and stopping, and his jaw dropped and he wasn't picking it back up.

"Goddamn." It came out low and honest and loud enough to echo off the pool tiles. "GODDAMN."

That word. That one word did something to her that eight years of Keith hadn't done. It hit her in the chest and spread down through her stomach and landed between her legs and she felt her pussy clench and her nipples tighten and her whole body flush hot. Cash had looked at her and the first thing out of his mouth was "goddamn" and he'd said it twice and the second time was louder than the first and he meant it. He was looking at her body — her thick white body in a G-string — and his reaction was GODDAMN and she could feel that word vibrating in her bones.

Keith had said "looks nice" to this body. Two words, flat, his eyes back on his laptop before he'd finished saying them. That was her husband's reaction. And now a man she'd known for ninety seconds was saying goddamn loud enough to echo and his jaw was hanging and he couldn't stop looking and she wanted to cry and cum at the same time.

Goddamn. He said goddamn. Looking at ME. At this body — this thick, soft, pale, thirty-eight-year-old body that my husband won't touch. That my husband looks at and sees nothing. A stranger looked at me and said GODDAMN and it's the best thing a man has said to me in years and he doesn't even know my last name.

Her eyes were stinging and her pussy was throbbing and she stood there and took it all — the eyes and the wanting and the "goddamn" — and held it tight because nobody had given her anything like it in years.

Rashad's eyes dropped. Slow. Starting at her face and moving down and he took his time with every inch of her. His gaze dragged from her chest to her stomach to her hips to her thighs and she could feel it moving on her skin, warm and heavy. He wasn't rushing. He wasn't glancing away to check his phone. He was looking at her body like it mattered, like it was worth stopping everything for, like there was nothing else in the yard worth seeing.

He's staring at me. He's actually staring at me. He's looking at my body — at my boobs and my stomach and my hips and my thighs — and he's not looking away. He's not glancing and going back to his screen. He's not saying "looks nice" and turning a page. He's STARING. When was the last time a man stared at me? When was the last time a man looked at my body and stopped what he was doing? Keith can't stop what he's doing for me. Keith wouldn't look up from his laptop if I walked in front of him naked. This man — this stranger, this man I met a minute ago — is looking at me like I'm the only thing in this yard and I can feel it between my legs and all over my skin.

Zion unfolded his arms. For the first time since she'd walked through the gate he moved — shifted his position on the pool edge, dropped his arms to his sides, and his eyes were on her too. Not her face. Her hips. Her thick pale hips with the G-string strings cutting across them and the flesh pressing out on either side. He was looking at her hips like he was already deciding where to put his hands.

Three men and three pairs of eyes all on her body at once. She could feel it everywhere — on her bare tits, on her exposed stomach, on her thick thighs, on the pale skin of her ass that the G-string left completely bare. She was being looked at. For the first time in months she was being looked at by men who were actually looking and her knees went soft and her breath caught and she had to shift her weight to stay standing.

She could feel which parts of her each one was looking at. Cash's eyes were on her breasts — locked on them, watching them move when she shifted her weight, the heavy pale flesh jiggling and settling above the thin white strips. He was staring at her chest with the same focus Keith gave his laptop — completely focused, completely absorbed, his whole brain pointed at one thing. But Keith was looking at a screen and Cash was looking at her breasts and one of those made her wet and the other one never had.

Rashad was looking lower. Past her stomach, past her hips. His eyes were on the front panel between her legs — the tiny white triangle of fabric that was the only thing between her pussy and three men's eyes — and he was looking at it steady and she knew. She knew what he could see. The fabric was wet and thin and clinging and in the sun it was see-through and he was looking right at the outline of her pussy through the wet white fabric and he wasn't looking away. He could see her. He could see how wet she was. He could see the shape of her lips through the soaked material and he was looking at it and she felt her face go red and her clit pulse and she let him look.

Zion was looking at her ass. She could feel his eyes on her from behind even though she was facing them — feel them on the bare cheeks that the G-string left exposed, on the thick pale flesh and the white string between them. She could feel him looking at her ass and she stood still and let him have it.

Three Black men looking at her white body at the same time, each one staring at a different part of her, and she could feel all three gazes on her skin at once — hot and heavy and it felt like six hands on her even though nobody was touching her. Her pale skin in the sun and their dark eyes all over it and she was on display for them and they were taking what they wanted with their eyes and she was letting them take it.

Put the robe back on. Put it back on right now. You just stripped down to nothing in front of three Black men you don't know. You're a married white woman. You have a ring on your finger — it's right there on your left hand, they can see it, you can see it. Put the robe back on and go home and tell Keith the neighbors are nice and sit by your pool alone and pretend this didn't happen.

But her body had already picked a side and her brain was losing the argument. Her nipples were hard and visible through the thin strips and she knew they could see them. Her thighs were wet and she could feel the slickness every time she shifted her weight. Her skin was flushed pink across her chest and there was no way they couldn't see that too — this pink flush spreading across her pale chest and her neck and her face. Everything she was feeling was showing on her skin and there was nothing she could do to hide it.


CHAPTER 17

"You said you live next door?" It was Cash, pulling himself up on the pool edge now, water running down his dark chest and abs. "Your man home?"

"He's — yeah. He's working."

"Working? On a Saturday?" Cash looked at Rashad. "Nigga her man's working on a Saturday while she's walking around looking like THAT?"

Rashad shook his head slow. "That's crazy."

That's crazy. A stranger just said it. A stranger just looked at me and looked at the situation and said "that's crazy" and he's right. It IS crazy. My husband is doing spreadsheets while I'm standing here in a G-string and three men are looking at me like they want to eat me alive. Keith doesn't know what he has. Keith has never known what he has.

Cash had just done in one sentence what she'd been trying to put into words for four months. Her man's working on a Saturday while she's walking around looking like THAT. He'd said it to Rashad like it was the most obvious thing in the world — like any man with eyes could see how stupid Keith was and Cash had known her for two minutes and he could already see it. It was THAT obvious. Her husband's failure was so obvious that a stranger across a pool could see it in one look.

And Rashad had shaken his head. "That's crazy." Slow. Not surprised — more like confirming something he'd already figured out. He'd looked at Diane in her G-string and he'd looked at the fence behind her where Keith was sitting on his couch doing nothing and he'd put it together. Husband on one side of the fence doing spreadsheets. Wife on the other side of the fence with her body out and her pussy soaking through her swimsuit. That's crazy. Yeah. It was crazy. She'd been living it for eight years and it took a stranger ninety seconds to say what she'd been swallowing every night.

She could feel herself getting wetter from Keith's humiliation. These men were judging her husband and finding him pathetic without ever meeting him and the fact that they were right made her clit throb. Her husband was a joke. She'd known it for years but hearing it out loud, hearing "that's crazy" from a man who was everything Keith wasn't — that made it real. Keith was sitting thirty feet away on his couch with his laptop and his creamer and three men who'd known her for two minutes already wanted her more than he did.

"Can I get you guys anything?" The words came out before she'd decided to say them. "Water? Lemonade? I can make some — I have everything at the house."

Rashad smiled. Wide. White teeth against dark skin. "Lemonade sounds good."

"Yeah bring us some lemonade." Cash was grinning too. "Take your time. We ain't going nowhere."

Zion didn't say anything. He just looked at her and gave one slow nod.

She said she'd be right back. She turned toward the gate and she could feel it — all three of them watching her walk away. Watching her bare ass move in the G-string, her thick cheeks jiggling with every step, the white string between them. She could feel their eyes on her back and her ass and her thighs and she didn't speed up or reach for the robe. She walked slow. Slower than she needed to. Letting them look. Wanting them to look.

She could hear Cash behind her. "Yo." Low, to Rashad, not to her — but loud enough that she could hear it. "You see that ass? Bro. You SEE that ass?" And Rashad said something back she couldn't make out and Cash laughed and she kept walking and her face was burning and her pussy was clenching with every step.

She knew what they were seeing. Her thick white ass completely bare in the sun, both cheeks out and jiggling with every step she took, the white string of the G-string buried between them and doing nothing. Her thighs were rubbing together as she walked and she could feel the wetness between them, the slick friction of lotion and arousal on her inner thighs, and she knew her thighs were glistening. Her back was bare and her hips were swaying and she was giving them the full show and she was doing it on purpose.

She walked slower. Not because of the concrete or the heat or her legs — because she wanted them to look longer. Cash talking about her ass, Rashad's eyes on her hips, Zion's silent stare on her back. She wanted all of it. Every step she took was a step toward Keith's house and she wasn't the same woman who'd left it twenty minutes ago.

I'm walking back to my husband's house with my ass out. I'm walking away from three Black men who just looked at my body and said "goddamn" and "that's crazy" and I'm going to make them lemonade. I'm going to walk into Keith's kitchen and make lemonade for three men who are sitting next door thinking about my boobs and my ass and my pussy and Keith is going to be on his couch and he's not going to ask where I've been and he's not going to ask why my face is red and he's not going to notice that his wife just came back from showing her body to three strangers because Keith doesn't notice anything.

She walked through the gate and into her own yard and she didn't tie the robe back on.


CHAPTER 18

Her hands were shaking when she walked back through the sliding glass door.

She could feel it — this tremor in her fingers that had nothing to do with the heat and everything to do with what had just happened on the other side of the fence. She was buzzing, her skin humming. Her nipples were still hard and pressing against the thin white strips and her thighs were slick where they rubbed together and her heart was slamming in her chest and she was standing in the kitchen feeling more alive than she'd felt in months because three men she'd never met had looked at her body and reacted.

That's all it had taken. They'd looked at her. They'd LOOKED at her. Cash had said "goddamn" and his mouth had dropped open and Rashad had stared at her from her face to her feet and Zion had unfolded his arms and shifted his weight and all three of them had stopped what they were doing to look at her body and she was shaking from it. That's how starved she was. That's how empty Keith had made her — three strangers giving her attention for ninety seconds had her trembling in her own kitchen.

She turned toward the fridge and caught herself in the glass of the oven door.

She stopped. She was standing in her own kitchen — white countertops, white cabinets, fruit bowl on the island, Keith's coffee mug by the sink — and she was wearing a G-string one-piece that covered nothing. The oven glass gave her the full picture. Her breasts were spilling out of the thin white strips, the pale flesh round and heavy and barely held. Her nipples were poking through the fabric, dark pink and swollen and visible. Her soft pale stomach was bare between the narrow band of fabric. Her hips were wide and overflowing the G-string strings and she turned slightly and she could see her ass — completely bare, both cheeks out, the white string buried between them. She was standing in front of her Whirlpool oven in a kitchen that smelled like dish soap and Keith's old coffee and she looked like she'd walked out of the videos on her phone.

The front panel was still wet. She could see it in the oven glass — the dark patch between her thighs where the thin white fabric had soaked through and gone see-through. She'd been wet since the lounger and she'd been dripping since she saw them and the front panel was clinging to her pussy and she could see the outline of herself through the fabric in the oven door of her own kitchen and she felt her face flush red.

That's what they saw. That's what I looked like standing in front of three men I don't know. I looked like THIS. I can see my own pussy through this thing. They could see it too. Rashad was looking right at it. He was staring at my pussy through wet white fabric and I let him and now I'm standing in my kitchen looking at myself and I'm still wet. I'm wetter. Because I'm about to go back.

She gripped the edge of the counter. The granite was cold under her palms and her kitchen was quiet and through the wall she could hear Keith typing in the living room and through the fence she could hear the bass from the speaker and she was between her husband and the men next door and her body wanted to go toward the bass.

She pulled the lemons out of the fridge. Grabbed the sugar from the cabinet. Her hands were unsteady when she cut the first one in half and squeezed it into the pitcher. Juice ran down her fingers and she wiped them on her thigh — the bare skin of her thick thigh that Rashad had been staring at five minutes ago — and her breath caught. She could still feel where his eyes had been — on her legs and her boobs and the strip of fabric between her thighs. His eyes had moved across her body slow and deliberate and she could trace the path they'd taken because her skin was still warm everywhere they'd landed.

The lemon juice was running down her wrist and dripping off her elbow and she wasn't paying attention to any of it. She was squeezing lemons in her kitchen and her hands were sticky and her fingers wouldn't stay still and she could still smell them. Not the lemons — them. The weed and the chlorine and the cologne and the warm male skin underneath it all. She'd breathed it in standing at the gate and it was still in her lungs and it was stronger than the citrus on her fingers and the dish soap by the sink and the stale air-conditioning smell of a house where nothing happened.

She cut another lemon and the knife slipped and juice sprayed across the counter and she wiped it up with her palm and her palm was sticky and wet and she wiped it on her thigh again and the feel of her own hand on her bare thigh made her stomach drop because it wasn't her hand she was thinking about. It was Rashad's hand. The big dark hand with the long fingers she'd been staring at behind his head on the lounger. That hand on this thigh. His dark palm on her pale skin. She could picture it — his hand would cover her entire thigh, his fingers would wrap around to her inner thigh, and the thought made her squeeze the lemon so hard the juice ran through her fist and down her wrist.

Her clit was pulsing against the wet fabric of the front panel. Standing in her kitchen making lemonade for three men and her pussy was throbbing and the G-string was soaked and the juice was running down her arms. Her kitchen had never felt like this. Her kitchen was where she made coffee and loaded the dishwasher and waited for Keith to come in and not talk to her. Now she was standing in it nearly naked with lemon juice on her hands and cum-slick thighs and she was making drinks for three Black men who'd just watched her walk away with her ass out and she could still feel their eyes on her.

You're a wife making lemonade in her kitchen on a Saturday afternoon. Except you're basically naked and soaking wet and thinking about a stranger's hand on your thigh while you squeeze lemons. Wives don't do this on Saturday afternoons.

She squeezed another lemon. Added sugar. Added water. Stirred it with a wooden spoon and the spoon clinked against the glass and she stopped and gripped the counter with both hands and breathed.

Get it together. You're making lemonade. You're making lemonade for the neighbors. That's all this is. That's all you're doing. You're being neighborly. You're a friendly suburban wife bringing drinks to the people renting the house next door. There's nothing wrong with that. There's nothing wrong with any of this.

Except you're not wearing clothes. And you took your robe off on purpose. And you're wet. And you can't stop thinking about how they looked at you.


CHAPTER 19

She picked up the pitcher and walked to the living room.

Keith was on the couch in the same spot with the same laptop on his legs and the same reading glasses and the same cold coffee on the side table. He hadn't moved. The whole world could end outside that window and Keith would be on this couch typing.

She looked at him and her body went quiet. Just like that — the buzzing, the throbbing, the heat between her legs — it all went down a notch because she was looking at Keith. Soft and pale and hunched over his laptop. Five minutes ago she'd been looking at Rashad's wide dark chest and Cash's cut arms and Zion's massive shoulders and now she was looking at this and the difference made her want to scream.

He wasn't ugly. He was just nothing. He'd stopped trying so long ago that his body was just something that carried his laptop from the couch to the bed and back.

"Hey hun." She stood in front of him. Pitcher in one hand. Wearing the G-string one-piece with nothing over it. Her tits were out and her stomach was bare and her ass was completely exposed. She was standing in front of her husband looking like she'd walked off a set and he hadn't looked up yet.

"I met the people renting the Hendersons' place. Really nice. I'm gonna bring them some lemonade."

"Yeah sure babe." He was typing. His eyes on the screen. His fingers moving across the keyboard.

She stood there. Waiting. She could feel her pulse in her throat and her nipples pressing against the fabric and she was standing five feet from her husband in a swimsuit that covered less than underwear and he'd said "yeah sure babe" without looking at her.

Five minutes ago Cash had said "goddamn" looking at this body. Rashad had stared at her from her face to her feet without blinking. Zion had unfolded his arms and looked at her hips like he wanted to grab them. Three men had stopped everything to look at her and now she was standing in front of the one man who was supposed to want her more than anyone and he was typing.

She shifted her weight. Moved the pitcher to her other hand. The movement made her breasts shift in the thin strips and the fabric pulled across her nipples and she was standing right there in his line of sight. If he looked up — just lifted his eyes two inches from the screen — he'd see her. Her breasts. Her body. The wet front panel between her legs. Everything three strangers had just seen. But his eyes stayed on the laptop and his fingers stayed on the keyboard and she could have been a lamp.

That's it? "Yeah sure babe"? I just told you I'm going next door. I'm standing in front of you wearing a piece of string. My tits are OUT, Keith. My ass is bare. I'm holding a pitcher of lemonade and I'm about to walk next door and you said "yeah sure babe" like I told you I was going to check the mail.

She tried again. Deliberate this time.

"They're actually a group of guys." She said it slow. Pointed. "Young guys. Renting the place for the weekend."

She watched his face. Watched for the flinch. Watched for "guys?" Watched for his eyes to flick up from the screen and see his wife standing in front of him in a G-string telling him she was about to go hang out with a group of young men. She watched his face for anything — a tightening of his jaw, a pause in his typing, a flicker behind those reading glasses that said he'd heard her. That said he cared. That said he was about to stand up and say "you're not going over there dressed like that."

Nothing. She'd said "people" and he hadn't reacted. She'd said "guys" and he hadn't reacted. She'd said "young guys" — pointed and slow, daring him to react — and his face was the same slack nothing it always was when he was looking at his screen.

And the sick part — the part she didn't want to think about — was that each time he failed, each time he didn't react, she got wetter. Her pussy pulsed against the soaked front panel every time his eyes stayed on the screen. Because every time he didn't care was another reason to go back. Every blank stare at his laptop was giving her permission without him knowing it. She was standing in front of her husband dripping and feeding him hints and getting off on his failure and he had no idea.

He typed something and scrolled and typed again.


CHAPTER 20

"That's nice." He didn't look up. "Hey can you keep it down when you come back in? I've got a call in ten."

The words hit her in the chest.

She'd been ready for something. Anything. Even a pathetic version of concern — "guys? what guys?" or "maybe throw on a cover-up" or even just his eyes lifting from the screen long enough to register that his wife was basically naked and about to leave the house. She'd have taken a frown or a sigh or even Keith clearing his throat and going back to typing because at least that would have meant he'd HEARD her.

Keep it down. That's what she got. Keep it down when you come back in. Not "don't go." Not "who are they." Keep it down. Because he had a call. On a Saturday afternoon in July while his wife stood in front of him in a G-string one-piece dripping wet and telling him she was going to spend the afternoon with young men. He had a call. About whatever the fuck Keith had calls about.

And her pussy clenched. Right there in the living room, standing in front of her husband, her body tightened between her legs and she felt herself get wetter because he'd just given her everything she needed. He didn't care. It wasn't a suspicion anymore. It wasn't something she told herself at night to feel sorry for herself. He'd proved it. Keep it down. That was his answer to everything she'd just told him. And now she could go back next door and do whatever she wanted because her husband had heard "young guys" and "weekend" and "G-string" and his response was keep it down.

Keep it down.

Keep it DOWN.

I just told you I'm going next door to bring drinks to a group of young guys while I'm wearing a swimsuit that shows everything I have and you want me to keep it down. Not "who are they." Not "put some clothes on, Diane." Not even "be careful." Keep it down. Because you have a call. On a Saturday. A call about spreadsheets or projections or whatever the fuck is more important than your wife standing in front of you half-naked telling you she's about to go spend the afternoon with strange men.

You don't care. You actually, genuinely, completely do not care. I could have said "I'm going next door to fuck the neighbors" and you would have said "yeah sure babe, close the door." I'm not even a person to you anymore. I'm the woman who gets you water and checks on the printer ink and closes doors so you can take calls. That's my job. That's what I am in this house. A door-closer. A water-getter. A wife-shaped piece of furniture that you walk past on the way to your laptop.

I wanted you to say no. I WANTED you to tell me I couldn't go. I wanted you to look at me in this thing and get jealous and possessive and say "you're mine and nobody else gets to see you like that." I wanted you to care, Keith. I was giving you every chance. I said GUYS. I said YOUNG guys. I practically drew you a map and you couldn't lift your eyes off a spreadsheet long enough to read it.

She stood there for another five seconds looking at him on the couch — his soft face glowing in the laptop light, his thin shoulders hunched forward, his pale fingers typing away at something that mattered more than her. This was her husband. The man who was supposed to want her and protect her and look at her in a swimsuit and say "damn" or "come here" or ANYTHING.


CHAPTER 21

His body was right there. Five feet away. The body she'd been sleeping next to for eight years and she was looking at it and comparing it and she hated herself for comparing it but she couldn't stop. His shoulders were narrow under his t-shirt — she could see the bones in them, the thin pale arms coming out of the sleeves, no muscle, no definition. Rashad's shoulders were twice as wide and dark and solid and the muscle moved under his skin when he breathed. Keith's chest was soft and sunken behind the laptop. Cash's chest had CASH MONEY tattooed across it in block letters and his pecs were hard and his stomach was cut. Keith's stomach was round and pressing against his shirt and his legs were thin and pale under the laptop and his hands were small and soft on the keys. Zion's hands were the biggest hands she'd ever seen. She'd been looking at six dark hands by the pool and now she was looking at Keith's two pale ones and they were typing and they hadn't touched her in four months and they were never going to touch her the way those hands could.

He was scrolling through a spreadsheet. His reading glasses had slid down his nose and he pushed them up with one finger without looking away from the screen.

"Yeah okay," she said. Quiet.

She walked back to the kitchen. Set the pitcher on the counter. Looked at the robe hanging over the back of the kitchen chair where she'd left it.

She looked at it for a long time.

The terry cloth was white and clean and big enough to wrap around her twice. She could put it on and tie the belt and walk next door and she'd look like a wife. A normal married woman in a bathrobe bringing lemonade to the neighbors. Covered. Respectable. Safe.

At their pool she'd taken the robe off and told herself it was the heat. It was hot out. That's why she'd stripped in front of three strangers. It was an accident. A moment. She hadn't been thinking.

She was thinking now. She was standing in her kitchen looking at the robe and she was making a decision and she knew exactly what the decision was. Put it on and she's a wife bringing drinks. Leave it off and she's going back to three men in a G-string that hides nothing because she WANTS them to see her. There was no pretending this time. No excuses about heat or not thinking. This was a choice.

She looked through the doorway at Keith on the couch, his laptop glowing and his face blank and his fingers typing.

She looked at the robe.

He doesn't care what I wear. He doesn't care where I go. He doesn't care who I go with or what they see or what happens. He couldn't even look at me long enough to notice I'm basically naked. So why should I cover up? Who am I covering up for? The husband who can't look up from his laptop? The husband who said "yeah sure babe" to everything I said? Why should I put a robe on for a man who wouldn't notice if I took it off?

She left the robe on the chair.

She picked up the pitcher. Walked to the back door. Slid it open. Stepped out into the sun — the heat hitting her bare skin, her exposed breasts, her naked ass, her thick thighs. She could hear the music from next door. Lower now, but still there. The bass humming through the fence.

Her body woke back up the second she stepped outside. The Keith deadzone — the quiet, the nothing, the flat voice and the blank face and the typing — fell off her like the robe she'd left on the chair. The sun was on her bare skin and the bass was in her feet and she could hear voices through the fence, deep and male and laughing, and her clit started pulsing again and her nipples tightened against the strips and she was wet and getting wetter with every step across the yard.

She could feel the grass under her bare feet and then the warm concrete of the patio and the music was getting louder and she was getting closer and her heart was hammering. Her thighs were slick and rubbing together as she walked and the pitcher was cold against her palm and she was walking toward three men who wanted to look at her in a body her husband wouldn't look at and her whole body knew where it was going.

She walked across the yard toward the gate with a pitcher of lemonade in her hand and nothing on her body but a few inches of white string.

Through the sliding glass door she could see Keith on the couch. Same position. Same screen. He hadn't moved.


CHAPTER 22

Rashad was smiling when she came through the gate.

Not surprised. Not reacting to her body — he'd already done that. This was a different smile. A knowing one. The smile of a man who'd watched a married woman walk away and told himself she'd be back and was right. He was still on the lounger, still shirtless, still wet, and he looked at her walking toward him with a pitcher of lemonade and no robe and he smiled like he'd already won something.

Cash was out of the pool now, sitting on the edge with his legs in the water and a towel over his shoulders. He saw her come through the gate and grinned. "She came back." He said it to Rashad but loud enough for her to hear. "She really came back."

Zion was in the same spot with his legs in the water and his arms folded, watching.

She walked across the pool deck toward them and she could feel it — the shift. Something had changed between when she'd left and when she'd come back. They'd seen her body before. That wasn't new. What was new was that she'd gone home and come back. She'd walked through her own house and talked to her husband and had every chance to put the robe on or change into real clothes or just not come back at all and she'd chosen to walk through that gate in a G-string with a pitcher of lemonade. They knew what that meant. She knew they knew. And she'd done it anyway.

The concrete was hot under her bare feet and she could feel every step between the gate and the loungers. The sun was on her body again — on her bare breasts and her exposed stomach and her thick thighs and her ass — and their eyes were on her again and this time she wasn't stammering. This time she'd come back on purpose. She was walking toward three Black men with a pitcher in her hand and her pussy wet and her ring on her finger and she wasn't pretending anymore. She wasn't telling herself it was the heat or the music or the neighborly thing to do. She was walking toward them because she wanted to be looked at by men who wanted to look at her and Keith was behind her on his couch and she'd left the robe on the kitchen chair.

She could feel her breasts bouncing with each step, the thin strips pulling across her nipples, the heavy flesh shifting and jiggling as she walked. She could feel her ass moving behind her and she knew they were watching it because Cash had said "you see that ass?" ten minutes ago and she hadn't forgotten. She was carrying lemonade across a pool deck in a G-string and every step was a performance and she knew it and they knew it and nobody was pretending otherwise.

"Lemonade." She held up the pitcher. Her voice came out steadier than before — still a little high, still a little bright, but not the stammering mess from the first time. "Fresh. Just made it."

"Look at that." Rashad sat up on the lounger. "Neighborly."

She set the pitcher on the table between the loungers and poured. Her hands were almost steady now. She filled a glass and walked it to Rashad and he took it from her and his fingers touched hers on the glass. His hand was big and dark and his fingers were thick enough that they overlapped hers and she felt his skin against her skin and her wedding ring clinked against the glass between them. A small sound. A tiny clink of gold on glass that they both heard.

His skin was rough. That was the first thing she felt — the calluses on his fingertips and the dry warmth of his palm where it brushed against the back of her hand. Keith's hands were soft and smooth and they felt like nothing when they touched her, which was almost never. This hand felt like something. This hand was warm and hard and the skin was dark against her pale fingers and she could feel the size of it — his hand dwarfing hers on the glass, his fingers wrapping where hers couldn't reach, the sheer width of his palm next to hers.

It lasted two seconds. Maybe three. His fingers on hers on a glass of lemonade in the sun and it was the first time a man who wasn't her husband had touched her skin in eight years of marriage and her body reacted like he'd shoved his hand between her legs. Her clit pulsed and her breath caught and her nipples tightened and she felt the warmth of his skin travel up her arm and down through her chest and settle between her thighs and it was a hand on a glass. That's all it was. Fingers touching fingers on a glass of lemonade and she was falling apart from it.

And the ring. The clink. That tiny gold sound between them — her wedding ring hitting the glass his hand was on. She'd heard it and he'd heard it and for a second the ring was the loudest thing in the yard. Louder than the music and the pool filter and Cash talking. A married woman's ring clinking against a glass while a man who wasn't her husband touched her hand. She should have pulled away faster. She should have handed him the glass and stepped back. She held on for an extra second because his skin felt that good.

He looked at her hand. At the ring. He'd already known — Cash had asked about her man twenty minutes ago. But seeing the ring while his fingers were on hers made it different. Made it real.


CHAPTER 23

"How long?" He nodded at the ring.

"Eight years." She pulled her hand back.

He looked at her body. The G-string, the strips barely covering her breasts, the pale skin exposed everywhere. Then he looked at the ring again. Then back at her body. He took a sip of lemonade and swallowed and his eyes stayed on her over the rim of the glass.

"Eight years. And he just let you walk back over here looking like that?"

She didn't answer. She didn't know how to answer. Because the truth was worse than anything she could say — Keith hadn't even looked at her long enough to see what she was wearing. She'd said "young guys" and he'd said "keep it down" and gone back to his spreadsheet.

The question hung in the air and she could feel her face going red. He'd asked it like it was the most obvious question in the world — your husband saw you in THAT and let you walk over HERE? — and the answer was so much worse than he thought. Because Rashad was imagining a man who'd seen his wife in a G-string and let her leave. That was bad enough. The truth was that Keith hadn't seen her at all. He'd said "yeah sure babe" to his laptop screen and asked her to keep it down. He hadn't looked up. He didn't know what she was wearing. He didn't know there were three men. He didn't know anything because he hadn't lifted his eyes long enough to know.

She couldn't say that. She couldn't say "my husband didn't even look at me" because saying it out loud would make it real in a way that thinking it didn't. So she stood there with the lemonade and the ring and the wet G-string and she didn't answer and her silence told him everything.

He thinks Keith SAW me and let me go. He thinks that's crazy. But Keith didn't even see me. That's worse. That's so much worse. Keith didn't care enough to LOOK and now I'm standing here and Rashad is looking at me like I'm worth looking at and my husband couldn't be bothered.

Rashad nodded. Slow. "That's wild." He said it flat. Not mocking her, not feeling sorry for her. Just acknowledging something he understood — that a man had a wife who looked like this and didn't care enough to keep her home. He took another sip. "His loss."

She poured a glass for Cash. Walked it over. He took it with one hand and looked up at her standing above him and his eyes ran down her body from her chest to her thighs without any attempt to hide it.

"Your husband a idiot for real." He drank half the glass in one swallow. "Pretty white girl with all this body and he got you making lemonade for strangers? I'm saying — if you was mine you wouldn't be leaving the bedroom."

If you was mine you wouldn't be leaving the bedroom.

The words hit her low in her stomach. Not romantic — raw. Direct. A man she'd met ten minutes ago was telling her he'd keep her in bed and she believed him. She believed him because Cash was sitting in front of her with a body that was built for keeping women in bed and Keith was on the couch with a laptop and a soft gut.

She turned the words over in her head and they got hotter every time she repeated them. Cash wasn't talking about dinner dates and holding hands. He was talking about fucking. He was looking at her body and telling her he'd keep her in bed and fuck her and she could see it on him — the way he was sitting there with pool water running down his dark chest and his arms thick and his legs spread and the bulge in his wet trunks that she'd stared at through the fence twenty minutes ago. He looked like a man who could back that up. He looked like a man who could put her in a bed and keep her there for hours and not go soft and not get tired and not roll over after two pumps and mumble "sorry, I don't know what happened."

Keith's version of taking her to bed was ten minutes of awkward silence, his soft little cock barely making it inside her, two pumps that she could barely feel, then him going limp and apologizing and rolling over and falling asleep. That was sex with her husband. That was what she'd been living with for eight years. And now a man with arms thicker than Keith's thighs was sitting in front of her telling her he'd keep her in bed and she was wet enough that she could feel it running down her legs again.

He'd keep me in bed. He'd actually keep me in bed. Keith can't keep me in bed because Keith can't stay hard long enough to do anything in a bed. This man — this stranger with the tattoo on his chest and the cock I could see through his shorts — is telling me he'd fuck me until I couldn't leave and I believe him. I believe every word of it. And I want it. God help me, I want it.

She could feel her clit throbbing and her nipples aching against the strips and Cash was grinning up at her because he could see what his words were doing to her. He could see it on her face and on her flushed chest and probably on the soaked front panel between her legs and he was grinning because he knew exactly what he'd said and what it meant.

She poured a glass for Zion. Walked to the pool edge. He took it without speaking and his eyes went to her thick thighs — right at his eye level since he was sitting and she was standing — and he looked at the space between them where the G-string pulled tight and the wet fabric clung to the outline of her pussy and he looked for a long time and didn't pretend he wasn't.

She didn't step back or close her legs or shift her weight or angle her hips away from him. She stood there and let him look. His dark eyes were six inches from her pussy and the wet white fabric was hiding nothing — she knew what he could see because she'd seen it herself in the oven door twenty minutes ago. The outline of her lips through the soaked material, the dark patch where the wetness had spread, the thin fabric pressed into every fold. He was looking at the most private part of her body through a piece of wet string and she was letting him and she could feel herself getting wetter from being looked at.

She bit her lip. Hard. Her teeth sank into her lower lip and she could taste the skin and she was biting down to keep herself from making a sound because Zion looking at her pussy was doing something to her clit that she couldn't control. It was pulsing in rhythm with her heartbeat, swelling against the wet fabric, and she could feel every throb and she knew if she opened her mouth a sound would come out that she couldn't explain away. So she bit her lip and stood there and let the quiet one stare at her pussy from six inches away and her legs were shaking and her hands were gripping the pitcher so hard her knuckles were white.

Three men. Cash told me he'd keep me in bed. Rashad said it was his loss. And now Zion is sitting six inches from my pussy staring at it through wet fabric and I'm standing here LETTING him and I'm wetter than I've ever been in my life and I'm biting my lip to keep from moaning and nobody has touched me yet. Nobody has touched me and I'm about to lose it.


CHAPTER 24

She was pouring Rashad a second glass when she felt his hand.

On her hip. His left hand, big and dark, resting on her pale hip where the G-string cut across. She hadn't seen him reach for her. He'd just — put it there. His palm warm against her skin, his fingers curving around the soft flesh above the string, his thumb resting on the curve where her hip met her waist. Casual. Like he'd done it a hundred times. Like touching a married woman's bare hip while she poured him lemonade was the most natural thing in the world.

She gasped. Small and sharp and involuntary — this quick intake of breath that she couldn't stop. A man's hand was on her body. Not her hand, not Keith's hand — Keith's hand hadn't been on her body in months and even when it was it felt like nothing, a limp pale palm that landed somewhere and stayed there without gripping or squeezing or wanting. Rashad's hand felt like it wanted to be there. His fingers pressed into her flesh — not hard, just firm, just enough to feel the grip — and his skin was rough and warm and she could feel the roughness of his palm scraping against her and her whole body flushed hot.

And her control broke. Whatever she'd been holding together — the lip biting, the white knuckles on the pitcher, the clenched jaw, the locked knees — it all let go the second his hand landed on her hip. A sound came out of her mouth that she didn't plan. Not a moan, not yet, but a breath — a long shaky exhale that came from somewhere deep in her chest and it carried every minute of the last four months in it. Four months of not being touched. Four months of Keith's laptop and Keith's couch and Keith's soft hands that never reached for her. And now a man's hand was on her bare skin and it was big and rough and warm and dark against her pale hip and her body gave up trying to hold it together.

Her knees softened and she leaned into his palm without meaning to — just tilted her weight toward his hand, her hip pressing into his grip, her body asking for more contact before her brain could stop it. The pitcher tilted in her other hand and lemonade sloshed against the glass and she didn't care. His hand was on her. His Black hand was on her white hip and his fingers were pressing into her flesh and she could feel every ridge and groove of his palm and it was the best thing she'd felt in months. One hand on her hip and it was better than anything Keith had done to her body in years.

He didn't move it. Didn't slide it. Just left it there on her hip and looked up at her and she looked down at his Black hand on her pale skin and she didn't pull away.

"We ain't gonna bite." He said it quiet. Looking at her face. Reading her.

She nodded. She didn't trust her voice.

Cash was behind her. She'd been focused on Rashad's hand and she hadn't noticed Cash standing up and moving until he was right there — close, his Black chest behind her, his breath warm on the back of her neck. She could smell him — chlorine and sweat and something else, something warm and musky under the pool water.

"Turn around. Let me see that white ass again."


CHAPTER 25

She turned. Slow. And Cash's hand went flat on her bare ass. Not a graze and not an accident. His Black palm pressed flat against her white cheek and his fingers spread wide and he squeezed. Hard enough that his fingers sank into the soft flesh and he held it there — a full handful of her ass in his grip, Black fingers pressing into white skin, his thumb in the crease where her cheek met her thigh.

"Damn." He was looking down at his Black hand on her white ass. "White girl got a whole ASS. You feel this?" He squeezed again and her flesh moved in his grip and she could feel every finger and every callus and the strength behind it — the grip of a man who didn't ask permission and didn't need to because the married white woman in his hand was already shaking.

He squeezed harder. His fingers dug into her ass cheek and pulled — spreading her, gripping her, his Black hand owning a handful of her white flesh like it belonged to him. He wasn't asking. He wasn't being gentle. Rashad's hand on her hip had been firm but careful. Cash's hand on her ass was a man taking what he wanted and she could feel the difference in every finger. He was rough and his grip was hard and his palm was pressing her cheek up and out and she could feel her flesh bulging between his fingers and the G-string shifting between her cheeks from the force of it.

"Mmph—" The sound came out before she could stop it. Not a moan — a squeal. High and sharp and it came from the back of her throat and her hand flew to her mouth to cover it but it was already out. Her hips jerked forward from the squeeze — this involuntary buck, her pelvis pushing forward and her ass pushing back into his hand at the same time like her body couldn't decide if it wanted to escape or get more. It wanted more. Her body wanted more and her hips were telling him that by pressing back into his grip and she couldn't control them.

He slapped her ass. Not hard — a quick sharp smack that cracked across the pool deck and the sound echoed off the water and her whole body jolted. The sting spread hot across her cheek and she squealed again, louder this time, and her hand was still over her mouth but it wasn't doing anything.

"Ahh — oh my God—" She was panting. Standing between Rashad and Cash on a pool deck in the sun and she was panting with her hand over her mouth and her eyes wide and her legs shaking. Cash's handprint was burning on her ass cheek and his hand was back on it, rubbing the sting in slow circles, his rough Black palm grinding against her stinging white skin.

"That jiggle though." Cash was talking to Rashad over her shoulder, his hand still on her ass, still rubbing. "You see that shit? Whole ass moved." He smacked her again — harder this time, a full open-palm slap that made her cheek bounce and the crack was loud enough that she flinched and grabbed Rashad's shoulder to keep from stumbling. Her fingers gripped his bare dark shoulder and she was holding onto one man while another one slapped her ass and she was making sounds she hadn't made in years.

"Unh — fuck —" Her voice was high and broken and she didn't sound like herself. She sounded like the women in the videos she watched at night. The white women getting handled by Black men who didn't ask first and didn't go easy and didn't stop when it got loud. She sounded like them and she was becoming one of them and Cash's hand was on her ass and Rashad's shoulder was under her fingers and she was gripping him hard enough to leave marks on his dark skin.

Zion was watching from the pool edge. He hadn't moved. His dark eyes were on her face — not her ass, not her tits, her face. Watching her squeal and jerk and grab and pant. He was watching her like he was filing every sound she made and every way her body moved for later.

"She liked that." Cash was grinning. His hand still on her white ass. "Yo Rashad — white girl liked that shit."

"I see it, nigga." Rashad's hand was still on her hip. She was standing between two men who had their hands on her body and her husband was on the other side of the fence on a couch.

She was dripping. She could feel it — the wetness running down her inner thigh, warm and slick, the G-string soaked through and not even pretending to contain anything. Her body had made its decision five minutes ago and every second of contact was making it worse. She was lightheaded from the sun and the heat and the touching and the smell of them and the feeling of rough Black hands on her pale white skin for the first time in her life. Not Keith's soft clammy palm — real hands that gripped.


CHAPTER 26

Then they let go.

Both of them. At the same time — or close to it. Rashad's hand slid off her hip and he leaned back on the lounger and picked up his lemonade. Cash gave her ass one last pat and stepped away and said "my bad" with a grin that was the opposite of sorry. They settled back into their spots and drank their drinks and looked at her casually and they were just — sitting there. Chilling. Like nothing had happened.

Her body screamed. Rashad's palm was still burning on her hip and Cash's handprint was still stinging on her ass and they were gone. She was standing in the sun with ghost hands on her and the real ones were holding lemonade glasses and she wanted to grab them and put them back. She wanted to take Rashad's wrist and pull his hand to her hip and press it there and hold it. She wanted Cash's palm back on her ass, squeezing, slapping, she didn't care. She wanted the contact back and they'd taken it away and she was standing there with her chest heaving and her thighs wet and her clit throbbing and they were just drinking lemonade.

They'd done it on purpose. She could see it on Rashad's face — that calm half-smile, his eyes on her over the rim of his glass. He knew what he'd done. He'd given her a taste and pulled it back and now she was standing in front of him desperate and he could see it. They'd touched her just long enough to feel her lean in, just long enough to hear her moan, just long enough to know she wanted it — and then they'd stopped. And now she was theirs. She could feel it. Whatever choice she had left had been in their hands and they'd squeezed it out of her along with the moan and the squeal and the "fuck" and now she was standing on their pool deck waiting for them to touch her again and she'd wait as long as they wanted her to.

Don't stop. Why did you stop? Put your hands back. I was — that was — I could feel your hands and I was shaking and you stopped. You both stopped. You stopped and now you're drinking lemonade and looking at me and I'm standing here dripping and you can probably see it on my thighs and you don't care because you know I'm not going anywhere. You know I'm going to stand here and wait because I'm a married woman who hasn't been touched in four months and you just put your hands on me and took them away and now I'll do anything to feel it again.

Rashad took a long sip. Set the glass down. Looked at her — standing in front of him flushed and wet and trembling with her nipples hard and her skin pink and her thighs pressing together.

"You should get in the pool." He said it easy. "Cool off. You look like you need it."

She looked at the water. Blue and still. She looked toward the fence — toward her yard, toward the sliding glass door. She could see through it from here. She could see the glow of Keith's laptop screen on the couch. He was right there. Thirty feet away. On the other side of a fence.

"I probably shouldn't."

"Why not?" Rashad tilted his head. "Your man clearly ain't worried about it."

He was right. Keith wasn't worried. He was on a call about spreadsheets, he'd told her to keep it down, and he wouldn't look up from his screen if she screamed.

The pool was right there and if she got in she was getting in with them. The water would soak through the G-string and it was already see-through and it would cling to everything and they'd be able to see every part of her through the wet white fabric and she'd be in the water with three men who'd just had their hands on her body and she knew what getting in that pool meant. It wasn't swimming. It wasn't cooling off. It was the next step and every step she'd taken today had been a step closer to something she couldn't take back.

Keith's laptop was glowing through the glass thirty feet away. He was on his call. He didn't know she was standing at the edge of a pool about to get in the water with three men whose hands had been on her body, who'd made her moan. He didn't know any of it and he wouldn't ask and she could do whatever she wanted because Keith had stopped caring a long time ago.

She put one foot on the first step. The water was warm.


CHAPTER 27

The water was warm.

She stepped down — one step, two — and the pool swallowed her calves and then her thighs and then her hips and the warmth closed around her body and she sank in to her waist and stopped. The water was heated from the sun all afternoon and it felt like a bath and she stood there and let it settle around her.

She looked down at herself.

The white fabric had gone transparent. Completely see-through — the water had turned the G-string one-piece into nothing. She could see her own nipples through the strips, dark and pink and hard, the areolas visible, the fabric clinging to them like a second skin that hid nothing. The front panel between her thighs was plastered against her mound and she could see the shape of herself through it — the slit, the lips, the outline of everything. She was standing in a pool essentially naked. The swimsuit was decoration at this point.

Her clit ached. Just from looking at herself — just from seeing her own body through the transparent fabric in the water and knowing what they were about to see. Her nipples were so hard they hurt and the wet strips of fabric pressed against them with every breath and each press sent a shock straight down between her legs and she squeezed her thighs together underwater and it didn't help. It made it worse. The pressure against her swollen pussy lips made her jaw clench and she had to breathe through her nose to keep from making a sound.

She was looking at herself through a stranger's pool water and she looked like a woman who wanted to get fucked. That's what she looked like. The big pale tits with the hard nipples poking through, the thick white thighs, the soft belly, the mound visible through the plastered fabric — she looked like every picture she'd ever scrolled past on the websites she cleared from her browser history. The ones with the white wives. The thick ones. The ones on their knees or bent over or spread open with Black hands on their hips and she was standing in a pool looking exactly like that and three Black men were about to see all of it.

Her wedding ring glinted underwater. The diamond catching the sun through the water and flashing on her thigh while her pussy clenched and her nipples ached and her husband sat on a couch thirty feet away. Keith hadn't seen her body in weeks. She changed in the bathroom now. She wore oversized shirts to bed and he never asked why and she stopped hoping he'd notice. He hadn't looked at her — really looked at her, the way a man looks at a woman he wants to fuck — in so long she'd forgotten what it felt like. And now she was standing waist-deep in warm water in a see-through swimsuit and three men who'd been staring at her body since she'd walked through the gate were about to get in this pool with her and she was wet in a way that had nothing to do with the water.

She could feel it. Her own arousal slick between her lips, hotter than the pool, this swollen aching wetness that pulsed every time she breathed. She'd been wet since the gate — since she'd seen them, since Rashad's hand on her hip and Cash's palm on her ass — but this was different. This was standing in a pool with her pussy on display through transparent fabric and knowing they could see it and wanting them to. She wanted them to look at her cunt through the wet white fabric and she wanted them to see how swollen she was and she wanted their Black hands on her white body and the thought made her clit throb so hard her knees buckled for a second underwater.

Just get in the pool, Diane. You're just swimming. You're just being neighborly. You're just standing in a pool in a see-through swimsuit with your nipples out and your pussy visible and three men staring at you and you're dripping and shaking and your husband is on his laptop and you're just swimming. That's all this is.

She almost laughed. She didn't believe herself anymore. She'd stopped believing herself somewhere between the gate and the pool steps and now she was just standing in warm water with her body on display waiting for them to come get her.

She didn't cover up or cross her arms over her chest or sink lower into the water. She stood there at waist height and let them see.

Rashad slid into the water and everything changed. The pool had been hers for a few seconds — her private freak-out, her transparent swimsuit, her throbbing clit and her shaking hands — and then he was in it and it wasn't hers anymore.

He didn't splash or jump. He lowered himself in at the far end and the water rose around his body and she watched every inch of him disappear into it. His legs first, thick and dark, then his waist, then the tattoo sleeves broke the surface and the ink glistened wet — both arms covered in Black and grey artwork that she couldn't read from here but it ran from his wrists to his shoulders and the water made it shine. The gold chain sat on his collarbone just above the water line and it caught the sun and threw light across the surface and he started walking toward her.

Slow. Through the chest-deep water. His shoulders and chest above the surface, water streaming off the dark muscle, the light hitting his wet Black skin and making it look like he'd been oiled. His pecs were thick and the water dripped off them and his arms pushed the water aside with each step and she could see the V of his obliques cutting down below the surface and she stared. She stood there in her transparent swimsuit with her hard nipples and her swollen pussy and she stared at a Black man walking toward her through water and she couldn't look away.

Keith showered with the door closed. Keith wore t-shirts to bed. Keith's chest was soft and pale and covered in patchy brown hair that had started going grey and his stomach pushed over his waistband and his arms were the same width from shoulder to wrist. She couldn't remember the last time she'd watched Keith move and felt heat or a pulse between her legs or this tightening in her lower belly that got worse with every step Rashad took toward her. Keith's body was furniture. Something she moved around in the bathroom, something she climbed over in bed. Rashad's body was walking toward her through water and her mouth was going dry.

He stopped close. Not touching — not yet — but close enough that she could feel the warmth coming off his skin, close enough to see the water droplets sitting in the grooves of his tattoos and smell him even through the chlorine — that warm heavy scent that was nothing Keith had ever smelled like. He looked down at her and she looked up at him and the see-through fabric was between them and both of them knew it wasn't hiding a goddamn thing.

Cash hit the water loud. Splash and grin and his head shaking the droplets off and he was already moving toward her with that look — the same look he'd had when he'd slapped her ass on the pool deck, the look that said he was coming to take something. The water ran down his chest and she could see the CASH MONEY tattoo in full now — block letters across his Black pecs, the ink raised and wet and glistening in the sun. His stomach was lean and cut and the water sat on his Black skin in beads that caught the light and his arms were flexing as he pushed through the water toward her. She could see his trunks underwater — clinging to him, the outline of his cock pressing against the wet fabric between his Black thighs. He was half-hard already. She could see it through the water and the trunks and he wasn't trying to hide it and her pussy clenched.

Zion stayed on the edge. His massive Black legs in the water, his thick dark thighs spread on the pool coping, his arms folded across his chest. He wasn't getting in. Not yet. He was looking at her through the water — looking at what the water had done to her swimsuit, at the transparent fabric clinging to her nipples and her mound, at the outline of everything the G-string was supposed to cover and wasn't. His Black eyes moved from her tits to her stomach to the space between her thighs and she could feel his gaze underwater like fingers tracing the same path. The quiet one was taking notes again and her body tightened every time his eyes moved.

And then the pool got small. Cash was behind her now and Rashad was in front of her and Zion's eyes were on her from the edge and she was standing waist-deep in warm water surrounded by Black men and the space between their bodies and hers was shrinking with every second. She could feel them through the water — not touching, not yet, but their heat was pushing against her skin in warm currents every time they shifted. The smell was stronger in the water — chlorine and sweat and that heavy male musk she'd been breathing since the gate, but concentrated now, three Black bodies in warm water radiating it from every direction and she was breathing it in and her nipples were aching and her thighs were pressing together and her pussy was throbbing and they hadn't even touched her yet.


CHAPTER 28

"So for real." Rashad was close. His dark arm inches from her pale shoulder, the water lapping between them. "Your man just sits on his laptop while you out here looking like this?"

"He's — he works a lot." Her voice came out higher than she wanted. She could feel her lower lip trembling. Not from cold — from proximity, from the dark wet skin inches from her own pale wet skin and the see-through fabric and the fact that she was standing in a pool with two men who were not her husband and her husband was on a couch and her legs wouldn't hold still.

"Works a lot." Rashad repeated it. Flat. "On a Saturday."

"He got promoted and it's been — it's just been busy—"

"Busy." Cash was right behind her. She could feel the warmth of his chest close to her back, the water displacement, his presence. "Too busy for all this?" She felt his hands on her hips underwater. Both hands. Dark fingers on pale skin beneath the surface where nobody could see it from above. His grip was firm and warm and his thumbs pressed into the soft flesh above the G-string and she stuttered.

"He — it's not — we just—"

She couldn't finish sentences. Every time she opened her mouth to explain her marriage to these strangers one of them touched her or moved closer or looked at her and the words fell apart. She was trying to defend Keith while standing in a pool with two men's hands on her body and her defense sounded pathetic even to her.

Cash's chest pressed against her back. Flat against her. His Black skin warm against her and she could feel the hard muscle of his chest against her shoulder blades and the ridges of his abs against her lower back. His hands slid from her hips to her stomach underwater — his palms flat on her soft belly, his fingers spread wide across the pale flesh, holding her against him. She could feel his breath on the top of her head.

And she could feel something else. Him. Hard. Pressing against her ass through his shorts. Thick and stiff and unmistakable and she froze. Her whole body went rigid because that was a cock against her ass and it was hard and it was big and it had gotten hard because of HER and her husband's cock hadn't done that in months and this stranger's cock was pressing against her ass in a pool and her brain went blank.

That was a Black cock against her ass. That was a big hard Black cock pressing against her white ass through wet shorts and it was the first hard cock she'd felt against her body in months. The excuse she was making about Keith, the words in her mouth, the part of her brain that was still pretending she was a wife making conversation with the neighbors — all of it went blank because there was a Black cock against her ass and it was hard and it was thick and it was so much bigger than anything Keith had ever pressed against her that she couldn't process what she was feeling.

She could feel the length of it. Running up between her cheeks through his wet shorts, the shaft pressed flat against her ass, hot and stiff and pulsing. It went from the bottom of her ass to the small of her back and she could feel every inch of it through the thin wet fabric — the thickness, the veins, the heat radiating off it into her skin through the water. His Black cock was pressed against her white ass and it was hard because of HER — because a Black man had stood behind a thick white woman in a see-through swimsuit and gotten rock hard without her doing a single thing.

Keith couldn't do that. Keith's cock didn't DO that. She'd spent eight years trying to get Keith hard — wearing lingerie he ignored, pressing against him in bed, reaching into his boxers and stroking and squeezing and begging with her hand for ten minutes and getting nothing back. Keith's little white cock stayed soft in her hand like it was nothing. She'd hold it and rub it and whisper "come on baby" and feel it sit there limp between her fingers while Keith apologized and rolled over. She'd given up. She'd accepted that her husband's cock didn't get hard for her body. That her tits and her ass and her pussy weren't enough to make her own husband's little white dick stand up.

And now a Black man she'd known for an hour was rock hard against her ass from standing behind her. She hadn't touched him. Hadn't stroked him. Hadn't begged. His big Black cock had gotten hard on its own just from being close to her white body in the water and the difference between that and Keith hit her so hard between the legs that she almost came right there. Keith's limp white nothing versus THIS — this thick hard Black cock pulsing against her ass, throbbing with every heartbeat, so stiff it was pushing against her through the fabric. She could feel his heartbeat through his cock. She could feel a Black man's pulse against her white ass and Keith's cock didn't have a pulse because Keith's cock was never hard enough to have one.

Her pussy flooded. Not the slow wet seep she'd been feeling all afternoon — a FLOOD. She felt it happen, this rush of hot slick wetness pushing out of her and soaking through the front panel of the G-string and mixing with the pool water between her thighs. She was gushing in a swimming pool because a Black cock was pressed against her ass. Her husband was on a couch and a Black man's big hard cock was against her white ass and she was flooding and her clit was throbbing so hard it hurt and she was gripping the side of the pool underwater to keep her legs from giving out.

That's a cock. That's a real cock. That's what a hard cock feels like against my body. I forgot. I forgot what it felt like because Keith's cock doesn't get hard and I forgot and now I can feel it — big and thick and hot and hard and Black and pressed against my ass and I can feel his heartbeat through it and I want to push back. I want to grind against it. I want to feel it without the shorts. I want to feel his bare Black cock against my bare white ass and I want — God I want it inside me. I want a Black cock inside me. I want THIS Black cock inside me. Right here in this pool with my husband on the other side of the fence I want a Black man to put his cock inside me and I'm a terrible person and I don't care.

"Mmph—" She bit it back. Swallowed the sound. Her jaw was clenched and her teeth were grinding and she was holding in the moan because if she opened her mouth right now what would come out wouldn't be a word. It would be a sound Keith had never heard from her because Keith had never made her body do this.

She didn't pull away. She pressed back. Slight. Her ass pushing into his crotch — instinct, her hips rolling back before she'd decided to, her body finding the hardness and grinding against it like it had been looking for something solid to push against for years.


CHAPTER 29

"Mmmm." Cash's voice in her ear. Low. "Yeah. Just like that."

Rashad moved in on her left side. His hand found her waist underwater and slid up — his dark fingers trailing along her ribs and she inhaled sharp and her stomach tensed and his hand kept going. Up her side and over the curve of her ribs until his fingertips grazed the underside of her breast and she made a sound — a whimper, small and high.

His Black hand closed around her breast and she stopped breathing. His palm was rough and warm and big — so big that her breast disappeared into it, the pale flesh pressing out between his dark fingers, the see-through fabric bunching under his grip. He squeezed and the soft heavy weight of her shifted in his hand and she could feel every callus on his palm scraping against her skin through the thin wet strip and her nipple was caught between his thumb and the fabric and he was rubbing it slow. Back and forth. His Black thumb rolling across her hard pink nipple through the transparent white fabric and every pass sent a jolt straight down through her stomach and between her legs and her knees were buckling underwater.

Keith touched her breasts like he was apologizing for it. The few times Keith's hands ended up on her chest — by accident, half-asleep, or during the thirty seconds of foreplay he managed before rolling on top of her — his grip was soft and limp and his fingers barely pressed in. He'd cup one for a few seconds with his pale clammy palm and then move on like he'd completed a task. Check the box. Touch wife's breast. Move to next item. His hands felt like nothing on her body because there was no want behind them. No grip, no hunger. He touched her the way he touched his laptop — out of habit, because it was there, because the routine said to.

Rashad's hand wasn't checking a box. Rashad's Black hand was on her white breast and his fingers were GRIPPING — sinking into the soft pale flesh, pulling it, kneading it, his thumb grinding her nipple in slow circles that were making her vision blur. He was touching her like he wanted to touch her. Like her breast in his hand was something worth squeezing and the pale heavy weight of it in his dark palm was exactly what he wanted to be holding.

She arched into him. Her back curving, her chest pushing forward, pressing her breast deeper into his Black hand — giving him more, wanting him to take more. Her body was feeding itself to him and she couldn't stop it. Her nipple was so hard it ached and every circle of his thumb was winding something tighter between her legs and she was going to moan. She was going to open her mouth and moan in a swimming pool in the middle of the afternoon and her husband was going to be on his couch and she didn't care.

"Mmm—" It slipped out. Small. Through her nose. Not a moan yet but the sound before a moan — the pressure building behind her teeth, the air pushing out because holding it in was making her dizzy. His Black hand on her white breast and his thumb on her nipple and Cash's Black cock against her white ass and she was being touched by two Black men in a pool and she couldn't hold it in.

She moaned. Out loud. In a pool. In the middle of the afternoon. Thirty feet from her husband.

Her head fell back against Cash's chest. Her eyes half-closed. She was being groped in a swimming pool by two men she'd met twenty minutes ago and her lower lip was trembling and her thighs were clenching underwater and she couldn't think straight. Rashad's hand was on her chest and Cash's body was pressed against her back and his cock was against her ass and the water was warm and the sun was hot and she was melting.

"She's shaking." Cash said it quiet. To Rashad. Over her head. Like she wasn't there. "Look at her. She's shaking."

She was. Her whole body was trembling in the water. Fine vibrations running through her that she couldn't control — her hands, her legs, her jaw. Men were touching her and it had been so long since anyone had touched her that her body didn't know how to handle it. Rashad was squeezing her and Cash was pressing his cock against her ass and nobody had made her feel like this in years. Maybe ever.

They were talking about her like she was a thing. Cash's mouth was at her ear and his words were going over her head to Rashad and she was standing between them being discussed. Not included — discussed. Two Black men evaluating a white woman's body between them and she could hear every word and she wasn't part of the conversation. She was the conversation.

And her pussy clenched from it. Her pussy clenched because two men were talking about her body over her head like she wasn't a person — like she was a thing they'd found shaking in a pool and they were deciding what to do with it. Keith never talked about her body. Keith never looked at her body long enough to form a sentence about it. If Keith had ever turned to another man and said "look at her — she's shaking" she would have cum on the spot because it would have meant he'd NOTICED her. These men had noticed her. These men were narrating what her white body was doing between their Black hands in real time and it was the most attention anyone had paid to her body in years.

Her legs were going. She could feel her thighs shaking underwater — not the fine tremors from before, these were her muscles giving out. Her knees kept softening and she'd lock them and they'd soften again and she was standing in chest-deep water between two Black men and the only things keeping her upright were Cash's chest behind her and Rashad's hand on her breast. If they stepped away she'd go under. She'd sink into the warm water and her shaking legs would fold and she'd go under and she wouldn't care because her clit was swollen and aching so hard it was making her stomach cramp and her pussy was clenching on nothing — empty and aching and desperate to be filled and the only things she'd ever had inside her were Keith's limp little white cock and her own fingers and neither of those had ever made her shake like this.

She was losing it. Standing in a pool in the sun with her husband on a couch and she was losing it between two Black men's bodies and she could feel herself going — her control, her excuses, the voice in her head that said she was just being neighborly. All of it was draining out of her. They could see what she was doing and they were talking about it and she wanted them to keep talking about her. She wanted to hear Cash say "look at her" again because nobody had said "look at her" about her body in years.

I'm in a pool with two Black men and their Black hands are all over my white body and I can't stop shaking and my husband is on the other side of that fence on his laptop. Keith. Keith is right there. Keith is thirty feet away and a man is groping my boobs and another man's cock is pressed against my ass and I'm moaning. I'm MOANING. In a stranger's pool on a Saturday afternoon while my husband works on a call deck. This is happening. This is actually happening and I don't want it to stop. I don't want any of this to stop.


CHAPTER 30

"Nigga she can't even talk." Cash laughed against her ear. His hands slid down from her stomach to her thighs and squeezed.

His Black fingers dug into the thighs Keith called fat. The thick soft inner thighs that Keith had looked at across the dinner table and said "have you thought about cutting carbs, babe?" The thighs Keith wouldn't put his hands on because Keith's hands didn't go below her waist anymore — not to grab, not to squeeze, not to spread. Keith's pale soft hands stayed on his keyboard where they belonged and her thick white thighs went untouched every night in bed while she pressed them together and got herself off.

Cash was squeezing them like he'd been waiting to. His Black hands underwater on her pale flesh, his fingers sinking in deep, the soft white skin pressing out between his dark fingers the same way her breast was pressing out between Rashad's. He wasn't avoiding the fat. He was GRIPPING the fat. He was grabbing handfuls of the body her husband had spent eight years telling her to shrink and he was pulling her legs apart because he wanted to get between them.

She let him. She felt his Black hands push her thick white thighs apart underwater and she let him do it. She felt the water rush between her legs and press against her swollen pussy through the soaked G-string and she let that happen too. Her legs were being spread open in a swimming pool by a man who wasn't her husband and she wasn't closing them. She wasn't pressing her thighs together the way she did in bed when Keith made her feel too big. She was letting a Black man open her up because his hands on her thighs felt like the opposite of everything Keith's comments had ever made her feel. Keith made her want to disappear. Cash's hands were making her want to spread wider.

Zion was in the water. She hadn't seen him get in. He was just there — in front of her, rising from the surface, water running down his dark chest and shoulders. His face was level with hers and he was close — closer than the other two had been, his dark eyes looking into her pale wet face. He didn't say anything or grin or make a joke or comment on her body.

His hand came up out of the water and grabbed her face and the world stopped.

Not cupped. Not caressed. GRABBED. His Black palm flat against her pale wet cheek, his fingers wrapping around the side of her head, his thumb pressing into the soft flesh near the corner of her mouth. His hand was so big it covered half her face — she could feel his palm on her cheek and his fingers reaching past her ear and his thumb denting her skin near her lips and she felt small. She felt small in his grip the way she never felt small with Keith because Keith's hands were the size of hers and Keith's hands never grabbed her face because Keith's hands never grabbed anything except his laptop.

Zion's Black hand was holding her face and tilting it up toward his and she was looking into his dark eyes with water running down both their faces and Rashad's hand was still on her breast and Cash's cock was still against her ass and Cash's hands were still between her thighs and she was being held by three Black men in a swimming pool and the quiet one was about to kiss her.

She could see it coming. His dark eyes dropped to her mouth and his grip tightened on her face and he pulled her toward him and her lips parted before his mouth even got there — her mouth opening on its own, her body giving him access before her brain had decided to. Her body wasn't asking her permission anymore and what it wanted was this Black man's mouth on hers.

He kissed her hard.

His lips crushed against hers and his tongue shoved past her teeth and he was inside her mouth and she made a sound — "MMPH" — loud and muffled and desperate into his mouth. He wasn't gentle or slow or waiting for her to respond. His tongue was in her mouth and his hand was gripping her face and he was kissing her like he was taking something from her and she was giving it to him. She was giving him everything. Her tongue met his and she was kissing him back with eight years of nothing behind it — eight years of Keith's dry closed-mouth pecks on her cheek on the way out the door, eight years of Keith kissing her like he was stamping a form, eight years of her lips going numb from being unkissed.

She moaned into his mouth. Not a small sound — a long wet moan that vibrated through her throat and into his mouth and she could hear it and she didn't care. "Mmmmmm — mmph — mmmm—" Her hands flew to his shoulders and her fingers dug into his wet Black skin and she was gripping him and pulling herself toward him and her tits pressed against his dark chest through the water. She could feel his Black chest against her white breasts — hard muscle against soft pale flesh, the see-through fabric crushed between them, her nipples pressing into his pecs.

He bit her lower lip. Pulled it between his teeth and held it and she whimpered — "unh" — and her pussy clenched underwater and Cash laughed against her ear. "Damn nigga she moaning already." Zion didn't respond. He let her lip go and shoved his tongue back in her mouth deeper and his other hand came out of the water and grabbed the back of her head — fistful of wet blonde hair in his Black fist, holding her face against his, and she couldn't pull away even if she wanted to. She didn't want to. She wanted to climb into his mouth. She wanted to swallow his tongue and moan until her lungs gave out.

Spit was running between their mouths. Wet sloppy kissing — their lips sliding against each other, the sound of their mouths loud and wet in the quiet pool, saliva mixing and dripping down her chin into the water. Keith kissed with a closed dry mouth and thin lips that barely touched hers. This man was kissing her with his whole mouth open and his tongue deep and spit running between them and it was filthy and loud and she was moaning through all of it.

"Mmmmph — mmm — ahh — mmmm — unh—"

Cash ground his Black cock harder against her ass from behind. His hands slid up from her thighs to her hips and he was gripping her and pulling her back against him while she kissed Zion in front and Rashad's hand squeezed her breast harder beside her. Three Black men. One kissing her, one grinding his cock against her ass, one groping her breast. Three sets of Black hands on one white married woman in a swimming pool and she was moaning into a stranger's mouth and her wedding ring was digging into Zion's dark shoulder where she was gripping him.

The ring. She could feel it. The gold band pressing into his wet Black skin, the diamond scratching against his shoulder, and Keith had put that ring on her finger eight years ago and now it was digging into a Black man's shoulder while she kissed him in a pool and her pussy was leaking and her nipples were aching and another Black man's cock was grinding against her ass. Keith had stood at the altar and slid this ring onto her finger and said "I do" and she'd said it back and now this ring was on a hand that was clawing at a Black man's shoulders while his tongue was in her mouth and she was moaning and she was gone. She was gone and she wasn't coming back.

I'm kissing a Black man. I'm kissing him and I can taste him and his tongue is in my mouth and my hands are on his shoulders and my wedding ring is scraping his Black skin and I'm MOANING. I'm moaning into a stranger's mouth while two other strangers grope me in a swimming pool and Keith is on a couch. Keith's kisses feel like nothing. Keith's dry little pecks that he gives me on the cheek while he's looking at his phone — that's what I've had for eight years. And now a Black man is kissing me like he wants to eat me alive and I can feel his tongue and his teeth and his spit and I'm pressing my tits against his chest and moaning and I don't want to stop. I never want to stop. I want to be kissed like this for the rest of my life and if Keith can't do it then I'll find men who can.

She kissed him back and she meant it.

Not a peck. Not the stiff closed-mouth nothing she gave Keith on autopilot every morning when he was already looking at his phone. She kissed Zion back with her mouth open and her tongue pushing against his and her fingers digging into his Black shoulders and a moan pouring out of her that she couldn't stop and didn't want to. She kissed him like she was trying to make up for eight years of nothing in one kiss. She kissed him like she'd been waiting eight years to kiss somebody and she had.

She could taste him. Chlorine and salt and something warm underneath that she wanted more of. His spit was on her tongue and hers was on his and they were mixing and she could feel it running down her chin and dripping into the pool and she didn't pull back to wipe it. She pressed harder. Her mouth wider. Her tongue deeper. Her wet blonde hair plastered to both their faces and she was slurping and moaning and breathing hard through her nose and the sounds she was making into his mouth were the sounds she made alone in the dark with her hand between her legs except these were louder because these were real.

Cash rolled his hips behind her. Slow and deliberate — his Black cock dragging up between her ass cheeks through his shorts and she gasped into Zion's mouth and her hips bucked back and she was grinding on Cash while kissing Zion and Rashad's Black hand was kneading her white breast beside her and all three of them had their hands or their mouths or their cocks on her at the same time. All three. She was in the middle of three Black men in a swimming pool and every part of her white body was being touched or kissed or pressed against and her husband was on the other side of the fence and she could see the glow of his laptop through her closed eyelids every time the sun hit the water right.

Fuck Keith.

The thought hit her clean and simple and it wasn't angry. It wasn't sad. It was done. She was done pretending this was about lemonade or music or being neighborly. She was done pretending she wasn't wet. She was done pretending she didn't want Black hands on her white body because she'd been pretending for years — in bed next to Keith, in parking lots, at the gym, in the dark with her phone — and she was tired of pretending. She was standing in a pool with a Black man's tongue in her mouth and another Black man's cock against her ass and another Black man's hand on her breast and she wanted all of it. She wanted whatever came next. She wanted them to take her out of this pool and put her on that lounger and do whatever they wanted to her white married body because Keith wouldn't and they would and that was enough. That was all she needed to know.

She broke the kiss. Pulled back just enough to breathe. Her lips were swollen and wet and Zion's spit was on her chin and she was panting and she looked at him — his dark eyes, his quiet face, water running down his Black skin — and then she looked at Rashad and then she looked toward the fence where Keith's laptop was glowing on the couch.

She didn't look back at the fence again.


CHAPTER 31

She kissed him back and stopped thinking.

Zion kissed hard. His tongue shoved past her lips and found hers and he tasted like chlorine and warm spit and she moaned into his mouth before she could stop it. His hand gripped her face — Black palm clamped on her pale wet cheek, thick fingers pressing into her jaw, holding her head where he wanted it. He was eating her mouth. His tongue pushed deep and she was sucking on it without deciding to — her lips sealed around a Black man's tongue, slurping and wet, the sounds bouncing off the pool water while her husband sat on a couch thirty feet away.

Her hands found his chest — dark and hard and slick, nothing soft anywhere on him. She was clawing at his pecs, pulling herself into the kiss, her pale fingers gripping Black skin. Her hips were moving on their own — rocking forward, grinding her swollen clit against his thigh through the see-through one-piece. She was humping a Black man's leg in a swimming pool and she couldn't stop because every time his tongue pushed deeper her pussy clenched and her clit throbbed and her hips chased it.

Keith hadn't kissed her like this ever. Keith gave her dry pecks on his way to the car — lips barely touching, already reaching for his laptop bag, pulling away before she could open her mouth. She couldn't remember the last time Keith had gripped her face and shoved his tongue past her teeth. She couldn't remember because it hadn't happened. Keith kissed like an obligation. This man was kissing her like he was trying to climb inside her through her mouth and she was opening wider and letting him.

Zion bit her lower lip. Hard enough that the sharp sting shot straight between her legs, and she whimpered against his mouth and her thighs squeezed together underwater. He sucked her lip between his teeth, bit down again, and she moaned — loud and broken and raw.

"She loud." Rashad was beside her, his hand still cupping her breast through the see-through fabric. "Ain't even started yet and she this loud."

Cash locked in behind her. His chest pressed flat against her back — hard and warm, the ridges of his abs against her lower back — and his hands clamped onto her hips. He wasn't gentle about it. His fingers dug into the soft flesh above the G-string and yanked her ass back against his crotch and his cock was there — hard and thick through his shorts, pressed flat between her cheeks.

"Right there." His mouth was at her ear. "Keep that ass on me."

He started grinding. Slow and deliberate, his hips rolling forward, pushing his cock against her ass in a rhythm that made the water rock between them. She was sandwiched — Zion's mouth eating hers from the front, Cash's cock grinding her ass from behind, two Black men pressing her from both sides in warm water. Her body found Cash's rhythm without permission — her ass pushing back every time his hips came forward, her thick cheeks working against his shaft through the wet shorts, matching him stroke for stroke while she moaned into Zion's mouth.

Cash's hands slid from her hips to her stomach, palms flat on her soft belly, fingers spread wide, pulling her tighter against him. She was pinned — Zion's chest in front of her, Cash's cock behind her — and her nipples were aching and her pussy was throbbing and she was making muffled wet sounds into Zion's mouth every time Cash's hips pushed forward. She couldn't think. She was just a body between two bodies, grinding and moaning and shaking, and they hadn't even gotten her clothes off yet.

Rashad's hand was still working her breast through the fabric, squeezing, his thumb pressing circles over her nipple. Then his other hand found the string behind her neck. He didn't ask. He pulled. The tie came loose and the strip across her left breast peeled away and sank into the water and her heavy pale breast was bare — out and floating, the pink nipple hard and swollen and pointing up through the surface.

His Black hand was on it before the fabric hit the bottom. Skin on skin — his rough dark palm closed around her bare wet breast and his fingers sank into the soft pale flesh and she broke the kiss with Zion and gasped because a man's bare hand on her bare breast after months of nothing was so intense her whole body locked up. He squeezed hard — not careful, not testing — grabbed a fistful and kneaded it, his Black fingers digging into her white skin. She could see it through the water — dark knuckles buried in pale flesh, his thumb finding her nipple and pressing it flat and rolling it under the rough pad of his thumb. She arched into his hand and moaned.

"Goddamn." His eyes were on her bare breast in his Black hand, dark fingers deep in white skin. "Look at this shit."

Keith hadn't touched her breasts in months. She'd stopped wearing bras around the house hoping he'd notice and he never looked up from his laptop. She'd leaned over him on the couch in a tank top with no bra, her tits right there, and he'd asked her to grab him a water. Her breasts didn't exist to Keith. And now a Black man had one in his fist, squeezing it like he owned it, and her nipple was so hard between his fingers it hurt and she was pushing her chest into his hand wanting more.

"Oh God—"

Cash yanked the other strip from behind. She felt the tug and then the release and both her breasts were out — bare, heavy, floating in the warm pool water with both nipples hard and aching above the surface. Cash's hand came around from behind and grabbed her right breast. Two Black hands on her bare white tits — Rashad on her left, Cash on her right, both gripping and squeezing at the same time, dark fingers gripping soft pale flesh from both sides. One squeezed while the other pulled, her nipples getting pinched and rolled between Black fingers, her heavy tits groped and mauled by two men who were not her husband while her husband's laptop glowed through the fence.

"Shit." Cash grabbed a handful from behind and squeezed. "These big as fuck."

She arched her back and pressed her chest into their hands and the moans coming out of her were loud enough to carry across the water — wet and desperate, because Black hands were all over her bare white tits and nobody had ever touched her like this, not Keith, not anyone, and two men were groping her like they owned her and she was giving them everything.


CHAPTER 32

Rashad's hand slid down. Off her breast, down her ribs, across her soft belly underwater — slow, deliberate, his rough Black fingers dragging across her pale skin. She knew where he was going and her thighs pressed together and her pussy was swollen and aching and dripping and she wanted his hand there so bad she almost grabbed his wrist and shoved it between her legs herself.

His fingers found the front panel of the G-string and pushed it aside — shoved it with two fingers, the wet fabric bunching against her inner thigh — and then his hand was on her bare pussy. Nothing between them — his rough Black fingers pressed flat against her swollen wet lips and the contact hit her so hard her vision blurred. Her hips bucked forward into his hand and a sound ripped out of her mouth — loud enough that Zion covered it with his, kissing her again, swallowing the moan before it carried across the yard to Keith.

A Black man's hand was on her bare married pussy in a swimming pool. She could feel every callous on his fingers against her swollen lips. He was cupping her — his whole palm pressed against her mound, his fingers curled between her pussy lips, holding her. She was hot and slick against his hand, her wetness coating his Black fingers, and she could feel how drenched she was by how easily his fingers slid through her — flooded, soaking, her pussy had been leaking since the gate and someone was finally touching it and her body was shaking.

"Oh she ready." Rashad's fingers slid through her and he laughed low.

Keith hadn't put his hand between her legs in months. She'd guided his hand there once in bed — grabbed his wrist, pulled it under the sheets, pressed his fingers against her. He'd rubbed the wrong spot for thirty seconds with his limp clammy fingers, nowhere close, not even trying, and then rolled over and said he was tired. That was the last time Keith touched her pussy. And now Rashad's rough Black hand was cupping her, his fingers pressed into her wet lips, holding her in his palm, and she was so wet she was dripping on him and he'd barely started.

"Fuck—" She grabbed Zion's shoulders with both hands, nails digging into his dark wet skin, gripping him to stay upright because her knees were buckling and Rashad's hand was between her white thighs and she was shaking apart.

Rashad's fingers slid between her lips. She was swollen and slick and the pool water mixed with how wet she was and his fingers moved through her easily — parting her, stroking her, two thick Black fingers sliding along the length of her pussy slow and deliberate. She was so sensitive that every stroke made her thighs shake and her hips buck forward into his hand.

He pushed two fingers inside her.

Her mouth fell open. Her eyes went wide. His fingers were thick — thicker than Keith's soft little cock, thicker than anything that had been inside her in months — and they curved upward and pressed against a spot inside her that Keith had never found because Keith had never looked for it. She clenched around his fingers and her thighs clamped together underwater and Rashad just kept pushing, kept curling, his Black hand between her pale white thighs working her open.

"She tight, bruh." Rashad said it to Cash over her head. His fingers buried inside her, curling. "And wet as fuck."

"Already?" Cash laughed against her ear. His hands were on her tits and his cock was grinding her ass.

"Yeah." Rashad pushed deeper and she gasped. "She grippin too."

She was holding onto Zion's shoulders with both hands, nails in his skin, and he was watching her face from inches away — watching her mouth fall open every time Rashad's fingers pushed in, her eyes losing focus. He didn't say anything. He just watched.

"Mmph—" She bit her lip and a moan leaked out between her teeth, high and shaky, and Cash laughed against her ear.

"She can't even be quiet." He squeezed her tits from behind. "Go deeper."

Rashad went deeper. Two thick Black fingers curling inside a married white woman and she couldn't keep her mouth shut and her hips were grinding into his hand and Cash was laughing and Zion was staring and she was falling apart between three men in a pool.

They're talking about my pussy over my head like I'm not here. And I'm clenching harder every time. Keith doesn't make a sound during sex — just pushes in soft for a minute and rolls over without a word. These men are grunting and laughing about how wet I am and I can't stop moaning.


CHAPTER 33

Rashad finger-fucked her slow. Long deep strokes — pulling out to the tips and pushing back in and curling, the calluses on his knuckles dragging against her walls. Her hips rocked into his hand with every stroke and the moans coming out of her were wet and broken and she couldn't stop them.

"Unh— fuck— unh—" Every time he pushed in she made a sound. Every time he curled his fingers and hit that spot her mouth opened and something came out — loud, raw, not a word. She'd spent eight years faking sounds for Keith, pitching them higher, breathy little "oh yeahs" she didn't mean, trying to make it sound like his little limp cock was doing something. These sounds were real. They were coming from her gut and they were loud and ugly and desperate and she had zero control.

"Listen to her." Cash was still behind her, grinding slow. "Shit."

"Ahh— oh God— mmph—" She was trying to be quiet. Keith was on the other side of the fence and she was moaning in a swimming pool and she couldn't stop because Rashad's thick Black fingers were stretching her and hitting something deep that Keith had never reached. Two fingers. She was losing her mind on two fingers. Keith's little cock had been inside her hundreds of times and never found this spot and Rashad found it in thirty seconds.

"Yeah." Rashad pumped faster and she cried out and her nails raked down Zion's chest. "Just like that."

Her hips were moving on their own — grinding forward onto his hand, fucking herself on his fingers. Cash was pulling her nipples from behind and each pull jolted her clit and Rashad's fingers were curling and Zion was right there watching her unravel from inches away.

"She bout to cum," Zion said, barely above a whisper.

It started low. A tightening deep in her belly — not her stomach, lower, behind her clit, this building pressure that she recognized because she'd felt it alone in bed with her hand between her legs at 2 AM while Keith snored. But this was different. This was Rashad's thick Black fingers curling inside her and Cash's cock grinding her ass and Zion's eyes on her face and the pressure was building faster than it ever had with her own hand and she could feel it climbing and she knew what was coming.

No. Not with Keith right there—

She tried to hold it. She clenched her jaw and squeezed her thighs together and tried to push the feeling back down but Rashad's fingers curled again and hit that spot and her whole body jerked and a moan ripped out of her — "AHH" — loud and sharp and she slapped her hand over her mouth. Her eyes went wide and she looked toward the fence. Keith's laptop glow, the sliding door. She'd just moaned loud enough for the whole yard to hear.

Cash pulled her hand off her mouth. "Nah. Let him hear."

She shook her head — fast, panicked — but Rashad's fingers pushed deeper and another moan came out and this one was worse. A long broken "uuuunnhh" that came from the bottom of her lungs and she couldn't bite it back. Her voice was shaking, cracking on the sounds, and every time Rashad's fingers curled she made another one — high and desperate, her mouth hanging open, these obscene wet moans just falling out of her like she was being fucked even though it was just fingers.

"Mmph— oh God— oh fuck— unh—" She was babbling. Not words, not sentences, just sounds strung together between gasps. Her hips grinding onto Rashad's hand, her ass pushing back into Cash's cock, trapped between them shaking and moaning and the pressure in her belly getting tighter and tighter and she could feel it about to break.

"I'm— I'm gonna—" Her voice cracked and her eyes rolled back and her thighs started shaking so hard the water was churning. She was going to cum. She was going to cum on a Black man's fingers in a swimming pool while her husband sat on a couch thirty feet away and she couldn't stop it. She'd spent eight years trying to cum for Keith — lying under him, touching herself while he pushed his little limp cock in and out, begging her body to get there — and never made it. Not once. And now she was about to cum harder than she'd ever cum in her life on two fingers from a man she'd met an hour ago.

She grabbed Zion's chest with both hands and her nails dug in and she looked right at him — eyes wide and desperate and glazed — and she came.

Her pussy locked around Rashad's fingers so hard he stopped moving. Everything seized — her thighs clamped on his wrist, her back arched against Cash's chest, her toes curled underwater and her mouth opened and the sound that came out was raw. A scream she tried to choke down but couldn't — loud and raw and it echoed off the pool tiles and came back to her and she could hear herself and she sounded like the women in the videos she watched alone at night with the volume on 2. She sounded desperate and ruined and loud, her pussy clenching in waves around Rashad's fingers, squeezing and releasing and squeezing, each pulse sending another jolt through her and another sound out of her mouth.

"FUUUCK— unh— unh— oh God oh God oh GOD—"

Cash was holding her up. His arms around her waist because her legs had given out and she was limp weight between them, convulsing, the water splashing around her thrashing body. Rashad kept his fingers inside her — not moving, just holding, letting her clench and pulse around them while she shook. Her head fell back against Cash's shoulder, eyes closed, mouth open, still moaning — quieter now, broken little "unh... unh... unh..." sounds leaking out with every pulse.

"Damn," Cash said quiet, like he was impressed.

Rashad didn't say anything. He just watched her face while she came down, his Black fingers still inside her, her married pussy still gripping them in fading pulses.

Oh my God. I just came. A Black man put his fingers inside me and I came. In a pool. Keith is on the couch. Keith is RIGHT THERE and I just came on another man's hand. Two fingers. That's all. Two fingers and I came harder than I've ever cum in my life. Eight years of Keith's little limp cock and his fumbling and his "sorry I'm tired" — and a stranger just made me scream. Two Black fingers are worth more than everything my husband has between his legs. And I want more. I want more.


CHAPTER 34

Rashad pulled his fingers out slow. She whimpered at the loss — her pussy clenching on nothing, wanting them back. He brought his hand up out of the water, fingers glistening, looked at them, looked at her — she could see her wetness shining on his Black skin.

She was shaking. Post-orgasm tremors running through her whole body and the water rippling around her and she was still pressed between Cash and Zion and she wanted more. The orgasm hadn't satisfied her — it had made it worse. She could feel how empty she was now, how swollen and open and wet, and she needed something inside her. Something thicker than fingers.

She reached for Rashad's cock underwater. Her pale hand finding the waistband of his shorts and sliding in and her fingers closed around him and her brain stalled. He was thick. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft and they didn't meet. Her thumb and her middle finger were on opposite sides of his cock and there was a gap between them. She could feel the heat of him and the weight and the veins pulsing under her fingers and he was hard — fully, completely, achingly hard in her hand in a way Keith hadn't been in years.

I can't get my hand around this Black cock. I can't close my fingers. Keith — Keith's little white cock fits in my palm. I can wrap my whole hand around Keith and my fingers overlap. I can hold his entire cock in one hand and there's ROOM. This man — I can't even close my hand. He's so thick my fingers won't touch. And he's HARD. He's hard and thick and hot in my hand and my husband can't get a half-chub without apologizing and this man is rock hard in a pool and I haven't even done anything yet.

Her wedding ring was pressing against his shaft. Gold on Black skin underwater. She could feel the band digging into her finger from the girth of him — the ring that Keith had put on her hand eight years ago was now wrapped around a Black man's cock in a swimming pool.

She reached behind her with her other hand. Found Cash through his shorts. He was hard too — thick and stiff and straining against the wet fabric. She squeezed and he groaned against her ear and pushed his hips forward into her grip.

"Shit," Cash groaned, low and thick.

She had two cocks in her hands — one in front, one behind — and her wedding ring was on the hand wrapped around Rashad. A married white woman jerking off two Black men in a pool. She wanted them out of these shorts. She wanted to see them and taste them and feel them inside her.

They pulled their shorts off underwater. She felt it — the fabric sliding down, the cocks springing free, the sudden skin-on-skin contact. Rashad in her right hand bare — hot and heavy and pulsing, the skin smooth and Black, the head fat and swollen against her palm. Cash behind her bare against her ass — his cock pressing into the crack of her cheeks with nothing between them now, just Black skin on white skin in warm water. She stroked Rashad slow and ground back against Cash and she could feel herself dripping into the pool even underwater.

Rashad took her wrist. Pulled her hand off his cock. She made a sound — protest, need.

"Get out the pool," he said, low and steady. He wasn't asking.

She let go of Cash and walked to the pool steps and climbed out. The water ran off her body in sheets — off her bare tits, her stomach, her thick thighs, the G-string still technically on her but covering nothing, pulled to the side and bunched up and useless. She walked across the warm pool deck and the sun hit her wet skin — hot, immediate, pressing down on her bare body. She could feel them watching her from the water. Her ass, her thighs, the way her wet skin caught the light. She was walking away from three men with her tits out and her pussy swollen and she didn't cover a single thing.

She lay back on the lounger. The cushion was hot from the sun and it pressed against her bare back and her bare ass and she spread her legs. Through the fence she could see her own backyard. The sliding glass door. Keith's laptop glow on the couch. He was right there. She was lying naked on a lounger in the neighbors' yard with her legs spread and her pussy dripping and her husband was right there and she didn't care.

She heard them climbing out behind her. Water splashing as three bodies pulled themselves onto the deck. Wet feet on concrete, getting closer.

She looked up. Three men standing over her — dark and wet and hard, the sun behind them, water running down their chests and stomachs and dripping off their cocks that hung thick and heavy between their legs. Three Black silhouettes against the blue sky looking down at a pale naked married white woman spread open on a lounger.

"Look at this white bitch," Cash said, grinning, water dripping off the CASH MONEY tattoo on his chest.

She opened her legs wider.


CHAPTER 35

She saw them.

All three of them standing over her with their shorts off and their Black cocks out and she saw them and her mouth went dry and then wet in the same second. The sun was behind them and their cocks were hanging thick and heavy between their dark legs, water still dripping off their bodies, and she was lying on a lounger with her legs spread looking up at what real men looked like naked and her brain stopped working. The only thing she could see was three Black cocks in the sun and her mouth was watering.

Rashad was the biggest. His cock hung heavy and thick between his dark thighs — uncut, veined, the head fat and half-covered by foreskin and already swelling from what they'd done in the pool. It was long and curved slightly to the left and she could see the veins running down the shaft like ropes under the dark skin. She'd seen cocks like this in the porn she watched at 2 AM with the volume off and she'd always assumed they were fake or camera tricks or picked from the top 1%. They weren't. This was real and it was hanging in front of her face in the afternoon sun and it was bigger soft than Keith had ever been hard. She stared at it and her jaw dropped open on its own — not to suck it, not yet, just from the size of it. Her mouth was filling with spit and her pussy was clenching and she hadn't even touched it yet.

Cash was leaner but already hard — his Black cock standing out from his body at an angle, the head dark and swollen and shining with precum in the sun. He was stroking it slow with one hand, long lazy pulls, and looking down at her with that grin. His cock was thinner than Rashad's but it curved upward and the head was fat and wet and she could see the precum dripping off the tip and catching the light. He saw her staring and squeezed his shaft and a fresh bead pushed out and ran down the dark head and he laughed.

"Yeah. Look at it."

Zion was the thickest. The quiet one had a cock that was shorter than Rashad's but fat — thick and dark and heavy between his massive Black thighs. She stared at it and her pussy clenched on nothing and she could feel herself dripping onto the hot lounger cushion. His cock wasn't even hard yet and it was thicker than Keith's forearm. She couldn't stop looking at it. She couldn't stop imagining that inside her — stretching her open, pushing into places Keith's little cock had never reached, filling her up in a way she'd never been filled. Her thighs were shaking on the lounger just from looking at it.

Three Black cocks. Three of them. Hanging and swinging and dripping in the sun in front of a married white woman with her legs spread on a lounger. She could smell them from here — chlorine and sweat and musk, the heavy concentrated scent of three men's cocks in the heat. The smell hit her between the legs and her pussy pulsed.

"Damn she staring," Cash said, still stroking. "Look at her mouth."

Her mouth was open. She hadn't realized it was open until he said it and she didn't close it. She was lying on her back looking up at three Black cocks with her mouth hanging open and spit pooling under her tongue and her pussy dripping onto the cushion and she looked like exactly what she was — a married white woman who'd never seen real cocks before and couldn't believe what she was looking at.

Look at them. Look at what real men have between their legs. Three Black cocks and every single one is bigger than Keith. Every single one. Keith fully hard — on the rare occasion Keith gets fully hard — is smaller than these men SOFT. His little white cock that goes limp in my hand would disappear next to any one of these. Eight years. Eight years married to a man with a little limp cock that barely fills my hand and these men are standing over me with cocks that are going to split me open and I'm lying here with my legs spread WANTING it. I'm wet. I'm dripping. I'm staring at three Black cocks with my mouth open like a whore and my husband is on a couch and I want every single one of these inside me.

She slid off the lounger onto her knees. The pool deck was hot — the concrete had been baking in the July sun all day and it burned her kneecaps the second they hit the surface. She didn't care. She was on her knees on hot concrete in the neighbors' backyard looking up at three Black men with the sun behind them and she could feel the heat pressing into her bare skin and the sweat forming on her back and she wanted them in her mouth. She'd never wanted anything in her mouth this bad. Keith's little limp cock in her mouth was a chore — something she did out of obligation, kneeling beside the bed, trying to suck life into something that wouldn't cooperate. She'd stopped offering. She'd stopped getting on her knees for Keith because what was the point of kneeling for a cock that couldn't stay hard past her lips. But she was on her knees now. She was on her knees on burning concrete and her kneecaps were already red and she didn't feel it because three Black cocks were hanging in front of her face and she was drooling.

"Look at this bitch." Cash was grinning. "She got on her knees by herself. Nobody told her to."

He was right. Nobody told her to. She'd slid off the lounger and dropped to her knees on her own. A married white woman on her knees in front of three Black men and she'd put herself there.


CHAPTER 36

Rashad stepped forward. His Black cock was right there — inches from her face, big and hard and she could smell him. Chlorine and musk and sweat and underneath it something heavy and raw that she breathed in through her nose and it went straight between her legs. Keith smelled like body wash and fabric softener. Rashad smelled like a man's cock that had been sweating in the sun and she wanted it in her mouth so bad her lips were parting before she'd decided to open them.

She wrapped her pale hand around his Black shaft. Her white fingers on his Black cock, her wedding ring pressing into the dark skin, her pale wrist next to his dark thigh — the contrast made her pussy clench. She couldn't close her hand around him. She'd felt it underwater but seeing it in the sun was different. His cock was dark and thick and veined in her small white hand and it was real and it was right there and she could feel the weight of it pulling her wrist down.

She stroked him and he stiffened in her grip — getting harder, thicker, the veins swelling under her fingers and the head pushing past the foreskin, the whole thing growing in her hand. She watched it happen. Watched a Black cock get hard in her white hand in the sun while her husband sat on a couch thirty feet away.

Keith can't do this. Keith can't get hard in my hand. I stroke Keith and nothing happens — I squeeze and beg and work on him for ten minutes and he stays soft and apologizes. This man is getting rock hard from my hand touching him. ME. The wife Keith can't get it up for is making a stranger's cock hard just by touching it.

She leaned forward and put her mouth on it.

The taste hit her first — salt and chlorine and musk, the taste of Black skin that had been in the sun all day, and underneath it something thick and heavy that coated her tongue. She opened wider and the head pushed past her lips and the stretch was immediate — her jaw opening and opening, and he was only an inch inside and her mouth was already full in a way Keith had never filled it. Keith's little cock sat on her tongue like nothing. Room on every side, room to breathe, room to talk around it if she wanted to. Rashad's cock pushed her jaw wide and pressed against the inside of her cheeks and filled her whole mouth and she was gagging already and he wasn't even halfway in.

"Mmmmph — glk — mmph—"

Her eyes watered. Spit pooled under her tongue and leaked from the corners of her mouth and ran down her chin. She grabbed his thigh with one hand to steady herself — her white fingers on his dark muscled thigh, the heat of his skin in the sun. She bobbed her head forward, taking more, her pale lips stretching around the dark shaft, spit drooling off her lip. She could feel the head of his cock pressing against the back of her mouth and her throat tightened and she gagged and more spit came out and she kept going.

She looked up at him. He was watching her calm, not even breathing hard. His hand came to the back of her head. Not pushing, just resting, his Black palm on her blonde hair, and she moaned around his cock because the feeling of his hand on her head while she sucked him — possessive, in control — made her pussy flood.

"Yeah," he said, low. "Just like that."

She sucked harder. Her cheeks hollowed around his Black shaft and she pulled back to the tip and pushed forward again, taking him deeper, her jaw aching already, spit and precum mixing on her tongue. She could hear herself — wet sloppy sounds coming from her mouth, "mmph mmph mmph," and she was drooling all over his cock and she didn't care. She was on her knees on hot concrete sucking a Black man's cock with her husband thirty feet away and the sounds coming out of her mouth were obscene and she wanted more of it.

Cash moved to her left. His Black cock was at her eye level — hard and dark and the head wet with precum. He slapped it against her cheek. Twice. The wet smack of a hard Black cock on a white woman's face in the sun.

"Don't forget about me, bitch."

She pulled off Rashad with a wet pop — spit stretching between her lips and his cock — and turned and took Cash in her mouth. Different taste, stronger, muskier, and he was thinner than Rashad but harder and he didn't wait. He grabbed the back of her head and pushed into her mouth fast and deep and she gagged — "GLUK" — and spit flew out onto his thighs and he laughed.

"Damn she hungry." He held her head and pumped into her mouth, not letting her set the pace. "Bruh this white bitch is a freak. She choking on it and she ain't even pulling back."

"She like it," Rashad said from beside her. She was stroking his cock with her right hand while Cash fucked her mouth, her wedding ring sliding up and down his wet Black shaft. "Look at her hand. She still stroking me while she choking on yours."

"Mmph— glk— mmph—" She couldn't talk. Cash's cock was pushing into her mouth and her hand was jerking Rashad and she was making sounds around Cash's cock that were wet and loud and nasty and she could feel drool running off her chin and dripping onto her bare tits. She pulled off Cash gasping — a long string of spit connecting her lips to his cock — and went back to Rashad. Took him deep, gagging, then back to Cash. Back and forth, her pale lips wrapped around dark shafts, drool all over her chest, her wedding ring scraping against Black skin every time she stroked one while sucking the other.

"She going back and forth like it's a buffet." Cash was laughing. "Yo this married bitch is crazy."

The sun was beating down on her bare back and she could feel sweat running between her shoulder blades and pooling in the curve of her lower back and dripping off her ass onto the hot concrete. She was sweating and drooling and gagging on Black cock on her knees on a pool deck and she'd never been more turned on in her life.


CHAPTER 37

Zion stepped forward. He hadn't said a word since the pool. He just stood there and his Black cock hung between his legs — fat and meaty and dark — and he looked down at her and waited.

She reached for him with her free hand and wrapped her white fingers around his shaft and her hand barely made it halfway around. He was thicker than Rashad, thicker than Cash, the thickest cock she'd ever touched, and she could feel the weight of it in her palm pulling her wrist down. She stroked him and he exhaled slow through his nose and that was it. No grunt, no "yeah," no hand on her head. Just the exhale. She was jerking his fat Black cock with her small white hand and he breathed out through his nose like she was mildly interesting.

"He don't even flinch," Cash said, laughing. "Bro she jerking you and you just standing there."

Zion didn't respond.

She took him in her mouth. The stretch was worse than Rashad — Zion was thicker and the head alone pushed her jaw to its limit. Her eyes watered immediately and she gagged hard — "GLUK GLUK" — and spit poured out of her mouth and ran down his shaft and dripped off his balls onto the concrete. She didn't stop. She pushed forward and took more — "mmmmph" — her lips stretched white around Black skin, her jaw aching, her throat fighting it. She could barely breathe around him and spit was pouring down her chin and she was moaning — "mmmm mmm mmm" — because the stretch was so much, filling her mouth so completely, that her pussy was clenching from it.

"She can't even fit it." Rashad was watching, stroking himself slow. "Look at her jaw."

Her jaw was shaking. Her eyes were streaming. She had the thickest Black cock she'd ever seen in her white mouth and she was choking on it and drooling and Zion just stood there with the same flat expression, saying nothing. Cash called her a bitch and she moaned. Rashad said "just like that" and she sucked harder. Zion didn't say a word and it made her feel like a mouth on his cock, not a person, and her pussy was dripping onto the concrete from it.

Three Black cocks. She was on her knees servicing three Black cocks in the sun and she was a thirty-eight-year-old married white woman with a wedding ring on her finger and her husband was on a couch and she was the happiest she'd been in years.

This is what a cock tastes like. This is what a REAL cock feels like in my mouth. Not Keith's soft little thing that I have to coax and beg to get semi-hard. Not the limp white nub that I put in my mouth and feel nothing. These are COCKS. Big thick Black cocks that are hard and heavy on my tongue and stretching my jaw and making me gag and drool and I love it. I love every inch of it. I love the taste and the stretch and the weight and the way they look — Black and thick and veined against my white lips. I love looking down and seeing my pale hand wrapped around a Black shaft with my wedding ring catching the sun. Keith would lose his mind if he saw this. Keith would lose his fucking mind if he saw his wife on her knees with three Black cocks taking turns in her mouth and spit on her chin and tears in her eyes and her pussy dripping onto the concrete.

She went back to Rashad. Crawled to him on her knees across the hot concrete — didn't stand up, didn't walk, crawled — and she could feel Cash and Zion watching her ass move as she went. She took his Black cock in her mouth deeper than before, pushing past where she'd gagged last time, the thick shaft sliding over her tongue and pressing into her throat and she held it there. Choking, eyes streaming, spit running down onto her tits, her nose pressed against his pelvis and she could smell his sweat and she held his cock in her throat and looked up at him and his hand tightened on the back of her head.

"That's it," he said, low and steady. "Take that Black dick, slut."

She moaned around his cock. The word — slut — went straight between her legs and her pussy clenched hard enough that she felt it in her stomach.

"Married white hoe on her knees for Black cock." He pushed her head down another inch and she gagged and spit poured out around his shaft. "Your husband know you a hoe?"

She shook her head. His cock still in her mouth, her lips stretched around his Black shaft, she shook her head no and her eyes were watering and she was choking and her husband was on a couch thirty feet away and his wife was on her knees with a Black cock in her throat shaking her head no.

"He bout to find out," Cash said from behind her. She felt his hand grab a fistful of her ass and squeeze. "Cause this bitch ain't going home the same."

Keith had never called her anything. Keith said "babe" and "honey" in the same flat tone he used for "looks nice" and "can you grab me a water." These men were calling her a hoe and a slut and a bitch with their Black cocks in her white mouth and every word made her pussy clench and her mouth suck harder and she wanted more of it. She wanted them to call her worse.

Rashad pulled her off his cock by her hair and she gasped — a long wet gasp, spit hanging in strings from her lips to his shaft, her chin dripping. He held her face up and she was a mess — mascara starting to run, spit on her chin and neck, eyes red and wet, lips swollen and puffy.

"Look at you," he said, calm. "Pretty little white wife. Look what Black cock did to your face."

Cash grabbed her jaw from behind and turned her head and shoved his cock in her mouth before she could breathe. He fucked her mouth hard — fast short strokes, his hips snapping, his cock punching into her cheek from the inside — and she gagged with every thrust and spit was flying and she was making wet choking sounds — "glk glk glk glk" — and he was talking the whole time.

"Yeah bitch— take it— married ass white bitch— you like Black cock huh— you like it—"

She moaned around his cock because yes she liked it, she liked Black cock, she liked being called a bitch with Black cock in her mouth and each word made her pussy wetter and her mouth sloppier and she was drooling and gagging and nodding — nodding with his cock in her mouth, yes, yes she liked it, yes she was a married white bitch who liked Black cock.


CHAPTER 38

Cash pulled out and slapped his wet cock across her face — left cheek, right cheek, the heavy wet smack of Black cock on white skin, precum and spit smearing across her face. She flinched and moaned and her mouth was open and her tongue was out waiting for more.

"She got her tongue out," Cash said to Rashad. "Waiting for it. Ready for it."

"Give her Zion," Rashad said.

Zion grabbed her face with both hands — huge Black palms on her pale cheeks, thick fingers wrapping around her jaw — and tilted her head up and pushed his fat cock into her open mouth. She gagged immediately — "GLUUUK" — her jaw stretched to breaking, spit exploding out around his shaft, and he held her head and pushed deeper and she couldn't breathe. Her hands went to his thighs and her nails dug in and she was choking and drooling and tears were running down her face and Zion just held her there. Didn't pump, didn't thrust, just held his thick Black cock in her throat and let her choke on it and looked down at her with those flat eyes.

Her pussy was throbbing. She was choking on a cock so thick she couldn't breathe and her pussy was throbbing and her clit was aching and she could feel herself dripping onto the hot concrete between her knees. Every gag made her pussy clench. Every choke made her clit pulse. Keith had never made her gag — Keith's little cock sat on her tongue and she could breathe around it and talk around it and it was limp and boring and nothing. This was three Black men using her mouth on a pool deck and calling her a bitch and a hoe and she was dripping and moaning and begging for more with her eyes.

Zion pulled out and she coughed — hard, gasping, spit hanging off her chin in long strings — and she caught her breath for half a second and reached for Rashad again. She didn't want to stop.

"She keep coming back." Cash was laughing. "This bitch don't quit."

She went back and forth between all three. Rashad — "mmph mmph mmph" — deep and slow, his hand guiding her head. Cash — "glk glk glk" — hard and fast, fucking her face. Zion — "GLUK" — fat and choking, silent. Back and forth on her knees in the sun with her tits bouncing and her ass out and her blonde hair in their Black hands and spit and precum running down her chin and her neck and between her breasts and pooling on the concrete between her knees. She was making sounds she'd never made — wet choking gagging sounds that echoed off the pool tiles and the fence and if Keith opened the sliding glass door he would hear exactly what his wife's mouth was doing.

Something broke.

She was on Rashad's cock — deep, her throat full, gagging and drooling — and she pulled off gasping and the first words came out. Actual words.

"I love this cock."

She said it out loud on a pool deck in the afternoon sun with her husband on the other side of the fence. She heard herself say it and she didn't take it back. Her voice was wrecked — hoarse and wet from gagging — and she was looking up at Rashad with spit on her chin and tears on her cheeks and she said it again.

"I love this Black cock." Louder. Stroking him with both hands, her wedding ring sliding up his wet shaft. "I love it. It's so big and I love it."

Cash laughed. "Yo. She talking now."

"Say that again," Rashad said.

"I love Black cock." She was stroking Rashad and looking up at him and saying it and her pussy was flooding because she was SAYING it. Out loud. The thing she'd been thinking since the gate, the thing she'd been typing into her browser at 2 AM and deleting from her history, the thing she whispered to herself with her hand between her legs while Keith snored — she was saying it out loud on her knees with spit on her face. "I love it. I love how big it is. I love how it fills my mouth. Keith can't — Keith doesn't—"

She stopped. She'd almost said it. She'd almost said something about Keith's cock out loud to three men and the fact that she'd almost done it made her pussy clench so hard her thighs shook.

"Keith don't what?" Cash was grinning. "What your husband can't do?"

"He can't—" She swallowed. Her hand was still on Rashad's cock, stroking. "He can't get hard. He can't — his cock is — it's not like—"

"Not like this?" Rashad pushed his cock against her face and she felt the weight and the heat of it on her cheek and she closed her eyes and pressed into it.

"Not like this," she whispered. "Not even close."

"Damn." Cash was laughing. "She talking shit about her husband with Black dick on her face. That's crazy."
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She took Rashad back in her mouth — deep, pushing, gagging — "glk glk glk" — and his hand gripped her hair and pushed her down and the head of his cock hit the back of her throat and she choked and pulled off and it came out.

"Fuck, daddy—"

She froze. The word hung in the air between them — daddy — and she couldn't take it back. She'd just called a Black man she'd met two hours ago daddy while choking on his cock in a pool deck with her husband on a couch. Her face was red under the spit and the tears and she was about to apologize, about to stammer, about to say she didn't mean it.

Rashad's hand tightened in her hair. He pulled her head back and his eyes were dark and she could feel his cock twitch against her chin.

"Say it again."

"Daddy." No hesitation this time. She said it looking right at him with spit and precum on her face and her wedding ring on his cock. "Daddy. Please. Give me more, daddy."

Cash slapped her ass hard — a sharp crack that echoed off the pool tiles — and she yelped and her pussy clenched and she pushed her ass back into his hand wanting another one.

"This bitch said daddy." Cash slapped her again, harder. "Married white bitch calling a nigga daddy. Bruh."

"Please—" She was begging now. She was on her knees with spit on her face and mascara running and she was begging. "Please, daddy, I want more. I want — I need—"

Rashad slapped her face. Not hard enough to hurt — just enough to feel it, his open Black palm connecting with her wet white cheek and the sound was loud and sharp and she moaned. She moaned from being slapped and her eyes rolled back and her mouth fell open and she stuck her tongue out for his cock.

"Good girl." Rashad rubbed his thumb across her swollen lip. "You done sucking? You ready for this dick?"

"Yes daddy," she said, her voice hoarse and broken. "Please."

He grabbed her by her hair and pulled her to her feet. She stumbled — her knees were raw and red from the concrete and her legs were shaking and she was covered in spit and precum and sweat. She looked nothing like the woman who'd walked through the gate two hours ago with a tray of lemonade. That woman didn't call Black men daddy. That woman didn't beg for cock on her knees. That woman was gone.

"Turn around," Rashad said. "Bend over that lounger."

She turned around and bent over. Her hands on the hot cushion, her ass in the air, her thick white thighs spread, her pussy swollen and dripping and open. She could feel the sun on her back and the heat of the concrete under her feet and three Black men behind her and she arched her back and pushed her ass up higher.

She didn't look toward the fence. She didn't think about Keith. She spread her legs wider and waited.
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She was already bent over. Her stomach on the hot cushion, her tits hanging over the far edge, her thick white ass up in the air — bare and round, the G-string pulled to the side and bunched against her thigh, her pussy swollen and wet and exposed. She gripped the far edge of the lounger with both hands and the metal was burning from the sun and she held on anyway. Through the fence she could see her backyard — the sliding glass door, Keith's laptop glow on the couch. Her husband was right there and she was bent over a lounger with her ass in the air waiting for a Black man to fuck her and she didn't care. She pushed her ass up higher.

"Please, daddy." Her voice came out wrecked and hoarse from gagging on their cocks. "Please fuck me."

She heard Cash laugh behind her. "Yo she said please. She begging for it."

She felt Rashad behind her. His heat first — the warmth of his Black body close to hers, the shadow he cast over her back blocking the sun. Then his hands — both of them on her hips — big Black hands gripping her pale white hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh, thumbs pressing into the meat of her ass. Dark on white. His grip was firm and possessive and she pressed back into his hands wanting more.

"Fuck me, daddy." She said it louder. She couldn't believe the words were coming out of her mouth but they kept coming. "I want your cock inside me. Please. I've been waiting — I need it—"

"You need it?" Rashad's voice was calm behind her. His hands squeezed her hips. "Tell me what you need."

"Your cock." She was gripping the lounger and pressing her ass back toward him and the words were pouring out of her, hot and desperate. "Your big Black cock inside me. I need it, daddy. I haven't been fucked right in — Keith can't — he doesn't—"

"He don't what?" Cash again, laughing.

"He can't fuck me." She said it. Out loud. On a pool deck in the afternoon sun. "He can't get hard. His cock doesn't work. He hasn't fucked me right in years and I need — I need you to fuck me. Please, daddy. Please."

She was shaking. Tears and spit still on her face from the blowbang and she was begging a stranger to fuck her and talking shit about her husband's cock and her pussy was dripping down her thighs and she meant every word. The shame was there — burning in her chest, hot and sick — but it made her wetter. Saying it out loud made her wetter than thinking it ever had.

"Damn." Cash slapped her ass. "Her man can't fuck her so she out here begging for Black dick. That's crazy."

Then she felt his cock. The head pressed against her pussy from behind — hot and fat and blunt, the size of it sitting against her opening. Just resting there. The fat Black head of his cock pressing against her wet white pussy and he was wide — the head alone was wider than Keith's entire shaft. Her body was tensing up because she knew it was going to stretch her open and she knew it was going to hurt and she wanted it.

"Give it to me, daddy. Put it in. I want it — I want all of it—"

He pushed in.

The head stretched her open and she screamed. Not a moan — a scream that ripped out of her throat and carried across the whole yard. Her pussy spread around the fat head of his Black cock and the stretch was searing, this slow burning expansion that pushed her open wider than she'd ever been. Keith's cock slid in without resistance because there was nothing to resist. Rashad's cock was stretching her body open for something it had never had.

"Oh FUCK — daddy — oh God — it's so fucking BIG—"

She was screaming and saying words at the same time and she couldn't separate them — moans and "daddy" and "fuck" and "big" all tangled together pouring out of her mouth. The wife who'd stammered through "he works a lot" two hours ago was screaming daddy on a pool lounger while a Black cock split her open.
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Cash was beside the lounger before her scream finished. He crouched down and grabbed her face — his Black hand on her jaw, turning her head toward him while Rashad's cock pushed deeper from behind. She was looking at Cash through wet eyes and he was grinning.

"Tell him how it feels." Cash squeezed her jaw. "Tell daddy how his cock feels."

"It's — ahh — it's so big, daddy — it's stretching me — oh God I can feel it — I can feel every inch—" She was babbling through tears and spit and Cash was holding her face making her talk while Rashad pushed deeper from behind. "Keith never — it never felt like — oh FUCK—"

"Keith never what?" Cash's grin got wider.

"He never filled me up like this — ahhh — his cock doesn't — it's not — FUCK daddy MORE—"

Cash found her hanging tits with his other hand and squeezed hard — Black fingers sinking into pale heavy flesh, gripping and twisting her nipple and she yelped and her pussy clenched around Rashad and he grunted behind her.

"Clench like that again." Rashad pushed another inch in. "Do that shit again, bitch."

"Slap me — slap my tits — daddy please—" She was asking for it now. Begging for the pain. Cash laughed and slapped her left breast, open palm against the wet pale flesh, and it swung and bounced and the sting shot through her chest and her pussy clenched around Rashad and he groaned and shoved deeper.

"Again — fuck — again—"

Cash slapped the other one. She clenched. Rashad shoved past the halfway mark and she screamed into the cushion — "FUCK DADDY YES" — muffled and raw and loud enough to carry over the fence.

"See?" Cash was laughing, slapping her tits and watching them bounce. "She begging for it now. Slap the white bitch and she gets tighter and louder. Nigga she's a freak."

Zion appeared on the other side of the lounger. His thick Black fingers gripped a fistful of her blonde hair near the root and pulled her head up off the cushion so she couldn't hide. He tilted her face up and she was looking at him through mascara tears and smeared makeup and his other hand came up and smacked her cheek. Not hard — just enough to sting and her eyes went wide and her mouth fell open.

"Thank you, daddy." It came out automatic. She'd just thanked a man for slapping her face and her pussy gushed around Rashad's shaft and she meant it.

"She like that shit too." Cash was still groping her tits, kneading them, slapping them between squeezes. "Nigga this white bitch likes getting slapped. Look at her — she's dripping."

She was. She could feel it running down her inner thighs every time one of them hit her or squeezed her or pulled her hair. Her body was responding to being HANDLED — not touched gently, not caressed, not the soft uncertain pawing Keith did when he bothered to put his hands on her. These men were grabbing and slapping and squeezing and pulling and her body was screaming yes to every single thing they did. Keith touched her like she was made of glass. These men grabbed her like she was theirs.

Zion held her head up by the hair with one hand and stroked his thick Black cock with the other, right in front of her face, close enough that she could smell him — sweat and musk and chlorine — and she opened her mouth without being told. He rubbed the fat Black head across her lips, smearing precum on her mouth and her chin and she was moaning and trying to take him in but he pulled back. Not yet — making her want it, making her beg with her eyes while Rashad stretched her pussy open from behind and Cash slapped her swinging tits.

"Nah." Zion spoke for the first time in what felt like hours. His voice was deep and low and she felt it in her chest. "Not yet. Let her feel that dick first."

Cash grabbed both her tits — one in each Black hand, squeezing hard, her pink nipples poking out between his dark fingers. He pulled them and stretched them and let them bounce back and she was whimpering and Rashad was still pushing deeper.

"You like getting your tits slapped, white bitch?" Cash pulled on her nipples and she gasped.

"Yes — fuck yes — harder—"

"Your husband slap your tits?"

"No—" She was panting, Rashad's cock inching deeper with every breath. "He doesn't touch them. He doesn't touch me at all. He hasn't — ahh — he hasn't touched my tits in months—"

"Months?" Cash twisted her nipple hard and she screamed. "You been walking around with these fat ass titties and your man ain't touching them? Nah." He slapped her left breast and watched it swing. "These ours now."

"Yes — they're yours — fuck — everything's yours—"

She heard herself say it and her pussy flooded. Everything's yours. She'd just given her body away to three strangers on a pool deck and it had come out of her mouth as easy as breathing. Keith had a wife at home with DD tits and a fat ass and a pussy that was dripping for attention and he'd rather look at his laptop. These men had known her for two hours and they were slapping and squeezing and groping every inch of her and she was telling them it was theirs.
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"Daddy — deeper — please go deeper—" She was pushing her ass back into Rashad, trying to take more of his cock, her hips grinding back onto him. "I want all of it. I want to feel you in my stomach, daddy. Keith can't reach — he can't — his little cock can't even—"

"Shut up about Keith." Rashad grabbed her hair from behind and yanked her head back and pushed his cock in to the hilt and she screamed. "He ain't here. I'm here. Say my name."

"Rashad — fuck — RASHAD—"

"Whose pussy is this?" He pulled back slow and slammed in hard and the lounger screeched across the concrete.

"Yours daddy — it's yours — oh GOD—"

"Louder."

"IT'S YOURS DADDY — FUCK — YOUR PUSSY — IT'S YOUR PUSSY—"

Cash slapped her ass. "Louder. Say it louder so your man hear you through that fence."

"IT'S — unh — YOUR PUSSY DADDY — ahh — I'M YOURS — FUCK — unh unh unh — ALL YOURS—" She was screaming it between moans, her voice cracking, Rashad's cock punching the words out of her with every thrust. "I LOVE — ahh — I LOVE YOUR BIG BLACK COCK DADDY — unh — IT'S SO — FUCK — SO DEEP—"

Rashad slapped her ass from behind, hard, and she screamed and her pussy gushed. "What you love? Say it again."

"BLACK COCK — unh — I LOVE BLACK COCK — ahh ahh ahh — I LOVE IT DADDY—"

Cash slapped her face. "Louder, bitch. Scream it. Let Keith hear what his wife is."

"I LOVE BLACK COCK!" She screamed it so loud her throat burned. Screamed it bent over a lounger with a Black cock buried in her pussy and tears running down her face and her husband thirty feet away. "I LOVE IT — unh — I LOVE GETTING FUCKED BY BLACK COCK — ahh — KEITH CAN'T FUCK ME LIKE THIS — HIS LITTLE — unh — HIS LITTLE COCK CAN'T — FUCK DADDY YES—"

"There she go." Cash was grinning, his hand still stinging on her cheek. "That's the real her right there."

Zion's hand was still in her hair and he turned her face toward him and smeared his fat cock across her lips while she screamed, the wet Black head dragging across her open mouth, and she was trying to suck him in between moans — her tongue out, licking at his shaft, slobbering on his Black cock between screams of "daddy" and "I love it" while Rashad pounded her from behind.

Look at me. Keith's loyal wife. Keith's good girl. The woman who irons his shirts and makes his coffee and tells the neighbors everything is fine. I'm screaming another man's name on a pool deck. I'm telling a Black man my pussy belongs to him while my husband sits on a couch. I'm licking one cock while another one fucks me and getting my tits slapped by a third and I just told them everything is theirs. Everything. My tits, my pussy, my mouth, my body. All of it theirs. None of it Keith's. Not anymore.

Rashad buried himself to the hilt. His Black hips pressed flat against her white ass and she felt the last inch slide in and her mouth fell open and no sound came out because the fullness was pushing up into her lungs. She could feel him in her stomach. She could feel every inch of his Black cock stuffed inside her — thick and hot and throbbing, deeper than Keith had ever been, deeper than Keith's little white dick could ever reach.

"FUCK — daddy — you're so deep — I can feel you in my — ahh—"

"I know." He said it flat. He pulled back slow — the shaft dragging against her walls, the veins scraping her insides — and she felt every ridge and every inch sliding out and her pussy gripped him, trying to hold him in, because her body didn't want to be empty again.

"No — don't pull out — daddy please — put it back—"

He slammed back in. One hard stroke that filled her up and her scream carried across the yard. He started fucking her.

Long deep strokes — pulling almost all the way out and slamming back in. The lounger lurched forward on the concrete with every thrust, the metal legs screeching on the pool deck. Her tits were swinging under her with every stroke — heavy and pale, slapping against each other. Her white ass was rippling every time his Black hips connected with it and the sound was obscene — this wet heavy SLAP of Black skin hitting white skin that filled the backyard and bounced off the fence and carried over to her side where Keith was sitting on his couch.

"Unh — unh — UNH — ahh — AHH — oh God — oh FUCK—"

Every thrust punched a sound out of her. "Unh" when he pushed in. "Ahh" when he pulled back. Over and over — "unh — ahh — unh — ahh" — this rhythm of moaning that matched his strokes and filled the backyard.
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Rashad spit on her back. She felt it land between her shoulder blades — hot and wet on her pale white skin — and run down her spine in a slow trail. He spit on her back while he fucked her and her pussy clenched so hard around his Black cock that he grunted.

The sounds coming out of her were nothing like the sounds she made for Keith. Keith got quiet little moans. Breathy fake sounds she made with her eyes closed so he'd finish faster. These sounds were real — raw and loud and desperate and punched out of her lungs with every thrust. She was screaming on a pool lounger because a Black man's cock was hitting spots inside her that her husband didn't know existed.

Cash was behind her beside Rashad. She could hear him — "Yeah nigga fuck that white bitch" — and then his hand cracked across her ass. Hard. The slap was loud enough to carry over the fence and her whole body jerked forward on the lounger and Rashad's cock drove deeper and she screamed. Cash slapped the other cheek. Then again. Alternating — left cheek, right cheek, his Black palm landing on her pale white ass while Rashad fucked her and each slap left a hot stinging handprint on her skin and she could feel the heat blooming across both cheeks.

"Look at this white ass turn red." Cash was slapping her and watching the color change. Her pale cheeks going pink and then red where his Black hand kept landing. "Nigga her ass is turning red. She love this shit."

She did. Every slap made her pussy clench and every clench made Rashad grunt and push harder. The pain and the pleasure were mixing together into something she'd never felt — this hot stinging burn on her ass and the thick fullness of a Black cock inside her and every time Cash's hand landed she was losing her mind.

"Harder," she heard herself say. She didn't recognize her own voice. It was breathy and broken and desperate and the word just came out. "Hit me harder."

"Oh SHIT." Cash laughed and looked at Rashad. "Nigga this married white bitch just asked me to hit her harder. Bruh." He slapped her ass hard enough that her whole body rocked forward and her tits swung and hit the lounger and Rashad had to grip her hips to keep her in place. "Like that? That what you want, hoe?"

"Yes — fuck — YES—"

Zion was kneeling beside the lounger now. His thick Black cock in his hand, stroking slow right next to her face. His other hand went under her — found one of her hanging tits and grabbed it. Not gently. He gripped the heavy pale flesh in his Black fist and squeezed and pulled it down toward the concrete and the stretch made her gasp and arch her back. He was milking her like he owned it, pulling and squeezing and twisting her pink nipple between his thumb and finger while Cash spanked her ass and Rashad pounded her pussy.

Three men. All on her at the same time. Rashad inside her, his Black cock stretching her white pussy, his hands bruising her hips. Cash behind her slapping her ass raw, his Black palm leaving red marks on white skin, calling her a hoe and a bitch. Zion beside her groping her hanging tits, twisting her nipple, his thick Black cock right next to her mouth dripping precum onto the hot concrete.

She was being USED. Three Black men using a married white woman's body on a pool deck on a Saturday afternoon. Grabbing whatever they wanted, slapping whatever they felt like slapping, shoving their cocks wherever they pleased. And she was moaning and begging for more and asking them to hit her harder.

Keith has never smacked my ass. Not once in eight years. I asked him to once — tried to be playful, tried to spice things up, said "spank me babe" during sex and he tapped me so soft I barely felt it and then apologized. He APOLOGIZED for tapping my ass during sex. This man just slapped me so hard the sound echoed off the pool and I asked for MORE. What has Keith done to me? What has eight years of his soft pale hands and his limp little white cock turned me into? A white bitch on her knees begging Black men to slap her harder. That's what Keith made. That's what his neglect produced.

"Aight let me get in that mouth." Cash moved to the front of the lounger. His Black cock was right there — hard and wet with precum, the head swollen and dark. He grabbed her blonde hair and pulled her face up off the cushion.

"Open."

She opened her mouth before he'd finished the word. Her tongue out, waiting, spit still dripping off her chin. She wanted it. She wanted both ends filled.

Cash shoved his cock past her lips and she took him in deep and moaned around him — "mmph — mmph — mmph—" Every thrust from Rashad shoved her forward onto Cash's cock and every pull back dragged her off and she was rocking between them, a white body pinned between two Black cocks. She pulled off Cash gasping — "fuck me daddy, fuck my mouth, fuck my pussy, fuck everything—" and Cash shoved back in before she could finish and her words turned to wet gagging sounds around his shaft.

She kept pulling off to talk. She couldn't stop. Every few strokes she'd come off Cash's cock gasping and babbling — "I love it — I love Black cock — daddy fuck me harder — oh God it's so deep—" and Cash would grab her hair and shove back in and she'd gag and moan and then pull off again to say more. She was a mess — spit flying, tears running, screaming about Black cock between gagging on one and getting pounded by another.

"She won't shut up." Cash was laughing, his cock wet with her spit. "Every time I pull out she starts talking. Bitch just told me she loves Black cock."

"She been saying that." Rashad grunted behind her, his pace picking up. "She said it during the blowjob too."

"Say it again," Cash said, holding her face up by her hair. "Say it while he's fucking you."

"I love — unh — I LOVE BLACK COCK—" She said it looking right at Cash with mascara on her cheeks and spit on her chin and a Black cock slamming her pussy from behind. "I love it daddy — ahh — I love how it — unh — fills me up — FUCK — Keith's little cock — ahh ahh — he never fucked me — unh — never like THIS—"

Cash smacked her cheek and grabbed her jaw. "Louder. Say his name louder."

"KEITH CAN'T FUCK ME — unh — HIS COCK IS — ahh — IT'S NOTHING — unh unh — IT'S NOTHING COMPARED TO — FUCK DADDY—" Rashad slammed in hard and her words turned into a raw scream and Cash shoved his cock back in her mouth and she was gagging and moaning and she'd just screamed her husband's name during a gangbang, compared his cock to the one pounding her pussy while getting spit-roasted by two Black men, and her pussy clenched so hard Rashad had to grip the lounger to keep his rhythm.
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She pulled off Cash choking. "Don't stop — unh — don't stop daddy — ahh — HARDER—" and Cash pushed her head back down onto his cock and her begging turned to wet gagging around his shaft.

"Damn this white bitch tight." Rashad grunted behind her, strained. His Black hands tightened on her white hips and he picked up the pace — faster, harder, the lounger sliding across the concrete, the wet sound of Black skin on white skin getting louder and wetter with every stroke.

It was building. The orgasm she'd never had from penetration. Eight years married and Keith's cock had never once made her cum from inside — she'd cum on her own fingers, cum on her vibrator, cum grinding against a pillow at midnight while Keith snored. But never from a cock inside her. Keith's cock wasn't long enough or thick enough or hard enough to reach the spot and she'd accepted it. She'd accepted that she would never cum from being fucked.

Rashad's Black cock was hitting something deep inside her — a spot that Keith's little white cock had never reached and never would. Every stroke landed on it and sent a pulse of heat through her stomach and her thighs and the pulses were building and stacking and getting stronger with every thrust and she could feel the orgasm forming behind her belly button and she grabbed the lounger and her knuckles went white and she tried to hold it off because it was too much and too fast and she was going to—

She came. On a Black man's cock. For the first time in her life a cock was making her cum and it wasn't her husband's.

Her pussy clamped down on Rashad's shaft and her whole body seized on the lounger — her back arching, her toes curling, her fingers ripping the cushion fabric. "MMMMPH — MMMPH — MMMMMMPH—" Her scream came out as this long muffled wail around Cash's cock, vibrating through his shaft, her whole body shaking and convulsing. She came so hard her vision went white and she could feel herself gushing around his Black cock — wet and hot, dripping down her inner thighs and off the lounger onto the concrete. She was squirting. She'd never squirted in her life. Keith's little white dick had never made her body do this.

Cash pulled out of her mouth and she gasped — this raw broken gasp — and the words came pouring out before she could stop them.

"OH MY GOD — unh — I'M CUMMING — ahh — I'M CUMMING ON YOUR COCK DADDY — unh unh — OH FUCK OH FUCK—" She was screaming it into the hot afternoon air, face down on a lounger, squirting on a Black man's cock, screaming that she was cumming loud enough for the whole yard to hear. "DADDY — ahh — DADDY I'M CUMMING — unh — I NEVER — KEITH NEVER — ahh ahh ahh—"

"What Keith never do?" Cash grabbed her hair and pulled her face up off the cushion. Her face was destroyed — mascara streaking, spit everywhere, eyes rolling back, mouth open and drooling. "Tell us. What your husband never do?"

"He never — unh — he never made me cum — ahh—" She was babbling through the orgasm, her body still convulsing, Rashad still pounding her from behind. "Eight years — unh — eight years and Keith's little white dick — ahh — NEVER made me cum — not once — unh unh — and you just — FUCK — you just made me cum so hard I — ahh — I'M STILL CUMMING DADDY—"

"Oh shit she squirting again." Cash was watching it pour out of her around Rashad's cock, dripping off the lounger onto the concrete. "Yo Rashad — she can't stop. This white bitch can't stop cumming, nigga."

"I feel it." Rashad didn't stop. He fucked her through the orgasm — his Black cock driving into her clenching white pussy, his hands bruising her hips, his pace not slowing. "Your husband can't fuck you like this, can he."

"NO — unh — NO DADDY — ahh — he can't — his little white dick can't — unh — it doesn't even get HARD — ahh ahh — it doesn't reach — FUCK — it doesn't reach where you're — OH GOD—" Another wave hit her and her whole body jerked and she screamed and more cum gushed out of her around Rashad's shaft. "I NEVER CAME LIKE THIS — unh — NEVER — ahh — KEITH'S LITTLE WHITE DICK NEVER MADE ME CUM — NOT ONCE IN EIGHT YEARS — unh unh unh — AND YOU'RE MAKING ME — FUCK — YOU'RE MAKING ME SQUIRT DADDY—"

Cash popped her cheek with his open palm. "Say it one more time. What Keith can't do."

"He can't — ahh — he can't make me cum — unh—" She was shaking, tears and spit mixing on her face, Rashad's cock still pounding her through it. "His little white dick — ahh — is nothing, daddy. It's nothing. It never — unh — I faked it. Every time. I faked every orgasm for eight years because Keith's little white cock can't — FUCK — can't do what you're doing to me right now—"

"She faked it." Cash looked at Rashad. "Nigga she said she faked it for eight years. Eight years of fake moaning for that little white dick and she out here squirting for us."

"Mmhm." Rashad grunted and slammed in deep and held it there and she screamed and her pussy clenched in another wave around his shaft. "That's cause she never had real dick before. Now she know."

"Now I know," she whispered, her face pressed against the hot cushion, her body still trembling. "Now I know, daddy."

Cash rested his wet cock against her cheek and she turned her head and kissed it — pressed her swollen lips against his Black shaft and kissed it while Rashad was still inside her and her pussy was still clenching and she could feel her own cum dripping down her thighs.
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Zion moved.

She felt him before she saw him. He crouched beside the lounger and his Black hand slid between her body and the cushion and found her clit. Two thick Black fingers pressing against it while Rashad's cock pounded her from behind and her whole body bucked and she screamed into the cushion because the overstimulation was blinding — her pussy still clenching from the orgasm and now his fingers were rubbing her swollen clit in tight circles and it was too much. Way too much. Her thighs were shaking and her hips were jerking and she was trying to squirm away from his fingers and Rashad's hands held her hips in place and she couldn't go anywhere.

"Nah don't run from it." Zion's voice was low and calm. His Black fingers didn't stop — pressing and circling her clit while she twitched and screamed and squirted again around Rashad's cock. A second gush that she felt pour out of her and splash on the concrete under the lounger. "That's it. Give it up, white girl."

Cash yanked her head up by her blonde hair. Her face was wrecked — mascara streaked down her cheeks, spit and drool on her chin and the cushion, her eyes glazed and half-closed and her mouth hanging open. He slapped his Black cock against her face. The wet heavy weight of it smacking against her cheek and then the other cheek and she could feel the precum smearing across her skin and mixing with her tears.

"Look at this bitch." Cash was cockslapping her while she came. Smacking his wet Black cock across her pale wrecked face while Zion rubbed her clit and Rashad fucked her from behind. "She's done, nigga. We broke this white bitch."

"She ain't done." Rashad's voice was thick and his rhythm was getting faster. "Not even close."

Zion's fingers found a rhythm on her clit that synced with Rashad's strokes — every time Rashad pushed in Zion pressed down and the double hit sent a shock through her whole body that made her legs kick and her toes scrape the concrete. She was being worked from the inside and the outside at the same time. Rashad's thick Black cock stretching her white pussy and Zion's thick Black fingers grinding her clit and Cash slapping his cock across her face and she was cumming and she couldn't stop cumming and she didn't know where one orgasm ended and the next one started.

"FUCK — oh God — oh fuck — I can't — I can't stop — AHHH—"

"Nobody told you to stop, hoe." Cash shoved his cock back in her mouth mid-scream and she gagged and spit flew everywhere and her moan came out as this wet choking sound around his shaft.

Rashad was pounding her hard now. His Black hips slamming into her red ass, the metal legs scraping on concrete, her whole body rocking forward with every stroke. Zion's fingers were relentless on her clit — fast and firm and her pussy was gushing around Rashad's cock every time he pressed down. Cash was fucking her mouth with short rough strokes, his Black cock pushing past her lips and into her throat and pulling back and pushing in again.

Three Black men. All on her. All inside her or on her or groping her at the same time. One in her pussy, one on her clit, one in her mouth. Her white body pinned to a pool lounger getting used from every angle in the sun. She could feel the sweat pooling in the small of her back and running down her sides and mixing with the pool water that hadn't dried yet and the squirt that was still dripping down her thighs. She could smell them — sweat and musk and chlorine and cock — and she could taste Cash in her mouth and feel Rashad in her pussy and feel Zion's fingers on her clit and she was somewhere else. She was gone — a married white woman getting gangbanged on a pool deck thirty feet from her husband, screaming and cumming and drooling and loving every second of it.

Look at me. Look at what I am right now. A white bitch getting fucked by three Black men on a pool deck. A cock in my pussy and a cock in my mouth and fingers on my clit and I can't stop cumming. Keith is on the other side of that fence. Keith is RIGHT THERE and I have three Black men all over me and inside me and I'm squirting on their hands and gagging on their cocks and screaming loud enough for the whole neighborhood to hear. This is what I am. This is what Keith's wife is. A white hoe for Black cock. That's what his neglect made. That's what eight years of his limp little white dick turned me into.

The orgasm rolled through her in waves that wouldn't end — each thrust from Rashad triggering another clench and each press from Zion's fingers triggering another gush and she was cumming and screaming and talking shit about her husband between screams.

"DON'T STOP — unh — DON'T STOP DADDY — ahh — FUCK ME — unh unh — FUCK ME HARDER — ahh — I LOVE YOUR BIG BLACK COCK — unh — I LOVE IT DADDY—"

Cash shoved his cock in her mouth to shut her up and she gagged and moaned and came again and he pulled out and she started right back up — "KEITH'S LITTLE WHITE DICK — ahh — COULD NEVER — unh — COULD NEVER FUCK ME LIKE THIS — DADDY PLEASE — unh unh unh—"

"She won't stop talking." Cash was slapping his cock across her face between her screams. "Every time I pull out she saying some shit about Keith."

"Let her talk." Rashad was driving into her hard, the lounger rocking under them. "I wanna hear it."

"His cock is — unh — it's so small daddy — ahh — it's so small and soft and it — unh — it never fills me up — ahh ahh — not like you — FUCK — not like your big Black — unh — I'M CUMMING AGAIN DADDY — AHHHH—"

Her pussy clenched and gushed and her whole body convulsed on the lounger and Zion's fingers kept grinding her clit through it and Rashad's cock kept pounding and Cash kept slapping his wet cock across her screaming mouth and she was past thinking, past shame, past anything Keith had ever known about her. A white wife screaming about Black cock on a pool deck in the sun while her husband sat on a couch and she was never going back. Whatever she'd been before this afternoon — Keith's wife, the woman next door, the blonde who brought lemonade — that woman was gone. The woman screaming "daddy" and "I love Black cock" and "Keith's little white dick is nothing" with three Black men's hands all over her — this was her now.

Rashad slammed in one last time and held it deep and she felt his cock pulse inside her and she screamed and came again and her fingers tore into the cushion and her toes scraped the concrete and the sun was on her sweating white back and her ass was red and bruised from Black hands and she was still screaming his name when he pulled out.


CHAPTER 46

Rashad pulled out.

"No — daddy no — don't stop — please don't stop—"

She was begging before his cock had fully left her body, her hips pushing back trying to keep him inside her, but he was already gone. His thick Black cock sliding out of her stretched white pussy and the emptiness after being so full made her whimper into the cushion. Her pussy clenched on air and she could feel her own wetness running down her thighs and she was empty and she hated it.

"Daddy please — put it back — I need it—"

Rashad didn't answer. He stepped back, wiped his Black cock across her white ass cheek — casual, using her skin to clean off — and walked to the patio table. She turned her head on the cushion and watched him pick up the glass of lemonade. Her lemonade. The lemonade she'd made in Keith's kitchen an hour ago while Keith sat on his couch asking about printer ink. She'd squeezed the lemons and stirred in the sugar and carried the tray over on a plate and now the man who'd just fucked her was drinking it while his cock glistened with her cum in the sun. He sat down on the other lounger and stretched out — Black cock still hard, her wetness shining on his shaft — and took another sip and watched.

She was still bent over the lounger with her ass in the air and her pussy dripping and she was watching a Black man drink her lemonade and she wanted his cock back inside her so bad she almost crawled off the lounger toward him.

Cash didn't give her the chance.

He grabbed her by the hips and yanked her off the lounger. She slid off the cushion and her knees hit the pool deck — hot concrete that had been baking in the July sun for hours and the burn was immediate on her bare skin. Her palms slapped the ground and she was on all fours on the concrete — not the lounger, the actual ground. Her tits hanging heavy under her, swinging, her nipples brushing the rough surface. Her ass up in the air, still red and stinging from Cash's handprints. Her blonde hair plastered to her face with sweat and drool and her pussy dripped onto the hot concrete.

"Fuck me, daddy." She said it before he'd even lined up. Pushing her ass back toward him, arching her back, spreading her knees wider on the burning concrete. "Please daddy, fuck me, don't make me wait—"

"Damn she begging already." Cash was behind her. His Black hands gripping her white hips and yanking her back toward him. He spit on her ass — a thick glob that landed on her white cheek and ran down between her legs. Then he spit on his Black cock and rubbed it along her slit and she shuddered and moaned and pushed back into it. "You want this Black dick that bad, hoe?"

"Yes daddy — please — put it in me—"

"Aight." No lining up, no easing in. "Since you asked so nice."

He slammed into her in one stroke.

"AHHH — FUCK — DADDY—"

Her arms buckled and her face dropped toward the concrete and she caught herself on her forearms — her cheek an inch from the hot pool deck, her elbows burning, her whole body rocked forward from the weight of him slamming into her. Cash was inside her to the root in one thrust and the stretch was different from Rashad — not as long but curved, the shaft bending upward inside her and the head scraping against her front wall.


CHAPTER 47

"Oh God — it's — unh — it's different — daddy it's hitting something — ahh—"

"Mmm fuck." Cash gripped her hips tighter. "This white pussy still tight after all that? Damn."

She could feel it — his cock was curved where Rashad's was straight and the head was dragging against her front wall with every thrust, this sharp focused pressure on a spot Rashad had been too deep to catch. Every stroke hit it and her legs were shaking and her toes were curling against the hot concrete behind her and her pussy was clenching around the curve of his shaft on its own, gripping him every time the head dragged across that spot.

Her clit was throbbing. She could feel it swollen and aching between her legs and every time Cash bottomed out his pelvis pressed against her ass and the impact jolted through her hips and vibrated against her clit and she moaned into the concrete. She was dripping — she could feel it running out of her around his cock, Rashad's cum and her own wetness mixing together and running down the inside of her thighs and dripping off her pussy onto the hot ground between her knees. The puddle on the concrete under her was getting bigger with every stroke.

Her tits were heavy and swinging under her and her nipples were scraping the rough concrete surface every time Cash's thrust rocked her forward and the sting on her nipples was shooting straight to her clit and her whole body was responding to this cock in a way she'd never felt. Rashad had stretched her deep — filled her up, made her feel his cock in her stomach. Cash was doing something else. His curved shaft was grinding against her front wall and every stroke hit that button and every hit sent a hot pulse through her pussy and her clit and her stomach and her thighs and she was shaking on her hands and knees and making sounds she couldn't control.

"Unh — ahh — unh — oh God — unh unh — fuck — FUCK—"

Her arms were trembling. Her elbows were rubbed raw on the concrete and her palms were burning and sweat was running down her back and dripping off her sides and Cash's Black hands were gripping her white hips so hard she could feel the bruises forming on top of the bruises Rashad had left and she didn't care. She wanted the bruises. She wanted to feel this tomorrow. She wanted to look at the marks on her hips in the bathroom mirror while Keith brushed his teeth next to her and know that Black hands had put them there.

"It's different — unh — from Rashad — ahh — he was deep but you're — FUCK — you're hitting — RIGHT THERE daddy—"

"She comparing cocks now." Rashad's voice from the lounger, amused. "Go ahead girl. Tell him."

Cash didn't build up to a rhythm. He started fast — hard, rough, rapid strokes that slammed his Black hips against her sore white ass. The sound was wetter and louder than Rashad because she was soaked from cumming three times and his cock was churning through it — she could HEAR how wet she was, this squelching slapping sound with every stroke that filled the yard.

"Unh — unh — UNH — daddy — ahh — I'm so wet — unh — I can hear it — FUCK—"

"Everybody can hear it." Cash laughed. "Your man can probably hear this wet ass pussy through the fence."

His hands moved while he fucked her. He wasn't just holding her hips — his hands were everywhere. He grabbed a fistful of her blonde hair and yanked her head back and she gasped and arched and his cock went deeper from the angle change. He let go of her hair and grabbed her right tit from behind — reached under her body and caught the heavy hanging flesh and squeezed it in his Black fist while he pounded her, pulling on her nipple, stretching her breast down toward the concrete. She moaned and he let go and slapped her ass hard with the same hand and the sting made her pussy clench and he grunted and slapped the other cheek and grabbed her hip again and pulled her back onto his cock.

"Unh — daddy — ahh — your hands — unh — I love your hands on me—"

"Yeah?" He grabbed both her tits from behind — both hands under her body, a fistful of heavy white flesh in each Black palm, and he used them like handles. Pulling her back onto his cock by her tits, her nipples pinched between his dark fingers, her breasts stretching and bouncing every time he slammed in. She was being fucked and groped at the same time and his rough Black hands were squeezing and pulling and her tits were going to be bruised tomorrow just like her hips.

"Ahh — ahh — harder — unh — squeeze harder daddy—"

He squeezed until she yelped and her pussy flooded around his shaft. Cash was all over her — slapping, grabbing, pulling, squeezing, his hands never in the same place for more than a few seconds, every inch of her getting used by his hands while his cock worked her from the inside.

Her face was hovering over the hot concrete and sweat was dripping off her nose onto the ground. Her kneecaps were burning on the concrete and she was on all fours getting fucked and groped by a Black man on a pool deck and she could hear Rashad behind them on the lounger.

"Harder, nigga." Rashad called out. "She can take it. White bitch took all of me, she can handle you."

"HARDER DADDY — unh — YES HARDER—" She was screaming it before Cash could react, pushing her ass back into his strokes, matching his rhythm. "FUCK ME HARDER—"

Cash laughed and picked up the pace. He reached forward and slapped her cheek — hard, her head snapped, eyes watered. Slapped the other cheek. Forehand, backhand, while he pounded her from behind.

"Thank you daddy — unh — again — ahh — slap me again—"

He slapped her again and she moaned and her pussy clenched around his curved cock and he grunted. Everything felt good now. The slaps, the stretching, the burn on her knees — all of it.


CHAPTER 48

He went faster, the curve of his cock hitting the same place with every stroke — this sharp pulse that shot through her stomach and made her shake from head to knees, the same spot over and over.

"Ahh — ahh — RIGHT THERE — fuck — RIGHT THERE DADDY — AHH—"

"Right there?" Cash slapped her ass hard. "Here?" He angled his hips and ground the head of his Black cock against that spot and she screamed into the concrete. "Yeah that's the spot. Found it." He slapped her again. "Your husband ever find that spot, hoe?"

"NO — unh — never — ahh — Keith's little white dick can't — FUCK RIGHT THERE DADDY—"

"Nah?" Cash slapped her ass. "He can't find it?"

"He can't find SHIT — unh — three minutes and he's done — ahh—"

"Three minutes?" Cash was laughing.

"And she still begging for more." Rashad was on the lounger, her lemonade glass sweating in his hand, his hard Black cock resting against his thigh. He was watching Cash fuck her and sipping her lemonade. "Her man gives her three minutes of limp dick and she begging US to go harder. That's sad, bruh."

"It IS sad — unh — it's sad daddy — ahh — he can't fuck me — unh — he never could — ahh—"

"Nah don't feel bad for her." Cash slammed in hard and she screamed. "She getting what she need right now. Ain't you, bitch?"

"YES DADDY — unh — I'M GETTING WHAT I NEED — ahh — I NEEDED THIS — unh unh — I NEEDED BLACK COCK SO BAD—"

Cash laughed and fucked her harder. The humiliation was making her wetter — she could feel it, every time they said something about Keith, every time they laughed about her husband's little white dick, her pussy gushed around Cash's cock and he could feel it too.

"Yo she gets wetter when we talk about her man." Cash was pounding her. "Every time I say something about Keith she squeezes. Feel that shit."

"Cause she know," Rashad said from the lounger. "She know her husband ain't shit and hearing us say it out loud makes her pussy drip. That's how it works with these white wives, bruh."

Cash put his Black hand on the back of her head and pushed her face down against the hot concrete. Her cheek pressed flat against the rough surface and the heat stung her skin and she could feel the grit biting into her face. He held her there — face down on the ground, ass up, his hand pinning her blonde head to the pool deck while he fucked her.

"Stay down, bitch."

She couldn't move her head. She could see the concrete and the pool water and her own drool and his dark legs behind her and she was being held face-down on the ground and fucked and something about being on the actual ground — hot concrete under her face and her knees — made her pussy clench so hard Cash grunted.

"I'm on the ground," she moaned into the concrete. "I'm on the fucking ground — unh — on my hands and knees on the concrete — ahh — getting fucked on the GROUND daddy — FUCK—"

"That's where bitches go." Cash slammed in hard. "On the ground."

"I'm a bitch — unh — I'm a fucking white bitch — ahh—"

"What kind of bitch?"

"A white bitch that loves — unh — that loves big Black cock — ahh — I'M A WHITE BITCH THAT LOVES BLACK COCK DADDY—"

Keith had her on a bed with the lights off, missionary, two minutes of soft limp nothing and then sleep. These men had her face-down on hot concrete screaming that she was a white bitch who loves Black cock and her pussy was gushing from saying it.

Cash's curved cock was grinding against that spot with every stroke and the pressure was building inside her — this tight hot knot low in her belly that was getting bigger with every thrust. She could feel it stacking, each stroke adding to the last, and her moans were getting higher and louder and she was rocking her hips harder trying to keep his cock right there.

"Unh — unh — daddy — ahh — something's — unh — I'm getting close — ahh — don't stop hitting that — FUCK—"

"You gonna cum?" Cash grabbed her hips and angled his cock and ground the curved head right into it and she screamed into the concrete. "You gonna cum on my dick?"


CHAPTER 49

"YES — unh — yes daddy I'm — ahh — I'm so close — unh unh — please don't stop — ahh — keep hitting it right — RIGHT THERE—"

"Ask me." He slowed down. Pulled almost all the way out and held it there — just the head inside her, teasing, the curved tip pressing against her entrance. She whined and pushed her ass back trying to get him deeper and he held her hips and wouldn't let her.

"DADDY PLEASE — unh — please let me cum — ahh — please fuck me I need to cum—"

"On what? Say it."

"On your Black cock daddy — unh — please let me cum on your Black cock — ahh — PLEASE—"

Cash slammed back in to the hilt and she screamed and he started pounding her again — hard and fast, the curved head grinding against that spot, and the knot in her belly was getting tighter and her thighs were trembling and her pussy was clenching around him in pulses and she was right there, right on the edge, and he could feel it.

"She about to pop." Cash was gripping her hips and hammering her. "I can feel this pussy squeezing."

Zion appeared in front of her. She saw his feet first — dark skin on hot concrete — then his knees as he crouched down, then his thick Black cock right in front of her face. He grabbed a fistful of her wet blonde hair and lifted her head off the concrete.

"Open up, white bitch."

She opened her mouth and he pushed in and her jaw stretched to its limit around his thick shaft and she was on all fours on the pool deck with Cash's curved cock pounding her from behind and Zion's fat cock filling her mouth from the front. Two Black cocks. She was being spit-roasted on the ground.

"Mmph — glk — mmph — mmph — glk—"

Every thrust from Cash shoved her forward onto Zion's cock and every pull back dragged her off and she was being rocked between them — her body just a thing being passed back and forth. Her tits were swinging under her, nipples dragging across the rough concrete, and the sting on her nipples made her pussy drip.

She pulled off Zion gasping — "DADDY — unh — FUCK ME — ahh — I LOVE IT — I LOVE BEING — unh — FUCKED BY BLACK COCK ON THE GROUND—" and Zion grabbed her hair and pushed back in and her screaming turned to gagging.

Cash reached under her body and grabbed a fistful of hanging white flesh and squeezed while his hips slammed into her — "yeah — yeah — fuck — yeah—" low and rhythmic, pulling her back onto his cock with every stroke. His other hand cracked across her ass and the sound echoed off the water and she moaned around Zion's cock and the vibration made Zion push deeper.

She could feel everything at once. Cash's curved cock hitting that spot inside her from behind, his hand squeezing her tit and pulling on it, his hips slamming into her sore ass. Zion's thick cock stretching her jaw wide, his hands fisting her blonde hair, the taste of his precum heavy on her tongue. The hot concrete burning her knees and her forearms. The sun on her sweating back. The wet sounds — the squelching of Cash's cock in her soaking pussy, the sloppy gagging around Zion's shaft, the slap of Black skin on white skin from behind. She was being fucked from both ends on the ground in the sun and every sound she was making was carrying across the yard to where her husband sat.

"Look at this shit, Rashad." Cash was calling to the lounger while he pounded her. "Look at this married bitch right now."

"I'm looking." Rashad's voice was calm and amused from the lounger. "White bitch taking two cocks on the concrete like she been doing this her whole life."

"Mmph — MMPH — glk — mmph—" She tried to moan louder around Zion's cock, tried to push back harder onto Cash, tried to take more of both of them at the same time. Her body was rocking between them on the concrete — forward onto Zion, back onto Cash, forward, back — and each direction pushed one cock deeper and her tits were swinging under her and slapping the ground and her knees were scraped raw and she could feel hot stinging on her kneecaps and she didn't slow down. She fucked back harder.

Zion had both fists in her hair, holding her head steady while he pumped in and out of her mouth slow and deep — pushing his thick shaft into her throat and holding it there, letting her choke before pulling back. She could feel the drool pouring out of her mouth — thick and warm, running down her chin and dripping onto the concrete. She looked down between her hanging tits and she could see it — a puddle forming on the hot concrete under her face, spit and drool and precum shining in the sun, and between her knees another puddle of her own wetness dripping off her pussy around Cash's cock.

She pulled off Zion gasping. "I'm making a mess — unh — daddy I'm dripping everywhere — ahh—"

Cash slapped her ass. "Good. Let his whole yard smell like your pussy."

Zion grabbed her hair and pushed back in before she could say anything else and she gagged and moaned and Cash leaned over her back and spit on her face. Right on her cheek — hot and wet, running down her pale skin.

"More — unh — spit on me again daddy—"

Cash spit on her forehead. "Nasty white bitch." She had a Black man's spit running down her face and cock-spit dripping off her chin and Rashad's cum still inside her pussy getting fucked out by Cash's cock and she ground back against him harder.

"I'm so fucking dirty daddy — unh — and I love it — ahh—"

"Yo look at this bitch, nigga." Cash was talking to Zion over her back. "Look at this married bitch. On the ground. In the sun. Getting fucked on the concrete. Nigga her husband is RIGHT THERE." He pointed at the fence.

"He ain't shit," Zion said, flat and dismissive.

She pulled off Zion's cock. Spit hanging in strings from her lips to his shaft. She looked up at Zion and said it.

"He ain't shit, daddy."

Cash slammed into her hard. "Say that again."

"Keith ain't shit — unh — he ain't shit — ahh — his little white dick ain't shit — unh unh — you're all better than him — ahh — all three of you — FUCK—" She was saying it out loud, about her husband, thirty feet from his couch, with two Black cocks inside her. "He can't fuck me — unh — he can't make me cum — ahh — y'all made me squirt — unh — Keith can't even get HARD — FUCK DADDY—"

Cash grabbed her hair and shoved her face back onto Zion's cock and she gagged and moaned and the words turned to wet choking sounds but she'd said it. She'd called her own husband ain't shit with Black cock in her from both ends.

Rashad heard all of it from the lounger. He laughed — low and quiet — and took another sip of her lemonade. "Yo her husband on the other side of that fence and she out here telling niggas his dick ain't shit. That's the craziest thing I ever heard a white bitch say with two cocks in her." He shook his head and his Black cock twitched against his thigh. "I'm about to fuck her again after this."


CHAPTER 50

That's what I am now. A white wife on the ground calling her husband ain't shit while she gets passed around between three Black men. Rashad fucked me and now Cash is fucking me and Rashad's cum is still inside me getting pushed around by Cash's cock and when Cash is done Rashad wants his turn AGAIN. They're passing me around. They're sharing me. And I'm begging for more. Keith's wife, on the ground, being shared.

"Arch that back for me, white girl." Cash slapped her ass and she arched — dropping her stomach toward the concrete, pushing her ass higher, and the angle change sent his curved cock DEEP against that spot and she screamed around Zion's shaft — "MMMMPH" — and the vibration made Zion grunt.

"Yeah." Zion's voice was tight. His hands tightened in her hair. "Just like that."

"DADDY — mmph — DON'T STOP — glk — RIGHT THERE — mmph mmph—" She was trying to scream with a cock in her mouth and everything came out muffled and wet and Zion's cock was vibrating from the sounds in her throat and Cash was pounding her at full speed, his Black hips a blur against her white ass, the wet slapping so loud it filled the whole yard. Her knees were raw, her tits bouncing off the concrete, sweat pouring off all of them — dripping off Cash's dark chest onto her white back, dripping off Zion's hands into her blonde hair.

She pulled off Zion choking. "I'M GONNA CUM AGAIN — unh — daddy I'm gonna — ahh — FUCK — I'M CUMMING ON YOUR COCK DADDY — unh unh — I'M CUMMING—"

"Yeah you are." Cash slammed in harder. "Cum on this Black dick, bitch."

"DADDY — unh — DADDY — ahh — I'M CUMMING — FUCK—"

Her pussy clenched around his curved cock and the knot in her belly snapped and the orgasm hit her different from Rashad's. Rashad's orgasm had been deep in her stomach. Cash's orgasm started on her front wall where his curved cock had been grinding and it BURST — sharp and hot and electric, shooting through her clit and her thighs and her stomach all at once. Her arms gave out and her face hit the concrete — cheek scraping against the rough surface — and her whole body seized up on the ground, her toes curling, her fingers clawing at the hot concrete, her ass pushing back onto Cash's cock and her pussy squeezing him in hard fast pulses.

"FUUUCK — unh unh unh — DADDY — ahh — OH GOD — unh — OH GOD OH GOD—"

She was cumming face-down on concrete with her cheek pressed against the ground and her ass in the air and she was squirting around Cash's curved cock — she could feel it gushing out of her, hot and wet, running down her thighs and splattering on the concrete between her knees. The puddle under her was spreading. She was squirting on a pool deck in the afternoon sun and she could hear it hitting the ground.

"Shit she squirting again." Cash gripped her hips and kept pounding through it. "This pussy won't stop."

"It's — unh — it's different — ahh — it's different from — unh unh — from when Rashad made me cum—" She was babbling into the concrete, her cheek grinding against the surface with every thrust. "His was — ahh — deep and yours is — unh — it's sharper — it's on my — FUCK DADDY DON'T STOP—"

"She comparing orgasms now too." Cash slapped her ass while she came. "Not just cocks."

Her pussy was clenching and releasing and clenching around his curved shaft and every pulse sent another gush out of her and her thighs were shaking so hard her knees were sliding on the wet concrete under her. She was soaking the ground. Her own cum and Rashad's cum and her sweat all mixing together on the hot concrete and she could smell it — the sex smell, the musk, thick and heavy in the afternoon heat.

"Unh... unh... unh..." The pulses were still rolling through her and Cash was still pounding and each thrust sent another jolt through her twitching body. She could feel the concrete grit embedded in her cheek and she was covered in spit and sweat and cum and she was on the ground and she'd just squirted on a stranger's cock for the second time today and Keith had never even made her wet enough to need a towel.

Cash fucked her through the last of it — hard fast strokes that squelched through her cum, the wet sounds obscene and loud — and then she heard footsteps on the concrete behind them. Heavy. Getting closer.

Rashad stood up from the lounger. Set her lemonade down. His Black cock was hard again — thick and swinging between his thighs as he walked toward them.

"My turn." He said it to Cash. "Pull out."

"Daddy's back," Cash laughed, and gave her three more hard strokes — SLAP SLAP SLAP — and pulled out.

"No — unh — no don't — put it back — I need — ahh—" She gasped at the emptiness, her pussy clenching on nothing. She hated the seconds between cocks. She hated when her body remembered what empty felt like.

She heard Rashad behind her. Felt his shadow, his heat. And before he could line up she backed up toward him — reaching for his cock with her body, grinding backward, searching.

"Please daddy — unh — put it in — I missed your cock — ahh — give it back to me—"

"She missed it." Rashad's hands found her hips. "Bruh I was gone five minutes and she missed it."

"She's sprung, nigga." Cash was catching his breath. "White bitch is sprung on Black dick."

Rashad lined up. The fat head of his cock pressed against her soaking pussy and she moaned and pushed back into it before he'd even started pushing.

"Give it to me, daddy. All of it. Don't be gentle."


CHAPTER 51

Rashad didn't take her from behind.

He walked past her on the concrete and sat down on the lounger and swung his legs up and lay back. Stretched out in the sun with his hands behind his head and his thick Black cock standing straight up from his body, hard and wet and glistening in the afternoon light. He looked at her — still on all fours on the hot concrete with Zion's cock in her mouth and her ass in the air and her knees raw and her tits hanging.

"Come here." He nodded at his cock. "Come sit on it."

Zion pulled out of her mouth. She gasped — "ahh" — and spit hung from her swollen lips and she wiped her chin with the back of her hand and looked at Rashad on the lounger. His Black body stretched out, his dark skin gleaming with sweat, his cock standing straight up, thick and veined and waiting.

She crawled to him. On her hands and knees across the hot concrete — she couldn't stand, her legs were too shaky — and she crawled toward his cock. Her tits swinging under her, her ass swaying behind her, her knees dragging on the burning surface, and she didn't care about the burn because his Black cock was standing straight up on that lounger and she was going to put it inside her.

"Look at this bitch." Cash was behind her watching her crawl. "Nobody told her to crawl. She just crawling to the dick on her own."

"She hungry, bruh." Zion was stroking his cock watching her ass sway as she crawled across the concrete.

She could hear them talking about her and she didn't slow down. She was a married white woman crawling across a pool deck toward a Black man's cock on her hands and knees with two more Black men watching her ass and she was dripping a trail on the concrete behind her — her pussy leaking with every crawl-step from where Cash had fucked her to where Rashad was waiting.

She reached the lounger and climbed on. One knee on each side of his dark thighs, straddling him, her thick pale body above his. She was heavy — a hundred and eighty-two pounds of thick white woman on top of a Black man on a pool lounger and she could feel her weight settling onto his thighs and her tits hanging over his face and her soft belly and her wide hips. Keith had never let her on top because she was too heavy. He'd said it once — "babe you're kind of crushing me" — and she'd never gotten on top again. She'd spent six years on her back because her husband told her she was too heavy to ride him.

Rashad grabbed her hips and pulled her down harder onto his thighs. Like her weight was nothing. Like a hundred and eighty-two pounds of thick white ass was exactly what he wanted sitting on him.

"Sit that fat ass down," he said. "All of it."

Her pussy was hovering above his cock and she could feel the heat of it rising against her wet lips and she wanted it inside her so bad she was shaking.

She reached between her legs. Her pale hand found his Black shaft and she wrapped her fingers around it — the thickness filling her grip, her wedding ring pressing into the dark skin — and she lined it up with her pussy.

"Put it in me, daddy." She was looking right at him. Looking into his dark eyes while she held his Black cock at the entrance of her married white pussy. "I wanna watch it go in."

She started to lower herself and the stretch hit her and she gasped — "ahhhh — fuuuuck—" — but she didn't look away. She looked down between their bodies and watched his thick Black cock disappear inside her white pussy, her pink lips stretching around dark skin, the shaft sliding into her inch by inch. Black going into white. She could see it happening and her pussy clenched from watching it and he grunted under her.

"Oh God — unh — I can see it — ahh — I can see your Black cock going inside me daddy — unh—"

She sank lower. Every inch burned and filled and she was raw but she kept going, watching it disappear, her white pussy swallowing his Black cock.

"Unh — unh — daddy — ahh — I'm putting it in myself — unh — my hand — ahh — the hand Keith put a ring on is putting your Black cock inside me—"

She looked at her own hand between their bodies — her pale fingers wrapped around his dark shaft, her gold wedding band pressing against his Black skin, guiding him into her married pussy. She was putting it in herself. Nobody was holding her down or bending her over. She was on top and she was shoving a Black cock into her own pussy with her wedding ring hand.
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"FUCK — unh — it's going in — ahh — daddy it's going in — I can see it — unh—"

She bottomed out. Her white ass flush on his dark thighs, his entire cock buried in her, and she could feel him in her stomach. She sat there for a second — full, stretched, panting — and looked down at where their bodies met. Her white thighs on his dark thighs, her pale belly above his Black hips. His cock gone, swallowed inside her. She rolled her hips and felt him shift deep and moaned.

"I'm on top — unh — I'm riding you daddy — ahh — Keith never let me on top — unh — always on my back with the lights off — ahh — couldn't even see his face—"

She was face to face with him for the first time. She'd been bent over and on all fours and she hadn't seen any of their faces while they fucked her. Now she was looking right into Rashad's eyes with his cock buried inside her and he was staring right back.

"Look at me, daddy — unh — look at my body — ahh—" She grabbed his hands and put them on her tits — pressed his big Black palms against her heavy white flesh. "Keith doesn't look — unh — Keith doesn't touch — ahh — I'm right here daddy — look at me—"

"I'm looking." Rashad squeezed her tits, his thumbs rolling over her pink nipples. "I see all of you, white girl."

"Ahh — God — unh — I can feel you in my fucking stomach daddy — ahh — you're so deep inside me — unh—"

She started riding him.

Her hips rolled forward and back — slow at first, grinding, feeling the thickness of him shift inside her. She moaned and her head fell back and she started bouncing — lifting her thick body up on her knees and dropping back down onto his Black cock. The lounger creaked under them and her tits bounced and her ass slapped against his dark thighs every time she dropped.

"Unh — unh — fuck — unh — daddy — ahh—"

Rashad's hand came up and wrapped around her throat. His big Black hand on her white neck, fingers curving around the sides, squeezing. She gasped and her eyes went wide and her pulse was hammering against his palm and the pressure on her throat made her pussy clench so hard they both grunted.

"Choke me — unh — choke me daddy — ahh—"

He squeezed tighter. Her airway narrowed and her moans came out thin and strained and she bounced harder — slamming herself down onto his cock, her white ass slapping his dark thighs, her head getting light from the hand on her throat. She could feel her heartbeat in her ears and in her pussy and his fingers pressing into the sides of her neck and she was riding him and getting choked and the lack of air was making everything sharper — his cock felt bigger, the stretch felt wider, every nerve was on fire.

"Harder — unh — squeeze harder — ahh — don't let go daddy—" Her voice was barely there, choked down to a rasp by his grip.

She'd never been choked during sex. Nobody had ever put their hand on her throat. Keith barely put his hands on her body during sex — he'd rest them on her hips soft and careful, barely touching her, like he was afraid she'd break. And now a Black man's hand was squeezing her throat while she rode his cock and she couldn't breathe right and her vision was going spotty at the edges and she was riding HARDER because of it. Her hips were slamming down and her pussy was pulsing in rhythm with her restricted heartbeat — every time her heart pounded against his palm her pussy clenched around his shaft and he grunted and squeezed tighter.

She grabbed his wrist. Both her pale hands wrapped around his dark wrist — not to pull his hand off but to hold it there. She held his hand on her throat and bounced and her eyes were rolling back and her mouth was open trying to suck in air around his grip.

"Da — ddy—" She couldn't get the word out. It came out as a wheeze, a choked rasp, and she tried again — "cho — unh — choke — ahh—" and she couldn't finish a sentence and the fact that she couldn't talk was making her wetter. She was trying to beg and his hand was squeezing the words out of her throat before they could form and her pussy was flooding around his cock.

"She can't even talk." Cash was watching from beside the lounger, stroking his cock. "Look at her — she holding his hand on her own throat. Nigga she choking herself."

"Mmm — mmph — unh—" Her eyes were watering and her face was turning red and she was bouncing and choking and holding his hand on her throat and her vision was narrowing and the edges were going dark and everything in the center was sharp and bright — his dark face below her, his hand on her white neck, his cock inside her. She could feel her heartbeat everywhere — in her ears, in her throat against his fingers, in her pussy around his shaft. Every beat made her clench and every clench made him grunt.

Rashad loosened his grip just enough for her to gasp in one breath and she sucked in air — loud and desperate — and before she could exhale she was bouncing again and moaning and his fingers tightened back down.

"Don't — unh — don't let go — ahh — keep choking me daddy — unh—"
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She was bouncing and gasping and her eyes were watering and she reached out to both sides — her hands grabbing at the air until she found them.

Cash and Zion were on either side of the lounger, standing, their Black cocks hard and thick at her eye level against the blue sky. She reached up — one pale hand on each Black cock, her left hand on Cash, her right hand on Zion. Her wedding ring on her right hand wrapped around Zion's thick Black shaft while she rode Rashad and the gold band caught the sunlight every time she stroked up.

She turned her head to Cash and took him in her mouth — "mmph mmph mmph" — bobbing on his Black cock while her hips bounced on Rashad's. Then she pulled off with a wet pop and turned to Zion — took his fat Black head past her lips — "glkkk" — gagged on the thickness and kept going. Back and forth. Riding and sucking and jerking, her white body working three Black cocks at the same time. She pulled off Zion gasping and spit hung from her lips and she looked down at herself — a pale hand on each dark cock, a Black cock inside her pussy, her tits bouncing, her wedding ring catching the sun on Zion's shaft.

"Three — unh — three Black cocks — ahh — I've got three Black cocks right now daddy — unh—" She was bouncing and stroking and babbling. "Give me more — ahh — I want more — unh — fuck my mouth — ahh — fuck my pussy — unh — use me—"

Cash grabbed her jaw and shoved back in and she gagged and moaned and bounced harder on Rashad.

"Goddamn look at this white bitch." Cash was looking down at her. His Black cock in her mouth, her pale hand on his shaft, her wedding ring visible on the hand jerking Zion beside him. "Riding dick and sucking two more. Nigga this hoe is nasty."

She pulled off his cock. "I AM nasty — unh — I'm a nasty white hoe — ahh — I love Black cock — unh — I love all three of your cocks daddy — ahh—" Cash shoved back in before she could say more and she gagged and bounced harder on Rashad and he grunted and grabbed her hips.

Rashad slapped her ass from below. His Black palm cracking against her pale bouncing cheek while she rode him and she yelped around Cash's cock — "MMPH" — and her pussy clenched and Rashad groaned. Cash slapped her face — light but sharp, a tap across her cheek that turned her head — and grabbed her jaw and shoved his cock back in her mouth. Zion's hand found the back of her head and pushed her down onto Cash's shaft deeper and she gagged — "GLUK GLUK" — and spit poured down her chin onto Rashad's chest below her.

"Nasty white bitch." Zion said it. Quiet. His hand on the back of her blonde head holding her down on Cash's cock while she gagged and rode Rashad. Two words from the quiet one and they hit harder than everything Cash had said all afternoon.

Rashad grabbed her jaw from below. His Black hand gripping her white face and he tilted her head down toward him and spit in her mouth. Right in her open mouth. A thick glob of spit that landed on her tongue and she tasted it and she swallowed. She swallowed a Black man's spit while riding his cock and her pussy squeezed him so hard he groaned.

"More — unh — spit in my mouth again daddy — ahh—" She opened her mouth wide, tongue out, riding him, and Rashad spit again and it landed on her tongue and she swallowed and moaned.

Her heavy tits were bouncing wild — slapping against each other and bouncing off Rashad's dark chest, swinging side to side every time she changed rhythm. Sweat was pouring off her body onto his — running down her pale stomach and dripping off her chest onto his dark skin. The lounger was creaking and sliding on the concrete and the wet slapping of her white ass on his Black thighs was loud and rhythmic and obscene.

She pulled off Cash's cock and sucked Zion — her right hand still jerking him, her left hand now stroking Cash, her hips never stopping on Rashad. She was a machine. A fat white fuck machine bouncing and sucking and jerking and moaning and sweating in the afternoon sun and she was making sounds that weren't human — these wet gagging moaning whimpering sounds that poured out of her around whatever cock was in her mouth at the time.

"Mmph — ahh — glk — unh — mmph — fuck — glkkk—"

She pulled off whoever was in her mouth — she'd lost track — and gasped. "Don't stop — unh — nobody stop — ahh — keep fucking me — keep using me daddy — unh—" and a cock shoved back in her mouth and she gagged and kept riding.

Cash grabbed her tits. Squeezed them hard while she sucked Zion. Pulled her nipple and stretched the heavy white flesh out and let it snap back and she whimpered and bounced harder.

Then Rashad started fucking her back.

He'd been lying there letting her ride — letting her set the pace, letting her bounce on his cock and do the work. Now his Black hands locked onto her hips and his hips started bucking up from below and the first upward thrust hit her so deep she screamed around Zion's cock and spit flew everywhere.

"MMMMPH—"

She dropped down and he thrust up and the collision was brutal — his cock ramming into her twice as deep as her bouncing had been taking it, the fat head slamming against the deepest part of her, and the lounger rocked and creaked and the legs scraped on the concrete. Her eyes went wide and her mouth stretched around Zion's shaft and the moan that came out of her vibrated through Zion's cock and he grabbed her hair and pushed deeper.

"Oh shit he fucking her back now." Cash was watching Rashad's Black hips pump up from below, watching her white ass bounce off his dark thighs on the downstroke. "She was riding him and now he riding HER."
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Every thrust from below knocked a moan out of her. She couldn't control the rhythm anymore — he was setting the pace now, hard and fast from underneath, and she was just ON him, her thick white body bouncing and jiggling on top of his dark body, her tits slapping around, her ass clapping against his thighs every time he drove up.

She pulled off Zion's cock choking. "DADDY — unh — you're fucking me — ahh — you're fucking me from below — unh — oh God it's so DEEP — ahh ahh—"

"Hold her." Rashad said it to Cash and Zion. His hands were gripping her hips and he was thrusting up into her hard and fast and he wanted her pinned on top of him. Cash moved behind her and put both hands on her shoulders — pushing her down, keeping her body on Rashad's cock. Zion grabbed a fistful of her hair and fed his cock back into her mouth and she was pinned — held down on Rashad's cock by Cash's hands on her shoulders and Zion's cock in her mouth and Rashad was pounding up into her from below.

"Mmph — MMPH — glk — MMPH — glk glk—"

Every upward thrust jolted her whole body and the jolt shoved her forward onto Zion's cock and Cash's hands pushed her back down and she was being bounced between all three of them. Rashad's cock was reaching places it hadn't reached when she was riding — deeper, harder, the angle from below pushing his shaft against her front wall AND hitting deep at the same time and she was losing her mind. Her pussy was making sounds — wet squelching sounds with every thrust from below, loud enough to hear over the lounger creaking and her gagging and the slap of his hips.

Cash reached around and found her clit. His Black fingers sliding between her legs from behind while Rashad pounded her from below and she bucked and screamed around Zion's cock — "MMMMMPH" — because the combination of Rashad's cock inside her and Cash's fingers on her clit and Zion's cock in her throat was too much. Three Black men on her at the same time, all doing something different, and her body was shaking and clenching and gushing and she couldn't do anything except moan and take it.

"She dripping all over me." Rashad's voice was strained from below, his hips still pumping. "This white pussy soaking my whole lap."

"Unh — unh — UNH — DADDY — AHH — I CAN'T — mmph — I CAN'T TAKE — glk—" She was trying to scream with Zion's cock in her mouth and the words were muffled and wet and she pulled off gasping. "IT'S TOO MUCH — unh — ALL THREE OF YOU — ahh — I CAN'T — unh unh—"

"Yeah you can." Rashad grabbed her hips and slammed up into her hard enough to lift her knees off the lounger. "Take it."

Cash's fingers were rubbing her clit fast while Rashad pounded her from below and Zion shoved back in her mouth and she was being held down and fucked up into and fingered and gagged all at the same time. The sounds coming out of her were loud and wet and desperate — gagging and moaning and the wet slap of Rashad's hips from below and the squelch of her soaking pussy and Cash's fingers on her clit making these slick quick sounds.

"She shaking." Cash could feel it — her whole body vibrating between them. "She about to go again."

I'm a whore. I'm a fucking whore. I'm riding a Black man's cock and sucking another one and jerking another one and my husband is inside on the couch and I'm a whore. Keith's wife is a whore. A fat white slut bouncing on Black dick in the neighbors' yard with cum and spit and sweat all over her body. Look at me. Look at what I am. I've got three Black cocks and I'm using all of them at the same time. A married white hoe. That's what I am. A married white hoe who can't get enough Black cock and my husband doesn't know and I don't care. I don't care. I don't fucking care.

It was building again. Rashad's cock hitting deep from below every time she dropped, the friction of her clit grinding against his pelvis, Cash's hand pulling her nipple sending jolts straight between her legs. She could feel it — the tightening, the heat pooling low in her belly, the pressure stacking with every bounce.

"Unh — daddy — ahh — I'm getting close — unh — I'm gonna cum again—"

"Again?" Cash laughed from beside her. "How many times is that?"

"I don't — unh — I don't know — ahh — I lost count daddy — unh—" She was bouncing faster, her white ass slamming down on Rashad's dark thighs, the lounger screeching. "I keep cumming — ahh — I can't stop — unh — your cocks keep making me — FUCK—"

"She lost count." Cash slapped her bouncing ass from the side. "Nigga her husband probably never made her cum once and she out here losing count."

"Cum on that Black dick, bitch." Cash grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked. "Do it. Cum for us. Let your husband hear you cum on Black cock."

"I'M CUMMING — unh — DADDY I'M CUMMING — ahh — ON YOUR COCK — unh unh — I'M CUMMING ON YOUR BIG BLACK COCK—"

She stopped bouncing and just ground down on him — her hips rolling in tight circles, her clit pressing against his pelvis, his cock buried to the hilt inside her. The orgasm ripped through her from her pussy up through her stomach and she threw her head back and screamed — full open-mouth screaming in the sun with Black cocks in both her hands and one buried inside her.

"FUCK — FUCK — OH GOD — AHHHHH—"

Her pussy clamped down on Rashad's shaft in hard fast pulses and she could feel herself gushing around him — hot and wet, running down his cock, pooling on his dark thighs, dripping off the lounger onto the concrete. She was squirting on top of him, her cum pouring down his Black cock and soaking his thighs and she could see it — the wet shine on his dark skin between their bodies.

Cash slapped her ass while she came. Zion grabbed her tit from the side and squeezed hard and she screamed louder. Rashad grabbed her hips from below and thrust up into her through the orgasm — hard deep strokes from underneath that punched the air out of her lungs and her body was shaking and jerking on top of him.

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

"There she go." Rashad was thrusting up into her clenching pussy, his hands bruising her hips, his Black cock churning through her cum. "Yeah. Give it all up."
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She couldn't hold herself up anymore. Her arms gave out and she collapsed forward onto his chest — her pale wet body on his dark sweaty chest, her heavy tits pressed against his pecs, her face buried against his neck. His cock was still inside her and she was still clenching and she could feel her cum dripping off both of them onto the lounger cushion.

"Daddy — unh — oh God — ahh — I can't — I can't stop shaking—" She was trembling on top of him, her pussy still gripping his cock in fading pulses. She pressed her face into his neck and she could smell his sweat and his skin and she moaned against him.

"Don't pull out — unh — daddy please don't pull out — ahh — stay inside me—"

Rashad's hands were resting on her hips — not gripping anymore, just resting, his big Black palms warm on her pale skin. His cock was still inside her, still hard, and she could feel his pulse through his shaft — this slow steady throb deep inside her that matched the pulse she could feel against her tits where her chest was pressed against his. Two heartbeats. His in her pussy and his against her chest and she was lying on a Black man's body in the sun with his cock inside her and she didn't want to move.

Her breathing was slowing down. The shaking was fading into this warm heavy feeling that spread through her whole body and she was sinking into him — her pale weight on his dark body, her heavy tits pressed flat against his pecs, her face against his neck, her thick white thighs on either side of his dark hips. She was melting into him. She could feel the sun on her bare back and the sweat drying on her skin and his cock pulsing inside her and she was content in a way she hadn't been in years. Maybe ever.

She could hear the birds again. The pool filter humming. The distant sound of someone's lawn mower a few streets over. Normal Saturday sounds. Normal neighborhood sounds while a married white woman lay on top of a Black man with his cock still inside her and her pussy still dripping around him.

"Mmm." She rolled her hips, just slightly, and his cock shifted inside her and they both groaned. She could feel how wet she was — soaking, his thighs were soaking, the lounger cushion was soaking, and it was all running out of her and she didn't care. She clenched around him just to feel it and he twitched inside her.

"Daddy — unh — you're still hard—"

"Mmhm." His hands squeezed her hips.

"Stay inside me — ahh — I don't wanna be empty — unh — I hate when you pull out — I hate being empty—"

She meant it. She'd spent eight years empty. Eight years of Keith's limp little cock slipping out of her after two minutes still soft, rolling over, leaving her lying there wet and open and unsatisfied staring at the ceiling. She was FULL and his cock was hard and it stayed hard and it pulsed inside her and she never wanted to lose that.

She turned her head on his chest and she could see through the fence. The sliding glass door. Keith's laptop glow. Her husband was right there. She was lying naked on a Black man's chest with his cock still inside her pussy in the afternoon sun and her husband was right there and she felt nothing. Not guilt, not shame, not the sick burning feeling she'd had when Rashad first touched her in the pool. Nothing. Just the warm fullness of his cock and the sun on her back and the slow pulse of his heartbeat inside her.

The woman who walked through the gate with lemonade was gone and she was never coming back.

"Daddy — unh—" She squeezed him inside her again and nuzzled against his chest. "I could stay like this—"

She heard footsteps on the concrete behind her. Cash.

Her thick white ass was up in the air behind her — round and bare and red from handprints, the G-string long gone, everything exposed.

She heard Cash behind her. His feet on the concrete, getting closer. Then his Black hands on her ass cheeks — one on each, spreading them apart, his thumbs pulling her open. The air hit her asshole and she flinched and moaned against Rashad's neck.

"Yo." Cash was talking to Rashad over her body. "You thinking what I'm thinking?"

Rashad looked up at Cash from under her. Grinned — the first real grin she'd seen from him all day.

"Go ahead, nigga."

She felt it. The head of Cash's Black cock pressing against her asshole. Not her pussy. Her ass. Hot and wet and blunt against the tight ring and her whole body tensed on top of Rashad and her breath caught and her fingers dug into the lounger cushion on either side of Rashad's head.

"Oh fuck — unh — I've never — ahh — nobody's ever been — oh God—"

"Relax, white girl." Rashad's voice was low under her. His hands came to her hips and held her still. His cock was still inside her pussy, thick and hard, and now Cash's cock was pressing against her ass and she was sandwiched between two Black men and she could feel both of them — one inside her, one pushing to get inside her.

"It's — unh — it's too big — ahh — I can't—"

"Yeah you can." Cash pressed harder and the tip pushed against her ring and she gasped and her fingers tore into the cushion. "You been taking Black cock all day. You can take one more."

"Tell him." Rashad squeezed her hips from below. "Tell him what you want."

She was shaking on top of Rashad with a cock in her pussy and a cock pressing against her ass and she was scared and her heart was hammering and her asshole was clenching and she could feel the pressure building against the ring and she was terrified and wet and her mouth opened and the words came out.

"Do it — unh — do it daddy — ahh — put it in my ass — unh — I want it — I want both of you inside me—"

Cash pushed harder and the head started to spread her open.
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Cash spit on her asshole. She felt the hot glob land right on her tight ring and run down. He spit again and rubbed it in with the head of his Black cock, spreading it around, and then he pushed.

The head of his Black cock pressed against her slick hole and pushed and her body fought it — the tight ring clenching and resisting and she could feel the pressure building and building and then the head popped past the ring and the burn hit her and she screamed into Rashad's chest.

The scream ripped out of her gut — deep and raw, torn out of her by the feeling of her asshole spreading around the fat head of a Black cock for the first time in her life. She'd never had anything in her ass. Not a finger, not a toy, nothing. Keith had never asked and she'd never offered because Keith didn't do things like that. Keith did missionary with the lights off and apologized when he went soft and the idea of Keith putting anything near her ass was so far from reality it was almost funny. Keith was scared of her pussy. Keith couldn't even find her clit. Keith wasn't going anywhere near her ass.

And now Cash's cock was in it.

The head was inside her and her ring was clamped tight around the ridge behind it and the burn was spreading outward from the center in hot waves that pulsed with her heartbeat. She could feel him throbbing — his cock was so hard and her ass was squeezed so tight around it that she could feel every beat of his heart through his shaft. His pulse was inside her ass. A Black man's heartbeat was pulsing inside her ass while her husband's heartbeat was probably barely registering on the couch thirty feet away.

Her fingers were clawing at Rashad's chest. She couldn't stop them — her nails were digging into his dark wet skin, scratching white lines across his pecs, and her whole body was locked up on top of him. Every muscle in her lower body had seized — her thighs were clamped against Rashad's hips, her pussy was squeezing his cock so hard he grunted under her, and her ass was fighting Cash's cock with everything it had. Clenching, pushing, trying to squeeze him out. Her body didn't know what to do with the intrusion so it was doing everything at once and none of it was working because Cash wasn't moving and he wasn't pulling out and the head of his cock was sitting inside her ass and her body was just going to have to take it.

"Breathe, white girl." Rashad's voice was under her. Low and steady against the top of her head. His hands found her hips and held them still because she'd been squirming — twisting her lower body, trying to find an angle that didn't burn, and every twist made Cash's cock shift inside her ass and Rashad's cock shift inside her pussy and both of them grunted at the same time.

"I can't — unh — it's so — ahh — daddy it's so big — unh—"

"Mmhm." Cash squeezed her ass cheeks from behind, his Black thumbs pressing into the soft white flesh on either side of his cock. "And you gonna take all of it."

She could feel them both. That was the thing her brain couldn't process — she could feel BOTH of them at the same time, separated by the thinnest wall of flesh inside her body. Rashad's cock was in her pussy, thick and deep and pulsing, and Cash's cock was in her ass, fat and burning and wedged tight, and she could feel them pressing against each other through that wall. When she clenched her ass she felt it squeeze Rashad's cock too. When her pussy throbbed around Rashad she felt it tighten on Cash. Her body had become the thing between them and every nerve in her lower half was screaming.

The concrete was hot under Rashad's back and she could feel the heat radiating up through his body into hers. The sun was beating down on Cash's back behind her and his sweat was dripping onto her ass and running down between her cheeks where his cock was stuffed inside her. She was sandwiched between two sweating Black bodies in the afternoon sun with a cock in each hole and her face was pressed against Rashad's chest and she could taste his sweat on her lips and smell the musk coming off his skin and the chlorine from the pool and the sex smell that had been building on the concrete for the last hour.

Her tits were crushed between their bodies — heavy pale flesh pressed flat against Rashad's dark chest, her nipples grinding against his pecs every time Cash's weight shifted behind her. She could feel Rashad's heartbeat against her breasts and Cash's heartbeat through his cock in her ass and her own heart was slamming in her ribs and three heartbeats were pounding at different rhythms inside the same pile of bodies on a pool lounger.
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"Daddy — unh — oh God daddy — ahh — I can feel both of you — unh — I can feel you both inside me—"

"Yeah?" Cash leaned over her back and his chest pressed against her shoulders and his mouth was at her ear. "How's it feel, hoe?"

"Full — unh — so full — ahh — I've never been — oh fuck — I've never been this full daddy—"

"Cause you never had two real dicks in you." Cash's breath was hot on her ear and she could feel his grin against the side of her face. "Your husband probably can't even fill ONE hole."

She moaned into Rashad's chest because it was true and because hearing it while she had two Black cocks stuffed inside her made her pussy gush around Rashad's shaft and he felt it and his hands tightened on her hips.

"She getting wetter." Rashad's voice was thick under her. "Every time you talk shit about her husband she drips on me."

"That's cause she know." Cash pulled back and gripped her hips and pushed another inch into her ass and her whole body jolted forward on top of Rashad and she gasped — this sharp broken sound through her teeth — and her eyes watered and her ass burned and her pussy clenched and she could feel both of them shifting inside her from the movement. "She know her man ain't shit."

"AHHH — FUCK — oh God oh God oh GOD—"

It was different from her pussy. Sharper. Tighter. The burn was searing and intense and her ass was clenching around the head of Cash's Black cock trying to push it out and he held her hips and kept pushing. Inch by inch. His Black cock sliding deeper into her ass while Rashad's was still buried in her pussy and she could feel them BOTH — two thick shafts inside her at the same time, separated by almost nothing.

"Unh — unh — fuck — it hurts — unh — FUCK—"

"Relax that ass, bitch." Cash's hands were gripping her white hips from behind, his thumbs spreading her cheeks apart, and he pushed deeper. Three inches. Four. She could feel him in a place no one had ever been — this deep tight fullness that was completely different from her pussy and completely overwhelming. Her pussy was stretched around Rashad and her ass was stretching around Cash and she was being split open from both ends and her brain was short-circuiting.

And then the burn started to change.

Somewhere around the fifth inch the sharp burn faded into something else — this deep heavy pressure that pushed against everything inside her and she could feel her body opening up for it, her ass unclenching inch by inch, and that scared her worse than the burn had. The burn meant her body was fighting. This meant her body was letting him in. Her ass was relaxing around a Black man's cock and accepting it and she could feel herself opening and stretching and making room and her brain was screaming no but her body was saying yes and spreading wider with every inch he pushed.

"Unh — ahh — it's — unh — it's going in — ahh — daddy it's going in deeper—"

"Yeah it is." Cash's thumbs dug into her cheeks and he pulled them apart wider and fed her another inch. "Damn this white ass tight. Shit grippin me."

Every time he pushed deeper she felt it press against Rashad's cock through the wall. She could feel Rashad's shaft shift inside her pussy from the pressure of Cash going deeper in her ass — like Cash was pushing Rashad's cock into a new angle from the other side of the wall. And Rashad felt it too because he groaned under her and his hips bucked up and the upward thrust pushed his cock against the same wall from the pussy side and she felt BOTH of them pressing into the same spot from opposite directions and her mouth dropped open and drool ran out onto Rashad's chest.

"Damn." Rashad grunted under her. His hands gripped her waist tighter. "Her pussy just got way tighter. She squeezing the shit outta me with you back there."

"Yeah?" Cash pushed another inch and she gasped. "Good. She should be tight. Two Black dicks in this married white bitch."

"Mmhm." Rashad's hips shifted under her and she whimpered because the angle change made his cock press harder against where Cash was pushing from the other side. "She can't handle it. Look at her."

They were talking about her body over her head again — what her pussy felt like, what her ass was doing, how tight she was — and she was hanging between them drooling and shaking and her pussy was gushing from being talked about like she wasn't even there.


CHAPTER 58

"Daddy — unh — I can feel both of you — ahh — pressing together — unh — oh God—"

Rashad was under her. His dark chest against her pale tits, his Black cock buried in her white pussy, his hands on her waist holding her steady while Cash pushed into her ass from behind. He looked up at her face — wrecked, mascara streaked, eyes wide and watering, mouth open — and he grinned.

"She taking it." He said it to Cash. Over her. "White bitch is taking both of us."

Cash bottomed out. His Black hips pressed flat against her white ass and she felt it — every inch of both of them inside her at the same time. One in her pussy and one in her ass and they were both thick and both hard and she had never been this full in her life. She could feel them in her stomach and in her chest and she couldn't breathe and she couldn't think and she was making sounds that weren't words — just these broken gasping whimpers that came out of her with every exhale.

"Ahh — ahh — oh fuck — oh fuck — mmph — ahh—"

She couldn't move. She was pinned between them with a cock in each hole and the weight of two Black men pressing her flat and she couldn't move an inch in any direction. If she pushed forward she drove herself deeper onto Rashad. If she pushed back she impaled herself further on Cash. If she tried to go left or right their hands were on her hips holding her in place. She was stuck. A thick white wife skewered on two Black cocks on a pool lounger in the sun and she couldn't do anything except hang there and take it and make sounds.

Her body was trying to adjust. She could feel her insides shifting — her pussy stretched around Rashad's shaft and her ass stretched around Cash's and both holes were full and tight and aching and the two cocks were so close together inside her that when she clenched one hole the other one squeezed too. She couldn't control them separately anymore. Her lower body was one solid block of pressure and fullness and every twitch from either man sent a jolt through both holes at once.

She tried to shift her hips. Just a small roll — trying to find a position that didn't make her feel like she was being split in half — and they both made a sound at the same time — low and rough. Her hip roll had made both cocks shift inside her at once and the friction of them moving against that thin wall made her vision white out for a second and this low desperate groan came out of her from the bottom of her lungs.

"Uuuuuuunh—"

Her whole body was shaking on top of Rashad. Fine tremors running through her thick thighs and her soft stomach and her heavy tits that were crushed between their bodies. She was sweating — she could feel it running down her sides and pooling between her breasts where they were pressed against Rashad's dark chest. Her blonde hair was plastered to her face and stuck to Rashad's neck and she was drooling onto his collarbone and she couldn't stop any of it because her body had shut down everything except the feeling of being full.

"Daddy — unh — oh God daddy — ahh — I can't move — unh — I can't — you've got me — ahh—"

"Yeah we do." Cash's voice was behind her and above her and his hands were on her hips and his cock was in her ass and Rashad's cock was in her pussy and she was theirs. She was completely theirs. Pinned and stuffed and held in place by two Black men and she couldn't get free even if she wanted to and she didn't want to. She wanted to stay right here with both of them inside her for the rest of her life.

She could see her left hand on the lounger cushion next to Rashad's head. Her wedding ring. The gold band catching the afternoon sun, flashing bright against the white cushion. Keith had put that ring on her finger and promised to love and cherish her and she was lying on top of a Black man with his cock in her pussy and another Black man's cock in her ass and her wedding ring was right there catching the light and she was fuller than Keith had ever made her and she was fuller than Keith could ever make her if he fucked her every day for the rest of his life because Keith's little white cock couldn't fill ONE of her holes and she had TWO Black cocks inside her right now.

I'm done. I'm ruined. After this I'm never going to feel one cock and be satisfied. Keith's little limp dick inside me after THIS? I wouldn't even feel it. I wouldn't even know it was there. Two Black cocks are stuffed inside me right now — one in my pussy and one in my ass — and I can feel every inch of both of them and they're stretching me and filling me and I'm FULL for the first time in my life and I'm never going back. Keith is never going to be enough again. Keith was never enough to begin with but after this — after feeling what it's like to have two real cocks inside me at the same time — his little soft white dick is going to feel like nothing. Less than nothing. I'm going to lie in bed next to my husband and feel him push his limp little cock inside me and I'm going to think about THIS. About being stuffed. About being FULL. About two thick hard Black cocks pressing against each other inside my body while my husband sat on his couch. And I'm going to cum from the memory while Keith pumps his two minutes and rolls over.


CHAPTER 59

Cash pulled back an inch. Just an inch — his cock sliding back in her ass — and then pushed back in. Testing. Slow.

"She ready." Rashad's hands tightened on her waist. "Let's go."

They started moving. Cash pulled back while Rashad pushed up. Rashad pulled out while Cash pushed in. Alternating — so she was never empty, always stretched, always stuffed with at least one Black cock. Every time Cash thrust into her ass she felt it push against Rashad in her pussy. Every time Rashad drove up from below she felt it press against Cash from the other side. The double friction was making her vision blur.

"Oh — oh God — oh FUCK — I can't — unh — unh — AHHH—"

Cash was gripping her hips and fucking her ass in short hard strokes. Rashad was thrusting up from below in long deep rolls. The two rhythms overlapped and collided and her body was caught between them rocking back and forth on the lounger. She could hear them — the wet sounds of two Black cocks in two white holes, the slapping of Black skin on white skin from both sides, the creak of the lounger under three bodies.

"Nigga this white bitch taking two dicks." Cash was laughing behind her. Breathless. "Bruh. Married white bitch got two Black cocks in her right now. Where's your husband at, hoe?"

She couldn't answer. She could barely breathe. Her face was pressed against Rashad's dark sweaty chest and she was drooling onto his skin and her eyes were rolled back and she was full of cock and she couldn't form a single word.

Her body was doing the talking for her. Every thrust from Cash rocked her forward on top of Rashad and her heavy tits slid against his dark chest — wet pale flesh sliding on wet dark skin, her swollen nipples dragging across his pecs with every stroke. Every thrust from Rashad rocked her backward onto Cash and her thick white ass bounced against his Black hips with a wet slap that echoed across the pool deck. She was being rocked between them like a wave — forward and back, tits on Rashad then ass on Cash, tits on Rashad then ass on Cash — and her blonde hair was fanning across Rashad's chest and sticking to his sweat and a puddle of her drool was forming in the hollow of his collarbone.

Cash grabbed a fistful of her hair from behind and yanked her head up off Rashad's chest. Her neck arched back and her mouth fell open and a long broken moan came out — "aahhhhh" — aimed at the sky, her face wrecked and her eyes glazed and Cash held her there by the hair while he fucked her ass. He slapped her right cheek with his free hand — hard, the crack loud over the wet sounds — and let her hair go and her face dropped back onto Rashad's chest.

"This white bitch drooling all over you, bruh." Cash was laughing and pounding her at the same time.

"I know." Rashad's hands slid between their bodies and found her tits — cupping them from below, squeezing the heavy pale flesh in his dark palms while she bounced on top of him. He pinched both her nipples at the same time and she squealed into his chest — "MMPH" — and her pussy clenched around his cock and her ass clenched around Cash's and both of them groaned.

"She drippin on me." Rashad squeezed her tits harder. "Every time you hit it from behind her pussy leaks on my dick."

"Good." Cash slapped her ass and gripped both cheeks and spread them wider and drove deeper. "Let her drip. Married white bitch should be dripping for Black cock."

She was. She could feel it — her pussy gushing around Rashad's shaft every time Cash's cock pushed into her ass from behind. The double stimulation was making her body pour. Wet sounds were coming from both holes now — squelching from her pussy around Rashad and the slick friction of Cash in her ass — and she could hear herself being fucked from both sides and the sounds were obscene and loud and carrying across the yard toward the fence where Keith's laptop was still glowing on the couch.

Her hands were clenching and unclenching on the lounger cushion next to Rashad's head. Her wedding ring was scraping against the fabric with every thrust. Her thick pale thighs were spread wide over Rashad's dark hips and shaking and her soft white belly was pressed flat against his hard Black stomach and she was leaving a wet smear everywhere their bodies touched — sweat and pussy and drool all over his dark skin. She was a mess on top of him — a thick wet blonde white mess getting fucked in both holes and the only thing that would come out of her mouth right now was a scream.

Zion stepped up to the head of the lounger. She heard his feet on the concrete and then felt his hand in her wet blonde hair pulling her head up off Rashad's chest. She looked up at him through smeared mascara and he looked down at her and slapped her face. Open hand. Hard enough that her head turned and spit flew from her mouth. She looked back at him — eyes wide, cheek stinging, mouth open — and his thick Black cock was right there. Fat and hard and dark, the head glistening with precum.

He pushed it past her lips.

"Glkkk — mmmmph — glk—"

Three holes. All filled. Rashad in her pussy from below, Cash in her ass from behind, Zion stretching her mouth from the front. Every hole she had stuffed with Black cock at the same time.

She couldn't make sounds anymore. Not real ones. Just these muffled broken whimpers around Zion's shaft — "mmph — mmph — mmph" — that came out in rhythm with the two cocks pumping in and out of her from below and behind. Her body was rocking between all three of them. Cash pushing her forward onto Zion's cock. Rashad pushing her back onto Cash. She was a thing being moved between three Black men — a thing with three holes and all three were full.


CHAPTER 60

The rhythms collided. Cash thrust into her ass and shoved her forward and Zion's cock rammed into the back of her throat and she gagged — "GLKKK" — spit flying out around his shaft and her eyes bulging. Before she could recover Rashad drove up from below and shoved her backward onto Cash and Cash's cock went deeper in her ass and she screamed around Zion's shaft — "MMMMMPH" — and the vibration made his jaw clench and his fists tighten in her blonde hair.

Three cocks. Three rhythms. None of them matching. Cash was fast and rough in her ass — short hard jabs that made her whole body jerk forward. Rashad was slow and deep in her pussy — long grinding rolls from below that pushed her back. Zion was steady in her mouth — holding her head still by the hair and pumping his fat shaft past her lips at his own pace. She was being pulled in three directions at once and her body was just bouncing between them — forward onto Zion, back onto Cash, down onto Rashad — this thick white ragdoll with three Black cocks in her getting tossed around on a lounger.

The sounds were coming from everywhere. Wet gagging from her mouth — "glk glk glk" — every time Zion pushed too deep. Squelching from her pussy — this loud wet churning sound every time Rashad's cock drove through how soaked she was. The slap of Cash's Black hips on her white ass — sharp and fast, the clap of dark skin hitting pale skin echoing off the pool tiles. Her own muffled moans vibrating through all of it — "mmph mmph mmph" — constant and broken and pathetic around Zion's shaft.

She grabbed for something. Her right hand found Zion's hip — her white fingers digging into his dark skin, her wedding ring pressing into his flesh, the gold band bright against his Black body. She was holding onto the hip of the man whose cock was in her mouth while two other men fucked her from below and behind. Keith's ring on a Black man's hip. She gripped harder because she needed something to hold onto because her body wasn't hers anymore — it was being rocked and jerked and stuffed from every angle and she had no control over any of it.

Cash yanked her hair from behind. Hard — a fistful of wet blonde strands wrenched backward and her head snapped off Zion's cock and she gasped — "AHHH" — and Cash slapped her face from behind. Backhand. Her cheek burned and spit flew and before she could even register it Zion grabbed her jaw and shoved back in and she was gagging again.

"Glkkk — mmph — GLKKK—"

Rashad's hands found her tits from below. He grabbed both of them — heavy white flesh in dark fists, squeezed hard, pulled her nipples down toward his chest. She squealed around Zion's cock and her back arched and the arch drove her ass harder onto Cash and Cash groaned — "fuck" — and slammed into her harder.

"Ssss — mmph — unh—" She was hissing through her nose because her mouth was full and she couldn't moan and she couldn't scream and the only sounds she could push out were these desperate nasal hisses between gags. Her eyes were pouring tears from the gagging and the stretching and the fullness and she could feel them running down her wrecked face mixing with spit and mascara and dripping off her chin onto Rashad's dark chest below her.

Cash slapped her ass. Hard enough that the sound cracked across the whole yard. She clenched around both cocks — her ass squeezing Cash and the squeeze pushing against Rashad through the wall and her pussy clamping down and Rashad grunted and drove up harder and the upward thrust made her gag deeper on Zion. One slap and all three of them felt it through her body.

"Shit." Cash hissed through his teeth. "Fuck." He wasn't laughing anymore. His hands were gripping her hips hard enough to bruise and his breathing was ragged behind her and he was pounding her ass fast and grunting with every stroke — "unh — unh — unh" — and the grunts were low and rough and he was working. All three of them were working now. The jokes were gone. The talking was gone. It was just breathing and grunting and the wet sounds of three Black cocks in a white wife's body.

Rashad's hand came back to her throat from below. Squeezed. Her airway tightened around Zion's cock and she couldn't breathe from any direction — throat squeezed, mouth full, Cash's weight pressing the air out of her lungs from behind. Her face was going dark red and her eyes were bulging and she was dripping onto Rashad's thighs from the choking.

Zion pulled out of her mouth and she gasped — one raw desperate breath — and Cash yanked her hair and slapped her face again, forehand this time, and she yelped and Zion shoved back in before the sound finished leaving her mouth.

"GLKK—"

Her body was being beaten and fucked and choked and stuffed. Her ass was stinging from Cash's handprints, her cheeks were burning from slaps, her throat was bruised from Rashad's grip, her scalp was on fire from three different men pulling her hair, her nipples were raw from being pinched and twisted, and her knees were scraped from the lounger frame digging into them. Every inch of her white body was being used and hurt and fucked by Black men and she was drooling and crying and gagging and clenching and her pussy was gushing and she wasn't making a single sound that wasn't punched out of her by a cock or a slap or a hand on her throat.

Cash slapped her ass while he fucked it. His Black palm cracking against her red cheek and she clenched around both cocks at once and both men grunted.

"Fuck she's tight when you slap her." Cash slapped again. "Nigga I'ma keep slapping this white ass."

He did. Slapping her while he pounded her ass, every slap making her squeeze tighter around both of them and both men thrusting harder from it.

"Yeah." Rashad was looking up at her face going red above him. "That's it, white bitch. Choke on it."

Zion had both fists in her blonde hair holding her head steady while he fucked her mouth slow and deep.

Sweat was running off all four bodies onto the lounger and dripping onto the concrete below. The sun was beating down on Cash's dark back and her pale ass and the whole thing smelled like sweat and chlorine and sex and musk.

"We got this married bitch stuffed, nigga." Cash was talking to Zion over her back. "All three holes. Her husband in the house and we got all three holes."

Zion didn't respond. Just pushed deeper into her mouth and her throat seized and she gagged and spit poured out around his shaft.


CHAPTER 61

She yanked her head off Zion's cock. Spit everywhere — hanging in thick strings from her lips to his shaft, dripping off her chin onto Rashad's chest. She gasped and coughed and her whole body was heaving between them and the words started pouring out before she could think about them.

"Both — unh — both holes — ahh — I've got both holes full daddy — unh — oh God — ahh — two cocks in me — unh unh —"

Cash slapped her ass from behind. "Yeah you do."

"Keith doesn't — unh — he doesn't even know people DO this — ahh —" She was babbling and rocking between them, her voice cracking, Rashad still thrusting up into her pussy from below and Cash still pumping her ass from behind. "He doesn't even — unh — he thinks sex is — ahh — lights off and two minutes and sorry babe — unh — he wouldn't know what a — FUCK — he wouldn't even know what he was LOOKING at if he — ahh —"

"If he what?" Cash grabbed her hair and pulled. "If he came outside right now?"

"YES — unh — if he looked over that fence right now — ahh — and saw his wife with two cocks in her — unh — he wouldn't even — his brain can't even — FUCK daddy RIGHT THERE —" Rashad hit her spot from below and the words broke apart into a raw moan and she lost the sentence.

"He wouldn't even put a finger in my ass — unh —" She said it and her pussy clenched around Rashad from the shame of saying it. "Eight years — ahh — eight years married and he never — unh — he never tried ANYTHING — ahh — and I'm getting — FUCK — I'm getting fucked in both holes right now daddy —"

"That's cause your husband's a bitch." Cash said it flat. Not even mean. Just a fact. He said it like he was reading the weather and slammed into her ass and she screamed.

"AHHH — unh — yes — ahh — he is — he's a bitch — unh —"

Zion grabbed her jaw from the side. His thick Black fingers clamping down on her face and turning her head toward him and he didn't say a word — just pushed his fat cock back past her lips and her words turned into wet gagging around his shaft. Shut her up. She'd said enough and now her mouth had a cock in it again and the babbling turned to "glk glk mmph" and she was back to three holes full and she could feel the tears running down her face and mixing with the spit on her chin and she was crying and gagging and getting fucked in every hole and she'd just called her husband a bitch with Black cock inside her.

Two — two Black cocks — inside me — both holes — oh God — I can feel them both — I can feel them pressing against each other inside me — Keith — Keith could never — Keith's little white cock barely fills one hole and I've got two Black cocks in me right now — two — and one in my mouth — every hole — every hole I have is full of Black cock — I'm a — I'm a — fuck I can't think — I can't think because I'm so full — so full of cock — Black cock — married white whore stuffed full of Black cock on a Saturday afternoon —

It built fast. Faster than any of the others. Two cocks hitting her from both sides at the same time — Rashad grinding against her spot from below and Cash's cock in her ass pressing against the same spot from the other side through the wall. Both of them stimulating the same place from opposite directions and the pressure was insane and she could feel the orgasm forming deep inside her and it was HUGE — bigger than the others, bigger than anything she'd ever felt — building and building from that spot where both Black cocks were pressing against each other inside her white body.

"Mmmmph — MMMMPH — MMMMMPH—" She was screaming around Zion's cock. The vibrations running through his shaft and his hands tightened in her hair and her body was shaking between the two men and she was about to —

She came. Number five. The biggest one yet.

It didn't start in her pussy. It didn't start in her ass. It started in the wall BETWEEN them — that thin strip of flesh where both Black cocks were grinding against each other from opposite sides. The spot where Rashad's shaft pressed up from below and Cash's shaft pressed down from behind and both of them were rubbing against the same place inside her at the same time and the friction between them built and built and then it BROKE and the orgasm ripped out of that spot and went everywhere at once.

Her pussy clamped first — her walls locked down on Rashad's cock so hard that he grunted and his hips jerked under her. And then her ass clenched too, squeezing Cash's cock, and Cash groaned behind her and shoved deeper from the grip. And the deeper shove pushed against the wall which pushed against Rashad which made her pussy clench AGAIN which made her ass clench AGAIN and she was caught in a loop — pussy squeezing Rashad, ass squeezing Cash, each squeeze triggering the next, her body locked in a cycle of clenching that she couldn't stop and couldn't control and every clench was another wave of the orgasm crashing through her.

"MMMMMPH — MMMMMMPH—"

She was screaming around Zion's cock and the vibrations were running through his shaft into his stomach and his hands were white-knuckle tight in her blonde hair and she was convulsing between all three of them. Her whole body was jerking and bucking on the lounger, her thick white thighs slamming against Rashad's dark hips, her ass spasming on Cash's cock, her arms flailing and her hands clawing at the lounger cushion and ripping the fabric. Her toes were curling so hard her feet were cramping and her stomach muscles were seizing in waves she could see rippling under her pale skin and she was squirting — gushing around Rashad's shaft, hot and wet and pouring out of her, splashing against his dark thighs and running down between their bodies and pooling on the lounger cushion and dripping off the edges onto the concrete below.

She couldn't tell which hole was cumming. Both of them. Neither of them. Her whole lower body was one clenching spasming mess and the orgasm was coming from the middle — from that wall where both cocks met — and radiating outward through her pussy and her ass and her clit and her thighs and her stomach all at the same time. Rashad's orgasm had been deep in her stomach and Cash's had been sharp on her front wall but this one was EVERYWHERE — pulsing through her entire body from the place where two Black cocks were pressing together inside a married white woman.

Her body was trying to push them out. The convulsions were so violent that her pussy and her ass were bearing down — pushing, squeezing, her muscles trying to push both cocks out of her at the same time. Cash grabbed her hips from behind — both Black hands clamping down on her white flesh, his fingers digging in hard enough that she'd have ten dark bruises tomorrow — and held himself inside her ass. Rashad gripped her waist from below and pulled her down onto his cock and locked his arms around her lower back. They were holding her on their cocks while her body tried to buck them off and she was sandwiched between their grips and she couldn't go anywhere. Pinned and cumming and convulsing between two Black men who weren't letting go.

Zion pulled out of her mouth.

"FUUUUUCK — DADDY — AHHHHH—"

Just FUCK and DADDY screamed raw and broken into the afternoon sun loud enough to carry over the fence and across her yard and through the sliding glass door and into the living room where her husband was sitting on a couch. She screamed it and her back arched and her head flew back and her blonde hair whipped across Cash's face behind her and she was cumming and screaming and squirting with her face aimed at the sky and tears pouring down her cheeks and spit hanging off her chin and her whole body locked between two Black men.


CHAPTER 62

"GODDAMN." Rashad felt it from below — her pussy pulsing and gushing on his cock, the hot wet rush of her squirt soaking his thighs and running off the lounger. "She cumming on both of us, nigga."

"I feel it." Cash's voice was strained and tight. "Her ass is squeezing the shit outta me. Fuck — she won't stop—"

She wouldn't stop. The loop wouldn't break. Pussy clenched, ass clenched, pussy clenched again, ass clenched again, and every cycle sent another gush of cum out of her and another jolt through her body and another muffled scream out of her mouth. Cash slapped her ass — hard, a reflex, trying to loosen the grip — and the slap made her clench HARDER and she squirted again, a thick gush that she could hear hit the concrete under the lounger.

"Unh — unh — UNH — oh God — oh FUCK — unh unh unh—"

She was babbling and cumming and her vision was white and her ears were ringing and she could feel the cum pouring out of her and she could feel both cocks still inside her and they were still hard and they were still moving — not full strokes anymore, just grinding, short rolls of their hips, fucking her through the orgasm from both sides at once. Every grind hit that spot where both shafts pressed together and every hit sent another pulse through the loop and her body jerked and she squirted again and she was crying.

Sobbing. Her face was wrecked — mascara in black streaks down her cheeks, spit and drool coating her chin and her neck, tears pouring out of her eyes and running through the mess. She was sobbing and cumming at the same time and the sounds coming out of her were ugly — wet choking sobs mixed with moans that she couldn't control and couldn't stop.

Cash kept grinding her through it. Rashad kept grinding her through it. Both of them inside her, both of them moving, both of them holding her body in place while she fell apart between them. She couldn't squirm away because their hands were locked on her hips and waist. She couldn't close her legs because Rashad's thighs were between hers. She couldn't do anything except lie there sandwiched and stuffed and cumming and crying while two Black men fucked her through an orgasm that wouldn't end.

"Stop — unh — I can't — ahh — it's too much — daddy please — unh — I can't take —"

"Yeah you can." Rashad's hands tightened around her waist and he drove up from below — a hard deep stroke that punched into her from underneath — and another wave hit her and she screamed and her whole body seized again and more cum gushed out of her around his shaft.

"She said stop." Cash laughed behind her. Breathless. "And then she came again."

She was begging them to stop and cumming every time they didn't. Her ass was clenching around Cash's cock pulling him deeper while she screamed at him to stop. All three of them knew it and they kept going.

Cash picked up the pace behind her. His Black hips slamming into her sore white ass, the slap of skin on skin echoing off the pool tiles. Rashad matched him from below — harder, faster, driving up into her pussy that was still clenching and gushing and so wet the sounds coming from between their bodies were obscene. She was being fucked through an orgasm that had lasted longer than most of Keith's entire performances in bed and she was sobbing and squirting and begging them to stop and cumming every time she begged.

"Unh — unh — daddy — unh — please — ahh — I can't — FUCK — unh unh unh—"

The orgasm finally started to fade. Not all at once — in slow waves that got smaller and smaller and further apart, her pussy going from constant clenching to pulsing to twitching to just throbbing, this hot heavy ache deep inside her that pulsed with her heartbeat. Her ass was still clenching in fading spasms around Cash's cock. Her thighs were twitching against Rashad's hips. She was still crying — quieter now, these small broken sobs that came out with every exhale, her face buried against Rashad's dark sweaty chest, tears and drool soaking into his skin.

Her body was done. Everything was spent — her muscles, her voice, her brain. She was limp weight between two Black men. A hundred and eighty-two pounds of thick wet white wife draped across Rashad's body with Cash's cock still in her ass and Rashad's cock still in her pussy. She couldn't move her arms or her legs or her head. She was just lying there. Breathing. Twitching. Feeling both cocks pulse inside her.

They were still hard. Both of them. Still inside her, still thick, still pulsing. They hadn't cum. She'd cum five times and they hadn't cum once. Keith came in two minutes and rolled over. These men had been fucking her for over an hour and hadn't finished and they were still hard and they were still inside her and they weren't done.

They weren't done and her body was already responding to that. Even through the exhaustion and the overstimulation and the crying — she could feel it. Her pussy throbbing around Rashad's cock. Her clit aching. That sick desperate heat that wouldn't go away no matter how many times she came. She was spent and wrecked and she still wanted more and she hated herself for it and her hips rolled against Rashad's cock on their own and she whimpered into his chest.

She turned her head on Rashad's chest. Through the sweat and the blur she could see the fence. The sliding glass door. The glow of Keith's laptop on the couch. He was still there. Still sitting. Still typing. She was lying on top of a Black man with another Black man's cock in her ass and her husband was thirty feet away on a couch and he hadn't moved.

The sun was getting lower. The shadows were getting longer across the pool deck. They'd been fucking for over an hour.

They weren't done.


CHAPTER 63

They kept going.

Cash was still in her ass. Rashad was still in her pussy. Both of them inside her, both still hard, both still thrusting in that alternating rhythm that kept her full at all times. She was lying on top of Rashad with her face against his dark sweaty chest and Cash was on top of her from behind and she was sandwiched and stuffed and she'd been getting fucked for over an hour and every nerve in her body was raw and screaming.

Zion was beside the lounger stroking his thick Black cock slow. Waiting his turn in her mouth. His other hand found her blonde hair and gripped it and pulled her head sideways off Rashad's chest so her face was turned toward him. He rubbed the head of his Black cock across her swollen lips and she opened her mouth and took him in because that's what her mouth did now. It opened when a Black cock got close.

"Mmph — mmph — glk — mmph—"

She was making sounds she didn't recognize. Wet broken muffled sounds around Zion's shaft while two cocks pumped in and out of her from below and behind. Her body was rocking on the lounger from Rashad and Cash thrusting into her and every rock shoved her forward onto Zion's cock and every pull dragged her off and she was being moved between three men and she had no control over anything.

Her body was giving out. She could feel it — the difference between an hour ago and now. An hour ago she'd been bouncing on Rashad's cock and screaming and begging for more. Now she was limp between them, a hundred and eighty-two pounds of wrecked white wife being rocked back and forth by their thrusts because she didn't have the strength to move on her own anymore. Her thighs had stopped shaking because the muscles had given up. Her arms were dead weight on the lounger cushion. Her jaw ached from Zion's cock stretching it open for the last hour and every time he pushed past her lips her eyes watered from the soreness. Her pussy was raw — swollen and oversensitive from five orgasms and every stroke from Rashad was hitting nerves that were already screaming and it was too much and not enough at the same time. Her ass was burning around Cash's cock, this deep hot ache that pulsed with every thrust. She was sore everywhere and wet everywhere and exhausted and she couldn't stop cumming and she couldn't stop wanting more and her body was a wreck that wouldn't quit.

Her voice was gone. She could feel it — her throat was raw and swollen from an hour of screaming and gagging and her voice had dropped from screaming to this hoarse raspy croak that barely carried past the lounger. She tried to moan around Zion's cock and what came out was this thin broken sound that cracked halfway through — "mmph — hhhh — mmph" — nothing like the screams she'd been making an hour ago. She'd screamed so hard for so long that her voice had shredded itself and now she was trying to moan and nothing was coming out right.

But she was still trying. She was still pushing sounds out of her ruined throat because she wanted to be loud and she wanted to be heard and she knew — she KNEW — that her husband was thirty feet away on the other side of that fence.

Zion pulled out of her mouth and she tried to scream. Really tried — opened her mouth and pushed from her gut and what came out was this raw broken wail that cracked and died halfway through. "AHHH — unh — FUCK — hhhhh—" Her voice giving out mid-scream, the sound going from loud to nothing in the same breath. She was too hoarse to scream and she was screaming anyway because she wanted Keith to hear her.

Keith can hear me.

The thought came from nowhere and it landed hard. She was thirty feet from her own house. The fence was wood, not concrete. The sliding glass door was thin. She'd been screaming and moaning and gagging for over an hour — screaming so loud Cash had laughed about the neighbors hearing. Keith was on the other side of that fence with his laptop. Could he hear her? Had he been hearing her this whole time?

She screamed louder. On purpose. Rashad thrust up into her and she let it rip — "AHHHHH DADDY" — aimed right at the fence. Right at it. Right at the sliding glass door and the couch and the laptop and her husband's thin pale face lit up by a spreadsheet.

Nothing. No door sliding open. No footsteps. No "Diane? You okay?" Nothing.

She screamed again. Cash slammed into her ass and she screamed — "FUCK — UNH — DADDY — AHHH" — loud enough that her throat burned raw. Keith was not coming.

He can hear me. He can hear his wife screaming next door — loud, for an hour, screaming sounds that don't sound like a woman having a nice conversation with the neighbors — and he hasn't gotten off the couch. He hasn't walked to the back door. He hasn't looked over the fence. He can hear me and he doesn't care enough to check.
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What if he did? What if the sliding door opened right now and Keith walked out into the backyard and looked over the fence?

She could see it. Behind her eyelids, between thrusts, she could see it playing out like one of the videos she watched at 2 AM with the volume down.

Keith standing at the fence. His soft pale face and his reading glasses and his college t-shirt stretched over his gut. Looking over the six-foot fence and seeing his wife on a pool lounger — naked and sweating and covered in spit and cum and bruises, lying on top of a Black man with his cock buried in her pussy while another Black man fucked her ass from behind and a third one fed his cock into her mouth. His wife. His blonde wife. The woman he married eight years ago looking up at him from between three Black men with mascara running down her face and her mouth full of cock.

She could see his face. The slack jaw. The wide eyes behind the glasses. The color draining out of his soft cheeks. He'd look at her body — the handprints on her ass, the bruises on her hips from Black fingers, the cum and spit and sweat all over her pale skin, the Black cock in her pussy and the Black cock in her ass — and he'd try to say something and nothing would come out. Keith. Standing there in his sweatpants and his bare feet on the grass gaping at his wife getting gangbanged.

And he'd try to stop it. She could see that too. Keith climbing over the fence — struggling, his soft arms barely getting him over, his gut catching on the top rail — and stumbling onto the pool deck and saying something pathetic like "get off my wife" in his thin flat voice that nobody would listen to. Rashad wouldn't even look at him. Cash would laugh. And Keith would reach for her — his small pale hand reaching for her arm trying to pull her off the lounger — and one of them would push him. Just push him. A shove from Cash's Black hand against Keith's soft white chest and Keith would stumble backward and almost fall and he'd stand there with his mouth open and his eyes wet and three Black men wouldn't even stop fucking his wife long enough to deal with him.

They'd keep going. Rashad would keep thrusting up into her pussy from below. Cash would keep pounding her ass from behind. Zion would grab her hair and push his cock back in her mouth. All three of them would keep fucking her right in front of her husband and Keith would be standing there watching and he couldn't stop it because he was soft and small and weak and they were big and strong and they had his wife and they weren't giving her back.

And she'd look at him. She'd pull off Zion's cock and look right at Keith — right into his pale wet eyes — and she'd say it.

Jerk off, Keith. Jerk off your little white dick and watch. Watch your wife get fucked by real men with real cocks. This is what a real fuck looks like, Keith. This is what you could never give me. Look at me — look at my pussy full of Black cock and tell me you can do this. You can't. Your little dick can't reach where they're reaching. Your soft hands can't grab me the way they grab me. So stand there and watch and jerk your little dick and maybe you'll learn something.

She'd laugh at him. She'd laugh at her own husband standing on a pool deck watching three Black men fuck his wife and she'd tell him to jerk off and he'd be crying and she'd be cumming and —

The fantasy was making her wetter. She could feel it — every time she pictured Keith's face, every time she imagined him standing there watching with his soft mouth hanging open and his little white dick tenting his sweatpants, more wetness gushed out of her. She was getting off on humiliating her own husband inside her head while three Black men fucked her body on a lounger.

Look at your wife, Keith. Look at me. I'm on top of a Black man right now. His cock is inside my pussy — deep, deeper than you've ever been — and another Black man's cock is in my ass and I've got a third one in my mouth and I'm CUMMING, Keith. I'm cumming on their cocks. Not yours. Theirs. I've cum more times in the last two hours than you've made me cum in eight years and they're not even done yet. They're STILL hard. They're still inside me. Still fucking me. Can you do that, Keith? Can you stay hard for more than two minutes? Can you make me scream? Can you make me squirt? You can't. You can't do any of it. So stand there and watch, baby. Watch what real men do to your wife.

Cash slammed into her ass and her mouth fell open and the fantasy sharpened — Keith right there, three feet away, watching Cash's Black cock pump in and out of his wife's ass while Rashad's Black cock stretched her pussy from below. Keith's face crumbling. His chin shaking. His eyes wet. And she'd look right at him while she moaned — "UNH — UNH — DADDY — AHHH" — moaning for OTHER men in front of her husband, calling Black men daddy while Keith stood there with his little soft dick and his reading glasses and his thin arms that couldn't push anyone away from anything.

You can't stop them. You couldn't stop one of them and there's three. Look at Rashad under me — he's twice your size, Keith. Cash behind me — his arms are bigger than your legs. Zion — you wouldn't even come up to his chest. You're soft and small and pale and they're hard and big and Black and they've got your wife and you can't do a fucking thing about it except stand there and cry and jerk your little white dick while you watch.

Her pussy was flooding. The fantasy was making her wetter than the actual fucking — picturing Keith helpless and crying while she got pounded was sending pulses through her clit that were building into something huge. She could feel it stacking behind her belly button, this hot tight pressure that was getting bigger with every image her brain threw at her.

And I'd cum, Keith. I'd look right at you and I'd cum on his Black cock. I'd cum screaming and squirting with you standing three feet away and you'd SEE it. You'd see your wife's face when she cums for real — not the fake moans I've been giving you for eight years, the REAL ones. The ones you've never heard because you've never made me make them. You'd see what a real orgasm looks like on your wife's face and you'd know. You'd finally know that every sound you thought was real was fake and THIS is real and they gave it to me and you never could.


CHAPTER 65

Cash yanked her hair from behind — a hard yank that snapped her head back and reality rushed in. His face above her, the sky, the sun, Zion's cock inches from her mouth. No Keith. No fantasy. Just three Black men and a lounger and the fence and the sliding glass door where her husband was sitting on his couch and hadn't moved.

"Where you going, white bitch?" Cash shoved her face back down toward Rashad's chest and slammed into her ass harder and she screamed — loud, the sound tearing over the fence toward her house.

Nobody came. She screamed and nobody came. She was getting fucked thirty feet from her husband and screaming and nobody came and the orgasm hit her from the inside out.

It started in her chest. This sick heavy feeling that dropped through her stomach and landed between her legs and exploded. The fantasy and the reality crashing together — Keith in her head watching and crying and Keith in real life not watching and not caring and she didn't know which one was worse and both of them were making her cum.

"AHHH — FUCK — UNH — DADDY — FUUUUCK — AHHHH—"

She was screaming with her face pressed against Rashad's dark chest, her raw voice cracking and breaking on every sound, and her pussy was clamping down on Rashad's cock in hard fast pulses and her ass was squeezing Cash and her whole body was seizing between them. Rashad grabbed her throat from below — his Black fingers wrapping around her white neck and squeezing — and her scream choked down to a wheeze and her eyes bulged and she came HARDER from the choking, her pussy gushing around Rashad's cock, squirting onto his dark thighs.

She came. Number six.

"MMMPH — UNH — UNH — FUUUCK — DADDY — AHHH — UNH UNH UNH—"

It rolled through her in waves that slammed into each other — one wave from her pussy clenching on Rashad, one wave from her ass squeezing Cash, one wave from the fantasy still playing behind her eyes. Keith crying. Keith watching. Keith jerking his little white dick. Black cocks inside her. Hands on her throat. Cumming and screaming and sobbing all at the same time and the sounds coming out of her were loud enough to carry over the fence even with her voice gone — this raw broken shrieking that she couldn't stop.

Cash slapped her ass while she came. Hard — the sting made her clench around both of them and she squirted again and she could hear it splash against Rashad's thighs. "Yeah bitch. CUM." He slapped her again. "CUM ON THAT BLACK DICK."

"UNH — DADDY — FUCK — I'M — AHHHH—"

Zion grabbed her jaw and shoved his cock back in her mouth and her screaming turned to gagging — "GLKK GLKK MMMMPH" — and the fantasy was still there behind her eyes, Keith standing at the fence watching his wife gag on Black cock while she squirted on another one.

Cash yanked her hair. Rashad squeezed her throat. Zion held her head down on his cock. All three of them gripping her while she fell apart. The scream that came out of her when Zion pulled out of her mouth was aimed at the fence, at the sliding glass door, at the couch where her husband was sitting and did not look up.

Nobody came running.

The orgasm faded slow. Her body went limp on top of Rashad — heavy and wet and boneless, her face pressed against his dark chest, her breathing ragged against his skin. She could hear his heartbeat under her cheek. Fast and hard. She could hear Cash's breathing behind her — heavy, strained. Zion was quiet but she could feel his hand still resting on the back of her head, his thick fingers in her sweaty blonde hair.

For a few seconds everything was just breathing. Four bodies on a lounger in the fading sun. The pool filter humming. A lawn mower somewhere far away. A bird. The distant sound of a car pulling into a driveway on the next street over. Normal Saturday sounds while a married white woman lay naked and trembling between three Black men with two cocks still inside her.

She could hear Keith's keyboard. Faint, through the fence, through the sliding glass door — the soft click click click of his fingers on his laptop. He was still typing. She'd just screamed loud enough to strain her voice and she could hear him typing. The clicking sounded the same as it always did — even and steady and calm. Keith was calm on the other side of the fence while his wife's pussy was still twitching around a Black man's cock.

She was so tired. Her eyelids were heavy and her muscles ached and she could feel every bruise forming on her hips and her ass and her thighs. Her jaw was sore. Her throat was raw. Her knees were scraped and stinging. She wanted to sleep right here on Rashad's chest with both of them still inside her.

Then she felt it. Under her. Inside her.

Rashad's cock was changing. Getting thicker. Swelling against her walls. His thrusts were getting shorter — hard quick jabs up into her that were different from his rhythm, desperate, losing control. His breathing went from heavy to ragged against her neck and his hands were gripping her hips so hard his fingers were digging into her flesh and his balls were tightening. She could feel them pulling up against her — his heavy Black balls drawing close to his shaft, getting ready.

He was going to cum inside her.

"Oh God—" Barely a whisper. "You're gonna — oh fuck — you're gonna cum inside me—"

His cock was getting bigger inside her and her brain caught up to what was happening and the panic hit.

"I'm not — unh — I'm not on anything — ahh — daddy I'm not on the pill — unh —"

She wasn't on the pill. She'd stopped taking it four months ago because there was no point — Keith couldn't get hard enough to fuck her so why would she take birth control. She'd flushed the pills and Keith hadn't noticed because Keith would have to fuck her to notice and Keith's little white cock hadn't been inside her in months.
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And now a Black man's cock was inside her. Hard and thick and about to pump a load of cum into her unprotected married white pussy. No condom. No pill. Nothing between his cum and her body and she could feel him getting closer with every thrust.

She should stop this. She should push him out or tell him to pull out or say something — "not inside, daddy, please, not inside" — and she opened her mouth to say it and what came out was something else.

"Oh God — unh — you're gonna cum in my pussy — ahh — you're gonna cum inside me daddy — unh —"

Her pussy was clenching around his cock and she wasn't pushing him away. Her hands were on his chest and her hips were grinding down onto him and she could feel his cock getting thicker and thicker inside her and her body was pulling him deeper.

Her left hand was on his chest. Her wedding ring pressing into his dark skin. The hand Keith put a ring on eight years ago was pressing a Black man's body closer while his cock swelled inside her unprotected pussy. The gold band pressing into a Black man's skin while he got ready to cum inside her.

Keith had been trying to get her pregnant for years. Before the sex stopped, before the promotion, back when they still fucked on Friday nights — they'd been trying. She'd lie on her back in the dark and Keith would push his soft little cock inside her and pump his two minutes and dribble his thin watery cum into her and she'd lie there with her legs up and wait and nothing ever happened. Month after month. Keith's little white cock pumping his little white load into her and nothing taking because there wasn't enough of it, or it wasn't strong enough, or his cock couldn't get deep enough to put it where it needed to go. Years of trying and Keith couldn't give her a baby.

And now Rashad's Black cock was buried to the root in her pussy — deeper than Keith had ever been, thicker than Keith had ever been, harder than Keith had ever been — and his heavy Black balls were drawing up tight against her ass and she could feel the load building in them and it was going to be thick and hot and there was going to be a LOT of it and there was nothing stopping it from going exactly where Keith's never could.

"Daddy — unh — oh God daddy — ahh — you're gonna — I can feel it — unh — you're gonna cum so deep — ahh —"

Her hands slid down Rashad's chest and grabbed his hips. She pulled. Her white fingers dug into his dark hips and PULLED him deeper into her and her wedding ring scraped against his skin and she was pulling a Black man's cock deeper into her unprotected pussy with the hand her husband put a ring on.

"I'm bout to nut in this white pussy." Rashad said it through his teeth. Strained. Not to her — to Cash and Zion. Telling his boys. Announcing that he was about to cum inside a married white woman.

"Do it, nigga." Cash was still in her ass, still thrusting. "Fill that white bitch up. Breed that hoe."

Breed.

The word hit her somewhere below her stomach. Breed. Every other word they'd called her today — bitch, hoe, slut — those were about fucking. Breed was permanent. Breed was a Black man putting something inside a married white woman that her white husband never could.

"Breed that hoe." Cash said it again behind her, slamming into her ass, and this time she heard it in his voice — casual, easy, like he was telling Rashad to pass the Hennessy. Breed that hoe. Like it was nothing. Like pumping a married white woman full of Black cum was just something you did on a Saturday afternoon by the pool.

Her pussy clenched so hard around Rashad's cock that he groaned and his hips jerked under her. He was right there. Seconds away.

"Breed me." She said it. Out loud. Her wrecked hoarse voice cracking on the words. "Breed me daddy."

"What?" Rashad's hands tightened on her hips.

"BREED ME — unh — breed me daddy — ahh — cum inside me — unh — put it in me — ahh — give me what Keith can't — FUCK — BREED ME—"

She was screaming it at a Black man while her husband sat on a couch thirty feet away. Keith couldn't give her a baby and now she was begging a Black man to do it for him.

"BREED ME DADDY — unh — CUM IN MY PUSSY — ahh — FILL ME UP — unh — I WANT IT — ahh — I WANT YOUR CUM INSIDE ME DADDY — FUCK — BREED ME—"

Rashad grabbed her hips and slammed up into her — hard, deep, one final stroke that buried him to the root — and she felt his cock swell one more time and his whole body go rigid under her and his balls heave against her ass.

And she was cumming. Number seven. Before number six had even finished — the aftershocks still rolling through her pussy when this one hit on top of them. The feeling of his cock about to explode inside her and her own voice screaming BREED ME and Cash's cock still pounding her ass and it was too much and her body couldn't tell where one orgasm stopped and the next one started.

"I'M CUMMING — unh — DADDY I'M CUMMING — ahh — CUM INSIDE ME — unh — BREED ME DADDY — AHHHHH—"

Her pussy was clenching and squeezing around Rashad's swelling Black cock and his hands were crushing her white hips down onto him and his balls were tight against her ass and she was screaming and cumming and begging him to breed her and she felt his balls heave and his cock pulse and —
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"Oh shit — nigga I'm cumming — ah SHIIIIT—"

Rashad's whole body locked up under her. Every muscle rigid, his dark arms shaking, his Black hands crushing her white hips down onto his cock and holding her there — pinned, impaled, his entire Black cock buried to the root in her unprotected white pussy — and then the first pulse hit.

Hot. Thick. Deep. She felt his cock swell and release and the first blast of cum shot into her so deep she felt it in her stomach.

Her mouth fell open and nothing came out. The heat of it — she wasn't ready for the heat. Keith's cum had been lukewarm. Thin. She'd lie under Keith and feel him dribble inside her and it was like warm water leaking out of a tap. She'd barely known he'd finished. Rashad's cum hit her insides like it had been boiling in his balls and it was THICK — she could feel the weight of it landing deep inside her, this heavy hot glob that sat where it landed and didn't run. Deep in her pussy where Keith's little white cock had never reached.

The second pulse hit before she'd processed the first. Another blast of thick hot cum shooting into her and she felt it land on top of the first one — deeper, hotter, and her pussy clenched around his shaft from the heat and the clench squeezed more out of him and the third pulse hit and the fourth and he was PUMPING into her, his Black cock jerking and swelling with every spurt, his hips bucking under her, and she could feel each individual shot landing inside her body. One after another after another. Each one thick and hot and heavy and she was being filled up in a way she'd never been filled and her body was clenching and milking and pulling every drop out of him.

Cash was still in her ass. Rashad's cock erupting inside her had wiped everything else from her brain but Cash was still behind her, still thrusting, his Black cock pumping in and out of her ass while Rashad pumped cum into her pussy. She could feel both of them — Rashad pulsing and shooting and flooding her from below and Cash grinding and pounding from behind and every thrust from Cash pushed her down harder onto Rashad's cock and every push down made her pussy squeeze tighter around him and every squeeze milked another spurt of cum out of him. Cash was fucking more cum into her. His cock in her ass was pushing Rashad's cum deeper with every stroke.

"Unh — unh — oh God — unh — I can feel it — ahh — I can feel you cumming in me daddy — unh — it's so hot — ahh — there's so much — FUCK—"

She was babbling and her pussy was gripping his cock in these hard fast pulses that matched his spurts — squeeze, spurt, squeeze, spurt — her body working him like it had been waiting eight years for a load worth taking. Rashad was FILLING her. Getting heavier with every pulse, settling into the deepest part of her body, and more kept coming and she was clenching to keep it all inside her and her eyes were rolling back.

"More — unh — more daddy — ahh — give me more — unh — don't stop — ahh — keep cumming — unh — fill me up — FILL ME UP—"

She was begging a Black man to pump more cum into her unprotected pussy. Her hips were grinding down onto his cock, her body working to keep him as deep as possible, her pussy squeezing in rhythm with his pulses to milk every drop. Her wedding ring hand was on his dark chest and she was pulling herself down onto his shooting cock and there was nowhere for the cum to go because she was clenched so tight around him that nothing was leaking out. Every spurt was going deeper and she was FULL and her husband was on a couch.

Rashad groaned under her and his hands crushed her hips down and another heavy spurt shot deep and she felt it and she screamed.

"AHHH — OH GOD — OH FUCK — HE'S CUMMING IN ME — HE'S CUMMING INSIDE ME — AHHH—"

She was screaming in tandem with his orgasm. Every pulse of his cum triggered another wave of hers — her pussy clenching around his shooting Black cock and the clench squeezing more cum out of him and the cum making her clench harder and she was locked in a loop with him. Cumming together. A Black man and a white wife cumming at the same time on a pool lounger in the sun and his cum was pouring into her and she was screaming and she couldn't stop any of it.

"Unh — UNH — fuck — FUCK — I can feel it — oh God I can feel it — it's so HOT — unh — ahhhh—"

Her legs were cramping. Both calves seizing up from being locked in position for too long, the muscles clenching and burning, and she couldn't move them. She was pinned on top of him with her legs cramping and her body spasming and his cum pumping into her.
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And Cash was still fucking her ass.

Rashad cumming inside her had consumed everything — the heat and the thickness and the pulses — but Cash's Black cock was still buried in her ass behind her. Still hard. Still pumping. He hadn't stopped. Rashad was cumming inside her pussy and Cash was fucking her ass through it and she was being bred from one side and pounded from the other at the same time.

"AHHH — unh — oh God — ahh — he's cumming in me and you're — unh — you're still fucking me — ahh — both of you — FUCK—"

Every thrust from Cash was pushing her body down onto Rashad's shooting cock and every push down was squeezing more cum out of him and every spurt of cum made her pussy clench which made her ass tighten around Cash and Cash groaned and pounded harder. Rashad's cum made her clench which made Cash thrust harder which pushed her down which squeezed more cum out of Rashad. Her body was doing it on its own and she had no control over any of it.

Cash's hands gripped her hips from behind — right next to Rashad's hands, dark fingers overlapping on her white flesh, both men holding onto the same hips at the same time. Four Black hands on her pale white hips while one of them came inside her and the other one fucked her ass. She could feel all four hands gripping and bruising her skin and she was being held in place by eight fingers on each side and her body was shaking between their grips.

"Unh — unh — oh fuck — unh — I can feel his cum — ahh — I can feel his cum inside me while you fuck my ass daddy — unh — oh GOD—"

Cash slapped her ass from behind. Hard enough that the sound cracked across the pool deck and her whole body jolted forward on top of Rashad and a gush of cum squeezed out of her pussy around Rashad's softening cock — thick and hot, running out of her and down between their bodies.

"Yeah." Cash was panting behind her. "Take that nut, bitch. Take it while I fuck your ass."

He wasn't slowing down. Rashad was finished — his cock softening inside her, his hands loosening, his breathing calming — and Cash was picking up the pace. Slamming into her ass harder and faster behind her, his Black hips clapping against her sore red cheeks, and every impact was pushing Rashad's cum around inside her. She could feel it — the thick load shifting and sloshing every time Cash's cock drove into her from behind. The cum was moving inside her and it was warm and heavy and she could feel it coating her walls and running deeper every time Cash pounded her ass.

Her tits were bouncing against Rashad's dark chest with every thrust from Cash — heavy and wet, slapping against his pecs, her raw nipples dragging across his sweaty skin. Her blonde hair was stuck to everything — Rashad's chest, her own face, the lounger cushion. Her mouth was hanging open and spit was drooling onto Rashad's collarbone and she was making sounds that weren't words — just these wet broken gasps every time Cash's cock slammed into her ass. "Ahh — ahh — ahh — ahh—" One gasp per thrust. Steady and rhythmic and pathetic.

She was lying on a Black man's chest with his cum pooling inside her unprotected pussy and another Black man was fucking her ass from behind and she was shaking and drooling and gasping and her whole body was a wreck. Her jaw was chattering and her arms wouldn't hold still and her thighs were twitching against Rashad's hips and the tears started before she could stop them.

Tears running down her face. Her body was overloaded and her eyes were pouring and she was sobbing and moaning at the same time.

"Mmph — ahh — unh — oh God — oh fuck — mmph — ahhhh—"

Rashad's hips jerked under her. Another spurt. And another. His balls were pressing against her ass and she could feel them contracting with each pulse — heavy Black balls emptying themselves into a married white woman's unprotected pussy.

He was still cumming. She'd thought he was done — the big pulses had slowed and his body had relaxed under her — but his cock was still throbbing and she could feel smaller spurts still leaking out of him deep inside her. His balls would tighten and his cock would twitch and another glob of thick cum would push out into her and her pussy would squeeze around it and pull it deeper. Her body was greedy for it — her pussy squeezing his softening cock on its own, trying to drain him dry.

She ground her hips down onto him. Slow and tight — rolling her pussy around his softening shaft, working the last of his cum out of him with her body. She could feel it leaking out of the tip of his cock in thick warm trickles now, each one adding to the heavy pool sitting deep inside her.

"Mmm — unh — I can feel it — ahh — every drop daddy — unh — I can feel every drop going in—"

She'd never felt this after sex with Keith. He'd finish and roll off and she'd lie there wondering if he'd even cum because there was nothing to feel. Just a vague dampness that could have been her own wetness for all she knew.

She could feel every drop of Rashad's. The WEIGHT of it — shifting when she moved her hips, settling back when she went still. The most she'd ever felt after sex.

"Shit." Rashad's voice was thick and heavy. His eyes were half-closed under her. "Shit — yeah — take that nut, white bitch — take all of it—"

"Give it to me — fuck — give me all of it — cum inside me — fill me up — unh — unh — fill my pussy with your cum — oh God — breed me — fucking BREED me—"

She was begging him. His cock was throbbing and his cum was shooting and she wanted every drop.

She took all of it. She didn't have a choice — his hands were holding her down on his cock and his cum was shooting into her and her pussy was milking him and every pulse sent another wave crashing through her body. So much cum. More cum than Keith had produced in the last year. A single load that made everything Keith had ever given her look like nothing.

And she was holding it. Her pussy was clenched tight around his shaft, not letting a drop leak out. She'd never held cum inside her before because there was never anything to hold — Keith's thin dribble leaked out before she'd even gotten to the bathroom. She never felt it leave because she'd never felt it arrive.

This cum had WEIGHT. It shifted inside her when Cash's thrusts rocked her body — sloshing and settling. The fullness pressing against her walls. The heat radiating into her stomach and her thighs. She was heavy with it.
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Her hand went to her lower belly. She pressed her palm flat against the soft pale skin between her hips — right above where she could feel the cum sitting — and she pressed down and she could almost feel it through her own body. A Black man's thick hot load pooled deep inside her behind her belly button and her wedding ring hand pressing down on the spot from the outside. She pressed harder and her pussy clenched from the pressure and more cum leaked out of his softening cock and she moaned — "mmm" — quiet and low and satisfied.

"Daddy — unh — I'm so full — ahh — I'm so full of your cum—"

His hips jerked one last time. One final heavy pulse that she felt land deep and then his body relaxed under her. His hands loosened on her hips. His cock was still inside her — softening, throbbing, the last weak pulses of cum leaking into her. His Black chest rose and fell under her pale body and his breathing was heavy and slow and she could feel his heartbeat through his cock — slowing down, calming, done.

She lay there on top of him shaking with tears running down her face. His cum inside her — deep in her body, sitting heavy.

He came inside me. A Black man just came inside me. I can feel it — God I can feel it, it's so thick and so hot and there's so much of it and it's deep inside me. I'm not on the pill. Keith doesn't know. I'm lying on a Black man's chest with his cum filling my unprotected pussy and my husband is on a couch thirty feet away and he doesn't know. He doesn't know his wife just got bred by a Black man on the neighbors' pool deck.

Bred. The word wouldn't leave. She'd been bred. She rolled the word around in her mind and her pussy squeezed around Rashad's soft cock and she could feel the cum shift inside her from the squeeze. Bred. A Black man had pumped his cum into her and she wasn't on birth control and she'd BEGGED him to do it. She'd screamed BREED ME with her husband thirty feet away. She'd pulled him deeper with the hand Keith put a ring on.

She could still feel his heartbeat through his cock. Slow now — calm and steady, his pulse fading inside her as he softened. She pressed her face harder into his dark chest and breathed him in — sweat and musk and chlorine and sex. She could hear his heart under her ear, beating slow against her cheek. A stranger's heartbeat. She was listening to a stranger's heartbeat while his cum sat inside her body and her wedding ring pressed into his dark skin and she felt more at home on this man's chest than she'd felt in her own bed in years.

Her left hand was still on his chest. She looked at the ring. The gold was dull now — smeared with sweat and cum and pool water, not the bright flash it had been when she'd walked through the gate with lemonade. The diamond was clouded. She stared at it on his dark skin and she didn't feel guilty. She waited for the guilt — the sick twisting feeling she used to get after touching herself to Black men in the dark next to Keith. It didn't come. She was lying naked on a Black man with his cum pooling inside her unprotected pussy and she felt nothing except full and warm and tired and she wanted to close her eyes and stay here.

Her breathing was starting to slow. The shaking was fading into tremors. The cramping in her legs was easing. She could feel Rashad's cock softening inside her and his cum was shifting and she could feel it wanting to leak out of her and she squeezed to keep it in — this involuntary clench of her pussy trying to hold a Black man's cum inside her.

The ringing in her ears was fading. The world was coming back — the sound of the pool filter, the distant music from inside the house, the birds, the hum of central air from her own house across the fence. Her own house. Keith.

She could hear his keyboard again. Click click click. Faint through the fence and the glass. He was still typing. She'd screamed BREED ME loud enough to shred her voice and he was typing. She'd begged a Black man to cum inside her unprotected pussy and he was typing. A load of cum thicker than anything he'd ever produced was sitting heavy in his wife's body thirty feet from his couch and he was typing and he would type until dinner and then he would ask her what she wanted to order and he would never know. He would never know what was inside her.

The sun was lower. The shadows had gotten longer while she wasn't paying attention. The concrete was cooling under the lounger. She could smell the sex on the air — cum and sweat and chlorine and bodies — thick and heavy and drifting across the pool deck toward the fence. If Keith stepped outside he would smell it. He would smell his wife's afternoon on the air and he wouldn't know what it was because Keith had never made sex smell like anything. Sex with Keith smelled like their bedroom — stale sheets and fabric softener and nothing. This smelled like something had happened. This smelled like three men and a woman and hours of fucking and cum and it was hanging in the warm evening air and drifting toward Keith's house.

She took a breath. Another. Her heart rate was coming down. She could think again. She could —

"Shit — me too." Cash's voice behind her. Strained. Tight. His Black cock was still in her ass and she'd almost forgotten it was there because Rashad's orgasm had consumed everything. "I'm bout to bust."

"Nigga me too." Zion. Beside the lounger. His thick Black cock in his fist, stroking fast. His jaw was clenched and his dark abs were tensing and he was close.

Both of them. At the same time. About to cum. And she was still lying on top of Rashad with his softening cock inside her leaking cum.

She rolled off him.

His Black cock slid out of her pussy with a heavy wet sound — a thick plop as the softening shaft fell out of her stretched hole and landed against his dark thigh. And the cum came with it. A flood of thick white cum gushing out of her gaping pussy — pouring out onto Rashad's thighs, running down between her legs, dripping off her body onto the lounger cushion and onto the concrete below. So much cum. Thick ropes of it sliding out of her in a heavy stream, pooling on the ground between the lounger legs.

She slid off the lounger onto her knees on the hot concrete. What was left of the one-piece came off with the movement — the snapped strings catching on the lounger frame and pulling free from her body, the ruined fabric dropping onto the concrete behind her. She was naked. Completely naked on her knees in the sun.

She looked down at herself.


CHAPTER 70

Her body was destroyed. Her thick white thighs were spread on the hot concrete and they were coated — cum and sweat and pool water and her own squirt running down the pale skin in streaks. Rashad's cum was pouring out of her. She could feel it — thick and heavy, running out of her stretched pussy in a slow stream, sliding down her inner thighs and dripping off her skin onto the concrete between her knees. She looked at the puddle forming on the ground — thick white cum on grey concrete, pooling and spreading in the heat. A Black man's cum leaking out of a married white woman onto the ground. She watched it drip out of her body and she didn't close her legs.

Her knees were raw and stinging from the concrete. Her hips were bruised with dark finger-shaped marks from Rashad's grip on the left and Cash's on the right, overlapping on her pale skin. Her ass was red and swollen from being slapped for two hours, her tits hanging heavy in front of her marked with handprints and her nipples raw and puffy. Her blonde hair was matted to her face and her neck — soaked with sweat and cum and pool water in wet tangles — and her face was mascara in black streaks, spit dried on her chin, her lips swollen and raw from two hours of gagging on Black cock.

This is what her husband's wife looked like right now. This is what Keith's wife looked like — naked and ruined on her knees on concrete with Black cum running down her thighs and bruises from Black hands all over her white skin. The woman who'd walked through the gate with lemonade two hours ago didn't exist anymore. This wrecked dripping mess on her knees in the neighbors' yard didn't belong to Keith. She didn't look like a wife. She looked like something three men had used up and wrung out on a Saturday afternoon.

She could feel the cum still leaking out of her. Every time she shifted on her knees another thick glob ran out and slid warm down her thigh and she shivered from it — this full-body shiver that ran up her spine every time she felt his cum leave her body. She was emptying. The heavy pool she'd been holding inside was running out of her and she hated the feeling of it leaving. She wanted it back inside her. She squeezed her pussy to hold it in and more ran out anyway because she was too stretched and too open to hold anything.

She looked up.

Cash and Zion were in front of her. Standing. Both stroking their Black cocks fast — Cash with one hand, Zion with both. Their dark shafts glistening with her spit and her pussy and her ass and they were both close. She could see it — the tension in their arms, the clenching of their jaws, the veins standing out in their necks.

She tilted her face up toward them. Closed her eyes. Her mascara was streaked down her cheeks and her lips were swollen and her blonde hair was matted with sweat and spit and cum and she was on her knees on the concrete in the sun with Rashad's cum leaking out of her gaping pussy behind her and two Black cocks aimed at her face.

She opened her mouth. Tongue out. Her lower lip trembling. She was crying — still crying, the tears running down through the mess on her face — and her clit was throbbing between her legs and she wanted it. She wanted their cum on her face more than she'd ever wanted anything Keith could give her.

She looked like the women in the videos. The ones she watched at 2 AM with the volume down while Keith snored — white wives on their knees with their mouths open and their faces wrecked, looking up at Black men, waiting. She'd watched those videos and touched herself and cum in the dark and she'd always wondered what those women were feeling. Now she knew. She wanted to be covered. She wanted to look like what she was.

Her hands reached up. Her left hand found Cash's cock — her white fingers wrapping around his dark shaft, her wedding ring pressing against his skin, and she aimed it at her own face. Her right hand found Zion — his fat cock too thick for her fingers to close around, and she aimed that one too. She was holding two Black cocks in her hands and pointing them at her own face. Nobody was making her do this. Nobody was holding her down or pushing her head or forcing her mouth open. She was on her knees with cum leaking out of her pussy and she was aiming two Black cocks at her own married white face with her own hands.

"Mmm — ahh — please—" Her voice was barely there. This hoarse broken whisper that cracked on every word. She licked her lips and looked up at them through wet eyes. "Please cum on my face. Please. I want it. Cum on me. Cover me—"

She stroked them both. Her hands working their shafts — short fast strokes, her wrists twisting, her wedding ring sliding up and down Cash's cock catching the fading sun. She could feel them getting closer — Cash's cock swelling in her grip, Zion's shaft getting harder, both of them breathing faster.

"Please — unh — all over my face — ahh — cover me — I want to taste it — please daddy — please—"

She tilted her face up and opened her mouth wider and stuck her tongue out and she was begging for cum on her face in the neighbors' backyard on a Saturday afternoon while her husband worked on a spreadsheet. A thirty-eight-year-old married white woman on her knees with Black cum leaking out of her pussy and two Black cocks in her hands aimed at her own face. Keith's wife. Keith's blonde wife. Begging.

Cash and Zion stepped closer. Their Black cocks inches from her pale wrecked face. She could feel the heat coming off them and she could smell them — sweat and musk and sex. Her mouth was open and her tongue was out and her hands were stroking and her wedding ring was catching the last of the afternoon sun.

She could feel them getting close. Cash's cock was twitching in her grip — swelling, the head getting fatter against her palm, his breathing going ragged above her. Zion's thick shaft was pulsing in her other hand — heavy throbs she could feel in her wrist, his jaw clenched and his abs tight. Both of them were seconds away. Both of them were about to cum on her face and she was holding their cocks and aiming them and waiting with her mouth open and her tongue out and her eyes closed.

She could feel the sun on her face. Warm and fading. She could feel the concrete under her knees. She could feel Rashad's cum still leaking out of her behind her, warm and thick running down her thighs. She could feel her own heartbeat in her pussy and in her clit and in her swollen lips and in her bruised hips and in her raw throat. She was alive in every inch of her wrecked body and she was on her knees waiting to be covered in cum.

She squeezed both cocks. Stroked faster. Aimed them at her open mouth and her cheeks and her closed eyes.

"Please — unh — please daddy — cum on me — cum on my face — please—"

Cash's hand grabbed her hair. Zion's hand grabbed her jaw. Both of them gripping her head at the same time, holding her face where they wanted it — tilted up, mouth open, tongue out, eyes closed. Keith's wife. Held in place by two Black hands while two Black cocks pointed at her face from inches away.

She waited.


CHAPTER 71

Cash came first.

His Black hand tightened in her blonde hair and his hips jerked forward and the first rope of cum hit her across the cheek. Thick and hot and heavy — she felt the weight of it land on her white skin and start running down toward her jaw. Keith's cum was water compared to this. She could feel it sitting on her skin.

Keith had cum on her face once. Maybe twice — she'd asked him to try because she'd seen it in the videos she watched alone and she'd wanted to know what it felt like. Keith had jerked his limp little cock over her face for three minutes and finally squeezed out this thin sad dribble that landed on her chin like a drop of warm water and ran off before she could even feel it. She'd wiped it off with the back of her hand and felt embarrassed for asking. That was a facial from her husband. A drop of nothing.

This wasn't a drop. This was a ROPE — thick and heavy and it was sitting on her cheek like paint, warm and wet, and she could feel the weight of it pulling her skin down as it ran toward her jaw. One rope from Cash had more cum on her face than Keith had produced in his entire performance and Cash was still going and her mouth fell open and a moan came out because the feeling of thick cum sitting on her face was making her pussy clench so hard she could feel Rashad's load being squeezed out of her onto the concrete below.

"Ahh—" She gasped and the second rope hit her forehead. A long thick line from her hairline to the bridge of her nose. It ran down between her eyes and split into two trails running down both sides of her nose. She could feel both streams sliding warm down her face toward her mouth from both directions. The third hit her upper lip and she could taste it — salty and thick and musky, seeping between her lips onto her tongue. She didn't close her mouth. She stuck her tongue out further and the next spurt landed right on it and she tasted him full and heavy and she moaned louder.

The taste was nothing she'd tasted before. Keith's cum — the few times she'd had it in her mouth — was thin and sour and barely there, sour and barely there. She'd sucked Keith's little cock and gotten a few drops of watery nothing on her tongue and gagged from the sourness and spit it into a tissue and Keith had rolled over and fallen asleep. Cash's cum was thick on her tongue and it tasted like salt and musk and sex and it was HEAVY in her mouth and she wasn't spitting. She was holding it. She was letting it pool on her tongue and she was moaning from the taste and she wanted more of it in her mouth.

"Mmm — ahh — mmm—"

She was moaning every time a rope landed. Her mouth was open and her tongue was out and she was moaning like each spurt of cum on her face was a finger between her legs. Cash was grunting above her — stroking his Black cock fast with one hand and holding her hair with the other, aiming, painting her white face with thick streaks of cum. He was CHOOSING where to put it — she could feel him aiming, his hand tilting her head by the hair, pointing her face where he wanted it. Her right cheek — a thick streak that ran warm down to her jaw and dripped off. Her chin — a heavy glob that hung and swung and dripped onto her tits. Across her closed left eye — she felt it land on her eyelid, warm and heavy, and she squeezed her eyes shut and the cum pooled in the crease and ran into her lashes.

And she was tilting INTO it. She was turning her face to catch the ropes — angling her cheek toward his cock for one, tilting her forehead up for the next, opening her mouth wider to catch what she could on her tongue. Nobody was holding her face there. She was pointing her married white face at a Black man's cock and trying to catch every drop on her skin like she didn't want to waste any of it.

"Unh — mmm — more — ahh — more daddy — mmm — all over me — ahh—"

She could feel it everywhere now — warm trails running down her face from every direction, from her forehead into her eyebrows, down her cheeks toward her ears, off her chin onto her chest. Her white skin was disappearing under thick streaks of Black cum and her face was getting heavier with it and she was moaning and her tongue was out and she wanted more.

She looked like something Keith would never see. His wife on her knees with cum streaked across her face, her blonde hair stuck to the wet mess on her cheeks, her mouth open and cum-glazed, her tongue coated and dripping. If Keith walked out right now and looked over the fence he would see his blonde wife looking up at a Black man with cum running down her face and she would look right back at him and she wouldn't wipe it off. She'd let him see. She'd let him see what his wife's face looked like covered in cum that wasn't his — thicker than his, heavier than his, more of it than he could produce in a month. She'd let him see and she'd lick her lips and moan.


CHAPTER 72

Cash was slowing down. The spurts were getting smaller — thinner streams now, leaking instead of shooting, running down his shaft and dripping off the head onto her chin. She leaned forward and caught the last drips on her tongue — licking the head of his Black cock, her tongue scooping the cum off the tip and pulling it into her mouth. She was licking a Black man's cock clean on her knees on the concrete and moaning from the taste while cum dried on her face in the fading sun.

"Unh — mmm — oh God — mmm—"

Cash grabbed her jaw. Pried her mouth open wider with his Black thumb on her chin and milked the last spurts directly onto her tongue. She could feel the thick globs landing — heavy, one after another, pooling on her tongue and filling her mouth. She held it there. Mouth open. Tongue covered in thick white cum. Looking up at him through one cum-sealed eye and one watering eye. Her wedding ring hand was resting on his dark thigh and the gold band was smeared with cum that had dripped off her chin and the diamond was clouded and she was holding a Black man's cum on her tongue while Keith's ring sat on his thigh and she'd never felt more like herself than she did right now on her knees with a mouthful of cum.

He shoved his softening Black cock into her mouth. She sucked — her lips wrapping around the wet shaft, her tongue cleaning him, tasting his cum and her own spit and her ass on his skin. She sucked the last drops out of him and swallowed and the thickness caught in her throat and she gagged — "glk" — and cum came back up and dripped out of the corner of her mouth.

She opened her mouth and showed him — tongue out, almost empty, just thick residue coating her tongue and her teeth.

"Good girl." Cash was looking down at her open mouth. "Swallowed that whole load. Your husband know you swallow?"

She shook her head. Mouth still open, tongue still out, cum residue glistening on her teeth. Keith didn't know she swallowed because she'd never swallowed for Keith. The few times she'd put Keith's little cock in her mouth she'd sucked for ten minutes trying to get him hard enough to finish and when he finally dribbled his thin sad load onto her tongue she'd turned her head and spit it into a tissue on the nightstand. Every time. She'd spit Keith's cum out every single time because it was sour and thin and there was barely enough of it to feel and her body had rejected it the way her body rejected everything about Keith.

She'd just swallowed Cash's entire load. She'd opened her throat and pulled it down and gagged and swallowed harder and she'd WANTED it inside her. She wanted a Black man's cum in her stomach the same way she wanted Rashad's cum in her pussy — heavy and thick and sitting there. She could feel it right now — the thickness coating the back of her throat, the heavy wet feeling in her stomach where it had landed, the taste still sitting on her tongue. She'd swallowed for a stranger without thinking about it. She'd swallowed for a Black man she'd met two hours ago and she'd gagged getting it all down because she didn't want to miss a drop. Eight years married to Keith and she'd spit every time. Two hours with Cash and she swallowed everything.

Keith would lose his mind. Keith would lose his fucking mind if he knew his wife just swallowed a Black man's cum on her knees on a pool deck. His wife who wouldn't swallow for HIM. His wife who turned her head and spit his pathetic little load into a tissue every single time. His wife who told him "I don't really like that, babe" when he asked if she'd swallow. She just swallowed a load three times bigger than anything Keith had ever produced and she gagged getting it down and she'd do it again right now if he put his cock back in her mouth.

She could feel it sitting in her stomach. Warm and heavy. She pressed her hand against her belly — the same spot she'd pressed when Rashad's cum was pooling in her pussy — and she could feel the warmth through her skin. Cash's cum in her stomach and Rashad's cum in her pussy. Two Black men's loads inside her body at the same time. Her husband's cum was in a tissue on a nightstand at home and these men's cum was inside her.

"Mmm." She licked her lips. She could taste the residue — thick and salty in the corners of her mouth and between her teeth and coating the back of her tongue. She ran her tongue across her upper lip and tasted cum and she moaned from it. She licked her lower lip. She was licking cum off her own lips on her knees in the sun and moaning from the taste and her pussy was clenching and she looked up at Cash with cum drying on her face and cum sitting in her stomach and she wanted more.

Her right hand came up to her cheek. She swiped two fingers through the thick streak running from her cheekbone to her jaw — Cash's cum, warm and heavy on her fingertips, thick white against her pale skin next to her wedding ring. She looked at it. Thick cum on the fingers of a married woman. She put both fingers in her mouth and sucked them clean — slow, her cheeks hollowing, her eyes looking up at Cash while she sucked his cum off the fingers Keith had put a ring on. She pulled them out with a wet pop and licked them and they were clean and she wanted more off her face.


CHAPTER 73

"Damn." Cash was watching her lick cum off her own fingers. "This white bitch eating it off her own face. Yo — look at this married hoe."

She didn't stop. She swiped another streak off her forehead and sucked her fingers clean. Then another off her chin. She was scraping cum off her own face with her wedding ring hand and eating it on her knees while two Black men watched and her husband typed on a couch and she was moaning every time her fingers went in her mouth.

He slapped his cock across her face. The soft wet weight of it smacking against her cummed-on cheek. She flinched and whimpered. He slapped the other cheek. Back and forth — his Black cock swinging against her pale wrecked face, smearing cum across her skin with every hit. Her head rocked side to side with each slap and she was whimpering and her pussy was clenching and Rashad's cum was still leaking out of her onto the concrete below.

Every slap smeared the cum around. His soft Black cock was dragging through the mess on her face — spreading it, pushing the thick streaks into new shapes on her white skin, mixing fresh cum with the trails that had started to cool. She could feel it being pushed around on her face like wet paint. His cock would hit her left cheek and the cum on her right cheek would jiggle and she could feel it sliding and her face was a mess of wet white streaks being spread by a soft Black cock and she was whimpering every time it hit her and her pussy was clenching every time she whimpered.

He grabbed her jaw and held her face still and slapped his cock on her forehead. Right on the thick streak that ran from her hairline to the bridge of her nose. The slap pushed the cum down into her eyebrows and it dripped into the crease of her sealed-shut eye and she could feel it seeping warm against her eyelid. He slapped her cheek again and her head turned and cum flew off her face and splattered on the hot concrete next to her knee.

"Look at this face." Cash was holding her jaw, tilting her face up toward the fading sun. Showing her off. Not to her — to Zion and Rashad. Holding her cummed-on face up for them to see. "Look at Keith's wife right now. Look at this bitch."

She could feel them looking at her. All three of them looking at her cum-covered face in the sun. She couldn't see them — her eyes were sealed shut — but she could feel their eyes on her. On the thick white streaks running down her cheeks. On the cum matted in her blonde eyebrows. On her swollen lips glazed with it. On the trail running off her chin and dripping onto her heavy white tits. They were looking at her — Keith's pretty blonde wife on her knees with her eyes shut and her mouth swollen and cum drying on every inch of her face.

Cash let go of her jaw and she dropped her head forward. Cum dripped off her chin onto her own tits. She could feel it running warm down her cleavage and pooling between her breasts. She was leaking from everywhere — cum from her face running down her chest, Rashad's cum from her pussy running down her thighs, and she was kneeling in a puddle of it on the hot concrete and she hadn't wiped a single drop off. She was wearing it. All of it. Every streak and glob and trail of Black cum on her white skin and she was wearing it because she wanted to.

She heard Cash step back. Heard another set of feet on the concrete getting closer. Heavier.

"Mmph — ahh — mmph—"

Zion grabbed her chin and turned her face toward him before Cash was even done. His thick Black cock was right there — the fattest of the three, the head swollen and dark and slick with precum and he was stroking with both hands and his jaw was clenched and he was close. He'd been watching Cash cum on her face while he stroked and now it was his turn.

He didn't aim for her cheek. He aimed for her mouth.

The first spurt hit her tongue. Heavy. She felt the weight of it land and her mouth was already half-full from what she hadn't swallowed of Cash's load and now Zion's cum was mixing with it — thicker, heavier, more. Her mouth was filling up. The cum was pooling on her tongue and rising toward her lips and she was trying to swallow and gagging and more kept coming.

Two Black men's cum in her mouth at the same time. She could taste the difference — Cash's had been salty and musky, Zion's was thicker and heavier on her tongue, almost sweet underneath the salt. Two different men's cum mixing together on her tongue and she could taste both of them at once and the combination was filling her mouth faster than she could swallow. She tried — her throat working, her jaw clenching, swallowing around the thickness — and she got some of it down but Zion was still cumming and more was landing on top of what she'd just tried to swallow and her mouth was overflowing.

It was spilling over her lower lip because there was too much to hold — two loads in one mouth and her mouth wasn't big enough. Cum running down her chin in white streams, dripping off her jaw onto her tits, and she couldn't close her mouth because Zion's cock was right there pumping more onto her tongue.
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"Glk — mmph — mmm — glk—"

She was gagging and moaning at the same time. Gagging because her throat was clogged with cum and moaning because the feeling of her mouth overflowing with two Black men's loads was making her clit throb between her legs. She was drooling cum. It was pouring out of her mouth and she couldn't stop it and she didn't want to stop it because the feeling of it running warm down her chin and her neck and between her tits was making her pussy clench around the emptiness where Rashad's cock had been.

Her hands went to Zion's thighs — both hands gripping his dark skin, her white fingers digging in, her wedding ring pressing into his thigh muscle. She was holding onto him while he came on her tongue and she was looking up at him through cum-sealed eyes that she'd managed to crack open just enough to see his face above her. His jaw was clenched and his abs were tight and he was grunting with every spurt — quiet, Zion's grunts, barely there — and he was looking down at her cum-filled mouth with those flat dark eyes and his expression hadn't changed. He looked the same as he'd looked all day — calm and steady and quiet while he dumped his load into a married white woman's overflowing mouth.

She tried to swallow again. Got half of it down — a thick heavy gulp that she felt slide into her stomach and land on top of Cash's load — and gagged and more came back up and spilled over her lip. Her stomach was full of cum and her mouth was full of cum and Rashad's cum was still leaking out of her pussy behind her. Three Black men's cum inside her and on her at the same time and Keith's wife was full of it from head to crotch.

"Glk — mmph — glkkk—"

He came on her face. Across her closed eyes — both of them now sealed shut with cum. On her forehead — a thick rope that ran back into her blonde hair and matted in the strands. On her nose. On her lips. He was cumming and cumming and she could feel each spurt landing somewhere different on her face and the weight was building — layer on top of layer, Cash's cum and now Zion's, her entire face coated in thick white cum from two Black men.

She tried to swallow. Her mouth was full — overflowing, cum running over her lower lip and down her chin in thick streams. She swallowed and gagged and choked — her throat seizing around the thickness and some went down and some came back up and she coughed and cum sprayed out of her mouth and out of her nose. She was choking on Black cum on her knees on a pool deck and she couldn't get it all down because there was too much and it was too thick.

But she kept trying. She was gagging and coughing and cum was spraying out of her mouth and running out of her nose and she kept trying to swallow because she wanted it INSIDE her. She wanted their cum in her stomach where she could carry it home. She wanted to walk back into Keith's house and sit on Keith's couch and eat Keith's dinner with two Black men's cum sitting heavy in her stomach and Keith would never know. She'd kiss him goodnight with a mouth that tasted like Black cock and Black cum and he'd never know because Keith didn't kiss her long enough to taste anything.

She coughed again. Hard — her whole body jerking on her knees, her tits bouncing, cum spraying out of her mouth onto the concrete in a thick wet splatter. She could see it on the ground in front of her through her one cracked-open eye — white cum on grey concrete, mixed with spit, a puddle of it forming between her knees. She was wasting it. It was coming out instead of going down and she hated it.

Her hand scooped the cum off her chin — a thick glob that had been hanging there — and she shoved her fingers in her mouth and swallowed and gagged and swallowed again. Her other hand scraped cum off her cheek and she shoved that in too. She was feeding herself their cum with both hands, scraping it off her face and pushing it into her mouth and swallowing and gagging and scraping more off and shoving it in. Her wedding ring was coated — the gold band thick with cum, the diamond buried in it — and she was sucking her ring finger clean and tasting cum and gold at the same time.

"Yo." Cash was watching her. "She scooping it off her face and eating it again. This bitch can't get enough."

"Mmph — glk — mmm — glk—" She was gagging and moaning and feeding herself and she couldn't stop because every time she swallowed a mouthful her pussy clenched and Rashad's cum leaked out of her and the sensation of being full in her stomach while emptying from her pussy was making her body want more in her mouth to replace what was leaking out below. She was trying to stay full. Full of Black cum. In every hole. All the time.

"Glkkk — glk — mmph — ahh — glk—"

Zion grabbed a fistful of her cum-soaked blonde hair and pulled her face up and shoved his cock in her mouth. She gagged around him — "GLKKK" — and her throat was already clogged with cum and now his thick shaft was pushing past her lips into the mess and she was choking and gagging and spit and cum were pouring out of her mouth onto her chest and her stomach. He held her there for a second — his thick Black cock in her mouth plugging the cum inside — and then pulled out and a flood of thick white cum poured out of her mouth down her chin.

He wiped his cock on her face. Slow. Dragged the fat Black head from her forehead down her nose and across her lips, smearing a thick trail through the cum that was already there. He rubbed it across her right cheek — pressing it flat against her skin, grinding it into the cum, mixing his and Cash's together on her white face.

She could feel it being mixed. Two men's cum being ground together on her white skin by a soft Black cock. Zion was using her face to clean himself — pressing the fat head of his cock against her cheek and rubbing in slow circles, smearing cum across her skin, wiping himself off on her the way you'd wipe your hands on a towel. She was a towel. Her face was a towel for Black cocks to wipe themselves on and she opened her mouth every time his cock passed her lips and her tongue came out and she licked him clean as he dragged across. Licking cum and spit and her own spit off a soft Black cock as it rubbed across her married white face.

"Mmmm — mmm — mmmm—"

She was moaning while he wiped his cock on her. Moaning with her tongue out, licking at his shaft every time it came close to her mouth, her head tilting to follow his cock as he dragged it across her face. Zion hadn't said a word. He was just wiping — slow, thorough, pressing his soft cock into every cum-covered inch of her face. Her forehead. Both cheeks. Her nose. Her chin. Grinding Cash's cum and his own cum together into one thick wet layer on her white skin. She couldn't tell whose cum was whose anymore and that was the point. Her face was just CUM. One thick layer of it from two Black men mixed together and smeared smooth by a soft Black cock and there was no separating it and there was no wiping it off and she was WEARING it.


CHAPTER 75

Then he slapped her. His softening Black cock smacking across her cheek — heavy and wet — and she yelped and giggled.

She was giggling. This broken wet sound that came out of her between the choking and the crying and she couldn't stop it. She was giggling on her knees with cum all over her face and tears running through the mess and it wasn't a happy giggle. It was the sound her brain made when it couldn't hold everything at the same time — the cum in her stomach and the cum on her face and the cum in her pussy and the taste and the smell and the feeling of being covered and the fact that two hours ago she'd been making lemonade in her kitchen in a swimsuit hoping her husband would look at her. Two hours. Two hours from lemonade to this. From "how do I look, babe?" to kneeling naked on concrete with her eyes sealed shut and cum dripping off every inch of her face and three Black men's loads inside her and on her at the same time.

"Mmph — hehe — mmph — glk — hehe—"

The giggle kept coming out in spurts — between coughs, between gags, between sobs. She'd cough up cum and giggle. She'd gag and giggle. She'd feel a thick trail of cum slide off her chin onto her tits and giggle. She couldn't process what had happened to her so her brain was just making this sound instead — this wet insane little giggle that bubbled up through the cum in her mouth and the tears on her cheeks.

She was ruined. She knew it and the knowing was what made her giggle. She was never going to look at Keith the same way. She was never going to let Keith touch her without thinking about this. She was never going to lie under Keith's soft pale body in the dark and hear him grunt his two minutes without thinking about three Black men standing over her and the weight of their cum on her face and the taste of it in her mouth and the heat of it in her pussy. She was ruined for her husband and she was giggling about it on her knees on a pool deck with cum drying on her face in the sun.

"Mmph — hehe — mmph — ahh — glk — hehe—"

Giggling and choking and crying all at the same time with cum running down her face onto her tits and matted in her hair and sealed in her eyelashes and clogging her mouth and leaking out of her pussy onto the concrete.

Rashad was standing over her now. He'd gotten off the lounger. His Black cock was soft between his legs — spent, still wet with her pussy and his own cum — and he grabbed it and slapped it across her face. Not hard. Heavy. The soft wet weight of his cock dragging across her cummed-on face and she opened her mouth and he rubbed himself on her tongue and she sucked and tasted his cum and her pussy and the chlorine and the sweat and she moaned around his soft cock — "mmmm" — desperate and broken.

He pulled out and slapped her face with it again. Wiped it across her forehead. Across her closed sealed eyes. All three of them had rubbed their cocks on her face now. All three of them had rubbed their cocks on her face — Cash painting it on, Zion smearing it smooth, Rashad dragging his soft cock through the mess and mixing it all together on her white skin.

She reached up and touched her own face. Her fingertips found the mess — thick and warm and wet, layers of it, sliding under her fingers when she pressed. She pressed harder and she could feel her own cheekbone under the cum and it didn't feel like her face anymore. It felt like something else. Something that belonged to them. She dragged her fingers down her cheek and left a trail through the cum — four clean lines of pale white skin showing through the mess where her fingers had been — and then the cum ran back together and covered the lines and her face was gone again under the layers.

She was covered head to pussy — cum matting her blonde hair, cum in wet layers on her face, cum coating her tongue and clogging her throat, cum sitting heavy in her stomach, cum leaking out of her pussy warm down her thighs, cum dripping off her chin between her tits, cum on the concrete between her knees. Every inch of her covered in Black cum from three men and her husband was on a couch thirty feet away.

Cash grabbed her jaw from the side and spit on her face — one more time, right on top of the cum. Then Zion spit on her. Then Rashad. Three globs of spit landing on her cummed-on face and running down through the mess and she whimpered and her clit throbbed and she was shaking on her knees.

The spit was different from the cum. She could feel the difference — thinner, hotter, running faster down her face through the thick cum underneath. It cut trails through the layers. Cash's spit running from her cheekbone to her jaw through the cum leaving a thin trail through the thick white underneath. Zion's landing on her forehead and running down the bridge of her nose. Rashad's hitting her right on the lips and she tasted it — warm and thin on top of the thick cum still coating her tongue.

They were spitting on her. They'd fucked her in every hole and cum on her face and wiped their cocks on her and now they were SPITTING on her and she was shaking from it because every glob of spit that landed on her cum-covered face made her pussy clench. She was getting off on being spit on. On her knees covered in cum getting spit on by three Black men and her clit was pulsing and her thighs were pressing together and she was wet — still wet, STILL wet after everything, after seven orgasms and two hours of fucking her body was still responding.

Keith had never spit on her. Keith had never done anything to her that wasn't boring and gentle and apologetic. These men had spit on her face on top of their cum and she was moaning from it and she wanted them to do it again.

"More — unh — spit on me again — please daddy—"

Cash laughed. "She asking for more spit. Nigga this white bitch is done." He spit on her again — right in her open mouth, a thick glob that landed on her cum-coated tongue. She swallowed it with everything else — spit and cum and spit going down together in one thick gulp.

She tried to swallow again. The cum in her throat was thick and clogging and she swallowed hard and some went down and she coughed and more came up and she was sputtering — cum and spit and drool spraying from her lips onto the hot concrete. She coughed again. Her body convulsed on her knees and her tits shook and cum dripped off her chin with every heave.

She couldn't get it all down. Too thick and too much — her throat was raw from an hour of gagging and the cum was sitting there and she couldn't swallow it and she couldn't spit it out and three Black men were standing over her watching her struggle.

"Glk — glk — mmph — ahh — glk—"

Her body heaved again. Cum dripped from her chin. Her blonde hair was matted with it and her white face was covered in layers from two Black men and the soft cock of a third had been rubbed across every inch of it. She was coughing up Black cum onto her own tits in the fading sun and her husband was on a couch thirty feet away.

Then it got quiet.

The coughing faded. The gagging stopped. Her breathing slowed from ragged to heavy to just breathing. She was on her knees on the warm concrete with her hands in her lap and her head hanging forward and cum dripping off her face in slow thick drops that she could hear hitting the ground between her knees. Plop. Plop. Plop. The sound of Black cum dripping off a white wife's face onto concrete in a quiet backyard on a Saturday evening.

She could hear the birds. She could hear the pool filter. She could hear a sprinkler going somewhere on the next street. Normal sounds. Neighborhood sounds. The same sounds she heard every Saturday evening sitting by her own pool with a glass of wine while Keith typed inside. Except she was naked and on her knees and her face was glazed with cum and she could taste two Black men in her mouth and feel a third one leaking out of her pussy and the sprinkler was going tch tch tch tch on the next street over and a dog was barking somewhere and the sun was going down and the afternoon was over.

They were done with her.

Their shadows moved off her skin. The heat of their bodies pulling away. The space opening up around her and the air hitting the cum on her face and cooling it. They'd fucked her in every hole and cum inside her and on her and wiped their cocks on her face and spit on her and now they were stepping back and she was alone in the fading sun.

She stayed there. She knelt on the warm concrete and listened to the birds and the pool filter and the sprinkler and the faint click of Keith's keyboard through the fence. She didn't get up because she didn't know how to stand up and be Keith's wife again after this.


CHAPTER 76

She stood up.

Her legs almost gave out immediately. Her knees buckled — the right one first, then the left — and she caught herself on the edge of the lounger with both hands and hung there for a second, half-standing, half-kneeling, her body shaking so hard the lounger rattled on the concrete. Her thighs were trembling and her calves were cramping and her arms were weak, her fingers scraped raw from clawing at the lounger cushion for the last hour.

She got her feet under her and stood and swayed. The pool deck tilted under her and she blinked — tried to blink, one eye was still sealed shut with cum and the other was blurry with tears and mascara — and steadied herself.

She was standing.

She looked behind her. The pool deck was a mess — wet stains on the lounger cushion where their bodies had been, dark patches of sweat and cum soaked into the fabric. The concrete around the lounger was wet and shining in the fading sun — puddles of her squirt and Rashad's cum and spit and sweat pooling in the low spots between the tiles. She could see the trail she'd been lying in — the outline of where her body had been, this wet woman-shaped stain on the concrete surrounded by splatter marks. That was her. That was where Keith's wife had been getting fucked for two hours and the evidence was soaking into the concrete.

She could hear them behind her. Voices — low and relaxed, Rashad saying something to Cash, Cash laughing quiet. The speaker had been turned off at some point and the yard was just their voices and the pool filter and the fading afternoon. They sounded calm. They sounded like men who'd just finished what they came to do and were winding down. She could hear a lighter flick — someone lighting a joint, the crackle of the paper and the slow exhale. The weed smell drifted across the pool deck toward her and mixed with the cum smell and the chlorine and she breathed it in and her clit pulsed.

She didn't look at them. She couldn't look at them because if she turned around and saw Rashad on the lounger and Cash by the pool and Zion sitting quiet with his arms folded she would see the men who'd just spent two hours inside her body and she might walk back to them instead of toward the fence. She could feel the pull in her stomach — pulling her backward toward the lounger and the concrete and the hands and the cocks. If she looked she would go back. She knew it the way she knew her own name and she kept her eyes forward and she didn't look.

Her legs were barely holding her. She could feel every step in her lower body — her pussy raw and aching, her ass sore and stinging, her thighs weak and shaking. She'd been in the same position for most of the last hour — on top of Rashad, on her knees, on her back — and her muscles had locked up and now they were screaming at her. Her hips felt loose in a way they'd never felt before, like they'd been spread too wide for too long and hadn't come all the way back together. She was walking bowlegged. She could feel it — her thighs wider apart than normal, her hips open, her pussy gaping between her legs as she shuffled toward the gate. She was walking like a woman who'd just been fucked open by three men and she couldn't walk any other way.

She could feel everything. Every inch of her body was reporting in at once and none of it was good. Her knees were raw and stinging from the hot concrete, her thighs shaking and slick with sweat and cum, her ass burning hot from Cash's handprints. Her pussy was throbbing — stretched and raw, the muscles inside her still twitching, and Rashad's cum was sitting deep inside her.

The first step made it leak.

She moved her right foot forward and Rashad's cum shifted inside her and a thick glob ran out of her pussy and down her inner thigh. Warm and heavy and unmistakable. She could feel it sliding down her skin — this slow trail of thick Black cum running down the inside of her pale white thigh toward her knee. She took another step and more came out. Her pussy was gaping — stretched too wide to hold anything in — and his cum was pouring out of her with every movement.

"Ahh—" A whimper. The sensation of his cum leaking out of her raw pussy was making her clit throb and she was too wrecked to handle even that. Her body was oversensitive from seven orgasms and every sensation — the cum running down her thigh, the air on her bare chest, the sting on her knees, the burn on her ass — was registering as something between pain and pleasure and she couldn't tell which.

She took another step. Her heel caught on the concrete and she stumbled — lurched forward, caught herself on the patio table, her sticky hand slapping against the surface. She stood there hunched over the table breathing hard and Rashad's cum was running down both thighs now, two thick white trails on pale white skin in the fading sun.

The G-string one-piece was crumpled on the concrete behind her. She went back for it — shuffling, swaying, her legs barely holding her — and picked it up. It was ruined. The strings were snapped and the fabric was stretched and stained and soaked through. She pulled it on anyway. It took her three tries — her hands were shaking and her body was slippery, this grimy film of sunscreen and oil and sweat and cum coating every inch of her skin. The one-piece clung to the slime and sat wrong on her body, the fabric bunched and twisted, covering nothing it was supposed to cover. But she had it on. She wasn't walking through her backyard fully naked.

Her face was dripping. Cum was still running down her cheeks — Cash's load sliding down from her forehead, Zion's load thick and wet on her chin, both of them mixing with sweat and tears and streaked mascara. She could feel it all moving on her skin — warm and slick, running into the corners of her mouth, dripping off her jaw onto her tits. She was glazed. Her whole face was glazed with cum and sweat and she was in a haze — this thick foggy fugue state where nothing felt real and her body was moving on autopilot and her brain was somewhere far away.

She could smell herself. It hit her as she shuffled across the pool deck — this wall of smell rising off her own body that she couldn't escape. Sex. Heavy and thick and musky. The smell of three men's cum drying on her skin and three men's sweat mixed with hers and chlorine and sunscreen and her own pussy and it was STRONG. She'd never smelled like this in her life. After sex with Keith she smelled like nothing because Keith's sex was nothing — two minutes of quiet pumping that didn't produce enough sweat or cum or friction to make a smell. She could fuck Keith and go to brunch twenty minutes later and nobody would know. She couldn't go ANYWHERE smelling like this. A stranger passing her on the sidewalk would smell what had happened to her body this afternoon.

She looked down at the concrete as she walked. She was leaving a trail. Thick white drops falling from between her thighs onto the grey surface every few steps — plop, shuffle shuffle, plop, shuffle shuffle — a dotted line of Rashad's cum marking her path from the lounger to the gate. Her footprints were wet in the concrete where she'd stepped through the puddles around the lounger. Wet cum-prints from a married woman's bare feet leading from a pool deck to a fence gate. Evidence. If Keith ever came out here he'd see the stains and the puddle and the footprints and the trail leading to his own fence. He'd never look. Keith didn't come outside. But the evidence would be there until the next rain.

She reached the fence gate. Ten feet from the pool deck to the gate and it had taken her a full minute. She was barely walking — stuttering steps, one hand reaching for the fence post, her body listing to the right and then correcting. Her thick thighs were rubbing together and the cum was smearing between them and the wet sound it made was obscene and she could hear it with every step.

She pushed the gate open. The wood scraped against the concrete and she stepped through into her own yard.

Her yard and her pool and her house. The lounger where she'd been lying two hours ago rubbing lotion on her own legs because nobody else would touch her. The lotion bottle was still on the side table. Her towel was still folded on the chair. Her phone was still face-down where she'd left it. Everything was exactly the same as when she'd walked through this gate two hours ago in a robe carrying lemonade. Everything was the same except her.

Two hours. She'd been gone for two hours. She'd walked through this gate at — what, two o'clock? Three? She didn't know. She'd lost time somewhere between the pool and the lounger and the concrete. Two hours of her life that had happened thirty feet from her husband and he hadn't come outside once. Hadn't called her name. Hadn't texted. Hadn't walked to the back door and said "babe, you've been over there a while, everything okay?" Two hours and Keith hadn't noticed his wife was gone.


CHAPTER 77

She looked at the sliding glass door. She could see the blue glow of his laptop through the glass. He was right there. She was going to have to walk past him to get to the stairs. She was going to have to walk through her own living room with cum on her face and cum inside her pussy and cum in her stomach and the smell of three Black men on every inch of her skin and she was going to have to walk past her husband and get to the bathroom before he looked at her. If he looked at her — if he turned his head and actually LOOKED at her — he would see everything. The cum. The bruises. The ruined swimsuit. The mess on her face. The wet trails on her thighs. Everything that had happened to her written on her body in cum and bruises and sweat.

The panic hit her chest. Her heart started hammering and her hands went cold and she could feel the adrenaline kicking in through the foggy haze and she looked down at herself and she looked like a woman who'd been gangbanged on a pool deck because that's what she was and her husband was ten steps away through a glass door.

She walked across the grass. The soft ground was easier on her raw knees than the concrete but her legs were still shaking and she was leaving a trail — drops of Rashad's thick cum falling from between her thighs onto the green grass of her manicured backyard. A trail of Black cum from the fence gate to the sliding glass door on the grass her husband paid a landscaper to maintain every other Tuesday.

Her breasts were swinging with every step — heavy and bare, still marked with handprints, her nipples raw and swollen from being pinched and pulled and slapped for an hour. Her blonde hair was wet and heavy on her shoulders — soaked through with sweat and cum and pool water, the strands clumping together and sticking to her slimy skin. Her whole body was grimy — this slick layer of sunscreen and oil and sweat and cum and chlorine coating her from head to toe. She was glistening in the fading sun and not in a good way. She was slimy. She reeked of sex and sweat and Black men and she was stumbling across her own lawn in a fugue and her brain wasn't working.

She was walking across her own backyard past her own pool under the evening sky in her own suburban neighborhood, covered in cum and limping. If any neighbor looked over their fence right now they would see a woman stumbling across her lawn with white streaks on her face and white trails running down her thighs and they would know exactly what had happened to her.

"Unh—" She stumbled again. Her left knee buckled and she caught herself and kept going.

Her clit was throbbing. That was the worst part. She was stumbling across her lawn covered in cum and spit and sweat with her knees scraped raw and her pussy leaking and cum drying on her face and her clit was THROBBING. Still. After everything. After seven orgasms and three Black cocks in every hole and being spit on and slapped and choked and fucked on concrete for two hours her body was still turned on. She could feel it between her legs — this hot persistent pulse that wouldn't stop, this ache that had been there since she'd taken the robe off at the fence and hadn't gone away.

She hated it. She hated that she was wet. She hated that she could still feel their hands on her — Rashad's grip on her hips, Cash's palm on her ass, Zion's fist in her hair. She could still feel all of it and her body wouldn't let go of any of it.

The memories were hitting her between steps. She'd take a step and a flash would come — Rashad's hand on her hip at the gate, the first time a man had touched her in months, and her pussy would clench. Another step and another flash — Cash slapping her ass on the pool deck, the crack echoing off the water, and her clit would throb. Another step — the pool, Zion kissing her, his tongue in her mouth while Cash ground his cock against her ass from behind. Another step — the first cock inside her, Rashad pushing in from behind on the lounger, the stretch, the scream. Another step — riding him, face to face, watching his Black cock go into her white pussy with her wedding ring hand. Another step — the DP, two cocks inside her at the same time, Cash in her ass and Rashad in her pussy and she'd never been that full. Another step — screaming BREED ME while Rashad's cock swelled inside her. Another step — Cash's cum hitting her face, thick and heavy, the first rope landing on her cheek.

Every memory made her pussy clench and every clench pushed more of Rashad's cum out of her. She was reliving the entire afternoon on the walk home and getting wet from the memories while the evidence ran down her legs. Her brain was screaming at her to feel guilty and her body had already picked a side.

I'm a cheater. I'm a cheating wife walking across my own yard with another man's cum inside me. Three men. THREE. I let three men I'd never met fuck me in every hole thirty feet from my husband. I let them spit on me. I let them slap me. I let them call me a white bitch and a hoe and I moaned when they said it. I BEGGED them to cum on my face. On my FACE. I was on my knees begging Black men to cum on my face while my husband sat on a couch. What kind of person does that? What kind of wife does that?

Her pussy clenched. Right there on the lawn. The thought of what she'd done — the memory of Rashad's Black cock stretching her open, the sound of Cash calling her a white bitch, the feeling of being stuffed in all three holes at the same time — and her pussy clenched and more of Rashad's cum leaked out of her and ran warm down her thigh and she whimpered.

No. No. I'm disgusted with myself. I should be disgusted. I cheated on Keith. I broke my vows. I let strangers inside my body. I let them cum inside me without protection. I should be sick.

But she wasn't sick. She was wet. She was walking across her own yard dripping cum and feeling guilty and feeling aroused and the two things were crashing into each other with every step and she didn't know which one was winning. The guilt said she should have stopped it at the fence. Should have tightened her robe and complained about the music and walked home and been a wife. The arousal said she'd never cum that hard in her life and Keith had never made her feel a fraction of what she'd felt in that pool and on that lounger and on that concrete.

I should have said no. I should have said no when Cash put his hand on my ass. I should have said no when Rashad pulled me into the pool. I should have been a wife. I should have been faithful. I should have—

Her clit throbbed again and she almost tripped and she could feel their cum running down her legs with every step and she hated herself and she wanted to go back through the fence and she hated that she wanted to go back through the fence and she kept walking.

Three more steps. Two. One.

The sliding glass door was right there. She could see herself in the glass — her reflection against the dark of the living room behind it. A woman she didn't recognize. A woman with cum streaked across her face in thick white lines, mascara smeared down both cheeks, blonde hair matted and dark with sweat and cum. The ruined one-piece hanging off her body like a rag — bunched at the waist, one strap gone, the fabric stained and see-through and covering nothing. Her tits out. Her stomach smeared with cum that had dripped off her chin. Her thighs wet and shining with the cum still running out of her. She looked like she'd crawled out of one of the videos on her phone. She looked like the women she watched at 2 AM while Keith snored. She looked like them because she was one of them now.

She could see Keith through her own reflection. His shape on the couch behind the glass — the back of his head, the glow of his laptop, his thin shoulders hunched forward. He was right there. Right on the other side of this glass. If she opened this door he would hear it. The sliding sound, the air, her bare feet on the hardwood. He might turn around. He might look at her.

The bathroom. Get to the bathroom. Open the door, walk fast, don't stop, don't talk, get to the stairs, get to the bathroom, turn on the shower, wash it off. All of it. The cum on your face. The cum inside you. The smell. The bruises you can't wash off. Get clean before he sees you. Get clean before he knows.

Her hand was on the glass. She could feel the cool smooth surface under her sticky palm and she could see her wedding ring on the glass — gold smeared with cum, the diamond clouded, pressing against the clean glass of Keith's sliding door. She was about to walk into her husband's house covered in three Black men and she was about to try to act normal and her hands were shaking and her heart was slamming and Rashad's cum was running down her thigh onto Keith's welcome mat.

She slid the door open.


CHAPTER 78

The air conditioning hit her and her brain switched back on.

Cold air on warm slime and she looked down at herself and her stomach dropped.

What the fuck am I doing.

She was standing inside her own house. In the doorway between the patio and the living room. Dripping. The ruined G-string one-piece was clinging to her grimy body and covering nothing and her tits were out and her face was glazed with cum and she could feel it running down her cheeks and her chin and dripping off her jaw and she was standing in her own house.

What the FUCK am I doing. I just walked in here like this. The pool — there's a hose right there. Right there on the side of the house. I could have — I should have at least rinsed off. Oh God. Oh God what have I done. What have I DONE.

The panic hit her. Her heart slamming, her breathing going shallow, her hands shaking from fear now instead of pleasure. She was standing in her living room covered in three men's cum and her husband was on the couch ten feet away and if he turned around — if he turned his head to the right and looked at her for one second — he would see everything. The cum on her face. The cum on her chest. The cum running down her thighs and dripping onto the hardwood floor in thick drops that she could hear hitting the wood. Plop. Plop. Plop. Rashad's cum leaking out of her pussy onto Keith's floor.

The stairs. Get to the stairs. Get to the bathroom. Wash this off. Get clean before he—

She moved. Her legs were shaking and her knees were raw and she was leaving wet footprints on the hardwood — cum and sweat and pool water in the shape of her feet trailing across the floor — and she was trying to walk fast but her body was wrecked and she was limping and she could feel cum sliding down the inside of her thigh with every step and she was so close to the stairs if she could just—

"Hey babe."

She froze. One foot on the first stair. Her hand on the banister. Her heart stopped.

Everything stopped. The cum on her face stopped sliding. The cum between her thighs stopped running. Her lungs stopped pulling air. She was frozen on the first stair with one hand on the banister and she could feel a thick drop of cum hanging off her chin — hanging there, not falling, waiting — and she was listening. Listening for the couch to creak. Listening for his feet on the hardwood. Listening for "Diane... what the fuck" or "Diane... what happened to you" or just his breathing getting closer behind her.

She could hear his keyboard. Still clicking. Click click click. He was still typing. He'd said "hey babe" and he was still typing and he hadn't gotten off the couch and the cum drop fell off her chin and hit the stair — plop — loud in the quiet living room and Keith kept typing.

He sees me. He turned around. He can see the cum on my face and the ruined swimsuit and the mascara and he's going to — it's over — the marriage — the house — everything — he's going to—

Her brain was running through it. What he'd see if he turned around right now. The cum — thick and wet on her right cheek, on her forehead, on her chin, still dripping. The ruined one-piece clinging to her slimy body and covering nothing. Her breasts marked with handprints. Her hair matted and soaked with cum and sweat. Her thighs wet and glistening with Rashad's cum still running out of her. The mascara streaked down her face. The swollen lips. The raw knees. Everything. Every single thing that had happened to her body in the last two hours was written on her skin and if he turned his head ninety degrees to the right he would read all of it.

Three seconds. The longest three seconds of her life. Her hand was gripping the banister so hard her knuckles were white and she was holding her breath and waiting for her husband to turn around and end her marriage.


CHAPTER 79

"How were the neighbors? They like the lemonade?"

The relief hit her so hard her legs almost buckled. Her knees went soft and she grabbed the banister with both hands and hung there and her stomach lurched and she thought she was going to throw up. She wasn't. But the whiplash — from the marriage is over to he's asking about lemonade in one second — sent her body into freefall. Her hands were shaking on the banister and her heart was slamming and she could feel the adrenaline crashing through her system and she almost laughed. This insane broken sound that rose in her throat and she bit down on it because if she started laughing she was going to start crying and if she started crying she wasn't going to stop. She bit her lip. Tasted cum. Swallowed it.

Lemonade. He asked about the lemonade. I have three men's cum on my face and in my pussy and running down my legs and dripping on his floor and he asked about the LEMONADE. I could be on fire right now. I could be standing here with a knife in my chest. I could be anyone — a stranger, a burglar, a ghost — and he would ask the same question in the same voice without turning around. He doesn't see me. He has never seen me. I just got fucked for two hours and he asked about lemonade.

He hadn't turned around. His voice was flat and coming from the couch — he was asking about lemonade the way he asked about creamer and printer ink and coffee filters, on autopilot, his fingers still typing while the words came out of his mouth. His wife was standing behind him with cum dripping off her face onto his hardwood floor and he was facing his laptop.

And she felt it. Under the relief and the panic and the adrenaline — she felt it. Anger. Not at herself. At HIM. Because he wasn't looking. Because he was NEVER looking. Because if Keith had looked at her this morning — really looked, the way Rashad had looked at her at the gate, the way Cash had looked at her when the robe came off — if Keith had looked at his wife in a G-string and said "goddamn" instead of "looks nice" and reached for her instead of his laptop, she would be lying by her own pool right now. She would be lying next to her husband with lotion on her legs and a glass of wine and none of this would have happened. She went next door because Keith wouldn't look at her. She took the robe off because Keith wouldn't look at her. She let them touch her and fuck her and cum inside her and on her because Keith wouldn't look at her and they WOULD. And he was still not looking. She was standing in his living room with three men's cum on her body and he was not looking and that was why this happened and it was going to happen again because he was never going to look.

She could see his screen from here. Over the top of the couch, over the top of his thin hair — the blue glow of a spreadsheet. Rows and columns. Numbers. The same spreadsheet he'd been working on when she'd walked out the back door with a pitcher of lemonade two hours ago. The same spreadsheet that was more interesting than his wife in a G-string. The same spreadsheet that was more interesting than his wife telling him she was going to hang out with young guys next door. He'd been staring at this spreadsheet while she'd been getting fucked on a pool deck and he was still staring at it now.

She could smell herself. Standing here in the air conditioning the smell was hitting her — sex and sweat and chlorine and musk and cum. The smell of three Black men's bodies mixed with her own sweat and the sunscreen and the pool water. It was thick. It was filling the living room. She reeked. Every inch of her skin smelled like what had just happened to her and she was standing in her own living room and the smell was everywhere and Keith was ten feet away and he couldn't smell it. Or he could smell it and didn't care. Or he was so deep in his spreadsheet that his nose had stopped working along with his cock and his eyes and every other part of him that had stopped working years ago.

She opened her mouth. Her voice came out raw — wrecked, this scratchy broken sound from an hour of gagging on Black cock. She closed it. Swallowed. She could taste them — Cash and Zion, thick and salty in the back of her throat, cum that wouldn't go all the way down no matter how many times she swallowed.

She was standing ten feet behind him covered in cum — her face, her hair, her pussy still leaking Rashad's load onto the hardwood — and the room was quiet except for his keyboard and the wet sound of cum hitting the floor.

He was waiting for an answer and she could stand here dripping cum until the floor was a puddle and he would type through it.

She had to talk. She had to open a mouth that had been wrapped around three Black cocks for two hours and make wife-words come out. She could feel their cum coating the back of her tongue and sitting thick in her throat and she was going to have to talk around it. She was going to answer her husband's question about lemonade with Black cum in her throat and a tongue that tasted like Black cock and she was going to have to sound normal.

She swallowed hard. Trying to push the last of it down before she spoke. Some went down and the rest stayed — stuck and warm — and she was going to have to talk through it.

She looked at the back of his head — his thin hair, his soft pale neck, the collar of his college t-shirt. The man she'd married and made lemonade for this afternoon, the man whose house she was dripping cum in, the man whose wife had just been fucked in every hole by three Black men thirty feet from where he was sitting. He was asking about lemonade and he would never know because he would never look.

She cleared her throat again. Opened her mouth.

"Yeah." She swallowed. She could still taste them — Cash and Zion, thick and salty in the back of her throat. "Yeah they — they really enjoyed it."


EPILOGUE 1

She woke up on Sunday and the first thing she felt was the ache.


It hit her before she opened her eyes — this deep heavy soreness in her hips and her thighs and her lower back and her jaw and between her legs. She shifted on the mattress and everything hurt at once. Her knees were raw under the sheets — she could feel the scabs catching on the cotton every time she moved her legs. Her ass was tender in a way that went deeper than skin, this bruised throbbing ache that pulsed when she pressed her weight into the mattress. Her inner thighs were sore from being spread open for two hours and the muscles were stiff and burning and she couldn't close her legs all the way without wincing. Her jaw ached — a dull deep ache in the hinge that flared every time she swallowed. Her throat was raw and scratchy and when she tried to clear it the sound that came out was this hoarse rasp that didn't sound like her voice.


She lay still and stared at the ceiling and felt all of it. She knew where every ache came from. The knees were from the concrete. The jaw was from Zion's cock stretching it open for an hour. The throat was from screaming and gagging until her voice shredded. The hips — she could feel the finger-shaped bruises without looking, ten dark ovals on her pale skin where Rashad's hands had gripped her from below and Cash's hands had gripped her from behind, overlapping, two sets of Black fingerprints pressed into her white flesh.


Keith was snoring beside her.


She turned her head on the pillow and looked at him. His thin face slack and soft, his mouth open, his pale chest rising and falling under the sheet. He was wearing the same college t-shirt he'd been wearing yesterday. He'd been wearing it when she walked out the door with lemonade. He'd been wearing it when she came back two hours later dripping. He'd been wearing it when he asked about the neighbors and went back to his spreadsheet. He'd slept in it. He hadn't changed.


She'd showered for forty minutes last night. Standing under the hot water with her forehead against the tile, watching the water run off her body — cloudy at first, then clear. She'd scrubbed her face until her skin was raw. She'd washed her hair three times. She'd stood there until the hot water ran out and then she'd stood in the cold for another minute because she wasn't ready to get out and be Keith's wife again. When she'd finally come to bed her hair was still damp and Keith was already asleep and he hadn't stirred when she slid under the sheets. He hadn't reached for her. He hadn't smelled the three showers' worth of soap she'd used to cover what was underneath. He'd just snored.


Under the soreness and the clean soap smell she could still feel their hands. Rashad's grip on her hips. Cash's palm on her ass. Zion's fist in her hair. Three sets of hands that had been everywhere on her body for two hours and she could still feel every one of them. She pressed her thighs together under the sheets and the soreness flared and her clit pulsed and she hated herself for it. Sunday morning in her husband's bed and her body was still responding to yesterday.


She sat up slow. Everything protested — her abs, her lower back, her thighs. She swung her legs off the bed and her feet hit the carpet and she stood and her hips didn't work right. She could feel it immediately — this looseness in her pelvis, like she'd been spread too wide for too long and her body hadn't come back together. She was standing bowlegged in her own bedroom. She took a step toward the bathroom and winced. Every step reminded her.


She stopped at the window.


Their bedroom faced the backyard. She could see the fence from here — the six-foot wood fence that separated their yard from the Hendersons'. Yesterday she'd walked through the gate in that fence wearing a G-string and a wedding ring and she'd come back two hours later unable to walk straight.


She listened.


Nothing.


No bass. No deep voices. No music thumping through the fence and vibrating in her chest. The morning was quiet — birds, a lawn mower somewhere far away, the hum of the air conditioning. Normal Sunday sounds. The same sounds she heard every Sunday morning standing at this window looking at the fence and the pool and the quiet boring yard she'd spent eight years staring at.


She pressed her face closer to the glass and looked at the Hendersons' side. She could see the top of their pool deck over the fence. No bodies. No towels on the loungers. No speaker on the table. The Hendersons' silver Lexus was in the driveway — she could see the bumper from this angle, parked in its usual spot next to the garage.


The Hendersons were back. The rappers were gone.


Her stomach dropped. She'd known they were renting for the weekend. She'd known yesterday was temporary — she'd known it while Rashad was inside her and while Cash was behind her and while she was screaming on the concrete. She'd known they'd be gone by Sunday and she'd pushed it down because it didn't matter while it was happening. But the music was gone and the driveway had the wrong car in it and the pool deck was empty and the men who had spent two hours making her body do things it had never done were somewhere else.


She stood at the window in her pajamas with her hand on the glass and her hips aching and her jaw sore and the disappointment was sitting heavy in her chest. They were gone. It was Sunday and the Hendersons were back and the lounger was empty and her body was sore from something that was already over.


Keith snored behind her.


She stared at the fence for a long time. At the gate. At the latch she'd opened yesterday. The gate was closed. Everything was closed and quiet and normal and Keith was snoring and her knees were scraped and she could still taste them in the back of her throat if she swallowed hard enough and they were gone.


She needed to see for herself. She didn't know why — what was she going to do, knock on the Hendersons' door and ask where the men went? But her feet were moving. She was pulling on shorts and a t-shirt and walking downstairs past Keith's couch and his cold coffee from yesterday and his laptop still open on the cushion and she was sliding open the back door and stepping into the Sunday morning sun and walking across the grass toward the fence.


Toward the Hendersons.


EPILOGUE 2

She didn't use the fence gate. She couldn't. The gate was the way she'd gone yesterday — the latch she'd opened in a G-string with a pitcher of lemonade. She couldn't touch that latch right now. Not this morning. Not while she was still sore from what had happened on the other side of it.


She went around the front. Down her driveway, along the sidewalk, up the Hendersons' front walk. Normal. Neighborly. A woman in shorts and a t-shirt walking next door on a Sunday morning to say hello. Nobody looking at her would see anything except a wife checking in on the neighbors. Nobody would see the way she was walking — careful, stiff, her hips not swinging the way they usually did because the soreness between her legs made every step careful. Nobody would see the bruises under her shorts or the scabs on her knees or the fading redness on her wrists where she'd gripped the lounger so hard the metal had bitten into her skin.


She rang the doorbell and waited and her heart was hammering and she didn't know what she was doing here.


The door opened.


Linda Henderson was fifty-three and looked forty-five. She took care of herself — yoga three times a week, a careful diet, good skin, blonde highlights every six weeks at the salon on Maple. Slim and put-together and she always answered the door looking ready for company even when she wasn't expecting any. Her house was always clean. Her lawn was always trimmed. Her husband Roger was an insurance adjuster who traveled most of the week and Linda kept everything running while he was gone.


That was the Linda Diane knew. The woman who opened the door on Sunday morning didn't look like that.


Her hair was down. Linda never wore her hair down — she pinned it up in a clip or pulled it back in a low ponytail, neat and controlled. Today it was loose around her shoulders and it looked like she'd slept on it wet. Her face was bare — no makeup, not even the light concealer she usually wore to answer the door — and there was a flush across her cheeks and her neck that Diane could see from the front step. A warm pink color sitting under her skin. She was wearing a long cotton robe — not a bathrobe, more like a house dress, loose and flowing and covering everything from her collarbones to her ankles. It was the kind of thing you wore when you didn't want anything touching your skin too tight.


"Diane!" Linda's voice came out bright and quick. Too bright. Forced. "Hi — good morning — I didn't expect — come in, come in."


She stepped back from the door and Diane saw it.


The limp.


It was subtle. Linda was trying to hide it — she stepped back with her right foot and shifted her weight and there was this tiny hitch in the movement, this half-second where her left hip caught and her face tightened and she adjusted. A woman who didn't know what to look for wouldn't have seen it. But Diane knew what to look for because Diane was walking the same way. Diane's hips were doing the same thing this morning — that stiff careful movement, the weight shifting to avoid the soreness, the wince she was trying to hide.


"I just wanted to check in," Diane said. Her voice was still hoarse. She'd had three cups of coffee this morning trying to get it back to normal and it was still this low scratchy thing that didn't sound like her. "I saw your car in the driveway — figured you were back."


"Oh yes — we got back last night." Linda was walking ahead of her into the kitchen and the limp was there in every step. Left foot, hitch, adjust. Left foot, hitch, adjust. She was covering it well but Diane could see the rhythm of it because her own body was doing the same thing — trying to walk normal when the space between her legs was screaming at her not to.


"How was the trip?"


"Good! Good — Roger had his conference and I tagged along for the — you know." Linda was filling the kettle. Her hands were shaking. Barely — just a tremor in her fingers as she held it under the faucet. "Tea?"


"Sure."


Diane sat at the kitchen island and looked around. The house was clean — Linda clean, magazine clean, the counters wiped and the floors swept and everything in its place. But there was a smell in the air. Faint, under the clean linen candle Linda had burning on the counter, under the dish soap and the coffee and the normal kitchen smells. Warm and heavy and musky. Diane's stomach tightened because she recognized it from yesterday. From the pool deck. From her own skin before the three showers.


She looked at Linda's back as she stood at the kettle. The robe was loose but Diane could see the outline of her body through the thin cotton. Linda was slim — always had been — but she was standing with her weight on one hip, favoring the other side, and her shoulders were stiff in a way Diane recognized. She was holding herself tight. Sore in places she couldn't explain to anyone.


"So —" Linda turned around with two mugs and set one in front of Diane and her eyes were bright and watching Diane's face. "Your guests. The ones renting the place."


Diane's stomach dropped. "My guests?"


"Well — not yours, I just meant — the renters." Linda laughed. Quick and nervous. She wrapped both hands around her mug and Diane noticed her knuckles were white. "They left this morning. Early. Roger and I got back around ten last night and they'd already — they were gone by the time we —"


She stopped. Took a sip. Her hands were still shaking.


EPILOGUE 3

"Anyway." Linda smiled over the mug. "They told me you came by. Brought lemonade."


The heat hit Diane's face so fast she could feel her ears turn red. The lemonade. The pitcher she'd carried through the fence gate in a G-string one-piece. The lemonade Rashad had been drinking on the lounger while she was bent over getting fucked twenty feet away. The lemonade he'd sipped while watching Cash pound her on the concrete. They'd told Mrs. Henderson about the lemonade. What else had they told her?


"Oh — yeah." Diane laughed and the sound came out wrong — too high, too tight, this strangled little noise that didn't convince anyone. "I just — I saw them over there and I wanted to be neighborly. You know. Welcome them to the —"


"That was so sweet of you." Linda was watching her face. "They said you were very... welcoming."


Welcoming. The word hung in the kitchen. Diane couldn't tell if Linda meant what she thought she meant or if she was just paranoid and guilty and reading into everything because of what she'd done yesterday.


"I just brought lemonade," Diane said. Quiet. Looking at her tea.


"Of course." Linda nodded. "That's what neighbors do."


The kitchen was quiet. The kettle clicked off. Somewhere outside a sprinkler was going tch tch tch tch on somebody's lawn. Neither of them said anything.


Diane stared at her mug. She could feel Linda's eyes on her — could feel them on the side of her face, steady and unblinking — and she didn't look up because she was afraid of what she'd see. Her heart was knocking against her ribs. Had they told her? Had Rashad sat on this woman's couch and told her what the neighbor lady did on the pool deck? Had Cash laughed about it — "yo you should have seen this white bitch, she was begging for it" — and had Linda Henderson stood in her own kitchen and listened to what Diane had done on her property?


She couldn't breathe right. The kitchen was too bright and too clean and Linda was too quiet and Diane's face was still hot and her hands were shaking around her mug and she needed to leave. She needed to put the tea down and say something normal — "well I should get back, Keith's probably wondering" — and walk out the front door and never talk about this again and pretend that yesterday was something she'd dreamed while lying by her own pool.


She looked up.


Linda was smiling at her. Not the bright nervous smile from the door. Her lips were pressed together and the corners were turned up just slightly and her eyes were locked on Diane's face and she wasn't blinking.


Then Linda smirked.


A real smirk. One side of her mouth pulling up higher than the other. Her chin tilting down just a fraction. Her eyes narrowing — not mean, not mocking, just... knowing. Linda Henderson was smirking at her across a kitchen island on a Sunday morning and Diane's whole body went still.


She knows.


Her heart slammed and her hands went numb around the mug and the room tilted. She knows. She knows what I did. They told her everything. They told her I was on my knees. They told her I begged for it. They told her I screamed "breed me" while my husband sat on a couch thirty feet away. She knows and she's smirking at me because she thinks I'm disgusting. She thinks I'm a whore. She's going to tell Roger. Roger is going to tell Keith. Keith is going to —


Linda was still looking at her. Still smirking. But the smirk wasn't mean. Linda wasn't judging her. Her eyes were warm and her cheeks were flushed and she didn't look disgusted or shocked or horrified. She looked like a woman who had a secret of her own.


Diane blinked. She looked at Linda — really looked. Past her own panic. At Linda Henderson standing across the kitchen island in her loose cotton robe with her hair down and her cheeks flushed and her hands wrapped around a mug.


The flush. Pink from her cheeks down to her neck and disappearing into the collar of the robe. Not embarrassment. Not the heat. Diane knew what it was because she'd seen it on her own face in the bathroom mirror last night. The afterglow. Linda Henderson was glowing.


The limp. The way Linda shifted her weight from one hip to the other every few seconds. The wince she thought she was hiding when she moved too fast. The careful way she'd walked across the kitchen — the same stiff careful walk Diane had been doing all morning.


The robe. Loose and long and covering everything. Covering her arms and her neck and her wrists and her chest and Diane thought about her own outfit this morning — the shorts pulled down low, the t-shirt with sleeves that covered the fading redness on her upper arms, the careful choices of a woman hiding marks that didn't come from her husband.


The hair. Down and loose and slept-on-wet. Linda Henderson never wore her hair down. Linda Henderson pinned her hair up every morning like clockwork. Unless someone had had their fists in it for hours and the roots were too sore to pull it back.


Linda Henderson was standing in her kitchen with a limp and a glow and sore hair and shaking hands and a smirk that said she wasn't judging Diane at all. She wasn't judging her because she had no room to judge. Not with that limp. Not with that glow. Not with whatever was hiding under that robe.


It came together slow. Linda wasn't horrified by what Diane had done on the pool deck. She hadn't heard about it and been disgusted. Linda had been in this house with them. Before Diane. Or after. Or both. The details didn't matter. The limp and the glow and the loose robe and the smirk told Diane everything she needed to know. 

They were both standing in this kitchen with similar bruises under their clothes and the same ache between their legs and neither of them was ever going to say it out loud.


Linda's smirk hadn't moved. Chin down, one corner of her mouth up, her eyes on Diane's face. She didn't need to say anything. They both knew.


The panic left. The guilt left. All of it left because Diane wasn't alone in this. The woman across the counter had the same secret and the same ache and she was looking at Diane without a shred of judgment.


She felt her mouth move. The corners pulling up. Her chin tilting down. The same smirk Linda was giving her, aimed right back.


Diane smirked back at her.


EPILOGUE 4

ALMOST TWENTY-FOUR HOURS EARLIER......


The bedroom smelled like Hennessy and weed and something heavier underneath — sweat and musk and cologne and bodies. The Hendersons' master bedroom with the California king and the good sheets and the framed wedding photo on the nightstand that was now face-down because somebody had knocked it over and nobody had picked it up.


Rashad was on the bed. Stretched out on his back against the headboard with his legs spread and a glass of Hennessy resting on his stomach. Shirtless. His dark chest still wet from the pool, the tattoos on his arms glistening, the gold chain catching the lamplight. He looked like he owned the whole house.


Cash was in the armchair by the window. Leaned back, legs apart, rolling a blunt between his dark fingers. Grinning. He already knew how tonight was going to go.


Zion was standing by the dresser. Arms folded. Quiet. His dark eyes moving around the room — the bed, the nightstand, the open closet door where he could see rows of pressed shirts and sensible dresses. He hadn't said a word since they'd come upstairs. He didn't need to.


The bedroom door opened.


Roger Henderson walked in carrying a tray of drinks.


He was wearing a pink frilly thong.


That was it. Nothing else. A fifty-five-year-old white man — soft, pale, thin-armed, narrow-shouldered, a gut pushing over the elastic waistband — shuffling into the master bedroom carrying a silver tray with three glasses of Hennessy on it. His bare feet on the carpet. His pale legs exposed. The pink thong sitting on his hips — the frilly lace stretched tight across the front where there was barely enough to stretch across, the string disappearing between his flat white ass cheeks. He'd shaved his legs. They were pale and smooth and dotted with razor bumps on the shins and he looked ridiculous and he knew it.


Cash saw him first.


"YOOO." Cash sat up in the armchair and the blunt almost fell out of his hand. "Yo — yo — RASHAD. Look at this nigga."


Rashad looked up from his Hennessy. Looked at Roger in the pink thong holding the drink tray. His face didn't change — just this slow pull at the corner of his mouth. Not a smile. Barely a smirk. Amusement.


"Damn." Rashad shook his head. "Bruh."


"Nigga got the FRILLY joints on." Cash was cackling. He was doubled over in the armchair wheezing. "He got the little — look at the little bow on the front, bruh — nigga got a BOW on his dick. Like a present. Like a little sad-ass present nobody wanna open."


Roger's face was red. Not embarrassed-red — he was past embarrassment — but flushed, hot, the blood rushing to his face because three Black men were looking at his body in a pink thong and laughing and his cock was hard under the lace and he was praying they couldn't see it and knowing they could.


"Drinks." His voice came out thin and small in the room full of deep voices. He held the tray out toward Rashad. His hands were shaking. The ice was rattling in the glasses.


"He said drinks." Cash was wiping his eyes. "Nigga walks in here looking like a Victoria's Secret clearance rack and says DRINKS. Like he a waiter. Like this a restaurant."


Zion unfolded his arms. Looked at Roger. Looked at the thong. Looked at Roger's face. That flat steady gaze that made Roger's hands shake harder — and then Zion reached over and took a glass off the tray without a word.


"Good boy." Cash took his glass. Slapped Roger on the ass as he turned — CRACK — the sound sharp in the quiet bedroom. Roger flinched and almost dropped the tray and Cash howled. "He FLINCHED. Yo — this man's ASS is out in a thong and he flinched when I touched it. Bruh I can't."


"You can't even see his dick." Rashad was looking at the front of Roger's thong with his head tilted. Clinical. Amused. "That lace ain't hiding nothing cause there's nothing to hide. You even hard right now? I can't tell."


Roger's ears were burning. His cock was straining against the pink lace — small and stiff and pushing a tiny tent in the frilly fabric that the three men were staring at and it was nothing compared to what was resting between any of their legs and everyone in the room knew it.


"He hard." Cash leaned forward and squinted. "I think. Maybe. Nigga that's your hard? That's IT? Yo — that's what your wife been working with? I've seen thumbs bigger than that shit."


"Aight." Rashad's voice cut through the laughing. Not loud — just enough. The room settled. He set his glass on the nightstand and looked past Roger toward the bedroom door. "Where she at?"


Roger swallowed. "She's — she's coming. She wanted to —"


"I didn't ask what she wanted." Rashad's eyes were on the door. "I said where she at."


The door opened wider.


Linda Henderson walked into the bedroom.


She walked in slow. One bare foot on the carpet and then the other and the room went quiet — actually quiet, Cash's laughing cutting off mid-breath, the ice stopping its rattle in Roger's hands, even the blunt smoke seeming to pause in the air. She walked in and every man in the room stopped what he was doing and looked at her.


She was wearing a silk robe. Champagne-colored, catching the light, falling just above her knees. It was open at the chest — not wide, just enough to show the lingerie underneath. Black lace. A bustier that pushed her breasts up and together and held her slim waist tight and the black lace against her pale skin was sharp in the warm light of the bedroom. Her blonde hair was down — loose around her shoulders, brushed, shining. Her makeup was done — dark eyes, red lips.


She stood in the doorway and let them look.


Rashad looked. Slow and deliberate, his dark eyes traveling from her bare feet up her calves to the hem of the robe to the black lace at her chest to her red mouth. He didn't say anything.


Cash looked. His grin was gone — replaced by something heavier, his jaw set, his eyes locked on the lace where her breasts were pushed together. "Goddamn," he said. Low. Not laughing anymore.


Zion looked. His expression hadn't changed but his arms had unfolded and his hands were at his sides and his eyes were on her and she could feel them.


Linda smiled. Not at them. At Roger. This small sharp smile that she aimed at her husband standing in his pink thong with the empty drink tray and she held it until he looked down at the carpet.


"Sit down, Roger."


Roger sat. He moved to the chair in the corner — the one in the corner, the one they'd bought for this, the one that had no purpose except to hold Roger's weight while his wife did what she was about to do — and he sat and he put the tray on the floor beside him and he folded his hands in his lap over the tiny pink bulge of his useless cock and he waited.


Linda walked into the room. The silk robe moved with her — sliding, shifting, showing a flash of thigh with every step, the lace underneath appearing and disappearing. She walked to the center of the room between the bed and the armchair and she stood there and the three men were around her and her husband was in the corner.


She sat down on the edge of the bed. Crossed one leg over the other. Slow. The robe fell open across her thighs and the silk slid and the lamplight caught something on her left ankle.


A tattoo.


Small. Black ink on pale skin, right above the ankle bone. A spade. The Queen of Spades. A black spade on a white wife's ankle. It had been there for eight months. Roger had held her hand at the parlor while the needle buzzed and she'd squeezed his fingers and smiled at the ceiling and known that the mark was permanent and so was everything it stood for.


Cash saw it first. His eyes dropped to her ankle and he leaned forward in the armchair and his grin came back — wider than before, knowing, the grin of a man who'd just gotten confirmation of something he'd suspected since he walked in the door.


"Ayyyy." Cash pointed at her ankle. "Yo — she got the tattoo. She got the fucking tattoo, nigga."


Rashad looked. Saw the spade. His mouth pulled into a real smile for the first time all night. He nodded — slow, once.


Zion's eyes found it and stayed there. He stared at the black spade on her white ankle and his jaw tightened.


Linda uncrossed her legs. Let the robe fall open a little wider. She looked at Roger in his corner chair. Her husband. His soft face, his pale body in the ridiculous pink thong, his hands folded over the nothing between his legs.


She snapped her fingers. Once. Sharp.


"Roger."


He stood up. Instantly. Up out of the chair, hands at his sides, eyes on her, waiting. Three Black men watched a white man in a pink thong snap to attention at the sound of his wife's fingers.


"Come here."


He walked to her. His bare feet on the carpet, his pink thong ridiculous and small, his pale body exposed and pathetic next to the three dark bodies in the room. He stood in front of her and she looked up at him and he couldn't hold her gaze.


She extended her left leg. Pointed her toes. The QOS tattoo was right there — black spade on white skin, the ink sharp and dark above her ankle bone. She held her foot up toward his face.


"Kiss it."


Roger knelt. In front of his wife, in front of three Black men, in his pink frilly thong — he knelt on the carpet of his own bedroom and he leaned down and he pressed his lips against the black spade on his wife's ankle. He held them there. His eyes were closed and his lips were on the tattoo and Cash was grinning and Rashad was watching and Zion's arms were at his sides and Linda Henderson looked down at her husband's bowed head.


"Good." She pulled her foot back. Looked at the corner chair. "Now go kneel in the corner. And don't make a sound." 

"Yes, Mistress."


Roger stood. His face was flushed and his cock was straining against the pink lace and he turned and walked to the corner and he knelt on the carpet and he faced the wall and he put his hands on his thighs and he was still and small and quiet.


Linda looked at Rashad on the bed. At Cash in the chair. At Zion by the dresser. Three Black men looking at her with her silk robe open and her black lace catching the light and her QOS tattoo still warm from her husband's lips.


She smiled.


"Now." She let the robe slide off one shoulder. "Shall we begin?”


---



The Hendersons will return....in Sissy White Boy’s Secret Shame! From Husband to Housewife 4! Soon!
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A wife’s secret BBC affair? No, A cuckold husband’s Interracial desires gone wrong!

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

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

Collision Course! Married White Couple's Accidental Interracial Awakening

Your husband likes to watch? Part 1

Your husband likes to watch? Part 2

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

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

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

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

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

Paying his debt by getting BLACKED!

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

Blacked! By my husband’s boss! 2

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

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

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

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

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

Q&A with a Snowbunny Hotwife

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