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Excerpt

 


Despite what we'd been through before, when the black man
rescues us in the middle of nowhere, my girlfriend insisted on
sitting in the front seat with him. She gets car sick, you
see...

 


The car swerving made me
sit up. I realized that I'd fallen asleep again. Now, though,
adrenaline was coursing through me. My eyes went right to Tandy,
only she wasn't there. I was about to cry out, demanding to know
where she was. Did he throw her out of the
car? It seemed both absurd and highly
probable, at the same time.

 


And that's when I noticed
the motion, between Logan and his steering wheel. I realized in a
stopped heartbeat that it was my girlfriend's head.
Bobbing on his lap! I
knew in an instant what I was seeing was real and yet, I'm a
glutton for punishment. I released my belt and scooched forward.
Sure enough, Tandy was sucking the big black man's dick. I couldn't
really see anything other than her back and head in motion, but it
was very obvious.

 


"Mmm," moaned the driver. "Oh, fuck, yeah!"
And if his words weren't validation enough, I heard the sudden suck
in of air from lips that weren't sealed quite as tightly as they
were a moment before. Under the circumstances, it wasn't all that
different from the sharp, hair-raising sound of Styrofoam upon
itself.

 


Logan continued to gasp and moan. I marveled at the control
he had over his early-70s model American two-door (I'm also not a
car guy...), given the gusto at which she went at his dick. I may
not have been able to see what was going on, but I'd seen enough
back on prom night for my mind to fill in the blanks. The way his
thick black cock stretched her lips thin and blew out her cheeks.
The gleam in her eye as she swallowed him into her throat. How tiny
her little white hand looked, stroking the shaft that was too thick
for her to wrap it around...
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A Bumpy Road

 


In case you're wondering, I never made it
with Peggy, either. Not that night, nor any other. On the other
hand...

 


Tandy, the love of my life who'd betrayed me
by giving up her virginity in a four-on-one gangbang with black
strangers, begged me to take her back. Seriously. Her. Between her
fineness and the fact that she was trying to come back after going
black. I mean, there's a lot of validity to the saying that once
you go black... I don't know, I guess I found it to be something of
a victory. Black guys may have stolen my girlfriend, but now, I was
stealing her back.

 


Also, I figured we were heading off to
college. This wasn't high school, anymore. Things were going to be
different. At a place of higher learning, nerds like me hold a
higher value.

 


Still, there was a lot of baggage. Tandy
suggested that we should start all over – Two teens who just met
and fell deeply in love. As we hit the road, my car packed with our
things, we couldn't stop holding hands and giggling. And I couldn't
stop looking at her, thinking how lucky I was. I didn't even think
of it as a second chance. What had happened was in the past, and I
couldn't change any of it. No, I looked at her with fresh eyes and
an even fresher heart.

 


We were so full of hope. I know I was. More
than anything, I was hoping to get laid, once we got to the dorm.
My roommate, whoever he was, wasn't coming in until the next day –
We were going to have the place to ourselves. One of the things
that I'd agreed to was to roll back our mindset to when we were
both still virgins. What better place to end that, than the next
evolution in our lives?

 


And then, my car broke down in the middle of
nowhere. Tandy had wanted to take the scenic route. "I'm so over
the interstate," she said. "Let's take out time and see some of the
country." I wanted to make her happy, of course, so the back roads
it was. I have to say, though, there's nothing more disheartening
than being on a long, quiet stretch of road, with a busted car, and
absolutely no cell phone signal.

 


I did what I was supposed to do. I popped
the hood and looked at things. What they were, I had no idea. I
touched a couple of wires, pretended to tighten a couple of caps...
"I have no idea," I said. "We have plenty of gas."

 


Tandy's look was rather sour. I wanted to
make her happy, but the last town we'd passed was nearly half an
hour back, by car, which was also something I hadn't recalled
seeing another of, since then. We both looked around, hoping
against hope that someone was miraculously coming to help us.
"Hey," she finally said, pointing. "Maybe you can get a signal from
up there."

 


I turned toward where she was looking. It
was a rather large hill, one of several that was probably the
reason for the lack of cell coverage. I felt that she was right,
but not only was it steep as hell, but it was also hot, and – well
– mountain climbing wasn't supposed to be part of the deal. "It's
really high," I said. "And hot, too."

 


It was clearly the wrong thing to say, so I
immediately backpedaled, shrugging my shoulder and trying to play
it off as if I were joking. I didn't like the thought of leaving
her here, alone, though. "Are you coming with me?" I asked. And
just when I thought I'd saved the situation, her brow furrowed.

 


"Somebody has to be here to wave down
passing cars," she replied. I could hear the frustration in her
voice. I told her that she was right and decided that I should get
moving, ASAP. I grabbed a fresh bottle of water, scanned the road
one more time, then moved to give her a kiss, before I headed up
the steep hillside.

 


Much to my chagrin, she
turned and offered me her cheek. Stupid! I chided myself, even as I
kissed her. I made the decision, right then and there, to get
climbing, without further hesitation. "I'll be back," I said,
fighting the urge to sound like the Terminator. My voice cracked
and she stifled a giggle, so I'm pretty sure that part
worked.

 


I strode across the short field between the
road and the hillside with relative ease. The ground was nowhere
near as even as it looked, but I kept that to myself. Lucky for me,
she couldn't see or hear me panting by the time I got to the base.
I started the climb, going about twenty feet before I stopped and
looked back. Tandy was watching the road, and even from this
slightly elevated position, I could see there still weren't any
other cars. I turned and continued my climb.
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