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My BBC Stories: A Garden Delight

Also By Jerry Small

Man, I tell you, one of the greatest thrills is fucking a fine-looking woman in the broad light of the outdoors. Some of the best experiences I've ever had were times I got to lay pipe in a hot, white babe, somewhere in the open air. And I've been lucky enough to have that happen all over the place – on a ball court in the middle of my hood; on a park bench overlooking the Hudson River; even a in a famous cemetery, here in the Bronx. All kinds of places.

This time, it happened in a famous Garden – whose name I won't mention, to protect the innocent. 

As y'all know, my name is Tysheem Fogg. I'm an engineer. I grew up in the Belmont section of the Bronx, in New York City. This was a great thing for me because, well, I got a fetish. I love white women. There is nothing I like more than sinking my big, black dick into a pale, blonde pussy. Don't get me wrong, I'll take any pussy that comes my way, but there is something about that pale, pink that sets my fire ablaze more than any other. And what made Belmont such a great place to grow up, was that there  is a famous – again, unnamed to protect reputations – university, right there on Fordham Road, full of lovely young women from the suburbs, from the country, from all over the world. And a lot of them curious about whether what they say about Black men like me might be true.

Well, they all found out it was no lie!

Hell, I went to that same school myself, having won a full-ride, basketball scholarship. All things aside, I am one smart... well, you get what I mean. My Alma mater launched my career in engineering, and exposed me to all that lovely, golden-haired, pale-skinned trim. Needless to say, I had a fantastic college experience! Sometimes I shared my find with my buddies from high school. Sometimes I kept that woman – didn't matter whether she was an international student or a professor's hot-wife – to myself. But they always left our rendezvous satisfied.

This time, at the Garden, that happened after I graduated from my masters program. I was already several years into my career when I bumped in to Karen and Lois, two hot, blonde cougars looking for a thrill only my BBC could give them. It was a hot, August day. And, man, we had a hot, sticky time!

I must have been to the Garden a thousand times. I am not joking about that number. When I was kid, I used to sneak over a damaged section of iron fence that was partly hidden from the street. I'd go in at any time, night or day. I'd wander around the wild section of the Garden, playing games with my friends. Later, we'd sneak in after hours and smoke weed and fuck around. It was easy to avoid the guards as long as you didn't mess anything up or damage anything. 

After I grew up, I started paying for a membership. Since I stayed in the neighborhood after college – easy enough to get to the firm I worked for, down in midtown – it was a great place to commune with nature. And look at hot women from the burbs. Sometimes...

This time, however, I had not intended to do anything more than commune with a bit of nature after my morning ten miles. The Garden has several entrances. Two of these are usually crowded, but one is hidden away on a side-street on the opposite side of the property than the others. It's a calmer place than the others. And it leads directly into a bit of forest rather than the gift shop or whatnot. Just what I wanted that morning. Besides, dressed only in running shorts and t shirt, I wasn't up to being around a bunch of Sunday tourists gawking at the more popular exhibits, and the isolation of this part of the park was just fine with me. So, I showed my card to the girl in the booth and walked on in.

More than what I wanted, it was what I needed. After a ten mile run, I was fairly damp from the exertion, and the cool of the Garden's forest was a balm. I strolled along the manicured paths, letting the breeze draw away the heat. The trees made a great canopy against the sun's glare. Here and there, I spotted some of the late-summer flowers. I took pictures.

There is a spot where the trail I wandered along joins another, much more well-traveled trail for a short distance before diving back into the deeps of the forest. It was there that I bumped into Karen and Lois. It was not hard to spot them, difficult to look away. Karen was tall and slender. She wore a sleeveless sundress, in sky blue that went no further than mid-thigh. Her dark, blonde hair, bound in a tail, hung to her shoulders. Eyes hidden by shades, her skin was a lovely, pale gold. She strolled along the trail in flat sandals that flattered her pretty feet, with their red-painted nails. Her hands matched her toes in terms of polish. I guessed she was about forty-five.

Lois was not as tall. Much curvier than her companion, with short, platinum hair. She wore a loose, white blouse and khaki shorts. Her blouse was partly unbuttoned and I could see the heavy shadow of her cleavage. Her nails were green, and so were her eyes. She had her arm through her friends and walked along the trail in low, Converse shoes. She was, maybe, forty.

Of course, my dick was piqued. Two lovely, blonde women. Instantly, visions of pale globes of titties and ass-cheeks filled my head. Even as I approached and tried to nonchalantly glance at them, I could almost see their legs spread, their pink holes open wide to take my thick spear. Things got a little uncomfortable in my shorts. Unconsciously, I adjusted my package. At the same time, Lois' eyes (of course I did not know she was Lois yet) widened slightly. Karen's nostrils flared a bit.

Jesus, talk about embarrassing yourself! “My fault,” I muttered, and hurried past. I kept my eyes pointedly straight ahead and marched on. Fortunately, the path I wanted was just a few steps ahead. I stepped onto it, calling myself all kinds of a fool.

The trail I found myself on was not used much at all. Most folks used the one I just left to cross the Garden, to the attractions on either side of the property. The employees took a bit less care with it, and it was a bit overgrown, just the thing to get away from the crowd, and my own stupid ass.

Still, as I sauntered along, I could not help thinking about those two women. Yeah, when I'm horny I get a bit obsessive about the lovely visions of muff that dance in my head. Especially blonde-haired, white women. In my head, I could just see that one woman in the dress, lying back on one of these big boulders. I could envision her pulling the hem of that dress up those white thighs to expose the golden curls nestled between them. And, as she slowly pulled her knees up and apart. And, as she spread her legs wide, wider, widest, I could imagine her swollen lips parting, to reveal the narrow, pink valley between.

I fondled myself as I walked slowly along, that hot image behind my eyes. I wondered what her pussy smelled like. What did it look like? Did she have large, or dainty inner lips? Was her clit big and meaty, or did it hide, a tiny, pale bean, under its pink hood? Oh, I wanted to see her excited flesh. I wanted to see her pale vagina open up, ready to be stabbed my my dark spear!

I stopped and rubbed my dick through my shorts.

What did she taste like?

And her friend? 

Mentally, I stripped the shorter woman naked and bent her over the boulder. Would she like a big rod up her ass? Were they lesbians? What if I found them in a sixty-nine? And they beckoned me to fill their holes while they lashed each other with their tongues? What a trip that would be! Both of them.

Oh the happy images dance in my head?

My dick strained at the fabric of my running shorts. It throbbed painfully. The fantasies of these two women, combined with memory of all the pussy I've had enveloping my meat, hot and wet, were too much. Without thinking, I pushed my shorts down a bit to let my monster out. I took myself in hand, hot and pulsing and hard, big and black, and began to stroke. The image of that hot, blonde, lying there on the rock, legs wide
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