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My BBC Stories: Junk in the Trunk

It’s funny how things work out, you know? Last August, me and my boys ran a train on this kinda sweet white chick, who was a student at my university. She’d come wandering out into the hood looking for who knew what and met up with me, and my boys, on a sunken playground, on Webster Avenue. 

One thing led to another, know what I mean. And soon, out in the open and the middle of the day, this chick was sucking my cock right there on the playground! Thank god it was the hottest day of the year – everyone stayed inside. And if anyone was watching from their window, well, they just kept their mouths shut and enjoyed the show.

That was some pussy, let me tell you. Turned out that girl was hot for a fat black snake. So we turned her out. Me and my boys gave it to her hard and raw, every which way. I nutted in every hole I could, blowing a wad in her mouth, in her super-tight pussy and asshole. And that was some of the tightest pussy I’d ever had. But then, all false modesty aside, I got a huge dick. And turns out that a lot of those white chicks at my college like a big black cock. And I love fucking that nice white pussy!

Anyway, I don’t think that girl – Ashleigh Anderson (how's that for a nice whitebread, midwest name?) - couldn't sit right for a week after we were done. But she had no complaints. I took her home afterwards, and we spent the rest of the afternoon fucking in her apartment. I think that was the best sex she ever had. Probably the best she will ever have!

She came back to see me a few times that fall - she was an incoming freshman at the school, I was about to become a junior. We were both busy with classes. At least I was. Being the first in my family to make it through those hallowed gates of the university, I had to represent. I’m proud that my grades were four-point-oh all the way through. Then there was the basketball season - the big reason I was even there studying engineering! So I kind of lost sight of her. 

Besides, I think she was more in love with my dick, you know?  More than a touch of jungle-fever going on there. I wonder if I’d ruined it for dating all those little white boys back in Iowa, or Indiana, or wherever she came from. And that made me laugh. 

As I said, I was crazy-busy!

The year was pretty much a blur from September right through March and the end of basketball season. All I know is that when I came up for air, it was April. The leaves were growing on the trees around campus and flowers were blooming along the fences that kept the hood, my hood, off the campus grounds. The team had done well - into the finals, but knocked out by some pissant college in Brooklyn. Now we were kind of sick of each other and the coaches. And they were sick of us. 

From here to the end of the year, the only thing I had to worry about were my grades, and that was fine by me! And I hadn’t seen my old homies - Ty, Tyleek, and Tyrone in months. In fact, we hadn't had a chance to hang since the beginning of the season. 

I had to do something different and outside of school, and my friends hooked me up. Tyleek’s dad owned a fix-a-flat joint over on Third Avenue, near Saint Barnabas Hospital. I knew the boys would be hanging there and that Tyleek’s dad would hire under the table. Good for some extra cash, know what I mean?

He fired me a month later. And, even though I hadn't seen her since the beginning of the fall semester, it turned out to be Ashleigh's fault. Tyleek tried to change his dad's mind, but that connection was just broke for good. 

But, damn, it was well worth it!

It was a Saturday. And it was a holiday weekend. It was late May. Classes were done. Finals were done. All my papers were done. The term was finished. I was done until September when I would start my senior year. I was feeling good. And to top it off, despite a huge, hot, and heavy flow of customers the day before - the beginning of the holiday weekend - there were almost no business to speak of, so it was no problem to fuck off. Pretty soon, we all got to fuck around. 

Tyleek called up Ty and Tyrone. We spent the day shooting the shit or shooting some hoops out back, bragging about how much pussy we were catching. Liars all, but, damn, the bullshit stories are always fun!

It was my turn to man the front of the shop while the boys fucked around in back. From the noise, they were deep in some RPG on the computer in Tyleek's dad's office. So I listened to them whoop and holler while I dozed on the ripped-up swivel chair by the opening of the roll-up door that fronted the joint. Even if there were no customers, one of us needed to make sure all those jacks, and hoses, and tires didn’t all just take it upon themselves to roll away somewhere. 

The afternoon was nice and warm. We were on the west side of the avenue, so I sat in the shade and watched the neighborhood walk by. There were a lot of women in very little clothing about.  While I prefer that sweet white ass (it’s a fetish, I know) it doesn't stop me from appreciating all the fine looking women of all hues walking by that grody little garage. 

Truly, any pussy is good pussy. 

About three, this sweet Audi with Iowa plates pulled up. It was an R8, luxury sports model. It was long, and low, and looked like it could go about as fast as light. The paint-job was a metallic flake blue, and had windows tinted illegally dark, so the driver was a vague, pale shape behind the wheel. The only thing marring its beauty was the fact that the left rear shoe was almost flat. It wobbled and flapped as the car pulled up onto our stretch of the sidewalk.

I got up and approached the car, full of admiration. I was so enamored of the car, that, at first, I didn't notice the driver get out. Instead, I ran my hand over the glass-smooth finish. I could see myself, distorted in the well-buffed paint. 

Presently, my dark reflection was joined by a very pale one of a tall, white woman with blond hair. This apparition said, “Can you fix me up?”

I turned and saw her. She was just under six feet tall, with a long mane of golden hair. Being the Memorial Day weekend, it was warm, and she wore appropriately brief clothing – a short, sleeveless dress that showed off toned shoulders and arms. Her hands were delicate, well manicured with red polish, engagement and wedding rings. Below the hem of the dress were well tanned legs with tennis muscles, ending in dainty sandals. Her toes wore the same red polish. Her face was tanned with the kind of lines that showed she was somewhere around fifty. Eyes blue, cheeks lean, lips full and pink. She was beautiful by any standard.

And for all that, there was something familiar in the way she looked

“Yes, I can, miss!” I said.

She smiled a million dollars and my heart did a somersault. 

Actually, it wasn't my heart. My dick twitched and started sliding down my thigh. Thank god my shorts went down to my knees!

“That's wonderful,” she said. “I'm in town visiting my daughter's school, and then this...” She trailed off, looking first at her car, then flicking a glance at my shorts, which now had an extra ridge, as it were.

I grinned. “Well, I can take care of that right away,” I said. I grabbed a jack and wheeled it around to the rear of the Audi. “You gotta watch out on the streets of New York City. They are notoriously bad for tires!”

“Is that so,” she said.

“It's a fact.” I crouched and slipped the jack under her car, and positioned it under the frame. I hit the big lever and started pumping. At the same time, I glanced at the woman. Her legs were amazing. I looked away and concentrated on working the jack's handle.

As the rear of the car lifted clear, the woman suddenly squatted to peer under the car. Just then, I could see all the way up her legs to where her obviously plump pussy outlined itself against the white lace of her panties.

I looked away as soon as she shot a glance at me. I wasn't too quick not to see her sly smile. So, she wanted me to look. I locked the jack and knelt by the tire and spun it. “Where does your daughter go to school?” I said without looking at her.

“Right up the street,” she said.

“At Fordham?”

I saw her nod in the shiny finish of her car. “Yes, she does,” she said. “She's finishing her freshman year.”

Having been distracted, I spun the tire again and really looked this time. “That's great,” I said. “It's a great school. I'm  just finishing my junior year.” I found what I was looking for. There  was a nail stuck in the tire, making a slow leak. “There it is.”

“What's that?”

“It's a nail,” I said. I turned to say some more, and couldn't for a few moments. She was still squatting there, legs apart. Her camel-toe was very clear. There were a few strands of curly, gold hairs poking out from under the crotch of her panties. Finally, I said, “It's stuck in a hole, making the tire slowly lose air.”

She laughed. It was friendly, not malicious. I looked up. She was not upset. She said, “So it can fill my hole, I mean in the tire.” Her eyes flicked down at my obvious erection.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Will you fill it?”

I looked at her barely hidden quim
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