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Excerpt

 


I stroked him, playing
with his massive chest through his shirt with my free hand. The
cock grew, rapidly, and I knelt before him. My mind reeled even as
my pussy gushed. His scent – a heady mixture of pheromones, sweat,
and funk – filled my nostrils, driving my desire. He gasped as I
licked the head, swirling my tongue around it and wondering if I
would be able to fit it in my mouth. I love my husband but I don't
like sucking his dick. Now I wanted to take this big black cock
straight down my throat and suck on it all day. It probably won't fit, I
thought. You always want what you can't
have.

 


The dark crown was too enticing,
though, I sucked it in. I felt his hardness pulse in my hand and
his saltly, creamy precum oozed onto my tongue – a fairly big glob
of it. I let it wash around in my mouth, joining my own spit before
I poured it back over his chocolate fuckstick. I worked it up and
down the thick, veiny shaft, lubing it with my hand.

 


I took him back into my mouth,
stretching my jaw to the edge of pain, then over it. I grunted with
exertion but it was worth it, as I got a couple of inches in. Teddy
smiled as I looked up into his eyes. A mouthful of big black dick
was the only thing that prevented me from smiling back. He touched
the back of my head, then ran his fingers through my hair. He
didn't shove me down on his cock further like I thought he might,
but he did start gyrating his hips and the motion helped me take
just a bit more.

 


MMMFFFF... I snorted. It was a yummy
sound that came through my nose. I shifted on my knees, I could
feel my juices starting to run down my thighs.

 


I took his cock out of my mouth,
holding up close to his stomach and running my tongue up and down
the underside of the shaft. I worshiped his balls, then sucked the
head back in, treating myself to the next helping of saltiness
there. I swallowed one more before he pulled me to my feet and
turned me toward the stools, bending me at the waist. I quivered as
he did. Not asking had a surprising, positive effect on
me...

 


Teddy slipped his large, rough hands
up under my skirt, finding the elastic band of my thoroughly soaked
panties and eased them down my hips. I gasped at the very idea of
someone other than my husband stripping me. I stepped out of them,
leaving them where they lay. I moaned as he rubbed the thick head
up and down my engorged, dripping lips, biting my tongue and
resisting the urge to impale myself on him.

 


He slid his hard thickness against my
clit. I panted, trembling as pleasure spread from there, through my
body, up and down. I tingled all over, my flesh covered with
goosebumps. "You want this dick, don't you white girl?" Had he
forgotten my name? I moaned, finding that prospect even hotter. I
gasped that I did.

 


"You want me to fuck you? Don't you?"
he asked. "You want this big black dick in you, fucking you like
you've never been fucked before, don't you?"

 


"Yes," I said.

 


"Beg me," came his reply.

 


"Oh, please," I pleaded, playing with
my aching breasts through my own clothes. "Fuck me with your big
black cock! Please, please fuck me!" I trembled on the verge of an
orgasm. "PLEASE, FUCK ME!!!"


 The Girl With the Queen of Spades Tattoo

 


by Anita
Blackmann

 



Chapter 1

 


I think if my husband didn't have to
go away on business one week out of every month, this never would
have happened. He's a good man. Loving, attentive, supportive. The
sex has always ranged from okay to wow! But there's that week...
Worse, he has to leave on Sunday, late afternoon and doesn't get
back until the following Saturday, just after noon. It's a rough
week for me. I've never liked being alone, not really. I've always
been faithful, always.

 


That is, until now.

 


Wine is my friend when he's gone. It
helps to slow my mind down so I don't think so much. Jerry – that's
my husband – unfortunately, aggravated his back a few days before
he went out of town a couple of months back. It's not a big deal,
usually, as it only happens once in a great while and it had never
happened that close to his trip before. We always have great sex
the two nights before, always. It's like, you know, he's going on a
plane, we don't know if we'll see each other again... that type of
thing, I think. I especially look forward to it because he really
steps up his game. And when that didn't happen this time, it left
me in a state of horniness like I've never experienced.

 


And no, I did not cheat. Not
then.

 


When it became obvious that we weren't
going to be able to go full-on loving, I did blow him while he
fingered me. His back was so bad this time, I thought he shouldn't
go. "You know I can't do that," he said. "I'll muddle through it,
somehow." Yeah, layoffs and shit. He was right. So, we did what we
did and it was nice and he didn't have to risk making his back
worse. So, I found myself sipping wine half the night, the night he
left, and watching TV. Just me and Merlot, watching TV. Night after
night. Oh, and masturbating. Yeah, I do that a lot when he's
away.

 


By Wednesday, I was going bananas.
Usually, wine and TV gets me through the week. That and seeing a
friend or two. But this week it seemed like a perfect storm of "Oh,
I'm sorry, we won't be able to hang out this week..." So me and my
good friend, Merlot, settled for short-attention-span theater, also
known as YouTube. But there's only so many cat videos and violent
pranks one person can watch and I was feeling hornier than ever, so
I found myself searching out streaming porn.

 


Now, normally I would seek out a
naughty book or two but I had had about four glasses of wine too
many and focusing on words was not going to be one of my talents. I
bounced from video to video, not really finding anything to my
liking, never watching more than a few seconds. Finally, I decided
what I really needed was to watch something I don't get. Jerry's
got a decent, thick seven inches and I've only ever been with one
person at a time, so I decided what I really needed to watch was
something I've never experienced.

 


"Big cock gangbang," I said into the
voice search. Then I had to enter "gangbang" manually because it
spelled it "g*******." Stupid settings. I hit search and a second
later, the results came up. So many results. It turns out there's a
lot of porn out there that fits that description.

 


I skimmed over the thumbnails, looking
for the one that really leaped out and grabbed me. I noticed there
were an awful lot of interracial ones, especially black guys with
blonde white girls like I was. I wasn't really into black guys so I
sort of ignored them until I realized I couldn't help but notice
them.

 


"Holy shit," I muttered
under my breath. Look at the size of those
cocks! And even in the pictures, many of
them seemed so aggressive. I squirmed in my seat, took a sip of
wine, and finally picked one. It definitely wasn't
vanilla.

 


I can't tell you how many videos I
watched or how many times I pleasured myself. I only picked the
ones with blonde girls taking on black guys. Didn't watch a single
white boy video. If they weren't being rough with her after a few
seconds, I scrolled down and clicked on one of the recommendations.
I had no time for mamby-pamby shit.

 


After a bit, I noticed that some of
the girls had tattoos. Well, of course, most of the girls had
tattoos but this was a particular tattoo. It took me a while to
realize that several of them had the same one. Sometimes it was on
a tit, sometimes the lower back or ass, and sometimes it was just
above the panty line on their tummies. It was a symbol from a
playing card. A particular suit, with the letter Q in the
middle.

 


It was the Queen of Spades.

 


Curious, I stopped for a bit and
Googled it. Wow! It said that a woman wears one to let people know
that she is exclusive to black men. Or women. Mostly that they
aren't available, sexually, to anyone else. That they will serve
any black person, sexually, whenever, wherever, and however. In my
state, that truly made me gush. I double-checked it and found many,
many sources saying pretty much the same thing. Then I saw
something else. In the search results, there were also some image
results. And after that, some shopping.

 


It said that I could buy 20 Queen of
Spades temporary tattoos for only five bucks, plus two-fifty
shipping. And the seller had a five-star rating! How could I pass
that up? A moment later, I had pressed the one-click button and was
masturbating wildly to fantasies of being the center of an
interracial gangbang, a QOS tattoo on one of my tits, up high
enough to be seen popping out with my cleavage.

 


Oh, boy did I ever have the mother of
all hangovers the next day! Getting through work was rough but my
buddy Carla's plans changed and she was free, so we got dinner that
night and hung out. Beverly hit me up via text while we were out at
dinner, saying she was free for Friday.

 


Just like that, I forgot about my
purchase.

 


"Oh, what's this?" my husband asked.
He had just come in the door with his luggage and the mail. After a
quick reunion of hugs and kisses, he came across a large envelope,
addressed to me. I suddenly remembered the purchase I had made in
the middle of the night, in the middle of the week. I think my
insides collapsed into my shoes.

 


"That's nothing," I said, playing as
cool as possible while my insides twisted into knots. I took it
from him. "Just something I needed for work." Thankfully, Jerry's
not the suspicious type. I slipped it into my purse with the
intention of getting rid of it later. It made it as far as the
trunk of my car, where I forgot it for the next three
weeks.

 



Chapter 2

 


The next four weeks were wonderful, if
wonderfully ordinary. Three of four times a year, there's a fifth
week in the month and this was one of those months. It was good to
have Jerry around. He kept me grounded. "Are you going to behave?"
he asked me at the curb, standing by his car to the airport. He was
joking, of course.

 


I thought about it a moment, then
shook my head. "Absolutely not." My reply made him smile. He
slipped his hand around my waist and grabbed my ass, pulling me to
him.

 


"That's my girl," he said, then he
kissed me.

 


I replied as playfully as
he had asked and I was sincere in my answer. At the time, I had a
full week of evening dates with friends, new and old.
That'll keep me out of trouble.
Who knew what else I would buy next time, left to
my own devices!

 


I was really looking forward to my
Sunday night date with my dear friend Teri. It had been a couple of
years. "Has it been that long?" I asked her. She told me it had. I
guess time has a habit of getting away from you.

 


"I can't wait 'til you get here," she
said. "I have a big surprise for you!"

 


Boy, did she ever! When
she opened the door, it was clear that she was very pregnant. I
squealed, she squealed. Then she went, "Ooh. He's kicking!" She
grabbed my hand and put it on her fertile tummy. The baby was
indeed moving and it was kind of strange and very glorious.
Weirdly, it got me thinking about one of my own – Jerry and I had
been talking about it, lately – and that, of course, led me to
think about sex. A thought that I had to clear from my mind,
immediately. No more getting into
trouble.

 


She led me to the living room so we
could catch up before dinner. When I saw her husband, Dewey, I told
him congratulations but he just sort of... I don't know, it just
wasn't the response I expected. "Is everything okay between you
two?" I asked her when he was out of earshot. Teri dismissed it
with a wave of her hand.

 


"Don't worry about him," she said,
offering me some wine and snacks that she had set out. "I'm
drinking water," she continued. "I hope that's okay."

 


"Of course," I
said. Why wouldn't it be?
If no one else is drinking, I have a hard time
drinking which was probably okay in this situation, needing to stay
a good girl.

 


We had one of those amazing, random
conversations that friends have, especially when they haven't seen
each other. She was happier and more full of energy than I can
remember in a very long time. It was all good until she reached for
some more snacks. "I can't seem to get enough of these," she said.
"Eating for two, I guess." I smiled, I wasn't judging. She tried to
pick up two, but one got away, falling on the coffee table and
making her stretch. That's when something caught my eye. Something
on her lower back.

 


Teri had a tramp stamp! That would
have been out of character for the Teri that I knew back in the
day, but that wasn't the half of it. "Holy shit!" I blurted out.
Teri sat up and looked at me, worried.

 


"What is it?" she asked.

 


All I could do was point, it was hard
for me to get the words out. "On your back... Your tat..." I
focused as hard as I could.

 


"You have a Queen of
Spades!"

 


Teri smiled, wide. "Is that all?" she
asked. "I thought something bad had happened." She turned to me,
taking my hands. "Oh, my God," she continued. "It's the best thing
to ever happen to me."

 


I leaned in and got all hush-hush.
"Does Dewey know?" Teri laughed.

 


"He's the one who got me into it!" She
must have seen the look on my face. "It started with a blowjob,"
she said. "Him giving one, not me." Now I was really confused. "I
could fill at least nine books on the subject and that would only
get me to my first gangbang."

 


"First?" Somehow, her smile got even
wider.

 


"The first of many. You've never had a
black dick?" I was too stunned to talk, barely finding the
fortitude to shake my head. "Oh, it's a life-changer, let me tell
you." She looked down at her own growing, fertile belly, gently
caressing it. "That's how I got this." Her words struck me, hard.
It would never have occurred to me that it wasn't Dewey's baby,
Teri was always such a good girl. Probably the straightest arrow
I've ever known.

 


"It's your boyfriends, then?" I
thought I was beyond being blown away after all that but her answer
proved me wrong.

 


"Probably."
Probably?! She thought a
moment. "It could be one of his sons'."

 


"His...
sons?" I was
dumbfounded.

 


"Yeah. Or maybe his friend... That
would be Dewey's boss, as it turns out. Or maybe one of the guys at
Dewey's work. There's like eight or nine of them..."

 


I couldn't believe it. I
watched her as she became so animated, talking about her sexual
escapades. Her words became like Charlie Brown's teacher's, all
just sort of muffled noise. I couldn't help myself, I began
picturing her in the middle of all of those big black men with
their big black cocks, just like in the videos. I found myself
nodding, just to be polite. "...my sisters are doing it, too..."
she said. Her sisters? Oh, yeah. She was a foster kid who got
adopted along with several others when their foster mother won the
lottery. Not blood relations but still
kind of... No, not creepy... Hot! Oh, my
her story continued and so did the images, only now I was in them,
in the middle, instead of Teri.

 


I shifted in my seat, my pussy getting
wetter and wetter as she described things in great detail. Words
drifted in and out of my consciousness. Cock, stretched, fucked,
bred... "You should do it with me. It'll be the best sex of your
life!"

 


That did it! "Wha... What?" I asked. I
was stunned. Horny as fuck, but stunned. She took my
hands.

 


"Come with me. I'll call Master and
take you to him. Share the joy of being a Queen of
Spades!"

 


Oh, that did it! It was too much. It
was like she was reading my mind and it scared the ever-loving fuck
out of me! "I, uh..." I pulled away and got to my feet. "I, uh,
just remembered something." I grabbed my purse. "I've got to
go."

 


She staggered to her feet, grabbing
me. "It's okay, it's okay," she assured me.

 


"I'm married," I said, firmly. She
just shrugged.

 


"So am I. Invite Jerry to join you
when he gets back next week." Then she thought a moment. "Or don't
tell him. He doesn't have to know."

 


But I would know. I got the hell out
of there. I hoped she didn't think me rude but she was in my head
and it spooked me, real bad. All the way home and beyond, the
imagery kept going through my brain and those damned tattoos
started calling to me like the Tell-Tale Heart. I pulled into the
garage and got out, looking at the trunk. I decided I needed a
drink first, hitting the close button.

 


I didn't even make it inside the
house. Even as the door rolled down, I looked toward the back of my
car, toward the trunk where I had stashed my silly purchase. "No,"
I insisted. "I have to destroy them." I stormed over, opened the
back and fished the packet out, bringing it into the house. A
moment later, I came back out, throwing the packet into the big
trash bin.

 


Only to fish it out a moment
later.

 


I took it back inside, setting it on
the counter, grabbing the nearest bottle of wine. I poured myself a
glass, chugging it down and pouring another. I grabbed the envelope
and went into the living room, tossing it into the fireplace and
grabbing some matches off the mantle. I struck one, then changed my
mind. The fireplace was clean as a whistle since it was summer. I
didn't want to have to explain the ashes. I brought it back into
the other room and slugged down the second glass of
wine.

 


The images were strong in my mind,
playing over and over again. Teri was hardly in them anymore, other
than times when she was in there with me, the both of us on our
knees, big black cocks sliding in and out of our holes. I had a
tramp stamp, too, just like hers. I was cumming again and again, my
pussy dripping and aching to be filled. I grabbed the packet once
again, determined to tear it up and throw it away. I tore
it!

 


Twenty squares with temporary Queen of
Spades tattoos spilled onto the counter, along with a small sheet
of instructions.

 


I walked away. "I need a cold shower,"
I mumbled. I stripped my clothes as I walked through the house,
leaving them where I dropped them. My panties were the last to go.
I literally had to peel them off. My creamy juices had soaked
through, causing them to cling to my pussy.

 


Even in the shower, I couldn't get the
images out of my head. Maybe the wine was a bad idea. Soap led to
my hands working over my body, sliding effortlessly over my
heaving, creamy, firm breasts, tweaking my nipples, my body
shuddering. A hand slid down my mound, a finger slipping between my
engorged lips, finding my aching, throbbing clit and working its
magic. Breathlessly, I came within moments, leaning against the
shower wall to keep from slipping.

 


Lather, rinse, cum, repeat.

 


On autopilot, I dried off, walking
back through the house, naked, not bothering to pick up my things.
I picked up one of the tattoos and stared at for the longest time.
It wasn't that big, actually, not like I was expecting. My heart
was racing and my stomach was in knots over the idea of cheating on
Jerry. But the images in my head and the feeling between my thighs
wouldn't let me be.

 


I set it back on the
counter and returned to my room. I figured where I put it would
depend on what I was wearing. "Now, what should I wear?" I asked
myself. My mind popped back with, Are you
really doing this?

 


I had only one word. "Yes," I said out
loud.

 



Chapter 3

 


The bar in Compton wasn't what I
expected it to be. It was just a plain old dive bar. Nicer than
some I had been in, not as nice as others. The only difference is,
I was the only white person in it. Everyone sort of looked my way
as I entered. Nervous, I covered up the tattoo on my tummy, just
above the waist of my skirt, with my clutch. Looking around,
quickly, I noticed everyone was much older. The youngest was
probably the bartender and I figured him to be in his late 40s to
early 60s. A big guy, not bad looking. The other thing I noticed
was that everyone in there, except for the bartender, was in a
couple. Not that there were many in there as it was. As they went
back to their business, I slunk over to the bar and took a stool in
the corner.

 


"You look like you might be lost,"
said the bartender, introducing himself as Teddy.

 


"Like a big old Teddy Bear," I said,
trying to make witty banter. He smiled, shaking his
head.

 


"Somethin' like that.
What'll you have?" I ordered a glass of wine and while he was
pouring it, I asked if younger people, especially single guys, ever
came in. "Sometimes," he said. "Mostly on Friday and Saturday
nights, you know? The ones who don't want to wait at the clubs
downtown." The same clubs that I rejected in my mind,
At least for this first time, I had thought. "This is pretty much a neighborhood bar.
Locals, you know? What you see is what you get." I nodded with him,
paid for my drink, and took a sip.

 


Teddy was nice enough to
spend time with me when he wasn't busy fixing someone's drink. I
looked around from time to time, hopeful. A couple of times, I
locked eyes briefly with one man or another. Only once was I caught
by his woman. Oh, the look she gave me! Definitely an "if looks
could kill" scenario if there ever was one. I quickly looked away.
Fortunately, Teddy was a decent conversationalist. He didn't even
try to hit on me or anything. I found it oddly comforting, despite
the nagging persistence of my deprived pussy. It's probably for the best.

 


"WHAT THE FUCK YOU THINK YOU'RE DOING,
BITCH?!?! The older woman attacked me, seemingly out of nowhere! It
was just about closing time, according to Teddy. He had been
cleaning up and everyone that was left was coming up one at a time
and closing out their tabs. I had turned, thinking about hopping
off the stool and leaving. At that moment, I just happened to lock
eyes with the old black man that was settling his bill. And, as
luck would have it, his wife just happened to see me do it. She
rushed me, screaming, her husband quickly pulling her back. I could
smell the alcohol on her breath and figured it had to do with what
was obviously a huge misunderstanding. "YOU THINK I DON'T SEE THAT
FUCKING TATTOO, YOU CUNT? YOU DON'T THINK I KNOW WHAT IT MEANS???
GET THE FUCK OUT OF HERE AND LEAVE OUR MEN ALONE. AIN'T NOBODY NEED
YOUR STINKY HO ASS!"

 


I was mortified. I had actually sort
of forgotten about the tattoo, as I had been sitting on that stool,
facing the bar, for the last couple of hours, drowning my sorrows
in wine. But, as I had turned, obviously it was exposed. Quickly, I
grabbed my purse and covered myself. The old man looked me over,
grinning lustily, as he struggled to pull his screaming wife
towards the door. Frankly, I was scared shitless. Fortunately,
Teddy came out from behind the bar. He looked even bigger without
that barrier between us, as he helped the old man get the woman
out. My heart was pounding to beat the band as he Teddy closed and
locked the door. He motioned to it as he turned back.

 


"You probably should wait in here for
a bit," he said. "She'll probably be screaming out there for a
while. Lester is going to have his hands full, trying to get her
into the car." I nodded, understanding.

 


"What should I do in the meantime?" I
asked.

 


"Well," he said, "you can start by
sucking my cock!"

 



Chapter 4

 


You could have knocked me over with a
feather! I mean, he never so much as made a suggestive remark,
never flirted with me in any way that I noticed. "Excuse me," I
said. He pointed to my tummy.

 


"The tattoo," he said. "You do know
what it means, don't you?" Suddenly, everything – every feeling,
every image – came roaring back with a vengeance. Of course, I knew
what it meant. It's just that I thought... "You're not a cock
tease, are you?" he asked. I shifted, my nervousness mixing with my
extreme horniness, not to mention the waning effects of the wine I
had consumed.

 


It was now or never. Everything told
me to tell him it was a mistake. Too much wine, too much porn. It
was a temporary feeling of loneliness, nothing more, and I was over
it. I should be going home, my husband is waiting for
me.

 


Then he unleashed the beast within his
pants. His big, black cock flopped out, dangling further down than
any white cock I had ever seen.

 


By far.

 


I bit my lip, my mind racing, but the
answer was clear. My pussy won the argument.

 


"No," I said, stepping up to him,
everything forgotten, and taking his massive black flesh missile
into my hand. The heat was tremendous, his skin was so soft. It was
heavy, far heavier than I thought it would be. It was also mostly
soft at this point and I couldn't help but wonder just how big it
was going to get.

 


I stroked him, playing
with his massive chest through his shirt with my free hand. The
cock grew, rapidly, and I knelt before him. My mind reeled even as
my pussy gushed. His scent – a heady mixture of pheromones, sweat,
and funk – filled my nostrils, driving my desire. He gasped as I
licked the head, swirling my tongue around it and wondering if I
would be able to fit it in my mouth. I love my husband but I don't
like sucking his dick. Now I wanted to take this big black cock
straight down my throat and suck on it all day. It probably won't fit, I
thought. You always want what you can't
have.

 


The dark crown was too enticing,
though, I sucked it in. I felt his hardness pulse in my hand and
his saltly, creamy precum oozed onto my tongue – a fairly big glob
of it. I let it wash around in my mouth, joining my own spit before
I poured it back over his chocolate fuckstick. I worked it up and
down the thick, veiny shaft, lubing it with my hand.

 


I took him back into my mouth,
stretching my jaw to the edge of pain, then over it. I grunted with
exertion but it was worth it, as I got a couple of inches in. Teddy
smiled as I looked up into his eyes. A mouthful of big black dick
was the only thing that prevented me from smiling back. He touched
the back of my head, then ran his fingers through my hair. He
didn't shove me down on his cock further like I thought he might,
but he did start gyrating his hips and the motion helped me take
just a bit more.

 


MMMFFFF... I snorted. It was a yummy
sound that came through my nose. I shifted on my knees, I could
feel my juices starting to run down my thighs.

 


I took his cock out of my mouth,
holding up close to his stomach and running my tongue up and down
the underside of the shaft. I worshiped his balls, then sucked the
head back in, treating myself to the next helping of saltiness
there. I swallowed one more before he pulled me to my feet and
turned me toward the stools, bending me at the waist. I quivered as
he did. Not asking had a surprising, positive effect on
me...

 


Teddy slipped his large, rough hands
up under my skirt, finding the elastic band of my thoroughly soaked
panties and eased them down my hips. I gasped at the very idea of
someone other than my husband stripping me. I stepped out of them,
leaving them where they lay. I moaned as he rubbed the thick head
up and down my engorged, dripping lips, biting my tongue and
resisting the urge to impale myself on him.

 


He slid his hard thickness against my
clit. I panted, trembling as pleasure spread from there, through my
body, up and down. I tingled all over, my flesh covered with
goosebumps. "You want this dick, don't you white girl?" Had he
forgotten my name? I moaned, finding that prospect even hotter. I
gasped that I did.

 


"You want me to fuck you? Don't you?"
he asked. "You want this big black dick in you, fucking you like
you've never been fucked before, don't you?"

 


"Yes," I said.

 


"Beg me," came his reply.

 


"Oh, please," I pleaded, playing with
my aching breasts through my own clothes. "Fuck me with your big
black cock! Please, please fuck me!" I trembled on the verge of an
orgasm. "PLEASE, FUCK ME!!!"

 


And just like that, he stepped
away.

 


"You've got to earn it, bitch." I
quaked with unspent adrenaline, panting and dazed.

 



Chapter 5

 


Teddy had a black '68 Camaro that
sounded every bit like a real man's car as it roared through the
streets of Compton. I know because I was in it and that's what it
was doing.

 


I was baffled when he
stopped. On the edge of cumming, just seconds away. Then he told me
I needed to earn it. I watched as he grabbed his wallet and keys
from behind the bar. "Come," was all he said. THAT'S WHAT I WAS TRYING TO DO! I
thought, leaving my panties on the floor.

 


The glare from street lights swathed
through the windows, their illumination moving as we passed beneath
each one and on to the next. He had some new hip-hop slow jam going
as he took a hit from a joint, holding it in before blowing the
smoke out of the side of his mouth, through the open window. I
watched as he shifted in his seat, then pulled his cock back out of
his pants.

 


All of this, while the car was in
motion.

 


"Better get on it," was all he said.
Everything about the moment was either sexy or frightening, which
was its own kind of sexy. My pussy was aching, my clit throbbing. I
needed attention and I would only get it if I earned it. And there
was no point in asking what he meant, it was blatantly
obvious.

 


I unbuckled my belt and leaned in. He
lifted his arm out of the way, resting it atop my upper back as I
took him into my hand, then into my mouth again and did worship. I
gave him my best work, too. Did tricks that would have had my
husband cumming twice already if he could get it up that quick
again, which he couldn't. He was leaking precum like a faucet and I
was swallowing yet another mouthful when we came rolling to a stop.
I kept going, of course.

 


"Hey, Teddy!" The voice was coming
from outside the car. "What's going on, brotha?"

 


"Oh man, you know,"
rumbled the man who's cock I had in my mouth. "Just getting some
road head from this hot white chick." WHAT???!!!! I was ever so grateful
that they couldn't see me.

 


I could hear them laugh
and jeer and then I felt Teddy's big hand grab a fistful of hair
from the back of my head. NO!
And even as I was protesting in my mind, he
pulled my head off his cock and yanked me upward, my mouth agape
and my cheeks and chin slick with drool and precum, to prove he
wasn't lying.

 


"Oh, shit!" said the round
one.

 


"Daaaaaaaaamn," said the thin one. The
two young black men standing on the corner looked like the number
10. It was terrifying, yet I creamed even more at the humiliation.
One quickly snapped off a picture on his cellphone before I found
my face in Teddy's lap once again, my mouth full of his big black
dick.

 


"Queen of Hearts tattoo," he told
them.

 


"Need any help?" said one of them.
"You still got my number?"

 


Teddy chuckled. "I think I'm gonna
keep her to myself for a bit," he said. "But I'll text you if I
change my mind." I was breathless, thinking of the possibilities of
a three-on-one gangbang, especially realizing that one of them
probably wouldn't wait for my pussy or mouth to be free... I
clenched my virgin backdoor at the thought...

 


We were moving again a moment later
and soon found ourselves at Teddy's house. "That's enough," he
said. "Let's take it inside. This is a respectable neighborhood." I
have to say, he had a nice house.

 



Chapter 6

 


I was so fucking horny by the time we
got into the house that I was ready for anything. "Strip," he
ordered. I started to undress. "No," he said. "Make it sexy. Make
me want you." I thought about arguing that the road head, as he
called it, should have been payment enough and he should totally
fuck me right then and there but I kind of liked the idea. I hadn't
stripped for a man in years, finding it silly and
demeaning.

 


Not this night, though.

 


"Do you have music?" I asked. I was
hoping for anything that would give me rhythm.

 


"Good idea," he replied.
"Sing for me, too." He plopped into a big old easy chair, then
motioned for me to start. For the life of me, I couldn't think of a
song. Not one that went well with a striptease. Hell, I thought. What does go well with a striptease?

 


"What a..." I started,
then halted. Really? That's the best you
can do? Sadly, it was. "What a man, what a
man, what a man, what a mighty good man..." It came out kind of
weak but he smiled and nodded.

 


"Classic Salt N Peppa. I like
it."

 


That gave me courage. I cleared my
throat and started again. "What a man, what a man, what a man, what
a mighty good man!" This time, I belted it out, bumping and
grinding like Gypsy Rose Lee had nothing on me. "Gotta say it again
now, what a man, what a man, what a man, what a mighty good man..."
I was really getting into in, now. They were words he liked and
words that I knew. It let me concentrate on the act of
seduction.

 


My blouse was the first
thing to go. I leaned over, resting my hands on his knees to let
him get a nice look at my now ample cleavage – the one time
I love gravity –
while I licked and pouted my lips. I teased with a dual stroke up
his thighs, nearly to Mr. Happy before I pulled away, roaring,
"He's a mighty mighty good man, what a man, what a man, what a man,
what a mighty good man, yes he is..."

 


Through it all, I managed to hear him
mutter, "Damn," under his breath. My back to him, I lifted my skirt
and gave him a couple of shakes of my firm porcelain ass, then
dropped it, spun around and slowly and seductively took it off,
dropping it to the floor. I followed, onto my knees, crawling to
him. My hands parted his legs and I shook my head over the very
large lump in his pants.

 


I stood and turned,
strutting my stuff, bending and swaying, teasing to please. When I
turned my head back to look at him, he was shifting uncomfortably
in his seat. I was beginning to think I would just keep teasing him
until he leaped up and took me. I reached back and undid my
bra. That should do it,
I thought, as I dangled it out to the side at
arm's length, then dropped it. I was now, with the exception of my
heels, naked. If there was one thing that watching all that
streaming porn taught me, it was that dudes like their girls
wearing heels. I don't know why but it didn't matter to me. I felt
taller and stronger with my heels on and they made my ass look even
more fabulous. That's too many notches in the win column to
care.

 


I turned back, facing forward, shaking
said ass for him. He spooked me a bit when he wrapped his big,
strong arms around me, grinding his rock-hard cock against my ass
and lower back and making me moan as his large, rough hands grabbed
my breasts and gave them a squeeze. I shuddered, my already
dripping cunt gushing more cream that ran down the insides of my
thighs. I placed my hands over his, urging him to squeeze
harder.

 


"Can't fuck you yet," he
said, huskily, into my ear. What the
hell??? What did he want now? "You want to
know why?" Just FUCK ME!!!
"I still have my clothes on..."

 


Is that it?
Hell, I had his clothes off in a heartbeat. No
striptease necessary here, I just started tugging and pulling.
Okay, so I did a slow reveal on that cock of his. It was big and
hard and straining against his pants and shorts. I just wanted so
see just how far I would have to (slowly) pull his trousers down
before it would be free. Turns out, it was pretty far. His cock
bounced up and caught me on the chin. I quickly sucked the head in,
flicking my tongue to scoop up his precum, before I finished taking
off his pants. He stood before me, over two hundred pounds of pure
meat and muscle. I straightened up to suck his cock again. "Fuck
that," he said, pulling me to my feet and turning me around. "Daddy
needs to fuck you now!"

 


His very words made me quiver as he
propelled me a couple of feet to his sofa. He bent me over, near
the end. I braced myself on the back and the arm as he kicked my
legs wider. "Fuck yeah," he said. The head of big black cock
nestled against my engorged, dripping lips and I trembled again as
he rubbed it up and down, letting my creamy nectar coat and lube
his mighty fuckmeat.

 


"Fuck," I gasped, much like an echo.
"Yeah..."

 


I was horned, ready. Hell, I'd been
ready to cum since the bar, when he pulled away. He paused a
moment, then shoved himself in, swift and deep.

 


I came.

 


My knees buckled but the sofa helped
to prop me up. Heat overtook me, sweat drenching my body. I
couldn't breathe and then I could and wave after wave of pleasure
rocketed through my being. He didn't stop until his flesh was
pressed against mine, filling me like I had never been filled
before, and then he was fucking me, making me lunge with my
paroxysms and making moans that were supposed to be words but my
climax-hazed brain was temporarily disconnected.

 


"Damn, girl," he said. "That cum of
yours sure feels good on my dick. All hot and shit. Oh, fuck, yeah,
I love fucking a bitch bareback."

 


Even through my ebbing
orgasm, as my mind slowly came back to the here and now, the word
"bareback" echoed over and over in my cranium. The meaning of it
all. I wasn't on birth control, I'm one of those who can't. We
didn't want kids for now but we wanted the option for later, so
Jerry wears condoms. I could get
pregnant, I thought. Then, it occurred to
me, I might already be
pregnant!

 


The thought of this man's
baby already being inside of me... I mean, what did I know of him?
He was a bartender and he had a fucking huge and amazing cock...
And that was it! Oh, and he had a nice house. I'm not sure
why that thought
was bouncing around in there. The look on Jerry's face when I would
tell him I was carrying a black man's baby. Or maybe I should just
start fucking Jerry without a condom for a couple of weeks.
I can always say I changed my mind if I don't get
pregnant... All those thoughts and more
took less than a blink of an eye to roar through my mind. "Yes," I
agreed. "That dick feels soooo good..." I gasped, cutting off the
last part of that word, then moaned, my body shaking. Another
orgasm was building.

 


With renewed vigor, I clenched on his
penetrating, rhythmic fuckmeat, delighting in his grunts and
resolve to fuck me even harder. I met his pounding with bucking and
grinding of my own, eager for my orgasm... And to feel his
steamy-hot black baby batter pour into me. I wanted his baby. I
don't know why, drunk on his potent cock and thirsting for his
seed, I suppose. "Fuck me, baby," I said, breathlessly. "Fuck a
baby into me!"

 


He pounded me harder and harder,
gripping my hips tightly. I shuddered and moaned, fucking back,
doubling the impact. I felt it from head to toe, my feet restless,
my head banging like at a metal concert, my hair tousling. He let
out a series of sounds, "AH AH AH AH AAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHH..." My
pussy cranked up the heat as his scalding seed gushed into me,
lubricating me, filling and overflowing me. I shook as I felt it
running down my inner thighs, then my breath was robbed from
me.

 


Every bit of pleasure that had been
building inside of me, despite my previous orgasm, had been zeroing
into one tiny spot, deep inside my womanhood. When the pressure
became too great, I couldn't breathe. I humped against his
hard-pounding pussy beater, finally tipping over into my O. I threw
my head back, loudly gasping as fresh air rushed into my tortured
lungs. An explosion deep inside sent shockwaves of pleasure at a
level which I had never felt before. My eyes rolled practically up
inside my skull and my mouth gaped, drooling as my brain,
overloaded with pleasure, disconnected. My pussy was creaming
intensely, eager to rob me of every last drop of moisture in my
body.

 


He pounded me until he had had enough,
finally collapsing against me, driving me onto the sofa. I loved
feeling the heat of his hard body against mine, our sweat and other
fluids mingling together. I could feel his cock, still hard, still
pulsing within me. I milked it with my battered pussy, smiling with
delight as I felt him shudder. Shuddering myself when he pushed in
just a little more.

 



Epilogue

 


I whimpered a bit as he pulled out. I
was spun, black cum drunk, and thirsty for more. "You work?" he
asked.

 


"Oh, shit!" I gasped. I had been so
into what was happening that I forgot all about work! I looked at
him, naked and so fucking fine, his slick, dripping cock still
mostly hard, jutting out in front of him, begging to be sucked. Or
in my pussy. Or...

 


He picked up my clutch from where I
had left it by the door and popped it open. I was about to say
something when he reached in and pulled out my phone, tossing it to
me. It landed right next to me. "Call your work," he said. "I don't
care what you tell them but I'm keeping you for at least another
day."

 


My heart raced anew and butterflies
made themselves known in my tummy. I looked down, wondering if this
was something I could do. Was I the kind of girl who could just
give up what was a near-perfect life to be the personal fuck-toy of
a veritable stranger, just because he was a handsome, well-hung man
with a big black cock? And that's when I saw my tattoo, right above
my well-fucked, gaping and dripping pussy. And then I
knew.

 


Yes. Yes, I was.

 


I picked up the phone and called my
work. Again, I looked over at him, then down at the Queen of Spades
tattoo. I was his.

 


Any time. Anywhere. And any way he
wanted.

 


###

 


Boulevard Girl

 


 Anita Blackmann

 



Chapter 1

 


I had changed in the foul restroom of a
nearby gas station. Gone were the respectable, younger-middle-aged
woman's party dress and classy jewelry. Gone was the wedding ring,
too. My finger felt strange, naked without it. In their place was a
tight leather skirt and a skimpy top that I had stashed in the
trunk while my husband was still out. Pink stockings and some
really high "fuck me" heels that I hadn't worn in years, completed
the outfit. I added to my makeup, fixing it so that I would look
better from a distance. I had no idea what it would be like out
there or what my competition would be.

 


As it turns out, mostly trans girls.

 


There was one other woman out there, among
the ten or twelve that I saw, who was also born female, like me,
and she looked to be about 60 or more. "I'm forty-five," she told
me later. Man, only ten years older than I was. She had been doing
this for a very long time, "Since I was barely legal." She was
played out and I think she knew it. "I was fucking pissed when you
showed up," she added. "But you're alright." She hadn't wanted the
competition, not from a younger woman. Most johns didn't seem to
give a shit, they just wanted a warm hole or two to cum into. Some,
though, were strictly hetero. That's where Jazzy, as she called
herself, came in. The smart guys, the ones who planned, were on the
internet, getting theirs. We were there for the last-minute
shoppers.

 


Me? I'm thirty-five. I've got a decent build
and nearly D-cup breasts. A nice ass, too, or so I've been told. I
look like a million other middle-aged moms. I frequently hear the
word MILF spoken, in hushed tones, when I'm around guys and their
wives and girlfriends aren't. A lot of people tell me I look like
Allison Brie from Community, just a bit older and with slightly
bigger boobs. "Like her older sister or something."

 


It was cold, my nipples were hard as rocks.
That's okay, though, anything to help attract business. At least,
the right kind of business. I hadn't been out there very long when
a pretty-good looking young white guy pulled up, asking me if I was
looking for a date. "Not interested," I told him. He stroked his
groin but in the darkness of his car, I really couldn't see
anything, not that I was interested anyway. "Are you sure?" he
asked, "I'll make it worth your while." I wanted to tell him he
should have led with that and skipped the rest but I still wasn't
interested. I knew better than to talk to him anymore. I just
rolled my eyes and sauntered away.

 


"Damn, girl," said a black trans gal by the
name of Diamond. "I don't know why you didn't jump on that. He's a
hottie. He comes by here, often. I've been wanting to ride that
forever. I'd toss him a freebie if I thought he'd take it. Damn boy
rides strictly straight, though. No hope for a girl like me." There
was a wistfulness to her voice that I hadn't expected out here, on
the boulevard.

 


I turned down a couple of older guys,
shit-kickers from out of town, driving a beat-up old truck. "I
don't blame you on that one," said Diamond, laughing. "I've seen
The Hills Have Eyes." Jazzy was happy enough, though. It was when
she came back about twenty minutes later that she told me I was
alright. "That's three you've passed on," she said. "I appreciate
the business but you ain't gonna make any money that way."

 


"I'll do alright," I said. Oh, but I was
nervous as hell. My husband was home with our two precious little
girls, with no idea that I was out here. I was supposed to be out
with a couple of old friends – a girl's night at the club – not out
trying to turn tricks on the Boulevard.

 


I don't know how long I had been out there,
the night was still relatively young but it was starting to cool
down. More cars were coming and everyone but me was busy getting
busy. I just hadn't found the right one.
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