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 About the "Juicy Thots Project"

 


Some time back, Deadlier
Than the Male Publications authors Anita Blackmann, Amanda Mann,
and Syndy Light experimented with writing outside of the types of
books they had become known for, as well as see if their success
could be duplicated with new pen names. Like their mutual hero,
Stephen King, who wrote under the name Richard Bachman, to make
sure his success wasn't a fluke. And, like him, the strain of
maintaining two separate publishing identities began to weigh
heavily on the trio, say they retired the newer format.

 


Over time, more than half
of the tales were reworked and added to, then released as
2nd editions, and the
originals were pulled. However, there have been requests and the
“Juicy Thots” versions have held a special place in the heart of
their ardent fans. As a result, we are re-issuing the original
versions from the series. Each volume features a collection of
similarly-themed hot and short erotic stories.

 


Enjoy!

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Preview

 


Puzzled, I got up on my
elbows. When he came back from Nelson's room a minute later, he was
holding a tube of lube. He slicked me up real good and himself,
too. My dick ached when he lubed it. It throbbed in anticipation of
penetrating Mac's smooth, muscular ass. Really? my brain asked.

 


Fuck yes!
came the reply.

 



He straddled my stomach, then squatted over me. I
held my raging hardness and he took the head, lining it up against
his pucker. I'm pretty big, most girls flat-out refuse to do anal
once they see me, but he had no trouble. In a second, I was inside
and he was slowly sliding down, engulfing my hardness with his
warm, tight hole...

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



The Roommate

 


by Amanda Mann,
writing as Dexter
Darkwood

 


It was a shock to me when
I realized my roommate was gay. Not a big thing, just surprising. I
guess I didn't really think about it one way or the other. I've
even been hit on by guys in the past and it's never bothered me. As
long as the guy takes no for an answer, it's all cool.

 


It took me a while, too.
His boyfriend had been over several times. Sometimes, his
boyfriend's grown son or others would come over. Everyone was
affable. I didn't really know my roommate, Nelson. We just both
rented rooms in this little house in LA.

 


And, I suppose, I liked
the boyfriend. Actually, truthfully, I liked him better than
Nelson. Mac was smart and funny, very outgoing. I'm not really good
at judging guy's looks. There have been way too many times where
I've been told by some girl that so and so is good looking, only to
think, Really? I don't see it.
But I wouldn't have minded looking like Mac so I
figured he must be a good-looking guy.

 


He slept over a lot but,
originally, I thought it was because they drank so much. It wasn't
until I made a rare trip to the bathroom at four in the morning one
night that I heard them going at it. It was so unexpected because
they had been so secretive. But, I guess in their drunkenness, they
forgot to close the door. I stood there in the hall, listening. I
had been going through a dry spell the last couple of months and
this was actually turning me on.

 


That is until I pictured
Nelson. I shook my head to clear it of such thoughts, went to the
bathroom, then quietly went back to bed.

 


Sometimes, when Nelson
went to work, Mac would hang around the house. Honestly, that kind
of bugged me because I would never have let a girl hang around
without me there, even if she was my girlfriend. But, at least, I
reasoned, that would sort of be okay. Now that I knew they were
sleeping together, I guessed it was okay, too.

 


It was about ten days
after the revelation that I came home to find Mac getting ready to
cook some food. I took that to mean that Nelson had been gone all
day and I knew that Mac had been there since the night before. Now
that did irritate me. For about a minute.

 


Mac started talking to me,
asking about me, what I was doing, and the like. He had a very
infectious smile. I couldn't help, knowing what I knew and that he
didn't know I knew, thinking about him in a more sexual way. What I
couldn't figure out, though, was what the hell he was doing with
Nelson.

 


Here's the thing about my
roommate: He's disgusting. He leaves dishes in the sink, doesn't
clean up after cooking, bangs every door he uses and smokes like a
chimney. Sure, he goes outside to do it but he always smells of
stale cigarettes. He's short, scrawny, his teeth are stained from
too much wine and, though he wears his hair long, he is balding and
it's kind of stringy. Like I said, I'm probably not a good judge of
men's looks, but... yuck!

 


I wasn't really hungry but
I stayed in the kitchen, talking to him. A couple of times, he
slipped by me. It was a small kitchen and kind of tight. We were
very close whenever he did this. Weeks earlier, I had found it
uncomfortable when he did this. Now...? Geez, dude! Are you getting turned on?

 


He told me a joke that
made me laugh, right before he squeezed by me again. Even in this
state, I could feel him rub against my cock. I was suddenly aware
that I was half-hard and growing. I stopped laughing, looking right
at him. He had stopped in mid-pass, his body still against mine. He
pulled back a little as I stood there, panting. Then, looking me
straight in the eyes, he grabbed my growing, aching member. My
breathing got even more shallow but I didn't raise a hand to stop
him.

 


A smirk crossed his lips.
He moved just past me. I turned with him, letting him keep his hold
of me. I did nothing as he undid my belt and pants, then got to his
knees and pulled them down. My cock bobbed free. "Ooh," he said,
grabbing hold of my nearly-hard shaft and stroking it. "Very
nice."
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