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Excerpt

 


We were alone in that mysterious, darkened
subway car as it wound its way beneath the city. We were standing
there, both of us naked, except for my heels. "Fuck me," indeed. My
ebony lover slid his meaty black hands over my soft ass cheeks once
again, on their way down to the top of my thighs. He hooked them,
and I felt myself being lifted.

 


I leapt up slightly, adding to his momentum.
I wrapped my legs loosely around his torso, and my arms around his
neck. He lowered me slightly, as he thrust his hips towards me. I
could feel the thick head of his cock. It bumped just an inch or so
to the left of my aching wet pussy. Ooh, so close...

 


Our faces were close enough together, so
that even in the dim light, we could still see each other. Our eyes
were locked, as he moved his hips around. Another slight upward
thrust, and the head of his cock pressed against my hungry pussy
lips. We smiled together, and he lowered me gently on to his
massive shaft. My whole body trembled as I sunk down upon it – yet
neither one of us could look away. All I could do was gasp, then
moan.

 


I felt his balls against my ass cheeks. Our
lips locked again, and I began to ride him – standing there in that
subway car beneath the city. I pumped up and down with my whole
body, and he assisted me with his hands. At times, I rested my head
against his chest and listen to his heartbeat. Other times, I
kissed his neck and cheeks, and yet still others, our lips
embraced.

 


The position took its toll on both of us.
After nearly twenty minutes, he had no choice but to raise me off
of his cock. I unwrapped my legs from around his torso as he
lowered me to the ground. I turned around and put one foot up on
the bench, and leaned over and braced myself against the back. A
second later he had one hand on my hip, and I felt him pressing the
head of his cock against my pussy once more. Only for the briefest
of seconds, though, and then he was inside of me – power fucking me
into submission.

 


I let out the longest, loudest moan of
the night so far. Fuck it, there was no one there to hear me but
him, and I wanted him to know what he was doing to me. He fucked me
for another three or four minutes, and I could feel maybe my fifth
or sixth orgasm of the night building up. I knew that he was close,
owing to the fact that he was gripping my hips harder, and his
motions were becoming jerky...
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 Do you
remember the time I told you about the urban legend around this
city? How it told of a subway car, on weekends – late at night? A
place where young black men would congregate? And how, if a woman
was daring enough, she could step inside and be given the ride of
her life? And how I told you that they call it the D
train?

 


And do you remember how I told you
about the night that found out it was all true?

 


That had been a night I would never
forget.

 


I could still feel their big, thick,
hard black cocks penetrating me in every orifice. How I had two in
my pussy – sliding in and out at different paces and driving me
wild. How the leader of the group, a sexy young thug-type, stuffed
himself inside of me and took my anal cherry. How I took on two
more in my mouth. And how I still wanted more.

 


MORE!

 


So I took the last two in my hands.
Seven cocks at once! Seven steel-hard BBC, sliding in and out of me
– and in and out of my hands – driving me wild. Driving me over the
edge. And how I came! Like never before. And, sadly, not since. How
I longed to feel them in me again. Their heat, their hardness, and
the intense sexual rhythm we created together.

 


Their seed. In my ass. In my mouth. On
my flesh. And in my womb.

 


I'm still surprised to this day that I
didn't get pregnant.

 


For weeks after, I tried to catch the
train again. The last car, just as they had said. Just as I had
found it that time. I was there on Friday and Saturday nights.
Late, just like you're supposed to. Sometimes on Sunday, too. It
had become an obsession. "There's no D train," I was told by
several subway workers. But there had to be. I had seen the sign on
the train myself as it pulled away. I HAD RIDDEN IT!
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