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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. They also missed writing fuller characters and
action pieces – the whole idea behind Juicy Thots being that the
stories be hot, yet as brief as possible.

 


And so it came that the
girls decided to publish one last spate of stories and put all
thirty into the bundle you are now reading. Most of the original
short stories inside are no longer available in their original
form, having been re-written and expanded. What you'll find inside
is the original thirty, just as they were originally
published.

 


Enjoy!

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Preview

 


I moaned long and low as
my cream gushed forth. My body rocked as warm waves of pleasure
coursed through it. And, all this time, my ebony lover kept licking
and sucking, lapping up my juices. "Oh," I moaned. "Fuck me," I
pleaded.

 



He stood up, pulling his pants down just a bit.
Just enough to free his raging hard manhood. I gasped, seeing it in
its fullness. I swear it was as long as my forearm and as thick as
my wrist. He lined it up against my wet and hungry void then,
locking eyes with me, slowly sunk himself in. I gasped. I moaned.
By the time he sunk all the way in, I came again...

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



New Boss

 


by Anita Blackmann,
writing as Tricia
Blackwood

 


"Oh, my gosh," said Betty.
"You've totally got a crush on the new boss." She hadn't said it
very loud but it still wasn't the kind of thing that I wanted to
get around for any number of reasons.

 


"Shhhh," I admonished her.
She giggled and turned back to her work.

 


Like I said, a rumor like
that could cause all sorts of problems. The least of which would be
the scuttlebutt around the office. The worst could be trouble at
home up to and including, a divorce. See, the husband is a bit of a
racist. And the new boss is black.

 


It was about the last
thing I expected in a town like this. Not the biggest, not the
smallest, but definitely not what you would call "diverse." Unless
you were talking about blondes, brunettes, and the occasional
redhead. But this company that I had just gone to work for a few
months back, was new in town and starting to bring outside workers
to our sleepy little burg. Our boss, Mr. Jameson, hadn't lived up
to the expectations of corporate, so he was gone and Mr. Jackson
took his place. Ron Jackson.

 


"Damned coloreds taking
all the work of decent white folks!" That was my husband's reaction
when I told him the new boss was black. Okay, so he used much more
recent and, uh, colorful language. He went into a whole tirade
about it. Frankly, it scared me. Also, I had to wonder, because he
was always watching those old seventies movies with Pam Grier in
them. That and TV had pretty much been my whole exposure to African
Americans. Until now.

 


We had a little "meet the
new boss" gathering, first thing in the morning. He was nice,
well-spoken, and neatly dressed in a suit. Frankly, aside from
being charming, I was a little disappointed. He was so... normal.
At lunch, he sat with Betty and me and asked us about things like,
what do people do on the weekends around here and where should he
shop for groceries. I brought up the question of a wife or
girlfriend, with the idea that maybe we could show her around. "I'm
not seeing anyone at the moment," he said.

 


"Ah, a bachelor," said
Betty.

 


"I'm sure you can find
yourself a good woman around here," I said. "A lot of girls out
there looking for someone nice like you."

 


That was it. That's what I
said. No innuendo, nothing. From that, Betty got the idea, somehow,
that I had a crush on Ron. I heard my name and looked up. It was
Mr. Jackson. "Yes, sir?" I said.

 


"Can you come to my
office? I need a little guidance, understanding these books. I
heard you're the go-to woman."

 


"I would love to," I
replied. "But I really need to finish this. Can you give me five
minutes?" He smiled. You know, he is quite
handsome.

 


"Five minutes it is," he
said. And then he was gone. Of course, Betty turned
immediately.

 


"Maybe he wants you to
take some dick-tation," she said, laughing at her own joke. "Be careful he
doesn't split you in two. I'll bet he has a big dick. I hear they
all do." Then she turned, laughing at her dictation joke, all over
again.

OEBPS/cover.jpg





