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Excerpt

 


Hot and wet, gushing with anticipation. I
could feel my juices making their way down the other thigh.

 


At the last possible moment, he pulled his
hand away. My momentary disappointment was quickly replaced by
excitement as I felt the head of his cock press against my
engorged, hungry lips. He held it there for several moments, making
me moan with anticipation. How I wanted to ease on down it, impale
myself on his thickness. But that hand on my throat held me in
place.

 


"Please..." My voice quaked, it was barely
more than a whisper. That smirk spread across his face.

 


"OH..." I gasped, my eyes going wide as he
penetrated me. "Gaw..." The last bit of the word drifted off into
the ether as he slowly pushed in deeper, spreading me like I had
never been spread before.

 


The rumors? They were true. Oh, hell yes,
they were true...!

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Ask Him

 


 Anita Blackmann

 


"Go ahead," she said. "Ask him."

 


We had been sitting in our little protective
corner of the smallish dance club, just checking out the visuals,
nursing our drinks, and trying to catch up. We were both dressed to
kill, ready for a night of dancing and maybe, just maybe, a little
bit more. Who knows?

 


And there was this cute guy...

 


Tall and athletic looking. Killer smile,
nice dresser. I saw him first, from across the room. Gala, my BFF
noticed me noticing him. She even caught me getting caught looking,
by him. I turned, blushing. "Ooh," she said, nudging me. "You like
the hot chocolate." Of course, I had to tell her to shut up. "Do
you think it's true?" she asked.

 


"That what's true?" I returned her question,
naively. I had a feeling that I knew where this was going, I just
wanted her to out with it.

 


"You know," she said, nudging me, again. Of
course, I did. One of our favorite pastimes was sending each other
pics of guys with giant dicks and trying to do it at the most
inappropriate times, too. We were good like that. More and more, it
seemed, had been of well-hung black guys. I mean, to the point
where we couldn't ignore it. "Look at those hands," she continued.
"Look at those feet. I'll bet he's got a big ol' black cock." My
pussy creamed at the thought. "You should ask him."

 


"Oh God, no!" I replied. "I'm only on my
first drink. That's a third drink kind of question."

 


It wasn't that I wasn't bold but that was a
pretty fucking forward thing to ask. I mean, what if he was an
asshole? Or boring? With that kind of question, he'd be on me all
night and I'd be stuck and I might miss out on something good.

 


"Fuck that," she said. "He's fine as hell.
If you don't, I will." And she would, too. Now I had to wonder,
what did I have to lose? "Go ahead," she said. "Ask him."

 


She was set on one of us asking, that was
for sure, and I wanted it to be me. I mean, after all, I saw him
first. Funny how you never let that stuff go. Besides, I figured, I
had nothing to lose. My little dress, what there was of it, showed
plenty of good stuff while keeping just enough hidden to add
mystery. I ate right and somehow managed to stay in shape despite
hardly exercising...

 


I gulped the last half of my drink and
slipped off the stool. "All right," said Gala. "You go on and git
it, gurl!" I shot her a quick "shut up" look, turned, adjusted my
dress, told myself I could do this and took those all-important
steps.

 


"Hey," he said, that killer
smile looking oh, so much better up close. My tummy may have been
fluttering with nerves but the naughty parts were all a
'tingle. Maybe he'll like my
boldness.

 


"Hey," I replied, though it got stuck in my
throat and came out like a grunt, making him give me an odd look. I
cleared my throat and tried again. "Hey!" His smile returned and I
caught him giving me a quick look over.

 


"I like that dress," he said. "It suits
you."

 


What girl doesn't like a
compliment, especially from a fine guy she's desiring. I blushed.
"So, uh..." Boy, this was going to be harder than I thought. Maybe
I should have waited for another drink. Stupid Gala, always pushing me. He
looked at me, questioningly. I had to pull it together. "My friend
and I..." I pointed toward Gala. He looked and nodded, then looked
right back. "We were kind of wondering..." Yeah, this was really
hard. My heart was pounding, my palms were sweaty, and my breathing
was shallow. Those are good things during sex but now? Not so
much. OUT WITH IT!!! I gulped. Here goes...

 


"Is it true what they say about black guys?"
There! I said it!

 


He leaned in. "Is what
true?" he asked. Oh, shit! What
now? I looked but there was no trace of
irony or hint that he was joking.

 


"You know..." I barely eked
that out. He still said nothing. "Is..." Come on, girl. OUT WITH IT!!! "Is
your dick really big?" There!
Man, that was harder than I thought it would be.
Damn, my heart was racing.

 


"I don't know," he said, shrugging. "I don't
really look around at other dudes."

 


Now, if there's one thing I know, it's guys
are always talking about their dicks, right? I was already in it, I
had nowhere else to go. "You've... You don't talk about dick size
with other guys?"

 


He gave me a "what the
hell" look. "Why would I do that? I'm not interested in other
guys." My mind was screaming, ABORT!
ABORT! "Look," he continued. "I like my
dick, I guess it's a good one. I don't get complaints if that's
what you mean. I've been with some of the ladies around this place.
Most of them come back for more." He shrugged. "I don't know what
else to tell you."

 


I mean, this totally was
not the conversation I had anticipated. I suddenly felt really
stupid. Why the hell did I listen to
Gala? I had to go. I knew I was done with
him. Well, at least, he was done with me. "Um, okay," I said.
"Thanks." Then I turned and made a beeline right back to my stool.
Thank goodness there was another drink waiting for me. I chugged it
down.

 


"Holy shit!" Gala exclaimed. "I take it, it
didn't go well."

 


"Crashed and burned," I said, motioning for
another drink. "Crashed and burned." I rarely paid for a second
drink in a club or bar. A third was unheard of. This, however, was
special circumstances.

 


I played it safe. I danced with Gala and
that led to dances with small groups of girls. Eventually, guys
started getting bold. The gay guys were first, as always. I love
'em, of course, mostly because they're dancing with you just to
dance and I love dancing. Not just as a means to an end, either.
Then came the fallback guys. You know the types. The ones who dance
early, in hopes of ensnaring someone before the alphas show up. The
ones we go back to, sometimes, if we're in the mood to go home with
someone and something better doesn't work out. The thought occurred
to me that maybe that black guy I asked wasn't the alpha he
appeared to be.
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