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Excerpt

 


"Where do you want it, Snowflake?" I had
sucked the cock back into my mouth as he asked me the question. I
took it out again and turned.

 


"In my ass, Sir. Please… Fuck me in my ass!"
I took that hard fleshy pole into my gaping maw once more. I
swirled my tongue on his warm, wet flesh, flicking it over his
thick veins and being rewarded with yet another mouthful of
delicious precum.

 


"Is that all?"

 


I was puzzled by his question. I supposed I
could jerk off another cock while my three holes were filled.
Maybe, just maybe, if I could turn a little more I could grab a
fifth one. But that seemed unlikely. We barely fit on the bench
seat as it was. But I needed to know what he meant. So I took the
cock out of my mouth and swallowed the copious amounts of drool and
precum before I turned to him once more.

 


"I don't know what you mean." Through the
brief flashes of light, I saw him slowly smile, like the Cheshire
Cat. Once again, he stroked my fleshy white ass cheeks with his
rough black hand. He worked his fingers into my crack and pressed
the tip of his middle digit against my nether hole. I shuddered at
his touch. I pushed back. There was a brief moment of resistance,
and then the tip of his finger pierced my butt hole. I could feel
myself releasing another warm flood of pussy juice on the cock in
my pussy.

 


I think he knew that I had just come, his
leering grin told me. He leaned in again – so close that I could
feel his hot, moist breath on my ear. "What do you think,
Snowflake?" I trembled at his voice, at his words. I anxiously
awaited what he would say, next. "You think you can fit a second
cock into that sweet pussy of yours?"

 


Oh my God! I nearly came again at the
very thought. My breathing, which I had managed to keep under
control during the height of my orgasm, was starting to get
shallow. I know I was drowning those poor balls underneath me with
my juices. "Wouldn't you like four big black cocks inside your
sweet little white body the same time? Thrusting and pumping in and
out of you, making you moan and thrash about? Wouldn't you like to
see just how far you can stretch?"
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Book 1, Chapter 1

 


 There's
an urban legend around this city. It tells of a subway car. On
weekends. Late at night. Young black men congregate there. If a
woman is daring enough, she will step inside and be given the ride
of her life. They call it the D train. I'll let you figure out
why.

 


My girlfriends and I used
to talk about it. Usually when we were drunk or high. "It's the
last car of the train." "I hear they stick it in every hole." "Even
the booty?" "EVERY hole!" "We should totally do that this Saturday night." In the
end, it was all just talk. One by one, the old gang got married
off. Everyone, that is, except for me.

 


My name is Karen. And I live in a major
city, which will remain nameless. You might be able to figure it
out, though. It has a subway. That should narrow it down for you.
I'm thirty-four years old, about 5'7" tall, and a brunette in
reasonably good shape, with nice breasts and a damned firm ass, if
I may say so myself. I eat healthy and I go to the gym five days a
week.

 


You know that old saying? The one that says
when a man goes out on a date, he doesn't know until much later if
he's going to get laid or not. But a woman knows within a minute or
two. Well, let me tell you… My date was going to get laid tonight.
Hell, I even cleaned my apartment. That's how serious I was.

 


Marvin seemed like a very nice guy. About my
age and quite handsome. Things had gone quite well on our first two
dates. Sure, he pressed for sex from the first night on, but not
much more than most other guys had. But I used that rule of three.
So, he had made it this far. Tonight would be the night. Unless he
did something stupid, of course.

 


Stupid. You know, like texting me just
minutes before he was supposed to pick me up. "Sorry K. Food
poisoning. Rain check?" Honestly... He didn't know just a little
bit earlier? But that was just an annoyance. The really stupid part
comes next. As I was writing my reply, another text from him came
through. Or should I say, a sext?

 


As I hit my phone to open it, the first
thing that popped up – pardon the pun – was a picture of his
hardon. Now I've seen better, but I've also seen worse. But nothing
worse than the text that went along with it. "C U in a few minutes,
J. Be ready, cuz I am!" This was followed closely by yet another
text from him: "Oh fuck!!!" Yeah, "oh fuck" was right! Motherfucker
was busted!

 


I blocked his number immediately.
Fortunately, I had my lifelong friend to fall back on and console
me. That's right, I went to the fridge and pulled out a quart of
triple chocolate ice cream. I grabbed a spoon and plopped myself
down on the sofa. All I needed now was to find some show to binge
watch.

 


I settled on that show about the drug
dealers and cops in Baltimore. I've never seen it and I heard good
things. Plus, I suddenly had plenty of time.

 


I don't know. Maybe it wasn't the wisest
choice, considering how horned up I was. Marvin really pissed me
off. Just another fake nice guy. It made me think of all the
girlfriends that I had lost to marriage over the last few years.
Hell, I still wasn't even sure I wanted to get married. But it sure
would be nice to have a good lay.

 


The more I thought about
it, though, the more I felt like I dodged a bullet. If he was going
to be so impatient that he couldn't even wait until the third date,
then who the hell needed him? And that's about the time I started
noticing just how fine some of those black men in the show were.
Especially the thugs. Young, black, and hard-bodied.
Like the guys on the D train, I thought.

 


I paused the show and got
up to clear my head. Maybe I just need to
masturbate. Get out the old vibrator and rub a few out.
But that seemed like such a lousy alternative to
real-life flesh and... bone. It wasn't so much the orgasms as it
was a whole act. The flesh on flesh. "I hear they stick it in every
hole." I shook my head get my friend's voice out of it.

 


Maybe I needed a glass of wine. I headed
towards the kitchen. "Even the booty?" God, why was I even thinking
of that? A lot of guys had wanted anal sex, but there was no way in
hell… "Every hole!" The voice echoed in my head. Maybe that wine
would help.

 


I pulled the cork and was
about to pour. It's Saturday night.
I was supposed to be getting laid, not drinking
wine and eating ice cream and watching hot young black men do
naughty things. My pussy was getting wet – and it was already
aching – at the mere thought of it all. Saturday night… "We should
totally do that this Saturday night."

 


I poured that glass and
drank it quick. I looked out my window. I could see some of the
lights of the city, but mostly I noticed I could see the reflection
of me. You know what? I thought as I looked at myself. I'm
a pretty fucking good looking gal. And then
I thought Fuck Marvin! And fuck all of
Marvins of the world. Where are the real men? The ones who know
what they want? The ones who take what they want?

 


And that's when my own voice in my head
quieted again and I heard the voice of my friend, long married.
"It's the last car of the train."

 


Then I repeated it aloud. "The last car of
the train."

 


Book 1, Chapter 2

 


 This had
to be, hands down, the fucking stupidest crazy-assed thing I'd ever
done. It was a little after one in the morning, and I was standing
on the platform, waiting for a train. Thankfully, it was a chilly
night outside, so the long trenchcoat that I was wearing didn't
seem totally out of place. With my stockings, and heels, I looked
like any young woman coming home from the date.

 


But I wasn't coming home. I was on my way
out. I had less than twenty dollars cash and a small bottle of
water in one pocket. And in the other, I had pepper spray and a
stun gun. Just in case, you know? I was on a mission.

 


As I heard the train approaching, I started
walking away from the people, towards the back end of the platform.
This was a trick I used when I needed to commute. For some reason,
most people like to try and cram into the center of the train.
There's usually no seats there. But the ends… Sometimes you'll get
lucky there. Weirdly, it was a different kind of lucky I was hoping
to get this night.

 


When the doors opened, I stepped inside. A
handful of people. All races. An old couple. A half-dozen
twenty-somethings on a group date. A hobo, sleeping on the bench
seat. Hopefully, not the right train.

 


Over the next couple of hours, there was
another station and another train. And then another. And another.
It was sometime after three – maybe closer to four. I don't know. I
wasn't wearing a watch. I wasn't wearing any jewelry, actually. It
was already more Sunday morning, then Saturday night. Things were
getting quiet. I decided that maybe I should just head home.

 


I could feel the rushing
wind that the oncoming train pushed up the tunnel before it. Out of
habit, I walked towards the tail end of the platform. As the train
pulled in and the doors opened, I stepped inside. They closed
behind me and the train started up. I suddenly realized how dark it
was the car. I had been so deep in my own thoughts, especially at
the failure of my stupid folly this evening. What a joke.

 


But it was dark. There were only two
overhead lights even working and they were at the far end of the
car. They were on that low mode – you know, where they don't give
off a whole lot of light, but every once in a while flash brightly
for a second or so? It was one of those flashes that made me look
up.

 


Before me was the tall, young black man. I
took him to be about twenty-two. I quickly looked around and
noticed there were another half-dozen in there, just like him.
Young and black. Some were quite handsome, a couple of them not so
much. Three were dressed like – for a lack of a better word –
gangstas. Two were dressed like guys going out to the club on a
Saturday night. And the last two were wearing T-shirts and
basketball shorts. All they lacked was the ball. I looked back at
first one. He spoke.

 


"You sure you're on the right train,
Snowflake?" He sucked in his lower lip, looked me up and down, and
grabbed his thick bulge for good measure.

 


It all came down to this moment. This was
all getting a little too real. I had the feeling that if I said no
and walked towards the next car, they would have let me go. No
harm, no foul. Just a waste of a Saturday night that was already a
wasted Saturday night. I could tell the girls the next time we get
together about the time I "accidentally" got on the D train and
maybe we would have a good laugh about how close I came.

 


But that wasn't the story that I wanted. I
came here for a purpose. I looked him square in the eye and began
to unbutton the trenchcoat. I grabbed the two parts of the front
and held them for a moment. "You tell me," I said. Then I opened
the coat and let it drop to the floor behind me. I was now standing
there in a lacy brown bra and panties.
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