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Excerpt

 


I didn't care that we were outside. Or that
someone might come and check on that crazy motorcycle that tore
through the station. I had to have that good black dick, RIGHT
NOW!!!

 


The next thing I knew, he pulled me to my
feet and turned me against the wall. He pressed his lips to me, I
parted mine, and our tongues did their merry little dance as our
hands worked to free our naughty bits. He made short work of my
top, his mouth briefly going to my aching nipples, making me gasp,
moan, and cream – in who knows what order. The moment I had his
cock free, with his trousers slowly making their way down his legs,
he moved onto my Daisy Dukes. I didn't need foreplay, that giant
gas-powered vibrator and the chase it led had been foreplay
enough.

 


I gasped, biting his muscular chest through
his shirt, then moaned as his cock pierced my aching, dripping
cunt. He plowed into me, good and deep. I was more than ready, my
hungry pussy gripping his big black dick, and sucking it in.

 


He hammered me against the building. Hard. Deep. Erratic.
He drove me up the wall... In a moment, I was literally standing on
my tippy-toes! I came in less than a minute. And again, in another
minute or so. Blinding, intense orgasms that tore through my being
and ravaged my senses. He came, just moments after my second climax
struck, filling my unprotected womb with his massive load of hot,
steaming, and I'm certain, potent baby batter...
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I suppose that, after fucking half the night
away, it was only natural to sleep well
into the next day. What surprised me was to find myself alone, when
I finally woke up. Of course,
I realized, they didn't
fly in, the day before. And then another
thought occurred to me. Or get gangbanged
three times over, before that! In short, I
guess my new friends couldn't wait around all day just for a piece.
Even if it was a sure thing...

 


As I sat up, I realized
that my body ached, pretty much all over. My holes not so much as
throbbed, though, as vibrated. I smiled, thinking of the trio of
thick, black cocks that had been sliding in and out of me until the
wee hours of the morning. I was naked, of course, caked with dried
sweat and jizz. Parched, too. All that
cumming must have dried me out.

 


"So," said the voice, "you are awake." A
woman's voice at that. As she entered the small hut room of my
mysterious lover, I reached for the sheet that was tangled around
my feet. It had been too hot to use it while we slept, but now, for
modesty's sake... "Oof!" I grunted, giving up. It was just too much
on my battered body. The black woman laughed. "Don't worry, young
lady," she said. "You don't have anything that I haven't seen
before, maybe hundreds of times."

 


Her accent was thick, but her English was
excellent. I couldn't help but notice how stunning she was. And
vibrant. "Young?" I asked, incredulous. "You're my age." She
laughed again. "Don't fool yourself, young lady," she replied. "I'm
old enough to be your mother, I'm sure." I shook my head, thinking
that it couldn't be, but I had no reason to doubt her, either. For
the first time, I realized that she was holding a cup of water,
which she offered to me.

 


"Drink," she said. "You must be parched from
your night's activities." I've never heard that last word sound so
clean and dirty, all at once. I blushed, taking the cup. "Hydration
is key to keeping your skin soft," she added. I couldn't agree
more, and I told her so. In between deep gulps.

 


As I held the glass to my
mouth, though, and nursed the last third, my eyes wandered over
her. She was beautiful, alright. Gorgeous. And the dark-skinned
body that I caught glimpses of under her simply clothing was every
bit as youthful as her face. Firm. Tight. Athletic. My pussy
pulsed. Not the same throbbing that I'd been experiencing from the
night's pounding, but something new. And dewy. As in,
I wouldn't mind going a round or two with
her.

 


I nearly choked on the
little bit of water that I was attempting to swallow, shocked by a
bit of my old self peeking through. How
much I've changed in just a couple of days. The shy and innocent good Christian girl that I'd been was
nearly, clearly gone. Now, I wanted sex and plenty of it, and it
didn't seem to matter to me who it was with, as long as they were
black and hot.
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