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Excerpt

 


It was probably the wrong
place to be doing this but a promise is a promise. I closed the
door to our workplace break room, despite his protest:

 


"Does this mean you don't want me to
give you a blowjob?"

 


"I…" He choked a little, then cleared
his throat. "I didn't say that. But there isn't even a lock on the
door." I gave him a wicked smile.

 


"That'll make it even more fun," I
replied. I honestly don't know what was making me so bold. I only
knew that I had waited long enough.

 


I traced my fingers down his strong
chest and tight abs, then stroked his upper legs as I knelt before
him. Tentatively, I reached up and placed my hand on the growing
mound where his lap should be. He flinched, ever so slightly, at
the contact, then relaxed spread his legs. I looked up into his
beautiful face as I undid his pants his fly. It took a little
combined effort on both of our parts but getting my little white
fingers on his throbbing hot black cock was worth
everything.

 


I gasped as I pulled it out,
unleashing the beast. Even half-hard, I could tell it was going to
be even bigger than Reggie's. Longer and thicker. It felt good –
heavy and warm. I stroked the soft flesh, feeling it fill with
blood and get rock hard. A pool of precum formed on the tip and I
grabbed the shaft and pulled the foreskin down. Keeping my eyes
locked on his, I leaned forward and gently swirled my tongue around
the head, scooping up the salty deliciousness that was there. I
giggled with pleasure as I took it into my mouth, letting it
combined with my own spit before happily swallowing it down. Marcus
reached out and gently touched the side of my head, right behind my
ear, and smiled. I leaned forward once again and took the heated
crown into my mouth.

 


My jaw ached, it was spreading so
wide. Tears formed in the corner of my eyes at my effort. I stroked
his meaty shaft while my tongue did its magic, coaxing a series of
grunts and low moans from my new ebony lover. Deeper I took him,
though nowhere near as deep as I would've liked...
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Oh, boy. Marcus is so
fine! Strong, handsome, smart, and
affable. And just when I was getting the idea that it would be okay
if we did something together, maybe even became boyfriend and
girlfriend, he eased back. That didn't stop me from dreaming – day
or night – about being on my knees and sucking his thick black cock
or of him pressing me to the wall and fucking my boi-pussy until he
filled me with his seed.

 


Just because I can't have
a baby, I thought, that doesn't mean he can't fuck me like he's trying to make
one. A lewd smile crossed my face and my
caged clitty ached. It was doing that, more and more.

 


Usually, when I thought about
Marcus.

 


It had been a long, strange road to
this place in my life. I wasn't born a girl but I became one with
the help of my girlfriend, Tricia, though I didn't realize it was
happening at the time. The capper – so far, that is – a couple of
weeks earlier, when we seduced a young, hot black man at a club and
wound up at his place, where he fucked me as I had sometimes wanted
Marcus to do.

 


I liked Marcus, a lot. He had
witnessed my transformation so he knew pretty well who I was and
that there would be no surprises when my panties dropped. But I had
always kept him at arm's length because I had Tricia. Little did I
know she was seeing her personal trainer, Reggie. I didn't know who
he was or anything but I put it all together the night we ended up
at his place and he took the last bit of my rapidly waning
masculinity with him.

 


At least we both had similar good
taste in men. Hot black guys, apparently!

 


In the week before the
club, Marcus and I had grown very close, I thought, even dancing
together at lunch. If he had asked me out when he had me in his
arms, I could have very easily said yes to him. I should have told him how I feel. But maybe for him, it was one time of denial too many. Real
men have pride. This last week, I had noticed him flirting with
Jess in accounting. But today was today and it was
lunchtime.

 


"Hey, Marcus," I said, catching his
attention as he was about to head out. Most everyone ate outside of
the office but me. And him, if I brought leftovers to share because
Tricia had stayed out, fucking her real boyfriend the night before.
And today was one of those days. I had gotten up a little early,
picking out just the right outfit so I would look my
(work-appropriate) sexiest. "Do you want to have lunch with me? I
brought plenty." He glanced, quickly but forlornly, out the front
door, then back to me. He walked over, closer to me.

 


"I don't think that's a good idea," he
said. That really knocked the wind out of my sails. "I think I'm
just going to get something with…" Whatever he was about to say, he
changed his mind. "I'm just going to grab something at
Ray's."

 


My heart was breaking. I had pushed
him away for so long that he was finally going. In a panic, I had
only one chance. I placed my dainty fingers on his big, thick hand.
"I'll blow you," I said. Okay, so it wasn't the classiest thing I
could have said but it was the only thing that came to my mind in
the moment I had. I just blurted it out, thankfully in a low,
hushed tone. But I looked directly into his eyes when I said it so
that he knew I was sincere. He was definitely taken aback. My heart
stopped as I wondered just how badly I had overstepped my bounds.
His reply wasn't quite what I expected.
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