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Excerpt

 


Her taut ass looked phenomenal as she
squatted over the black man's fat cock, lining it up with her
hungry snatch, then slowly impaling herself on it.



She gasped as it entered her, then let out a long, slow moan as she
deliberately took nearly half of it inside of her. I clamped my
legs together in a vain effort to staunch the flow of my own
juices. I watched his thick hardness spread her like I've never
seen anyone stretched before. He was easily twice as thick as my
boyfriend and nearly twice as long!

 


Bev rocked on his big
black cock, growling, gasping, moaning, and crying out for him to
fuck her! I had never, ever had a reaction like that to a man, that
early in the play. Sure, maybe when I was cumming – if I got there
– and even half of that was for show. That's it, I thought.
It's just for effect.

 


But that thought disappeared from my mind as
quickly as it had bounced in there. No, this was real! Soon, she
had his entire length inside of her. As his big, rough, black hands
groped and mauled her firm white body – especially her tits and ass
– she threw her head back, screaming as she came.

 


It had barely been a minute or two, at
most...


Black Gauntlet
Challenge

 


 Anita Blackmann

 


I – Prelude

 



"It starts with anal," she said. In this case,
that would be my BFF, Beverly. Bev, for short.

 


"Anal?" I repeated,
questioningly. "It starts
with anal?"

 


She grinned, sheepishly. Tossing her
cheerful head to the side and scrunching her nose, she continued.
"Well, I mean, you can start with the pussy – you know, to get it
nice and wet. But then you do anal. You just sit on it and lean
back and he helps hold your legs open while the rest use you."

 


My stomach turned at the thought of a line
of men fucking me. This might have been the grossest thing I'd ever
heard but you know how it is, you've still got to hear all the
details just to make sure your disgust is at the right level. "And
how many fuck you, in all?" I asked.

 


"Twenty," she said, so matter-of-factly that
it stunned me. "One in the ass and the other 19 wherever they can.
Pussy, mouth, tits..."

 


Her voice trailed off and she got such a
starry, far-off look in her eyes. For the briefest of moments, I
had a flash of an image. A man with his fat dick in my ass, another
in my splayed pussy, a third in my mouth. Hands on my tits, a dick
in each hand.

 


"All black," she said, knocking the image
out of my head.

 


"All black?" I repeated. She laughed.

 


"That's why it's called
the black gauntlet challenge, silly!" I turned red.
Well, duh! I thought.
But I didn't like to be made a fool of.

 


"There's no such thing," I insisted. "I
never saw that trending." She had told me it was all over Twitter
and other social media but I always check out the unusual trending
hashtags. #makeamoviebadwithoneword. #mylifeinthreewords. That sort
of thing. But I had never, ever seen #blackgauntletchallenge, that
was a fact!

 


"Oh, like the powers that be would ever let
something like that trend," she countered. It was the typical "you
won't see this in the mainstream media" trope. Usually, pics or
footage that was old or taken out of context or both, but had been
in the mainstream when the real incident happened.

 


But to my surprise, she whipped out her
phone. "I'll show you," she said. A few seconds later, she stuck it
in my face. Sure enough, there it was...

 


#blackgauntletchallenge

 


And also #BGC for short.

 


She stood next to me and
started leafing through the tweets. Slutty white girl after slutty
white girl being gangbanged. My jaw dropped and I started to feel a
way that was uncomfortable, yet I couldn't tear my eyes away from
the lewd spectacle. Their cocks are so
big! I thought. How does that even fit up her ass? I
mean, it was huge and buttholes are tight as drums. My pussy was
heating up, despite my revulsion. I mean, this was all so wrong.
But if I didn't do something quick that I was in danger of being
sucked in by those images.

 


"That's disgusting," I said, pushing on her
arm as I stepped away. Again, she laughed and I turned, asking her
what was so funny.

 


"Nothing," she said. "Oh, except your
nipples are hard and you're kinda breathless."

 


It shocked me when I realized she was
right.

 


II – Party

 



I hadn't seen her in six weeks. I lived my best
life, loving my work and spending time with my boyfriend. Lately,
we'd been talking about moving in together. He was a good man –
kind, loving, and attentive. And if we had enough time for
foreplay, he would eat me, real good, and I'd cum two or three
times before he came.

 


If we had time.

 


"We'd have more time if we lived together,"
he said. It was tempting. I mean, all of it was. We would talk
about it more, we decided, when he got back from his trip.
Business, across the country. Two weeks. "We can Facetime," he
promised.

 


A few days in, I got a text from Bev. "Party
this weekend," she said. "I need my wingman. What do you say?"

 


I smiled at the thought. She didn't need any
help getting laid, she was a good-looking girl. But I was the
sensible one. I was the one who could take a step back and see who
was going to be quality. Not just in bed but beyond. It was no
surprise to her when I landed my guy. "I'll bet he's great in bed,
too," she said. I didn't tell her about the "if we had time"
part.

 


That's how I found myself at the party with
her.

 


I didn't really notice it at the start, the
whole black gauntlet challenge having slipped from my mind and the
fact that I'm a sort of live and let live kind of person. I'm not
really an "I don't see color" type but it did surprise me when I
finally realized that blacks at the party outnumbered whites, about
three to one.

 


Honestly, I was more surprised by the
frat-house, single-life aspect of it. I had gotten used to dinner
parties, white backyard barbecues, and pool parties. Not really
sedate, but they definitely seemed like it when you compared them
to this party. Oh, and usually no one was trying to get laid at our
"couples" things.

 


But after about the fifth black guy in a
very short time chatted her up, it all dawned on me. "You're not
really thinking about doing the black gauntlet challenge, are you?"
I asked, in all seriousness and horrified at the prospect. Bev
blushed as her eyes scanned the room.

 


"Maybe," she said,
coquettishly. I looked around, the way her eyes were going.
So many black men... I
realized. Easily three out of every four of the black folks there
were guys. Gulping, I looked back. She could see it on my face. "I
said it's just a maybe," she said, defensively.

 


I bit my lip, concerned. I
wished she had told me this, ahead of time. I knew that if she did
it, it would be something she'd regret. Maybe this was why she invited me, I
realized. To talk her out of it!
That made me feel better. I smiled. She thought
it was for her. "Thank you," she said, touching my arm.
That's it! She wanted me here to make sure she
didn't do it.

 


"Maybe we should go outside," I said. "Get
some fresh air or something." She had suddenly gotten a faraway
look in her eyes but that snapped her right back.

 


"Yeah," she said. "Maybe." She nodded her
head and I motioned to the door. "In a second," she added. "I gotta
pee, first."

 


I told her I would wait for her, right
there, and she disappeared into the crowd. I took a sip of my diet
cola – no alcohol for me – while I waited for her return. Once I
had her outside, I figured it wouldn't take much to get her to go
to a diner for something to eat or somewhere – anywhere – where she
wouldn't be so tempted.

 


It didn't take long for the men to descend
on me. Whenever I was with Bev, I think I took on this mother hen
persona that kept them at bay. They would chat with her but rarely
with me. Occasionally, there would be a wingman. A guy who's sole
purpose was to distract me while his buddy talked to her – divide
and conquer. But that persona would slip away when I was by myself.
Then, and only then, was I was seen as approachable.

 


I did my best to shoo them away but some of
them were quite charming. Many of them were quite handsome, too.
Big, muscular. When they had both things going for them, they were
awfully hard to resist. It didn't help that those images of the
challenge that Bev had shown me kept popping up in my mind. It was
hard keeping up the conversation, thinking about those pictures,
the scenes burning into my brain. Me as the girl. The hot black man
talking to me as the guy.

 


Oh, God!
I cried, internally. I'm
so fucking wet! My pussy was itching,
craving for the man talking to me. I wanted Lamarr to take me and
pound me, the challenge be damned...

 


My boyfriend be damned!!!

 


And that's when a tiny sliver of sanity
crept in. "Where's Bev?" I asked, out loud. "Who?" he asked.

 


But my mother hen had kicked in. Sopping
pussy aside, I left Lamarr and dove into the crowd, in the same
direction that my BFF had taken, scanning as I made my way to the
restroom.

 


There was a short line outside of it but the
night was still young and most people hadn't had that much to
drink, just yet. Bev wasn't there so I figured she must be inside.
But when the door opened up, a black dude stepped out and the next
person went in. A quick glance told me that she wasn't in
there.

 


I continued deeper into the house, a
single-story, wide-spread ranch-style affair. The hallway made a
sharp turn after the bathroom. There was a long, dimly-lit hallway
with several doors on either side. All closed.

 


I tested the first door and it opened. The
room was in darkness but it was obvious that someone was inside. At
least two people. From the sounds and the scent, I knew they were
having sex. "Bev?" I asked, in a hoarse whisper.

 


"Get the fuck out, bitch!" came a woman's
voice. Definitely not Bev's. I closed the door, quickly. My heart
pounding, I made my way to the next one.

 


My eyes were adjusting and the further down
the hall, the more I could see inside of the rooms. Every time I
opened a door and looked inside, I saw big, often naked, muscular,
handsome black men and the small, soft white women they were
fucking. Or going down on. Or were being sucked by. Room after
room, the scenes played out. The sounds. The aroma. Pussy, sweat,
and jizz. It was intoxicating.

 


I tried to focus, I had to
find my friend. I had to get her out of there, it was dangerous for
her. Dangerous for me!

 


My hand came to a rest on
the doorknob as that sobering thought hit me. I was hopelessly
turned on, my pussy dripping. Lamarr had gotten to me, primed me
for the interracial peepshow that had followed. Maybe she's outside, she just forgot to come back to
me, I thought. But I knew
better.
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