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 Excerpt

 


As I came down, he pulled me up, wrapping
his arms around me and holding me to his hard, muscular flesh. I
moaned as he mauled my breasts over my clothes and gasped as he
tore my blouse and forced his hands under my bra. A moment later,
it was flipped up over and free of my tits, as his rough mitts
pawed at my creamy orbs. My rock-hard nipples, squeezed between his
strong fingers, pushed me back to the edge. He slammed me back down
again, my tits bobbing free, fucking me hard and making me cum
again.

 


Absent-mindedly, I pulled at my clothes,
trying to be free of them. It was just too fucking hot. I let go of
them when the orgasm became too overwhelming but somehow managed to
get most of them off. The top half, anyway.

 


My moans were long and
loud, nearly continuous, as he slammed into me, again and
again. How long has it been?
My husband would have cum by now and we would be
cuddling. This is only the first
part, my mind reminded me. I clenched my
pussy at the thought and heard him grunt in response. It didn't
slow him, though. Not one bit.

 


I came again a minute later, even before I
was done with the orgasm I was in. And then again, and again. I was
bathed in pleasure, endorphins altering my perception of time
and... well, everything, really. I was only vaguely aware of his
body on mine. Either he had pushed me down flat onto the bed or I
had fallen, I don't know which. His lips were right next to my ear
and another earth-shattering climax was building. "You on the
pill?" he asked but it didn't make sense to me, I was too far gone.
I didn't respond. I couldn't. "You want a black baby, bitch?" he
growled, a moment later.

 


My mind tried to process it.
Somewhere, somehow, it occurred to me that it might not be the best
idea, but... "Yes," I gasped, too far gone for reason. "Cum in
me..."

 



Dirty Deal

 


 Anita Blackmann

 



Chapter 1

 


 "I think I can help you," I said. The couple, who had been
speaking in hushed but hurried tones, looked at me with one
question in their eyes... "Who the hell are you?"

 


Well, that's a good question, so let me
explain the who. My name is Darla. I'm a consultant for a rather
large firm in New York City. I'm twenty-nine and married to an
absolute sweetheart of a man. University educated, my salary is
already in the mid-six-figure range. I eat well and exercise some –
enough to keep me slim. I'm a redhead, blessed with good genes, big
breasts with thick nipples, a tight tummy, and an ass that my
husband can't keep his hands off and the guys on the street can't
stop mentioning back to me.

 


I was down in the deep South, spending two
weeks with a rather important client, away from home. I had the
finest suite at the best hotel in the area, which wasn't saying
much. I could have stayed at a nicer place but I didn't want the
hour ride, each way, practically every day. Besides, I like to
think that I fit in in a small town like this. That I'm no better
than anyone else.

 


The room, decent enough that it was, was
feeling a little confining. It was Saturday afternoon and even
though I had the "day off," you have to know when you're making
this sort of money, that term becomes... Well, I wanted to say
relative, but I think irrelevant is a better word. But I needed a
break. Somewhere – anywhere – other than the hotel, it's little
bar, or it's restaurant.

 


I needed air. I needed to be out with
regular people.

 


After walking several blocks, I found a
diner. It reminded me a lot of the one I used to hang out in, back
at university. Even dressing down, I was probably a little
overdressed but what the heck? I went in. While I sipped some of
the worst coffee I had ever had in my life and perused the menu, I
couldn't help but notice the worried woman in the booth between me
and the front window. She was sitting opposite a man, whose back
was to me. "There they are," he said. He reached across the table
and patted her hand. "It's gonna be okay." She nodded, although she
didn't look too convinced.

 


She was a good-looking gal, I would have to
say. I'd put her in her mid-twenties. Brown hair, a little on the
wholesome side. Maybe like Maryann from Gilligan's Island. A
farmer's daughter type, for sure, just not as clean-cut. Whatever
it was that was going on was taking her looks down a few notches.
And I don't mean to judge but neither one of them looked like they
had a pot to piss in.

 


I used the menu to keep her from seeing me
as I watched her man leave the diner and head across the street.
The they of "they're here" was a small group of young men. I'd say
the guy from the booth was a white boy of about 5'10" or so and of
average frame. The five guys waiting to talk to him? There wasn't a
one under six feet. All big guys, very athletic. Not bad in the
looks department – hell, one of them was actually pretty fine. They
were all rough types, too. Street guys. I hate to say it but they
looked like gang members. And I only say that I hate to say it
because they were black. If they were white and dressed like that,
I would say it with no problem.
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