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My dick get me in trouble kind of
easy.

What I mean is, no matter where I go,
what I do, I'm going to have some woman throw herself at me. And
when that happens, they usually want me to do something crazy. And
almost all the time, it's some white chick who wants to get funky
with me.

I don't mind, though. I like white
girls. There is something about my big, black cock that draws them
like flies. Maybe they heard about black dick and liked the idea of
the contest of their pink pussies stretched open by something big
and dark. I don't know. It works for me because, ever since I was a
kid, I really liked white girls with blond hair - especially if
they had blond pubic hair!

This is not to say I'd pass up a fine
sister's pussy. I have had many women of all colors. It's just
that, well, I love white meat the best.

Best of all, white girls throw
themselves at me. But sometimes it's in the craziest situations.
Like, the other day, I was on my way home from work on the D train
when some white lady started ion me. Yes, I ended up fucking her
but good, but it was really freaky.

It happened like this:

I'm an engineer. I was working with a
crew of architects overseeing the construction of a new tower in
lower Manhattan. A problem with materials had cropped up and I, as
junior engineer (I was a year out of college and the ink on my
license was still damp), had to work overnight to figure out a
solution. We got it done, but being summer, and being that we were
high in the tower, I was tired hot, and still damp from perspiring
all night. I was happy enough to have found the solution - and a
cost savings - but I was ready for liquids, a showered and
sleep.

At four in the morning, not many
people are abroad, even in the city that never sleeps. The regular
commuters wouldn't be packing the cars for a few hours yet, so
seats abounded. I dropped to a seat, loosened my already loose tie,
and let the cold air for the air conditioner cool my face.

Coming from the Brooklyn, the train
crosses the lower east side of Manhattan before heading up the West
Side and thence to the Bronx, and home. I picked it up at Broadway
Lafayette. The next stop was West Fourth. The train pulled in, the
doors opened, and we waited for a green signal, as so often
happens. A few pub-crawlers boarded as the clubs and bars closed
for the night, but not many.

One of them was a stunning middle-aged
woman in a dress more appropriate for twenty-something doing a
club-crawl. She walked from the other end of the car to sit on one
of the forward facing seats that punctuate the benches of the
D-line trains. Everyone else sat at the far end,

Maybe that's why she did it. A nearly
empty car. A good distance to go before her stop.

Whatever.

She must have spotted me and made her
decision right then, because, as I said, she walked up the whole
length of the car to sit.

She was hot. At first, all I saw were
her legs. They were long and shapely and pale white. The only
reason I'd didn't see all her goods right away was because they
were primly held together, even though they disappeared under her
very short dress. That dress was the next thing I noticed. It
tightly enclosed a nice body. In that dress, clinging to every
curve, she must have been fighting them off all night.

Then she crossed her legs - dancer's
legs. Slowly. It was like something out of that old movie. One leg
came up (just a little too high) to free itself from its companion.
It hesitated a moment before coming down, leaving a gap that drew
the eye like steak to a man dying of hunger. then the other leg
rose (again, just that fraction of an inch too high) to slide down
across the other. Was that a flash of gash I glimpsed there? I felt
my heart thud and my cock throb and stir from its slumber.

I glanced up at her face.

She stared back at me. Oval faced.
Broad, warm smile, below petite nose, below wide, blue eyes. Framed
by thick, golden hair. Glanced down. Lean shoulders (anchoring
slender, toned arms with delicate hands), that emerged from her
tight, sleeveless sheath. Generous tits strained the fabric. I
looked up at h face again. Crow's feet at her eyes. Suggestion of a
line at each side of her smile that looked like it would be more
permanent at rest.

Forty-five?

I returned her smile. Gave a little
wave. Turned away. It was the polite New York thing to do.

The doors finally closed and the
conductor mumbled something over the loudspeaker. The train lurched
and staged into motion. Her legs moved again, catching my eye. So I
looked - who wouldn't. Who couldn't?

Of course I looked!

Her legs swung wide. And remained
opened. There, nestled between the creamy flesh of her thighs was a
golden, damp, fleece.

Accident?

I looked up again. She was still
smiling and looking right at me.

No accident.

"Hey," she said.

I coughed and said, "Hi." Jesus. My
dick was already at attention and making an outline against the
fabric of my pants. "How are you?"

Her eyes flicked down at the bulge in
my trousers, then back to my face. "I'm doing great!"

"Uh huh." What was this? I thought. I
knew that I was about to get lucky, but was it going to be on the
train, like what happened when my friend's girl, Keisha started an
orgy on a stopped train way uptown a couple of years ago? The train
was moving, slow as usual. I glanced around. There were about ten
people clustered at the other end of the car, so, no, that wasn't
likely. What did she have in mind? All of that flashed through my
brain.

She hooked her fingers under the hem
of her dress and drew it up an inch. Suddenly I was riveted. She
spread her legs a little wider. I could see her bush more clearly.
She had lovely pubes, matted from perspiring on the dance floor.
There was a flash of pink there, too. Her lips parted just enough
to glimpse the shallow and glistening valley between her labia.

Well then. "That's really beautiful,”
I said.

"You think so?"

"Yeah," I said. "Just like the rest of
you." And I smiled as warmly as I could. Hey, if she's showing off,
then likely she wants. If she wants, I was going to get my dick
wet! "You have beautiful hair." Pointedly, I stared down at her
crotch.

She giggled. "Thank you!" She pulled
her left leg up so her heel rested on the seat. This caused her
lips to spread apart even more. Her pussy was now fully lit by the
fluorescent lights in the subway car's ceiling. It was indeed
lovely. Her blond hair was a thick mat over the pad of fat above
her lips, but is faded to a sparse carpet framing the pink flesh
between her lips. The skin peeking between the hairs was pale, even
milky. Between her engorged inner lips, at the top, was the pink
bean of her clit. At the bottom was the dark opening of her vagina.
It looked wet, even soaking.

My cock kept growing. It was a
tent-pole in my pants. You could have spread a sleeping bag in the
space it left. It was almost enough to tear the fabric. The woman
stared at it and licked her lips.

"You have a big dick," she said.

"Thank you," I said. I grasped it
through my pants, showing her how long and thick it was. "Glad you
like it."

She gasped, and slipped a hand down
and, with a quick glance over her shoulder at the apathetic
passengers at the other end of the car, ran a finger along the
space between her lips. She pressed the tip of her middle finger
into her vagina as far as the first knuckle. "Jesus," she said.
"Would that even fit?"

"Only one way to find out," I said
with a grin.

The train slowed to a stop. I looked
at her. She looked at me. "I'm Maureen," she said.

I slid over a seat, so I was on the
last bench seat next to her forward facing one. "I'm Tysheem," I
said.

"I feel... Comfortable with you," she
said. "I feel like you wouldn't hurt me,or anything."

"You're right about that." I looked
down at her exposed and dripping pussy. "So, what's the plan?"

She giggled. "I think I want to take
you home and fuck you." She dipped finger into her cunt and held it
up. A glistening drop of opalescent juice hung quivering from her
finger tip. She held it out toward my face. "See how much I need a
dick in need?"

I leaned forward and licked the drop
from her finger. It was pungent with sweat, but sweet with her
special flavor. She moaned and closed her eyes a moment at the
touch of my tongue. "You taste delicious," I said.

Abruptly, she leaned forward and tore
at my belt and trousers. She got the button and zipper easily
enough, but getting my dick out was a challenge. Well, of course! I
was already hard as a rock, as it was stuck down my pants leg! I
helped her and in a moment I had my cock standing straight up from
my lap, bobbing slightly in time with my heart. I had not been
lying. My dick was huge, long and thick. On a good day, I am nine
inches long - which is very,very long!

"Oh, my god," she whispered.

Just then, the conductor came on,
mumbling something about a red signal. A few faint complaints
echoed from the other end of the car. Didn't look like we'd be
moving for a minute, I thought.

Maureen glanced quickly over her
shoulder. No one was looking our way. And even if they were, who
cared? She leaned forward and wrapped a hand around the base of my
shaft, where it nestled in its thatch of black, kinky pubic hair.
"Damn," she whispered. "It's so thick."

I glanced at the other end of the car.
No one remotely interested in us. I brushed my hand across the hair
on the back of her head. She took the clue and pressed he lips
against the head of my dick. It was engorged and shiny from being
so hard. It was dark as black coffee, like the rest of me, and as
big as a large plum. Her lips were not against my meat. When she
parted them, a hot, soft, wet ring began to envelop my cock. As
Maureen fit the whole head into her mouth, and let herself since
down on my thick shaft, I sighed and leaned back in the seat. It
had been some time since I got laid. And I hadn't had nearly as
many adventures as I did when at college. It felt just wonderful to
put my dick in someone's mouth again.

We stayed that way for a few minutes.
Maureen's head bobbing slowly up and down the shaft of my cock. I
stroked her hair and occasionally pressed against he scalp,
encouraging he to swallow more of my length. Still, no one at the
other end of the subway car noticed what was happening at this
end.

But, as always, interruptions. The car
lurched into motion. Maureen pulled her mouth off my dick. She sat
up and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. "Wow!" she
said.

The train was moving very slowly.

Maureen stroked my cock, now
glistening with her saliva. "That is an amazing dick," she said.
She squeezed it. "So long!" She looked at me. "Did you ever suck
yourself?"

I grinned. "Only when I was
lonely."

She giggled. Then she pulled both legs
up so her heels were perched on the edge. This made her pussy
spread wide open. Like a narrow flower, her petal-like lips
surrender the pink center. Now, not only could I see her clit and
vagina, but also the slightly bulging, yet tight, ring of her anus.
She looked down at herself. "I wish I could eat my own pussy,
sometimes," she said.

"Well, I'd like to eat your cunt," I
said.

She looked at me again. "I think that
can happen."

The train picked up speed. I heard the
clacking noise that signaled that the train was about to enter a
station. With a bit of difficulty, I stuffed my rod back in my
pants. Maureen dropped her feet back to the floor and straightened
her dress.

Now going full speed, the train
hurtled into the station at thirty-fourth street. It braked,
stopped, and the doors opened. Several people got off. One person
got on, glanced left and right, then moved to the far end and the
rest of the passengers. Unintelligible garble from the loudspeaker
and the train staggered out of the station.

Maureen said, "I want to finish
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