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Act One: Meet
Cute

 


Oh, you should have seen
her!

She was fucking gorgeous.
Tall. Slender. Long, athletic legs, nicely sculpted in her blue
yoga pants. Small, elegant hands. Nice, grapefruit sized breasts
swelling beneath the long sleeved, tie-dyed tee. And that hair -
long, wavy fire!

I literally did a double
take when I first spotted her at the supermarket. I was at one side
of the Wegman’s produce section. She was at the other. I was
selecting apples. She was perusing the greens.

I had to crush an instant
desire to run, not walk, over to her and beg her to take a coffee.
Or my heart. It was that electric a sensation. My pulse hammered
the inside of my rib cage, my breathing became ragged, and I felt
and instant heaviness in my trousers.

Down boy!

After a moment to catch my
breath, I wandered in her general direction. Absently, I selected
fruits and vegetables randomly as I went. That was how I had
several kinds of apples, carrots, star fruit, and a single grape
tomato in my cart as I passed her.

Yeah. I was
smitten.

As I said, you needed to
see her. Fucking gorgeous. And she was even better looking up
close. That long, red hair was stunning. Of course I wondered if
the carpet matched the drapes. Of course I was already seeing those
other, red curls parting to reveal the pink between, and the moist
heaven within.

I wondered how she
smelled. I wondered how she tasted. I nearly came in my pants at
the thought of sinking my shaft into her undoubtedly slippery
depths.

Man, I tried not to stare.
I forced myself to look everywhere but at her. But, of course, my
gaze kept slipping back to her, my eyes yanking me toward her with
each step. I now had both romaine and kale, and two kinds of
cucumber in my cart. As I passed her, my eyes spun my head toward
her yet again.

And I found her looking
back.

It was but a moment, but
it stretched to infinity. She had these huge, blue eyes peering out
of a flawless face framed by that smoldering hair. And they stared
into my own, brown orbs. She was holding a package of those little,
Persian cucumbers. I had a huge carrot in mine.

Her mouth dropped open and
it seemed as though she was about to speak, but the words got
caught somehow. I managed to croak, “Hi.”

A smile started to grow on
her lips. Then she looked down. And her eyes grew even wider. And
her jaw dropped further. Her eyes flicked up to mine again and I
just couldn’t identify the expression on her face.

And then she was gone. I
turned, and saw her pushing her cart swiftly toward the other end
of the produce. What the fuck?

I looked down at myself.
And I grinned sheepishly at myself. No wonder. All false modesty
aside, but I have a pretty big dick. And she had seen the sizable
tent it made in khakis. I was surprised I hadn’t embarrassed myself
further by sporting a big spot of precum, considering the throbbing
I felt in the tight space.

Good job, bruh, I said to
myself. You see the most beautiful woman you’ve seen in a while,
and come across as a skeevy weirdo. I looked across the huge space
of good, green food and spotted her red head again. She was looking
at me once more. Probably wondering if she should call security,
and that was some shit I certainly did not need - big, bad, black
man accosting innocent white woman?

No thanks!

I sighed at the lost dream
and moved on. There was a lot on my list to get, and I needed to
get away as soon as possible. And there was the wood in my pants
that needed to be dealt with. If she was too scared of me in
person, at least I would have my dreams. So I moved on.

I looked in my cart at the
hodgepodge of produce. Not everything I wanted, and a few things I
didn’t. Maybe I could go back in a little while. After she left. In
the mean time, I needed to hit the butcher counter. Then I needed a
few other odd and ends and... I hurried and hoped that nothing
further would happen.

As it happened, I was
wrong.

 


Act Two: First
Moves

 


I made it to the checkout
without further mishap and a lot of regrets (did I mention how
beautiful she was?). I had spotted her a few times across the
store, or at opposite ends of various aisles. Each time, it seemed,
our eyes locked. Each time, I felt — god help me, it’s true —
something drawing us together. But after that look of apprehension
over my massive member, well, I just thought it was over before it
could even begin. Each time we did spot each other, we each turned
away.

I couldn’t stop thinking
about the vision of her. That amazing, fiery mane of hair. The blue
eyes. The pale skin. The athletic curves and smooth, muscular lines
of her body — something I had always appreciated in the women I saw
at the gym while working out.

And there was the fantasy
the very sight of this magnificent woman generated in my mind. I
could see my hands, large and dark, caressing her. Her pale body
astraddle my dark, black one. I could just imagine the soft, hot,
wet slipperiness of her vagina enveloping my rigid rod.

As I headed for the
checkout, I couldn’t help but wonder if I had a cumstain on my
pants. I was almost afraid to check. Instead, I searched for my new
obsession — afraid to see her, afraid not to see her, worried that
I would not see her again.

Crazy, I know.

I was in such a state,
that the older lady at the register kept glancing down toward my
waist while she scanned my goods and scanned my goods. When the
total popped up on the screen, she winked at me.

I half-smiled as I swiped
my card, then I grabbed my bags and almost ran. That may sound
weird to some of you, but, trust me, those who know,
know!

Anyway, I had made it
safely out of the store without anyone making a scene. I breathed
the free air and started out. My home was only a couple streets
over, so I usually didn’t bother with the car. Besides, I like to
walk. And the bags were not that heavy.

So I walked. And I thought
about that woman. I was smitten, that was for sure! If she hadn’t
gotten so upset at my wood, I would love to have asked her out for
a coffee at least. Of course, I would take anything she
offered!

I just couldn’t get my
thoughts free of her. Her runner’s body was the kind I liked best
in a woman. Those smooth curves combined with wiry strength. Those
long, runner’s legs. Those smallish tits and just right ass! And
that red hair.

I admit it. It’s a fetish
for me. I lust for gingers. But this woman — wow!
Perfection!

Just the thought was
making me harder than usual. Unconsciously, I shifted the bags to
one hand and took hold of myself. Even as I nudged my dick into a
more comfortable position, I had a wild urge to pull it out and
jack off while walking. In the state I was in, I probably wouldn’t
have lasted more than a couple of strokes!

Even as I did that, I
heard a car approach from behind. As I shifted the bags again to
even the load, the car pulled up beside me and slowed to my speed.
With more than a little apprehension that it would be car from the
Yonkers PD, I casually glanced over — and did a double take
again.

It was her!

I stopped
walking.

She stopped
moving.

She buzzed down her window
and stared at me a long moment. Then she said, in an incredibly
sexy contralto voice, “Hi.”

Was there ever such a
mellifluous voice? My tongue stumbled, then I blurted, “Hello.”
Just scintillating, right?

“I’m sorry for reacting the way I did back there,” she said.
And she smiled this blast of radiance that had me blind.

I coughed a little
nervously and riposted, “No worries.”

She glanced over her
shoulder then back at me. That smile and the sun came out again.
“Hop in and I’ll drive you home.”

For just a moment, I
thought about saying no and running, but the libido is a curious
thing and can override even the most systemic paranoia (those who
know, know — but I won’t mention that again because everything that
happened after was glorious). Finally, I nodded. I walked around
her SUV. Opened door, deposited myself and bags in the shotgun
seat. Closed door.

“Where are we going,” she said.

I wondered that myself,
though I just gave her my address. And off we went. She drove with
the road having almost all of her attention. She had all of mine.
Jesus! She was gorgeous! And my pants were suddenly too tight
again.

“Listen,” she said as she maneuvered her vehicle down the last
few streets before mine. “I don’t know what got into me back
there.”

“It kind of surprised me, too,” I said. “I don’t often have
that effect on women.”

She grinned at the road.
“I would have too agree with you there,” she said. “I saw you and,
um, I, uh... liked what I saw.”

“Oh,” I replied. “I only had my heart skip a beat or two and I
couldn’t breath.”

She lost her smile and I
thought about ending things. Quietly, she asked, “Why is
that?”

“Because you are the most beautiful woman I’ve seen in a month
of Sunday’s,” I blurted.

Her head whipped around.
Her mouth dropped open. She stared at me. There was a gleam in her
eyes. I found later that she never had a man say that to her
before, though the reason for that became clear during the time we
had together. “What?” she gasped.

It’s true,” I said.
“You’re fucking gorgeous!”

She brought her SUV to a
stop. I saw that we were parked in front of my house. She put it in
park and looked at me. “That is so sweet,” she said. Then she
grinned again. “I guess that’s why you raised that huge tent in
your trousers!”

I snorted laughter. “Oh
that is so right,” I said. I giggled a little, i am not afraid to
admit. “I’m sorry you had to see that.”

She reached across and put
her hand on my arm. “I’m not sorry,” she said.

I looked at her.
“What?”

She suddenly looked
forlorn. The despair in her face was almost palpable.

“What’s wrong?”

She sighed and retrieved
her hand. “This is where I have to ask you to promise
something.”

“What?” I said. “Sure. What do you need? I’ll do
it.”

She sighed again.and
brushed some tears from the corner of her eyes.You have to promise
me that you will not react badly, that you will just get out and
walk away if what I tell you next upsets you.”

“What?”

“It’s about why I ran away from you at the Wegman’s,” she
said. She stared at me urgently. “When I saw you, I was smitten.
But I have to be upfront about everything before we do anything or
you will be angry, or violent.”

I flinched. “What? No! I
will not be violent.”

“You gotta promise me you won’t be
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