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You know, there is an expression my French professor taught me. Now I didn't really want to learn French, but I had to do it. It's a requirement if you want to get a college degree of any sort. And Fordham is tougher than most schools when it comes to the requirements. And, since I was there on an athletic scholarship, I really had to do it.

Funny thing is, it turned out that I liked it. And I was good at it. I don't know, maybe it rubbed off from my mom's father, who was Haitian. My boys from the hood made fun of me, but what the hell. It's a cool language and made me want to learn more. Maybe visit France. Especially since the women there are so beautiful – and it seems they like black men, too.

But this isn't about that.

The phrase my professor used is: “Hoist by his own petard.” I found out later that it really comes from Shakespeare, but the word petard is french. It means “little fart.” And the phrase as a whole means: to be done in by one's own plans, an ironic rehearsal, or more literally blown up by ones own fart. It's poetic justice.

My boys are laughing at me over this one, because, I got caught up by my own predilections for women. They know that I've always said that my favorite pussy is white-girl pussy. Especially those blonds or redheads who want to “experiment” or “go black.” I let them, and they get the fucking of their lives. I'm usually in control of these things, letting the chicks worship my dick. And I get to fill that pink pussy with my big, black cock. It's a win-win, you know?

Well, the reason Ty, Tyleek, and Tyrone are laughing at me while I write this, is because, for the first time since I was fifteen, I pursued a woman who led me by my balls. She knew I was hooked, and used me like I use the white girls.

Well, the laughs on them.

The pussy I had was worth the whole trip.

Her name was Yukio. A visitor from Fordham's Tokyo campus, I saw her first in that same French class. And from the moment I saw her, and saw her staring back at me, I knew that that was the beginning of a new adventure for me. All thoughts of the blond who sat in the front row, that delicate creature whose holes I intended to stretch open with my stick flew out the window.

I wanted to fuck Yukio!

Which was funny to me, because I had never really looked at Asian women before. I know, lots of guys have an Asian fetish, but not me. I freely admit, that I love white girls and their lovely, pale, and pink holes. I love filling those tight holes with my big dick and making them beg me to fuck them. They become insatiable for my dark meat and pliable to my desires. Once they see my thick shaft, they become putty in my hands. But not this time.

From the first, Yukio was in control. She knew what she wanted from me, and she got it. Do I feel used now that it's over? I do not!

Here's what happened:

It was the beginning of the spring semester of my sophomore year at college. I was about to turn twenty-one. I was happy. I was doing well in my classes. The basketball season was about to resume, and I knew that I would be a starter this time – the coach was very happy with my performance. There were some NBA scouts sniffing around our games during the fall, and I noticed that a couple of them kept watching me.  Hell, I'd even found time to fuck some hot blond from Scarsdale over the Thanksgiving break. I'd heard she was bragging to her friends about my mad skills in the sack, so who knew how much trim I was going to bag before the year was through?

All was well in the world.

Now the classes were starting. As I said, I was sitting in the back row, speculating about the hot chick in the front row. And Yukio walks in.

It was the skirt I noticed first. Yukio was a fan of anime and mangas and she dressed like it. It was a school-girl's uniform skirt, and it was short. Her legs certainly reached the floor! Long, slim, trim, and a fascinating ivory color. They were white, but not white at the same time. They drew my eyes instantlyt and I kept following them up to where they disappeared under the hem of the skirt. Her blouse was white and conservative and she wore a blue blazer. Her straight, black hair was pulled back, revealing her delicate ears and lovely curves of her cheek and neck.

The classroom was one of those huge lecture halls that seat up to a hundred students. It's shaped sort of in a horseshoe shape. Students can easily look at each other when the professor gets too boring. 

Yukio walked along the rear row of the room. She passed several open seat, then plopped her backpack down on the floor and nestled herself into a seat almost exactly opposite mine. She unzipped her bag and pulled her notebook and tablet, placed them on the table in front of her. 

In the meantime, she wasn't exactly being modest with that skirt. With each shift and movement, her legs kept spreading and moving. My eyes zeroed in on the display of soft inner thighs angling toward each other. Where they met was in shadow, but mesmerizing nevertheless. Just for a moment, I spotted the frilly hem of her panties. Instantly, my mind was inflamed. What did her pussy look like? What did it taste like? Was it tight? Could it take my nine inches? Was Asian pubic hair really straight? I instantly had a huge woody pressing down my thigh, straining the fabric of my sweats.

Good thing I wasn't wearing shorts!

Even as the professor started, I was unable to pay attention. Fortunately, it's a big class and the likelihood that I would have to do anything was fairly remote. Instead, I kept staring at her legs, and hoping for a glance, the merest glimpse of what lay between them. I'm afraid I was totally obvious. 

After how much time I cannot remember, when I looked again, her legs were spread wide. I could see her smooth, aged-ivory legs all the way to her crotch. There, frilly and lacey panties barely hid her treasure, sculpted of black pubic hair. A touch of pink  peeked between tufts of hair. It looked deliberate, so I looked up.

She was staring back at me. She didn't seem angry, or shocked. I could not read her expression at all. We looked at each other across the lecture hall, oblivious to the class for a long time, maybe five seconds.

I looked away, my face hot. My dick was harder than ever. I shifted around in my seat to move my cock into a more comfortable position without being obvious. I saw another woman looking at my discomfort with a kind of glazed look on her face, but that is a story for another day.

When I glanced at Yukio again, her legs were together, and she stared at the professor. So I did the same. I tried to concentrate. After a while, it worked. I learned new verb forms and usages. I practiced them with my tablet. And I didn't think of this still mysterious woman with the amazing legs.

At least not too much.

At some point, I glanced over and saw that she was gone. I shrugged to myself, and returned to my task. A little later, I noticed she was back. Mystery solved, she'd gone to the restroom. I continued to concentrate on the class. For a while.

You know that feeling you get when someone is staring at you? I started to get that feeling as the class proceeded. I had a thought who might be staring, but I already felt to embarrassed about looking up her skirt. I didn't need someone thinking I was a skeeve or something.

But as the class began to wind down, I couldn't help it. I had to look. And, yes, it was her. She was staring at me. Deliberately. Intently. So I looked back. And I smiled.

She merely raised her eyebrows a bit.

And she let her legs fall open. My eyes dropped from her face. And I caught my breath.

Holy shit! Her angle was just right so that only I would be able to see clearly what she showed me. And, lord, what she showed me! She had lost her panties somewhere between the lecture all and the women's room. And revealed there, where her beautiful legs met her body was a gloriously beautiful pussy! He plump outer lips were coiffed with wavy, black pubic hair. Nestled between them, her inner lips, pink and glistening, peeked out. Even as I watched, she spread her legs wider and her lips reluctantly spread open a bit.

Instantly, my hardon was back. I felt my dick snake down my leg. In a moment, I had an embarrassing tent in my pants. Instantly, I was on fire again. That cunt looked so delicious. I wanted to eat, to suck on it, then penetrate it and stretch it open with my big black cock. My mind went into overdrive, thinking about how I was going to tap that, and today!

She drew her legs together again. Her lovely vagina was hidden again. It was like clouds hiding the sun. My dick stayed hard.

The class ended then. All the men and women filed up the aisles then out. I couldn't move yet. Not until I was alone and could push it somewhere where it wouldn't be so damned obvious. Surreptitiously, I stuck my hand down my pant and repositioned my dick. It was hot and throbbing, and I was tempted to squeeze it a few time, or go jerk off in the men's room.

“You should not be so embarrassed,” said a voice behind me.

I jumped, of course. I then turned, for the voice was sweet. It was her. “Uh,” I said. “Sorry.”

She smiled, which lit up her face. You know, she was even
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