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It was another night of speed dating for Mark. He had been going to the same place for about 4 months, hoping to find someone to hit it off with. Each time he went he managed to find a few women who caught his interest, even some that were either out of his league, or under his league, but charming altogether, and equally as fascinated by him, but there just seemed to be that small strand of something missing. That one puzzle piece that he just could not place.

It was not only ugly men and women or desperate individuals who went to speed dating, that was a misconception. Truthfully, many of the candidates at the program were attractive, successful to somewhat successful, and their time happened to be so limited that they just had no other way of naturally meeting other people, and so resorted to the quick-fix program of a speedy service where they could quickly and efficiently weed-out people as quickly and efficiently as they ran their own lives. Was it the best method for selecting a partner? Probably not, but Mark did so anyway.

Mark is an IT specialist for a cable company, and as he is always on-call, being interrupted was the routine of his life.  Being unable to get dates because he was ugly was not at all an issue, as he was definitely an attractive looker. He was above-average height at a solid 6 foot, with a tan complexion, and baby blue eyes that wooed women. Unfortunately, when he would be out on a date with a girl he really liked, his pager would likely go off, telling him he needed him to come down quick to fix a problem with his company's servers, or dealing with a load issue on their client software. There were a million different things that could go wrong and he was their 'guy' as it were. This severely limited his time, so speed dating seemed like the next logical step.

While he could have just as easily gone through using some other meet-up app on his phone, he typically saw those as being the literal bottom of the barrel for dating. People meeting up on them seemed to only be out for one thing, and one thing only; sex. While there was plenty Mark loved about sex, he was looking for something meaningful, not just another fling to allow him to sate his needs for the night, only to wind up lonely the next, hoping for someone else to match with him sometime in the future. He was approaching middle age and was beginning to feel the longing of partnership. Someone to stand by him through thick and thin.

Tonight however, seemed to be an 'off' night. A number of the women he had seen tonight had been dull or just not his type. Nothing very "poppy" about any of them, and likely for those women who felt the same about him.

There was one girl though. She was younger than him, significantly younger, who seemed very spritely and jubilant. He almost considered her, if it were not for the age gap between them. He simply admitted that, while he liked her, it just would have been too weird for him. He was going on 34 and the girl looked to be 20 at the oldest, maybe even 19. What would a girl that age even need to be going to speed dating for? She had her whole life ahead of her and was in her prime socializing years, and nor did she have a high maintenance job to keep track of like Mark did.

No, Mark knew better. Even though she showed significant interest in him, he knew there was going to be a problem one way or the other down the road. Letting her off easy, he continued, hopelessly searching, somewhat off-put by the match with her early on in the night, and then having a lack of other women to match up against that had as much joy and smile in them as she did. That is, until Mark came across a woman named Sadie, which he could read from her nametag.

Walking over to sit down at the table for his 15 minutes with her, he was immediately drawn to her over the rest of the crowd. Deep down, part of it was due to the fact that she was black, never having dated a black woman before, but mostly to do with the fact that she had a very warm and inviting feeling about her.

Despite never having dated a black woman before and rarely having ever saw black women do speed dating, he felt it was a welcome change. Not to say that this mere 15 minutes was exactly a 'date', but he already jumped ahead to feeling something special about her. There was an undeniable magnetism about her that he could not shut away.

She was a beautiful woman. Her hair was a mid-size afro, with spanish curls draping down to around her neck. She had a smile a mile long and had a lighter, swarthy, but glowing complexion about her, and a body that would not stop enticing. Petite chest, thin waist, and, from what he could tell as she stood to shake his hand before sitting down, a nice round bottom with some powerful thighs. His lurid gaze caught her attention, and she replied-in-kind with a playfully apprehensive look herself.

"You okay?" She said in a cheeky tone, finishing shaking his hand as they both sat down.

"Yea, yea, I'm fine, it's just..." Mark took a deep breath.

"Hah-hah-hah, it's okay! You can calm down, I won't bite...Well, not yet at least."

Mark raised his eyebrows, intrigued. She was very bold. While he encountered plenty of 'bold' women previously in the speed dating program, he rarely encountered one that had an inviting nature about her. Most of the time they felt a little too pushy or presumptuous for him. She had the perfect mix of presumptive, but cautious, personality.

"So..." Mark began, her smile still bright, fading into a delicate closed-mouth grin as he tried to think of the words. "How are you?" He finished, letting out a brief, smirking, chuckle.

"I'm good, I'm good." She replied softly, nodding. "You know, I can tell you've never dated a woman like me before."

"Oh?" Mark stopped, freezing in place.

"You know, a woman with green eyes?"

"Oh! Hah! Yea, your eyes." Mark began to just notice her eyes, which were a soft jade color.

She knew he was nervous and threw him for a loop with that quaint little joke. She reciprocated in her laughter.

"I'm sorry, let me start over. I'm Mark, I'm an IT specialist, 34, looking for a semi-serious relationship."

"Thank you," Sadie replied, before using her own introductory line, "I'm Sadie," she said, gripping and pulling forward on her nametag for emphasis. "I'm a librarian, 29, looking for a semi-serious relationship, and I enjoy long nights and hate early mornings."

 With the formalities out of the way, the two began to dive into interests and hobbies. As a librarian, Sadie predictably was into reading books, of all kinds. History, biographies, fiction from fantasy to drama, and biology books. She had a wealth of trivia information about the ocean, in particular sharks, which she was fond of and loved reading about. Mark sat and listened, relaxed – at ease even. She had control over the conversation, which was nice. Usually it was Mark doing most of the talking, sometimes the women feeling bored, or caught in the stupor of their attraction towards him, but Sadie led the way conversationally.

Before they knew it their time was up and the bell rang and Mark, flustered from the timer interrupting their conversation, bluntly responded, "I'll try and find you after the event!" Before moving on to the next woman. Usually it was in poor manners to announce plans with a candidate before the event was finished. Meeting up after everything was said and done was the more typical route, but Mark flouted conventions, just this time. He simply felt drawn to her.

It was not long before the event finished, another Friday night at 7 PM. The speed dating event lasted 2 hours, so it opened up into prime-time dinner hours, where couples often chose to meet up afterwards and have some dinner somewhere if they were interested. Mark quickly looked around to try and see if he could find Sadie.

He grabbed his coat and looked around everywhere. While usually he was good with spotting figures in a crowd, though he was beginning to grow nervous from not seeing her. Running out of the building, he saw a woman of a similar stature, with a hooded coat, walking out into the cool fall weather, with a slight wind blowing leaves across where she walked as she entered the parking lot.

Quickly, Mark sprinted over, touching her shoulder. It was revealed to be Sadie, who's jade eyes smiled back at him. "There you are!" He said, relieved, but excited.

"Hey~!" Sadie replied, drawing out her reply in a soothing voice. "Looks like you found me."

It seemed to Mark she was playing 'hard to get', something he was not familiar with as women either usually flatly rejected him or were drawn to him.

"How about dinner?" Mark asked.

Sadie looked him up and down and said in a comforting tone, "Sure, why not. My treat."

Mark raised his eyebrows. She definitely had her own thing going on and always liked to take charge it seemed, but in a kind way that was not condescending or pompous.

Sadie walked alongside Mark, slightly ahead of him, talking to him, leading him as she was taking him to a place of her choosing. They continued going on and on about small topics, such as books and movies and pop culture things happening, things to simply pass the time with in a fun and easy way.

Stopping at her eatery of choice, it was a small corner-stop restaurant. People were free to come and go as they pleased, it seemed, and there were only a few people inside. Walking in, they saw a couple empty booths and took one off to the side.

Easing into the booth, Mark began to rub his hands – getting relaxed – warming them after leaving the crisp cool air outside. "So you like this place, huh?"

"Yea. I take all the men I like here." Sadie replied, giving seductive eyebrows.

Mark suddenly felt a foot in his crotch. 'Damn, she does work fast!' He thought to himself. "Easy there!" He said in a hushed tone, adjusting himself.

"Why?" She said, giving him an unconvinced glare, flinging her hair back and resting her chin on her palm.

Mark looked at her, before shaking his head and simply going, "Nevermind." Looking around the table, he looked confused. "Where's the menus?"

"Oh, this place," Sadie explained, "They don't have menus."

"No menus?" Mark looked back at her with a furrowed brow. He did not understand.

Suddenly, Mark saw Sadie lowering her hands beneath the table. She was doing something. She began fidgeting and shuffling around where she sat for a moment. Before he knew it, he saw red lace panties come up from beneath the table, hanging on her finger.

"We don't eat 'food' here." She said.

Mark looked around. It was then, he noticed something. The few couples he saw in the restuarant were no longer couples, it was just the women now. Some had their heads back, eyes closed, others had their arms outstretched wide across the back of the booth they were sitting on. He then looked down a little bit lower, and beneath each of the tables, he saw legs and feet poking out.

Looking back over to Sadie, Mark was flabbergasted.

"What's the matter, sweety, never 'eaten out' before?" She taunted saucily, swinging her panties around on her finger gently.

Mark began to turn red, not sure whether to engage or to leave. This was bizarre, and the situation unheard of, but it was his choice. He could decide to stay and embrace the direction the night had taken, or leave, and forever question on himself on what he was missing out on.

With a look of restraint, he began to sink underneath the table. He saw Sadie's eager smile begin to grow, until her visage vanished as he disappeared underneath.

The lighting in the restuarant was low, to give a more romantic ambiance, and there was soft, calm music playing in the background. Crawling shortly over to Sadie's legs, her legs were crossed, with her white dress covering them. Mark was not sure whether to part them himself or wait for her to do it. He tapped her knee, to which Sadie replied, "You waiting for an invitation?"

Mark shrugged and figured, 'Alright,' before slowly parting her legs, watching as the slump from her dress rose, revealing a black void from the lack of light. Sadie hiked up her dress as he parted her legs, revealing more of her soft mocha skin, and then her delicate pussy with neat little lips. Mark could also see some of the pink fleshy inside just barely revealing itself as her pussy grew engorged from arousal.

Deciding not just to simply dive in, Mark began kissing the start of her thighs, working upwards closing in on her groin. She liked that, giving a faint expression of enticed surprise from her sigh as he did so.

Sadie leaned back in her booth seat, partly to watch as his head approached her groin, kissing her inner thighs as he made his way up, and partly because she wanted to make her crotch more readily available for him to feast on.

Mark finally made contact with her lower set of lips, kissing them at first, then beginning to lick them. Sadie let out a hushed moan in response. Mark could feel Sadie growing slicker on his tongue as he began to lick deeper and give broader strokes with each swish of his tongue. As he continued, he heard Sadie, who leaned further into his face.

Wrapping an arm around her thigh, and snaking a hand up under her dress to squeeze one of her full butt cheeks, Mark pulled her in. Sadie responded in kind by wrapping her fingers around his scalp, rubbing his head.

Mark was firmly locked in an oral embrace, and could feel her hard clit against his tongue as he grinded relentlessly against it. Her cool and seductive voice began to tremble and her face began to strain and grow rougher from the intense pleasure. Mark was a natural pussy-pleaser.

Sadie pressed herself back, hard into the booth seat, wrapping one leg around Mark's back and neck, constricting him lightly. She was getting ready to cum. Every muscle in her leg and lower stomach began to tense, gradually growing in stress and power as she coiled her lower half around his caucasian face that sweetly suckled on her mocha chocolate pussy.

Mark knew what was coming and persisted, putting even more pressure on her labia and clitoris, grinding his tongue from side-to-side while shimmying it up and down. The pleasure was beyond containable and Sadie let out an accidental yelp as she gripped her surroundings and felt wave after wave of orgasmic ecstasy overwhelm her body, getting goosebumps even.

Her body then began to relax and Mark's tongue calmed. He knew he had given her more than she ever could have hoped for. Her expression said it all as she sat there, spent, with a soaked bottom portion of her dress beneath her.

Wiping his mouth and chin, coming up back from underneath the booth, Mark smiled at her. This was by far the strangest first-date he had ever been on, and her daring to throw away the concept of modesty was jarring, but he still felt drawn to her. He knew he would have a spicy relationship with her to look forward to.

"Dang." Sadie said, looking at the wet spot, then looking back up at Mark. She gave him a sly glance, "Who knew you could eat pussy that good? I just may have to keep you, yet."

"Keep me?" Mark said, questioningly. "Who said I wanted to leave?"

Sadie smiled, then gave a reassuring grin, before lazily pointing a finger over to the other tables. "You ready for desert?"

"Huh?" Mark asked. He looked back over at the women, who were now bent over backwards over their tables, hind-quarters revealed, with the men openly, brazenly, gorging on their succulent sphincters.

As Mark turned back around, he saw Sadie was already just bending over, ass shooting forward over the table, just starting to pull back her dress to reveal her bouncy cheeks.

Mark figured he had already gone this far. To back out now would be foolish, and a waste. Placing a hand on each cheek, greedily stretching his hands over each one, he pryed her apart, revealing her puckering little butt hole. He stuck out his tongue and lurched in, making contact with her anus.

"Oooh, that's perfect!" She expounded as he licked her full, round, bottom. His hands massaged her cheeks, grabbing and rubbing soothingly. The only other time he had eaten out a woman was back when he was 25, and he had known her for close to 2 years. She had excellent hygiene and diet, and now he realized; here he was, eating out this complete strangers ass not just in the privacy of his own bedroom, or her bedroom, but essentially in public, in the company of others who were doing the same. It was like something out of a wet dream, the kind of dream where one wakes up just seconds before making contact with that winking little wrinkle, then lay back in bed trying to recapture the moment, only it never comes. But this was no dream, and he was in the midst of making out with her rear end, and she was liking it.

As Mark finished and Sadie dropped her dress back down, they went to the front counter, Sadie, asking how much it cost them.

"For you, lady, just $100 for the evening. I enjoyed the show quite a bit." The man at the register said.

Sadie gave a light laugh, while Mark was quiet and felt bashful over the ordeal.

After handing the man the money, she hooked an arm around Mark's and walked back out into the streets. "Where to now, Romeo?"

"Uh..." Mark's mind was frantically searching for an answer, but could not place the specific thought to draw words with which to say. He was lost in an abyss of emotion and turmoil that had suddenly cropped up. Things felt all topsy-turvy.

"How about...my place." She said, looking at him comfortably.

"Sure." He replied. It was all he could think to say as he hunched over, following as she led him around by the arm.

She was only a few short blocks away from the restuarant and lived on the second floor of an older building. Quite nice for a librarian.

Through the entrance, up the elevator, and at her door; the travel was a blur to Mark. He was still processing the evening's events. As he stepped into her quaint apartment, he took a seat on a kitchenette chair.

"I've got some fresh-" Before Sadie could finish, Mark sat up quickly.

"I think I gotta go." Before heading to the door.

"Hey, wait-" Sadie replied, but he was already out in the main hall of her apartment.

Catching up to him, she grabbed his coat sleeve. Mark turned around, his stare seeming to go right through her. Sighing, Sadie began to explain, "I'm...I have a bit of a kink problem." She began. "Being couped up in that library 5 days a week for 7 hours a day, it gets to me. Those sexual outlets...Like that tucked away little sex-den I took you to, it's kind of my way of...letting loose. You know? Trust me, just, stay for the night. Stay with me for a little while. Things will be more normal. Trust me."

Mark did not know whether to believe her but his gut told him he should, after all, he was not a stranger to weird sexual inhibitions being set aside, having had sex with one of his ex's on a balcony in time square before, and having masturbated Kelsey in the middle of a train one time.

He looked around briefly before looking back into Sadie's eyes. "Don't worry. I'll be back tomorrow." Mark finished, giving her a wink.

Sadie gave a loving stare and slouched herself against the side of her door frame as he walked off. She slowly sauntered back into her apartment, her head trailing after her feet as she continued watching as he made his way to the stairs, walking past the elevator. Sadie bit her lip in anticipation, before shutting the door for the night.
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