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 Just a Tease...

 


I had been married to the
love of my life, Mike, for nearly a year now. We were trying to
have a child. That's when my ex, a tall, muscular black man by the
name of Jamal, showed up at my door, out of the blue. It had been
over three years. The next day, after a series of circumstances, I
found myself at his place. On my knees, about to get
fucked.

 


For three years I had
taken nothing but Mike's 6-inch, white dick. Jamal's monster was 10
and stupid thick. He had it pressed against my engorged, hungry
womanhood.

 


I moaned loudly, verging on screaming,
as he plunged his entire length deep inside of me. Far into parts
that hadn't seen a cock since I had left him. My pussy, as horny
and wet and as open to invasion as it was, struggled with its
overwhelming size. "NNNGGGHHHAAA!!!" He froze, as his balls slapped
against me.

 


"Oh, sorry babe," he said. "I was just
a little excited and forgot." Part of me wanted to wait and let my
pussy adjust, but a bigger part wanted him to fuck me hard. Fuck me
NOW! I pushed back against him and tried to squeeze his cock with
my pussy.

 


"Fuck me, you son of a bitch! This is
what you wanted," I said. "Fuck me hard!"

 


He didn't have to be asked twice. He
pulled back, then slammed into me over and over. He jack-hammered
my snatch from the beginning. If my husband had done that, he
would've come in under a minute. Not so, Jamal. Me? I came almost
immediately. The first time, anyway.

 


It struck me like a thunderbolt. All
that sexual energy that had been building up throughout my body and
in my pussy sucked down into one tiny spot inside of me. BAM! BAM!
BAM! His cock hammered into me and that pleasure was released in a
huge explosion, sending wave after wave of euphoria through my
entire body. I started to sag with my orgasmic convulsions, but he
held me in place with those thick rough hands of his. They were so
big. So strong...

 


SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! His flesh smacked
against mine. The noise was so loud, but my moans were louder,
drowning them out. I'm sure the neighbors could hear us if they
were home. I knew they were used to it, though.

 


"Fuck me, Jamal," I moaned.

 


After my second orgasm, he laid me out
on the sofa, face down. I let one leg dangle off of it as he
climbed between my thighs. He teased my aching lips and throbbing
bud with the crown of his cock for just a second before ramming
into me. He lay on top of me, pinning me to the cushions as he
pounded me deep. It was my favorite position. I think it was his,
too. I loved feeling his rock hard body against my soft flesh,
encompassing me.

 


He grabbed my wrists and held them
tightly. I felt as if I were in bondage, as real as if I had actual
restraints on. Our left hands were right in front of my eyes. I
remembered how much of a turn on it was seeing the contrast in our
flesh tones. Somehow, it was more exciting that there was another
man's ring on my finger, now. I humped back in lust.

 


I was getting close. I
could feel the pressure building up, once again. This time, greater
than the ones before. I could hear him grunting, too. I knew he was
close. Maybe together, I thought.

 


He was still plunging fast
and deep. The fastest and deepest yet. I was stretched wide and the
veins of his cock pleasured both my clit and G-spot. I was moaning
loudly. He was making a sound that is best described as a series of
barks. G-Dawg! I
remembered my pet name for him, from all those years
before.

 


I was on the verge. Just moments away.
So was he. "Are you still on the pill?" he asked.

 


The pill!
It all flash through my mind in the blink of an
eye. I had gone off birth control just before my wedding day. We
wanted kids, right away. But it had been a year. We had had sex
plenty of times, yet no baby. At that moment, though, I wanted
Jamal's seed inside of me. I hesitated, pushing back against his
invading cock. He slammed in deep and held tight. I felt his cock
expand. It was too late, now.

 


"No…" I said, weakly...
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CONNIE

 


He just showed up out of the blue. I
hadn't seen him in, what, three years? Not since we'd broken up and
I met – and eventually married – Mike, the love of my life. Michael
is a good and stable man. Gentle. Everything that Jamal is
not.

 


I was completely shocked when my Ex
showed up at our door. How had he even gotten our address? We
bought this house after we got back from our honeymoon ten months
earlier. We had been trying to get pregnant ever since then. Mike
was away at work when the doorbell rang. I took a peek out the
peephole and there he was. Stunned, I opened the door.

 


"Hey!" I'd forgotten how good-looking
he was. My husband was about 5'10" tall. He was… Oh, I don't know.
Regular? Average? He wasn't fat but he didn't work out. A
nice-looking guy, sure enough. Introspective. Maybe even a bit
introverted. I think that's what attracted me to him after those
three wild years with the Jamal.

 


Jamal, on the other hand,
was about 6 foot four and cut as hell. He didn't go to the gym,
either, but he played pickup basketball games and pickup football
games and was just crazy about anything to do with the outdoors or
being physical, in general. All I could think was…
Damn! He looked every
bit as fine as he always had.

 


And, as totally devoted as I am to
Mike, I have to say I got wet. Very, very wet, at the mere sight of
him.
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