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Excerpt

 


I stroked him, playing
with his massive chest through his shirt with my free hand. The
cock grew, rapidly, and I knelt before him. My mind reeled even as
my pussy gushed. His scent – a heady mixture of pheromones, sweat,
and funk – filled my nostrils, driving my desire. He gasped as I
licked the head, swirling my tongue around it and wondering if I
would be able to fit it in my mouth. I love my husband but I don't
like sucking his dick. Now I wanted to take this big black cock
straight down my throat and suck on it all day. It probably won't fit, I
thought. You always want what you can't
have.

 


The dark crown was too
enticing, though, I sucked it in. I felt his hardness pulse in my
hand and his saltly, creamy precum oozed onto my tongue – a fairly
big glob of it. I let it wash around in my mouth, joining my own
spit before I poured it back over his chocolate fuckstick. I worked
it up and down the thick, veiny shaft, lubing it with my
hand.

 


I took him back into my
mouth, stretching my jaw to the edge of pain, then over it. I
grunted with exertion but it was worth it, as I got a couple of
inches in. Teddy smiled as I looked up into his eyes. A mouthful of
big black dick was the only thing that prevented me from smiling
back. He touched the back of my head, then ran his fingers through
my hair. He didn't shove me down on his cock further like I thought
he might, but he did start gyrating his hips and the motion helped
me take just a bit more.

 


MMMFFFF... I snorted. It
was a yummy sound that came through my nose. I shifted on my knees,
I could feel my juices starting to run down my thighs.

 


I took his cock out of my
mouth, holding up close to his stomach and running my tongue up and
down the underside of the shaft. I worshiped his balls, then sucked
the head back in, treating myself to the next helping of saltiness
there. I swallowed one more before he pulled me to my feet and
turned me toward the stools, bending me at the waist. I quivered as
he did. Not asking had a surprising, positive effect on
me...

 


Teddy slipped his large,
rough hands up under my skirt, finding the elastic band of my
thoroughly soaked panties and eased them down my hips. I gasped at
the very idea of someone other than my husband stripping me. I
stepped out of them, leaving them where they lay. I moaned as he
rubbed the thick head up and down my engorged, dripping lips,
biting my tongue and resisting the urge to impale myself on
him.

 


He slid his hard thickness
against my clit. I panted, trembling as pleasure spread from there,
through my body, up and down. I tingled all over, my flesh covered
with goosebumps. "You want this dick, don't you white girl?" Had he
forgotten my name? I moaned, finding that prospect even hotter. I
gasped that I did.

 


"You want me to fuck you?
Don't you?" he asked. "You want this big black dick in you, fucking
you like you've never been fucked before, don't you?"

 


"Yes," I said.

 


"Beg me," came his
reply.

 


"Oh, please," I pleaded,
playing with my aching breasts through my own clothes. "Fuck me
with your big black cock! Please, please fuck me!" I trembled on
the verge of an orgasm. "PLEASE, FUCK ME!!!"
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 I think
if my husband didn't have to go away on
business one week out of every month, this never would have
happened. He's a good man. Loving, attentive, supportive. The sex
has always ranged from okay to wow! But there's that week... Worse,
he has to leave on Sunday, late afternoon and doesn't get back
until the following Saturday, just after noon. It's a rough week
for me. I've never liked being alone, not really. I've always been
faithful, always.

 


That is, until
now.

 


Wine is my friend when
he's gone. It helps to slow my mind down so I don't think so much.
Jerry – that's my husband – unfortunately, aggravated his back a
few days before he went out of town a couple of months back. It's
not a big deal, usually, as it only happens once in a great while
and it had never happened that close to his trip before. We always
have great sex the two nights before, always. It's like, you know,
he's going on a plane, we don't know if we'll see each other
again... that type of thing, I think. I especially look forward to
it because he really steps up his game. And when that didn't happen
this time, it left me in a state of horniness like I've never
experienced.

 


And no, I did not cheat.
Not then.

 


When it became obvious
that we weren't going to be able to go full-on loving, I did blow
him while he fingered me. His back was so bad this time, I thought
he shouldn't go. "You know I can't do that," he said. "I'll muddle
through it, somehow." Yeah, layoffs and shit. He was right. So, we
did what we did and it was nice and he didn't have to risk making
his back worse. So, I found myself sipping wine half the night, the
night he left, and watching TV. Just me and Merlot, watching TV.
Night after night. Oh, and masturbating. Yeah, I do that a lot when
he's away.
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