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Excerpt

 


I shuddered at the feel of his rough hands
on my soft, creamy ass. In my mind, I pictured those
chocolate-colored hands against my alabaster skin, creaming at the
imagery. One hand went to my hip, the other must have grabbed his
cock. A moment later, I creamed and moaned as I felt the large, hot
head slide up and down my engorged and dripping lips. I knew my
nectar was gushing all over it, getting it every bit as slick and
ready for me as I was for it. He paused for just a moment, directly
over my void, then pushed!

 


"MMMmmmmMMmm..." I pushed my mouth against
my lower arm, stifling the loud moan that escaped my lips. I wanted
him – nay, needed him – but as ready as my pussy was, it wasn't
quite enough for the likes of him. His cock was far thicker than my
husband's by a long shot. Far thicker than what I had seen dangling
in his sweats. My dripping, aching cunt struggled to keep up with
his slow, methodical penetration. Out of nowhere, another orgasm
welled up and overtook me, spreading heat and pleasure throughout
my body. The new cream served to lubricate, my relaxed state helped
me to open up.

 


The fullness of giving birth mixed with the
pleasure of the kind of lay I hadn't had in decades, brought me to
new heights of pleasure. My son's bully fucked me good and hard on
the family sofa, while my own grown children slept in their
bedrooms, just feet away. I snorted through my nose, not daring to
uncover my mouth. The steady stream of moans, groans, gasps, and
screams would easily call attention.

 


I came again and again, my juices
overflowing my pussy, pouring out of me and running down my thighs.
I squirmed and twisted, trying to get more of that massive,
pummeling black cock into me. He was in depths unseen by dick
before, his thick veins tugging and teasing my clit. I had my first
G-spot orgasm from something other than a sex toy with him, and
then several more. He fucked me over half an hour, fucked me until
it hurt. He beat my pussy with that thick dick of his and all I
could do was hump and grind back for more. An immense orgasm welled
up inside of me, a combination of clit and G. "I'm gonna cum," he
grunted, holding my hips tighter and pounding me faster and
harder.

 


"Good," I barked, taking my mouth off my arm
for the first time.

 


"I ain't got no condom on," he panted.
"You want me to pull out...?"
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Chapter 1

 


 For the longest time, my son, Les, was a pretty popular kid.
Happy. Then, in his sophomore year in high school, he got a bully.
See, Les is what they call a late-bloomer. He was shorter than most
of the other boys. Well, all of them, actually. Most of the girls,
too. And there was a new kid at the school, Drew, who started
picking on him. At first, I guess, it was minor stuff, but by the
next year, it grew to the point that it was troubling him and his
grades started falling. It took most of the school year to get him
to out with what the problem was... Kids, you know?

 


Of course, I was incensed. Les wouldn't tell
me who it was or anything about him so I took it upon myself to ask
around. That's when I found out his name was Drew and eventually,
where he lived. The school wouldn't give me the family's phone
number but someone finally let me know where I could find the
family home. I knew my boy would hate it if I made a scene but
there was no way I could let it go. One morning, after I dropped
Les off at school, I made my way over there to talk to the boy's
mother. I was sure that if she knew what her son was up to, she
would put a stop to it. Moms are usually good like that.

 


It was a nice house in a decent
neighborhood. I was a little surprised, I guess I had expected
something a bit more rundown. I guess I was trying to figure out
why this boy would be so mean to my son and poverty was my go-to.
It didn't matter, though, in my mind. I was there on a mission. I
strode up to the front door and rang the bell. There was a long
moment of silence, then I was rewarded with the sound of
approaching footsteps from inside.

 


When the door opened, I was
startled. There was a tall, handsome man there, all dressed up for
work. Sure, his clothes were a bit rumpled, like he had been in
them all day, and he had 5 o'clock shadow, but other than that, he
looked good. That wasn't what startled me. The man was black. I
hadn't expected that. I was a bit surprised that no one had warned
me, no one even mentioned it. Now, suddenly, this was going to
become a racial issue. Watch what you
say, I told myself.

 


The man looked me up and
down in the moment before he said anything. I wrote it off as
something everyone does, even though I thought his eyes lingered a
little longer than they should have on my breasts.
Stop that, I told myself.
He hadn't really done that, I was just projecting because he was
black. He smiled. It was warm and friendly. A nice smile. "Good
morning," he said. His voice was deep and exuded confidence, I
liked it, even if it made me shudder, just a bit. Direct, and to
the point, yet friendly. "How can I help you?"
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