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Excerpt

 


He plowed into me, fucking me through
another orgasm and then another. Each time I came down, he was
deeper than before, fucking me even faster. It brought the next
wave of ecstasy upon me quicker, too.

 


I pawed at his chest, tweaking his
nipples and creaming at his response. I ran my hands on his
powerful biceps and down his hard, muscular back. He lay full upon
me, his flesh to mine. It felt amazing. My hands found his taut ass
and I gave it a squeeze, though his flesh had so little
give.

 


His rhythm had been so good, even
through the little hip motions and whatnot, as his balls slapped
against me. But now it was slipping, here and there, and he was
grunting with the effort. "I'm gonna cum," he growled,
breathlessly, in my ear. For my response, I wrapped my legs tighter
around his waist. He wasn't going anywhere and neither was
I!

 


As he raised himself up on his arms, I
arched my back, throwing my head back even more. I stared at the
upside-down headboard behind me, gasping for breath. I tightened my
legs, hearing him grunt as he redoubled his efforts. My hands tore
at the sheets, my toes curled. And then he rammed into me and the
dams burst, both his and mine...


Blacked by the Best
Man!

 


 Anita Blackmann

 



Chapter 1

 



The one thing I was always absolute about was
that I would be a virgin on my wedding night and any man I dated
and eventually considered for marriage would have to respect
that. How was I to know that when I
finally made it and gave it away, it wouldn't be to my new husband,
but to his best man, Davion and his frat brother, Jauron? But I'm
getting ahead of myself.

 


Ned was the guy. Maybe not exactly
what I had dreamed of as a girl, growing up, but he was thoughtful
and stable and didn't press me for sex, endlessly. Actually, come
to think of it, he never pressured me at all. I told him the ground
rules on our first date and he accepted. And whereas a lot of other
guys had, too, he was literally the only one to go along with it
for the long haul. Heck, most guys failed to abide on the first
date, getting all handsy, thinking I was joking about it. Not a one
of them before him even made it past the third date. More than a
few tried to take it, anyway. It was only by sheer chance and a
smoldering beast deep inside of me that they didn't. I don't like
to be cornered.

 


But Ned was different. Even when he
asked me out, he told me he wouldn't try anything. Of course, I
thought that was just because we were outside our church and his
mother was nearby, but it turned out he was sincere. Heck, he
didn't even try to hold my hand until the fifth date and even then,
he asked first. Such a gentleman!

 


He took me to nice places and held the
doors open for me, always treating me like a queen. He had a good
job and worked hard at it, never complaining about his day. After
many months, he took me to Hawaii, of all places. I thought for
sure this was finally going to be the time he tried something. "Oh,
sorry honey, they messed up the reservation and they only have the
one room left. Oh, and it's only got one bed. I even asked for a
rollaway, but they're out. Darn! Just our luck, huh?" Or something
like that. But, no. However, during a late night walk on the beach,
beneath a full moon, with the lilting tones of a band playing at a
luau in the distance, he did get down on one knee and ask me to
marry him. Of course, I said yes.

 


Six months seemed like a good long
time to plan for a wedding. Let me tell you, though, it's not. No,
not really. But I had my mom and my best friend, and maid of honor,
Ginny, to help. Ned was always there for emotional support, as well
as writing the checks. As the day drew near, he was excited to see
his best man, Dave. "He's flying in, tomorrow," he told me. "And
brother, Joe, too." I hadn't met either of the guys nor even seen a
picture. When I asked about them, Ned would just smile. "We were in
a fraternity together in college," he said. "It's kind of hard to
explain."

 


I tried to take him at his word and
not think that that was a slight against the fact that I hadn't
gone to a big university like he had. JC was good enough for me,
plus it kept me closer to home and safe. I had heard about the wild
things that happened in the dorms and at the frat houses but Ned
assured me, many times, that while he knew of such goings-on, he
himself had never participated. He was a virgin, just like me, and
wanted to save himself for that special day, too.

 


He assured me with a gentle kiss on my
forehead that I had nothing to worry about. "I've already told them
that I don't want any funny business at my bachelor party. We're
just going out and having a couple of drinks, maybe shoot some pool
or something, and talk about old times. No strippers, no girls...
None of that."

 


I had a really nice bridal
shower, too. Ginny, really went all out. I was a little
embarrassed, though, when she gave me a novelty gift. It was a
beautifully wrapped, though quite heavy, package. When I tore the
paper off, it revealed a plain brown box. Curious, I opened it and
reached down into all the wrapping tissue, only to find something
cylindrical and sort of cold and rubbery to the touch. Dying to
know what it was, I lifted it up high. "Oh, my goodness," cried my
mother. I turned 50 shades of beet red almost instantly. It was a
big, black man's thing! It must have been a good ten inches long
and it was so very thick. Of all things!
Surely, something like that could never fit, was my first thought. Ginny laughed and laughed and the
others kind of joined in, too. Embarrassed, I quickly stuffed it
back into the box and set it aside.

OEBPS/cover.jpg





