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 Excerpt

"UH!" I grunted, his cock spreading me wider
and wider. My pussy readily took what my mouth could not. In and
out, he went, pushing further into me with each steady thrust. My
head rested on his shoulder. I could see my defeated boyfriend
watching from the floor.

 


A second later, my eyes screwed up in my
head and I'm pretty certain that my jaw dropped, too. A long, low
moan escaped my lips as my next orgasm washed over me. My illicit
black lover pumped me full and hard as I came. I lunged forward,
sinking my teeth through his shirt, and into his massive shoulder.
I don't remember much, other than there wasn't much give.

 


The elevator rocked and creaked. I didn't
have the capacity to think such things, but I'll bet Noah was
concerned that it could send us plummeting. My juices gushed
freely, coating the Stranger's cock and making it slide much
easier. In and out, working ever deeper until my ass slapped
against his balls. I smiled, weakly, realizing that I'd impossibly
taken him all. The next moment, I came again.

 


I held on with what little strength I had.
His thrusting cock brought me to heights of ecstasy that I never
could have imagined and still have trouble putting into words. I
was lost in him. We were as one. We writhed together against the
car wall. I kissed him feverishly, driving my tongue into his mouth
to wrestle with his. I sucked on his thick, manly lips.

 


He made me cum again before he told me that
he was about to, too. "Yesss!" I hissed, wrapping my legs tightly
around his trunk. "CUM IN ME, BABY!" I cried. "PUT A BLACK BABY IN
ME!!!"
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Chapter 1

 



Is it still cheating if your boyfriend
watches?

 


I want to state, for the record, that it was
never my intention to stray. To cheat. I've always been the good
girl. Sure, maybe I don't go to church very often, but I love my
family, try to help others, and, at some point, decided to wait
until marriage before having sex, just the same.

 


Along the way, I met a few guys who
straight-up told me that they weren't willing to do that. I have to
say, I admire them. At least they were honest with themselves and
me. Oh, there were so many who said that they could wait. Most of
them only lasted a couple or three dates before starting the
pressure.

 


Of course, the answer from me was always no.
Most backed off. They were the ones who lasted another few dates
before either breaking up with me or me breaking up with them. The
ones who kept it up, though, got dumped immediately. In the end, it
wound up the same way... With me being alone. I'd rather be single
than give in to my basest desires.

 


Of course, what kind of book would this be
if I didn't, eventually...?

 


Finally, I met Noah. He had so much going
for him. Kind, gentle, and smart. Sure, he wasn't as tall as I
thought I wanted, but he was taller than me and I could wear most
of my heels when I was out with him, so that was good. At
twenty-one, he was two years older than me and going for his
degree. His father had a successful business that he was being
groomed to take over, so money wasn't going to be a problem. And he
was handsome, too.

 


By the time I'd met him, I was tired of the
whole contest between the male sex and my virginity. I told him
when he asked me out that I wasn't going to sleep with him before
marriage. "Or anything else," I added. "No hand, mouth, or butt
stuff, either. No rubbing of your parts on any of my parts, even
through clothes." I've found that you can never be too specific. To
my surprise, he laughed.

 


"I'd heard," he said. "That's one of the
reasons why I wanted to meet you. It's refreshing to meet someone
who feels the same way I do about it."

 


I have to say, I was shocked to find a male
virgin. I was beginning to think they were unicorns – the stuff of
legends. Still, in the back of my mind, I wondered if it was just a
ploy to get me to lower my guard.

 


We hit it off, almost immediately. Like I
said, he had a lot going for him. Still, I was wary. Guys might not
understand this but I'm sure every woman does. It doesn't matter
how sweet they are, or genuinely interested they are in you, at
first – At some point, that other shoe is going to drop. The
conversation will suddenly turn sexual or, worse, they'll send you
that certain picture that you absolutely didn't ask for and –
almost always – wish you hadn't seen.

 


Not Noah, though. Not on the sixth date and
not even after six months. It was refreshing, I have to say. And
also a bit disappointing. I guess I'd grown so accustomed to
fending off advances that I sort of missed it.

 


The two of us attended a certain small
university, halfway between the small town that I grew up in and
the big city. Noah actually came from an even smaller town, about
an hour further away than mine. Although he had an apartment and I
lived in the dorms, he never once suggested that I move in with
him, despite the fact that we were beginning to talk about
marriage. Honestly, the thought of having found "the One" had me
heated between the thighs. I'd created quite the conundrum for
myself, though. I wanted him, but if he hit on me, I'd have to dump
him.

 


Now, before you start thinking that this guy
is too good to be true, he did have one demerit against him.
Growing up in a small town and very close to his father – who was
nearly forty years older than him – he had a streak of racism in
him. It wasn't overt. I never heard him, even once, say a bad thing
about anyone, but it was obvious from the first time we went into
the city on a date.
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