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Excerpt

 


"OH!" I gasped, sharply. It was the point of
no return. The pressure was overwhelming, robbing me of my breath.
Biting my lip, grinding on his cock – I needed to cum. And then,
suddenly, I was. The intensity inside of me erupted, cascading
waves of bliss through my heated body. "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck..."
I growled, loud enough to hear it reverberate off the walls. DeQuan
shoved another inch in, quite quickly this time, but it only
increased the level of pleasure I was feeling, as did the slow,
gentle fucking he started in on.

 


I clenched the sofa cushions, lifting my ass
off of them so I could grind my pussy harder on his softly-plunging
cock. Deeper and deeper he went, impaling me on more of that dark
hardness. By the time my orgasm waned, he had more than half of it
in me, the slick sounds of my drenched pussy as he fucked me making
me smile.

 


"Damn, baby," he said. He
breathed in deep through his nose. "That smells as good as it
tastes." I was about to say something back when he quickly forced
another two inches into me. I doubled over – Oh, God! That feels so GOOD!!! It
took me a moment to catch my breath.

 


"Fucker," I growled. He only smiled, then
laughed. I rolled my head back, gasping at the ceiling, my mind
slowly hazing over. This was too good and I had never felt this
way. "Oh, shit," I said, barely able to get the words out as I
looked back to him. "Fuck me, baby. Please, fuck me...!"
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Chapter 1

 


 "You're my wife," he said. "You're not supposed to be turning
down sex."

 


I wasn't in the mood. "Well, maybe you
should try getting me in the mood, first." Yeah, that's what I
should have said. He used to. I used to know when sex was coming.
Hell, half the time I wanted it and would initiate. But that was
all back in the early years. Back when foreplay started long before
getting into bed. Now, most times, it didn't even start there. It
had become the routine – he would just be on me, again, then would
get pissed off because I wasn't in the mood. Yeah, I should have
said that but the only thing I wasn't in the mood for more than sex
was arguing.

 


But maybe I should have. Maybe things would
have turned out differently. But I said nothing and soon his pouty
ass went to sleep. But the last thing he said, just as he drifted
off, stuck with me. That was the game changer. He said, "You should
always say yes."

 


I didn't sleep very well that night. At
first I was pissed but eventually, I was able to go to sleep,
myself. My last thought, oddly enough, was, "Maybe I should..."

 


Oh, not just about him, necessarily. I think
I had been in a rut the last few years, nothing was as fun or as
exciting as it used to be. Yes is a positive and positivity is the
only thing that can defeat negativity.

 


When I awoke, I was
surprised to find my husband gone. No
kiss, I thought. Nothing. And then I realized I was
starting off on the wrong foot and remembered the whole "say yes"
thing. With a smile on my face, I showered and dressed. A quick bit
of makeup – for me, anyway – and I was out the door.

 


"Good morning, Maggie," he said as he held
the door open for me. It was my usual trip to my favorite coffee
shop before I began running errands. I only work 3 days a week, so
I have that going for me. The greeting, as always, made me cringe
but I nodded politely anyway and went inside.

 


His name was DeQuan. Tall, muscular, and
handsome. Oh, and black. Under other circumstances, I probably
could have been friends with him. Hell, before I met my future
husband, I probably would have dated him. But he knew I was
married, I made that quite clear, yet he still persisted and that
annoyed the hell out of me.

 


Again, there he was,
somehow magically arriving at the coffee shop at the same time as
me. Like he had done those two days a week, for about a year now.
Ever since he had learned my name. That's the trouble with places
like this, calling out your name to let you know your drink is
ready. I should have used a made-up
name.

 


He stood behind me,
talking to me, like he always does. I gave up long ago trying to
get him to stop. If he would just talk to me like a friend, I would
talk to him. But he doesn't. He's always
hitting on me! And this day was no
different. "I'm telling you, Maggie," he said. I didn't turn to
look at him. That stopped on day 2. "My place is just up the
street. I've got drinks... A nice place." He was never loud, not
when we were standing in line. Maybe after, when we were walking
out of the place and I was about to get into my car but not inside
the store. "I'd make you feel so good." And there it was, the line
that he said every day.

 


And just like every other day, I started to
lift my hand. It was my one recognition of him even talking to me.
After that line, I would raise my hand so that he could see it and
play with my wedding ring. Only this time, I stopped. Midway to the
fully raised position, my husband's last words came back to me.
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