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ALL characters are over 18 years of age.
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Excerpt

That of course was when the door bell rang- suddenly, my fantasy world was interrupted!

“Now he shows up,” I said, and then I realized how I must look.

While I had not even started to play with myself, not really anyway, I was excited. When I get excited, I tend to sweat a little, and as I put the phone down on the coffee table in front of me, I realized that my nightgown was already clinging to my flesh. 

You think they would design a night gown that doesn’t do this, right?

The door bell rang a second time, and I wanted to yell at the guy just to leave it on the step. 

If I do that, I will wake Blake up- and then he will eat my hot dog, and I definitely won’t be able to get off!

I had to cover myself at least halfway- seeing one of my sweaters that had been left over the love-seat, I jumped up from the couch, and I did my best to put it on before he rang the bell a third time. Even if I didn’t yell, if he kept ringing the bell, than Blake was going to be woken up!

“Okay,” I said, as I made it to the door and opened it just as he was about to ring it a third time.

Standing on my door step was a Black man. 

He was about twenty five to thirty, if I had to guess- younger than Blake, but a little bit older than college age- and my frustration at my husband nearly being woken up was put on pause as my eyes looked him over.

Even though it was just starting to finally get into the sixties here in Minnesota- we did have snow just three weeks ago- the delivery man was dressed in a t-shirt and shorts. 

He was not as bulky as the foot long man on the Internet was, nothing near that, though his smooth arms were still well-shaped. However, as I looked down and at the blue and white shorts that he was wearing, I could not help but notice the bulge that was underneath them. While he was not hard, his shaft was still large enough that it was clearly outlined underneath the fabric, his cock hanging to the left…

“Here you go,” the stranger said.

“Huh?” I said, temporarily distracted.

“Your food,” the Black man repeated.

“Oh,” I said, lifting my gaze to look at him.

I knew I was blushing- whether or not he knew that I had been staring at his cock or not, I could not tell, as his face seemed almost blank…

“Your food, ma’am,” the young man said again, handing forward a brown paper bag, “Sorry it took so long, but they are always really slow at that restaurant…”

You are supposed to take the food now, Jennifer.

“Oh, okay,” I said, responding in a tone that matched his stare, as I grabbed hold of the bag.

I suddenly realized that he must be able to see the crest of my breasts. I had bought this sweater before I had my implants done, and while I still sometimes wore it around the house, it never did close past my midsection in the front.

Yet his expression did not change- he seemed to not look at me, but past me almost. He was either being polite, or he truly did not notice that I had looked at his cock, or that the nightgown I wore underneath was tight against my body…

Is it because I am older, or is it because he sees people all day long?

The man turned around without another word, and as he turned his back, I saw that the muscles of his butt were almost as tight as the muscle that he had in the front of his shorts. This man definitely had some definition to his ass, which meant that he not only had a big cock, but he also had the power to push it…

“You want a tip?” I said, the words coming out of my mouth quicker than I could think them.

“Huh?” the Black man said, stopping in his tracks.

He turned around, and looked back at me- this time, his stare was not the cool stare of a disinterested professional, but a genuine appraisal of the situation.

“A tip,” I repeated, looking him up and down, “If you want a tip, wait just a minute… I’ll be right back.”

“Ok,” he said, though his tone told me he wasn’t sure if he wanted to wait or not.

As busy as he has been, he probably already has another delivery or five lined up right behind yours.

“It’s really cold out,” I said, “Why don’t you come inside for a moment?”

“I, um, I’m-” the Black man started to say. 

I was not thinking at the moment- if I would have stopped and thought about it, I would have never done what I did.

But I didn’t think- instead, I stepped forward onto the porch, and without another word, I knelt down in front of him. 


Blacked By The Deliveryman!

 

I. 

 

“That’s right,” Blake said from the next room, “That’s right- take it, bitch!”

What the fuck is he talking about?

Opening my eyes, I saw that it was five in the morning.

Now, normally, I do get up at about this time. 

It takes about an hour to get myself ready, and then another hour to make the drive into the school in Phillips where I teach if traffic is not bad. While the Twin Cities are not as bad as other major cities- especially Chicago, where I am from originally- it does make more sense to leave early, then to leave a little bit later and end up spending even more time stuck in gridlock. Normally I would not be angry to be woken up by the sound of Blake yelling. Unlike me, he has always been a loud and excitable person- and this is one of the things that drew me to him to begin with.
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