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Excerpt

 


He took me like a man! I felt a strong arm
wrapped around my waist, pulling me to him – pressing my flesh
against his. His lips were on mine and his tongue probed
immediately. I opened my mouth to let him inside. My hands played
with his finely sculpted chest and his free hand slipped underneath
my top, pulling it up, and squeezing my tit. I moaned and creamed
my Daisy Dukes.

 


My top was the first thing to go, pulled
over my head and drop to the ground. As we pressed our bodies
together again, I felt his hand over my shorts, grabbing my pussy
and stroking it firmly. I shuddered as I came, being molested by
this ebony giant, just off that moonlit beach. He held me up,
otherwise, I would've collapsed to the dirt.

 


Collecting my wits, I grabbed at his
midsection. His abs were lean and hard. I reached down further,
seeking his lump. I was not disappointed. Even through his jeans, I
could feel he was big and thick and, best of all, he was hard as a
rock. I yanked at his fly and slid my hand inside.

 


He wasn't wearing underwear. I grabbed his
hard, fleshy rod, firmly stroking it. Feeling the heat in the thick
veins that I knew would soon be giving me so much pleasure. He let
go of me long enough to kick out of his pants. A second later, my
Daisy Dukes were on the ground as well.

 


I can't tell you how absolutely naughty I
felt, standing there in the great outdoors, in this strange land
with a man whose name I didn't even know, naked as the day I was
born. It may have been late, but there were still people about and
someone could easily walk by.

 


And I couldn't have cared less!

 


I couldn't stop jerking his fuckstick. I
bent down – I didn't have that far to go – and slathered the head
with my tongue. There was so much precum there. I sucked it all
into my mouth and let it slosh over my tongue before swallowing it
down. His balls had sporadic bits of nappy hair on them, but I
played with them just the same. Still stroking him, I looked up.
"Please fuck me," I said.

 


Without a sound, he bent over and lifted me
into his arms. He carried me back to the coconut tree. It had a
long slow curve to it and it was quite broad. He rested me on it
and parted my legs. He straddled the trunk with his feet. With one
hand he aimed his thick black cock at my engorged womanhood. I
damned near came at the touch. I definitely orgasmed a second later
when he slid his cock inside of me.

 


I thrashed about as he
plunged all 11 inches into me. I gasped and
moaned as he fucked me through that orgasm and onto the next. He
put my ankles on his shoulders and his biceps kept them in place,
allowing him to maul my titties with his thick rough hands. He
pinched my nipples and leaned over and sucked them into his mouth
one after the other, never letting up his cock's relentless assault
on my aching, horny pussy.

 


He was so thick. I think he might have had
the biggest, thickest cock yet and that was saying a lot. Those
knots and veins fairly vibrated along my G-spot. There was no way
they couldn't. I clamped my tiny hands over the backs of his and
tried to make him squeeze harder. He pinched my nipples between his
fingers. My whole body trembled.

 


We had been there for quite a while. My
orgasms were coming quicker and harder now. I couldn't say how many
I had had. So much of my own juices had leaked out of me. My cheeks
were wet and so was the crack of my ass. I clenched on his cock,
squeezing it hard inside of me, then releasing. Each time I did he
grunted a little harder.

 


His thrusts were getting
faster and harder, yet no less rhythmic. I could feel the sexual
energy draining into that one tiny spot, deep inside of me. I
bucked and ground against him. His plunge was a little off. He
grunted. He was close. "I'm going to come,
Miss," he said between short, jerky breaths.

 


It was a warning. He
wanted me to tell him what to do. Such a gentleman. As an answer, I
wrapped my legs tightly around his midsection and pulled him closer
to me. "Cum inside of me, baby," I screamed. "Fuck me hard! Fill me
with your seed!" Oh, if my husband could
see me now...
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 The
Older Gentleman had me bent over the table of the break room, at
the far end of the church school, where my wedding was being held.
His thick black cock filled me. Stretched me. I had cum so many
times and I was about to cum again. Panting, I held onto the edge
for dear life.

 


To my left was my best friend, Jane, taking
on the two young ebony janitors. Their bodies glistened, reflecting
the overhead fluorescent lights in their sweat. She bucked wildly,
pressed between their two undulating bodies. I could see their
thick black cocks sliding in and out of her obscenely stretched
holes. The one behind her had grabbed a fist full of her beautiful
blonde hair and pulled her head back. She was screaming for him to
fuck her harder. "Come in my ass! Fuck me! Fu-u-u-uck
meeeee!!!"

 


Yeah, I thought. Like he needs the
encouragement.

 


The older gentleman had been slow, long, and
methodical with his strokes. By now, though, he had built up quite
the speed. The rhythm was the same, it was just the beats that were
faster. The pressure was intense. Just a little more and…

 


I threw my head back, gasping for breath. I
stared at the ceiling without actually seeing the ceiling. My fists
were grabbing the table so tightly it's a wonder I didn't break a
piece of it off. Suddenly, my vision was blinded by a bright white
light and the pressure that had been building up deep inside of my
womanhood was unleashed with a fury that sent wave after wave of
orgasmic pleasure pulsing through my body.

 


I slammed down hard against the table. My
body had become so heated. I craved for the coolness of the
laminate surface. I writhed and bucked and drooled on the table.
The pleasure was so amazing. My brain was fogged over – lost in an
orgasmic haze. I barely took note when my lover mentioned that he
was going to cum. I felt his cock expand inside of my battered
snatch. A moment later his seed filled me with its warm sticky
goodness. There was so much of it. Within a second, I felt it leak
out of me and ooze down my inner thighs. I came again.

 


There was a terrible noise. I bolted upright
in bed. Darkness was all around. I was confused. Where was
everybody... Jane? The older gentleman? The other two guys? Still,
the noise persisted. A loud buzzing. There was a movement next to
me and the noise stopped. I realized that I was in bed with my new
husband when he turned the alarm off. It was 4 AM.

 


Fuck! I thought. Just when it was getting
good.

 


"Good morning, wife," he said. It all came
back to me in a flash. After the reception, we had gone to our new
home together. It was late and we were both tired. Exhausted,
really. We also had a flight to catch early in the morning, so he
suggested that we go to bed and start our honeymoon-proper, once we
reached our destination.

 


No sex tonight?
I thought to myself. Thank God! I would've had a lot of
explaining to do. At twenty-three years of age, I had started my
wedding day an untouched virgin. But by the time the ceremony took
place I had been mercilessly gangbanged twice by three handsome
black janitors. Their three thick ebony cocks had been too much to
resist. My best friend, Jane, had even joined me for the second
round. I had my first ever lesbian experience with her.

 


There wasn't a square inch of my flesh that
was "untouched" by the time I was married. I promised myself that I
would be a good girl. That that morning's exercise in debauchery
would satiate me for the rest of my life. That I could be a good
and faithful wife to my new and loving husband.

 


That promise didn't even last through the
reception. "You have a fever," said Jane as she pulled me away from
the party, "and I have the cure." It turns out she had gathered
some of the black waiters, and even a chef, for round three. At
some point, my virgin baby sister – all of twenty years old –
joined us. The Older Gentleman returned and took her virginity,
just as he had done mine a couple of hours earlier. Would you
believe it? My own little sister ended up being my second lesbian
experience...

 


And that's why I was glad my new husband –
arranged for me by my strict, religious parents – suggested we wait
to consummate until the next night. I was young, dumb, and full of
cum. Oh, so much cum...

 


"Good morning, wife," he had said. "Good
morning, husband," I replied. He leaned over with his lips
extended. I leaned in and we gave each other a quick, chaste kiss
on the lips.

 


"We'd better get a move on it," he said. "We
don't want to miss our flight. I hope the lines at security aren't
too long." We hopped out of bed and I started to put things
together. "Do you need to take another shower?" he asked. "Or can I
hop in real quick?" I told him to go ahead. I had taken a very long
shower the night before. I truly needed it. My whole body had felt
like it was caked in dried sweat and jizz.

 


Of course, he did everything with the door
closed. I just kept wondering. All those black men – from the
stripper at my bachelorette party, to all of those who had
gangbanged me – had been well hung. Would my husband be the same?
There had been a white stripper at the strip joint. He wasn't as
big as the black guys, but he was nicely endowed. I could probably
be happy with someone like that. I chalked my husband's shyness up
to having the same strict religious upbringing that I had.

 


The trip was rather uneventful. The nice
thing was that we got to know each other a little better. He wasn't
the most exciting of people, but he was kind and gentle and had a
pretty decent sense of humor. We took pictures of each other and
selfies together. I was still a bit sore and tired, so I took a
little nap on the plane. Of course, my dreams were filled with me,
pummeled by big black cock.

 


My husband woke me up as
the plane was getting ready for its descent. "Did you have a nice
nap?" he asked. His concern and care for me were genuine. His smile
made him look quite handsome. I suddenly felt very bad about
cheating on him. I have to be
good, I thought. I have to stay faithful. It wouldn't
be right, I decided.

 


My dreams had made me
horny as hell. My pussy ached for attention. I'm going to give him the ride of his life,
I thought. He won't know
what hit him! I held his hand tightly as
we landed. Not out of fear of flying, but because I was committed.
In a few hours, we would be in bed together in our hotel room. I
was going to fuck his brains out and make sure he fucked me good
and hard and often. He would keep me so satisfied that I wouldn't
want to stray. Hopefully,
I thought, there won't
be much temptation here. That would
certainly make it much easier to stay faithful. The captain came on
the public address system and announced our arrival.

 


"Welcome to Jamaica," he said. Internally,
my resolve took a bit of a hit. Externally, I smiled at my loving
husband and squeezed his hand just a little bit more.

 


Book 4, Chapter
2

 


 Oh, my
God! Those three words kept going over and
over in my mind. Everywhere I looked, there were big, beautiful
black men. Black women, too. Visions of Jane and the things we had
done together merged with the beauty that surrounded me.

 


I caught quite a few of the men giving me
long looks and, sometimes, second looks. People had often told me
that I was pretty. I know my skin is great, which is good. My
parents forbade to wear makeup growing up so I rarely used it, even
now. My dark hair was long and straight and it offset my fair skin
quite nicely. I kept fit by being fairly athletic. If I had
anything I would change, it would be my height. I'm a little on the
short side. Just over five feet. But the guys looking at me didn't
seem to mind.

 


We checked into the hotel,
and when we got to our room, I made a play for sex. The handsome
young bellhop had just closed the door behind him when I pressed my
body up against my husband's. He rebuffed me. "Let's wait for
tonight," he said. "Let's make it special." Against my better
judgment, I nodded in agreement. "Besides," he chuckled, "the
curtains are still open. Somebody might see us."
Like I care, I thought.
I needed some dick!
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