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Excerpt

 


He spun me around and pushed me onto the bed
again. I climbed up on my knees, then decided to turn sideways to
him. I didn't want to be pushed up against Myron anymore. Demond
got behind me, slapping me on the ass in the process. I yelped,
then giggled. He spread my legs a bit wider to accommodate his
massive frame, then pushed down on my upper back. He had one hand
on my hip when I felt his cock against my dripping void. Then he
filled it. I moaned deeply as he sank his cock all the way in.

 


He pounded me for less than a minute before
my orgasm, once denied, came roaring back with a vengeance. I
flopped about, out of control, grabbing at the sheets and moaning
so loud that I couldn't believe that Myron wasn't waking up. I
wanted to scream right into his stupid, passed-out face. Hell, I
should have. It wasn't that far from mine, anyway.

 


Demond grabbed one of my wrists and pulled
it back, then did the same to the other. He fucked me while holding
both my wrists with one hand, behind my back, locking them tightly
in his grip. He pummeled me. My face was pressed hard against the
covers and I was staring directly into Myron's oblivious mug.

 


His other arm snaked under my tummy, lifting
me up. I reared back as he let my arms go. Then he threaded my arms
with his, again pulling them behind me. My body was practically
pressed against his as he pounded me hard from behind like a
jackhammer. There was no way Myron could have done that to me, he
definitely didn't have enough dick. The bed was shaking hard now,
rolling my husband around. Demond's flesh was slapping against
mine, reverberating around the room to wake the dead. This time for
real.

 


I was screaming in ecstasy, enjoying
the energy of the fuck and the dirtiness of the deed, so close to
my sleeping husband. Only he wasn't sleeping anymore. His eyes
flipped open and he looked around for a moment, trying to figure
out where he was and just what the hell was going on. He looked at
me for a moment, then recognition slowly flowed into his face.
Suddenly, he scrambled up. "WHAT THE FUCK?!!!"
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Damn it! I was really pissed with my
husband, Myron. We had been married for just close to two years and
already his promises had fallen apart faster than his flea market
underwear. He had been such a good guy, driven and caring, while we
were dating while he was in college. Our plans included me being a
stay-at-home mom. We wed shortly after graduation, his degree in
his hands and a great job lined up.

 


That he lost almost immediately, for reasons
he still won't share with me. Reasons, it would appear, that caused
him to be blacklisted throughout the industry. No one would hire
him. He grabbed the first minimum-wage gig he could. My friends
tell me I should dump him. He drinks a lot and hasn't shown me a
lot of attention since the incident but I know I can turn it
around. I was thinking if we could have a really great Christmas,
he would start seeing the bright side of life. We were barely
scraping by, so I took a seasonal job as one of Santa's elves at
the mall.

 


It wasn't a bad gig. Most of the kids were
happy and even some of the parents. And the ones who weren't, I did
my best to cheer up. Everybody really liked me and I was having
fun. It was tiring, but rewarding in its own way.

 


"Sorry," said my boss one day, at the end of
the shift. "We have to let you go. Upstairs says I have to cut back
on elves. You were the last one hired, so..." I pleaded with him to
let me stay, for all the reasons I just mentioned. Plus, I had
already spent the rent money on Christmas. I needed every one of my
days just to make up for it.

 


"Look," he said, "I like you. Everybody here
likes you. You're a good worker and fun to be around." He thought
for a moment, then sighed and nodded his head. "Let me call around
to some of the other malls in the area. See if anyone can use a
good, hard worker." I threw my arms around him and gave him a hug,
thanking him. "Don't thank me yet, I said I'll see."
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