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 Excerpt

 


Her hot breath on my throbbing, aching
clit brought my attention back to her. I stiffened, then shuddered.
My pussy heated up and more cream gushed inside. Her nose – just
the soft tip of it, mind you – brushed against my rock-hard nub,
sending a shockwave of pleasure through me. I squirmed, delirious
and wanting so much more. Her tongue flicked across it, then she
enveloped it with her lips. A quick flick and then another. And
then...

 


My world exploded. From a large pool
of unrequited lust, deep inside my womanhood, the pressure crammed
into one tiny spot, then erupted. My brain went blind and my body
heated. A thin veneer of sweat covered me as my exquisitely intense
orgasm tore through my body. Every fiber of my being was alive, my
body flailing as I pushed her face deeper into me. She licked and
sucked, toying and teasing and, ultimately, pleasing me. I was
having my first climax and I felt like it was rewriting my
DNA!

 


The beautiful black MILF kept at it,
eating me even as my orgasm subsided, though I could feel that
pressure, momentarily and intensely relieved, slowly building up
again. I looked to the side, to her husband, drooling over him. I
loved what I was getting but I wanted more. Tentatively, I reached
over, touching his shorts. When he didn't object or try to move
away, I let my fingers do the walking and finally touched his thick
shaft. The feeling was electric, so I passed my hand through the
opening and wrapped my thin white fingers around his fat black
shaft.

 


"Oh, God," I moaned. Both
from what she was doing to me and because of what I felt. On
instinct, I stroked it, relishing the sigh the escaped his lips.
His hand, which had been gently massaging my shoulder this whole
time, slid up to the back of my head. He urged it over toward his
lap and I just went with it. I soon found my face just inches from
his raging, barely-encased manhood. His heady scent – a combination
of funk and pheromones – wafted from the opening in his shorts, no
doubt pushed out by the motion of my handjob. I licked my lips
hungrily as he raised his hips and slipped them down, pulling down
the length of his manhood. I watched with expectant eyes.
It's so huge!

 


Suddenly, it slipped free, snapping
upward and smacking me on the side of the face. Giggling with
delight, I grabbed it once more and continued stroking. I looked it
over, admiring its length and girth. It must have been at least ten
inches and as thick around as my wrist. The network of veins felt
good, rolling beneath the soft, warm flesh. As I watched the head
hypnotically appear and disappear with the movement of his
foreskin, I noticed a glob of white fluid oozing out the hole in
the tip. I knew it must be what was staining his shorts but beyond
that... I looked up at him, questioningly. He just motioned to his
wife with his head.

 


"Do like she's doing, sweetie," he
said. Just then, she hit a particularly sensitive spot and my whole
body tensed with pleasure. I knew what I must do. I leaned over and
stuffed the thick head into my mouth.

 


The creamy glob oozed onto my tongue.
Slimy and salty, it was like some sort of heaven and I swallowed it
down. I stretched my jaw as wide as I could, trying to take more of
it into my mouth. My tongue went this way and that, mostly on its
own, and I figured out that I could work it just like with my
hands, by bobbing up and down on it. Further and further, it went.
I was surprised at how much I was able to suck...
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Chapter 1

 


 My wedding day was just about as perfect as could be,
everything went off without a hitch. I was marrying the man of my
dreams, Adrian. He was intelligent and kind, even going so far as
to wait for our wedding night. It was important for me to have a
real white wedding. Not because it was just my first marriage, as
seems to be the thing these days, but because I wanted the first
and only man I ever lay with to be my husband. Until death do us
part means something to me.

 


The trouble didn't arise until the
reception. Oh sure, at first it was okay. Wonderful, even, just as
everything else had been. Neither one of us was really a drinker
but many of our guests were, so we provided. Also, it seemed wrong
to toast with but real champagne. That's where the problem started.
It tasted nice to me, much more pleasant than I expected and it
only burned a little. When I tell my drinker friends that, they kid
me, telling me that they don't feel it with champagne, only the
harder stuff. And that's where Adrian went, to the harder stuff. He
liked the way the bubbly made him feel. The next thing I knew, he
was drinking other things and I'm not talking about lemonade,
either. At first, it was kind of fun, seeing him be bolder than
usual. He got ambitious with his dancing. And then he got sloppy
and things turned sour. His friends and family stepped in to stop
him. Somehow, he snuck in a couple more.
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