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Excerpt

 


Luke tore the packet open with his
teeth and I reluctantly moved my hand away so that he could sheath
it. As he slipped it over the crown, I laid my hand on his. "Let
me," I whispered. He moved his hand away and I dragged the ring of
latex down over his dark engorgement.

 


I bit my lower lip and looked up at
him. "Fuck me," I said, succinctly. A knowing grin spread across
his lips and he embraced me once more, kissing me,
passionately.

 


He was forceful enough to push me back
against the wall of the house. Once there, he broke away and pulled
up one of my legs. It was awkward yet delicious. I helped him guide
his thick cock to my aching flower. He paused for but a moment as
my juices dripped all over the lubricated head. And then he
pushed!

 


"UUUNNNGGGHHH!!!" I moaned
as his thickness penetrated my tight sex...
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Chapter 1

 


 For you first-timers out there, my name is Anita. I write
interracial erotica. Some of my most ardent fans refer to me as
"Queen Anita" or "Mistress Blackmann." But this mostly takes place
long before all that.

 


Way back once upon a time, I was just
your average twenty-year-old redhead, living in a small town. Like
a lot of gals my age in places that aren't known for things to do,
I got married too young. Fresh out of high school, as a matter of
fact. True, he was the captain of the high school football team,
but something happened to him. He found he liked drugs a lot more
than he ever seemed to like football. I didn't find out about this
until after we were married. Life just stopped. He never went
anywhere, and took our hopes and dreams with him...

 


Right to the sofa. That's where I
found him sitting that day, as I came home from work. My uniform
from my job at the drugstore reeked. A young mother with a baby
came in to ask for advice and the kid yakked all over me. Chad...
Now doesn't that sound like the perfect name for the captain of a
high school football team? Anyway, Chad barely looked up from the
first-person shooter game that he was playing.

 


"Oh, hey babe," he said. "Where ya
been?"

 


I sighed. It looked like he had been
camped out there, pretty much all day. "Suzy asked me to cover for
her for a couple of hours. Picked up some OT. I called and left you
a message."

 


He nodded but seemed more engrossed in
his game. I wasn't sure he had hurt me or not. "Oh, sorry. I didn't
check the machine."

 


"Or do much of anything else, from the
look of it," I mumbled very quietly. I shuffled off to the bedroom
to change.

 


The bed wasn't made. When I left, he
was still sleeping. As I changed, I called out to him. "How was
work today?"

 


"I didn't go," he shouted back.
"Called in sick."

 


Not again!
Stripped to the waist, except for my bra, I
stepped into the doorway. "Again? Chad, you can't keep calling in
sick like this. How are we ever going to get anywhere if you're not
making money, too?"

 


Again, he barely looked up from his
game to acknowledge my presence. "I got those headaches again," he
said. "You know how bad they get."

 


I could've gotten into it with him.
Obviously, they couldn't be bad if he sitting there playing a video
game with flashing lights, loud explosions, and whatnot, but I was
tired of having the same old argument. As I turned back into the
room, I couldn't help but remember when the sight of me stripped to
the waist and wearing nothing but a bra would've quickly turned
into passion. There was a time when he couldn't keep his hands off
me. Sadly, that wasn't all that long ago.

 


When I reentered the living room of
the tiny little house that we were renting, I was wearing just a
long T-shirt and my panties. Maybe things weren't quite as good as
they used to be, but Chad could still be a pretty decent lay and I
was craving some attention.
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