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Excerpt

 


I couldn't see it but my hands sought out
his cock but only a couple of fingertips grazed it. It felt warm
and hard but that was about all I could tell. Then he was rubbing
it on my dripping, engorged lips, getting it good and slick. "I
would have sucked it," I gasped, nearly delirious, still in the
grips of my waning climax. Tarvaris grinned.

 


"I know," he said. All I
could think from the sensations I was feeling was,
That feels so
biiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii... Even my
brain wasn't able to form the word "big" as he stuffed that fat
monster black dick of his into me. Instead, I gasped, the
apparently massive meat stretching and filling me in ways I had
never felt before. It was more like a novelty dildo, the kind you
see in the adult stores online, ridiculously large and unrealistic
compared to the real thing.

 


Only this
was the real
thing!

 


I grabbed his bulging
biceps, hanging on for dear life as he penetrated me, slowly
pushing his thick black cock deeper and deeper. Every vein touched
and teased the pleasure centers as they bumped along and I found my
breathing going shallow, again. It was all too much, I wasn't even
done with the latest orgasm and another was building fast. I opened
my mouth, wide, in an attempt to catch a breath. Failing that, I
lightly bit into his dark, firm chest. My entire body rumbled and I
let out a long, slow, gurgling moan as I came all over his fat
black dick, once again! In a moment or a minute – I don't know
which – he was fucking me, using the fluctuations of my body and
cunt to bury his cock to what I'm sure was the
hilt...
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Chapter 1

 


 My wedding day was something that I had dreamed of, all of my
life. It was supposed to be the centerpiece of my existence. I
would grow up, get my education, get married, start a career and
raise a family. Very much in that order. And as the midpoint of my
existence, it was supposed to be the best day of my life. And while
the first half of the day certainly lived up to it and the last
part definitely did, it was somewhere in the middle where all got
very hinky.

 


That's the part where my new husband of just
a couple of hours cheated on me with my maid of honor, AKA my best
friend. And while you're doing that thing where you say, "ooh" or
"ouch" or whatever, while tilting your head in an empathetic
fashion, I'm going to tell you to save your breath. Because if it
weren't for my husband doing that, I wouldn't have become the black
cock slut that I am today. A bonafide Queen of Spades. And I
couldn't be happier with how it all turned out.

 


From the time that Craig asked me to marry
him and I said yes, I shifted into full-on wedding planning mode.
And I suppose I could be difficult at times but there was a whole
lot resting on this. Of course, the outright no-brainer of the
whole thing was to ask my best friend in the whole wide world,
Bethany, if she would be my maid of honor. With her and Mom by my
side, I knew I could overcome just about anything.

 


Craig, in his infinite wisdom, pretty much
stayed out of the way, agreed with pretty much everything I said
and provided very good moral support. He made it to every meeting
and every appointment that I made, helping me in the selection of
things like the cake, the band, the location for the reception, and
just about everything else that I could think of.

 


But even I have to admit, the last couple of
weeks were pretty brutal. As the day grew closer, it seemed like
there were more and more things to worry about and I'm afraid that
I may have gotten testy on one or two occasions. More than once,
Craig tried to get me to take a step back. "It's just wedding
nerves, babe," he would say. "It will all work out." Sometimes, I
would realize that he was right. Most of the time, though, his
positive demeanor positively pissed me off.

 


And even though I didn't always seem to know
when to walk away and take some time to cool off, we made it to the
day, anyway. Everyone gushed over me in my full bridal regalia,
Craig looked devilishly handsome in his tuxedo, the ceremony on the
beach at sunset was beautiful and went off flawlessly, and the
reception at the banquet hall next door kicked off in high fashion.
I couldn't have been any happier.

 


Until, of course, I caught Bethany sucking
Craig's cock.

 


It was a couple of hours in and we had
already eaten, done the toasts and the speeches, and danced a
number of dances. There was mention of cutting the cake but no one
knew where Craig was. I looked around for him, hoping to spot him,
but I wasn't any more successful than the rest of them. I wanted to
ask Bethany if she had seen him but she was nowhere to be found,
either. "I have to tinkle," I told my mom. "When Craig and Bethany
get back, tell them we're going to cut the cake." At this point, it
didn't strike me as odd that they were both missing at the same
time.
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