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Excerpt

 


He pulled my naked body to his, wrapping his
big strong arms around me like a cocoon. I looked up and he looked
down and then our lips were pressed against each other and our
tongues were playing together, once again as his thick cock pressed
against my tummy, driving me crazy.

 


I felt Garrett behind me, his rough hands
caressing my creamy thighs. As Drew let go of me, Garrett tightened
his grip on my hips, pulling me back just a bit before his hands
snaked up, grabbing my breasts from behind. As he pressed his hard
body and even harder cock against my back, he mauled me. I leaned
back and into him, lifting my face. He got what I was after and
kissed me, too, for the first time. As he let go, I stumbled a step
or two, forward. "Fuck me," I pleaded, lust-dazed. "Please, fuck
me." I couldn't see Garrett but Drew's grin got mighty wide.

 


Then Garrett was on me, grabbing a hip with
one hand and pressing against my back with the other, urging me to
bend over. I spread my feet as I did and he stopped pushing when I
found my face mere inches from Drew's thick dick and the copious
precum pooling on its tip. I grabbed it and aimed it directly at my
mouth. A second later, it was in there and I was wrapping my lips
around it, scooping that salty treat up with my tongue. I let it
mingle with my own spit, increasing the amount exponentially, and
letting it wash over that cocoa-colored cock.

 


Garrett rubbed the head of
his big, fat cock against my engorged and dripping lips. It sent
shockwaves through me and made my eyes roll up inside my skull as I
moaned around the dick in my mouth. As I parted my lips, so much
drool and precum leaked out and ran down my chin. I tightened them
around Drew's hardness again, sucking him deeper. Garrett paused
for but a moment, then stuffed his hardness
inside...
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Chapter 1

 



"Gentlemen," I said in the calmest possible voice
that I could muster. "If you want to see me, my office hours are
from 9 AM to noon. Now, if you'll excuse me, I have a home and a
life to go to. I suggest you do the same."

 


It was after my last class of the day.
Actually, my evening class. And two of my students, a pair of very
large, very black, football players, had dawdled afterward.

 


"Oh, this isn't about the curriculum,
Professor," said Garrett as he stepped closer. My heart raced. His
words could seem menacing, under the right circumstances and to
some extent, I guess they were. But despite the fact that he was
just over a foot taller than me – in fact, they both were – he
didn't appear to want to do me harm. Heck, both of them were doing
well in my class, so what could it be?

 


"No, Professor," replied his buddy, Drew.
"This is about the way you keep checking out our dicks." Oh, you
can bet that got my attention. As was the fact that he was coming
closer, too.

 


"I-I don't know what you mean," I protested,
stepping back toward my desk and fiddling with some papers.

 


But I knew exactly what they meant. From the
first day, it was hard not to notice them. A pair of tall, built,
handsome black football players. Pretty girls of all colors that
liked to sit around them, flirting with them and fawning over them.
More often than not, it seemed, jocks like them tended to be on the
dumb side, especially if they were there on full scholarships like
these two were. But they were both very smart and very
charming.

 


I found myself attracted to them. Of course,
I knew nothing would ever happen. Here I was, about to hit forty.
Average height. I like to think I'm pretty. I mean, no one's ever
called me ugly, that's for sure. I had plenty of suitors over the
years and guys still hit on me, even though I've been married for
over a decade. I try to eat right and I mostly stay in shape,
though I have a few extra pounds I wouldn't mind losing. I just
wish I could take it from my stomach and face or just move them to
my boobs. I think my butt is big enough, thank you.

 


But yeah, they were hot. Once or twice, I
thought I caught them looking at me, maybe even checking me out.
But it was all in my mind, I knew. Again, they were surrounded by
cute little coeds. Young and perky and on their own for the first
time in their lives and ready to explore. Easy pickings, if you
know what I mean. And so I took my fantasies home with me and my
husband was frequently the beneficiary.

 


Sex had become fairly routine with us. Once
a week, usually on Saturday night. But with Garrett and Drew in my
class, it changed me. Just being in the same room altered my desire
levels. I wanted sex more and I wanted it wilder than what it had
been in a very long time. Finn – that's my husband – usually just
said, "Wow!" or "That was amazing," afterward. I don't think he had
any idea. Once he asked, "What got into you?" and it sounded so
accusatory that I got mad at him. But of course, I did. Those boys
had gotten into my mind without doing a thing but I couldn't tell
him that. I couldn't tell him that while I was riding him that I
was imagining their big black dicks penetrating me, stretching and
filling me like nothing before. I couldn't tell him that I was
picturing sucking their cocks and taking their loads down my throat
– hell, I barely even blew Finn on his birthday, anymore, let alone
at any other time. After I got mad at him, though, he never brought
it up again. He was just grateful, I guess, for getting some more
than once a week.
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