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Lust is the benefit of self at the expense of others.

Love is the benefit of others at the expense of self.

Everything Fades Away


The first lick lasted the longest. It sent shivers up my spine, throughout my bloodstream, across my chest, and back down my stomach to the nucleus of my pussy. It had been so long since a man had laid such strong yet gentle hands on my body. Too damn long. My nightly routine of masturbating myself into a climactic frenzy was no longer enough. Then again, it was never enough, nor would it ever be enough.

The fucked-up part was that I didn’t care. I didn’t care that I was married. I didn’t care that we were risking exposure—possibly even arrest—in a public place. I didn’t even care that I had failed to inquire about his name—first or last—or had neglected to break out a condom.

Hell, I didn’t have a condom. I was a married woman whose better half was deployed to Afghanistan, fighting daily in the trenches to protect all of us back on American soil, including myself, especially myself, the one who had always possessed the key to his heart.

I had breath mints, a hairbrush, and a jump drive with my uncompleted work from the office on it, but no condoms. Faithful married women don’t need to tote them around. Up until that very moment, I had never even conceived an act of fucking someone other than my husband. I had converged on the mall that night for a hundred-dollar laptop from Best Buy and ended up with an elephantine dick embedded inside of me.

A fleeting thought passed through my mind as he continued to plant kisses up and down my bare back: Momma would be so ashamed of her baby girl. Then something indescribable overwhelmed me as I turned around, freed his billy, dropped to my knees, spit shined it and then swallowed him whole, flinging all of my morals, wedding vows, and inhibitions into the wind.

My first suck lasted the longest. I practically impaled my throat with his dick. I inhaled him so deep that if his organ had been a bullet, it would have passed clean through my skull into the encased glass behind me. As I glanced up into his beautiful brown eyes and his handsome face with an expression of immense pleasure on it, I realized that I was about to leap into an abyss of desire that would be damn near impossible for either one of us to control.

I did not know him but I had been patiently waiting for his arrival. I had never been able to comprehend what shape or form he would appear in, but I heard him when he drove up into my wet, very wet, dick-deprived life. It’s about damn time, I thought as I felt his piping hot jism begin to drizzle, in turn transforming my pussy into an inferno hotter than the flames of hell.


LESS THAN THIRTY MINUTES EARLIER

AMANDA

The mall was nothing short of a madhouse. The parking lots and garages were overflowing with cars. People were all in a panic, speed walking across the pavement, trying to line up to get in at midnight. Well, not exactly lining up; more like piling up. I don’t know what possessed me to even leave the comfort of my warm home to voluntarily get caught up in such foolishness. That’s a lie; I know exactly what motivated me. The hundred-dollar laptops at Best Buy.

Like most people, I needed a new laptop as much as I needed a hole in the head. I had three desktops in my home, a corporate laptop that I docked in my office and transported home as needed, and a Mac laptop that I used for personal use. The last thing that I needed was the company IT department clocking my Internet activity.

I confess: I was a serious Facebook addict. If I wasn’t logged on until at least midnight—even though my alarm blasted off at six a.m.—I felt like I was missing something crucial to my survival on the planet. I realize how crazy that was now. Living my life vicariously through the comings and goings, the rantings and ravings, the hyberbole and bullshit of complete strangers. Sure, I actually knew about five percent of the people on my friends list from either work, college, or from way back in the day, but I wouldn’t have recognized the other ninety-five percent if they fell out the sky and landed slap on top of me.

I guess that’s why I was really out at the mall, waiting for the stampede to begin for the Black Friday sale. If I was at home, I would have been on Facebook looking at some chick’s new hairdo, photos of various dinner spreads that women I did not know had prepared for their families that day, various inspirational quotes that had hundreds of shares, or reading some erotic poetry some muscle-laden sex god had posted. The inspirational quotes were my favorite. They would get me hyped up, empower me, and convince me that the sky was the limit . . . until I turned the computer off and forgot all about them when my reality slapped me in the face.
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