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Again, this is a work of FICTION.

IF ANY OF THIS OFFENDS YOU, THEN STOP READING NOW!!!!!!


Excerpt

 

Without another word, I watched as Francois did something I would have never imagined, gay or not- with one hand, he pulled down his shorts, and with the other hand, he grabbed ahold of his massive Black cock!

Holy shit that is a big dick!

I stared at what he held in his broad hands.

Well over eight inches in length if I had to guess, and probably closer than nine, it was not just the distance from tip to sack that surprised me. No, what really surprised me was how thick he was. If I had to give an estimate, he had to be at least five inches around, his cock swollen like a hot dog that had been left to soak overnight in a pot of water…

I have never seen something that long, that is that thick!

In college, I had been with one man- a White man- who was about as long, but unlike Francois, his penis was thin. It had tapered from base to point, unlike the even shaped man meat that Francois was hefting; and in contrast to that White man, his cock was dark and smooth, slick and shiny, skin that was the color of night and seemed to almost glow from the beads of sweat that started at his massive balls and dripped off of the end of him…

Like it’s a giant chocolate lollypop.

“Never seen a dick like this?” Francois said, waving his cock at me, “Well, would a gay man be this hard at the sight of a woman? Huh?”

No, and no- but-

The sex with my husband, who was less than half of his girth and a little more than half of his length, had been satisfactory. True, my husband could not really make me cream my pussy just by fucking me, but combining that with his tongue and his fingers almost always did the trick.

Yet staring at the cock before me, what had been acceptable suddenly seemed like a sick sad joke by comparison. I reflexively licked my lips, my body twitching as it remembered what it felt like to have a full on orgasm from penetration alone- something that my husband had never been able to do, and something that this ebony shaft would easily be able to accomplish!

And no orgasm from fingers or tongue can match that!

That said, I had to remember who I was now. I was not some single and free college co-ed, I was a married middle aged woman, and while it would feel great going into me, I knew that I needed to tell him to put that thing away…

“You still think I’m gay, Michelle?” Francois said, the tone in his voice changing, “Or maybe you need more proof?”

What does he mean by that?

I never expected myself to be staring at the hard exposed cock of my personal trainer, but here I was doing just that. I wondered what he meant, but before I could realize it, Francois had taken the initiative.

Stepping forward, so that he was now right in front of me, I felt the familiar touch of his hand on my shoulder. Instead of barely brushing my skin in congratulation for putting in extra work, or to help me spot a heavy weight, this time his fingers felt less friendly and more dominant. They pressed into my flesh, his dark tone against my own pale color, and they pressed downward, pushing me lower…

“That’s it, Michelle,” Francois said, as I was now on my knees, the carpet biting into my legs, “That’s it.. You know what comes next…”

Yes, I do know what comes next-

Blacked By The Trainer!

I.

“So, it finally happened,” Gina said, as she took a sip of her coffee.

What finally happened?

Gina is someone I consider to be an annoying friend. It isn’t that we fight often, or that we are very different, but over twenty years of friendship, some of her little habits have long become annoyances.

Especially this habit, interrupting the conversation and then waiting for the rest of us to give her our complete, undivided attention.

The four of us formed a group that we called the “Bitch Pack.” 

Originally, when we all started hanging out together and meeting for coffee on Friday morning, I had proposed that we called ourselves the Brat Pack. At the time, we were all in our twenties, all married to much older and very successful men, and since all groups need a name, it seemed to fit. But, Gina as usual felt that “Bitch Pack” was more appropriate and she got her way. Over time, I had learned to accept the name for the four of us. We were, after all, not the girls we had been back in the nineties, now we were aging women married to old men, and two decades of this had indeed turned our youthful discussions about music and vacations into more mature discussions about what to do when your husband can’t even get it up with the help of Viagra. We weren’t friends that saw each other every day, and Tina had indeed moved out of Nashville and down to Franklin, but we have common interests just like we did back then, which is what had held our friendships together so long.

It’s great to have friends that are different than you, and most of my friends are different than me in one way or another, but everyone needs to also have friends that are in similar circumstances. All of us when we first met were young and hot, fresh from college, and recently married; now we were all in our mid to late forties, still married, and worried about the things that other aging trophy wives worry about.

Yes, that is what I am, a trophy wife- some people would call us gold diggers, but as far as I have always seen it since I left home and went to MTSU, men were essentially all the same. They all fart, they all burp, and they all complain and expect you to indulge them in whatever it is they want. Since that is a fact that is older than society itself, you might as well hook your carriage to a winning horse. It isn’t a matter of love or even lust, it is a matter of common sense, and being smart enough to apprise oneself of the facts of life. 

“What, Gina?” Madeline finally said, as someone was expected to do.

“George cheated on me,” Gina said, her face blank.

Does she expect us to burst out in tears?

That is another fact of life.

 Men especially are more guided by whatever it is they see in front of them, especially when it comes to women, then they are by reason; after all, if they weren’t, then none of the four of us would be sitting here right now.

You can say that I am cold, and so be it, but what did she expect?

Gina has never been a thin woman, even back when we first were friends, and she always struggled to keep from crossing the blurry line between “thick” and “fat”. Being thick, having all her weight in her butt and her thighs and her chest, was why she had managed to score herself a husband from an old money Southern family (as Southern men do tend to prefer some meat on the bones). In the last few years, though, her body had begun the shift from this build to a more lumpy state, her breasts sagging, and her once perfect ass likewise starting to follow down below the Mason Dixon line.

“So what are you going to do about it?” Tina said.

Tina was the only member of our group that had switched husbands so far. Husband number one had went broke in the dot com bubble burst, so she had replaced him much as she replaced her BMW every two years. She of course had waited long enough for him to screw around so she could at least get most of what money
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