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Part 1

 


Latrese closed her eyes to
suffice her urges
but damn if Mac didn’t make her moist just by
sight. A taste was all she wanted. ‘Eve
had gotten a taste and what did that lead to.’

Being the new only single
woman on the block, she envied the perfect lives of her neighbors
around her.

Sipping on her cup of
morning Joe, she narrowed her eyes through the blinds. Today
he was working on the
gutters. It was freezing outside, but he – as the dutiful husband –
was outside trying to make sure the house was up to par.

That woman has a
free handyman while Latrese just paid three hundred bucks for her roof and
gutters to be cleaned. Maybe having a husband was financially worth
it, especially if it looked like Mac.

His wife slammed out of
their front door. “How many fucking times do I have to tell your
trifling ass to make sure the door is closed!” she yelled. “I work
my fingers to the fucking bone and you sit around all day on that
damn computer; must be fucking nice.”

When she couldn’t get a
rise out of him, she stormed away.

Soon as the SUV skidded
down the street, Latrese ran to the stove to put on the tea and
then rushed back to the window to wait. Last week he’d gotten
locked out in the same instance and he had spent five enjoyable
hours on Latrese’s couch waiting for his wife to come back. They
had watched a movie together, sipped tea and just had a good time.
Often times, she found him watching her when he thought she wasn’t
looking and she was sure – very sure it was his vows of marriage
keeping him from taking advantage of Latrese.

‘But if I were your woman,
you would be adored, appreciated and sated.’

He tried the door to his
home and saw that it was locked. He cursed.

Latrese smiled knowingly
and bit her lip already aroused at knowing she’d see him
soon. ‘Locked out again. Aww, poor baby.
Now come to Momma, Sexy.’

Mac looked up and down the
street and then trudged through the snow across the street to
knock at Latrese’s door. There was this
nervous, yet excited look on his handsome face.

She smiled wickedly and
called out, “Who is it?”

“It’s Mac Johnson, from
across the street,” he said.

‘Yes!’ Excitedly, she rushed over to the door and then forced
herself to calm down as she opened the door to the overly gorgeous
Mac Johnson, her neighbor across the street.

He had a face like Jason
Kidd with the lightest green eyes, but a thick, stocky body as if he ate
bricks for breakfast.

“Good morning, Mac,” she
said pleasantly.

He looked very
cold.

“My wife made a mistake
and locked the door on her way out while I was getting the ice off
the gutters.”

“Are you sure?” she
teased. “You know if you enjoyed my company from last time, all you
have to do is say so.”

He blushed. “I did enjoy
your company, but she really did lock the door on her way out
again. Mind if I use your phone to call her?”

“Sure, I’ll get your tea.
Get comfortable while you wait.”

He looked truly grateful as
he came inside and pulled off his coat and shoes.

She, of course, listened
and heard the desperately quiet way he asked his wife to return and
let him back in the house. Whatever she said made him sneer, “I’m
tired of your shit, Yolanda. Now hurry the hell up.” He
disconnected the call.

‘Now it’s time to bite the
apple,’ Latrese said, feeling like Eve
approaching the Tree of Life as she brought big strong, gorgeous Mac his tea
– just the way he liked it. She set the cup down on the table by
him to give it a chance to cool, while she wondered how she
could heat him enough to take advantage of her.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I
know you work at home and I hate taking away time from your
schedule like this.”

Sneaking in a touch to his
thick arm, she said, “Oh please, don’t be sorry,” she insisted. “To
be honest, I worked all last night, so I think my boss can afford
me a little time away.” She winked teasingly.

He chuckled and placed his
hand over hers not at all backing away from her touch. “I’ll still
have to make it up to you.”

Their eyes met and she
wasn’t sure if Mac moved down or she moved up, but next thing she
knew his arms were around her waist drawing her body closer and
their lips fused together like perfect puzzle pieces.

Despite his largeness, Mac
seemed very aware of her delicateness as he pushed her gown off her
shoulders. There were too many layers on his clothes to fight the urge
to undress him, but Latrese was no stranger to quickies and opened
his pants and found his thickened member so wide she could barely
grasp it with one hand. Not wanting to let go, she pushed away his
underwear completely freeing his shaft.

Reluctantly she broke the
kiss and before he could come to his senses, Latrese fell on the
ground and engulf nearly half of his dark brown member down her
throat. He tasted like honey-roasted male, musk and chocolate
cake all rolled in one. She stretched her jaw wide, taking him in
deep. He cursed at the electric sensation as her tongue palpitated
against the underside of his warm manhood.

“Damn!” he gritted
through his
teeth, lifting her up and kissing her again.

Their tongues were now
entwined in each other and if Mac was resisting her, she couldn’t
tell because his hands were all over her body. The more he touched,
the more aroused she became. Mac used the wall to steady himself
and cupped her firm ass, before lifting her up and sheathing her
over his manhood.

She was overly moist and
ready. It was her turn to curse as he drove up into her. Her
wetness soaked his pants, but stains from their lovemaking
was the last
thing on his mind as his mouth voraciously attacked hers and his
hands rocked her ass back and forth over him bringing them to
ultimate pleasure.

The fact that he could lift
her body weight as if she weighed a feather was a turn on, but as
he was able to hold her, maneuver her body stroking his massive
shaft with her womanhood like it was meant to be there was mind
blowing.

She had orgasmed after
five strokes, increasing her wetness and culminated again as he
thickened inside of her and exploded while pounding her body so
hard against him, she knew she would have bruises
at the inside of
her thighs from the zipper of his pants to her rear from his
fingers gripping her ass.

But she could care
less.

Latrese had tasted the
forbidden fruit and had enjoyed every inch of him.

His legs became weak and he
slowly sank to the ground, still holding her collapse body against
him. They were both panting for dear life both their bodies
extended in passion way what they usually did on a day to day
basis. On top of that, their minds were still fogged in
lust.

“We’re going to hell,” he
said between each exhausted breath.

“Unless we go to heaven
before then,” she teased breathing just as hard but gyrating her hips again
his.

His man twitched in excited
and he groaned telling her he clearly could have sex with her
again.

One time had not been
enough for him, yet there was so much guilt in his eyes.

Reluctantly, she unwrapped
herself from around his body and stood up, using the wall to steady
herself, because her legs were still weak.

He rose and fixed his
pants. “We… You won’t… I mean… there won’t be any surprises in nine
months?”

She shook her
head.

“I’m sorry,” Mac said
earnestly. “I shouldn’t have initiated what we did.”

She was touched by his
responsibility toward
the situation even though they had both initiated
the love making. “I’m not sorry, Mac, and dammit, I wish I could
have you again.”

She could tell he was
fighting the same battle and it took a lot out of him to step away
from him.

“I-I better go,” he
mumbled.

“But it’s cold out there
and she won’t be back for hours.”

“It’s better than being
here and tempting myself
to make love with you again, Tresh.”

The twist on her name
turned her on.

“Wait,” she said and went
to the kitchen to get a cup with a lip. Returning, she poured his
warmed tea in the cup and handed it to him.

“I’ll stay in the garage.”
He took the cup and quietly thanked her.

Dammit! Latrese wanted to
say something as he walked to the door.

That woman didn’t deserve
Mac. “If she found out,” she blurted out. “What would
happen?”

Mac instantly stopped
walking and slowly turned to her with a look of sheer panic. “She’d
strip away everything. I’d have to give her all my retirement, the
house and half of my business for the rest of her life. It’s in
the prenup. That’s why I shouldn’t be here. I can’t give her anything
to make her think I cheated on her. This won’t happen again,
Tresh.”

The name made her heart
tingle.

“I don’t make promises
that my body can’t keep, Mac, but rest assured your secret is safe
with me.” She smiled mischievously.

He groaned and walked out
of the door.

For the rest of the
afternoon, she watched the house across the street. Mac stayed in
the garage for about three hours until his wife, Yolanda got home
and, of course, Latrese could hear her fussing all the way across
the street.

The woman berated her
husband and called him stupid for leaving his keys
again.

Latrese really would have
loved to punch that ungrateful cow in the mouth, but she only
rolled her eyes and felt pity for Mac.

She got little work done.
After watching them walk into the house, she took a shower and then
slept most of the day. The lovemaking workout had taken a lot out
of her.

Going to sleep with a smile
on her lips as she replayed getting her lust on with Mac was just
the highlight of her year.

Tomorrow, she would figure
out a way to get more of Mac without his wife knowing. Obviously,
his needs were not being met and Latrese was the one to give him
what he needed.

Mac was forbidden fruit,
but he tasted so good.


Part 2

 


On Thursday, the next
morning, Latrese jumped out of bed and got dressed. Mac usually
went to the gym bright and early and she needed to be there as if
this was all planned. Yolanda never went with him. Latrese knew
this because she often saw him at the gym by himself and he was in
his own tortured thoughts
while she just soaked in the deliciousness of his
body.

When he arrived, she was on
the treadmill pretending to read a book trying to completely ignore
him as he walked by. She was an expert at this because he often
didn’t see anything except what he was headed to and hardly spoke
to anyone.

Yet this
time was
different. Mac paused behind her and she could see from the mirror
in front of her his eyes slowly caressed her backside and then
moved back up to her face. Latrese acted as if she didn’t know he
was behind her and let him look her over very slowly enjoying his
attention.

She looked like a thick
Zoe Saldana. Her unknown Hispanic father had given her exotic
Spanish features and her black mother had given her the thickened
body every black woman would love to have including a natural apple
bottom, thick juicy lips to kiss and strong legs with thighs
perfect for wrapping around a man. Her breasts were a perfect
handful, not too big and not too small with large dark
areole tips
inviting any man




































cover.jpg
¥ I
ﬁr Your' anan

,.gli 1 We
.

Sy1V1a Hubbard

Award WIMesl Selling Author





tmp_4f80d408bde54cf4b2e8f527f912e24f_mnN3E5_html_m2a0b4abc.jpg
“If 1 Werg Your Woma
s Y
Sylvia Hubbard

Award WMelling Author

ey





tmp_4f80d408bde54cf4b2e8f527f912e24f_mnN3E5_html_m5eb00296.png





