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Chapter One​: What She Wants
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“Wow!” Mike smiled as I got out of the bathroom.

“You like?” I spun in a circle.

“Oh yeah!” Mike gave me his approval. “Wish you dressed like this on our date nights.”

“Oh, I used to,” I smiled as I walked past him and stared at myself in the mirror. “But someone stopped giving me all the attention.”

“Oh, I did,” Mike stood behind me, his hard cock pressing against my ass. “We don’t have to meet them for an hour,” he started kissing my neck.

Usually that would do it for me, usually his cock pressing against my firm ass and his lips on my neck would make me turn around and let him have me, but not anymore.

“What would we do for the other fifty-nine minutes?” I spun and looked him in his blue eyes.

“Ouch!” Mike backed off. “Low blow!”

“Sorry,” I shrugged as I turned back around and put in my earrings. “I should have said fifty-seven. Two minutes to get it up and a minute to get it back down.”

“It’s already up,” Mike shook his head. “But never mind now.”

Sure, his cock was rock hard now, but the moment we got in bed and got ready to have sex, it would deflate like a balloon with a hole in it.

‘Thought that would work,’ I thought as Mike headed for the door.

I looked myself over one more time. I was dressed to kill. I looked like a cute slut in this short dress. I squeezed my breasts and gave myself a wink in the mirror.

“You coming or not!” Mike yelled from downstairs.

“Coming!” I responded.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
[image: ]


“Wow!” Andrea exclaimed as I took off my coat. “That looks good on you!”

“Thank you!” I smiled.

We were on a double date with Andrea, one of my coworkers, and her husband, Joel.

Andrea looked good in her green dress, but I looked a hundred times better. I saw her husband staring at me as I took a seat at the table.

“This is a great place,” Mike looked around. “Surprised you got a reservation.”

“Joel did some work for the owner at their house,” Andrea said proudly. “He told us we had an open reservation to use whenever we wanted.”

Joel smiled, but his eyes were glued to my chest.

I grinned and pretended not to notice.

Joel was the reason I was dressed like this; he was a magnificent specimen, and I wanted his attention on me.

From the moment I met him, I wanted him. I wanted to steal him away from Andrea; she didn’t deserve such a good-looking black man like Joel.

It was Mike’s fault, really. One night I caught him watching interracial porn, he was watching a black man fuck a petite white woman. We both sat in front of his computer watching his huge black cock destroy her tight hole.

Mike fucked me so good that night, it was like he was in his twenties again. After that, we role-played many situations where I would go places and pick up a black man to bring back home so they could fuck me.

Of course, Mike said it was just role play, and he didn’t want it actually to happen, even though anytime we did it, his cock was the hardest it had ever been. I tried to push the narrative by having one of my black friends come over for dinner, but it didn’t go so well.

Mike was livid that I thought it was more than just a fantasy, something to keep between us. He drove it home that he was not a cuck husband and didn’t want to see me with another man.

That didn’t sit well with me; the candle had been lit, and I couldn’t put the fire out. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t get the thought and the need to feel what it would be like to be fucked by a strong black man.

I had all but given up on the idea until Andrea one day invited Mike and I to a basketball game. That’s when I set my eyes on Joel, he was tall, much taller than me. He was muscular with dark black skin and a smile that lit up the room.

That first meeting was just over a year ago. I had been planning to take him away for that long. I found out Joel had a boob fetish; he liked huge ones, massive honkers. So, I fooled Mike into getting breast implants for me. I went big, really big!

I found that he liked women who could dance to hip hop, so I took dance classes. I told Mike it was to get back in shape and get toned, which it did. I had a firm ass and a tight stomach. Mike was none the wiser that everything I had been doing for the past year was to get Joel’s full attention.

Andrea kept talking. I usually put her voice on mute inside my head while I watched Joel. He was talking to Mike about his next big account.

While he was talking to my husband, his eyes would dart back to me, and my cleavage, which was in full view.

I knew what Joel was thinking; he wanted to put his big black cock between my tits and fuck them. He had said it was one of his favorite things to do, and since my breasts were nearly triple the size Andrea’s were, I knew he wanted to fuck them.

Under the table, I slipped off my high heels, while staring at Andrea and nodding my head at everything she said, I moved my feet forward.

Joel was talking to Mike, who was sitting beside me. My foot found its target, and Joel looked over at his wife as my foot was touching his leg. I move it forward between his legs.

Joel smiled at me as he put his hand under the table. I grinned as he held my foot in his hand and guided it to his cock.

‘Oh, I am going to take your husband away from you,’ I thought as I moved my foot up and down the huge bulge in Joel’s pants. ‘I am going to take him away from you, and he is going to fuck me with his huge cock,’ I stared at Andrea, who was smiling and telling me another one of her long-winded stories.
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Chapter Tw​o: She Wants More
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It had been over a month since that dinner date with Andrea and her husband, Joel. Since then, Mike had been watching me like a hawk, every call I made, every time my phone would vibrate or notify me of a text, he was on me.

He had good reason to; Joel and I hit it off so well at the dinner that even Andrea had stopped talking about him at work. She was also onto me. Andrea knew I was going to steal her husband from her.

The two of them kept me away from Joel. No more dinners, no more dates. They even canceled our joint vacation to the tropics. So, there went my plan of seducing Joel in my micro bikini.

It was okay though, I had seen the look on Joel’s face, he wanted to fuck this snow bunny with his huge black cock, all he needed was the time and place.

Since Mike was keeping me away from my prize, I decided to keep him away from his; he was cut off from sex with me. I gave him a hand job now and then, or let him sit on my chest and fuck my tits. But no more penetration, his cock was not going inside me, until I got what I wanted, and that was a big black cock inside of me.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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My opportunity came when Mike got a promotion at work; it was a big deal, the whole floor and many of his friends were congratulating him. One of his friends told Mike that he should throw a thank-you party to make sure the big brass and clients knew he was grateful.

It was easy for me to coax Mike into renting one of the huge halls at the lavish hotel downtown. Then it was even easier for me to get into Andrea’s ear that she should ask Mike to cater the event.

Andrea hated working at the chiropractors office, so she had taken up catering, she had a small list of clients and with a few whispers to other co-workers she was practically begging Mike to give her a chance.

Mike agreed, but they still wanted to keep Joel away. Andrea said there was no reason for him to be there. He worked construction, and it was a late-night party. She went on and on about reasons for him not to be there.

I knew the bitch was keeping her husband away from me. And I had to hope it was because he wanted to see me again.

That’s when fate came into play. While planning for the catering, one of Mike’s co-workers told us that one of the big bosses was planning to do a renovation for three of his properties; it was going to be a big deal. Mike, without even thinking about it, mentioned Joel’s company.

Andrea’s face dropped like a ton of bricks. She couldn’t stop the avalanche, even if she tried. I gave the assistant one of Joel’s business cards, and the table was set. Joel was coming.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“I am going to be watching you!” Andrea whispered as she was walking around the large hall.

The theme was sports, and everyone was dressed in sports attire. I had gone with the 80’s Dallas cheerleader outfit. Tight crop top that barely held my large tits, and short shorts.

I was glad I wasn’t the only one, as several other women came scantily dressed in cheerleader outfits.

Joel was dressed a wrestler from the WWE and he looked amazing. His bare muscles were on display, and all I wanted was them wrapped around me.

Andrea and Mike hovered around the two of us like eagles watching their prey. We weren’t even allowed a minute near each other before one of them swooped in to stop us.

I was glad of one thing: Joel couldn’t keep his eyes off me.

I needed fate to step in one more time to seal the deal. And that’s when one of the bosses started talking, and Mike was swept away. Then she stepped in again.

“Do you know who catered all of this?” a woman asked me.

“Yes, my friend Andrea,” I smiled.

“I have a big event coming up and she did such a great job,” the lady grinned.

“You should tell her, and go into every single detail about your upcoming event,” I grinned and pointed Andrea out.

Andrea and Mike were distracted.

As if sensing my thoughts, Joel took off out of the large hall. We didn’t even have to look at each other to know where to go.

We met in one of the large private bathrooms.

“Been waiting for this!” I exclaimed.

I was already on my knees on the floor, and Joel stood before me with his hard cock pointed at my mouth.

“Then suck it!” Joel grabbed my head, and I opened my mouth wide as he pushed his cock deep into my mouth and straight down my throat.

‘Yes!’ I screamed inside my head.

Joel didn’t take it easy on my mouth; he gripped my head tight with both hands and started to fuck my mouth.

“Oh, fuck yes!” he groaned as his cock pounded its way in my mouth, across my tongue, and into my throat.

I had been practicing for this moment with various sizes of toys and gel toys, fucking my mouth with them so I had no gag reflex for when I got the real thing.

Now that I had Joel’s cock between my lips, in my mouth, and down my throat, I wasn’t going to let him down.

“Damn you are cock sucking champ!” Joel stared down at me.

He even stroked my face and brushed my blonde hair away from my face so he could see his cock in my mouth.

He started to pull it out to give me a breath, but
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