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Chapter 1 – Friday
6am

Tayna was awoken by a light tingling
sensation, starting at her feet, running up her leg. By the time it
reached her left butt cheek, she was fully conscious and horny as
hell. In her dream she had been walking down a tropical beach, hand
in hand with her husband. He was wearing a pair of sandals and a
set of white surf shorts which contrasted nicely with his deep
black skin. Tayna wore a neon orange one-piece which complimented
her own light brown complexion.

She and her husband had just finished a
frolic in the Hawaiian surf and were heading back to their resort
for an early evening lovemaking session when she felt a crab nip
her heel and begin crawling up her calf. Around that time, she let
slip her dream shroud and reluctantly welcomed the dawn.

She was lying on her stomach. A light-jazz
station played on the clock radio on her nightstand. Leonard, her
husband, was walking his fingers up her leg. He was fluttering the
tips on her naked ass, causing a rush of goosebumps on her luscious
brown skin. She tried to swipe his hand away, mumbling something
unintelligible.

“Say that again, I didn't get it.” Leonard's
baritone voice sent shivers up her spine and increased the moisture
between her legs.

Maybe she was still in the dream.

“I was just getting to the good part.” Tayna
pleaded for a few more minutes of rest, but her husband was
relentless in his ministrations.

“I've got something good for you.”

Tayna rolled over and smiled up at her
beautiful husband. He was naked, as well. She looked down as he
lightly ran his hand around her curvy hips toward her smooth
mound.

“My, you're wet. Dreaming of me?”

Tayna was always honest with her man.
“Yes.”

“Was it going something like this?” Leonard
slowly moved his bald head between his wife's thighs, keeping his
eyes locked on hers as he went down. He ran his tongue along her
dark brown labia, working the moist petals apart to expose the deep
pink treasure hidden within.

Tayna moaned. “Yes. Yes. It was going
something like that.” She started squirming but her husband held
her thighs fast in place as he began his oral assault.

Leonard was gentle, but firm. His tongue
lapped up his wife's juices as her body prepared to take him in. He
thrust his tongue deep, curling upward to stimulate the upper walls
of her pussy.

Tayna was in heaven. “Oh fuuuuh,” Pleasure
coursed through her body as Leonard started flicking her clitoris,
causing a rush of blood to fill her sensitive flesh. He began
sucking in earnest, and Tayna started going wild. She slapped at
the bed, the white linen flapped like the waves of pleasure moving
through her body.

Leonard kept right on licking, through her
orgasm, drawing out the last drop of joy, until she finally could
take no more, and Tayna gripped his head and pulled him away.

Her husband looked up at her, desire burning
in his deep brown eyes as he gazed across her taut stomach and her
delightfully modest breasts.

Tayna felt an emptiness that needed filling.
“I need you inside me.”

Leonard crawled up her body. His long tongue
trailing up her skin, moving playfully around her pebbly hard
areolas. Tayna could feel his erection against her thigh, a few
drops of pre-cum smeared on her skin. She reached down for his
cock. It felt good in her hands, long – about eight inches – and
hard. It would feel better inside her.

She stroked the shaft and basked in the moans
of pleasure she elicited from her husband. Leonard moved up, and
with the help of his wife, guided his cock toward her fleshy
entrance. Tayna rubbed her labia with his turgid purple shaft. She
loved the sound it made, moist flesh on flesh.

Leonard lined up and, with a steady thrust,
mounted his wife.

“OH god.” She felt fantastically full. Her
husband began moving within her, and another climax began building
in Tayna's core. It started as a low buzz, centered on her exposed
clit, running deep into her womb. Soon the feeling worked its way
outward, spreading up her spine, down her legs and throughout her
chest. She was going to have a full-body orgasm.

Leonard knew just how to treat his wife's
body. He knew the right moves, the proper angle to thrust, the best
speed, the best variation. He was a masterful cocksman. Short
strokes paired with a twitching of his cock. Deep strokes and
grinding his pelvis against her clit. Wave after wave of pleasure
crashed over and through Tayna.

Leonard could feel his own climax near. “I'm
close. Should I pull out?”

Tayna, her own pending orgasm clouding her
judgement, was not willing to let go. “No. I'm close, too. I want
to feel you cum inside me.”

“You sure?”

The couple did not want to have another
child, but Tayna was not on the pill and Leonard had forgotten to
grab a condom from the nightstand.

“Should be ok. I just need to feel. Feel you.
Inside me. I need that—”

With a low growl her husband's orgasm
arrived. He thrust deep as he could. His cock pulsed and Tayna felt
the warmth of his semen spreading through her womb. She grabbed his
ass and held him tight, wanting to experience the whole sensation
of her husband climaxing inside her.

Her period was due the next day so she felt
safe letting his sperm swim freely. Sure it was risky, but it felt
so fucking good, feeling his cock pulse within her pussy as he shot
his load.

Tayna squeezed his ass with her hands and his
cock with her cunt as another climax overwhelmed her.

“Oh god, Len. I'm cumming.”

“I can tell.” Her husband smiled and kissed
her with a passion that hadn't subsided one iota since the night
they first made love. That passion had survived, intact, through
twelve years of marriage, the birth of their daughter, and the
eleven hundred mile move for Tayna's job.

Leonard and Tayna were deeply in love. They
complimented each other, perfectly. Leonard stayed at home to take
care of Shawna and write freelance articles for several web-based
political magazines. Tayna was an architect, currently working lead
on a major new building for one of the city's richest families.

They tried to have sex at least once, if not
twice, a week, a feat that was rare amongst their friends who had
been married just as long.

They were sometimes asked how they kept the
desire – that spark – alive.

Tayna said it was easy – open, honest
communication. Leonard credited his upbringing. His parents were
still married and deeply in love after forty-six years.

Neither ever divulged the truth.

 


 


Tayna was brushing her teeth when the school
bus arrived. She was going to be late for work.

“Don't forget your lunch.”

“Got it here, mom. Ewww.” Tayna had bent down
to give Shawna a kiss, her mouth still frothy with toothpaste. Her
and her husband's early morning frolic had done a number on the
family routine.

“Sorry.” Tayna wanted to wipe off the
blueish-white smudge but she didn't have a free hand, so her
daughter had to use her sleeve. The girl ran down the walkway to
the waiting bus. Her mother called after her. “Your Dad will pick
you up at three. Love you.”

“Mahhm.” Since when were nine-year-olds too
ashamed to say they loved their mothers, Tayna thought to herself.
She couldn't help but smile with pride as she watched her daughter
board the school bus.

“So, another late night?” Leonard had come
out of the kitchen, a cup of coffee in each hand. he took a sip
from one and offered the other to his wife.

“Really?” Tayna pointed the toothbrush at her
mouth, remnants of foamy paste pooled in the corner.”

“Oops. More for me, I guess.” Leonard headed
back to the kitchen; Tayna went upstairs to finish getting ready
for work.

Ten minutes later, she was buttoning up her
grey blouse when her husband called up and asked if she wanted any
breakfast. “No. I'll grab something at Starbucks.”

She was putting the finishing touches on her
make-up when Leonard came into the bathroom. He was still in his
robe. The tie was loose, revealing his chest. His skin glistened.
Tayna would have loved to run her hands inside the white terry
cloth and feel his well-defined abs. Leonard had plenty of time to
work out each day; keeping himself in shape for his lovers, he
said. Tayna knew she was his only lover, that made her feel guilty
sometimes.

“I can tell that look. You're thinking about
going in late.” Leonard opened up his robe. His penis hung low- the
remnants of their lovemaking still visible on the dark veiny flesh.
He shot his wife his best come-hither stare.

“Would love to babe. But I can't.”

“Always a but.”

“Got lots of prep work for my meeting with
our client this afternoon. And my final draft still isn't
done.”

“Speaking of Stan.”

“Honey. Stan isn't the client.”

“But he will be at the meeting.”

“Yeah.”

“So, like I said. Another late night. I know.
Call me when you're heading home and I'll have dinner warm for
you.”

“You're a saint, Leonard.” Tayna kissed her
husband on the cheek, careful to avoid smudging her lipstick.

“I know.”

She grabbed her briefcase on the way to the
door. She looked back at him before leaving. He stood in the
hallway. His untied robe held open by his semi-erect cock. He
looked delicious.

“I don't deserve you.”

“Know that, too.”

“Wise ass.”

Leonard just smiled and headed upstairs to
get ready for his day. Tayna silently reminded herself just how
lucky she was to have such a husband. He kept the house in order,
made sure their daughter was taken care of, and cooked dinner every
night. Somehow, he found time to write two or three well-researched
freelance pieces a week and still had the energy to pamper his wife
when she got home.

He was a wonderful, caring, and loving
husband. He was never rough with Tayna. Never yelled at her or
treated her poorly. He was always gentle and kind and that was
sometimes – a problem.
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