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​All In The Wrists
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Eva was always a high school hand job. She never went all the way, but made sure she took care of the boys in a compassionate way. She loved making out, and she was always itchy down there. Besides, she never could get over how penis flesh was so soft, and yet underneath, so hard. She loved the feel of it. A contradiction. 

She played with herself while her hand did the magic. It was a tough tightrope keeping control getting off while getting them off. She had probably played with a dozen or more guys. It was always fun to feel how they reacted when they shot out the white stuff. Some whimpered, some screamed, some barely nothing. Kind of funny...and entertaining. 

This time she was over the line. She had Jamal's very large and fat, black penis in her hand. She had never seen anything like it. She heard black guys had big ones, but this made her eyes pop. She stroked it with both hands.

“How's that feel, Jamal,” she said.

“Fuckin’A, great, babe, keep going!” 

Jamal thought she had the softest hands he ever felt. This little, white girl with the swept back, page-boy haircut and sexy throaty voice that vibrated on your dick, strokin’ his tool. She looked up and smiled with that one crooked eye tooth made her just imperfect enough to be sexy.  Tiny tits, but who cared. She was pretty. Not a ten, but maybe an eight and a half. Just being white kicked her up a notch.

Jamal himself was a six-foot two, two-hundred and forty-five pound powerhouse. Built like a bull. A varsity football lineman, headed for bigger things. The contrast was almost humorous.

Eva was working it hard now. As her hand slid up and down, she was wondering if she could fit it in her mouth. She promised herself she wouldn't turn into a blow job queen. Hand job, okay, but blowjobs would be crossing the line. But still, it was so big and hard and black and throbbing, she couldn’t help bending down for it. Not all of it, just the top. Her mouth opened wide.

Once his hard flesh penetrated her lips, Jamal grabbed her head and pushed it down onto it shoving it to her throat. She choked, gagged and jumped up. 

“Jesus Jamal!”

“Oh, sorry babe. It just felt too good.” His eyes showed real apology.

She forgave him. She decided it was her fault. She took it step too far. She went back to finish him off with her hands. He came like a fountain, groaning as he spurt. She always had a hanky ready so she caught most of it, some of the sticky stuff splashing on her arm. 

Usually, when they got off, the guys went soft. She waited for him to go down, but Jamal stayed hard. Oh, my! She was throbbing down there from playing with herself, and she was wetter than the Trevi Fountain. 

She started to wonder if she could fit that log of flesh in her. She had seen porn with girls taking dingies this big, and they all went crazy. What would that feel like? 

Without thinking much more about it, she slid off her panties and straddled him. She always wore a skirt. They could be lifted, and it felt so much better right against her cotton briefs better when she dry humped.

Eva was a shapely little thing, but no more than a wisp. Five-foot nothin’, maybe a hundred-and-five with a cute ass and had curves that sent vibrations straight to men's genitals. Jamal looked at her and as she bit her lip trying to get it in and just shook his head, her titties visible under her button-down white blouse, three buttons unbuttoned with a gold cross on a gold chain resting on her chest. She never wore a bra. Not necessary.

Eva saw him staring at them.

“Take it off,” he told her.

He was so commanding. Squatting over him, she unbuttoned her blouse and slipped out of it exposing well-shaped breasts and nice nipples for her size.  She was proud of those nips, and they were extremely sensitive. She could almost get off playing with them, which Jamal was now doing. Those white breasts were firmly in his brown hands and his thumbs were flicking them back and forth like rubber erasers, the pleasure spasms ran down her back to her fuck zone. She was so turned on she decided she had to try it.

Jamal looked at this crazy girl as she tried to mount him. What the fuck is she thinking. It ain’t never going to fit. 

Her over-sized clit was engorged, and she bit her lip trying to work it in. Eva had his penis in her hand trying to direct it into her willing hole. She sat on it and struggled to stretch it open as Jamal attempted to push into her. He barely pierced her opening when the sharp pain was too much and forced her stop. It’s wasn’t going to happen. 

Jamal smiles, “Hey baby, choo ever been fucked before?”

She, a bit embarrassed, “No.”

Jamal laughed harder. “Eva baby, you goin’ to have to loosen that thang up before I get up in there. You want to try blowin’ me agin? I promise I won’t push you down.”

Eva shook her head no. She’d had enough.

“You won’t be tellin’ anybody about this, will you, Jamal?” she said with a worried look.

Jamal shuddered. “Hell no!

This was Demopolis, Alabama. The rest of the country had gone woke, but still lots of confederate flags waving on pickups around here. He’d been with white girls before. They were always curious. But he was very careful. It wasn’t just the white guys, his own family discouraged that kind of behavior. They were “stick to your own kind” kind of people.

“I don’t need some fuckin’ crackers smashin’ up my car ‘cause I’m foolin’ with a white broad,” he tells her.

“Good thinkin’, Jamal,” she says, relieved, as she slipped on her panties. She looked over at his big cock again as he started to zip up wondering what the hell she was thinking indeed.
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Eva always had crush on Adam. Ever since sixth grade. He was the smartest boy in the class and cute as a button with clean cut looks. When she set her sites on him, it didn’t take long before they were best buddies. 

He like her because she was easy to talk to, had an easy laugh and seemed to appreciate his intelligence, which wasn’t his most endearing quality to most of the boys. Besides, she was sparkly cute, and he was almost thirteen with his hormones rushing through him.

Eva loved making out with him where ever she could, doing lots of dry humping. That was all she did all the way through high school. She was a good girl, except for the hand jobs. She tried to keep quiet about it, but there was gossip. Adam never believed it. Not for a second. Not his girl. 

She held out, until graduation day, after she had just turned eighteen, (something she’s always promised her Evangelical parents) then gave it up to the patient young man. Blow job and intercourse, the whole boat, safely of course. He was in paradise.

They screwed all summer. His was nowhere near the size of Jamal, but better than average. Eva realized she loved to fuck. She wanted it every day, sometimes twice. She just about wore Adam out. His pecker was always rubbed raw from the amount of sex she demanded of him. She was a vixen. He got a break when he headed to Florida State leaving her to her own devices. 

Adam’s parents, both doctors, were very well off, which made his genes so much more appealing. Her parents were professional class, her mom a teacher, her Dad a manager at a construction firm, but she wasn’t interested in college. Besides, she was never that smart, but smart enough to go to business school and get a trade so she could work as an accountant, for which her parents sighed a sigh of relief.

She missed him Adam, but kept faithful, keeping sex to a minimum, using sex toys to amuse herself, studying blow job techniques from internet porn, and giving an occasion hand job to a nice guy she had taken care of previously, just to keep in the game. She sexted Adam almost every night while playing with herself with her toys. She couldn’t buy the toys online since she was living at home. How would she explain that? 

The local Adult Depot was her choice, a dirty, rundown joint that smelled of antiseptic and cigarettes. Even though she felt self-conscious as hell going in there with all the ogling she got from the horny, old guys, she loved the selection of “get yourself off” stuff they sold. 

The clerk, Candy, was nice enough though, a well-used woman in her forties who smoked too much, sympathetically helped with her selections. Eva was especially drawn to the big black dildos that reminded her of Jamal. Damn expensive though, but worth it. She work herself up many times fantasizing about taking his big-cock some day. She’d be using the dildos to stretch her opening to accommodate him.

After Candy packed up Eva’s toys, lube and rubbers, she asked her if she wanted to make some quick cash. She could get her a lot of dates for her from the guys that walked in. Probably a couple grand a week. She could make a ton of money giving blowjobs right there at the store. Eva was shocked and turned off. Imagine the woman thinking she would be a whore. She left, not saying goodbye.

Once Adam graduated, they got married almost immediately. Nice wedding, maybe a hundred people at the Shoal Creek Country Club. Eva looked marvelous and Adam so handsome, like a model. Adam’s Dad picked up the tab, of course. 

They honeymooned on the Amalfi Cost in Italy. Eva looking like a frikin’ hot, a little pixie in her pink bikini strolling down the beach, getting the looks, making Adam jealous, and hard, too. All that attention turned him on, and she was all his.

Then they moved into their first home, down payment compliments of Dad, and settled in for the ‘till death do us part” of life.
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Jamal Harris had gone on to Alabama, The Crimson Tide. Big football star, now was drafted by Bears NFL football team. He was the home town hero. Everyone who knew him before he was a star wanted to be near him. He was home on break.

Eva was picking up a quart of soy milk at the local convenience store when a familiar deep voice whispered in her ear.

“Hey Sexy!”

It sent an excited shiver down her spine. Jamal was home on a break until summer football camp started up. 

Eva turned to look at him, her eyes exploring his body, stopping at his crotch. He caught her and they both smiled. They were thinking the same thing.

“Jamal, you are such a devil, ain’t cha? Did you gain some weight?” she said. 

“Yeah, beefed up to two-seventy-five. Had too. Big boys to go against up there.”

“Yeah, you look good.” She said nodding her head in appreciation.

“You too. Well, wat chu think. Want to try agin?” 

He didn’t waste any time. He was used to getting what he wanted from women.

“You know I’m married now?”

“Yeah so”

There was a brief pause as she thought it over.

It was a tough choice. she curled her lip as she thought.  Then she answered hesitantly.“How about Monday. I’m off Monday.” 

“I’ll get the room.”

And just like that, they were on. Damn the marriage, full steam ahead. Five years of just Adam
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