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WARNING!!!

This book contains hardcore sex, and is for sale to adults only (18+).

Sexual situations in this book contain interracial sex.

ALL characters are over 18 years of age.

This is a work of FICTION, and all characters and events are fictional. Any similarity to any actual persons,  living or dead, places or organizations,  is a matter of coincidence, and is not intended by the author. 

Again, this is a work of FICTION.

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


Excerpt

 

“I asked what you are doing here,” I said, frowning both at his tone and also at his obviously large penis, “This is a private building, not the gym at the Y, for residents only…”

At that, he himself frowned, as if I was striking some sort of cord.

I wonder how big he gets when he is hard?

I am still a woman, after all, and since I had married for money and not looks especially, it can be impossible to not glance at something that is physically appealing, or at least interesting. My husband is only four inches or so, which I know is definitely on the small side of manhood, and while I have not been with anyone else in a very long time, sometimes I do try to remember what it feels like to have a larger penis inside of me…

“Now, I don’t want to have to call the police,” I said, “But you, and your friend, do need to leave!”

I tried to sound as firm as I could, and while I was less than half the size of the man in front of me it seemed, I am used to getting my way. My tone is definitely one of a woman who knows she has money, and almost always, people do what you want when you have money. If they don’t, you speak to the manager, and the manager nine times out of ten will back me or people like me up.

The tall man started laughing then.

Once in awhile, someone does like to argue with me, but the fact that he burst into laughter- loud, ringing laughter that seemed to bounce off the walls- was not something I was used to. It was worse in a way, more disrespectful than being cursed to my face, and as he kept laughing, I now was more than annoyed!

“This isn’t a joke,” I said, pointing at the door, “Now, both of you, get out of the building or I am calling the cops!”

“You heard her,” the shorter man said, sitting up on the weight bench, “She’s going to call the cops on us!”

Black people have an extreme fear of the cops it seems in general, and I was expecting this would get their attention. No matter what music they listened to, or whether or not they lived in the ghetto part of town, most Black people try and avoid the cops. They of course say it is because cops are always shooting them, but that is an exaggeration; how come you never hear about some Black doctor or even professional athlete being shot, if the cops are always looking to give all Black people a hard time?

“Yeah,” the tall man said, “No, I don’t think so!”

“Excuse me?” I said, “Look, you don’t-”

“Actually, we do have a right to be here,” the tall man said, “But you think because we are Black, that we don’t, right?”

“No, it’s because you don’t-” I tried to say, but he refused to let me talk!

“I am so sick of the women in this building,” the tall man said, “You all seem to think that a young Black man doesn’t have a right to live here- well, I do, and I have a right to bring my guests to the gym!”

No way you live here!

Our building only has about one hundred units, and I would have known if one of them had been sold- they would have told everyone in the monthly HOA letter, as they always do…

“If I don’t live here, how would I have the code to even access the gym?” the tall man said, his hand resting on his hip.

You probably stole it some how, I bet!

“I don’t know,” I said, suddenly feeling unsure of myself, “I-”

“You don’t know, that’s right,” the tall man said, “But I do know something about you!”

“What?” I asked.

Had this man somehow been stalking me?

That didn’t make sense. We don’t even get our mail here, and my husband is very careful about keeping our online identity separate from anything that ties back to us in real life!

“Yeah, I know about you,” the tall man said, his lip curling as he spoke, “You are some White woman that is mad because her old husband can’t fuck her like she needs to be fucked, you spend all your time working out to keep him happy, but he can’t even get you off!”

Excuse me?

“See, it isn’t me that you are afraid of,” he continued, as if he was somehow a mind reader, “No, it’s yourself- you know Black men are better looking, you know we have bigger dicks and you want to find out about it, but since you can’t, you give us an attitude!”

I felt that somehow, I had stepped across a line- somehow, this stranger was not analyzing me, so much as leading me somewhere…

“You want to see something,” he said, his hand yanking down his shorts, “Well, look at this!”

He pulled his basketball shorts down a few inches, and I was staring now at his cock- his big Black cock, at least eight inches in length, a dark stem that was attached to two large meatball sized balls, and capped with a head that was an even lighter shade of brown…
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Great, another fifteen minutes, and I am done for the day.

When a woman hits forty, she has to work out unless she wants to blow up like a balloon, and now that I am getting close to fifty, working out has long been part of my routine. I don’t lift heavy weights or take supplements so that I can turn myself into one of those flat chested muscle women, but I do spend at least an hour a day on the treadmill so that I keep myself tight and fit. Maybe I can’t avoid getting older- there is still only one alternative to that- but I can avoid losing my husband to some younger woman, if I keep myself up.

Especially since we have money.

Whether people like it or not, everything in life has a price, and the price of being married to a man who is both a surgeon and a successful self-investor in the stock market is knowing that this man can easily replace something he does not like. I am, after all, his second wife, ten years younger than his first and fifteen years younger than him, so I always know in the back of my head that he would not have an issue in doing to me what he did to his ex-wife if I let myself go like she did. He loved her, too, at one point, but instead of trying to keep up with herself, she let herself gain over seventy pounds with no end in sight once she was in her thirties.

The facts of life are the facts of life.

I am not saying that I am complaining about the fact that the older I get, the more I have to recognize these cold hard truths. Being well off, especially in a state where the overwhelming majority people still live on less than fifty thousand a year, is worth whatever it takes to stay in this status. Five miles away from our downtown penthouse apartment, you see the shacks that the people of the ghetto live in, small clapboard homes that were built seventy years ago and that haven’t been updated since.

I can’t imagine living like those people.

Sighing, I looked around the gym. Since the virus thing had started, the gym was almost always empty. Our state was not even attempting to force a ban on businesses, and of course since this was a private gym and not a public facility it would not have been applied anyway, but that did not mean that the other residents of the building felt comfortable in working out just yet.  I normally see two or three other women down here early in the morning, women who like myself are getting older and doing what they need to do to keep their husbands as well. I don’t mind having the facilities to myself, true, but it does make the place feel a bit
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