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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 want it,” I said, biting my lip for a second as the feel of his hand on me made me shiver, “I want it, please!”

“What do you want?” he said again.

I expected him to spank me again- some men do have this fetish from what I have heard- but just as I felt the air from his hand as it traveled towards me, he stopped right before he made contact.

“Come on, put your penis in me,” I said, “Put it in me?”

“Put what in you?” the Black man said.

Why oh why are you teasing me so?

“Your penis,” I said, louder this time, “That huge Black penis- put it in me now!”

I expected that he was going to spank me again, as this seemed to be a major source of entertainment for him, but no- just as I thought I felt his bare palm about to strike my flesh again, instead he grabbed hold of my cheek firmly. His fingers, fingers that were thick and long like his swollen tallywhacker, were feeling me, and they were spreading me from the back…

And then with a manly shove, I felt his bell end piercing my quim, pushing into me.

The sensation of his strange flesh on my own made me feel like rockets were going off from deep inside of me. If him entering my mouth had made it wet, now that he slid himself inside, I was literally exploding with desire. 

He easily pushed about half of himself in me- the half I guess that Clive has been using since our wedding- but just at the point when I felt full, he kept going. 

Oh good heavens-

“Your deep,” I moaned now, stating the obvious, “You are so deep-”

He was indeed deep. Now, I had not known that my insides could be stretched so much before this, but since they were, nothing else felt as filling. It was almost like I was losing my virginity for a second time. 

I am losing a type of a virginity- my interracial virginity.

“Of course I am,” the Black man said, still chuckling, “Not used to that, are you?”

No I am not!

Satisfied that he was inside of me, he now began to actually push.

He started slow- apparently, I was not the first woman whom was White that he had brought across this line!- but with each push, he went just a little deeper, and just a little faster. 

While I can not be certain as to how any other woman feels when she is experiencing her first Black man, what I can be certain of is that I was not used to this. As he proceeded to literally open my insides up, bit by bit, all I could do was close my eyes and take it from him. His hand now was grabbing my hair, clutching it in between his fingers, as his other hand grabbed the side of my hip, and his tallywhacker seemed to work in unison. No, this was no regular man that I was having sex with, but this was a well co-ordinated machine almost, and my body reacted accordingly.

“Yes,” he said, as I begin to tighten up on him from the inside, “Yes, I’ll get you what you need- I’ll get you there!”

“You will!” I agreed loudly, “You will- yes, you will!”

I came then, a good solid orgasm from his penetration, and when I came, I just happened to open my eyes- and I saw that we were not alone!

The bald man had left the door open, so it was only a matter of time until we were discovered; the time was now.

One of the caretakers, the one whom had been toying round with the vacuum, was now standing in front of the desk, maybe about three feet away. He had his own man pole out, his dark hand stroking it to the sight before him, and almost next to him stood the White man in the lot. While he was not playing with himself, I could see his own bulge inside of his gabardine colored workman’s trousers.

They have been watching- they have been watching it all!

Bad as this was, the fact that I was cheating on my lifelong husband with a Black man- and at work to boot- it was now much worse. 

While not all men can be relied upon to keep their mouths closed about the sexual conquests they make, even if the bald man inside of me had went to discuss it, it would simply be a rumour that he started. True, he might tell on it to these men in his employ, but with my reputation as a real minge, would they even believe it?

Now they know it to be true!

As I stared at the other Black penis before me, knowing that it was too late to cover up my actions, I knew that the only hope I had to ensure these men’s silence was to give them some of the action. A man whom sees sex has no reason to keep his trap shut about it, but a man whom was involved in a threesome might, as this implies all other sorts of traits about him…

And now that I have discovered Black men, why not make good use of this opportunity?

As the bald man continued to poke out my insides from behind, I looked at the second man, and I curled my finger in a come hither motion.
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I never asked to be posted to the United States to begin with, but when you are fifty three and have been employed by the same concern for three decades, you simply do not have much of a choice in the matter. Too young to retire, but too old to easily acquire another career, I was forced to accept the assignment. Of course some of the younger women attempted to console me, stating that this was an indication that I was finally being promoted from the mid ranks of management into an executive level position, but I of course know better; even though the posting carried with it the presumptuous title of vice president, this title really was nothing more than a sop to the bank’s supposed commitment to having a diverse workplace.

My husband, Clive, tried to argue against the whole idea. He being fifteen years older than me, he is indeed retired, and he frankly stated that our financial future was secure. Clive has always seemed to have foresight when it comes to investment, and with the majority of our securities invested in a combination of oil companies and legacy airlines, what could possibly go wrong?

Fortunately, I also possess a fair degree of foresight. 

Over the quarter century of our marriage, I have indeed been fortunate to be married to a man whom manages to both keep his habits in check, and also has managed to parlay our modest inheritances into a decent nest egg. While we may not possess the titles of nobility, and we would hardly qualify as members of the so-called one percent, we are fortunate enough to own a flat in Fulham, as well as a cottage in Swansea where we holiday. Even more fortunately, we are paid in full on both properties, as anyone in the financial industry will not recommend to a client (but knows is the secret to possessing stable golden years).

That said, I feel that I am still too young to retire, and a few more years of employment cannot hurt. Clive is still in full possession of his health and faculties, even if he is a man in his late sixties, and so at most I see myself working five more years. The bank knows this as well, and this is why they offered me the promotion, on the caveat that I accepted the posting. If I refused, I would be relegated to minor level claims work for the remainder of whichever time I spent with them, but if I accepted, they could keep a good face on themselves, without ever having to promote me into the real levels of control within the institution. It never fails to amaze me how any proud subject of Her Majesty will gladly state that our greatest monarchs have been our queens, yet these same older male subjects feel that having male genitalia is an unspoken requirement for being in control of a corporation.
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