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Chapter One: ​A Daring Touch
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I loved being close to the stage. Darien had gotten us very good tickets. We were up close, and I could see everything.

I loved country music, and this was the concert of the year for all of my favorite singers and bands.

“Thanks,” I hugged my husband between songs.

“No problem,” he hugged me back.

I didn’t even mind that his hand was on my ass, squeezing it tightly. I knew he loved my big ass; most guys did.

I had what the country boys called a badonkadonk, and the guys down on the docks called me a pawg. I didn’t know what it meant the first time, but when they said it was a phat ass white girl. I liked it, it fit me very well.

I was a country girl with all the fixings, that’s what Darien loved about me. I could cook, clean, hunt, and fish. I also had a nice body to boot, thick in all the right places.

I looked at Darien, my husband, for twelve years, he was hooting and hollering and singing along to the song.

‘Wait!’ I thought, ‘If both his hands were there in front of me, swaying and pumping in the air, then whose hand was on my ass?’

I turned around, ready to punch some redneck’s face when I saw Terry smiling back at me. His dark-skinned hand was firmly on my ass.

Terry was Darien’s friend and coworker. Maxine, Darryl, and Kelce were with us at the concert. None of the others saw that Terry had a firm grip on my ass. I turned slightly to look at Darien.

“Are you alright?” Darien asked as he put his hand on my shoulder.

He didn’t notice his friend had one of my ass cheeks in his hand.

“Yeah, I am good,” I smiled as I took hold of his hand.

‘Why didn’t I tell him that his black friend had his hand on my ass?’ I thought. ‘Why didn’t I tell Terry to stop squeezing my ass?’

The place was crowded, and I was sure no one could tell.

‘Why was this turning me on?’ That was the bigger problem at hand here.

Then I felt it. Terry had moved slightly; both hands were on my ass now.

‘Fuck me!’ I tried to calm myself.

I was getting really turned on by another man squeezing my ass in my tight jeans shorts; he was squeezing my ass so hard I was practically on the tips of my toes.

“You look flustered,” Darien bent down and whispered in my ear. “You really do have the hots for this guy, huh?”

The singer on stage was on my bucket list; it was a list of people that, if I got to meet, I might cheat on my husband. Darien had a list, too.

“Yeah,” I whispered back.

‘Tell him!’ the voice in my head yelled. ‘Tell him that his friend is squeezing your ass!’

Darien was a very jealous man; he didn’t like other men even staring at me too long. If he knew Terry was squeezing my ass, he would have a fit and cause a fight.

Maybe that’s why I didn’t want Terry to stop, but why wasn’t I doing something about it? Why was I... I paused. ‘Was I moving my ass in his hands?’

I was. I was swaying to the music and pushing my ass backward onto Terry’s hands.

‘I am cheating!’ the thought rushed into my head.

I had always been the advocate against cheating. I worked at the port, and I heard many stories of the men who worked on the docks cheating on their wives, or the sailors who came in on the boats cheating. Even some of the women who worked in the offices had cheated, and I had been against it.

Here I was at a sold-out country concert with the singer on stage singing about real love, and I was down here cheating. I was rubbing my ass backward onto another man’s hands while holding my husband’s hand.

‘No!’ I thought, feeling one of Terry’s hands moving from my ass. ‘Please no,’ I tried to shout out, but nothing came out of my mouth except for the lyrics of the song as I sang along.

Terry’s hand went between my legs and through one of the small gaps of the shorts and my thigh.

I was soaking wet. If he pushed a finger any higher, he would.

“Terry, you enjoying yourself?” Maxine asked.

‘Bitch!’ I shouted inside my head.

Part of me hated her for interrupting at that precise moment, but another part wanted to thank her.

“Yeah,” Terry smiled, his hands were completely off me.

“We know the music is not your thing, but we are glad you came along,” Darryl added. He had his arms around Maxine as they sang along. The two had been a couple longer than Darien and me.

“Yeah, man,” Darien gripped Terry. “We are glad you came out of the house, sorry about Serena, and I am sure listening to love songs, isn’t helping, but you needed to get out.”

“It’s okay,” Terry grinned. He wasn’t looking at me. “Glad to get some fresh air.”

“Come on,” I gripped his arm and pulled him forward so he stood between Darien and me. “We are here for you.”

“Yeah, both of us,” Darien stared at me.

“Thank you, I appreciate it,” Terry nodded.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“What’s got into you?” Darien smiled as I hovered over him as we lay in bed.

“Seeing all those singers and that music,” I smiled as I sank down on his cock. “It got me really turned on.”

“We should go to them more,” he held onto my big tits as I started to bounce up and down on his cock.

“Yeah, like we could afford it,” I started bouncing harder and faster.

“I can work extra overtime for it,” Darien stared at me.

“Oh yeah?” I smiled.

Darien didn’t know this, but the thought of Terry’s hands on my ass was the reason he was getting lucky tonight.

Even as I rode him and felt his cock inside me, ready to burst any moment. Darien never lasted long when I rode him like this. 

I closed my eyes and thought about Terry and his large hands. Even as Darien’s cock throbbed hard, ready to unload his cum into me.

“Just enjoy the moment,” I told him as I opened my eyes and looked down at him.

Those words were more to me than to him. I had promised myself that I would never cheat, but something told me that I was about to break that promise.
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Chapter Tw​o: More Risks
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It had been almost three weeks since the concert, and I hadn’t said anything to Darien about his friend touching my ass. I hadn’t seen Terry since that night, but my thoughts still lingered on it.

Not just my thoughts, feeling Terry’s hands on my ass that night had done something to me, I couldn’t explain it, not out loud anyway.

I started looking at the guys down by the docks differently. The dark-skinned men, not the Caucasians, the coloured as some people around here would call them. I even started looking at interracial porn. I loved porn, not the girly porn, the rough porn.

I was never into interracial anything; it wasn’t for me, not because of how I was raised or my parents or any racism, it just didn’t trip my trigger. My parents weren’t racist or even prejudice, they loved people of all creeds and nationalities, they always said that was what country was about, treating people how they wanted to be treated. Respect, Hard work, and good manners, that’s how I was raised.

Now, Darien was raised differently; he had a jealous streak a mile long. he was raised that people should stick to their own races, and a woman’s place was always behind her man, so if I even looked at another man too long, he would have a fit, and the same if another man looked at me for too long.

Which didn’t bode well when you took into account that most people who saw both of us together knew that Darien had shot way above his range. He hated it when people called him Laura’s man, or asked him if he was the man the busty blonde with a nice ass belonged to.

I always laughed it off. I had been turning heads since I was fourteen years old. I lost my virginity on my eighteenth birthday. I wasn’t promiscuous or anything like that; I just wanted my first time to be with Henry Goad before he went off to the Army.

Since that first time with Henry, there had been no other person who had slept with me except for Darien.

That was why this whole new attraction to dark-skinned men was hard for me to get a hold of. I had always liked burly white men with beer bellies and long beards. Darien had a huge beer barrel for a stomach and a beard that touched his chest. Before that night at the concert, that’s all I wanted.

Now, it did nothing for me. I hadn’t slept with Darien since that night. Being married for so long, it was easy for me to make excuses for not having sex, and three weeks wasn’t the longest we went without it. So, it wasn’t setting any alarm bells off. Darien was often too tired or too caught up in watching something on television or hanging with friends to even think about sex.

Most of the time, sex between us lasted seconds, not minutes. It was mostly due to his being out of shape.

I was surfing the net on my phone, not searching for anything in particular, when Darien walked into the living room. He smelled like beer and cigars.

“We might have some company coming with us next weekend. Unless you changed your mind, again?” Darien stated.

“No, I haven’t changed my mind,” I sighed. “It would be nice to get out in the open.”

“Good, Terence is coming over,” Darien was staring at me as he reached for the remote. “I told him we were headed to Barney’s place and he wanted to come.”

“Terence?” I put my phone down and looked at him. “I thought you weren’t going to hang with him anymore, after the concert. You said he was bringing you down with his problems.”

“Yeah, but I feel bad for the guy,” Darien sat back and kicked his feet up. “It was a bad break up. He needs to get out of the damn house and move the fuck on!”

That was funny, coming from the guy who almost cried when I told him I would leave him for one of the country singers.

I was playing it cool on the outside, but inside my heart was beating a mile a minute. Terry was coming to my house. The place looked horrible; it was a total pigsty.

I had
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