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WARNING!!!

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

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

 

“You heard me,” I said, as I reached forward and grabbed his bulge, “I asked, have you ever fucked a married White woman?”

I was looking him directly in the eye, and my fingers were on the zipper of his pants- 

“I can’t believe it,” was all he said.

There’s my answer.

Without another word, I moved forward, towards him, as I got ready to see if that Black dick was as big hard as it was underneath his pants.

His arm suddenly reached around the small of my back, and pulling me into his built chest, I felt the heat of his body through his shirt and my nightgown. His free hand shut the door behind us in one smooth motion, as his lips met mine; he was a kisser, something that I neither expected nor required, but that was a pleasant surprise!

He tastes like cherry cola and cigarettes-

That was my thought, as his tongue pushed it’s way into my mouth and against mine with no resistance. He kissed me long, hard and deep, as his hand moved lower down my back, slipping underneath and inside of my nightgown, touching my smooth, bare flesh. He ran his fingers down the length of me, and when they landed at the small of my back and the top of my ass, they pressed hard into the flesh of my cheeks, giving them a squeeze.

Yes, touch me-

Breaking our kiss, he looked into my eyes for a moment, as if he himself was wondering if this was really happening.

“I’m married, too,” he said.

“I don’t care,” I said, and then he pushed me slightly in front of him, releasing his hold of my body.

“You sure that you want to do this?” he asked.

He was nothing like Bryan, not a thug in the least- but that’s what I wanted right now.

If I am going to fuck a Black man, then I want him to be Black!

“Yes,” I said, “I have always wanted Black dick in my pussy- in my White pussy….”

“Okay,” he said, as his fingers touched his zipper, “You know once you go Black, you don’t go back, right?”

Normally, I might be turned on by such talk- sex talk makes it even hotter, and the hundreds of hours I had spent on the phone playing with myself when I was with Niles confirmed it- but this was not a time for conversation.

“Shut up, and just fuck me,” I said, as I reached up, and I pulled the straps of my nightgown down over my shoulders.

I stood in front of him naked, and he did stop for a second, his eyes taking in the fullness of my body. They looked over me from head to toe, taking in the curves and the marks, the softness that comes with being someone with four in total and going on thirty…

Turning my back to him, and wiggling the cheeks of my ass for his benefit, I walked over to the old Deseret Industries couch that was the first piece of furniture we got when we moved into the place. It was really a nasty old couch, but as I was told, I didn’t want to have brand new furniture in the house, if a social worker ever came to see how I was living off of my benefits and child support.

Buying boots and nightgowns can be hidden, but you can’t hide a couch!

I sat down on the couch then, and lifting my legs up in the air, I slid my panties down my thighs. Kicking them off, they landed in front of the television, and I spread my legs, exposing my married White pussy to him….

He was still standing there, as if he was making a decision.

Is he really undecided?

“I am ready for you to fuck me,” I said, my tone as impatient as I was, “So?”

Not saying a word, he bit down on his lip, as his hand unzipped the front of his pants, and I watched that Black monster awaken from it’s slumber.

It was, as I expected, huge- and with as many cocks as I have had, I knew it had to be one of the largest ones, definitely well over eight inches and maybe even nine, but that was not the only thing that set it apart. It was as dark as coal, the skin of his cock head with a purplish undertone, and the large balls that were behind it, were covered in a trimmed patch of knotty brillo like pubic hairs…

I am definitely going to put that in my mouth, but my pussy gets it first!

Finally, he walked over, and now he stood in front of me, holding his cock in his hand, his pants slid down to just above the knees..

“You don’t need a condom,” I said, “You can just put it in me!”

Instead of doing that, though, this strong Black man fell to his knees in front of me- his hands grabbed either one of my thighs, and as I felt his tongue make the very first contact with the outermost folds of my pussy, I was shocked!

He wants to eat me, he wants to eat my pussy!

“Oh fuck,” I said, as he began to lick me, “Yes, okay, yes, you can get you some of that…”

Get it all, baby, get all the pussy you want!

I suddenly felt like a bug was on my shoulder, and as I turned to swat it, I caught what was in the window.

Two more faces, two Black faces of young dark-skinned men, dressed in the same uniform as he was wearing, who saw exactly what he was doing between my legs!
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I.

 

Well, I guess it’s time to wake up.

With the house quiet, and the quarantine still in effect, I had started sleeping in. My two oldest were at their father’s house in Louisiana for the summer, his oldest was at a residential school in Montana, and while the little one was still here, she was over at my mother’s, so it was just me and my husband, Rodney.

I had arranged this on purpose, for us to be alone together this weekend. Usually with three in the house, it is impossible for us ever to be alone, and I was hoping that maybe we could make good use of the time- maybe have another one by next spring?

Unfortunately, Rodney so far had other ideas for the best way to make use of the uninterrupted time, ideas that involved WoW and not me. Even when I asked him to come to bed last night at about two AM, he didn’t even look up from the screen of the computer. I was wearing my favorite piece of lingerie, a pink outfit that I had owned long before we had joined the church, but I might as well have been wearing his old stained FBI sweatshirt. 

Or the so-called “temple wear” that really is just a set of nineteenth century underwear with magic symbols on it…

I watched my husband sleep for a moment, his belly rising up and down and reminding me of a beached whale- well, I really couldn’t complain about that, as he looks no worse really than he did when I married him.

I’m not going to be like my ex, who bitched when I put on five pounds.

Running my hand down his belly, to the boxer shorts that he wore- like me, he has no intention of actually wearing that ridiculous get up, except when we need something from the church and are forced to go to a bishop’s meeting- I reached inside of them, and I grabbed hold of his cock.

Well, more of a penis than a cock, really.

Cock of course implied that a man had something between his legs that was of some size, something to be proud of- what my husband had, even at his best, was on the short side of average, and far from most of the men that I have let inside of me over the years.

And that’s why they invented vibrators. Oh well.

Even if he was not big, he was still an actual, flesh and blood penis, and that did still make it better than any piece of plastic could be. I began to stroke him, and when he started coughing slightly, I smiled; at least I was having the desired effect this morning, if not last night.

Better late than never, right?

Before he could fully open his eyes, I moved my face down to where my hand was. As I moved
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