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 Chapter 1

Madeleine: a small rich cake, typically baked in a
shell-shaped mold and often decorated with coconut and jam.

 


 


Oh, what horny kisses he gives to me. Did you notice
he puts his tongue in me and caresses my own tongue and my lips? I
am very wet and he turns me on just with this detail.

 


Oh yummy, those little kisses he gives me on
the neck... it's very horny, while he hugs me. Oh…Do you want to
see my ass, do you want to see how his dick impales me from behind?
Or do you prefer to see when he eats my tits? Can you see us? Can
you see everything? Ass, boobs, legs, dick. See all you want,
honey.

 


Look how he puts it in me, …so different to
your way. Look, he's already hard. He's is hard again. He takes off
all his clothes and mine, my love. Look, my boobs have grown. As I
told you. Do you see?

 


You know he likes to fuck me doggy style.
That is me mating as a bitch. Indeed I'm... I'm like a bitch. Now
he put it in me and…..wow, yummy! Oh, that's good. Oh! how good it
is! Did you see how he grabs my hips? He grabs onto those marks I
have, the "love handles". I'm made for him... did you see? Oh, how
good he fucks me! His cock is so much better than yours. He gets
deep inside me.

 


I know that you knew that he fucks me. But
you didn't say anything. I realized that by mistake I had left a
tape at home, I know you saw us. Did you like getting your wife
fucked? Did you cum watching us?

 


Look at us, my love.

From today on you will be able to see us
every night…

 


 



 Chapter 2

Honey, you didn't realize how and when I met Michael.
You should know it. In fact, you were there.

 


It was many years ago. You have forgotten the
day, the exact moment I warned you about him. You were there when I
knew this man. Don’t you remember I told you how was he staring at
me in the supermarket? He was viciously watching my ass, my boobs,
and my whole body. Michael was recklessly watching me. I didn't
know him yet but he was already a daring young black man. At the
supermarket aisles. You were distracted, looking for beers and
flirting with the promotional blond models. This man was watching
me. He inspected my body, my ass, my breasts. He didn't care that I
was clearly a white mom of our two daughters. A white mature wife.
He didn't care that you were there. His powerful sight made me feel
naked. Especially because that day we were in a hurry, remember? So
I went out without wearing any bra. My boobs did bounce notoriously
as we walked fast. My nipples were hard and pointy. This man
couldn't stop seeing my boobs. I felt same time scared and
flattered. He was young and handsome. But I had learned to distrust
black people. Hopefully, this man insisted on me.

 


He followed us through the aisles. He made me
nervous. Do you understand? You know what is said about black men
and white women. They just love to fuck us. And this man looked
hard, muscular, and agile as a black panther. He clearly was
stronger than you. A natural killer.

 


That's why I didn't tell you when he walked
up to me and brushed his hand on my buttocks. I felt him very clear
as he touched my ass. He squeezed me, he pinched me! He didn't care
that you were there, aside from me, in the same aisle. How cheeky!
How daring! I felt an electricity that gave me goose bumps in my
entire body I hadn't felt before. My nipples got hard. But I didn't
tell you so as not to make a scandal. Didn't you realize I was
nervous? No, you didn't.

 


I felt so disappointed when I told you about
him staring at me and you did nothing. You shrugged off for not
having trouble with a black man like him. I learned you fear men
like Michael. Too brave for you to deal with? Didn't you realize
you disappointed me? No, you didn't. You didn’t realize neither
when this man, Michael, discretely slide a small piece of paper on
my hand. His cellphone number.

 


That day I bought a Venetian mask. I wanted
to call your attention, to make a discrete warning to you. It's the
sign of cheating, of infidelity. Didn't you know?

 


I bought it for one of the costume birthdays
we used to go on those happy days. Didn't you ask yourself why I
"didn't use" it while I keep it for years?

 


Honey. He is the man who became my lover.
You've heard me calling him Michael. But it's not his real name.
I'm not hiding his name from you but the Police. He manages a
dangerous but very profitable business. He is a very successful
black man who plays very well the nasty cards life has given
him.

 


We started to meet every single time I went
shopping at this supermarket. I made myself go into it to buy some
floss or any shit I invented to deceive you (sorry hun!). And every
time I texted him, he patiently waited for me. Until I arrived
there for some shopping.

 


Sorry, that was my alibi. I couldn't stand by
and discard the moment to let him touch me as long as he was
around. I should have told you before that I had an affair. It was
our agreement. I know it but right now I think it's better for you
to not know yet up to now.

 


Don't worry I have been always safe and well
treated. He is nice, manly, and respectful. When I say "No" it's
No. Michael is violent only with the mean people he makes some of
his business. He takes care of me as well as you took care of me.
But differently. You still love me, right honey? Forgive me. It was
all about sex.

 


You want details. We have done it in his car.
In my (our) family's car. Yes, this may sound dirty but I clean
everything after we fuck. You know I'm a clean woman. We've done it
inside the car, outside the car too. In the supermarket's parking
lot. In an elevator. In the restroom. Any lonely place is ok. We
only avoided hotel rooms. Just in case we met other known couples
-yes many of our acquaintances have open marriages-. Or the cops
who follow him. He works me well wherever and under any
circumstance. I need his performance to feel secure. If he were a
flaccid man I would feel insecure and ugly. You know about that.
I'm a white goddess to him.

 


You asked me to disclose all details about
our intimacy. I shouldn’t reveal these things. Are you sure you
wanna know?

 


I told him things like "I'm so horny I could
leave my husband to be with a gang guy like you." Yes, I whispered
this kind of dirty talking to my lover to make him aroused. Also to
make you aroused as I'm confessing it to you. But it's just sex
hun. But sex is so important to males.

 


Are you sure you wouldn't mind knowing these
things, honey? Wouldn't you get mad? I am a bit worried about your
eventual reaction to Michael. He knows how to fight. He has killed.
He would knock you down easily. Michael would get mad too if he
finds you've touched me a single hair. So be careful. He is so
protective.

 


He calls me Mad, as you call me Madeleine. I
find Mad sexier. It’s funnier. I tell him things like ”I’m a Mad
who loves her husband, and too a Mad who doesn't feel anything
sexual from her husband.” Things to make him hornier.

 


How did I get pregnant? Well, I had Michael
as my lover for a few months and then I realized I was pregnant.
I'm that horny for him. Don't be angry with me. We could still have
a wonderful life together. I still love you, I've loved you since
we met and I'm going to love you forever. It's just that I can't
let his cock away but I wanna keep you too and our family. Could we
just split sex from love? Don't keep me in a painful situation.

 


I tell him many things. Lately, I told
Michael that “the baby is not a problem for fucking me honey, fuck
me, please fuck me!” Oh, so hot!

 


Yes, I have kept you away from my body while
I was pregnant but I gave myself to him. It's unfair. Life is
unfair.

 


Do these filthy little details titillate you,
hun? Do you want to touch me? Do you want to eat my pussy, honey?
You are not able to fuck me but you still may eat my pussy. Would
ya?

 


"We're going to have a baby soon. Sex is not
a problem, the doctor said. So I could want you to fuck me almost
until my delivery day and every time after for the rest of my life.
And my hubby may eat my pussy until his wife gives birth to our
mixed race baby too."

 


That's how it's supposed to be, isn't it,
honey? That's what we're supposed to be. It's modern marriage,
honey. Many friends do it like us, in secret. You would be shocked
to know. Marriage is so demanding and exhausting. A third party is
needed. White marriages like ours need a nice black guy like
Michael.

 


“I’ve been waiting for this forever. I'm your
lover and I'm going to fuck you every night until your pregnant
pussy gives birth. This is how it's going to be for us."

 


Yes, Michael said that, he said many things.
He would seduce any pretty white wife. It was just that I was the
lucky wife he choose. He loves white pussy, crotch pink petals as
he uses to say. He loves white married women. He always asks for me
to wear our wedding ring all time while we fucked, while I give him
a blow job. Do you wanna I to do tape while we are fucking? Are you
hard now? Do you like all this filth?

 


Michael loves to say "your pussy is so wet,
I'm going to fuck you all night, babe." And he does hun, he does.
We were in a cold and hellish parking lot. The worst possible place
for sex. All hotels were full. I had told
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