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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 was still turned on, so there was one last solution. I pulled back the curtains of the shower, and my eyes landed on the bottles that lined the shelf.

That bottle is perfect- it looks like a dick.

It was long and thin, about eight or nine inches maybe, and while the plastic container did not have a bulbous head or the veins that a man has on his shaft, it was black.

Black, like a Black man’s dick.

Not thinking, I grabbed the bottle, and I held it in my hands. It was smooth and warm to the touch, the plastic having being warmed up by the steam of the shower, and while it was not my usual toy, it could work….

I looked back into the mirror, as I placed the end of the bottle at the entrance to my pussy; yes, it would be like fucking a Black man in a way, Keven’s worst nightmare…

“Oh shit,” a voice said, as the door opened, and I stared into the wide surprised face of a man!

Not just a man, a Black man!

He was tall, well over six foot- maybe closer to six three- and bulky, built like a college athlete who had aged somewhat, but wasn’t quite the fat, soft build of a lumpy former player yet. His eyes were wide and white, two large circles with dark brown irises, and down his bare chest, I saw he only had a towel around his waist.

“I, um,” I said, not sure what else to say!

Apparently, no matter what Keven had said, the host had lied or at least my husband had lied about us being the only guests here right now. This man was obviously staying here, as I should have known by the selection of “ethnic” hair products that someone of African ancestry and hair type was here, so he wasn’t some interloper that had broken into the house. 

“You are busy,” the man said.

Oh shit…

Suddenly, I remembered exactly what I was doing- I was about to shove a Black plastic shampoo bottle into my pussy!

I looked down, and I looked at him, and he dropped his towel.

In front of me was not just a fellow house-guest, but a very fine, very well hung man.

With skin as dark as oil, it seemed like the light bounced off of him. His chest, firm and solid and smooth, was hairless and defined, a chest that made my husband’s look like that of some basement dwelling incel by comparison. His stomach was likewise flat, toned from years of effort and capped in the middle by a belly button that seemed to be carved into the granite like form of his body; and in between his tree trunk legs, I saw the finest piece of him all!

That is one big dick- one big, Black dick!

Standing there as he was, he smiled proudly, his cock speaking for itself.

It jutted forward at just a slight upwards angle, eight or nine inches like the bottle in my hand. Like the rest of his body, he was smooth down there, too, not a hair to be seen on his ebony colored shaft or his two meatball sized balls. Unlike the bottle I held in my hand, or the toy that I had dropped in the bowl, this was not some imitation, but a real live organ; it seemed to pulse with it’s excitement, as if he sprung to life within the second or two he had opened the door, the angry eye in the middle seemingly staring at me….

Wordlessly, he closed the door behind him, and he turned the lock with a click- how had I forgotten to do that?

I needed to get up, and leave this room. I did not know this man, but while he may have simply walked in on me and thought that he was going to take advantage, I highly doubted that he was willing to force himself on me. My husband, after all, was right on the other side of the wall, and while I had no illusions to the idea of whom was stronger or whom would win in a fight, Keven would definitely call the cops if I just yelled.

“You know what time it is,” the Black man said, with the same grin.
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I.

 

Some day, we are going to look back at this whole time period, and a lot of people will define this as one of the events in history that mark a major turning point in life. 

Every generation seems to have these moments that they never forget- from the Kennedy shootings of the sixties, to the Challenger explosion, and even to the election of Obama- so this is really nothing new. I of course wasn’t even born when the first two events occurred, and I was in high school when Obama became president, but now that I am an adult, I like everyone else who makes it through this whole quarantine and all of the other craziness that is going on right now will never forget it. Maybe people who are old enough have forgotten other events that have happened and were supposed to be big points in history, such as the whole Y2K thing that amounted to nothing ultimately, but with all of the other things that are going on as a result of this quarantine, I would not doubt if this ends up becoming something of a turning point in the ongoing story of society. As a history teacher, I can’t help but wonder what people will say about all of this a hundred years from now, when the virus has long disappeared and all of the consequences from it have long passed- will this be another Y2K, or will this end up being another Second World War in a sense, a major turning point in the very nature of the world?

Since I have no way to predict the future, I don’t know. I am not one of these people, or the many people, who think because they have a Facebook account or a Twitter feed that this makes them some sort of expert. I wonder half of the time if the fact that everyone now has a worldwide soap box is a cause of most of the associated craziness with the whole lockdown, but again, that is an answer that will probably only be known years from now.

What I do know is that in the short space of a few months, my life and that of my husband have been completely up-ended.

I hate to say that we were the normal couple before the lock down, because there really is no definition of what normal is, but we were definitely a certain type of couple that exists widely.

Both my husband and myself went to the University of Michigan in Ann Arbor, and both of us came from upper middle class families. My people are in the management level of GM, and his folks own a successful car lot in the Upper Peninsula. While Yoopers, as my husband are called, are proud of their region of the state, (which does have it’s own unique je nais se quio) , like most of them, my husband had went to college with the idea that he was going to get out of his isolated and underpopulated part of Michigan. I had went to the University because it is a good college, and while I could have went to another institution of equal quality, it was the only one of it’s level that even my relatively successful family could afford.

We started dating three years ago, and while we were not serious for the first six months or so of the relationship, it was soon clear that we were going to have to either decide to stay together, for each other, or call it quits and go our own ways for graduate school. The end result of that was I decided to get my masters here in Ann Arbor, and for now, Kevin was spending more time working than he was in advancing his education. I didn’t make my husband give up his advanced degree for me, but with the economy being in better condition than it had been in a very long time, it made sense to do it this way; he could always go back in a couple of years, and with an advanced degree, I would easily be able to get a teaching position in any blue state that paid a decent salary. We had not decided where exactly we wanted to end up, but for now, we were here.

There are worse places to live than in Ann Arbor, especially in our
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