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Excerpt

 


As the man bent over and went down on my
wife, she stepped over to me. "You looking at that man-ass, white
boy?" she sneered. I wanted to say that he caught me off-guard...
That, if I'd known he was going to bend over like that, I would
have turned away so that I didn't see his perfect, tight,
chocolatey bunghole – which is what I did. However, it took me too
long to formulate my reply. She snickered. "All you white boys
become faggots around real men," she continued, her voice dripping
with contempt. "Even when you got a fine wife like you do."

 


My emotions were all over the place, but my
dick was loving it all. The visuals, the aroma, the moans of
pleasure, and even the abuse. It didn't matter to my little
soldier, he just wanted to bust.

 


I watched her fine ass as she walked away.
Her husband stood up as she passed him, lining that fat cock of his
up with Kelsey's cunny. I don't know how far he took my beloved
with his tongue, being distracted and all, but I knew that it
wouldn't take long for her to cum, either. Despite his massive
size, her creamy, married cunt took his girth quite easily. She
writhed and moaned as he slowly sank inch after inch into her. Two
pumps in – three, at the most – and she gripped the sheets, cumming
hard. She writhed and moaned, begging him to fuck her harder, but
he kept that same maddeningly slow pace. She gyrated her hips,
bucking so as to impale herself on his rigid manhood. He grabbed
her legs and held them up, then spread them wide.

 


Even before my wife was
done, Aayliah climbed over her, much as her husband had done just a
short time earlier. My heart pounded ever faster. Here was the
moment of truth. It was one thing to let another woman go down on
you... Is she really going to eat that
black girl's pussy?!?!?!

 


A moment later, I had my
answer...
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Book 2, Chapter 1

 


Things were truly amazing after our second
night out, getting my sexy, beloved wife, Kelsey, blacked. I have
to say, it might have been even better than our honeymoon. Better
than those first few months of wedded bliss. Our marriage was
perfect in every way, now that I'd found a solution to the part
where I'd been lacking.

 


I was raring to go, to take
her anywhere she wanted to go, to have her meet more men.
Black men? I asked
myself. So far, her preference had seemed to go that way, but I
hadn't exactly asked. I told myself that I wanted to discover this
new version of my wife along with her. By Wednesday, she hadn't
mentioned going out on the weekend, so I asked her.

 


"I think maybe we should
stay in and take it easy," she said. "Maybe just do some
binge-watching and cuddling." I mean, that had always been one of
my favorite things to do, no doubt, but it didn't exactly jibe with
our experiences of the last two weeks. For about the hundredth time
I wondered, Have I pushed her too far, too
fast? I looked to her, hoping for an
answer to a question that I hadn't said out loud. She did not
disappoint.

 


"If I'm being honest," she
said in subdued tones. Oh, shit,
I thought, here it
comes. "I'm still a bit sore... I mean, my
ass is, if you know what I mean." I smiled, just short of laughing.
I was so relieved. She thought I was making fun of her and hit me
on the arm.

 


"I thought that maybe you were still having
doubts," I said, recalling the aftermath of our first cuckold
adventure. Now, it was her turn to laugh. "No, not at all," she
said, rather quickly. "I would just like some us time, in the
meantime. I don't know what it is about these men," she continued,
"but they seem to be able to talk me into anything." I noted in my
brain that none of them had actually done any talking, but thought
it best to keep it to myself. "My body needs time to recover from
what it tells me it craves, is all."

 


I embraced her, kissing her forehead and
letting her know that I loved her and stood by her decisions before
moving my lips down to hers and kissing her far more passionately.
For the next week, we did exactly that. We snuggled on the sofa and
watched a lot of TV, feeling the warmth of each others' bodies. On
all three weekend nights, I even ran her a bubble bath. By Sunday,
I had the exact combination of soaps, oils, and salts down. I
pampered her and we laughed and teased, and played around, just
like the earliest days of our courtship – the first four months –
only now, I got to see her beautiful body naked, even if I didn't
make love to her.

 


When the following Wednesday rolled around,
I brought the question up again. "Saturday?" she askes. "Oh, no can
do." I thought for a moment that she must be kidding. There was
nothing on the calendar and I told her so. "Yes, but I'm taking my
man out to a nice dinner," she said, kissing my stunned lips. We'd
gone Dutch, from time to time, when we dated, but she'd never
picked up the complete check. When I asked her what the occasion
was, seeing as it was neither our anniversary nor my birthday, she
smiled even wider. "I just want to let you know how much I love
you."

 


***

 


"You look quite handsome," she said. I
stopped perusing the menu and looked up at her, smiling. "Thank
you, babe," I replied. She was stunning herself, and I told her so,
for about the sixth time that evening. "My beautiful wife, treating
me to my favorite restaurant," I noted. "I'm a lucky man,
indeed."

 


In the back of my mind, though, was a
slowly-forming thought. When I first discovered that I wasn't
satisfying her, she was very lovey-dovey, despite being completely
frustrated with me. Had she brought me here, to a public place
where I was unlikely to raise a scene, to finally tell me it was
over?

 


The waiter interrupted my train of thought,
and that was probably for the best. But as I waited while he took
Kelsey's order, the thought returned. Once again, he interrupted.
"And for you?" he asked. I cleared my throat and made to place my
order...

 


And that's when I felt my wife's clearly
bare foot rub my cock, through my pants, and under the table! "I,
uh..." I started, instantly forgetting my order. My favorite. My
usual. The same thing I ordered almost every time I came here. I
turned to Kelsey, my mouth agape, as she stroked my rapidly rising
manhood with her toes. She looked at me like she had no idea what
was going on.
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