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Edition License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.  This book contains sexually explicit situations and graphic language suitable for adult audiences only and is intended only as an adult fantasy. All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older. In real life always practice safe, consensual sex. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.  If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to Smashwords.com or your favorite retailer and purchase your own copy.  

Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
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Chapter 1
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I sighed as leaned back in the recliner, with my body slick with sweat and my pussy dripping wet. I am completely naked (much more than when with my husband). To my shame, my chubby body is on display for the world to see. I’m a curvy mom. 

But no. Fortunately, only my doc (Michael) and the mirror are the only witnesses to my pleasure. Doc fucks me in the missionary position, his dark cock entering me in deep thrusts, making me moan with pleasure. He is so skilled! His thick girth hitting my g-spot perfectly, his dark skin contrasting beautifully with my pale white skin. My doc once mentioned how my skin seems to glow when I’m bent over on the black leather gurney. It also glows when my skin is close to his. That’s why he prefers to fuck me like this, he said. Of course, he doesn’t talk like that. He still plays as if this is part of the treatment.

I’m a young wife, a mom with three kids, but ain't in love with my husband. My marriage is one of convenience, and we both know it. He needed a wife, to have some babies, hot meals and a clean home. My family was happy to provide me with him. He is an elder, rich man, and I fear, but not love him. I never really loved anyone in my young life, except for my doc, Dr. Mcpherson.

Oh, my sweet doc! How a good job he is doing to me right now. He’s the only man who can heal me with his cock. The only one who fills me up the hole in my life, and makes me feel whole. The doc has been treating me for months, and I’ve never felt better. He can go deep and deep. On and on. Like faith in the darkest hour. He drills! Yeah. Oh, ah! So good! He reaches the point. A point no white man has reached ever. Never. Did I mention he is a big black man?

I am a devotee of church, and the thought of an affair with my doc made me ashamed. But is it an affair? No. Hubby sent me, indeed. He told me I had depression for sure. A crazy bitch, to be more precise. And that’s why he was happy sending me to the good doc. And doc treated me, didn’t he? Yeah, and he does it very well. Now he is making the “missionary therapy” in my body.

I could not resist anymore. I was horny, wet, and ready for him. My pussy ached for him.

I laid over the desk, and Michael positioned himself in front of me.

“Are you ready, Maggie?” He asked.

“Yes, I am. I want you to fuck me.” I said, so dirty.

He slipped his cock inside me, and I gasped as his length entered me. He began to thrust in and out, and I moaned loudly. His cock filled me up completely, and I was dripping wet.

“Fuck me, Doc. Fuck me harder.” I told him in an open challenge.

Michael slammed his dick into me, and the force of his thrusts pushed me against the desk.

Then, with no previous notice, Michael imprinted a powerful hit, a potent penetration. I moaned, grunted. My legs were over him, almost hanging to his neck. My feet arched in ecstasy. He’s making missionary and I’m loving every second.

Yeah. I’m in love. I have found the perfect (black) cock, the perfect partner. I told him. 

The doc fucked me hard and fast. He is entitled to this. I can feel his cock filling me up, and his balls are slapping against my arsehole.

He gently takes my very white legs and imprisons them between his thick arms and his body. While Michael hasn’t stopped fucking me. With each of his strokes, my tits sway obscenely from one side to the other, and I am forced to take them in my hands. I don’t want to look like a street bitch.
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Once upon a time. Well, for me, the past was a better time. I was sitting in the front row of the church, waiting for the sermon to begin. As usual, the place was full, and everyone was talking excitedly. I had always been a faithful member of this church, and I loved the community and the feeling of belonging that came with it. 

However, on that particular Sunday, I was feeling nervous. My mother had set me up with a man named Elmer, who also went to the church, but was not a devote one, he attended little. He was a widower and had no children, and she had assured me he was a good match for me. My father had died of cancer a few years ago, and she wanted me to marry as soon as possible. She didn’t want me to be alone, as she realized it was too hard for me to take care of a house and children all by myself. I didn’t know about Elmer and mum deal, nor how much did he had paid for me. It was embarrassing, shameful. Be traded as cattle. But I don’t blame mum. She did what any woman would.

When Elmer arrived, he walked right up to me and shook my hand. He was a definitely older than me, with graying hair and blue eyes. Mum and he talked mostly. Away from me. Then she came back with the man, and told me: “Everything is set. You’re going to marry Elmer. You’ll be good together. His family is rich, and his parents were friends of mine. He is a nice man. I’m sure that you will be a perfect wife and make him happy.”

He then -there, in church!- touched my bottom and squeezed my cheeks hard, causing me to gasp. He groped me while whispered in my ear: “Calm down, sweetie! You’re a proper girl, aren’t you, Maggie? You’ll be good to me, and I’ll make you happy.” He said. I was in nerve and speechless. 

We started dating as soon as possible. Mum, who had been so strict regarding me seeing boys of my age, became terribly permissive about Elmer. He would stay all the night with me. We would have sex in my bed, with mom's permission! I would have preferred to go to a hotel or his home. He was not a bad man, but was not attractive to me. I didn’t enjoy it much. Sometimes he would even ask me to dress me up in his past wife’s lingerie. Ew! I should have been more careful about his behavior.
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