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WARNING!!!

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

Sexual situations in this book contain female bisexuality and 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

Rare was it that a man could ever make me cum from fucking me- now, I would be lying if I said I had never came from a man, but that was almost always from fingers and tongue on my pussy. Now that I was with a woman, men’s version of cunnilingus just was not going to cut it, sort of how discovering espresso ruins one’s desire for weak gas station coffee.

But this isn’t just any penis, this is a big Black dick!

One of my exes, when he learned I was now with a woman, said he saw it coming when all I wanted was him to lick me. Now I aw why just as many women left their White husbands for Black men, and never looked back- this wasn’t just intercourse, this was what really getting fucked felt like!

“Yes,” Claude laughed, on the end of a thrust upwards into me, “I make White women love my Black dick!”

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, as I came then all over his cock- my body tensing up, then releasing in orgasm, as Claude kept pushing into me!

As I rode his cock through my orgasm, Claude kept laughing- this was something else, he was getting off on the fact that I was putty in his hands, and I knew that I had finally brought another side out of him!

“Switch it up,” Claude said suddenly, and I didn’t know what he meant.

“Huh?” I asked, lost in the sensation of post orgasmic bliss.

His strong arms somehow then lifted me up and off of him, so that I felt his cock falling from inside of me, as he pushed me over onto the old worn out fabric of the couch….

Was he done?

I knew that he needed to be- I had no idea how long we had been down here, but I didn’t hear yelling upstairs anymore, so I knew it was at most a matter of moments until Marie came looking for me.

And what will she say if she walks in on this, on us?

No, that was something I could not allow to happen- as much as I wanted his cum, something that I had not felt yet, and as much as I wanted more of his big Black dick, I still had my wife to worry about. This was a random encounter, nothing more no matter how good it felt, but that was my marriage and my life upstairs…

Claude rose suddenly from the couch, the old springs bouncing as he got up, and as his hand grabbed hold of my long hair, I knew immediately what he wanted.

He wants to fuck me from behind.

Every man I had fucked always wanted this- even if I have a small frame, I have the typical Italian American ass- and I knew that a Black man was definitely not going to turn down the opportunity to make my ass vibrate with his cock. I felt his other hand suddenly gently stroking my exposed cheek, his fingers running over the toned flesh appraisingly.

“That’s an ass,” Claude said, as his still hard cock pressed against the lips of my cunt from behind.

“Better than Angie?” I found myself saying.

“Yes,” Claude said, and with a push, his cock slid back into the wet chamber of my body.

Here we go again.

He had shown me he had force when I was riding him, making my whole body push upwards with every one of his thrusts, but now that I was bent over, he was able to fuck me with even more power!

This time, there was no period of working up to full force- immediately, he began to thrust hard and fast, hitting my pussy with his dark fleshy jackhammer, as his fingers pulled my hair. 

Oh fuck-

“Fuck me,” I moaned, as I felt a second orgasm stirring from inside of me, “Fuck me!”

“Yes,” Claude said, yanking harder on my hair- so hard that the pain only added to the feeling I was getting from in between my legs, “Yes!”

Claude’s balls were now slapping into the back of my legs, and as I felt him moving every inch inside of me, I felt I was getting close to coming again.

How much longer can he go?

I was past trying to guess- all I knew was that this was a man who knew how to work pussy, and that if I was Angie, I wouldn’t give a damn about what anyone else had to say about it!

“You like that Black dick?” Claude said, as I felt him begin to pulse inside of me.

He is close, too, close to filling my pussy with his cum!

That was the other thing I missed by being married to a woman, the unique pleasure that comes with having sperm flooding my insides, the feeling that comes only from a man’s seed splashing against the depths of my cunt…

“Yes,” I said, in between biting down on my lip, “Yes!”

“You need it,” Claude said, his tone demanding and deep as Mississippi mud, “You need it!”

Oh God I do!

“Yes,” I said, feeling I was close, “I need it- I need your Black cum in my married pussy!”

“Then your going to get it!” Claude announced.

And with one more push, he came then.

It wasn’t simply a jet of sperm that entered me, but a raging flood of hot fluid that exploded from the end of his dick, filling me up. Hot as lava, as he grunted in orgasm and release, it soaked me from the inside out, and the sensation made me get off a second time. I came then, too, groaning as I released again, feeling the pleasure of release as my body twitched, my pussy doing all it could to ensure that every precious drop of him stayed inside of my body…

Claude pulled out then, the stuffy air of the basement replacing the pleasant feeling of his cock, and I fell forward onto the couch.

Did this all just happen?

I opened my eyes- the room was spinning back into focus, and I saw that I was in my in laws unfinished basement, half naked and soaked with the cum of a Black man- yes, it had, and the realization that this was not all some sort of midnight dream came to me.

I have to do something, I have to get cleaned up.

I have no offspring of my own, but pregnancy is definitely possible, and definitely something that I would not be able to explain. There is no way that I should be pregnant from my sexual life with Marie, and while I am not at all traditional, there is no way I could bring myself to terminate it. The way his seed felt inside of me, the way that my body was doing all it could to soak it up like a sponge, yes, I knew I was going to have to do something about this right away..

That’s when I heard the door at the top of the stairs opening- while the basement was dark, I literally had seconds to get myself together, split seconds before someone caught us!
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I.

 

There is an old saying- stereotypes exist for a reason.

All groups of people are stereotyped in our society, whether or not they want to be, in both good and bad ways. Maybe this is the result of living in a country with so many diverse cultures and traditions?

I don’t know if that is the reason behind it, but I do know that stereotypes are not always true.

Yes, like most of us who are Italian- American, I love to cook. I love to eat spaghetti, I like designer clothing, and I love my family. These are all stereotypes about us that are positive, and I embrace them the same way that a Black man embraces the idea that he has a huge dick. There are exceptions of course, even to these good things that other people say about us, but I can say that at least the people in my neighborhood seem to follow these ideas to a “T”. 

Like most Italian Americans, I was born and I still live in the New York metro area- one of the most diverse areas in this most diverse nation of ours. That isn’t a bad stereotype or a good one, just like saying that most people who are Black have family from the South- or that most farmers chew tobacco. This is a neutral stereotype, usually a simple statement of fact. 

Now, the other spaghetti stereotypes (as I call them)- those are the ones that piss me off. When I see shows on cable that reinforce them, I don’t get angry enough to be all bent out of shape, but I am not exactly happy about it.

Nobody in my family is in the Mafia, and never has been- my father was a plumber (ha ha), and maybe he didn’t ask questions about who was running his union, but he was not exactly some goodfella. My uncles on his side were plumbers mostly too, and on my mothers side, there are a lot of people who work in different fields of work. My grandfather was a district attorney, and my great uncle was a career tugboat captain. People who go around saying that there family is tied into this criminal organization are usually just idiots who think that being a criminal is something to be proud of, and then they are the first people who get mad when someone doesn’t want to associate with them because their last name is Rizzoli. 

Looking at me, I can’t hide my ancestry even if I wanted to (which I don’t). 

My hair is jet black- even though I am forty five, there isn’t one strand of grey yet- and it is as thick as good pasta sauce. It falls down past my shoulders like an inky wave.

My skin is dark for that of a White person. When I visited Arkansas once- a trip with my first husband, who had some crazy idea that he was going to strike it rich in the diamond park there- some of people there actually tried to talk to me in bad Spanish. Of course, no one who is actually Hispanic would confuse me for being of their race- I may be dark, but my bone structure has not a trace of Mesoamerica in it- but some less traveled people think I look Mexican or Puerto Rican. Italians have mostly stuck to the coasts, and maybe that is half the reason why?
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