
        
            [image: Cover]
        



    
        
          Blacked By The A/C Man!

        

        
        
          BAD Wives BLACKED, Volume 23

        

        
        
          Lady Devreux

        

        
          Published by Lady Devreux, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BLACKED BY THE A/C MAN!

    

    
      First edition. December 26, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Lady Devreux.

    

    
    
      Written by Lady Devreux.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


 

 

                        Blacked By The A/C Man!:

                                                                     BAD WIVES BLACKED, #23

 

                                                            

 

                                                                    c. 2020, 2025, Lady Devreux

 

                                           2025 Edition

 

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

 

“Yes?” I said.

“Sorry to bother you, but I need to piss,” he said, bluntly, “You mind if I use your bathroom?”

You can piss in the woods behind the house.

My husband does this all of the time, even if I can’t stand it, but I caught myself at the last minute from saying that.

Not letting him use your bathroom makes you sound like a real racist.

Even if he was the worst type of Black man outside of his job, he was still working on my air conditioning- in bright July sunlight- so it would be more than sounding like a racist if I told him no, or to go piss outside.

And you know Miss Witherspoon will see that-

“Yes,” I said, “Come on in- it’s right down the hallway, first door on the left.”

“Thanks,” he said, stepping into my house and closing the door.

As he walked by me to go to the bathroom, I couldn’t help but notice that the sweat on his body made more than just his wife beater cling to his chest. The white trousers he wore were likewise tight on him, and while the fabric was much thicker than that of his undershirt, I could clearly see the full outline of two very muscular legs as he passed by me.

And the very large bulge of his cock, too.

At that, I did blush- what the hell was wrong with me?

Nothing is wrong with you, Julie; he is a good looking man, and his cock is huge…

I tried to go back to what I was doing on my phone, but as I heard him lift the bowl and then begin urinating, all I could think of was his long, masculine fingers holding that bulging cock between them, and I felt my nipples hardening up under my own white top.

Is really thinking about that turning you on that much?

Are you really that horny?

My sex life with Wayne isn’t terrible, but it is the married sex life of a couple that has been together for better than a decade. We each know what the other wants, and we give it out, sex at this point less about discovery or exploration or even romantic bonding, and more about simply satisfying the same biological needs that everyone has.

When Wayne drinks, however, he isn’t able to have sex, and since he had been doing a lot of drinking, sex in the last few months was far less than normal. 

I bet that big Black dick would be fun to explore.

I really needed to get the idea out of my head- it was a crazy idea, an idea that made me feel guilty just for thinking about it- but then I looked over towards the hallway.

“What the fuck!” I blurted out.

The Black worker was standing there, staring at me- and he was naked, completely naked, with his cock in his left hand!

“You know you wanted to see it,” he grunted.

He held it like the swollen piece of chocolate sausage it was; all eight inches, probably nine of it, from tip to base, was being waved at me, like it was calling me over-

“Are you fucking crazy?” I said.

Looking at a man was one thing, but that was all I did- I didn’t even go so far as to flirt, as the last thing I wanted was for any man to get the idea that there might be some actual interest there- yet he had that idea.

Oh yes he does!

I should scream , and I knew if I did, my nosy neighbor would call the cops. Maybe she wouldn’t be able to physically help me, but if she told them some strange Black man was assaulting me, they would come in and not ask any questions; she was not the only person who voted for both Wallace and Duke in this county, after all….

“Nope,” he said, his tone one of a man who knew what was going to happen, “I’m a big dicked nigger- now are we going to do this in the livingroom, where your neighbors can see you, or am I going to fuck you in your bed?”
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I.

 

Fuck, it’s hot.

I am from here and I have lived here my whole life in southern Mississippi, but there ain’t no other way to say it; when it’s hot, it’s hot, and today was going to be one of those days where the seats of a car would stick to your skin and even stepping outside for five minutes would make you feel like you had just walked into a steam bath. I love my home town, even if it is one of the poorer areas of a very poor state, but the heat is still the heat.

And it seems like there ain’t never no escape from it.

Opening my eyes, I saw that the ceiling fan was doing it’s best to cool down my bedroom. Just as it had been for years, it seemed to vibrate so bad that you would think at some time it would fall out of the ceiling itself, but the bolts and the motor had held up even longer than the eight years we have lived in this house. While part of me still wasn’t completely convinced that at some time in the future it wouldn’t finally work it’s way loose and fall on us- and that’s why had Wayne turn the bed sideways, so at least it wouldn’t fall on us when we were sleeping- for now, it held up, and good luck getting the landlord to do anything about anything that wasn’t required or an emergency.
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