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Excerpt

 


When he pulled her back out, her whole face
was slick. I'd never seen anything like it, outside of a porno! She
was gasping for breath, but he still had his hand on her. With the
other, he grabbed the base of his impossibly thick cock and rammed
nearly five inches into her before no more would fit. Her hands
went up, even as her eyes bulged. I thought she was going to push
him away, but she didn't. Instead, he grabbed her head with both
hands and fucked her face until she choked!

 


The big black stranger pulled out but held
onto her hair. She twisted and turned beneath his firm grip,
choking and gasping, but he wouldn't let her fall. The moment she
showed any sign of recovery, he yanked her to her feet and slipped
her panties off. Then, he dragged her around the bed and threw her
on. He climbed up near the head and got behind her, staring right
at me – challenging me – as he pulled her ass into the air.

 


He finally looked down. It was obvious, from
the way my wife was writhing and moaning, that he was rubbing the
head of his big black cock against her dripping and engorged lips.
He paused for a moment, then reached over and grabbed Kelsey's hair
once more, pulling her head back. "Tell him," he growled. "Look him
in the eyes and tell him how fucking good it feels."

 


Her eyes were glazed with
pleasure and all he'd really done was treat her like shit,
dominating and using her. He even made her
eat his asshole! But she hadn't protested.
She hadn't said much of anything other than gasps and moans, so she
clearly hadn't uttered her safe word. But now...

 


"Oh, fuck, baby," she gasped. "He's so
fucking big. He's gonna split me in..."

 


At that very moment, her eyes went
wide as he pushed inside of her. Her mouth gaped, unable to speak.
I don't think she was even breathing. Then, her eyelids fluttered
and her eyes rolled up inside of her skull. Finally, she could
speak, even if it was a very blunt, "OH, FUCK!!!"
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Chapter 1

 


I remember it all so very well. How she
writhed and moaned. How she gasped, then screamed as she came. How,
when I pulled out and collapsed on the pillow, gasping for breath,
she told me it was the best time, yet. Those are words that every
loving husband wants to hear. There's nothing that I wouldn't do
for my wife, and satisfying her in the bedroom is at the very top
of that list.

 


After a minute, I pulled her to me to spoon.
She cried out and bounced away from me. "Baby!" she said. "You're
getting me all wet with your dick!" Honestly, after two years
together -- one married and one not – I'd come to learn that once
the hand towels were out, the loving was over. I tried to pull her
back, "Just one more time," I pleaded, ever so gently. I'm not too
proud to beg. She patted my hand. "Baby, you'll wear me out," was
her reply.

 


And then she got the towels to clean up
with. We cuddled afterward. I tried to get things going after a
bit, but she yawned and mentioned that we had work in the morning.
"Some things are worth being tired over," I said. "Baby, you gave
me your best," she replied. "It will keep me for the week."

 


We kissed and I reluctantly rolled over and
went to sleep. At the last flickering moment of consciousness, I
did wonder why, if it was the best, she wouldn't want more. Then,
when I woke up in the morning and found a hot breakfast of bacon,
eggs, home fries, toast, juice, AND coffee – instead of the usual,
"get it yourself, I work, too" variety – it actually filled me with
pride.

 


Kelsey was a stunner. She still is,
actually. But, from the moment that I met her, she left me
speechless. Her long, blonde hair – recently shortened, but still –
framed her glowing, knowing face. Her smile was infectious. Her
mind, sharp as a tack. She had a lithe, athletic build. A little on
the slender side, it made her C-cup breasts look like Ds. And her
backside was every bit as phenomenal as the front. And, I have to
say, she still works on it all, when she has time.

 


My philosophy has always been to never tell
a woman to smile, rather give her a reason to. I hit her with a
joke. It was the best that I had and to my delight, it worked like
a charm. I had her name and number in short order, following a
brief but laugh-filled conversation. There was a glow in her eyes
and she kept tugging on her hair, as well as a lot of physical
contact with me, on her part. I swear, if I wanted a one-off, I
could have had it right there. My gut told me that I wanted more
than that this particular girl. Kelsey wasn't just someone you just
banged. She was a woman that you made love to. A woman that you
married.

 


And that glow was there, every time we went
out. I'd never gone out with a girl for more than two weeks or
three dates without having sex. With Kelsey, I waited four months!
It was...

 


Not the best. "It's okay," she assured me.
"I think we made the whole thing into a bigger deal than it's
supposed to be." It got better, though, with time. And, at the
six-month mark, I asked her to marry me and she said yes. After a
year from when we first met, we married. The honeymoon was great,
and it didn't matter that it wasn't wall-to-wall sex – intimate
relations were already part of our routine and we had a beautiful
island to explore.

 


But the big weekend breakfast on a Monday?
That was something new. She was very affectionate on top of that.
Of course, there was nothing we could do, seeing as we both had to
get to work, although I did mention that we could call in
sick...

 


I went to work, the happiest man on the
planet. I don't think I'd ever been so productive in all my life.
"Did you get laid last night?" asked my boss, Jerry. I'm sure I had
a shit-eating grin on my face, but I told him that a gentleman
never tells and I meant it. I've heard other men brag about their
skills and/or what they did behind closed doors. I thought that
sort of thing was gross, and I would never cheapen the love of my
life in such a manner.
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