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 Excerpt

I looked around, nervously, quickly guessing
that there were about a dozen men in the theater, in addition to
me. Of them, most were black. Tony and one other rando were the
only white guys. Again, not including me. I turned back toward him
and noted that he had his soft pecker out and was tugging on it. He
must have seen me look his way and turned toward me with a big,
stupid grin. “Finally going to get what you promised me,” he
boasted. It took all I had to keep from laughing.

 


“She's black cock only,” I
said, saying a phrase that I'd read dozens of times in the forums
but had never uttered before. “Yeah?” he asked, his single word
dripping with sarcasm. “Well, we'll see.”

 


“God damn, you're fucking
wet,” I heard the older black man say, pulling my attention away
from Tony. He was just pulling his hand out from under her skirt.
She stopped sucking on his dick when she lifted her up like she was
made of air or something. My wife managed to flip her skirt out of
the way as he set her down on his lap. At the last second, she
reached down between her legs and eased his fat, hard cock into
her...
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Book 6, Chapter 1

 


Some have wondered if I mind sharing my wife
and the answer is a resounding no. As long as I'm there or, at the
very least, have given her permission – like I did with my
soon-to-be ex-boss – it's all good. I love her dearly, and all I
really want is for her to be happy and satisfied.

 


After our wild, late-night video date,
things went right back to normal. I, of course, couldn't stay up
for all the festivities, what with being not only three hours
ahead, but actually having to get up in the morning. I did find out
that my loving wife, Kelsey, did some work the next day but mostly
she just sent in things that she'd finished the day before, at
random times.

 


“Honestly,” she giggled on our last night's
video chat before I got to fly home. “I'm beginning to think that I
could get a second job. Maybe even start a business of my own, all
while I do this one.”

 


“Really?” I asked. Being
able to possibly double her income without ever leaving home or
going beyond a forty-hour workweek sounded like a really good
deal. All the things we could do with that
money, I thought.

 


“Absolutely,” she said, gleefully. “I just
don't know what. I mean, it did just occur to me the other day. I
should probably give it more thought, though.”

 


It was such a long flight. It wasn't so much
the time or distance, either, that it took to cross the country
with one stop – a layover with a change of planes – though,
certainly, none of that helped. No, it was just how excited I was,
after all that had transpired, to be back with the absolute love of
my life again. The anticipation, by that time, was driving me up
the wall!

 


The company told me that they'd arranged for
a shuttle home but Kelsey told me to have them cancel it. “If you
think I'm going to wait one minute longer than I have to,” she
grinned. She didn't even have to finish the sentence, I knew
exactly where she was going and agreed with her thoughts,
wholeheartedly.

 


Still, she managed to surprise me in the
airport, running toward me with arms flailing – not to mention,
boobs bouncing – before jumping into my lap, even though I was
standing! She wrapped her arms and legs around me so tightly that I
didn't even have to hold her but you know I did. We kissed deeply,
then erratically. I was so much more excited by the time we set her
back on terra firma again.

 


Lucky for me, she grabbed the waist of my
pants and gave it a violent, back-and-forth shake. “There,” she
giggled as she let go. “That should hide that naughty boy until we
get out of here.” I blushed. Then, I slapped her ass, good and hard
when she turned around so that we could walk to baggage claim. She
squealed far more loudly than she needed to, calling attention to
what I'd just done. “Baby!” she cried – again, quite loudly –
Control yourself. I'm a married woman.”
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