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​
Prologue

 


I was destroyed. The love
of my life was cheating on me, right in front of me. She was being
soiled by this big, black African-American man. I wanted to cry and I still don't know why I didn't. All I
could do was watch.

 


And worse, I was getting an
erection.

 


She was moaning and screaming now,
burying her face in his chest in a vain attempt to keep down her
noise. I looked around – certainly, someone must be hearing this –
but no one was close by. I turned and watched some more.

 


Emma came at least three or four times
while I was watching. She usually came once with me. Sometimes,
though, she didn't quite make it. But she was having no trouble
now.

 


Suddenly, he shoved himself deeply
inside of her and pulled her tighter to him by her ass. His legs
were trembling and he was clenching and unclenching his round,
black cheeks. I knew he was pumping her full of his baby
batter.

 


And Emma was coming, too. I could see
her grinding her body back against his and clawing at his back.
Finally, my nightmare was over. Or so I thought. As she rested
against him, he looked back up at me in the mirror.

 


"Don't just stand there like some sort
of pervert bitch," he growled. Emma looked up, surprised. "Come on
in."

 


I wanted to run. I wanted to run and
hide. I wanted to go so far away, that I would never see her again.
But, instead, I stepped in. I reached behind me and locked the door
– for privacy. The black man laughed at me.

 


Emma looked… Well, I suppose she kinda
looked a little embarrassed. It was hard to tell. Mostly she
looked…satisfied.

 


"You know, you've got quite a
beautiful lady here." All I could do was nod like an idiot. "And I
noticed something about the two of you. You both have something in
common." I was confused. What could the two of us possibly have in
common, other than the fact that we were both human beings and
white?

 


"You both like…" As he said this, he
took a step back and to the side and I watched as his obscene,
black cock seemed to take forever to slide out of her pussy. It was
huge! When the head came out, a big glob of his jizz fell out and
splattered on the floor. Then that big black slab of meat just
swung out in front of him, dripping with his come and her pussy
juices. This all happened in the middle of his sentence. He
finished it slowly, with "big…black...cock!"

 


I blushed with shame. I suddenly
realized that I had been staring at his cock. I looked away but
only a little bit – right into my wife's obscenely gaping gash. I
could see her pink insides, absolutely soaked with the black man's
spunk. For some reason, I quickly glanced back at his erection,
then finally, back up to his face. He grinned like he was laughing
at me.

 


"Let me ask you something,” he said.
Is your wife on the pill?"

 


I decided I wasn't going to answer his
question. It was none of his fucking business. But he just laughed
at me. "I can tell from the look on your face that she isn't." I
hadn't tried to but I had given myself away. Was it hot in there?
It was getting hard to breathe.

 


He stepped back, just a little. "I
think you better suck my jizz out of that sweet pussy before she
gets pregnant – if it's not too late already. I make pretty
powerful black babies." He laughed, apparently mistaking himself
for a comedian. I didn't know what to do but Emma seemed to know.
Biting her lower lip, she slid her ass a little closer to the edge
of the counter.

 


I was sick to my stomach. I thought it
was gonna throw up but instead I found myself slowly walking
towards her. What was wrong with me? I couldn't stop myself. I was
in front of her now and I took to my knees. She reclined slightly
and that disgusting, dripping gash was now just inches from my
face.

 


Slowly, I leaned in and extended my
tongue...
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Book 1, Chapter 1

 


I love my wife very much.
She's everything to me. And I was worried
when she sat me down that Friday evening. Things had been different
lately. For the last week, she had been distant. Ever
since...

 


Well, I'm getting a little ahead of
myself. Emma sat me down. She took me by my hands. She could see I
was worried – in fact, I was visibly shaking.

 


"Chris, I want you to know that I
still care about you. And I still love you." Oh, myGod, that was
such a relief to hear. It's never good when a woman tells you that
you need to have a talk. "But…" Oh, no! That's never a good sign.
"I need something more. I have to have more when it comes to the
bedroom. Let's face it…"

 


No man ever wants to hear THIS from a
woman. I knew what was coming. Something I dreaded ever since I've
met her all those years ago. I'm surprised it took this
long.

 


"Let's face it… You're…lacking. You're
too small and you no longer satisfy me."

 


You can know that it's coming. You can
even expect it for years. But nothing will ever prepare you for the
pain, that hearing those words from the one you love, will cause.
It was like a dagger through, my heart.

 


Maybe I need to go back a little
further. To the previous Sunday. Everything was good up until then.
We had just moved across the country because Emma had gotten a much
better job, with a lot more pay. I was looking. We didn't know
anyone here.

 


We had gone to a special luncheon at a
nearby hotel-convention center. There were supposed to be four at
our table but that last person never showed. So it was me and my
beautiful wife and one other person.

 


He was a very large black man. I guess
he would be handsome, I don't really know. Men have never been my
thing. But what I do know is that he had an instant crush on my
wife. It was a crush that she seemed to reciprocate.

 


I don't remember his name. But almost
from the beginning, he was flirting with her openly, in front of
me. I didn't know what to do. I've never really interacted much
with black people and from what I've seen in movies and television
and the news, I didn't think I wanted to mess with him.

 


"Dear," I said to her, "maybe we
should go." I figured that was the best way to get her away from
him. But he turned to me.

 


"Nonsense," he said, quite forcefully.
"The lady hasn't had her dessert."

 


He shut me down with a wave of his
hand and a few simple words. And worse, he had put his big, black
hand atop of hers. Her hand looked like a tiny porcelain doll's
hand by comparison.

 


"Ooh,” she replied. She was being
cutesy. It was obvious that she was flirting with the man. Oh God,
I wanted to die. Why was this happening? "Ooh, I wonder what's for
dessert. Do you know?" That question should've been directed at me.
But it wasn't. It was directed at HIM.

 


"I believe it's chocolate banana cream
in the pie…"

 


I never even heard of that. I don't
think she did, either. She looks so confused. For a second, anyway.
And then she smiled and laughed and he laughed with her. I didn't
understand but before I could think anything of it, I noticed that
his hand was on her knee.

 


"Emma, please…" I was pleading with
her now. "Let's go…"

 


"Stop it, Chris," she replied. "You're
embarrassing me."

 


"You need to listen to your lady," the
black man growled. That's when I noticed he was sliding his hand up
the inside of her thigh and she was spreading her legs to let him
up inside of her skirt!

 


I didn't know what to do. I stood up
and threw my napkin on my plate. "I'm going to the bathroom!" I
stated as firmly as possible. "When I get back, we probably need to
think about leaving."

 


Neither one seemed to notice. I heard
them laugh as I stormed away.

 


I was shaking when I went into the
bathroom. I went into one of the stalls and locked it up behind me.
I didn't really need to go but I didn't want anybody to see me
raging. It took me several minutes to calm down. I flushed the
toilet, just in case someone was listening. Then I washed my hands
and returned to the conference room.

 


Immediately, I noticed that our table
was now empty. Both, my wife and the big black man were gone. I
looked around but I didn't see them in the conference room. I went
out to the lobby and then to the front of the hotel but I didn't
see them anywhere. Maybe, I thought, she might've gone to the
restroom.

 


I stood outside the bathroom door,
trying to get up the courage to open it and call her name. That's
when I heard a strange sound coming from the unisex handicapped
bathroom, in between the men's and ladies rooms. I looked around
and, not seeing anyone, I stepped up closer and put my ear to the
door. I could tell immediately that there was a couple in there,
having sex. And worse, the woman's voice sounded awfully
familiar.

 


Again I looked around and then I
gently pushed against the door. It wasn't locked! Slowly, I opened
it – just a crack. There was my wife, sitting on the sink shelf.
Her skirt was hiked up around her waist and her panties dangled
from one of her high-heeled shoes on her feet.

 


The black man was fucking her hard.
From my angle, I could just make out his big, thick black cock
stretching her little white pussy to the max. It was slick with her
pussy juice as it slid in and out of her. Her blouse was open, too
and her bra was pushed up over her beautiful breasts.

 


He had a thick, black hand completely
covering her tit. He was squeezing it and the two of them were
kissing. They had their tongues and each other's mouths! Then she
buried her face into his chest and moaned. It was then that I
noticed that he was looking into the mirror – looking at me. When
he saw that I saw him, he grinned like an evil bastard. I swear it
seemed like he fucked her even harder then.

 


I was destroyed. The love of my life
was cheating on me, right in front of me. She was being soiled by
this big, black African-American man. I wanted to cry and I still
don't know why I didn't. All I could do was watch.

 


And worse, I was getting an
erection.

 


She was moaning and screaming now,
burying her face in his chest in a vain attempt to keep down her
noise. I looked around – certainly, someone must be hearing this –
but no one was close by. I turned and watched some more.

 


Emma came at least three or four times
while I was watching. She usually came once with me. Sometimes,
though, she didn't quite make it. But she was having no trouble
now.

 


Suddenly, he shoved himself deeply
inside of her and pulled her tighter to him by her ass. His legs
were trembling and he was clenching and unclenching his round,
black cheeks. I knew he was pumping her full of his baby
batter.

 


And Emma was coming, too. I could see
her grinding her body back against his and clawing at his back.
Finally, my nightmare was over. Or so I thought. As she rested
against him, he looked back up at me in the mirror.

 


"Don't just stand there like some sort
of pervert bitch," he growled. Emma looked up, surprised. "Come on
in."

 


I wanted to run. I wanted to run and
hide. I wanted to go so far away, that I would never see her again.
But, instead, I stepped in. I reached behind me and locked the door
– for privacy. The black man laughed at me.

 


Emma looked… Well, I suppose she kinda
looked a little embarrassed. It was hard to tell. Mostly she
looked…satisfied.

 


"You know, you've got quite a
beautiful lady here." All I could do was nod like an idiot. "And I
noticed something about the two of you. You both have something in
common." I was confused. What could the two of us possibly have in
common, other than the fact that we were both human beings and
white?

 


"You both like…" As he said this, he
took a step back and to the side and I watched as his obscene,
black cock seemed to take forever to slide out of her pussy. It was
huge! When the head came out, a big glob of his jizz fell out and
splattered on the floor. Then that big black slab of meat just
swung out in front of him, dripping with his come and her pussy
juices. This all happened in the middle of his sentence. He
finished it slowly, with "big…black...cock!"

 


I blushed with shame. I suddenly
realized that I had been staring at his cock. I looked away but
only a little bit – right into my wife's obscenely gaping gash. I
could see her pink insides, absolutely soaked with the black man's
spunk. For some reason, I quickly glanced back at his erection,
then finally, back up to his face. He grinned like he was laughing
at me.

 


"Let me ask you something,” he said.
Is your wife on the pill?"

 


I decided I wasn't going to answer his
question. It was none of his fucking business. But he just laughed
at me. "I can tell from the look on your face that she isn't." I
hadn't tried to but I had given myself away. Was it hot in there?
It was getting hard to breathe.

 


He stepped back, just a little. "I
think you better suck my jizz out of that sweet pussy before she
gets pregnant – if it's not too late already. I make pretty
powerful black babies." He laughed, apparently mistaking himself
for a comedian. I didn't know what to do but Emma seemed to know.
Biting her lower lip, she slid her ass a little closer to the edge
of the counter.

 


I was sick to my stomach. I thought it
was gonna throw up but instead I found myself slowly walking
towards her. What was wrong with me? I couldn't stop myself. I was
in front of her now and I took to my knees. She reclined slightly
and that disgusting, dripping gash was now just inches from my
face.
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