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WARNING!!!

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

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

 

The door bell rang suddenly, breaking any thoughts of Black men or even Black dildos, and I walked downstairs to answer it. I wasn’t expecting anything, but when Brad is guilty- and he knows he is guilty- he does buy me flowers, so as I looked through the peep hole, I was not surprised to see a man carrying a bundle of floral delights in his hands, waiting impatiently on my step.

Not just a man, but a very light-skinned Black man, maybe twenty five if that…

Of course, most florists are widely thought to be gay, and the local flower shop was ran by a gay couple, further reinforcing the stereotype. While just because this guy was delivering flowers and worked for gay men didn’t make him gay, in this small town which is definitely not Portland, it would make sense if a gay man worked somewhere where people were genuinely accepting and not just saying they were for political correctness sake.

Maybe not fully Black- his skin is almost a golden brown color…

The deliveryman reached forward to ring the bell again, and I caught ahold of myself. No matter how his skin seemed to glow in the sun, he was here to do a job, and I was keeping him from his duties!

“Hi,” I said, opening the door so quickly he seemed to jump back, nearly dropping the bundle of flowers in his hands.

“Hi, oh,” he said, his eyes going wide, as he looked me up and down.

It wasn’t a leering look, as he didn’t stare, but I could tell he was appraising me underneath the light pink sweater I wore, noticing how my breasts still pressed against the fabric even though it hung loosely on my shoulders…

I wonder what he looks like naked?

“Oh,” I said back, my eyes meeting his own, “I, um-”

“Yes, the flowers are from-” he started to say, but then I reached forward, and I grabbed his hand with my own.

He seemed shocked at my touch, and as my fingers touched his darker skin, I realized how warm he felt. I didn’t think, I simply grabbed his hand, and I pulled him forward, into my home, not even stopping to consider what I was doing as I yanked this young Black man inside!

“I,” he tried to say, but I was now on my knees in front of him, the cold wood of the old floor against the bare flesh of my skin.

My fingers grabbed the zipper of his slacks, plain blue worker’s slacks that were faded with age and probably bought at a thrift shop, and I yanked it down firmly. I saw he wore brown colored boxers, soft silk that was almost the shade of his skin, as I slid my hand inside the front of them, and I touched another man’s cock for the first time since I had married my cheating husband.
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