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Excerpt

 

I turned away from Durrell, and I bent over the couch- I spread my long legs wide, giving him access to me from behind. I can take some dick, and the best way to feel every inch of a cock is from behind- and I wanted him to pound me like the cheating White wife I am!

Durrell did not need to be told twice- two hands grabbed me, one clasping onto my hair, the other touching my shoulder- as he slid the head of that big Black dick into me from behind!

My pussy lips were not used to feeling any man but Sven- as soon as he made contact, I felt my moistness turn into wetness. He had slid only maybe a couple of inches inside of me, just enough that the purple head of his cock was buried in me, when I felt the first wave of an orgasm beginning. I was going to need more than just this- I am not some young girl anymore- but I knew that this Black man was going to give it to me!

You see this, Sven-  it is us White wives who want Black cock!

Of course, he couldn’t see it- he was upstairs somewhere, probably curled into a ball on his side- and that didn’t matter.

What did matter was that this man began to fuck me- and when I say fuck me, I mean it.

He moved fast- sliding inside of me all the way in one thrust, once he knew that I could handle him inside of my mature body, he got into a natural rhythm. He began to fuck me, hard and fast, the feeling of my pussy being torn up matched only by the way that he pulled my hair and dug his nails into my shoulder. He was not just fucking me, he was taking me, and he was claiming me as his own personal fuck toy!

“Oh fuck,” I moaned loudly, forgetting that we were not alone, “Oh fuck!”

“You wanted it,” Durrell said, “You wanted it- now you got it!”

Normally, I am not verbal during sex. Sven had broken me of this a long time ago- talking seemed to make him lose his hard on.

Durrell, however, only seemed to get harder- and my pussy wetter- as I talked shit to him during our sex session!

“Yes,” I said, “I did want it- that Black dick- now fuck me!”

“Yes,” Durrell said, slamming my pussy- I was close now, about to come, “You want this cum?”

“Yes,” I said, “Give it to me- give me that Black cum!”

Cheating was bad enough- cheating with a Black man was simply terrible- but it wasn’t like I could get pregnant twice!

“There it is,” Durrell grunted- as soon as I felt the stream of his man broth entering me, I clenched around his cock with pussy, cumming in my own orgasmic release!

His cum entered me, splashing the insides of my pregnant pussy, and as his cock quickly softened, I knew that what I had done was very bad. 

Why am I worried- it isn’t like Durrell is going to say anything!

“Shit,” Durrell said suddenly, and turning my head, I stared into the open eyes of Lars!

Fuck- we are both fucking fucked, Durrell and me both!


 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 1

Blacked While Pregnant!

 

I never expected my life to be filled with so many surprises.

I am a native of a small town in North Dakota, a state that was so forgotten by the rest of the country that some people even believe that we don’t really exist (yes, this is true). After all, according to the old Facebook group, has anyone ever met someone from North Dakota (except for maybe people in neighboring states, but they too could be in on the conspiracy!)

I was born to farmers, good Russo-Germans who raised wheat and a few head of beef cattle, in a town that had more people living there in 1920 than lived there in 1990. The town I was born in lost all the things that made it an independent community as I grew up- the high school, followed by the grade school, the post office, and then the lone remaining gas station. As I grew up, I expected that I might be one of the last people to leave here. I married a local with a typical NoDak name- Sven Olson- and I thought when I was eighteen that the rest of my life would be as boring as the flat fields that surround me. Cold in the winter, hot for three months that are filled with road construction, nothing really went on here- but at least, we didn’t have to worry about locking our doors or the other problems that living around a lot of people brings with it. My cousin who moved to the cities always talked about how much fun it was to be able to do something other than watch grass grow, but she also talked about how worried she was when a man put a gun in her face and demanded her purse.

I love my husband, and as a woman, I did make many decisions at least as to how things ran. At first, he kept me away from the business aspects of running a five thousand acre grain operation- my father in law was against the idea of a female sticking her nose in “man’s business.” 

Once the old man got sick, though, my husband quickly discovered both that I am good with numbers, and also that having me keep the books was cheaper than hiring someone else to do it. I had followed my mother’s advice, and had four children nearly back to back- once the youngest started school, I found that I was good enough with accounting that I wanted more than just doing it for Sven’s benefit.

So I got a job as a banker, in the one remaining bank in Stanley. Maybe bankers make a lot of money in larger communities, but Stanley is not much bigger than our own town, and what I did make was enough to supplement our income from the farm (even if it was not enough to make us rich). And I was happy with things- at twenty eight, I was a mother of four, I worked twenty five hours a week, and I lived with a man who was boring but was steady. My husband can be as dull as an ox, but at least he is hardworking, and he has never lifted his hands towards me. I could have married one of the Wentzel boys, who were more attractive, but they are heavy drinkers who also like to hit their wives.

You can never really see a September blizzard coming. Yes, you know once you are in the ninth month of the year, that there is a definitely a possibility of snow. However, it is hard to visualize it, when you wake up in the morning and the temperature is still around eighty. That doesn’t mean that it can’t drop fifty degrees in a day, shocking both cattle and people alike. That is the life of living on the upper great plains- you are always dependent upon the good will of the wind, which can change in a heartbeat.

The storm that hit us wasn’t a blue norther, it was oil- America needed oil, fracking was now feasible (unlike in 84, when the technology was not yet ready), and North Dakota has oil. Lots of oil, in fact- maybe more than Alaska, though the oil companies are notorious about under emphasizing the reserves (remember how they used to say the United States would be out of oil by the year 2020?)

Most importantly, unlike in other places, Sven owned the mineral rights under our patch of prairie. Nobody had gotten around to purchasing them back during the very short boom in the eighties. His father had refused to sell them for nothing, so when this new boom came, we found ourselves in possession of something far more enriching than the soil. Companies were hunting around within weeks, and my husband held out for a year until he got a fair offer. Now, eighteen years later, our farm’s main product is not being made into bread, but into gasoline.

Most people who were making over a hundred thousand dollars a month would stop working. Many of our neighbors did just that- once they started getting the fat checks that say Hess on them, they show up twice a year to re-register their vehicles and ensure that their land isn’t completely destroyed. The rest of the time, they are sitting down in Mexico or some other place with beaches and water, though if anyone asks them they are still farmers. I see this all the time, when I get calls from these neighbors of ours, who want to make sure that this months royalty check reached the bank before they buy another second house out of state.

Some didn’t, and my husband is one of that number. He refused to stop getting up at four AM, and while having the roads rutted by the massive numbers of drilling rigs and trucks that pass through our town made everything difficult, he is still adamant about putting in as much seed as he can each year. Our crop income isn’t even a quarter of our oil money, but what is a Norwegian man who doesn’t work?

The money may not have changed my husband, but all the side effects of living in the center of a boom have.

Sven has never been a man who uses a lot of words- he prefers to shake his head rather than talk, and even during sex, he tends to be quiet. The few words he does speak now are usually to complain about the latest thing that some outsider has done. In the winter, he gripes about how Southerners (especially Texans) can’t seem to drive in the snow. In the summer, he complains about how he was stuck in a traffic jam on highway 2 when going to town to pick up tools or something else. In the fall, the fact that getting his grain to Minot takes all day now is the main source of frustration.
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