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Excerpt

 


Kelsey's legs trembled so badly that she
fell against the hood of our car, lest she collapse to the
concrete. Her body rocked and quaked to her paroxysms. I could
almost feel the sexual heat, warming her body, as hazy pleasure
pulsed through her being, engulfing her mind with heated bliss.

 


"Dude," said the first one, as his buddy
slowly pulled his cock out. A crazy amount of cum came with it,
splattering on the asphalt. His dick, still hard, wagged as he
stumbled back, a couple of feet. "Couldn't help it, man," he said.
I swear he'd lasted a good ten minutes, but they both thought it
was too quick.

 


The first guy stepped up. I know he was
feeling mighty good as he lined up with my wife's gaping, oozing
dick. Still, there was one thing that harshed his buzz... "Damn,
dude," he said. "You know I hate sloppy seconds." His buddy
laughed. "Not as much as you hate condoms," he countered.

 


He seemed to get over his dislike of
cream-filled pussy quickly, pushing his cock in, balls-deep. My
wife, who'd been quiet, reveling in her bliss, suddenly lit up,
gasping, then grunting, before she finally let out a long, low
moan. The young black man fucked her with long, firm strokes –
maybe a dozen of them – before he pulled out.

 


Kelsey whimpered at his quick exit, but I
could see what was about to happen and my dick popped up at
attention, almost as quickly as he pressed his sopping, slick cock
against her tight little nether hole. After two months, it was as
tight as ever!

 


This time, I got my dick out as he
slowly pushed it in...
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Book 4, Prologue

 


My wife had hurt me. Honestly, I never
thought that she would do that, intentionally. But that's exactly
what she did and I think that's why it hurt as bad as it did. I
thought that I'd proved, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that I love
her and I would do anything to make her happy.

 


The craziest part, in my mind, was that the
rules that she broke when she did that were her idea!

 


So, as she hobbled around
on her cane, over the next couple of weeks, the resentment inside
of me slowly simmered toward a boiling point. I didn't want to
argue. I only wanted happiness. But it was Kelsey hiding similar
feelings that had nearly cost us our marriage. No, I decided, I have to say something before it all explodes.

 


It exploded, anyway. Somehow, though, it was
all my fault that she'd brought a man who had degraded me in front
of others into our home. Had fucked him on our bed. "You came!" she
continued. "No one even touched you."

 


And then she added the coup de grâce... "You
must have enjoyed it to cum so hard!"

 


Now, I don't know if I'd lost, or if I just
decided that I would rather be happy, but I apologized rather
quickly, after that. The one thing that I knew for certain was that
I didn't like the hurt that I saw in her eyes.

 


We didn't talk much, after
that, and for a very long time. A couple of months, actually. I
began to regret saying anything at all. Maybe, I should have gone
back to the forums and vented my frustration. Maybe, cooler heads
would have prevailed. At least we're not
fighting, was the best that I could
console myself with.

 


Deep down, though, I began to think that I'd
ruined the one thing that made our union perfect. The secret to a
happy life is a happy wife, after all. It's not for nothing that
that's a saying. And the one thing that I couldn't do was make love
to her like these other men did. I didn't have the tools, the
skills, or the alpha disposition.

 


Starting in on the third
month since her last encounter, and nearly four months since our
last "date night," as we called them, I was beginning to wonder if
it would ever happen again. I wrecked it
for her. That thought wouldn't leave me. I
wondered if she would, too, now that we didn't have it.

 


I wrecked it for her...

 



Book 4, Chapter 1

 


It started off as just another Saturday. I
was awake, but my eyes were closed. I could tell that it was light
out. I thought for a moment to determine if I was rested enough and
decided that I was. I opened my eyes to find Kelsey facing my way.
There was nothing new about that, but, for the first time in some
time, she was smiling. There was a glow of love about her, too. Of
that, I was certain. "Good morning," she said, her radiance
increasing. It warmed me to the core.

 


"Good mor..." was all I got before she
pressed her lips to mine and we kissed, far more lovingly than we
had in quite a while, too. That led to a hug and some light
petting. I felt the blood rushing into my six-inch cock and
wondered if we might go a bit further. "Race you to the shower,"
she said, throwing off the covers and leaping out of bed. She
slipped out of her nightshirt along the way. I was right behind
her, looking at her fabulous behind, stripping out of the shorts
that I'd worn.

 


The water got hot almost as quickly as we
had. Our shower is big enough for the two of us, with some room for
movement, if only just so. We made the best of it. I let her be
closest to the nozzle. After some more heavy petting, I soaped her
incredible body – paying special attention to her breasts and ass,
of course. I grinned at how soapy those parts got, and how erect
her nipples were. My mouth was on them, the moment they got
rinsed.

 


Kelsey returned the favor by briefly soaping
up my chest before lathering my cock. She tugged on it, too,
jerking me off. It didn't take long, either, before she had me
shooting my load all over the shower floor. I wanted to go down on
her, to return the favor, but she said I should finish up. "Maybe
we can go to the beach," she said. "We haven't been to the ocean in
forever."

 


I immediately said yes, of
course. She was in a sincerely good mood for the first time in a
long time, and I was glad for it. It'll be
nice to spend the day with her like we used to.

 


By the time I finished cleaning myself and
stepped out of the shower, I could already smell the bacon cooking.
"Scratch-made hash browns?" I asked. My puzzlement made her laugh.
That was a sweet sort of music that I hadn't heard in months. "I
know it's not my birthday," I said. "Or yours. I never forget
yours."

 


"Hush," she said, kissing me. She flicked my
nipple through my shirt. "We need this day," she added. Truer words
had never passed her lips.

 


I briefly thought back to
the day that I'd discovered that she wasn't happy with me, in bed.
Discovered how close I was to being single again. I had to wonder
if this was like that. Had the last couple of months taken that
sort of toll? After all, she wasn't talking about a date night.
Another thought came to me. Maybe, she
thinks this is more important. That we're more
important.

 


I certainly hoped that was the case and
buried my doubts, way down deep. And, because I did, we had a
fantastic day at the beach. Breakfast was enough to keep us going
until dinner at sunset, watching the sun sink into the ocean and
all of the incredible colors it brought with it.

 


We walked around the shops for a while,
holding hands the entire time. Then, drawn by the sound of the
surf, we cruised along the beach, under the moonlight. As much as I
never wanted the moment to end, it was clear that my beloved Kelsey
was getting cold. It was time to go home.

 


It was a bit of a schlep to get back to our
place. We didn't talk much, but there was nothing but smiles, hand
holding, and the occasional kiss at stoplights between us. We were
just over halfway when Kelsey suggested stopping somewhere for a
drink. "Date night?" I asked, the words just slipping right out of
my mouth before I could stop them. She grinned. It was too dark in
the car, but I'm pretty sure that she blushed, too. But, "no," she
replied. "I don't think... Just something to warm up with," she
added, rubbing her arms.

 


Even though I wasn't familiar with the area,
I got off at the next exit. I figured that I could stop and look up
a place if we didn't come across anything in the first couple of
blocks. The neighborhood we'd driven into was nice – clean and
middle-class. And, to our delight, Kelsey spotted a tavern. "That
looks nice," she quipped. They even had a parking lot, out back. I
found a space, about four rows away from the door. "Not bad," I
said. I quickly made my way around the car and opened the door for
her, as I'd done every time since our very first date. Even during
the few times we'd gone anywhere together, over the last couple of
months.

 


I had to smile when we entered the bar.
There wasn't a black face in the crowd. I couldn't remember the
last time that had happened. There were whites and Hispanics,
mostly. A couple of Asians and East Indians, too. (And, yes, I'm
aware that folks from India are Asian...) Mostly couples and groups
of friends. Not really our scene, these days, but it was nice,
nevertheless. The best part, though, was a couple leaving a small
table, in the corner, that we managed to grab.

 


I seated Kelsey so that she could see the
rest of the bar and I took the one opposite her. We chatted,
briefly, about our luck, before the server came and took our order.
When she left, I raised an eyebrow that made my wife laugh. Our
waitress, as it turned out, was a very good-looking black woman.
She knew what I was suggesting, but I knew it wasn't going to
happen. "Still," I said, "I had to try."

 


We had a nice time, nursing our drinks and
chatting. We'd fallen back in love over the course of the day and
now, despite just having the one, we were as giddy as when we'd
first started dating, all those years ago. That is, until she did
something that she definitely never did, way back then.

 


Suppressing a giggle that was part of a much
heartier laugh, I raised my drink to my lips. That was the moment
that I felt something press against my dick. I nearly choked,
looking at Kelsey. She had a total, "Who, me?" face going despite
the fact that she'd slipped her foot out of her shoe and placed it
on my package. I instantly struggled to breathe as she crinkled her
toes and rubbed my cock through my pants.

 


I had to put the glass down and hold onto
the table. I looked around, wondering if anyone could see what was
happening. But, with my back to most of the bar, I couldn't see
everyone. The few I could, as usual, didn't seem to notice. I
turned back to Kelsey. She was coolly sipping on her drink, even as
she maintained eye contact with me.

 


I couldn't believe what she was doing. It
was so incredible. And, despite her easing the pressure in my
balls, that very morning, she had me racing toward another climax.
I didn't know what to do. I certainly didn't want to stop her. I
was mentally preparing myself for unloading in my pants, which I
knew was going to happen in just a matter of seconds, when she
pulled her foot away. I was shocked, and still short of breath.
From her movement, though, I was certain that she was slipping her
foot back into her shoe.

 


"We should go," she said.
Her words were innocent enough, but her tone fairly dripped with
naughty promise. Nodding, and struggling to get my breath under
control, I stood up. With my back to most of the bar, I shifted my
dick to try and conceal my boner better, forcing the head under the
waistband of my shorts before pulling her chair back. Flustered, I
took her arm and we made our way to the door. I tried to act as
nonchalantly as I possibly could. No need
to draw attention to my erection.

 


We'd almost reached the door when she
suddenly stopped. "You know," she said, "I should go to the
bathroom before we go." I quickly analyzed my situation and decided
that I didn't need to. "I'll wait for you," I replied. She told me
that I might as well go on out and wait in the car. "I won't be
minute."

 


Reluctantly, I agreed.
Previously, I might have waited just outside the door but things
were going so well that I decided that I would do as she asked. As
I stepped out of the back entrance, to the parking lot, I nearly
ran into a pair of young black men. "Evening," I smiled. They
looked at me, strangely. One said nothing, but the other
grunted. So close, I laughed, internally, thinking what might have happened, if
they'd only gotten to the tavern even just a few minutes
earlier.

 


I got in the car and rolled the windows
down, just an inch, to keep the windows from fogging up. I knew
that it could take a minute or two. It seemed darker than before,
and that's when I noticed a moving van that had parked, one space
over. Well, most of a space. The big truck was well over the line
but, at least, there was enough space for my love to get in without
me having to pull forward.

 


Once the Bluetooth synced up with my phone,
I switched from my standard playlist to the one I'd created for
date nights. All those 60s and 70s Motown love songs and the like.
I wanted nothing to spoil the mood. My erection may have subsided
but the ache and the longing were still there.

 


I was so wrapped up in my
thoughts – a veritable preview of coming attractions was running
through my mind – that it wasn't until the fifth song was fading
out that I realized just how long it had been. She'd asked me to
wait in the car, but I was starting to worry. Nothing should be taking this long, I thought. Well, nothing
good.

 


I switched off the car and pulled out the
key. I was reaching for the door handle when a movement caught my
attention from the corner of my eye. I turned, sensing how fast it
was rushing toward me. Suddenly, it was upon the passenger side!
Whatever it was, slammed against the car and the windshield, right
where my wife should have been!

 


Whatever it was, was white. There were two
round things crushed against the glass with something in the center
of each. I suddenly realized what they were... "Nipples!" I
muttered, shocked. Pulling the focus of my attention back, I
realized what was crushed against my windshield was a pair of tits.
And, pulling further back, I realized that they belonged to
Kelsey!

 


"Holy shit!" I exclaimed, my aching cock
springing to attention. My wife, it seems, was being fucked from
behind by one of the two black men I'd run into, exiting the
bar!

 


I could see his large, dark hands gripping
the love of my life's hips!

 


"Oh, fuck!" I heard her cry, through the
opening of the side window. I could hear the slapping of flesh on
flesh. Her body slamming against the car had kick-started my heart.
The revelation of what was happening had made me hard. I felt my
cock pulsing through the rager in my pants as I panted over the
lewd display before me.

 


"Fucking tight white pussy," growled the one
fucking her. Another man came into view, behind him. It was the one
who'd grunted in response to my greeting at the door. At least,
now, I knew for certain who was taking my wife.

 


We locked eyes through the glass. Her mouth
was a gaping smile that matched the lewd fire that burned in her
eyes in the split second before they rolled up inside her skull.
"She's cumming," I muttered, my dick throbbing inside my pants. I
tore at my belt, trying to get it out. "Oh, fuck!" she cried, once
again. Horrified, I looked back. We both came, at the same time –
Her, on the thick black dick that was pounding her from behind. And
me...?

 


I came in my pants. Once again, untouched,
spewing my useless load into my underwear. No doubt, my cuckgasm
was soaking my crotch, all the way through, as I watched the bliss
on my wife's face. And then the biggest smile I had took over. We
were back!

 


I caught my breath and composed myself as
she whimpered and grunted, moaning loud and long, now and again as
her orgasm consumed her. She pounded on the hood with her fist, a
couple of times, moving down and leaning on it when her climax
subsided and left her weak.

 


Finally, I stepped out of the car and
staggered around. "Back the fuck off, white boy," growled the
bystander. "It's okay," said my wife, breathlessly. She managed to
prop herself up on her elbows. "That's my husband. He loves me very
much." Both men were stunned. I grinned, mostly out of pride, but
also, in part, because they couldn't see the stain on my pants, as
I stood in the shadow of the rental truck. "He watches or I walk.
Treat him nice."
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