
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


Blacked Wife, Happy Life: Boss
Moves!

by Anita
Blackmann

 


Copyright 2024 by

Anita Blackmann

Published by Deadlier Than the Male Publications
at Smashwords

 


All characters in this book are 18 or older.

 


No AI/Artificial
Intelligence or ghost writers were used to write this book. Every
word sprang from my dirty mind. Thank you for your
support.

 


Smashwords Edition License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return
to 
Smashwords.com or your favorite
retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the
hard work of this author.

 


HOTWORDS

Interracial, Hotwife,
Ménage, Secrative Finger-Banging, Cunnilingus, Blowjob, 69,
Bareback, Breeding, P2M/Pussy-to-Mouth, Vixen, Voyuer, Spit-Roast,
DAP/Double Anal Penetration, DPP/Double Pussy Penetration,
DP/Double Penetration, Anal Creampie, Stag

 


 



Table of Contents

Excerpt

 


Blacked Wife, Happy Life: Boss
Moves!

Book 5, Chapter 1

Book 5, Chapter 2

Book 5, Chapter 3

Book 5, Chapter 4

 


Find the rest of this series, HERE!

 


About Anita
Blackmann

Other books by Anita Blackmann

 


 



 Excerpt

As always, I'd given them nicknames. One, Beard,
because he had one. The other, Baller, because of his basketball
attire. And now, I was watching helplessly, via streaming video,
from the other side of the country as the two had their way with my
beautiful, loving wife:

 


Beard must have liked what he saw. No
sooner had she recovered, than he stepped up, grabbed her head, and
shoved his dick down her throat. He fucked her without mercy for
what seemed like forever but was probably only a minute or so.
Lucky for Kelsey, he didn't try to cut off her air with it like his
buddy had. Still, when he pulled out, my wife choked and wheezed,
drool and snot bubbling from her mouth and nose,
accordingly.

 


Baller pointed out all the spit and
precum that had dripped down onto her tits and the duo rubbed it
into her creamy flesh, mocking both of us as they did. Then, they
pulled her to her feet and stripped her down to her shoes. After
that, they turned her back toward me and took turns slapping her
ass cheeks, making her squeal, then scream. Soon, she was marching
in place, trying to cover her reddening ass. When she started
crying, and then begged them to stop, they surprised me by doing
just that.

 


They spun her back around and dragged
her closer to the phone. Tears streamed down her face. Her hair and
makeup were a mess. “You like, whiteboi?” taunted Baller. “Now, the
real game begins!” He stepped in front of her, grabbed his cock,
and shook it for the camera. “It's a good thing she's leaving your
ass, 'cause she ain't never gonna feel your little dick again,
after this!”

 


I'm not gonna lie, his words about her
leaving me – albeit not true – hit me harder than I'd like to
admit...
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I often look back at just how much our lives
have changed since that fateful day, the one when I discovered that
my wife loved me very, very much, but was at the end of her rope at
my inability to please her, physically. I think about how I would
likely be divorced. I'm still surprised that she stuck with me
during those eleven months that it eventually took to turn it all
around.

 


Now, don't get me wrong, I also tried
reading up and even watching instructional videos in an effort to
better my performance – It just wasn't in the cards for me. Lucky
for me, though, running into Ned at that bar while I wallowed in
self-pity and his confession about the cuckold life changed things
for the better.

 


I'm not really into the whole label thing,
though. But, every once in a while, I do think I lean toward being
a stag with cuck tendencies. Or, maybe it's the other way around.
Heck, even as I continue to read up in the forums – and offer
suggestions based on our adventures – I've come to the conclusion
that there's very little difference between a hotwife and a
vixen... One has permission, I guess?

 


But, really, those labels don't matter so
much. What does is the love that our new and better-for-us
lifestyle has created. We're closer than ever. If you ask me, we
are finally in our true honeymoon stage. One where she doesn't have
to act in order to protect my feelings. All of it is real.

 


On average, we play every couple of weeks,
and almost always on Saturday nights. That's when we're rested best
from work and more people are out, looking to party than on any
other night. In the last few months, though, we've done more and
more things on the fly. Wherever and whenever the right set of
circumstances come together. Most of those have been truly amazing
while, every once in a great while, it gets a little scary because
we've let our guard down. I don't think that will ever put us off
“Date Night” completely but it usually means we go back to the
safer bar-and-motel combo.

 


For a bit, anyway. In the end, the risky,
off-the-cuff stuff is too much fun to stay away from for more than
a Date Night or two.

 


Kelsey, my lovely wife, has only become
happier and more vibrant. Bolder, too, in her daily life. That
translated to a lot more attention from the higher-ups at her job,
too, something that she managed to maneuver into working remotely,
again. “It gives us a lot more flexibility,” she explained, meaning
her and me. “As long as I keep up with the work, I only have to go
into the office once a month for meetings and other in-person
stuff,” she continued. “And the occasional video call. That's
it.”

 


She wanted increased freedom and reduced
stress, and this move gave her both. And, strangely enough, it was
about to lead to another wild and boundary-pushing adventure. One
that if we'd really thought about it, we should have seen coming
but didn't.

 


For that, we have to go back, to about a
month after that aforementioned life-changing day. Back when I was
in the earliest stages of my research. To the night that we found
out that the company that I worked for had just been bought out and
my boss, Jerry, was being replaced. Of all things, this was
happening at the office Christmas party.

 


“It's all good,” he assured
us, upon breaking the news. “I'm not being fired, they're just
moving me up to corporate. That way, I can be sort of a liaison
between them and you all.” Everything was more or less going to be
the same, he continued, we were just going to have a new boss is
all. Of course, we all knew that there would be plenty of changes
and I don't mean that, just because the new guy was – and is –
black.

 


Now, I know what you're thinking. He and
Kelsey met and they couldn't help but notice how hot the other one
was, flirting commenced and then they were forced to sneak out of
the party because some things just can't be denied. Nothing could
have been further from reality, though. Whatever internal switch
that would eventually be flipped inside my wife hadn't happened,
yet. It was just an introduction and probably would have remained
that if Mr. Williams' wife hadn't just filed for divorce.
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