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Excerpt

 


I wasn't helping, either.
Not my husband, anyway. As I sat across from this big, handsome,
and clearly, alpha male, I realized what a weak wimp my husband
was. What a coward, I thought. How could he just sit there, watching me get
slowly turned on? I'm fucking playing with
my hair, for fuck's sake! Doesn't he know the signs? I clearly want
this big black man to fuck me!

 


Internally, everything
came to a screeching halt. Oh, my
God! I thought. I could feel the throbbing
hot, wet swamp between my thighs. I realized that my panties were
sopping – possibly even soaked through. I could only imagine the
monstrous cock that the man had... Just
look at those hands and those feet. Hell,
with the way he was sitting, another inch of clearance I probably
could have seen the lump in his slacks.

 


I wasn't about to move, though. I knew he
would see me and I wasn't about to give him the satisfaction. All
of this took an nth of a second. That's how my mind raced.

 


"Yeah," said Hugh, locking eyes with me. "I
can see why he kept you a secret," he grinned.

 


And, as he did, he placed his big, rough,
meaty black hand on my knee. And, as I sat there, frozen in place,
my heart racing and my breath becoming labored, he slowly slid it
up my creamy thigh. For the briefest of moments, I let him, even
going so far as to spread my legs to give him better access. Only
one thing bothered me...

 


Tearing my eyes away, I turned toward my
loving husband. "Aren't you going to do something?" I asked, so
coolly that it had to have scared him. "Fucking say something," I
added. "Your big, black, handsome boss clearly wants to fuck me and
if you don't do something about it, I'm gonna let him... Right in
front of you!"

 


I would have held his gaze
until he cracked, but he never even looked at me. He had his fool,
beta head hung, staring at his empty wine glass, which he had
pressed to his chest. I couldn't believe it! There was a hot
cauldron of sex bubbling between my thighs, craving to be filled by
his big black boss, And he can't even be
man enough to stand up for me!

 


I turned, determined to end this all. At
least, I think that's what I was determined to do. Only Hugh was a
real man. The kind of man who knew what he wanted and took it.
Before I could even open my mouth, his thick fingers pulled my
sopping panties aside and one – nearly as thick as my husband's
dick – plunged into my dripping and engorged slit. He found my
clit, immediately, and his touch was electric! Shuddering and
moaning, I nearly crumbled forward. I struggled for breath and
managed to eke out two words...

 


"Fuck me!" I gasped...
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Chapter 1

 



All I really wanted to do was to get my
husband back. Back to how he was, just six months
prior. Loving and attentive, and fairly carefree, too. How was I to
know just how much my simple suggestion would spin out of control
and change both of our lives forever?



For the better? I don't know. Maybe I'm too close to it all. Maybe
that's why I feel the need to share.

 


I've known Paulie for forever. We were sweet
on each other since we were little. Later, there were rumors that
he was cheating on me. Despite the fact that there was nothing
official between us, I started dating other guys. He didn't seem to
like that but, then again, he made zero effort to get me back.

 


Eventually, I gave my virginity to a guy
named... Well, Guy. He's a Frenchman, so he pronounces it as Ghee,
but I like the visual that I put in your head by writing it out. He
was the first and, at twenty, nearly two years older than me, but
he was only visiting. I'm glad that he was older, too, as the first
time of many of my friends was awkward or even painful. Mine was
wonderful. Guy had set a high bar.

 


After he left, I moved on. Knowing what good
sex was like, it made me more confident. I had a few lovers after
that, and even more one-night stands. If I only slept with you
once, then you weren't any good.

 


At some point, after I finished college, I
came home and ran into Paulie again. His years away at school had
done him well, physically. I felt that we'd both grown, so, when he
asked me out on our first real date, I said yes.

 


Now, here's where I'm going to admit to
breaking with my standards. He took a long time to try to get in my
pants. In fact, I may have sort of, definitely, goaded him to do
it. I couldn't wait any longer. Now, I'd had a very good lover with
a five-inch cock, but even with an extra inch on top of that, he
really wasn't much of a swordsman. What saved him were his oral
skills. Hell, I think he must have made me cum about ten times
before he stuck his semi-hard little soldier into me. I came twice
more in the nearly three minutes that he lasted.

 


In my mind, I decided that was good enough.
Everything else about him was amazing. Yes, the old rumor surfaced
again, but I wrote it off, immediately. There was no way that some
gal was going to put up with his soft dick, and quick-draw skills,
if there wasn't any future for her in it.

 


That was the other part of
the equation. Almost from the get-go, both my folks and his were
happy to see us together again. "Destiny," they called it. A lot of
our friends, too. And, after about a year and a half of dating, he
popped the question. In my mind, Paulie was a good lover and a
great provider. Heck, I thought. He doesn't even want me
to work. And, while that clinched the
deal, I decided, too, anyway. Sure, it was only part-time, but it
kept me busy, gave us more money to do things with, and made me a
contributor to our marriage, society, and our future
family.

 


And it was all good. That is, until right
about six months ago.

 


Honestly, I didn't really notice it, at
first. Paulie came home one day and told me that his company had
been bought out. "They sent us all an email," he said, "saying that
nothing will change, so that's good."

 


I snorted. I couldn't help it. When he asked
me why, I told him. "They always say that," I explained. "And then,
everything changes." A few days after that, they told me that his
boss at his office had been let go. "I hope you're putting your
name in," I said. My husband may not be the most outgoing of guys,
but he is a helluva worker and, with me pushing, I felt he could
easily run his department.

 


"They said they have someone, already," he
offered. I told him that he should bring it up. That it couldn't
hurt. He said, "Yes, dear." The next day, when he came home, he
said the new boss was already in his office. That he'd been sent by
the company that had purchased his. "They wanted one of their own,
I guess," he said. "He seems like a nice enough fella."

 


My husband's slide was gradual but constant,
after that. It was the former that made it hard to see, at first. I
would have to say that it was about six weeks in before I realized
that we hadn't had sex in over a month. His oral skills usually
left me tender, so every other week was fine with me, and he almost
always initiated. Said it was his "husbandly duty."

 


He apologized when I brought it up, come
bedtime on a Saturday night with no attempts to seduce me. He was
game after that, but I could tell he wasn't that into it. I still
managed to cum. Mediocre head will still make you pop, if there's
enough of it. At least Paulie is no quitter.

 


I was more aware of it, after that. I wanted
him to tell me what was bothering him, though. I didn't want to
just out and ask him. Finally, though, after another six weeks
without sex, I flat-out asked him. "What's going on, Paulie?" I
asked. "What's wrong." When he asked me what I meant, I told him.
"You keep getting quieter and quieter."

 


He told me that he just had a lot on his
mind. "The changes at work," he said. Suddenly, he had me worried.
The economy was shakier than usual. We'd be okay for a long while,
but no one ever wants to dip into their savings to get by if they
don't have to. Still, I had to ask if his job was in danger. "Oh,
no," he said, almost surprised that I had asked him. "It's not
that. It's just... Everything will be alright."

 


And then, he silenced me by going down on
me. This time, though, I wasn't sure if it was him or me, but the
first orgasm was a long time in cumming. After that, though, it was
all good.

 


Well, the sex part, anyway. I still asked
him, every two or three weeks. He seemed to be irritated and I was
not wanting to argue, but he said everything was fine. "You can
trust me," I said. "I'm your wife. I love you, you know that."

 


After about four months of that, I guess
that he hit his wit's end. With his secret, fortunately, and not
me. "It's my boss," he said. "He treats me like shit. Calls me all
sorts of names, and even embarrasses me in front of the
others."

 


I was horrified. And indignant. "You need to
go to HR," I demanded. "Hell, I'll go with you and let them know
just how much it's affected you."



"I can't," he replied. When he told me about his boss, he sounded
relieved to get that burden off of his back that he'd been
carrying. Suddenly, he sounded defeated. "Why not?" I asked,
wondering what the rest of the story was.

 


"They're black," he said. "So?" I asked. He
paused for a very long time, his head hanging. He never even looked
up at me. "So's he," he said.

 


Okay, so there's one thing that I've left
out, so far. Paulie and I aren't racist. We're just not, but we
also think that you should stick to your own kind. Also, when
you're white like we are, and you complain about someone who's
black – especially to someone else who's also black – you are very
likely to be called the thing that we're definitely not.

 


Even now, I'm sure, you're disagreeing with
me. Back on that fateful day, I would have said that you're proving
my point. That was what was going through my mind, though. It
didn't seem fair that he couldn't complain about being mistreated.
It occurred to me that he could hide cameras and capture it all on
video. "That might cause more problems than it solves," he said.
"Almost everyone there is black, now."

 


That seemed odd. Then again, I'd never
really gone down there. "Has it always been like that?" I asked. It
seems to me like that would have been something that he would have
told me. "More now, than before," was all he said. Once again,
silence fell as our minds whirled. And then, I had an epiphany. A
solution that was old as time.



"Invite him to dinner," I said. Paulie seemed stunned. Sure we each
had a black friend or two – their names escape me at the moment –
but we'd never invited them into our house before. They were "run
into them somewhere" types of friends. "Are you sure?" he
asked.

 


"Yes," I insisted. It was
time to nip this thing in the bud and I told him so. "Invite him.
The sooner, the better." The next day, Tuesday, he did just that,
and his boss accepted, for Friday night. Paulie was so excited, he
texted me right away. I smiled, even as I started working out how I
was going to take command of the situation and put the man in his
place. By next week, I thought, everything will be back
to how it should be.

 


Boy, I could not have been more wrong if I
tried.

 


When Paulie came home, he was happy. So much
so that I was a little shocked that he didn't try to get some. But,
he also fell asleep quickly – something that he hadn't done in the
last few months – so I chalked it up to him being genuinely
tired.

 


I worked the menu out on Tuesday and
finalized it on Wednesday, creating my shopping list. I did that on
Thursday, double-checking everything. That left me with all of
Friday afternoon, after my job, to cook everything and make sure
that I, and our house, looked nice. Paulie jumped in the shower the
moment he got home. I had clothes laid out, ready for him. I left
nothing to chance. Even the wine had been decanting for nearly an
hour when his boss knocked on the door. We looked each over, just
one more time. I finger-combed Paulie's hair, and we headed to the
foyer.

 


Taking one last breath with my hand on the
doorknob, I nodded at my husband, and he, at me. Then, I opened the
door.

 


I don't know what I was expecting, but
whatever it was, that wasn't what I found, standing on the other
side. I'm 5'5" and my husband is a good height for that, standing
an nth shy of six feet. His boss, Hugh... Well, that must have been
short for huge. He was a very big man, standing at least half a
foot taller than Paulie, and man, was he built! Thick and muscular,
all over, but impeccably dressed.

 


The most shocking part of all, though, was
that I thought he was good-looking. I'd never thought that of any
African-American man. I stumbled over my words, for just a second,
then collected myself. "You must be Jessica," she said, holding out
the biggest hand I think I've ever seen. I wasn't thrilled with the
idea of him touching me – or, at least I hadn't been, previously –
but we were all here to win him over.

 


I placed my hand in his and he rested his
second hand over it. It felt strangely warm and friendly as he
shook it. "It's a real pleasure to meet you," he added. Then, he
turned to my husband. "You rascal, you," he said, jovially. "You
never told me your wife was a stunner." Honestly, I was incensed,
but I was also a bit aroused. I forced the latter feeling out of my
head, writing it off to the lack of nooky I'd gotten, recently. I
also made sure not to jerk my hand out of his. It wouldn't do to
offend him.

 


Paulie turned beet red at Hugh's compliment
toward me. I turned back to the big black man and asked him to come
inside. He let go and picked a bag up off the ground and offered it
to me. He slipped his hand in and lifted the neck of a very
expensive bottle of wine, showing it to us. "I brought you a gift,"
he said. I took it but also let him know that we had one breathing.
"Well, maybe we'll hit it off and need a second bottle," he
replied, as we walked him to the dining room.

 


"Wow," he said, duly impressed by the table
that we'd laid out for him. "I hope you brought your appetite,"
said Paulie, nervously, after I told them both that dinner was
ready. I gave him a smile, but added a thinly-veiled look that told
him to "hold it together."
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