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Excerpt

 


Moving on to my lover, I made a valiant
effort, but there was no way I'd ever be able to deep throat his
massive manhood. I made do, stroking what I couldn't suck, my
tongue dancing feverishly over the veiny shaft. He gasped and
moaned, grabbing the back of my head and holding me in place as he
pumped my mouth like a second pussy.

 


Back and forth, I went, pleasuring the two
men, taking them deeper with each new effort. Soon, I had my lips
around the base of the bellman, his nappy pubes tickling my nose.
For the first time, he grabbed my head. I think he got off on my
throat milking him as I tried to breathe. His shaft filled my
throat so completely that I couldn't catch my breath. He let go
when I panicked and tapped out on his thigh, though. I reared back,
coughing, precum, and spit splattering his thighs.

 


My lover moved me to the bed that I'd
briefly shared with my husband. He lay me on my back, taking me in
the missionary position. It seemed so novel that I almost laughed.
I lost it when he rubbed the thick head of his angry meat against
my engorged and dripping slit. I writhed and bucked, trying to
impale myself on him. "Easy," he chided, even as he pushed inside
of me...!
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Book 6, Chapter 1

 


As I stood on the gray shore of a pre-dawn
Reggae Beach, some ninety kilometers from Kingston, the crashing
surf cleared my mind of the noise of the last few days. Everything
about my pre-married life came rushing back, especially the
innocence of those times. I smiled, verging on laughter at the
antics of my best friend, Jane. That, inevitably, brought my
thoughts to the night that changed everything. The night of my
bachelorette party.

 


Before that fateful event,
I was happy. Brainwashed,
my mind corrected. Whatever the case may be, I
was content to save myself for my impending marriage. That is until
I saw Jane with that hot black stripper with the twelve-inch cock.
Until I couldn't get that out of my mind so badly that I let myself
get gangbanged, time and again, by every black man in our church's
building, from the janitors to the waiters and cooks sent by the
catering company.

 


A habit that didn't stop,
even after I got married. Or went on my honeymoon. "Shit," I
muttered. "Has it only been a week?" I'd fucked and sucked so much
big black cock – and eaten pussy, too! In
two different countries, noted my mind. If
only I could turn that part of my brain off. The thoughts warmed
me. They made me crave more. But there was always going to be that
part of my brain that knows the whole story, including what many
might feel is a very important part. And I suppose it is, seeing as
it involved my word.

 


My vows...

 


Slender fingers of multi-colored light
appeared in the sky and I turned away as the sun finally peeked
above the horizon. I smiled at the wind and of the beaches and at
the beautiful, lush tropic forest beyond it. I even smiled at the
hot young black man, he of muscular body that was stripped to the
waist. He who had been my lover and escort for the last few days.
But there was a pain in my heart that needed to be dealt with.
"Good morning," he said, cheerfully, the moment that he knew he was
close enough to me that I could hear him.

 


Oh, how I wanted to stay there forever.
Loving him and his friends, and all the strangers that I might
meet. Exploring my sexuality and having the best sex of my life –
two things that I knew my husband could never provide me with. But
that part of my brain kept nagging. "I'm married," I said. He
nodded, ever the cheerful one.

 


"I know," he replied. "I saw the ring. And
he chased us, too." I laughed. I'd nearly forgotten about that – it
seemed so long ago. I knew the next part was going to be hard, so I
decided to band-aid it. Just grab tight and yank!

 


"I have to go back," I said. "I have to make
things right." I'm not even sure what that last part meant – and he
probably didn't either – but he nodded anyway.

 


"I'll take you, whenever
you want to go," he said. "Now," I replied, "would be a good time."
I felt that I had to go before I changed my mind once more. He
nodded and said that he would get the bike ready and that I should
grab whatever I wanted to take. I didn't see a hint of pain on his
face or hear it in his voice. His hard, muscular body didn't even
flinch. But I knew that I had hurt him. You're getting pretty good at that, said my mind.
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