
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


Blacked Wife, Happy Life: Rule
Breaker!

by Anita
Blackmann

 


Copyright 2022 
Anita Blackmann

 


Published by
Deadlier Than the Male Publications

 


All characters in this story are 18 and
over.

 


 


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 and purchase your own copy.

 


Hot Words:

Interracial, Hotwife,
Cuckold, Voyeur, Anal, Blowjob, Rimming, Cunnilingus, Bareback,
Breeding, Anal Creampie

 


 



Table of Contents

Excerpt

Blacked Wife, Happy Life: Rule
Breaker!

Book 3, Chapter 1

Book 3, Chapter 2

Book 3, Chapter 3

Book 3, Chapter 4

Book 3, Chapter 5

 


Bonus Material: White Wedding, Blacked
Bride 6: Honeymoon 3

Other Books by Anita
Blackmann

About the Author

 


 



Excerpt

 


The way his big black cock stretched her
tight white pussy was nothing short of amazing. How something that
small – under "normal" circumstances – could take something that
big. It made me briefly wonder what would have happened if she'd
gone through with Bold and his buddies. I was pretty certain, from
the look she'd given me, that he was even bigger than Dez.

 


He still had more than half of his dick to go when he
started pumping. He only had about two-thirds in before she came,
alternately screaming and moaning, a trail of unintelligible words
passing through her lips. Nothing clean, I was certain of that. He
fucked her deeper and harder, through her climax. I watched her
juices bubble around his thrusting shaft. She grabbed him, kissing
him as intensely as she kissed me. If I'm being honest, that
bothers me, but... If it makes her happy.

 


When she finally let go, easing back on the
bed, he surprised us both by pulling out of her. She moaned,
caressing her lower stomach/upper pubic area, clearly missing being
filled by his cock. I could see straight inside of her. Her inner
walls stayed circular for several seconds, the fleshy insides
pulsing. I swear, for a second, that I could see her cervix!

 


And then he rolled her over, onto her
stomach. He slapped her upturned, beautiful ass. She squealed and
giggled, the smack causing adrenaline to course through he veins.
The sound was loud and sharp enough to make me jump a little. I
couldn't help but smile as she raised her ass up to present herself
to her alpha.

 


Dez sank that fat black dick of his
into her, balls-deep, in one fell swoop. Not rammed, mind you, but
still pretty fast. I saw my wife's toes curl, and then she started
kicking. Grunting and moaning, thrashing her head about, she took
all that he had, then begged for more. "Fuck me, baby," she said.
"Oh, God... FUCK ME WITH THAT BIG BLACK COCK...!"
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I guess it's easy to
start thinking of sex as a sure thing. I mean, we'd had such great success
each time that we'd gone out, that I don't think we ever really
thought that we might not need the motel room. And so, here we
were, in said room. I, on the edge of the bed, watching my wife get
ready for the evening.

 


Actually, if I'm being honest, I was
watching her body. Her soft, feminine curves. Her most private of
places. In the course of our courtship and marriage, I'd seen those
"naughty" bits hundreds of times. I never tired of them, though.
Each time they were revealed in front of me, I looked. And every
time that I did, I felt a stirring in my loins.

 


In the motel room, though, they stirred for
a different reason. Back at home, she would have been undressing
for me. Or dressing, for the eventual undressing, once the night
out was over. But in this rented room, off the freeway, the visions
that went through my head were far different. They were of her
soft, creamy body being grabbed, caressed, and violated by dark
flesh. Hands on her breasts and ass. A big black cock or two,
penetrating her mouth or pussy. Stretching it, obscenely, as they
slid in and out.

 


So deep was I in my thoughts, that she
actually startled me when she put her foot next to me, on the bed.
She smiled in a way that let me know that she was looking forward
to the evening. A smile that said, "Thank you, baby," even if she
didn't say it out loud. I looked down, next to me, to that foot as
she slid her stocking up her lean, athletic leg. By the time she
reached the top, my nose detected the aroma of her arousal.

 


I cleared my throat and refocused my
thoughts. It wouldn't do to get ahead of myself. It was bad enough
that I had to jack off before we left the house. I didn't want to
cum again, before the real deal, in a couple of hours.

 


My loving wife Kelsey looked especially
ravishing that night, and the men in the bar did not disappoint. We
were in a nicer neighborhood than before, so, for the first time, I
went in ahead of her. I got to see, firsthand, the reaction to her
entrance. In seconds, every man in the place was dead quiet and
looking her way. A clearly married one even got punched in the arm
by what I could only assume was his wife!

 


No one was looking my way, so I was free to
smile, taking a sip from my drink. Kelsey took her time, sauntering
through the joint. I couldn't see her face, but I knew that she was
loving every minute of it. "I love the way they undress me with
their eyes," she told me, recently. One of our favorite things
these days is for her to tell me about one of our recent adventures
while I go down on her. I'll be the first to admit that I'm not a
great lover – even my oral prowess is just adequate – but
sometimes, licking isn't enough. Her memories cause her to shove me
onto my back and ride me. I'm not complaining. Back in the day, she
faked those orgasms. These days, she's in such a heightened state
of arousal that she gushes all over my moderately-sized cock. It's
a big change and you can bet I've noticed it.

 


Of course, when I invariably nut, too, I
have to eat the creampie. I don't mind, though. All of this makes
her happy, and that's the point. Our life – my life – has never
been better. But, getting back to the bar...

 


Their eyes were all over her, stripping her of her
revealing black dress and panties. It had to be easy work, there
wasn't a whole lot there... A deeply plunging neckline, a very
short hemline; stockings, but no bra; a wispy bit of thong; and
some killer heels. I think it would be safe to assume that most of
them, in their minds, merely bent her over, hiked up her skirt, and
pulled whatever panties they imagined her wearing aside before
plunging their hard cocks deep inside. It made me hard, just
thinking that all these men wanted to fuck my beautiful
wife. And,
at least one of them will, I reminded myself. The odds, tonight, as always,
were clearly in our favor.

 


The bar had a good mix of types, with plenty of single men.
To my surprise, the first man to step up was an older, balding, and
pot-bellied white man. He was impeccably dressed.
Probably thinks he
can buy her favor with his billfold, I reckoned. About all he'll buy her, though, is a
drink.

 


Out of nowhere, a young black man was suddenly between the
two of them. The older white man might have been emboldened by the
thickness of his wallet, but there was only so much intestinal
fortitude that his money could buy. He definitely looked wounded as
he turned and shied away. From his body language, I could see that
the younger man was inviting her over to his table. I glanced
around, noting that there were no empty tables. I wonder which one he's
at...
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