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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 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. I know I didn't like the hurt 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. 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 seven-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 pats were, 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 up 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."
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