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WARNING

This book contains hardcore sex, and is for sale to adults only (18+).

Sexual situations in this book contain anal sex, cheating wife sex, facial, female submission,

 gangbang, internal cum, male dominance, spanking, spitroast, tag team.

ALL characters are over 18 years of age.

 This is a work of FICTION, and all characters and events are fictional. Any similarity to any 

actual persons,  living or dead, places or organizations,  is a matter of coincidence, and is not 

intended by the author. 

Again, this is a work of FICTION.

IF ANY OF THIS OFFENDS YOU, THEN STOP READING NOW:


Excerpt

He tasted different than Randy had, or what I was used to, as if the juices of my pussy added to the flavor. It made it taste sweeter somehow, kind of reminding me of sweet and sour chicken in a way, as I eagerly took all of him in between my lips. I applied pressure to him, sucking firmly on the head with my lips forming an o-shaped seal right over the ridge that separated that part of him from the shaft, which automatically made him begin to harden right back up..

“Like sucking a golf ball through a garden hose,” Randy said, from somewhere off on the side, “Ain’t it, son?”

“Hell yeah,” Dan said, “You should get you some of that cunt, too- it’s good shit!”

They were talking about me now like I wasn’t even here- even if I had one man in my pussy, and Dan’s cock inside of my mouth, I was just the after thought.

I have missed this, being treated like such a slut. 

Normally, I can’t stand any man who talks down to me. At my shit job I have to deal with it all day long, from old men who can’t stop from staring at my chest (even if the blue knit polo I wear covers up my girls completely), to the worst ghetto trash who cuss me out for not being able to sell them cigarettes on their EBT card, or foreigners who get angry because I can’t cash their checks without an ID. I can’t stand it when Jake himself tries to act like I am dumb or something because I have a vagina between my legs.

But being sexually used like this- this is what I missed, holy shit!

“Go on, finish up,” Randy said, as I felt the cock in me pulsing as cocks do right before they cum, “It’s my turn now!”

“Yes,” I said, removing my mouth from Dan’s hardening cock for just a second, “Shoot that cum in me!”

The man inside of me responded- he came, too, twitching as he emptied the contents of his balls inside of my cunt, adding to the soup that Dan had created inside of me. I didn’t cum, not this time, but I was close, and I needed some more dick to finish the job-

“I don’t care,” I said, as I kissed the tip of Dan’s cock, “I need to cum- one of y’all nasty rednecks stick your cock in me!”


“Where you going, Jake?” I asked my husband.

“Hell, I’m gonna drink a few beers over at Randy’s,” Jake said, as if he didn’t have a care in the world, “Why?”

Every afternoon, save for Sunday when we went to church, it was the same thing. Jake would get back from work, he would stomp his damn muddy ass boots all over the floor, and then he would grab a twelve pack and go out drinkin’ with his buddies.

True, my fiancee never went to the bars, and he never ran around, so I can give him that much, but it still bothered the hell out of me. I didn’t see him all day, and when I got home from Wally World, I wanted to spend some quality time with him; when he got back from the labor hall, where he worked with half of them assholes, all he wanted to do was head right back out there to hang out with them people. He spent twelve hours a day at work with them and that wasn’t enough, but he acted like two or three with me was too much.

“I was hopin’ maybe we could watch Netflix, have some fries,” I said, frowning as I stared at him, “I even put that good cheese on them that you like, the kind from Publix.”

“Well, Randy just got a new set of runnin’ lights, so we got to put them on,” Jake said, as he reached inside of the Kelvinator, “Hey, how long ago you put this beer in here, darlin’?”

Darlin’ was what he said when he felt like I was nagging him- yeah, he could say much worse things, but it ain’t the words you use, but how you mean them!

“I don’t know,” I said, giving up and lighting up a Pall Mall, “Yesterday?”

“Huh,” Jake said, grabbing the twelve pack anyway, “You think they would be cold by now…”

“I put them in yesterday,” I said, as I walked from the kitchen into the livingroom, “What time will you be back?”

“When I’m back,” Jake said, not bothering to give me a second look, as he walked through the back door.

What the hell did you expect, when you got with a Reedy?

The Reedy family was like ours in most ways- poor and White, they had been here in Rutherford County since long before the Franklin’s sold out and Joe B Jackson got turned into an industrial road. The difference was I grew up in a house, and while the house had rotten parts of the floor and a roof that was like Swiss Cheese every time it rains, that still made us one step above trailer trash (at least according to my mother). She told me that Jake was moving down the scale of life, and even if he looked good ten years ago with his black hair and blue eyes, he was still someone who was going nowhere in life.

Yep, in those ten years, we still ain’t got legally married, and I have watched Jake’s teeth fall out one by one, even if he still has his good hair. It don’t make him ugly, not by far when you compare him to most of the people I know, but like rust on a car, you can see which way things are going.

But you could have done worse, Mandy.

I wasn’t perfect either, not then or now- I ain’t got fat or nothing like that, but I am going on forty, and there just ain’t a lot of options for a woman like me who already had three when I met Jake. Not too many men are going to treat another man’s get that good, and that’s something I can say about Jake. He don’t hit me or nothing like that either, even when I get mad and toss shit across the room at him, and we ain’t never had the cops called on us. Maybe he ain’t always had a job, but when things are good, he still gets his ass up and goes to work. 

Still, I was getting tired of sitting around by myself- all three of mine were now finally gone, my last one going to Ft. Benning two months ago, and sitting around made me feel like I was old. The whole time they were here, working and raising them almost was too much, but now that they were gone, the time at home felt empty to me. I had actually thought about redoing the kitchen, maybe putting down some contact paper on the counters, but we did need another transmission for the Dodge pretty soon.

And how would he like it if I went out with my friends?

Jake would not say nothing, but he wouldn’t be too happy about it- even though I ain’t never done him like I did my exes, having outgrown that before I met him, Jake hates the two friends I still got in the area. He says they are a bad influence, because they ain’t married, and they always have some new boyfriend or something it seems every couple of weeks; I hate to say it, yes they are wild, but that don’t mean that I would do what they do. Plus, they didn’t like Jake too much, and never have, especially because he ain’t made no secret of the fact that he can’t stand them.

I’m tired of sitting around here, staring at the wall.

It gets boring sittin’ around a trailer by yourself- being poor is bad enough, but at least when you got friends to be poor with, you can forget about all of that.

Why don’t you get your ass out there, Mandy?

I didn’t have to be to work tomorrow until noon, so it wasn
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