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WARNING!!!

This book contains hardcore sex, including but not limited to gangbangs/ group sex, and interracial sex.

 

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

 

“You have some good pussy,” he said, his voice sounding less like an over excited lover now and more like that of someone who was simply saying the sky was blue or the grass was green, “I bet you husband doesn’t know that, does he?”

Please, don’t talk!

I normally want to have a conversation after sex, and normally, John wants to simply roll over and go to sleep. Now, as luck would have it, this stranger- and that is what he was, a stranger- suddenly wanted to talk to me, and the more he said, the more it made it harder to think. I was not going to be able to change what had just happened of course, as what is done is done and there is nothing you can do about the past, but listening to him only drove that home…

“Look, can you just give me a second?” I said, sounding like more of a bitch than I am by any measure, “I need a second here, to think….”

He grunted then, a grunt that made me wonder if he understood, or if he was somehow offended.

Well, easy for you, I am just another piece of ass along the way on your road trip!

I didn’t say that, and I didn’t want to say it because of how it would make me sound, but that didn’t mean that it was any less true. He was probably unmarried, probably just the modern equivalent of a drifter who went where he wanted to go without any concern for other people, but I was still a married woman with a husband who was not even ten miles from here.

“I think what you need is some more dick,” he said, after a long second.

Is he ready to go- again- so soon?

I mean, he was young, but he was in his thirties, and from my own memory of when John was that age, a man that is in his thirties can usually go twice- after he has had some time to recover. A man that age is young, yes, but he is nowhere near as young as an eighteen or twenty year old.

Then again, judging by the way he fucked me- and the way he licked me-

“Look, please,” I said, “I just need a moment, okay- I have to think this out, and-”

The back door to the van is still open, isn’t it?

Now that the moment had passed, remembering that I was exposed was no longer erotic. No, it was simply a great chance of getting caught, and while thinking of being caught in the act was exciting in the act, it was not so exciting now!

“Well, I think you need some more dick,” he said then, the tone of authority that had turned me on creeping back into his voice.

Maybe, but not right this second!

“I don’t, I mean,” I started to say then, but before I could get the words out of my mouth, hands were suddenly grabbing me!

Wait- whose hands-

Immediately I could tell that they were not his hands; these hands were larger, the skin on them smooth and soft, yet by the size of them, there was no doubt that these were mens’ hands-

“Go ahead, Joel,” the stranger said, “Go on and get you some of this, told you she was a hot MILF!”

Who the fuck is Joel-

Obviously Joel was the owner of these hands, but as I tried to turn my head to see him, one of his hands grabbed my long hair firmly. Gripping it like a rope, he yanked it so hard that it hurt some, as my head was yanked up so I was staring at the front of the van, where I saw that the driver’s side door was being opened….

What fuck is going on? 

If I had been seduced fast, this was happening at a flying pace- I was being pulled into position once again, my ass was up in the air like a piece of meat, and a second, strange cock was pressing against my cum filled pussy, as dark Black fingers closed around my mouth!

Black fingers- it’s a Black man!

It was almost too much to process at once- the fact that I was still trying to sort out cheating on my husband, the reality that I was in a van in the parking lot of the local grocery store with his cum dripping out of me, and now that a Black man was about to -

“Fuck, your Black!” I yelled out, all the thoughts in my head coming out all jumbled, “Shit!”

I know it sounded a lot worse than I wanted it to. I mean, I have nothing against Black people as people and never have; but if getting caught with a White man, especially a White man, was bad enough, getting caught with a Black man was not something I needed to find out the fall out from!

John might not believe it if he was told I fucked someone, but he would believe it if he was told I fucked a Black man!

I had never, and never had thought about it, but since one of my friends had left her husband for a Black guy, he had almost been convinced that I was headed the same way. Men think that we as women can’t make our own decisions, that we- 

“Ugh,” I moaned then, as I felt his cock head sliding into my pussy!

It’s too late now- a Black man is inside of me!
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“You need anything from the store?” I said.

“The store?” John replied, “What?”

I really wasn’t trying to start an argument- I swear I wasn’t- but John’s tone told me that today was going to be another day where he wasn’t interested in anything other than looking for a fight!

Which is all he seems to be interested in, anymore!

“I said, do you need anything from the store?” I said, repeating myself, my own frustration rising, “You know, like food- or shaving cream- or soda?”

“Why would I need anything from that shitty little store?” John said, responding with even more venom than usual, “You know we have a Prime membership, right?”

My husband had always hated the Internet until he discovered porn on it, and he had refused to buy anything on it, until the whole pandemic situation had started. He had always said that buying things you can’t see  from people you don’t know is dumb. That was until he was told he needed to wear a mask to go to the store, and ever since then, he reminds me of an ex-smoker who has quit and now wants to tell everyone about how evil smoking is at every chance they get!

“Yes, I know that, John,” I said, “I just thought maybe you wanted to get something fresh for once.”

“I don’t care,” John said, which was true.

And that is half of the problem, is that you don’t care!

John was not my first husband- that honor belonged to a man I hadn’t spoken to now in over thirty years, a short failed experiment that had lasted two years back at the start of the first Bush presidency- but we had been married now for going on thirty years, so he may as well have been my only husband. We had always argued, true, as was to be expected when you have two strong people together in a relationship, but usually, we made up for that with some very hot sex.

Now, though, as our sex life was downright pathetic, our relationship seemed to make less and less sense.

He was a firm Trump supporter, and I am still a Democrat; he doesn’t want to do anything other than talk about what pisses him off, which is almost everything, and I prefer to ignore the news and just try and focus on what is going on around me. I know the world isn’t perfect, and neither is anyone in it, but John seems to expect more and more perfection- or what he thinks is perfection- from both everyone else, as well as me.

Our sex life has declined, a lot, and talking to my friends, this was normal for a man in his fifties. John had finally reached the male equivalent of menopause, they told me, so I just needed to accept that while my sex drive was speeding up, his
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