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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

 

“So women go for this?” I asked them.

“Yes,” Trevor said, “I mean, I don’t like to talk about it, because it’s really just between us and them.”

If anyone could keep their mouths shut, it would be him. While I didn’t know Brian well, or really at all, Trevor had been a cop long enough; if someone is a police officer and lasts more than a year, then they are known to be able to keep quiet about things. Otherwise, they would be known as a snitch, and “pushed out”.

Mack is completely passed out- I can hear the snoring- and I know they won’t say anything about it.

I don’t know, why I was thinking about this like I was, but I felt myself getting excited at the idea. Trevor was hot, the kind of man I would have fucked if I was younger and single; and Brian, well, Brian was also hot, but he was Black.

And I have always wondered about that…

“How much older are you talking?” I asked, more than just curious, so much so that I crossed and switched legs.

“Oh, I don’t know,” Trevor said, “Sometimes fifty, sometimes sixty. It really all depends on the woman. I mean, I’m not saying that I would fuck every seventy year old, but there are those I would fuck- we would fuck…”

I was indeed hot now, my nipples feeling hard; if they had done it , more than once, then they must be good, and if they were fucking women my age, then they had to have learned something!

“Would you fuck a hot fifty five year old?” I asked him, then, the words suddenly slipping out of my mouth!

Trevor’s eyes got a little wide, as if he hadn’t heard me right- I wasn’t even sure If I had heard myself right- 

“Damn right,” Brian said then, his eyes telling me he knew.

What went on after that- well, Brian was standing up, and his hand was going to his jeans, and he was pulling them down, my eyes both staring at the first Black man I had ever really seen, and at the way I could see the outline of his cock underneath the white cotton fabric of the plain boxer briefs he wore. His body was dark, yes, lovely in it’s color, and I was staring, wanting to see more.

I looked over, and I saw that Jorge- still here, still quiet- had seemed to have dozed off during all of this, so it was Brian, and Trevor, and me awake in the house-

I could have stopped it then, even though Brian was now holding his fingers in the band of his underwear, and I saw Trevor, sitting on the couch still, watching my reaction. He had his hand in his lap, a tent forming in his jeans, and he was stroking his cock through them, getting it hard. 

Mack has called me a slut for years- well, might as well be one!

“Ok,” I said, looking at Trevor, and then at Brian, “Ok, but we can’t wake Mack up- got it?”

Brian shook his head, and his hands now were pulling off his shorts, and I was staring at the first Black cock I had ever seen. He was coming towards me, walking to where I sat perched on my stool at the counter, his hard shaft sticking forward proudly. It was long, and dark, even darker then the rest of his bulky, muscular body, which I saw was all meat underneath, the body of a man that was built like a bull- and hung like one…

That is a beautiful, shiny Black cock- but I want something else, first!

“I need my pussy ate,” I said, which is why I had joined them in the first place, “You like to eat pussy?”

I opened my legs then, leaning as best I could on top of the stool and against the counter, and I lifted the hem of my black skirt. Underneath, I wasn’t completely bare, as I had worn a slim thong, designed so that Mack would be able to get his mouth into my cunt as soon as we had gotten back to the bedroom- while that plan hadn’t worked out, that didn’t matter, as I pulled it to the side…

“That is a pretty pussy,” Brian said, licking his lips, reminding me of a cat stalking it’s prey, “A pretty, pink pussy- why do redheads have such pretty pussies?”

Why is your cock so beautifully Black?

I didn’t say that, though, as this younger Black man was now kneeling in front of me, his hands against my thighs, his mouth headed for my cunt!
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“So, anyway, as I was saying,” Mack said, half chewed potato chip crumbs falling out of the corners of his lips as he spoke, “I think we are going to do the party for the big game at the house this year.”

“At the house?” I asked him, turning my face away as he kept chomping Pringles like they were grass and he was a hungry Holstein.

The only thing worse than the way he eats, is how he drinks!

Maybe my husband was smart enough to have an uncanny ability to know when and where to put our money, and that is why we lived well considering all. Mack was a retired cop, recently leaving the force after three decades of service to first the city of New York and then the state of Arizona, and while I was still teaching, with another seven years left to go, neither one of these professions is extremely lucrative. Most people who retire from state or city jobs, at least those of our generation who started when these professions offered actual pensions and other real benefits, have a decent rest of their life to look forward to, true; but thanks to Mack’s luck at stocks, we have a house that is more suited to a partner at a law firm, than to a former police officer and an educator. 

He is so good at it, that we were actually investigated by the FBI for several years, as if he must be somehow part of Sheriff Joe’s schemes-

“Yes, at the house,” Mack said, chomping away happily, “Why not, Liz?”

“I don’t know if I really want to have a party yet,” I said, carefully.

Being married to someone a long time, you learn to deal with the little habits of that person you don’t like. Such as the way they chew their food, or the fact that they leave their dirty underwear next to the bed instead of throwing them in the laundry basket where they belong.

But for the things that they do that really enrage you, the ones that make you grate your teeth in frustration, those are the ones that you have to put your foot down on!

“Come on, I am tired of all this shit around COVID,” Mack said, holding up one of his pudgy, greasy hands, “Even you have to admit that it’s exaggerated…”

To be successfully married to someone, small things aside, you do have to agree on the major issues. Such as how to raise a family, politics, and religion. We did, and we still do on most of those things, except for the fact that I am more cautious than he is on the whole mask/ vaccine debate. I didn’t get vaccinated, as I don’t trust something slapped together overnight in a lab, but I also see people who go ballistic over a mask as being one step short of crazy. Just like
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