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WARNING!!!

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

Sexual situations in this book contain 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

Oh no-

Sucking off the thin man, or even letting him actually fuck me, was one thing; he was at least attractive, a man that I would have sex with even if I wasn’t married to Louis, but his friend was another thing entirely.

And having sex with two men at the same time does make me a slut!

I kept sucking the thin man for a moment, expecting him to tell his associate where he could go- most men don’t want to have sex in front of another man, (even if men love to watch other people having sex)- but the thin man said nothing, and the fat man took this as a sign that his presence was acceptable to his associate. I watched from the corner of my eye, as he walked over to where I was kneeling before the thin man, his hard penis sticking out and demanding attention—

That is a fat penis!

Just like his associate had a penis that was much like him, thin and long, this man had a penis that was stubby. It wasn’t much longer than what Louis has between his legs, but it was nearly three times as thick around if I had to guess; it looked less like a man’s genitals, and more like a glass jar, the head swollen with a drop of sweat or his excitement perched on top-

“Suck him,” the thin man said, his hands releasing my head, “Suck him, you slut!”

I looked up at the man I had been sucking, letting him fall from my mouth, in surprise.

“Did I stutter?” he said, his lips curled up in an almost cruel smile.

“No, but-” I started to say, but then my hair was grabbed rudely and my face was yanked in the direction of the fat man!

I had not really wanted to suck him, but as soon as his hard penis made contact with my lips, reflex once again betrayed my feelings on the matter- opening up, he slid his super thick head of his penis over my lips, and he was in my mouth…

“That’s it,” the fat man grunted, reminding me of a boar that was eating a particularly satisfying bucked of slop, “That’s right!”

I can’t even fit it in my mouth!

Unlike his friend, who I was able to take in between my lips and gums, this penis was simply too much- the width was stretching my mouth wide, even though all I had was the head of him in between my gums, and my cheeks felt like they were bulging with the very meatiness of him.

And now I am wet…

The body has it’s own ideas, of course- while I was still considering in my mind how nasty this fat man was, a chunky, sweaty nastiness surrounding him like a cloud almost, my mouth wass feeling the way it was being stretched. Even if my jaws were already starting to feel sore, and even if I was going to need some aspiring after the fact, I could not help but feel my wetness between my legs as I ran my tongue across the globe that was on the end of his Black shaft.

“Pay that bill,” the fat man grunted, “Pay it!”

Yes, I am going to!

I have always been up for a challenge, and that’s exactly what this was really- it was a challenge to handle him, and with every centimeter he added to my mouth, I had to struggle to get used to it. No matter how much my tongue danced around his head, he seemed not to react; it was a non changing constant, a piece of man meat from a real man, not the small dick of my husband…

Now I see what Louis was afraid of.

If Louis was smaller than average by the standards of my native country, he was a virtual midget in comparison to these men. As I struggled to suck more of the fat man into my mouth, I knew now why Louis had such a complex about his own penis; he must have seen other men naked, especially Black men like these two, and he felt intimidated…

Women have all different sized breasts, and yes like most smaller breasted women I felt some jealousy when I was younger towards those in my class who were bigger in the chest. Of course, I took consolation in the fact that those girls were almost always much fatter than me; nobody seemed to have it all naturally, but everyone seemed to have something going for them, as if nature itself had handed out the blessings in a way that was designed for everyone to have a chance to find someone…

These men didn’t get the money that my husband got, but they got the kind of penises that he could only dream about having!

As I struggled to keep sucking him, it became less and less about worrying about the car, and became something else. The feeling of this big Black penis in my mouth, the way that I was now completely turned on from my breasts to my toes, had changed this from a financial necessity to a need. A need not just for sexual relief at something other than the ends of my fingertips, but a need to get back at Louis.

And what better way to do that, then to fuck these men?
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I.

 

In my lifetime, I have lived under three countries, even though I have only made one international move.

I am from Belarus, a place that most people outside of eastern Europe have never even heard of. It would surprise people, but in reality, my country is more the last remnant of the USSR, than it is a legitimate and distinct society. If Russia ever decided to reform it’s empire, whether under the Soviet label or simply under Putin, our country would be the first (and probably, the only willing) nation to “rejoin”, and our “president” would probably be the first dictator in history to willingly be reduced in rank.

In the mean time, this president of ours manages to play and defeat the entire Olympic hockey team of the country in a game- single handedly, nonetheless, despite being a man in his sixties who has the usual Slavic male trait of heavy drinking and smoking. He may be waiting for the day when he can simply be the local corrupt governor, the position he probably thought was going to be his destiny before the USSR collapsed, but he also parades out his son and designated successor. True, we have “elections” (just as the USSR did), but every time our “president” runs, he gleefully accepts the results that place him in yet another term with at least ninety percent of the vote.

In the mean time, the people of my country do their best to survive.

Of course, like people every where, most of my fellow Belorussians are just trying to live another day. They work at a factory or on a farm, they drink vodka and eat potatoes, and they keep their complaints about the annoyances of life to themselves if they know what’s good for them (which most people do). We can at least now buy more than one or two brands of vodka in the store, we can at least grow as many vegetables as we like, even if we still we can’t talk freely about what we think of things in general. These are the good changes, and while these changes may seem like nothing to people who have always lived in other places, they are still real and concrete to us.

Not all changes are good, and while we retain the control of the Soviet system, one thing my country of origin does not have is the careers. True, you can still go to university and get a degree in almost anything that it is decided you have the ability to do (and not pay for it out of pocket), but what happens after university is a whole different story. While the government does not prevent you from working in your field, the fact is our small country is almost all fields and farms. The end result is that people who have degrees in many advanced fields end up either working with potatoes, or they end up
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