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WARNING!!!

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

Sexual situations in this book contain male bisexual 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!!!!!!


Excerpt

 

He can’t get enough of me.

The stranger just kept licking and sucking my pussy, and even though I had just came, it didn’t make him stop or slow down. If anything, his tongue seemed to move faster around the folds and across the slit, as if my orgasm made him want to taste me even more; while I was super sensitive, I could not tell him to stop, not as long as he wanted to keep sucking my pussy…

“He told me he loves to eat pussy,” Ron said, “What do you think, Beverly?”

The way my husband said this almost made me laugh- it reminded me of him remarking on food being as good as was promised by the waiter- but all I could do was my best not to let my quavering thighs give way, and to simply let this man pleasure me, as my husband’s hard cock remained firmly in my hand.

“Yes,” I said, almost whispering as I spoke, “I can’t believe that…”

“Don’t ask any questions,” Ron said, his own hand now covering my own, making me grip his manhood tighter, “Do you like your gift?”

In other words, do you want me to stop this, or not?

“Yes,” I said, feeling the heat of his pulsing erection in my hands, “Yes, oh damn…”

I felt a second orgasm quickly approaching now, and as I crested the cusp into pleasure, the feeling was short but intense enough that I closed my eyes. I was not sure how much longer I was going to be able to take this- it was good, almost too good, like cheesecake almost, something that I can’t say no to when it is made right, even if I am always afraid that I will eat too much of it…

I need some cock inside of me.

Even if this young man was eating me out, that did not necessarily mean that he was allowed to fuck me- and while he was good at what he was doing, I was not sure what exactly my husband had told him to do. Maybe he had just told him to lick my pussy, knowing how much I want that, maybe because somehow this man had mentioned it to Ron somehow, I didn’t know; how does a person even have that type of a conversation with a stranger?

Did he just walk up to him, and ask him if he was interested in going down on me?

I was asking too many questions- no, I had a hard cock in my hand, the hard cock of my husband, and while it was something that I was long acquainted with, it did feel more solid than it felt in a very long time, and I was not going to waste the chance to get what would be a very intense fucking from my husband!

“Okay,” I said, as much to Ron as to this man, “Okay, damn— I can’t take anymore!”

The stranger finally moved his mouth from my pussy, and he looked up on me, a grin on his young face. Whether this had been set up by my husband or not, he clearly enjoyed pleasing me; he had a fetish for eating pussy, there was no doubt, and maybe that was indeed all he was supposed to do today, get me good and ready for my husband to bang me like we were on our honeymoon again!

Well, we are- our second honeymoon!

For a second, here we were, a naked mature couple, with a young man in front of us, the juices from my body on his face, and the hard cock of my husband in my hand, only an inch or two away from him. He looked into my eyes, still smiling, taking in the shape of my form; he was clearly excited by what he saw, yet then his eyes looked at the cock that was so close to him, and he could not hide the fact that they went wide…

What did he expect?

Men of course will have sex with a woman who they are attracted to, whether or not that woman is married or not, and the fact that my husband had arranged this had not kept him from going down on me. But now, there had to be the realization, that my husband was here, naked as well, and as he looked at the pulsing manhood of my husband, I wondered if maybe this was almost becoming too real for him; now that he saw this cock, this eight inches of penis, maybe it was becoming real to him, that it was not just us here, but another man as well…

“You are so hard,” I said, still stroking my husband, “So damn hard.”

As I stroked Ron, the stranger’s face did not move from my husband’s cock. His eyes remained wide, as he kept looking at it, looking at the way the head pulsed, the way that the veins up and down the shaft were turgid with excitement, almost as if he had never seen another man’s cock before, almost as if the sight of this big dick was hypnotizing him…

Almost as if he wants to suck it.

I know gay people, and I knew women who said they were bi, but I had never known of a man that was bi. Men were either gay, or they were straight. While women might be able to “play around” with other women, whether by kissing them or even having sex with them while their husbands were on tour (you would be surprised how quick things can get around an Army base), and then think nothing of it when their husband came home, a man who had sex with men was always gay. When my husband was in the Army, people didn’t go around saying they were gay, but you could usually tell pretty quickly, if someone was. Ron had always remarked, at least in private to me, about other officers who everyone knew were gay. Ron didn’t care, it was never something he dwelt on, just part of conversation, like saying that someone was from Alabama or that someone was making colonel.

But if he was gay, how did he just eat my pussy like that?

I didn’t know, but I did know that his eyes were on my husband’s cock- and I did know, that he seemed to be moving his face closer now, less than an inch away from the end of it-

Gay or not, he wants to suck my husband’s cock.

“Yes,” I whispered then, not asking any questions, “Yes, you can…”
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“Well, it’s not quite the same as it was,” Ron said, smiling at me, as he set our suitcases down, “But I can’t complain, can you?”

“No, I cannot,” I said, looking at my husband, “Not at all.”

Maybe Ron isn’t the perfect man- what man is?- but then again, while most men have trouble even remembering their anniversary, Ron had managed to remember the very hotel we went to when we first got married.

And thirty years later, here we are.

This wasn’t exactly a second honeymoon for us. The whole idea of getting “married” a second time, the whole idea of inviting dozens of guests so they can simply watch as you repeat the same words you did decades ago, never did make very much sense to me or to Ron. Ron has always been practical, maybe that is why he was so skillful in turning his military retirement into a successful day trading strategy, but the fact that he managed to do things like this was also why I loved my husband.

Not to mention, despite being fifty eight, he still a very good looking man.
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