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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

In the mirror, I saw the unmistakable presence of our house guest, Lamont.

He stood there, a blank look on his face- he seemed to be as startled as I was, unsure of what had just happened. He was dressed in a pair of red and white shorts, a stained white wife beater, and his  bald head shone from the sweat that was emanating from his body. I saw that his hand was inside of those loose athletic shorts that he wore, and what looked like a very large and very erect penis jutted forward from his body.

How long had he- 

“I saw what you were doing,” Lamont said, a smirk on his face, “So, how long have you been jilling off like this, Cathy?”

It is inevitable that when people masturbate, and they live in a house with other people, that one or the other will at some point walk across their activity. I had almost caught him jacking off before, in the living room, and I had dismissed it. Now, though, I was the one whom was caught- not by my husband, which would have been useful- but by Lamont!

“Lamont, I- wait, I don’t think,” I stammered.

Yes, I am in the right- I am an adult, and it is my business if I get myself off. I don’t have to explain myself to anyone, especially you!

I knew this, so how come it was so hard for me to say it- I should be yelling at him, and then I remembered I was naked. Fully naked, my entire mature body exposed to his brown eyes.

“Doesn’t it bother you, seeing me naked?” I said, weakly, the first thing that came to my mind.

I would have felt very uncomfortable when I was eighteen, if I had seen an adult naked that I was staying in a house with- one time, I had stayed at my best friends house, and I had nearly walked in on her father in the shower.

“Nope,” Lamont said, his grin wide in the mirror.

We may have only been three feet, maybe four, apart from each other, but I did not want to simply turn and look at him directly. That would be admitting everything- though there is nothing to hide now!

“What are you doing in that closet?” I asked- I knew that he had been doing the same thing I was.

If I can get him to feel guilty, then maybe I won’t feel so guilty myself?

“What do you think?” Lamont asked- he was still looking back at me, though he had made no move, other than his right hand was inside of his shorts. The loose fabric moved gently as he spoke.

He is still jacking off!

“Okay,” I said, realizing that there was only one way to deal with this, “Fine, yes, you are jacking off. I can’t say anything about that. You caught me doing the same thing.”

“Yes,” Lamont said- the shorts moved as he stroked himself.

I want to see that big Black cock- Cathy, get a hold of yourself!

“But now that we caught each other, we need to stop this,” I said.

This is still my house, and I am still in control here!

“Why?” Lamont asked, “What’s wrong with jacking- or jilling- off, Cathy?”

“Nothing,” I said.

There is nothing wrong with getting off, but there is seriously something wrong with doing it in front of other people!

“Whats wrong is that I am an adult,” I said, “And you are staying in my house- Lamont, you need to stop, okay?”

Lamont thought about this for a moment. His hand remained inside of his shorts, but the fabric of his clothing stopped moving.

Am I getting through to him?

No matter what music he listened to, or how he dressed, he was still a well behaved young man, so maybe he realized that I was right. Maybe he wanted to have sex with a woman like me, and maybe I wanted to see that cock of his, but life made rules, and we have to follow them.

“That’s not fair,” Lamont said finally, “You got off. I didn’t.”

“I’m not saying that you can’t get off,” I reasoned, “I am not a hypocrite. Yes, this is my place, where I like to take care of myself. You need to find somewhere else to do it, or at least wait till I am not at home.”

I really couldn’t be mad at him- he had probably slipped up here when I was in my bedroom, and had decided to relieve himself thinking that he was alone. I had been doing the same thing after all- this was just a bad coincidence.

“Cathy, where am I supposed to do that?” Lamont said, “I don’t even have my own room. I can’t exactly get off in the living room. No privacy anywhere.”

“Why not?” I said, taking advantage of his waning resolve, “That hasn’t stopped you before!”

You are still naked- and he is still looking at you!

I pulled the old cotton sheet quickly up over myself, and I turned to look at Lamont directly.

Lamont was pausing- he was obviously thinking about what he was going to do or say next. He hadn’t fled the room, and his cock was still hard- I could see how it stretched out the red cloth over it’s length.

He has to be a good nine inches under there.

What the hell is wrong with you, Cathy?

“You should leave,” I said, “I can’t get dressed in front of you. So you need to leave, Lamont-”

“No,” Lamont said- he had apparently made whatever mental decision that he was considering, “No, I don’t think so. Cathy, I want to get off!”
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I.

What a perfect day.

So far, everything had been going good for a Saturday- for once, both me and my husband had off from work (as a waitress, that is a rarity), and in an even rarer occurrence, my children were actually not fighting. Breakfast had been a relatively basic affair- toast, jam, and cold cereal- but the greatest part of the meal was that I did not have to play the referee.

As a wife, I have many jobs- in addition to serving customers at a local eatery, at home I am still expected to be the primary provider of housework. My husband works too- at a local factory that makes, of all things, toilet bowls- and I understand that the last thing he wants to do when he gets off work is to help with the cleaning. Normally, I allow him to get away with this. As in any marriage or other long term romantic relationship, over the years you learn which battles are worth fighting- and which ones are not. 

We live in what could be called a normal town, in a normal house- or as close to normal is, nowadays, anyway. Our home is located on the end of a tree lined street, though it is far from a modern house, or an up and coming new development. Our part of Ohio was much as it had been for the last century or so- a town that had more closed factories than open ones, with streets that needed patching and people that needed steady work. The neighborhood we lived in was unremarkable, with the same homes that had stood for decades. It may not have been the wealthiest part of town, but at least it wasn’t a crime ridden inner city slum. 

And at least Robert still has his job.

Robert had pushed me into agreeing to move here not long after we were married, twenty five years ago, with the idea that this would be our starter home. His father was one of the senior members of the union at his company, so Robert was not worried about ever losing his job. Plus, toilets are always going to be needed, and while China can make almost everything cheaper than Ohio can, the quality requirements of personal porcelain ensured that they would never take over this market. Robert thought that eventually he would replace his father in his position, once the older man retired, and maybe even become the shop steward. When those days arrived, we would be moving out of the city and into the country- this was just temporary. 
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