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Excerpt

 


My juices were flowing
freely, now, knowing that soon this massive black cock would be
inside of me. I would've thought that I would have been satiated by
now, Berty and I would make love once a week or so, then sleep
soundly. But all these big black cocks did was make me hungry for
more. Where will it all end?

 


I made love to his cock, worshiping
the shaft and balls. I stroked it gently with my hand and sucked
his precum at every opportunity. He ran his fingers through the
back of my hair, pushing my mouth onto it and gently fucking it
into my throat.

 


Shawty stepped back, taking his
beautiful cock with him. He offered me his hand. I took it and he
helped me to my feet, guiding me to the sofa. He had me half stand
and half kneel, offering my pussy to him. He slid his cock up and
down my juicy slit as my fingers went to my clit, playing with my
throbbing bud.

 


I moaned from my own fingering, then
doubly so when he penetrated me. He took me quicker than the others
had, with the possible exception of when Chester fucked me by the
roadside. I pulled my fingers away, it was too much, too soon. But
I wasn't quick enough and a few seconds later, I was
cumming...
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Book 3, Prologue

 



If I think about it, it's hard to really pinpoint
at which point twenty-five years of marriage became irrelevant. Was
it when I let that handsome black mechanic, Chester, fuck me and
fill me with his seed? Or was it earlier than that?

 


Like when my husband, Bertram, left me
alone with him on our anniversary? Or the fact that he had swapped
a promised Hawaiian second honeymoon for combining it with a
business trip to Philadelphia? Or when he didn't get the car
serviced, like I asked him to so that it led to my being stranded
and seduced?

 


I suppose I could have left as soon as
the car was done. But then I wouldn't have gotten into that menage
with Jerome, too. He's the thick, handsome towtruck driver who
originally got my juices flowing. Or had Carol, the hot black
waitress, take me in the restroom at the diner. Or blown Chester in
his pickup truck as we drove to his place out in the woods. Or have
him fuck me out in the open, on that dark country
road...

 


Thank goodness only one other car
passed us and that was after the fact. I'm pretty sure they didn't
see us.

 


Yeah, come to think of it, this was
Berty's fault. I'll have to remember to thank him at some
point...

 


Book 3, Chapter
1

 



The lights were on in Chester's home and there
were two other cars parked there. That was the first time I
realized that maybe he didn't live alone. "Roommates," he said.
"Don't worry, they're cool."

 


My first instinct was to
ask him to bring me back to town, I didn't want them getting the
wrong idea and that idea somehow getting back to my husband. But
there was no way they could know Bertram and even less likely that
he would ever hear anything of my recent infidelity. It did,
however, wipe out the idea of any more hanky-panky in my
mind. It's a good thing he took care of me
on the road, I thought. It would have to
do.

 


So you can imagine my
surprise when we went inside and Carol, the waitress from the
diner, was there! In a long shirt, no less, her long, lean legs
fully exposed. Judging from what I saw, I imagined she was wearing
tiny shorts. Or maybe just panties,
I thought, my pussy heating up to the
idea.

 


Or nothing at all!
I sighed, wistfully.

 


It took me a moment to realize that
she wasn't surprised to see me at all. In fact, she
smirked.

 


"She's spending the night," said
Chester, my handsome new black lover.

 


Carol gave me the
once-over. It wasn't the first time she had done that, tonight. If
her eyes could lick their lips, they would have. Then she turned to
Chester. "Of course, she is," she said. "Saw your truck on the
roadside." My jaw dropped. It was her in
that car! Kinda knew what was up. I
blushed.

 


She turned back to me, smiling, then
stretched out her hand. I looked at her, confused but Chester
nudged me from behind. "I'm sure she's just going to show you where
you can clean up, right?" he said.

 


"Of course," replied Carol. I took
that sexy black woman's hand and let her lead me down the hallway.
"I have my own bathroom," she said. "I'll bet you could use a
shower. You've worked up quite a sweat today, I'm sure." Then she
glanced back at me. "Actually, several sweats…"

 


She and I had our own brief, exquisite
dalliance, back in the ladies room at the diner. Still, as intimate
as we had become for those few, brief minutes, I blushed, knowing
that she knew that I had been sandwiched by Chester, the mechanic,
and his buddy, Jerome, the big black teddy bear of a tow truck
driver.
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