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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

 

Oh damn!

“That’s it,” Roger said, “Right here, right next to me!”

Axel stood up, side by side with my husband, his huge hard cock right in front of me like a meaty invitation.

At this point, I had no idea where Roger was going with this. I didn’t know if he was doing this to tease Axel even more, to really rub in the fact that he was never going to get a chance to fuck me, or if he was doing it for some other reason, but what I did know was that his cock was inches from my face.

I kept sucking my husband, swallowing him all the way down again, but my eyes were on the hard young dick in front of me. He really was a lot bigger than Roger, there was no doubt, a full eight and maybe even nine inches of manhood, and he was much thicker as well. He was so close that I could smell him, his musky masculine scent as I sucked hard on my husband’s dick, and I wanted to taste him so bad. 

You are not just teasing him, Roger, you are torturing me!

“Her mouth feels so good,” Roger said, his hand stroking my hair as he said it, “I have never had a woman suck my cock the way she does!”

At my husband’s words, I released his dick again, and I grabbed it with my hand, lifting the shaft up as I kissed all the way down to his balls. I ran my tongue across them, but the whole time I did it, I knew what I really wanted that was so close.

And yet so far away!

“I have been with a lot of women,” Roger said, pushing the point, “But nobody quite like her- have you ever had your dick really sucked?”

At that, I kissed my way back up Roger’s shaft, and I ran my tongue around his head once again. He had not cum yet, though I knew from the way he was pulsing under my touch, it was only a matter of time until he did.

Does he want to cum all over my face, right in front of him?

“Do you want her to suck your cock?” Roger said then, “You want her to suck that big dick of yours, do you?”

Did he really just say that?

This is an unexpected turn of events, to say the least!

My husband has never been ashamed of the size of his penis, not really, though like most men he never seemed to think he had enough cock between his legs. When he learned that I had been with more than a few men before them, it had led to months of Roger worrying that he was too small to satisfy me. I tried explaining over and over that it’s not just the size of a cock, but who that cock is attached to, that matters, though Roger never really believed it. In all honesty, yes a bigger dick does feel better inside of me, though sex can still be good with a man who is average or smaller even in proportion. 

And now is he really offering to let me suck this huge young cock?

I looked up at Axel, as my hand still held my husband’s cock.

If my husband says yes, then I will suck that big dick of yours!

“Yes,” Axel said, “Yes, I do!”

“Prove it,” Roger said.

“Huh?” Axel said, as confused as I was.

“If you want my wife to suck your dick, then you are going to have to prove it,” Roger explained.

What the fuck does that mean?

“Nothing in life is free,” Roger said, “If you want my wife to suck that big cock of yours, then you have to earn it.”

I still have no idea what you are talking about!

“Whatever you want,” Axel said, “Yes, please, whatever you want!”

I was confused still, but I knew my husband was up to something more than what he had told me, before I had agreed to this. It was almost as if he was running off of a script in his head, as if he had written a play and had finally found a stage, and now we were just actors in whatever fantasy it was he had made up in his head long ago. My husband has always been a schemer, that’s just the way that he is, but I never would have guessed that any of his schemes were something sexual!

Let alone something involving another man!

“Good,” Roger said, “Then you need to get on your knees, and help her!”

Help me?

Does he mean-

I knew exactly what he meant, I’m not stupid, but it was more shocking than if my husband told me he was quitting his job to become a professional juggler.

He wants Axel to help him suck his cock!

My husband had never given any indication, not in the slightest, that he was at all bisexual. While he wasn’t some prude, and he wasn’t weirded out if I admitted a man I saw was attractive or something like that, not once had he ever shown me any sign that he was into guys in the slightest. I had dated a guy before who I knew was gay; it was back before that it was okay for gay guys to be out in the open, but he couldn’t hide the way his face lit up when we went to the beach and a college volleyball team just happened to be there!

Axel seemed almost as surprised as I was, the look on his face telling me he wasn’t exactly sure if he had heard my husband right or not.

“Well, those are the choices,” Roger said, firmly, “Help her suck my dick, or she doesn’t suck your dick!”
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“He’s doing it again,” I said, yelling down the hall at my husband.

“What?” Roger answered, the clanging of pots and pans telling me he was digging into the kitchen cabinets, “What’s that?”

“You know what I am talking about,” I said, annoyed at the fact Roger was pretending that he didn’t, “He is literally sitting in his bedroom, with the curtains all the way open, looking right at me.”

This was not the first time that I had caught him doing it, and in fact, it seemed that he did it every single day now!

I get it, living in a trailer park isn’t exactly the place you want to be if you do want privacy.

And I get it, a lot of men that are younger- and this guy had to be at most twenty five, though he looked barely a day over eighteen- have some sort of obsession now with women my age. It’s understandable, what with that half of younger women don’t even bother to get a decent hair cut or wear a bra, and the other half think they are somehow “entitled” to a boyfriend who is at least six five and makes a million dollars a year. No wonder why men that age who aren’t into stinky fat chicks, and who aren’t a giant millionaire, seem to chase more after women my age.

But whether I get it or not, there is no excuse to be constantly staring at someone.

Maybe you see someone getting dressed one time, and since you find them attractive, you do steal a glance. But you don’t keep doing it every single time you see them, and you especially don’t keep doing it once it is clear that they know what you are up to!
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