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Excerpt

 


I sucked Jerome's dick
down, relishing in the combined flavor of our lust. As I slurped,
my mouth filled so fast that I had to swallow it all very quickly
to make room for more. I gulped that down, too.

 


After, I moved over to
Chester, gulping on his big black dick, straight from my asshole!
My clit ached and throbbed at the knowledge of what I was doing. My
pussy dripped anew.

 


I worshiped the both of
them until I couldn't find another drop. The guys stood up and
helped me to my feet. I hugged Chester because he was the closest.
"Thank you for such an amazing day," I said. I then turned to
Jerome and hugged him, too. Oh, their bodies and cocks felt so
good, pressing into my body, even though they were soft. "Thank
you, too, baby," I said.

 


"Oh, we're not done," said
Chester. I turned, surprised.

 


"Not by a long shot,"
added Jerome...
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Book 2, Prologue

 



I had been faithful to my husband for more than
25 years, since the time we started dating. And I had thrown it all
away in one afternoon. But it was Bertram who substituted a
promised Hawaii trip with piggybacking our anniversary vacation on
top of a work trip to Philly. It was Bertram who didn't have the
car tuned or even looked at so that it broke down in the middle of
nowhere. And it was Bertram who left me alone in that garage with
that handsome black mechanic, Chester.

 


Do I blame my husband for
my infidelity? Definitely.

 


Maybe.

 


Probably.

 


All I know is I was
expecting some loving on the trip and I got it! Yay,
me!!

 


But, as it turns out, my
day was just getting started...

 


Chester stirred at the
sound of a large vehicle pulling up, outside. "No!" I cried,
whimpering as he pulled his thick black cock from my battered
rectum. It didn't hurt – I just didn't want him to leave me. Maybe
ever.

 


He grabbed his pants, sans
shorts and turned to me as he hopped into them. "My car's still out
front, babe," he explained. "Whoever it is will probably just keep
pounding until I answer." At that very moment, someone did indeed
pound on the outside door. Chester smiled and shrugged.
"See?"

 


As he left, I lay back on
the sofa. Looking up at the ceiling, I could feel his cum oozing
out of both of my well-satisfied holes. My whole body seemed to
vibrate with a level of pleasure I had never known. I began to
wonder if I could even go back to Berty, to be honest. "It will
never be like this," I mumbled. "Never this good."

 


I heard the sound of two
deep voices converstating. One I knew was Chester but it took me a
moment to figure out the other. Just at that moment, my ebony lover
popped his head back into the back room. "It's Jerome," he said,
trying to keep the door as closed as possible. Such a
gentleman.

 


"Oh?" I said although I
had already guessed it. I quickly reached for the first article of
clothing I could. It turned out to be my blouse.

 


"Yeah," he replied. Then
his face kind of screwed up. I stopped.

 


"What is it?" I
asked.

 


Chester hemmed a bit. So
unusual for a man like him. "He, uh... I swear I didn't say
anything but he saw your car and he saw me shirtless and he kind of
put two and two together."

 


"Oh," I said. I had had my
mind full of what to do about Bertram and now, this. It was a lot.
But then I realized that I didn't have to worry about my husband
for almost a whole other day, even if it was supposed to be our
vacation. Chester cocked his head as he saw the smile creep across
my face. His jaw dropped when I let go of my bra and kicked back,
sitting up on the sofa and slowly parting my legs.

 


"Invite him in," I said.
You could have knocked my new lover over with a feather.

 


"Are you sure?" he shot
back. I caressed my thighs, feeling my juices bubbling and mixing
with his.

 


"It's my anniversary,
baby," I said. "It's time to celebrate!"
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"It is...?" asked Chester, a devilish light
gleaming in his beautiful eyes. I nodded. "Well, happy
anniversary!" Then he ducked back out into the garage. "Hey,
Jerome," I heard him say. "You're never gonna believe this. It's
their anniversary!"

 


I was a little bothered by
his use of the word "their" – bringing my absent husband into the
equation – but I paid it no nevermind. Chester's cock was like a
drug. It satisfied me completely, each and every time, and that
just made me crave it more! I heard the two of them going over it,
then Jerome popped into the room.

 


"Is it really yo...?" he
asked, the question dying on his lips as he saw me on the sofa in
the little back room Chester had set up to crash in. I think what
threw him was I was no longer the mousey, dutiful, middle-aged wife
he had met earlier. Thanks to my new lover, I was bold enough to
sit there, naked and with my legs spread. I'm sure he could see
everything and just how engorged it all was. Dripping, too, but
that's a whole other thing, all together.

 


I looked him up and down
and liked what I saw. Even before I met Chester, I liked Jerome. He
was such a big guy, all over, so that when I sat so close to him in
the tow truck and the bumpy ride put us even closer, it really got
my juices flowing. It was more luck than anything that Chester – as
sexy as he is – got me first. And at that very moment, Jerome may
have been dumbfounded but my eyes zeroed in on that crotch of his
and what I saw twitching under his coveralls did not
disappoint.
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