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Excerpt

 


My nectar gushing out of me didn't slow him,
one bit. He lapped it all up as his soft nose ground against my
clit, driving me deeper into my bliss. And then, he was on my clit
again, pleasing me as his big, rough hands caressed my soft thighs.
One reached up and grabbed a tit, his thumb mashing and teasing my
nipple. I grabbed his meaty hand and held it to me as I ground my
pussy back against his face. A minute of sheer pleasure and then I
came, yet again! And still, he continued. Breathlessly, as I came
down, I begged him to fuck me but he ignored me. Again and again, I
pleaded. I could feel my fourth orgasm in such a short time welling
up. I rarely had more than one with my husband, if even that. These
numbers were unheard-of for me. "Please," I begged. "Please… Fuck
me!" Language like that had never really been part of my vocabulary
but these were extraordinary times.

 


Finally, he looked up, his face
drenched with my juices. He leaned in to kiss me and I didn't
hesitate one bit. I kissed him, hungrily tasting myself on him. He
pulled me with him, then laid me back the full length of the sofa.
From between my legs, he slipped a hand under one of my knees and
pulled it up, spreading me for him. I let the other leg slide to
the side and placed my foot on the floor. As he rested my calf
against his shoulder, he grabbed himself and lined that big, dark
manly meat against my engorged and dripping void. He rubbed the
thick head up and down my lips, slicking it up. He paused for a
moment, squarely in the center of the opening. I quivered and then
he pushed, impaling me with several inches! For a moment, I was
robbed of all ability to breathe...
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Bertram is just about the cheapest man I ever met.
I love him, I do. But he's cheap. When his company paid him by
check, in advance, to fly over to Philadelphia for the week – hotel
and per diem, too – he decided to bring me along. "It can be our
anniversary trip," he said.

 


"But you promised this year, we'd finally go
to Hawaii," I replied. Honestly, it had been twenty-five years. A
quarter of a century of promising to take me to Maui. Or, heck,
even Oahu, although I heard it wasn't as nice. Anything, at this
point. I just wanted to go.

 


"We can do Hawaii anytime," he shot back,
somewhat dismissively. I wanted to say, then why haven't we... "But
Philly is practically the birthplace of the nation and we've never
been." I wanted to tell him I had been there during a senior year
trip but he was on a roll. "I'll cash the check and we'll drive up
Sunday and Monday. The first meeting is just a dinnertime
meet-and-greet on Monday, anyway. The rest of the week is just
training during the day. We can spend the whole time from dinner
through breakfast the next day. With what we save on the plane
tickets, mixed with the per diem, who knows? We might actually come
out a little ahead on the deal."

 


"What am I supposed to do while you're doing
your thing?" I asked.

 


He shrugged. "What do you usually do?" Ran
his house. Raised his kids. Thankfully, they were all off at
college, now. Empty nest syndrome had kicked in pretty bad, too,
but he didn't want me getting a job. Old-fashioned guy, blah, blah,
blah. But, in spite of it all, I did love him. And I let him talk
me into the trip. It sounded like it could be fun. Not Hawaii fun,
mind you, but fun nonetheless. I did have one stipulation,
though.

 


"You need to get the car tuned-up," I said.
"It's overdue as it is." He said he would.

 


It wasn't really a two-day trip. We drove
for about seven hours the first day. The second was only supposed
to take five. We were to arrive in Philly shortly after noon. That
would give Bertram a couple of hours to decompress. "Maybe even
take a nap or something," he said.

 


I guess it was a good thing that we did it
that way, too, given that the car broke down nearly two hours from
our destination. I knew better than to get on his case about not
getting the tune-up. You learn a thing or two after twenty-five
years about which arguments are worth fighting and this wasn't
going to be one of them. It was too hot, anyway.

 


We didn't spend too long on the side of the
highway, thankfully. I thought for sure that we would, we weren't
exactly in civilization, as I like to call it. Pretty country,
though. Bertram used the app and the auto club had a pickup truck
out there, lickety-split. Nice black fellow, too. A big guy. My
husband ran interference, though. Making sure to stay between the
man and me. "You can't trust those people," he had said to me, more
than once. Where we live... Well, it's still pretty far behind the
times. A small town near other small towns, well inside the Bible
belt. You see other people who aren't white from time to time,
usually just passing through, mostly. Or when we went on church
trips and the like. Even then, we were usually pretty isolated,
sticking to our own. Funny thing is, though, as much as Berty tried
to provide a buffer between me and the tow-truck man, Jerome, he
had me sit in the middle, once the car was loaded and we were on
our way to the repair shop. I don't know if it was because he
didn't want to sit close to the man or if he just wanted the window
seat.

 


Either way, it was kind of selfish of him
but I didn't mind. Jerome seemed like a very nice man. He didn't
talk much but he knew his work and he was friendly enough. "Do you
have a shop in mind?" he asked.

 


Bertram puffed out his chest. "Chester’s
Auto Repair, just up the road a spell," he said. I'll say that's
one thing my husband has over me. He sure does well with his
smartphone. Me? I'm lost. I can make calls and occasionally do the
text thing but it's not what you would call my forte. He looked up
repair shops on Yelp while we were waiting. "Sometimes these
tow-truck drivers will try to steer you to a buddy's shop where
they rip you off," he had explained, earlier.

 


"Excellent choice," said the black man.
"Chester's a good friend. I would have recommended him if you
didn't have someone." Bertram looked my way, stunned. I had a
feeling he didn't know if he should trust his choice now or not. I
had to smile, though. Without my husband looking at him, though,
Jerome looked my way. "He'll take good care of you, ma'am." I
smiled. "I mean your car, of course."

 


It's funny, though. I think he gave me the
once-over. And I don't think I thought that way just because I had
been feeling frisky and Berty was "too tired from driving all day"
the night before. He really did. And when he said that Chester
would take good care of me, I honestly thought he was referring to
the car. That is, until he added the part about my car, "of
course." Now, I don't think my husband caught it but it struck me
as odd, adding that bit. Between the look and the extra line, my
mind suddenly started to wander.

 


And it didn't help matters, my husband
insisting that I sit in the middle seat. Berty's not a big guy but
Jerome sure was. It was a large truck, spacious even, but I still
found my body touching his, a bit. "Do you have enough room,
ma'am?" he asked, as I buckled up. "I'm kind of big all over."

 


"Please," I said. "Call me Dot." Dorothy,
that's my name. Dottie as a kid, Dot, now.

 


Now, I didn't purposefully lean against
Jerome but those trucks can be kind of bouncy and it just sort of
happened. He and Bertram talked and I just sort of looked him over,
all quiet-like. I swear, he had the biggest hands I'd ever seen!
And he felt the right kind of warm and hard, yet soft and yielding,
like flesh is supposed to feel, even through our clothes. I let my
mind wander, wondering what his big, rough black hands would feel
like on my soft white flesh. And I'm not talking about a handshake.
I've got needs...

 


Tonight,
I thought, I'm not taking
no for an answer. Berty's going to have to step up!

 


At first glance, I thought Chester might be
Jerome's brother, maybe even his twin. The thought got me excited
but when we got closer, the differences became more obvious.
Chester had a good three or four inches on the driver, for one. He
was also leaner though, with his size, it was hard to spot at
first. Devilishly handsome, too. And polite. So very polite. I'm
sure Berty was thinking it was some sort of ploy. If he was,
though, thankfully, he was keeping it to himself.

 


"I've got some good news and..." he said,
after getting a good look under the hood. He stopped shy of
finishing the statement. I'm sure he could see the look of worry on
my face. "It's not expensive," he said. He went on to explain the
cost of the part and the labor, which I thought was quite
reasonable. Even Berty looked relieved. "The only thing is, I have
to call out for the part. It could be here as early as this
afternoon but it might not be until morning." And that's when
Bertram lost it.

 


"I can't stay here," he said, panicking.
"I've got to get to that meet-and-greet. This is my job we're
talking about!" Oh, if he had only stopped there but no. He went on
into a tirade about "you people." I could only hope that he meant
repair shop guys and not the other. I certainly hoped that Chester
took it that way, too. Finally, he came back to the matter at hand.
"You're gonna have to stay with the car," he told me.

 


"But..." I protested. He shook his head
vehemently.

 


"Dear," he continued. "I have to get to
Philly, somehow. This is really going to eat into the budget. You
drive the car up when it's done." Again, all I got out was that
single word. "I guess I have to Uber or something."

 


"Did you say, Philly?" It was Jerome. He had
been sitting in his truck, just outside, drinking a pop and filling
out paperwork or waiting for a call or something. I'm sure that he
overheard everything but he played it off as if he hadn't. "I just
got a call for a tow about 40 miles in that direction. If you want
to ride with me, I'll take you as far as the job. It's not Philly
but it'll save you 40 miles worth of miles."

 


The prospect of saving money after all this
was too much for Bertram to pass on. He quickly said his goodbyes
and I suddenly found myself alone with Chester as the tow truck
rolled out, back onto the highway. There was a long moment of
awkward silence. Finally, he spoke. "So I take that as a yes?" he
asked. I laughed.

 


"Yes," I replied. "Can you please fix our
car?" Smiling, he wrote up the order and had me sign it. He told me
I was welcome to wait there or there was a diner just a short walk
down the road. "It doesn't look like much," he said, "but it's
air-conditioned and the food's quite good and very reasonably
priced." Then he turned and I felt bad about the way my husband had
behaved. Actually, I was quite mortified. Chester had explained
everything quite simply. We weren't exactly in the big city. It was
a lot like back home. Sometimes you have to wait.

 


"I'm sorry," I said. He stopped and turned.
"Ma'am?" he queried. I took a couple of halting steps toward him. I
found those feelings of desire that I had felt back in the tow
truck and when I first walked in, returning. "My husband," I
replied. "He had no business talking to you like that. It's just
that he's…" I wanted to say that he was a jerk but I thought better
of it.

 


"It's quite all right, ma'am," replied the
hunky mechanic. "Lots of people don't trust mechanics. And I don't
blame them, either. But I'm not like that, that's why explained
everything in detail." All I could do was smile and nod. "Now," he
continued, "let's see about getting that part so we can get you
back on the road. I'm sure you're anxious to get back with your
husband."

 


I'm, I thought, not quite so
sure…

 


I sat in the office as he made a few phone
calls. It was much cooler in there than it was outside. "Good
news," he said. "I can have the part here in a couple of hours.
You'll be back on the road by five or six, at the latest."
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