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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 NOW!!!!!!


Excerpt

 

He fucked me- he came inside of my pussy- and now he is gone.

Leaving the store, Claire decided the only thing to do was to go directly back to the motel. Yes, John would know as soon as she returned empty handed that something other than shopping had happened on her little excursion, but now that the act was done and Black sperm was dripping out of her and all over the drivers seat, well-

He can lick every drop of cum out of my pussy.

The thought suddenly struck her- while she had never imagined something like this before, as she negotiated her way through a succession of a dozen or more traffic lights, this thought only turned her on. 

Yes, when I get back, I am not going to say anything- I am going to walk in the room, lift my dress, and tell him to slurp every drop of cum from me!

This was indeed making her husband cross the line- one could arguably say that he had not actually done anything that was bisexual in nature before, but if he did lick up another man’s sperm from her insides, then there was no denying that he had a sexual desire for same sex interaction any longer!

Yes, this will be a test- a true test of his fantasies!

Claire’s nipples were hard, as she made the turn from the main road onto the side street that their hotel room was located on, and when she parked the car, she was so excited that she forgot to lock the door. She quickly walked up the old concrete staircase to the second tier of rooms, bounding up them really, as she quickly inserted the plastic key-card and opened the door.

John must have been more tired than she realized- he was deeply asleep, so much so that he had rolled onto his side, and he was snoring loud enough that he sounded like a chainsaw at work.

This is perfect.

Claire shut the door as quietly behind her as she could manage, and she lifted the front of her dress, her fingers removing her soaked underwear, as she licked her lips in apprehension.

Time for you to taste a man’s cum, John.

Taking off her shoes, she crept quietly over to the bed where he slept, and she gently pushed him flat onto his back with one hand.

“Huh-” John mumbled, as he opened his eyes, only to see that his wife had climbed atop of him, straddling his face with her cum soaked pussy-

“Lick my pussy, John,” Claire said, using her own version of the tone of command that the Black man had used with her, “Go on- lick it!”

Oh fuck-

John did not hesitate, his hands grabbing hold of her sweaty ass from behind, as he buried his face between her thighs. His tongue made contact with her well worked cunt, licking across the folds gently yet quickly, tasting what was buried between them…

He is doing it, he is licking my cum filled cunt!

“Yes,” Claire moaned, “I fucked a guy, John-”

Her revelation only made him go faster, doubling down, as his fingers dug firmly into the flesh of her ass, and his mouth now applied pressure, sucking as much as he was licking…

“Taste him, John,” Claire said, as her own hands leaned forward, grabbing hold of the cheap headboard for balance, “He came a lot, John- taste it!”

His tongue moved faster, faster than it had in a long time, and her body began to react instinctively- her hips pushed forward of their own accord, grinding across the tongue that was cleaning the spot in between her thighs with such pleasure-

“He was a younger guy, John,” Claire said, as she let out a slight moan of pleasure, “Half my age, John- he fucked me hard, and fast, right in the bathroom!”

John did not bother to verbally respond, he just kept licking and sucking, as if he was eager to get every single drop of seed up-

“He was Black, John,” Claire said, “A Black man- I fucked a Black man, and you are eating his cum!”


Bisexual Road Trip, Book THREE: Terre Haute

 

I.

 

Things definitely changed last night.

This morning when she had woken up, Claire had followed her usual routine- a shower, getting dressed, and conversation with John about what the plans for today were. John had managed to drive more than she had expected yesterday, but she didn’t want to push it, so the goal for today was to make it to Illinois. It wasn’t like they were in any kind of a rush, not really, and after the complimentary continental breakfast, they packed up their bags and they were on the road headed west again.

At breakfast, part of Claire had both been worried and had hoped that they would run into the man from last night- just in case, she had decided to wear one of her favorite dresses, a sky blue garment that was cut a few inches above the knee, and that managed to cling to the natural curves of her forty something year old body pleasantly. He had seen her naked, of course, and he had liked what he had seen, but there was no reason not to show off, anyway.
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