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Excerpt

 


I ground on his lap as we
made out, his hands moving freely over my body. I let him consume
me, feeling his masculinity growing under my gyrating and grinding
ass. I think we can rule out
small... Then his hands went under my
little skirt and he found my bare ass. One finger skimmed my tight
little, virgin butthole. The other hand's digits sliding freely
over my dripping, engorged lips. "Holy shit," he gasped, pulling
back and looking down.

 


"Oh, yeah, baby," I said, grinning
seductively. Even in the dark, I knew he could see the fire in my
eyes. I lifted up, just a scooch, my hands going down the front of
his shirt. My pussy quavered to the feel of the lean, hard body
beneath the thin material. I pulled his shirt out of his pants,
where it was tucked, skimming my fingers over his warm, firm flesh.
My hands went right for his belt buckle. I myself was shaking, too,
in anticipation of what lay beyond. I got everything undone and
opened. Without being told, he lifted up and helped me pull his
pants down. I couldn't see it but I sure could feel it has it
slapped against my leg the moment it was free. I giggled,
self-consciously. Then I reached down between my legs and grabbed
his thick shaft.

 


It was thick – almost as thick as the
older gentleman's had been. It might have been a little longer,
too, I'm not sure. I wasn't about to waste any time. I gave it a
couple of quick strokes, then lined it up with my longing, dripping
void. He gasped and I locked eyes with him as I slowly sank down on
it. His jaw dropped as my wet heat enveloped his steel-hard
manhood. I smiled, delirious with pleasure, as I took in the first
big black cock my pussy had ever felt...
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Chapter 1

 


 I had changed in the foul restroom of a nearby gas station.
Gone were the respectable, younger-middle-aged woman's party dress
and classy jewelry. Gone was the wedding ring, too. My finger felt
strange, naked without it. In their place was a tight leather skirt
and a skimpy top that I had stashed in the trunk while my husband
was still out. Pink stockings and some really high "fuck me" heels
that I hadn't worn in years, completed the outfit. I added to my
makeup, fixing it so that I would look better from a distance. I
had no idea what it would be like out there or what my competition
would be.

 


As it turns out, mostly trans girls.

 


There was one other woman out there, among
the ten or twelve that I saw, who was also born female, like me,
and she looked to be about 60 or more. "I'm forty-five," she told
me later. Man, only ten years older than I was. She had been doing
this for a very long time, "Since I was barely legal." She was
played out and I think she knew it. "I was fucking pissed when you
showed up," she added. "But you're alright." She hadn't wanted the
competition, not from a younger woman. Most johns didn't seem to
give a shit, they just wanted a warm hole or two to cum into. Some,
though, were strictly hetero. That's where Jazzy, as she called
herself, came in. The smart guys, the ones who planned, were on the
internet, getting theirs. We were there for the last-minute
shoppers.

 


Me? I'm thirty-five. I've got a decent build
and nearly D-cup breasts. A nice ass, too, or so I've been told. I
look like a million other middle-aged moms. I frequently hear the
word MILF spoken, in hushed tones, when I'm around guys and their
wives and girlfriends aren't. A lot of people tell me I look like
Allison Brie from Community, just a bit older and with slightly
bigger boobs. "Like her older sister or something."

 


It was cold, my nipples were hard as rocks.
That's okay, though, anything to help attract business. At least,
the right kind of business. I hadn't been out there very long when
a pretty-good looking young white guy pulled up, asking me if I was
looking for a date. "Not interested," I told him. He stroked his
groin but in the darkness of his car, I really couldn't see
anything, not that I was interested anyway. "Are you sure?" he
asked, "I'll make it worth your while." I wanted to tell him he
should have led with that and skipped the rest but I still wasn't
interested. I knew better than to talk to him anymore. I just
rolled my eyes and sauntered away.

 


"Damn, girl," said a black trans gal by the
name of Diamond. "I don't know why you didn't jump on that. He's a
hottie. He comes by here, often. I've been wanting to ride that
forever. I'd toss him a freebie if I thought he'd take it. Damn boy
rides strictly straight, though. No hope for a girl like me." There
was a wistfulness to her voice that I hadn't expected out here, on
the boulevard.
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