
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


Caught by My Wife: The Feminization
of Morgan

by Amanda Mann

 


Copyright 2018 Amanda Mann

 


Published by
Deadlier Than the Male Publications

 


All characters in this story are 18 and
over.

 


 


Smashwords Edition License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to
Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author.

 


 


 



Table of Contents

Caught by My Wife: The Feminization of
Morgan

Foreword

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

 


Other Books by Amanda
Mann

About Amanda Mann

Connect with Amanda
Mann

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Caught by My
Wife:

 The Feminization of Morgan

 


Amanda Mann

 



Foreword

 



My second biggest fear was getting caught. My
first was if she found out everything. I knew there was no way I
could tell her, she would leave me in a heartbeat. I loved her,
madly. I couldn't bear the thought of having to live without her,
so I kept my secrets secret.

 


As it turns out, getting caught was
the best thing that could have ever happened to me...

 



Chapter 1

 



She woke me when she came in, kissing me softly on
the lips. But it was to be no quick peck as it quickly grew into
something more. It grew into a passion that I had not felt since
she had caught me, a week earlier, pleasuring myself while wearing
her bra and panties. She had only spoken six words to me since
then. They were, "What the hell?" That was when she saw me. The
other three were a week later... "I'm going out."

 


Her taste, though, as we
kissed, was different from what I was used to. For the briefest of
moments, I thought it might be me. It had been a couple of hours
since I had gone to bed, maybe my mouth was dry. And then I
realized that wasn't it. She's been out
most of the night, I reckoned.
Don't you think that maybe she had something to
eat? Something salty?

 


That must be it.

 


And honestly, I had bigger fish to fry. Like
reconciling with my wife, whom I love more than anything and it
killed me that my compulsions had hurt her so badly. "I've missed
you," I said, far more emotionally than a man is supposed to admit,
struggling to hold back any tears.

 


"I know," she said, a sly smile spreading
across her lips. "I have something for you."

 


She got up on her knees. Even in the dark, I
could make out her fabulous shape and the sparkly, sexy, short club
dress that she was wearing. I knew it well, the way it hugged and
accentuated every curve and nuance of her healthy body. It was the
same one she had been wearing the week before when she had gone out
on her monthly "girls night out." That was when one of the gals
suddenly had a family emergency and the other came down with a
migraine. Sandy had come home, hours earlier than normal.

 


She giggled as she struggled to get her
panties down without standing up, which she finally had to do,
after falling over. Twice. Despite everything that had happened,
that made me smile and even almost laugh. Almost. She shimmied out
of them, then climbed up onto the bed and over me. "Are you ready?"
she asked.

 


I wanted to reach out like
I usually did, and stroke her creamy thigh, but I was afraid to
overstep my bounds. Instead, I nodded, eagerly, and told her I was.
She pulled back the sheets, exposing my naked form and climbed over
my face. She was very wet and I got a nose full. Even in the dim
light, I could see her engorgement and the slickness on it. I felt
so guilty – Poor thing –
my one stupid act had kept us from making love,
so it had been longer than our usual week. She was beyond needing
my love.

 


Sandy lowered herself onto
my mouth and my tongue darted out. No need to tease her into
readiness, she was already there. I wrapped my lips around her
hardened clitoris, slowly dragging my tongue across it. What I
tasted, puzzled me, just like when I had kissed her.
Salty... Not unpleasant,
though... Actually, it was kind of nice.

 


As I pleasured her with
licks and sucks and little flittering flicks, I felt her cream
oozing onto my chin. With my waste not, want not attitude, I moved
down a bit to suck it up, getting a taste and then a
mouthful. So much, I thought. But this was definitely different. I knew this
taste for I had tasted if from myself...

 


I squirmed, trying to get
out from under her. I'm sure I nearly bucked her off. But she was
just big enough and held onto me, just right. She had to have
expected my reaction. "Don't fight it, Morgan," she cooed, running
her fingers through my hair. "We both know you want it. That's from
the three big, strong black men that I let have me, tonight." She
said it so perfunctory, like it was no big deal. I fought to get
out from under her. This is so
wrong!
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