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Preview

 


Weakly, I pushed her away. Looking down at
her Cheshire grin, behind my errant cream that covered her lips,
cheek, and chin. I saw the impish glow in her eyes and there was
little I could do when she pushed her face between my legs, once
more.

 


That determination to not just let things
happen to me came roaring back, though, and I clawed at her to pull
her into a 69. "Hold your horses," she laughed, kicking off her
boots. Her jeans and panties followed quickly, and I soon found my
face between her legs, the sweetly-pungent aroma of her arousal
filling my senses as I stared into her smoothly-shaved engorgement.
Without a moment's hesitation – something I never would have
thought possible before then – I dove into her creamy gash. My
taste buds were in sweetness overload as my tongue pierced the
cream there and found her thick, hard clitoris.

 


Much to my surprise, I had her cumming in
less than a minute. I held on tightly, alternately assaulting her
clit and lapping up her gushing cream. I was so into it that I
almost missed the fact that her clitoris was getting bigger.

 



A lot bigger...!
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 Chapter 1

 


Looking back, I'd seen her before. Not long
before, mind you, but still. I remember thinking how free she
looked, and feeling a bit jealous. But that was before Herbert, my
husband of twenty years, started back in and shattered my brief but
happy daydream.

 


The trip was supposed to recharge the
batteries and breathe new life into our marriage. Now, with our
daughter off to college, we thought was the perfect time to get
reacquainted with each other as lovers and not just as parents. But
all it was doing was exposing the cracks. I remember once, years
earlier, when I asked the plumber we called if we could put off the
repair for a bit, until we had more money.

 


"Cracks never get smaller," he said. I never
forgot that. Maybe because, at Herbert's insistence, we put it off
and it wound up costing four times as much.

 


But I digress. This was supposed to be about
the girl.

 


I don't know how she snuck up on us, riding
that big, noisy beast of a Harley. I'm not really into the
stereotypical biker type – big, greasy guys with tattoos and badly
in need of a shave. And probably a shower. Loud and boisterous are
just code words for rude and obnoxious, in my opinion. And the
girls that you find in their company... Let's just say, I would
never want that sort of life for my daughter.

 


I'd turned away from Herbert long before he
stopped talking. Well, lecturing. I had no fight left in me; this
wasn't what I wanted. I pretended to be asleep and maybe I actually
did so.

 


My eyes flashed open at the sound. The loud
rumble of a hog alongside our car. My car, actually, as my
husband's midlife-crisis sports car didn't have enough space for
our luggage. My car, and yet he was driving.

 


Whatever I was expecting to see, beyond the
motorcycle, this wasn't it. Sure, there was the requisite leather
jacket and leggings, and even the tattoos on the arm. Beyond that,
though...

 


She wore one of those small helmets, the
kind that barely covers the top of the head. Her long, auburn brown
hair flowed in the wind, behind her. She wore dark shades, so I
couldn't see her eyes, but my mind filled them in as blue, and
piercingly so. Her skin was flawless, slightly tanned, but not
weathered. Her lips were perfection, far from thin, but not
overstuffed. But what mostly got me was that smile of hers. There
wasn't even the hint of force. Or stress.

 


She looks...
I thought, then stopped. Not looks... She's happy!

 


I was jealous. I wanted to be her. I wanted
to be on that bike, despite being scared to death of them. I wanted
to be riding it down the open road, not a care in the world.
Smiling. I could see myself in my mind's eye, my hair flowing like
hers.

 


And then, it all got switched up and I was
riding with her. Behind her. Holding on to her warm, slim waist. My
face resting against her back. I could smell her perfume. I was
heated and wet between my legs.
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