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Excerpt

 


"I'm a futa," she said,
smiling. "If you keep sucking, it will get bigger." I looked back
at it. I wasn't sure just what a futa was but I have to say, I
found this very exciting. "A lot bigger," she said. I almost had to
laugh. Where had I heard boasts like that before?
Promises, promises...

 


I sucked her little dick back into my mouth,
slathering it with my tongue. A generous portion of pre-cum gushed
out and I mixed it with my own saliva for lube. I played with her
balls, feeling them grow in my hand. I slid two fingers from my
other hand up into her dripping snatch. When I felt the roughness
that was her G-spot, I gently stroked it. Her cock grew so rapidly
that it was pushing my jaw to the edge of pain. I couldn't even get
the whole thing in my mouth anymore!

 


Surprised, I pulled back until it was out,
just to get a good look at it. Uncut and hard, it had to be ten
inches or more and as thick around as my wrist. I looked back up at
Tonya. She appeared to be on the verge of giddy laughter. "I told
you," she said, pulling me to my feet and kissing me. Her hard cock
was so heavy, it sort of dangled, sliding down against my aching
clit while she embraced me. I rubbed my cunny against it. Tonya
laughed. "I guess I don't have to ask if you like it," she
said.

 


She spun me against the wall, pressing
her body to mine. She hiked up one of my legs and found my aching
void with the thick head of her cock. She kissed me once more,
pushing inside. I moaned, my eyes opening wide, briefly, in
surprise and pleasure. Then I slowly closed them as she pushed
deeper into me...
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Chapter 1

 


 This will get me into shape. Then, he'll want me!
That's what I told myself, as I hauled my sagging
butt down to the gym. Hey, I was pushing fifty. Both kids were away
at college and I was determined to reignite my love life. Overall,
I didn't think I was bad, just a bit... doughy, I guess. A little
tightening up here and there might just keep Todd from looking at
the younger stuff and wanting me, again.

 


At least, that was my hope.

 


My head swirled as the
trainer, a tall, beautiful girl by the name of Ciera, went through
all the options and it turned out it was all a lot more expensive
than I thought it would be. It'll be worth
it, though, I told myself.

 


For the first couple of days, I was lost. I
didn't really know what to do and I was a little intimidated to ask
the trainers there, so I pretty much just did the treadmill. Boy,
was I sore. By the third day, though, things started clicking. I
had my towel, my water, and my phone, with headphones, full of
music. I got into a groove. By the fifth day, I was feeling pretty
good.

 


Then, I weighed myself.

 


"How's it going?" The voice surprised me. I
looked up to see a very pretty, very fit young woman. Her skimpy,
little two-piece outfit showed a lot of skin and left little to the
imagination. I hated her immediately.

 


"I, uh..." I shook my head. I was so
embarrassed that I wasn't sure I wanted to share this. Certainly
not with a stranger.

 


"The first week didn't pay off like you
thought it would?" she asked, hitting the nail right on the head. I
shook my head. No, it definitely had not. I wanted to cry. "Hey,
hey," she said, stepping in and giving me a warm pat on the back. I
was surprised how much better that little gesture made feel. "It's
going to take a little time but I've seen you here every day this
week. That sort of dedication, that's the most important thing.
Showing up. The rest will come." I smiled. "How do you feel? I
mean, from the beginning of the week, until now?" I had to admit,
physically, I felt a lot better. "See?" she asked. "How you feel is
more important than any number." She made sense. She held out her
hand. "I'm Tonya." I shook her hand and told her my name. "I'm not
a trainer here, though I used to be, back in the day." She really
didn't look old enough to have a "back in the day." "If you want,
though, I'd be more than happy to work out with you. I miss having
company."
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