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 Excerpt

 


I was panting, gasping for breath as I
squirmed on the bed, the flashes of light emanating through the
window from the passing countryside having something of a hypnotic
effect on me. I writhed and moaned, giving up on thoughts of having
his cock inside of me for the moment, eager to cum, once again.
Suddenly, he stood up. Stunned and confused, I looked up. He had
his pants off in a heartbeat but it was too dark to see in that
moment, then he was on me, his hard body pressed to mine. He kissed
me, letting me taste my own sweet juices from his lips and tongue,
my cunt aching in overdrive. As I squirmed beneath him, he moved,
the thick rounded head of his steel-hard cock bumping against my
dripping, engorged void. I gyrated my hips as much as his body
would allow, struggling to impale myself on his hardness, to no
avail. He pulled back, chuckling.

 


"Not yet," he said, only getting to the
letter "y" of yet before reversing and plunging his cock, deep
inside. He caught me completely off-guard, robbing me of my breath
and making my eyes go wide in surprise. He forced several
incredibly thick inches inside of me, spreading me like I had never
been spread before. I don't even know how much he had in there but
it was enough for him to pull back, his bumpy veins teasing my clit
and G, driving me insane. I came.

 


My entire body seized for just a moment. Not
a breath, not a heartbeat. All I could do was grind. Then, just as
suddenly, blinding pleasure tore through my being, lighting me up
and overwhelming me. I grabbed tightly on his bulging biceps as he
plunged into me, pleasure coursing through every vein and nerve
ending. Heated, gasping, grunting, and grinding, I took all I could
get, vaguely aware of his cock working deeper, even as he fucked me
faster.

 


I wrapped my legs around
his midsection, pulling him deeper into me, still. I ground my body
against him, crushing my breasts against his hard musculature. I
pulled on his neck until he got the message, leaning down to kiss
me again, plunging ever deeper into me. Just how big is this thing? I
wondered.

 


I bit gently on his lower lip, letting go
when he returned to kiss me once more. Full-body contact was what I
craved – as much of his flesh touching mine as we could muster. I
didn't just want him in me, I wanted him to be one with me.

 


He filled me and stretched me. I knew he was
big – massive, even – but I was surprised at how readily my body
adjusted to his length and girth. His pounding was rhythmical and
precise, like a well-oiled fuck machine. But it wasn't just that,
it was the little tiny moves. A little to the left here, a little
to the right. Up, down... a twist of the hips. It was as magical as
it was methodical. "Oh," I gasped. "Fuck me..." I didn't know if he
was close, but I sure as hell was.

 


The compartment was suddenly filled with
light. It was not from outside the train but the corridor! "Babe,
are you in here?" came the voice.

 


MIKE! MY HUSBAND!

 


What...
I thought, have I
done...?
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Chapter 1

 


 Okay, I have to start off by being totally honest about it. It
wasn't the real Orient Express. That train stopped running long
ago. Heck, it wasn't even in Europe but it was still pretty swanky
and ridiculously expensive. Too expensive for my husband and I, as
a matter of fact. It all came down to dumb luck.

 


My Pandora app wasn't working for some
reason so I turned on the radio, just as they were telling people
to call in to win tickets to the party of a lifetime, a costumed
event on the storied Orient Express. Realizing I had nothing to
lose but a few seconds of my time, I dialed.

 


And won! Just like that!

 


The train was to depart from LA's Union
Station at 8 PM on Friday night and arrive in Seattle at 8 o'clock,
Sunday morning. In between, it was one great 20s-themed party.
Mike, my husband, was every bit as excited as I was. As a matter of
fact, it coincided with our fifth anniversary and even though we
originally wanted to go to Hawaii, we were waaaaay behind in our
savings for it. "Now," he said, "we can spend a little of it on our
costumes for the weekend and put the rest to our trip next
year!"

 


"What if we have a kid?" I countered. I had
recently gone off the pill and Hawaii was to be our last hurrah –
at least for a while – before starting a family. Mike shrugged.

 


"It wasn't like we had the money for the
islands, anyway." He was right about that. At least, we decided, we
were having this fabulous weekend.
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