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WARNING!!!

This book contains hardcore sex, and is for sale to adults only (18+).

Sexual situations in this book contain interracial sex.

ALL characters are over 18 years of age.

This is a work of FICTION, and all characters and events are fictional. Any similarity to any actual persons,  living or dead, places or organizations,  is a matter of coincidence, and is not intended by the author. 

Again, this is a work of FICTION.

IF ANY OF THIS OFFENDS YOU, THEN STOP READING NOW!!!!!!


Excerpt

This is your last chance, Lauren- if you get out of this car, then you know that there is no turning back.

Instead of doing what I should have done, and what I needed to do, I had instead done exactly as I had been instructed by Black Taurus. 

I was now sitting behind the Budget Motel, a run down relic of the sixties complete with doors painted in peeling bright blue paint and a neon sign that advertised HBO (with the “B” burned out). I was dressed in my favorite black dress, not so much a sexy garment as one that made me look girlish almost- and I was not wearing panties. My dark brown hair hung loosely over my narrow shoulders, and on my lips I wore a conservative shade of red lipstick.

I don’t know what else he wants me to wear, other than the dress without panties.

Sighing, I looked  in the rear view mirror- nobody was behind me, except for a homeless man who was sleeping next to the dumpster. He had a large, empty bottle of mouthwash next to him on the ground- he was as oblivious to anything that I was about to do, as Frank was.

In front of me, I saw the room- “187”, at the very end of the first floor of this old decrepit building- the gold letters seemingly hung crooked. 

This is only one time, Lauren, just one time.

Cheating was still cheating, but was it better to do this and get this out of the way, or to risk losing my marriage because the desire became too strong?

The turning point for me was when he showed me that shirtless picture of himself- and then he told me what to do. Whether sex happened or not, which I expected it would, it was the second part of the conversation that had spurred me to abandon any restraint and go through with this. I had only seen his chest, and I had no idea what his cock looked like, but that really did not matter. What mattered was that he had naturally taken control, and that was what I was looking for- someone to put me in my place.

Like the dirty girl you know you are- and dirty girls cheat on their husbands!

Yes, they do.

I got out of the car, my thin legs shaking in my black heels- I was not used to walking on them, but since I was meeting what was going to be the only affair of my life, I may as well dress specially for the occasion. The black shoes made my five foot frame a whole five foot four inches tall, and as I made my way across the pitted asphalt of the old motel parking lot, I noticed that the room looked completely empty. There was no light on behind the door.

Is this whole thing a set up- you know, you can still turn back, Lauren.

I was at the door now- the room sounded quiet, and as I turned the metal handle, I was surprised that the door was unlocked.

Inside, I found the standard run down room I was expecting- a single full size bed with mismatched black and white blankets and two pillows, a cheaply made nightstand and lamp with cigarette burns in the “wood”, and a television that was bolted into the wall. The place had a stench of lingering sex almost- a mixture of the sweat of the many people who had come through these doors at one time or another, spiked with the added aroma of old cigarettes and general decay.

I don’t know what I was expecting, but it was not an empty room. Maybe this whole thing was a ruse, maybe the cleaning people here had left this room open by mistake?

Yeah, right, with all the junkies and homeless people around here.

Then I noticed a note on the television screen- it was handwritten, in block script, the letters vaguely familiar though I could not place where I had seen this person’s writing before. Ever since they stopped teaching people cursive, all writing seemed to look the same, so maybe I was just reading into it too much. 

Make yourself at home. I had to go to the store- when I get back, I want you on the bed, fingering your pussy, and ready to do what I say!

Direct and to the point- this man knew that I was going to come here, or at least he had a good idea that I was going to show up, so it did not surprise me that he was still directing the show from afar.Turning on the dim light, I then took off my high heels. Climbing onto the bed, my fingers reached underneath the fabric of my black dress, and I slid them underneath the cotton fabric of my panties.

I wonder what is taking him so long- I wonder how big his cock is?

I bet he is going to come in here and fuck me like I have never been fucked before.

Two of my fingers were now inside of me, as I imagined what was about to happen. The anticipation was killing me- now that I had decided to do this, I wanted him now, and I did not want to wait any longer!

The door suddenly opened, just as I was starting to get wet. 

I saw that the strange man who I was waiting on was no other than my son’s best friend, Tony!

“Lauren, what the fuck?” Tony said, his familiar face in shock!

The handwriting on the note- I should have recognized his chicken scratch anywhere!

Tony was dressed in a white wife beater style shirt, baggy shorts, and flip flops. Not exactly the look I would expect for a man who was meeting an older woman to fuck in a motel room, but then again, I hadn’t expected the man I was meeting today to be him!

I was at a loss for words- this whole time, that I thought my desires were secret, I had been communicating them to someone whom I had known a very long time!

“Oh my God, Tony!” I blurted out.

Tony stepped into the room, and he looked me over- from my long dark hair, down to the place between my thighs where I had been busy following his orders and pleasuring myself. 

What should I even say- I can not deny it, as it is obvious, and nothing in life has prepared me for this!

Tony and my son had been best friends ever since they had been on the same baseball team many years ago. There were countless summer nights when Tony had stayed over, had eaten out our table, and likewise, my son was just as welcome in his family’s home-

And now he is standing there, ready to fuck me!

“It’s been you the whole time,” Tony said- he had paused briefly, but now he was thinking quickly, “Holy shit, Lauren, I would have never guessed that you were the one I was talking to!”

“Same here, Tony,” I said, removing my fingers from myself, “So, apparently we have some of the same interests.”
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