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Excerpt




Where the strange woman’s mons should be,
there was a great big cock! The biggest that the young wife had
ever seen. She looked back up to Futawise’s face. Now, she noticed
the star shapes. And the bright lipstick that made her look… Like a
harlequin!

 


Futawise put a hand on her shoulder and
pressed down. Deep in her soul, Julie thought she should be running
away – Maybe even screaming for her life. Instead, she got to her
knees and took the massive ladydick in her tiny, slender
fingers.

 


She stroked the fat cock, transfixed at the
head that poked out through the turtleneck of foreskin. Her eyes
locking on the precum that formed there. She leaned in, taking the
crown into her mouth, sucking the thin, salty fluid. Her taste buds
were delighted and something lit up, deep inside her soul – All at
once, she found a strange sort of peace, sucking on Futawise’s
piece.

 


Julie made love to the large cock. I hate
sucking dick, she thought. Then she realized, it was just her
husband’s that she didn’t like. Maybe because he doesn’t eat me,
she wondered. But this Futawise hasn’t, either…

 


And even as the thought occurred in her
head, she found herself laying on a large bed, sixty-nining with
the beautiful stranger…
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Book 2, Chapter 1




Tony's wife was a babe and he knew it. Every guy he
knew in their small, Pacific Northwest town was jealous of him. And
many that he didn't know about, either. But he was certain that
they were out there.

 


He said he loved her, he even believed that he did.
But Tony wasn't really capable of love. He loved sex, too. And if
Julie wasn't around – or even if she was – sex with a woman who
wasn't her was never out of the question.

 


Today might be hard,
though, he thought. Too bad... That babe in the park that
he kept eyeing had started eyeing him, too. She was there with her
husband and young child. Tony couldn't help but notice that the kid
didn't really look too much like him. Is
he the kid's step-daddy? he
wondered. Or is she a player?

 


With the way she returned his eye
fucks, he decided on the latter. And that made his cock
stir. If only...

 


But today, of all days, Julie was clinging to him.
There would be very little chance of him getting away. Worse, by
the way the stranger was eyeing her, he knew that if his wife was
up for it, he could have a threesome.

 


But she's not, he mused, sullenly. He'd tried once before, years ago, and she
shot him down hard. She'd brought the incident up a few times since
then, always during an argument. He didn't need that kind of
headache. Too bad, too,
he mused. Her man is a
total pussy-assed bitch. Before Julie, he'd
fucked women in that same relationship situation. Sometimes by
literally pushing the little guy out his way and fucking her, more
or less in front of him!

 


“What are you smiling about,
sweetie?” It was Julie. He'd been caught up in his own thoughts. He
briefly shook his head and turned to her, returning to the here and
now.

 


“Nothing, pretty girl,” he
replied.

 


Julie had trained herself hard not to cringe at that
term. To her, he sounded like a parrot – only less sincere. “Pretty
girl. Pretty girl. BEROCK!” In the early days, she'd tried to break
him of the habit. She told him that she hated him calling her that.
Especially since she was sure that he cheated on her. But he had a
way of turning it around on her and she would wind up
apologizing.

 


She always wound up saying she was sorry.

 


But she knew the signs, after all
these years. And she'd just caught him staring at the woman in the
park. A mother... Here, with her husband
AND their child! He had no class. And then
she asked herself the question she had been asking more and more
frequently. Why do I stay with
him?

 


So, when he said “nothing,” she
knew it meant something. He's such a
five-year-old. She decided to keep an eye
on him, this time.

 


“I'm going out,” he said, out of
the blue. After the day in the park, she'd expected him to stay in.
They had actually talked about that. “I thought we were going to
watch TV,” she said. “I've fixed dinner.”

 


“Larry called,” he said, by way of
explanation. “He's only in town for one night. You know how long
it's been since I've seen him.” And while she pondered his
question, trying to figure out who Larry was, Tony slipped out of
the house and into the night.

 


There was no Larry. He just needed her to be
confused for a moment so that Julie couldn't try to talk him out of
going. He'd been so horned up by the stranger in the park that he
wanted some. Strange, that is. In cases like this, he'd convinced
himself that his wife wouldn't do.

 


He quickly noted that there was no
moon. After such a clear, warm day, he couldn't help but notice
that clouds had moved in – there was even a bit of fog off in the
distance. Unusual for this time of year, but not unheard of. Hoping
in the car, quickly, he pulled out, turning the heater on as he
did. In his rearview, he caught a glimpse of his front door
closing. Julie had followed him out but didn't call after
him. I wonder why...
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