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Excerpt

 


Her hot breath on my throbbing, aching
clit brought my attention back to her. I stiffened, then shuddered.
My pussy heated up and more cream gushed inside. Her nose – just
the soft tip of it, mind you – brushed against my rock-hard nub,
sending a shockwave of pleasure through me. I squirmed, delirious
and wanting so much more. Her tongue flicked across it, then she
enveloped it with her lips. A quick flick and then another. And
then...

 


Panting and still holding his wrist, it took
a whole lot of energy that I didn't quite have to look up into his
handsome face. "Please," I repeated. He looked concerned. "Please,
fuck me!"

 


A smile spread quickly across his face as I
let go of his hand, leaning back against the stall wall for
support. He had his belt and pants undone in a heartbeat and as he
pulled them down, taking his shorts with them, I suddenly realized
that the massive thing that I had felt before that I knew was much
too big to be his cock was, in actuality, his cock. It was so thick
and so heavy that it couldn't possibly defy gravity but as he took
it in his hand and stroked it, it was clear that it was indeed
very, very hard.

 


That didn't stop me from reaching out and
checking it for myself.

 


"Oh, shit," I gasped in wide-eyed
astonishment. "I can't believe that's real." He chuckled,
nervously.

 


"We don't have to..." he started to say. I
quickly looked up and cut him off.

 


"Don't even joke about it," I said, stroking
him long and lovingly. "I have to know." That smile – that handsome
fucking smile – returned so quickly. My cunt, still sopping from
his fingering, gushed anew. I put one foot up on the edge of the
toilet seat, offering my eager pussy to him and then the two of us
guided the massive head toward my dripping snatch.

 


"UH," I grunted as the crown found my
engorged and hungry lips. He worked it along them, just as he had
his finger, and I was suddenly glad that he had taken the time to
open me up with his digits. But nothing could have prepared me for
the initial penetration. I gasped and then I couldn't breathe at
all, the thick head slowly pushing into me, stretching me even
further than both fingers had.

 


"UUUNNNGGGHHH..." I moaned, my breath
returning. I flung myself forward, holding onto him as he kept
plunging inward. I gyrated, working my pussy around the head. I
could feel my hot juices flowing, enrobing his hardness with their
lubricating powers. The way it felt, pushing my innards out of the
way, reshaping me from the inside out, was nearly
overwhelming...
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Chapter 1

 



It wasn't my intention to cheat on Morgan, ever.
Actually, in all honesty, I didn't really know what I was going to
do that night that I went out. Sure, I wore my sexiest club dress –
the spangly one – but I didn't have any real plans. Heck, I didn't
even think I was going to a club. I just needed to get out of the
house and I wanted my husband to wonder what I was up
to.

 


I don't know, maybe I did want to hurt him.
It was a confusing time for me. Just a few hours shy of a week
earlier, I had caught the man I had been with for seven years – and
lived with for most of that time – wearing my bra and panties and
masturbating to, from the sound of it, porn. "What the fuck?" was
all I could say. He tried to hide it, he tried to hide everything,
but the damage was already done. I had seen more than enough. I
didn't know what to do so I just turned and walked away.

 


Sure, he apologized but I
really wasn't listening. I didn't want to hear him or talk to
him... Hell, I didn't even want to know him at that moment. It was
all I could do to keep it together. Seven
years, was all I could think, over and
over. You think you know a
person... And here's the thing, I wasn't
even supposed to be home. Once a month, I go out with a couple of
old girlfriends. We get a bite, then go to the club to have a
couple of drinks and to dance the night away. Sure, in the old days
it was to meet guys. But once Morgan came into the picture, I was a
one-woman gal. And all this time, he had no problem with me
continuing my tradition. Was it because of
this? I wondered. Is this what he's been doing, all along?

 


While he was out of the house the next day,
I got curious about what he was actually looking at and took a peek
at the computer. For some reason, I thought that clearing the
browser history once a month was just part of the routine
maintenance he had the computer set to do. It never occurred to me
until that moment that it always coincided with my girls nights
out. Getting caught must have flustered him because for the first
time ever, I found porn in the history. A lot of it.

 


And it wasn't just the amount but it was
also the type. I don't know what I was really expecting but heavy,
rough interracial gangbangs were probably at the extreme end of my
expectations and not the beginning. "I should have known," I
mumbled, though, when I found the veritable treasure trove of
tranny porn. So many guys dressed up in lingerie or completely
dolled up in overly done pink, frilly outfits... "They're all white
guys."
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