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      Ever lost a bet?

      I’m sure you have.

      Ever watched your wife drop to her knees in front of your best friend because you wagered her — and lost?

      Now that’s something not a lot of people can say yes to.

      What happens if something you said in jest — “I’ll bet my wife’s ass on it” — is taken very seriously by your best friend and your very own wife?

      After all, a bet is a bet…

      That’s what this hot story is all about. When you’re done, there’s an extra one in the back.

      Happy reading,

      Emilia.
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      “A bet is a bet.”

      My best friend is looking at with his eyebrows raised.

      “You can’t back out now.”

      “B-but,” I stammer. “It was a joke. I didn’t mean it.”

      “No, what you meant to say is: I didn’t think my team was going to lose.”

      “Right,” I admit.

      “So you made the bet. And now they lost. So now it is time to pay up.”

      “You did make that bet,” my wife says.

      I whip around. She’s standing in the doorway wearing a nightie. Her eyes are moist, a wicked smile on her lips.

      “H-how long have you been standing there?” I ask.

      “Long enough,” she answers.

      “Look, I didn’t force you to make that bet,” my best friend Rick says. “Did I, Mary?”

      “You did not.”

      “See, even your wife agrees with me.”

      I grip the sides of my seat, feeling a bit light headed all of a sudden. This can’t really be happening.

      “Slow down,” I say. “Slow down. It was a joke.”

      “Didn’t sound like a joke to me,” Rick answers. “If you won the bet, you would have taken my car for a drive, would you not? I’d have given you the keys and honored the bet. Now you’ve lost, and as we agreed, I’m going to take your wife.”

      My mouth is dry, my palms sweaty.

      We were just talking bull. When I said I’d bet my wife I was just joking.

      I mean, yeah, Rick is the most attractive friend I have. He’s built line a linebacker. He’s tall, he’s strong, rich, decisive. A true leader, a real alpha male.

      I’m sure Mary has fantasized about him once or twice. She complains when my other friends visit, but she never gives a peep when I invite Rick over. In fact, it always seems to be she dressed a tad bit sexier for him, and lingers around downstairs longer.

      But, to watch him with my wife?

      That’s insanity.

      “Look,” Rick says, siting on the edge of his chair. With his big, imposing frame he dominates the room. It feels like he’s towering over me.

      “I’m a man of my word, Jim. You know this. Did you not say ‘they’ll never blow this lead, I’ll bet on anything.’”?

      “Rick, I—”

      “Yes or no, Jim. Yes or no. It’s a simple question.”

      “Yes,” I say.

      I swallow the lump in my throat.

      “Did I then ask you if you were serious?”

      “Yes,” I answer again. I feel parched.

      “And what did you say next?”

      Rick is an excellent negotiator. There’s not a thing he can’t talk his way into. His stunning good looks don’t hurt, either.

      I just never thought he’d use his powers of persuasion to make me surrender my own wife!

      I’ve known him for years, hell, he was the best man at my wedding! And now he’s forcing me to honor a bet where I promised him my wife… and I feel powerless to resist.

      “I said… even my wife.”

      “Even your wife. Did you hear that, Mary?”

      “I did,” my answers, her voice barely containing her excitement.

      Did she want me to lose? Did my wife want to pay for my lost bet?

      This is insanity. I invite him into my house, where he drinks my beer, and as thanks, he’s going to take my wife!

      “And I said ‘don’t bet what you can’t lose’. Remember?”

      “Right.”

      He’s really got me by the balls. He gave me every possible out, but I was so certain my team was going to win… plus, I thought we were still just talking bull!

      “And what did you say? Repeat those words back to me, Jim.”

      “I…”

      My voice falters. I can’t bring myself to say those words.

      “Mary, perhaps you’d like to jog your husband’s memories?”

      “With pleasure,” my wife says. “Hubby, your words were, and I quote: If they lose, I’ll even take her panties off for you.”

      She walks into the living room, swaying her hips with every step. Now, in the light, I see the outfit she has on, and it makes my heart leap into my throat.

      My wife is wearing a pink see-through babydoll that accentuates every curve in her gorgeous body.

      She stops in front of me and does a little twirl in front of me. The babydoll flies up, exposing her pink panties to us both.

      “So go ahead.”

      Her voice is thick with lust. I look at her with a mixture of shock and arousal. I can’t believe this is really happening.

      Me and my big mouth!

      “Do it,” Rick says.

      His voice is low and commands authority. Following it feels easy. Natural.

      My hands move up my wife’s naked thighs.

      In a moment, my best friend will have his strong, rough hands all over her soft, pale skin.

      That thought sends a wicked jolt through me. My cock is as hard as a rock, my heart beating like a fucking war drum.

      My hands are shaking as I move them further up. I feel the soft, pink material on my fingertips. My fingers hook into the waistband of her panties.

      “That’s it,” Rick growls. He’s watching me like a hawk, his brown eyes glued to my wife’s well-formed body.

      Every rational bone in my body is telling me to stop, to smack Rick upside the head, or to storm out… but instead, I stay right where I am.

      Sitting in my very own living room as I slide my wife’s panties down in front of my best friend.

      The material slides down easily. I pull her panties all the way down to her ankles. She steps out of them, and I bunch the material up in the palm of my hand.

      I can feel she’s dripping wet, and that gives me a wicked thrill.

      Mary smiles at me and pats me on the head.

      “Good boy,” she whispers, a sexy smirk on her face.

      She walk towards Rick. He’s sitting in my favorite chair, legs spread, a victorious smile on his face as my young, beautiful wife offers her shaved, naked cunt to him.

      “Here’s your prize,” Mary says, lifting the front of her babydoll.

      I watch Rick’s calloused hands slide up the back of her naked thighs with my stomach up in knots.

      “W-wait,” I stammer. “We can’t really do this…”

      The sight of my best man’s hands on my prized wife makes me feel sick. The whole room is spinning in front of me. I thought I could handle this, but I can’t.

      Mary turns to me.

      “It’s too late for that now, honey,” she says, her eyes washed over with arousal.

      From behind her I hear wet kissing sounds. Rick is kissing my wife’s behind, his hands gripping her round ass.

      “Just give into it, baby,” Mary whispers. “Like I am. Just surrender.”

      “B-but,” I stammer, shifting uncomfortably in my seat.

      If my heart beats any faster I’m afraid I’m going to have a damn heart attack - or that my heart will burst from my ribcage!

      Her eyes close and her mouth falls open, a prolonged, wanton moan leaving her lips.

      “Oh yes,” she gasps. “Oh, fuck.”

      I move up to see what’s happening.

      Rick has buried his face in my wife’s cunt from behind. He’s kissing, lapping and sucking on her pussy, his skilled tongue moving all the way up and down her dripping wet slut.

      His hands are roaming her ass, squeezing, groping. Much rougher than I’ve ever been.

      My fingers grip the sides of my chair. My feet feel like they weigh a thousand tonnes.

      I guess there’s nothing left for me to do than stay here and watch this play out.

      My wife’s breathing gets heavier and heavier. She leans forward, gripping the coffee table for support.

      Rick is really going at it. He licks all the way up, and my wife’s eyes suddenly fly open.

      “W-what?” I ask her.

      I’ll never forget that meaningful look on her face.

      “Rick’s licking my ass,” she says.

      Four simple words, but they changed everything.

      I’ve been begging for her ass for years and have never come close, but Rick just takes what he wants.

      “My turn.”

      Rick’s voice is low and dominant. My wife follows his command instantly.

      “Oh yes,” she says, dropping down to her knees, like an obedient whore.

      I watch, perplexed and stunned, as she unbuttons Rick’s pants and tugs them down to his ankles.

      Mary’s a proud, fierce, independent woman, who has always been in control of her sexuality. In the bedroom she has always called the shots, and I figured that that is how she wanted it.

      Now, as I watch her obediently follow my best friend’s every order, I question everything. Have I never really satisfied her? Has she been missing out?

      She yanks his boxers down with a forceful tug. His big cock literally springs out, already dripping with precum. His big manhood hits her cheek, leaving a strand of his juice attached to her face.

      “Oh god,” she moans as she takes a deep whiff.

      My own member throbs painfully, constrained by my own pants, as I watch my wife smell my best friend’s bigger, better cock. I want to jerk off, but that just feels awkward.

      Not that this could get any more awkward, though.

      Rick runs his hand through my wife’s blonde hair, a victorious smile on his lips.

      “It’s so big,” she says, her eyes as big as saucers.

      Her tongue wets her lips. I know what’s coming, but when her lips first touch his cock, it still hurts.

      Mary grabs his cock, her fingers barely wrapping around his thick length. She runs her tongue up his cock, from the base all the way to the big, purple, shining head.

      The same lips that said ‘I do’ have now tasted Rick’s cock.

      “You look perfect with my cock on your face,” Rick says. He grabs my wife’s head and pushes her down, so that his entire cock is resting on her face.

      “Don’t you agree, Jim?”

      I never thought I’d say this, but, I have to agree.

      My wife seems looks so small with that big, thick, throbbing cock resting on her face. Her nose is buried in his big balls, a wife smile on her lips.

      I watch in horror as her tongue sneaks out and she licks his big, smelly balls right in front of me.

      “Oh yeah, that’s it,” Rick says as he grabs a fistful of my wife’s hair. “Lick my balls.”

      Encouraged by his words, my wife starts licking my best friend’s balls with gusto. She drowns them with saliva, doing her best to stuff both of this tennis-sized balls in her mouth.

      He raises one of his feet, resting it on the coffee table to provide her with better access. My wife, naked except for a babydoll, runs her tongue down my friend’s ball, all the way to his taint.

      Rick grabs a tight hold of my wife’s neck and forces her face right into his ass.

      “That’s it, slut,” he growls. “Kiss that ass.”

      I am so mesmerized by the sight in front of me I forget to even breathe. Rick is dominating my wife more than I ever thought possible.

      When he’s satisfied Rick lets go, and my wife falls back, her hair tussled, her face covered in saliva and ball-sweat, a wide, ear-to-ear grin on her face as she gasps for air.

      “You’re a natural born ball-licker, Mary,” my best man says. He grabs the base of his big cock and wags it around, smacking it against my wife’s cheeks, smearing his pre-cum all over her face.

      She raises her hands to guide his cock into her mouth, but Rick instantly slaps them away.

      “Mouth only,” he says. “Show your man what a good cocksucker you are.”

      Mary obediently holds her hands behind her back as she tries to get the head of Rick’s cock into her waiting mouth — unsuccessfully.

      Rick moves his hips, smearing his cock and pre-cum all over my wife’s face. When she finally gets her hot, red lips wrapped around the big head of Rick’s cock, he moans loudly.

      “Fuck, that’s it, take it, take it all you little bitch.”

      He grabs a fistful of his hair and shoves his cock down my wife’s throat, until she’s gagging for air. Still, he doesn’t relent. He forces her way, until her nose is pressed flat against his pubic one.

      I notice my wife’s arm is moving rhythmically — she’s playing with herself as my best friend fucks her face!

      My mouth is dry as sandpaper as I watch the wanton spectacle in front of me. I can’t believe this is really happening. One moment we were just watching the game and talking shit, and the next, my best man has his cock lodged down my wife’s throat.

      “Fuck, time to fuck that tight little cunt of yours,” Rick says. He pulls my wife to her feet and slaps her ass hard, the sharp sound bouncing off the walls.

      “Turn around,” he barks.

      My wife obediently turns around. He shoves her and she falls down, her hands landing on the coffee table for support.

      Her face is only a feet away from mine now. I can see every last detail of her wanton arousal.

      I can see that her beautiful blonde hair is tussled. I can see the mixture of saliva and pre-cum dribbling down her cheeks and chin. I can see the big smile that is permanently etched on her face.

      And most of all, I can see the total, complete and overwhelming arousal that is shining in her bright, blue eyes.

      “Hi baby,” she says.

      I can feel her hot breath on my face, and the smell of my friend’s cock.

      “Rick’s going to fuck me.”

      It’s a statement of fact, or no, a promise.

      “Yes,” I say foolishly.

      “Kiss me.”

      “W-what?”

      “Kiss me as your best friend fucks me,” she says again.

      Her blue eyes are on fire. Everything about Rick taking such control of the situation is turning her on.

      I don’t have a clue as to what to do, so I do the easiest thing imaginable: I follow her order.

      I slide down to my knees and bring my face closer to Mary’s. She leans forward and kisses me, instantly pushing her tongue into my mouth.

      The taste overwhelms me. I’ve never tasted anything like it.

      So salty, so bitter, so strange, so poignant, so… addictive.

      “How do my balls taste, Jim?” Rick sneers as my wife pushes her tongue into my mouth. “I’m going to fuck this little cunt of yours,” he continues.

      I hear the wet sounds of his big dick slapping my wife’s ass, and a strange urge overcomes me.

      I want him to do it.

      All my life, I’ve been jealous of Rick. He’s always been bigger, better, stronger than me. I often felt like his sidekick. Most girls I dated lost interest in me the moment they met him. I kept Mary away from him for the first three months, just because I feared she was going to leave me for him as well.

      Now, I won’t have to be afraid any longer. Mary’s my wife, but she’s Rick little whore, and that’s okay.

      “Oh fuck,” my wife moans into my mouth. “He’s so b-b-big!”

      I lean back to see what’s happening.

      Rick has placed the big, purple head of his cock at my wife’s entrance, and he’s working his monster cock into her, one inch at a time.

      “Fuck, you’re a tight little whore, aren’t you?”

      “Uh-huh,” my wife moans.

      Rick slaps her ass, the harsh sound bouncing off the walls. Every time he does so, my wife moans.

      “Oh, you like that?” he asks as he slaps her again. “You like getting your ass slapped?”

      “Yes,” Mary breathes wantonly. “Yes.”

      “What about getting your hair pulled?” Rick sneers. He grabs a fistful of her blonde hair and yanks her back as he sinks another inch of his cock into her.

      My wife’s eyes roll back, a yelp leaving her lips.

      “That’s what I thought,” Rick grunts as he forces another inch of his wife cock into her tight cunt. “You’re a hot little bitch. You love it when I use you like the cumloving whore that you are.”

      He reached around and wraps of his big hands around her neck, cutting off her air supply. He holds her throat closed as he moves his hips, fucking her, his giant dick spreading my wife’s tight cunt apart.

      Mary’s face slowly grows red, her moans reduced to sputtering sounds.

      As I watch my best friend choke my wife, the pit in my stomach grows. If he keeps this up, she’s going to pass out.

      “R-rick,” I stammer. “Y-you’re hurting her.”

      “Bullshit,” he says so forcefully I recoil unwillingly. “The little bitch loves it! Isn’t that right?”

      He lets go and Mary falls over forward, gasping for air, her flushed chest heaving with every breath.

      “Tell him!” Rick bellows as he slaps her ass again. Her ass is red and raw, his hand firmly imprinted on her naked rear.

      “Y-y-yes,” she stammers, still finding her breath. “I-I-I love it.”

      I watch in disbelief as my best friend used my wife like a five dollar hooker. She’s always called the shots, always been in control, especially in the bedroom. I figured she was dominant, and that is what she enjoyed and craved.

      I couldn’t have been more wrong.

      Rick, my best friend, is slapping, choking, spanking and fucking her right in front of me, and my wife savors every little moment of it.

      My best man grabs her ass with two hands and shoots his hips forwards, burying every last inch of his monster cock inside her pussy. Mary screams, but her voice is silenced when Rick reaches around and covers her mouth with his hand. He forces two fingers into her mouth, sticking them into her mouth as deeply as he can as he fucks her from behind.

      “This is how you fuck a bitch,” he grunts as he jack-hammers his ten inches into her. “You show them who’s boss.”

      I’ve never had sex like this — ever.

      This is sweaty, angry, passionate, rough fucking.

      Rick slaps my wife in the face, and she moans and begs for another. His hands move down and grope her round breasts, pulling and twisting her nipples, and she screams from joy.

      After fifteen minutes of the roughest sex I’ve ever seen, Rick pulls out with an angry roar. He pushes my wife away and she falls onto all fours.

      He sink back into my favorite chair, his sweaty ass parked in my seat.

      “Get me a beer,” he bellows.

      My wife tried to stand up, but Rick pushes her down with his feet.

      “I never said you could stand. Crawl.”

      This is it, I thought. He could use his big dick to fuck her silly, but my wife, my proud, independent Mary is not going to be barked at like a dog.

      Or so I thought.

      Mary crawls into the kitchen, on her hands and knees, like an obedient little bitch. I watch her go with my eyes as wide as saucers.

      Only from behind can I see how red her ass is — bruised and blistered. Her pussy is gaping wide open, her lips red and raw.

      My friend ruined my wife’s pussy.

      A moment later she comes crawling back into the room, carrying a single beer.

      She did’t bring my anything.

      “That’s a good bitch,” Rick says, patting her head as if she was a dog. “Now lick my dick clean.”

      My wife wraps her lips around his cock instantly, not even caring about the mixed juices still glistening on his fat pole. She licks him like a lollipop and bobs her head up and down on his big, angry cock.

      “You’re an obedient little whore, aren’t you?”

      “I am for your big cock,” my wife moans between kisses.

      Ouch. Even after everything I’ve seen that stings a bit.

      She kisses her way down until she’s arrived at his big, manly ballsack. She lathers up his balls, licking and sucking, drowning them in her saliva. Meanwhile, Rick uses her ass like a table, resting one of his big feet on her.

      I’ve never seen anyone so objectified, so completely used, and enjoy it as thoroughly as my proud wife.

      I had no idea.

      I thought I knew her… but I suppose I was wrong.

      “How are you, Jimmie boy?” my friend asks.

      I stammer a response, not knowing what to say.

      “It’s okay,” he says. “I’m glad I could help you two discover who you really are.”

      “W-what do you mean?” I stammer.

      “Isn’t it obvious?” Rick says. “You’re a submissive. You need someone to tell you what to do. You crave it. You need someone to fuck your wife. You need someone to do this.”

      He grabs my wife’s hair and yanks it back, and with his other hand, he holds the base of his cock. He slaps his hard cock against my wife’s face, rubbing his stank all over her.

      She keeps her mouth open, licking and kissing his cock when she can.

      “See? You’re watching me rub my cock on your wife’s face without giving a peep. That pecker of yours is as hard as a rock, isn’t it? It’s okay, Jim. See, I’m helping you.”

      He lets go of my wife’s hair and she wraps her lips around the head of his cock instantly, humming pleasurable as she sucks my friend off while he explains to me how this is a good thing for me.

      “I’ve always known you were a cuck. You always delivered your girlfriends right to me. Oh, don’t raise your eyebrows like that. You knew what you were doing — inviting me to your basement along with your date, then going up to your room at 10 because you had work in the morning.”

      “I did have work in the morning,” I stammer. “I had a paper-route!”

      “Sure thing,” Rick says.

      It’s hard to focus on him with my wife’s head bobbing up and down in his lap.

      “I fucked all of your girlfriends right in your own basement.”

      My mouth is dry, my hands sweaty. I always suspected it. After those nights, my girlfriends lost all interest in me.

      “No,” I stammer. “You’re lying.”

      “Why would I lie to you, Jim?” Rick says. “Your wife is sucking my cock right now. In fact, even your parents knew.”

      “They w-what?” I stammered.

      “Your dad came down to tell us to keep it down, and he walked right in on me fucking that red-head, Claire, from behind? She was a screamer.”

      My dad knew? That’s so humiliating…

      “He stopped dead in his tracks when he saw it was me and not you. I just said Sorry Mister Smith. I wrapped my hand around Claire’s mouth and told him I’ll keep it down, while not missing a single stroke.”

      “You’re so bad,” my wife laughs from underneath his cock.

      “You love it,” Rick smirks.

      “I do,” she answers.

      “Your father just shook his head, said ‘kids these days’, and left. Or he pretended to — he watched me fuck that slutty redhead for another fifteen minutes from up the stairs. I put on quite a show for him.”

      “You’re lying,” I stammer, but I don’t even believe myself anymore.

      “From that point on, both your parents knew what date night meant. Half an hour after you went to bed, the door would creak open, and both your parents would watch through the crack as I fucked your girl sideways. I always made sure they had a good angle of my big cock splitting those tiny pussies apart, because I’m a good guy like that. I’m sure I helped kickstart their sex life again.”

      No no no. Impossible.

      “What do you think about that, bitch?” Rick asks my wife.

      “I think it’s hot,” she breathes.

      “Play with yourself,” he commands.

      Mary’s hand move down, one rubbing her clit, the other moving to her breasts.

      “That’s it, now spread those legs.”

      My wife spreads her legs as far as she can, showing her red, well-fucked pussy to me. Her face is contorted with pleasure.

      “Now finger your ass.”

      “Oh god,” she breathes as she moves her hand down and pushes one finger right into her virgin asshole.

      “As I was saying Jim, you’re a submissive, and so is Mary here. She craves a master, someone to obey, to follow. I backed off, out of respect for you. I didn’t even fuck her on your wedding night, when you passed out like a rookie. But when you offered her pussy to me on a silver platter with that stupid bet of yours… I knew you were ready. Subconsciously, you wanted this. So this my gift to you. The sexual awakening of your wife.”

      Mary’s eyes are closed, her mouth hanging open, two fingers inside her own asshole.

      He’s right — this is certainly an awakening.

      “Say thank you,” Rick commands.

      “T-t-thank you,” my wife groans. “T-t-hank you m-master.”

      “That’s a good little bitch. Now stick those fingers in your mouth.”

      Mary stops, her eyes opened wide. She pulls her fingers out of her own ass and stares at them, shock registering on her face.

      “I-n my…”

      “Mouth.” Rick says powerfully.

      My wife is shaking from excitement as she brings her hand up to her face. She slowly but surely slides her fingers into her own mouth.

      I’m watching with bated breath as Rick pushed every button and breaks every boundary there is. He’s really going all out.

      Mary’s cheeks turn hollow was she sucks on her own fingers, and then her body shakes and trembles violently. Her hips buck, her other hand a blur as she strokes her clit. She cums in front of us, bucking like a bronco, her moans muffled by her own fingers.

      “See?” Rick says. “She came from following my commands alone.”

      I never thought it possible, but Rick’s crazy words are starting to make sense. I’ve never seen my wife act like this — or cum like this before. She’s a woman possessed.

      “For your final act of submission,” Rick says to me, “I want you to guide my cock into her.”

      I swallow the lump in my throat. Is he insane? Touch another man’s cock? This is madness.

      My eyes are drawn to his big, hulking member. It’s throbbing between his legs like a predator.

      My wife is lying on the floor, her eyes closed, seemingly passed out from her powerful orgasm.

      Rick moves forward and lays my wife’s legs up on his shoulders. His naked cock is resting on her stomach, reaching way past her naval.

      “Do it,” he says.

      Before I know what I’m doing I’m on my knees next to them and my hand is wrapped around his thick, warm, pulsing member.

      It’s so big, so warm, so… everything a cock should be. He moves back and the big, wet head plops down against her gaping opening.

      My hand is shaking from excitement as I place him right at her entrance.

      “Excellent,” Rick says. He thrust his hips forward and his big cock enters my wife. I watch from up close as her lips part and she welcomes him in side of him. My hand moves with him, now resting against her pussy, feeling just how damn sloppy and wet she is.

      “Now hold my balls,” he says.

      I look at him with my mouth hanging open.

      “Hold my balls while I fill your slut.”

      My hand moves down between his legs, holding his big, tennis-sized balls in the palm of my hand.

      “Fuck,” Rick groans as I squeeze his sack. “That’s it. Oh, I’m going to fill your bitch. I’m going to fill your horny little bitch of a wife with every last drop of my potent cum!”

      “Do it!” I breathe, my adrenaline racing.

      I’ve fully surrendered myself to Rick’s control.

      “Do it!”

      He pounds my wife, her curvy body jiggling with every thrust of his powerful hips. I massage his balls, begging him to cum deep inside my wife’s pussy.

      “Yes!” he groans. “Yes, yes, YES!”

      He bottoms out inside of her with one final growl before exploding inside of her. His entire body trembles, and his balls move and shake as they pump a gallon of cum through that thick cock of his.

      I can feel his balls pulse and throb in my hands as his potent jizz is pumped into my wife’s cunt.

      With a deafening roar he stands up, my wife’s legs falling to the ground. Her pussy is gaping and red, her lips standing wide open, and a torrent of cum gushes out her well-fucked pussy. The white liquid sticks to her inner thighs, and my mouth waters.

      Rick’s powerful hand grabs the back of my neck forces my head right between my wife’s legs.

      “Give that sloppy pussy a kiss, Jim,” he growls.

      I don’t need the words of encouragement. I dive in, wrapping my mouth around her well fucked pussy lips. I stick my tongue into her as far as it’ll go, the illicit taste of sex filling my mouth.

      Mary moans and groans I eat her creampie. I lick her to an explosive orgasm, the strange taste proving addictive to me.

      When I’m done I fall back, breathing heavily.

      “I’m proud of you, Jim,” Rick says. “For giving in to your deepest desires. Takes real courage.”

      “Thank you,” I say, the powerful taste of his cum still on my lips. “Thank you. For everything.”
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      ‘I invited Dwayne over for dinner, is that okay?’ my wife told me as I kissed her cheek. I had just gotten home from work after another long day at the office.

      ‘Yeah sure, is he holding up okay?’

      To be honest I was looking forward to some private time with my wife. It had been too long since we spent some time together, with me working long days, and her going to the gym on most nights.

      ‘I don’t know, I’m worried. I don’t think he ever goes out, all he does is sulk and work.’

      ‘Well, a good dinner will certainly cheer him up.’ I got behind my wife, pressing my body against hers as I nibbled on her neck. ‘And the moment he’s gone, I’m bending you over that table and taking what’s mine,’ I whispered into her ear.

      She laughed and turned around, kissing me on the lips. ‘What has gotten into you, bad boy?’ She patted my bulge. ‘Keep it in there for now, cowboy,’ she said with a wink.

      ‘Alright, but the moment he’s gone ... I’m gonna take a quick shower before Dwayne gets here then.’

      I walked up the stairs and stripped my suit off, before hopping into our luxurious walk-in shower. As the warm water hit my skin and the smell of lavender reached my nostrils, I felt the stress of work slowly washing away. I was a corporate lawyer, and I made good money, but the work itself was like dragging your balls through broken glass at times. Today was one of those days.

      My mind drifted to our next door neighbor, Dwayne. His wife Taneesha recently divorced him, and he’s been alone since. We weren’t the best of buds, but we’ve had our fair share of barbeques, as good neighbors should. He was a really nice guy, confident yet not cocky. Built like a linebacker, and as black as the night. I had no idea why they got divorced, and I wasn’t about to pry.

      After zoning out for a good ten minutes, I toweled off and put on something comfortable and casual. When I walked downstairs, Dwayne was already parked on our couch, a cold beer in his hand.

      ‘Howdy neighbor!’ he greeted me with his deep, dark voice.

      ‘Hey man, how’ve you been?’

      ‘Good! Nothin’ like a divorce to keep your spirits up!’

      We both laughed.

      ‘Dinner is ready, boys,’ my wife Amy said.

      ‘MM that smells de-fucking-licious. What did you make? I hope you didn’t go through all this trouble just for me!’ Dwayne said as he sat down at our table.

      ‘No problem at all, honestly,’ Amy assured him. ‘It’s my special home-made pasta with sundried tomatoes, olives, chorizo, cheese and my secret sauce.’

      I poured everyone some white wine before sitting down as well.

      ‘Mmmm, this is really good. Like, really good. I can not overstate how good this is. Do you know what I’ve been eating for the past month?’ Dwayne asked.

      ‘I can certainly guess. Pizza. We see the delivery boy every other night!’ Amy said.

      ‘Mmm-Fucking-mm-right-mmm,’ Dwayne said with his mouth full. ‘Excuse my manners, but yeah. Pizza, burgers, chicken, pizza ... that’s all. Taneesha used to do all the cooking. I’m on first name basis with everyone at every fast food place in town. I kinda switch between different places now ... don’t want to be that guy that shows up every day you know. That’s sad.’

      Amy looked at him like she would at a wounded puppy. ‘Oh, Dwayne! You’re welcome here every day you know.’

      Dwayne laughed. ‘Don’t tempt me, I might take you up on that offer!’

      I took a sip of my wine. ‘Every day is a bit much, but we can definitely turn this into a weekly thing.’

      ‘I can also show you how to cook, if you want,’ Amy offered.

      ‘I don’t want to ... but I do need to, I guess,’ Dwayne said with a shrug.

      Amy smiled. ‘It’s a deal then! I’ll turn you into an expert chef in no time!’

      Amy was the kindest, most caring person I knew, which is one of the main reasons I married her. I knew she felt bad for Dwayne, and she would feel better if he was happier. And if she was happy, I was happy.

      Her passion was cooking. Well, actually it was eating, but you need to cook first. I was already planning on how to steer Dwayne towards making my favorite dishes. This was going to work out nicely.

      One drink turned into two, and within no time at all we had all drunk over a bottle of wine a person. Dwayne had obviously been craving social interaction, as he had no intention of leaving. I was feeling no pain, and the conversation was good, so I was not about to kick him out. I supposed the lovemaking would have to wait.

      ‘This is the life, isn’t it?’ I said drunkenly as I uncorked the fourth bottle of wine. ‘I have my lovely wife, my good neighbor, plenty of booze ... what else could a man desire?’

      ‘Well, to be frank, I’ve been itching to try that hot tub of yours!’ Dwayne said. ‘I’ve been eying it jealously for the better part of a year already.’

      ‘Ooh, that’s a great idea! Lets!’ Amy piped in.

      ‘Sure!’ I said. We had the hot tub installed last summer, though we hadn’t used it as much as we planned. It was in our backyard, and the view was obstructed by a few carefully placed trees, providing us with the privacy we desired. I’ve bent my wife over the hot tub a few times during the summer. I love watching her in her tiny bikinis, and I think she has a bit of an exhibitionist streak as well.

      ‘Fantastic! I’ll head on home and grab my trunks, I’ll be back in five!’

      ‘Alright, see you in five’, I told Dwayne.

      I followed my blonde wife into our bedroom, watching her hips sway as she walked up the stairs. When she walked into our room, I pushed her on to our bed and climbed on top of her. I pinned her wrists down with my hands as I pushed my hard dick against her soft ass.

      ‘Oooh baby,’ she cooed as I kissed her neck. ‘Are you gonna fuck me now? What if Dwayne comes looking for us?’ she giggled.

      ‘Would you like that?’ I breathed into her ear. ‘What if he sees you, on your knees, your naked ass up in the air, my hard cock driving into you ... you’d look up and see him staring at you, his hard black cock in his hand ...’

      ‘Fffuck,’ she moaned into a pillow as I groped her body.

      I then got up, giving her ass a hard smack. ‘That’s not happening though. Let’s get dressed,’ I said with a smirk.

      She threw a pillow at me as she was panting on the bed. ‘Fucking tease!’ she yelled playfully.

      I reached into our closet and grabbed a bikini for Amy to wear.

      ‘Here, you can wear this,’ I told her.

      It was a tiny, blue bikini. It was more of a micro bikini than proper and modest swimwear.

      She looked at the tiny piece of fabric I just handed her.

      ‘Are you sure?’ she said, a twinkle in her blue eyes.

      It was the smallest bikini she owned. I had bought it for her on our honeymoon to the Caribbean. It was more of a joke gift than that I expected her to wear it: It was just way too small. The tiny top barely contained her large breasts, and the small thong left very, very little left to the imagination. She had never worn it in public, only a few times for me alone, as part of our foreplay.

      ‘Yeah, why not? I bought it for you, didn’t I?’

      ‘But ... okay!’ she said with a wide grin. ‘But it was your choice, remember. No getting jealous!’

      ‘Guilty as charged,’ I said. ‘My choice.’

      I put on my swim trunks, and then sat down on the bed to admire my wife as she put on the bikini. From the back she seemed completely naked, except for the tiny bits of string on her back and ass. My dick got hard instantly as I pictured her walking out in our backyard dressed like that. Dwayne was going to have a heart attack, I was sure of it!

      I wondered if it was mean to tease our neighbor so, now that he was single ... then again, I suppose he wasn’t about to complain!

      As she turned around to show me the full package, I treasured her beautiful figure. She was curvy in all in the right places, with sexy, sultry hips, a downright bodacious ass, a tiny waist and a full bosom. To finish it all off she had the spunkiest smile I had ever seen on a woman.

      I worshiped her body, and I was not alone in this. She got propositioned regularly by an assortment of men, from gardeners to doctors and from bellboys to lawyers. Not a week goes by when she doesn’t get hit on. She turns them all down as she is madly in love with me. Still, the attention is very flattering, and I could certainly not blame her for enjoying it. If anything I was thankful for it, as it was a surefire way to get her engine revved up for me.

      Several of the men at our country club had told me in confidence that they were veryinterested in Amy and would like to ‘get to know her’. In return, I would could ‘get to know’ their trophy wives. Apparently there was quite an active swinger ring at our country club, and I didn’t blame them, as their wives were all gorgeous. I politely declined their enquiries, but it did plant a little curious seed in me.

      Since then, I have always wondered about sharing her with other men. I never told her about the country club - I didn’t want to make things awkward with our friends. Perhaps I was also a bit afraid of her response: what if she was interested?

      ‘You ready baby?’ she asked me.

      I followed her down the stairs, counting my lucky stripes for ever having landed such a foxy lady.

      She went in/to the kitchen to grab a bottle of champagne, while I went out back. Dwayne was already sitting in the hot tub, his head thrown back and his eyes closed, enjoying the warm night.

      I now noticed how buff he really was. He looked like an ebony gladiator, with his black muscles glistening in the moonlight. I need to hit the gym, I thought to myself.

      I climbed into the tub, eagerly awaiting his response at seeing Amy.

      ‘How is the ‘tub?’ I asked him.

      ‘Glorious. Downright glorious,’ he said slowly. ‘I’ve always wanted one of these ... you must get down and dirty here all the time, hm? God knows I would!’ he said with a laugh.

      ‘A gentleman doesn’t tell, right?’ I joked. ‘You’re telling me you haven’t been spying on us all summer? I’m sure I had you down for a peeping Tom!’

      ‘With a hot wife like Amy, I’d be crazy not to!’ Dwayne joked back. ‘And talking about the devil, here she comes.’

      We both turned our heads to watch Amy’s entrance.

      She sauntered casually into the backyard, holding the bottle of champagne and three glasses. Her sultry hips swayed with each step, mesmerizing the both of us.

      I heard Dwayne suck air into his mouth. ‘Holy ssshiiiii,’ he said softly to himself.

      Amy posed provocatively at the edge of the ‘tub, opening the bottle of champagne and pouring each of us a glass.

      Dwayne let his gaze wander across her body, memorizing every inch of her exposed flesh.

      Amy gave me a cheeky smile, and I could see from the glint in her eyes that she was a turned-on as I was.

      Dwayne had in the meanwhile fallen completely silent.

      I elbowed him in the ribs. ‘That’s my wife, horndog!’

      ‘Oh shit,’ he said. ‘It’s just ... goddamn. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a woman as good looking as you,’ he told Amy. ‘No offense,’ he said to me.

      ‘None taken,’ I assured him.

      ‘Well, I’m glad you like the goods,’ Amy said with a smirk as she handed Dwayne and me our glasses. As she sat down in the hot tub, her tits jiggled lusciously. The top was barely holding her breasts in, only succeeding in hiding her nipples. I was sure they were going to pop out any moment now. I wondered how either of them would react.

      We drank the champagne and continued our small talk. Dwayne tried not to stare at her exposed tits, but he was failing miserably. I could not blame him as the bubbling water was going to town on her chest. From the looks of it she loved the attention.

      I felt Amy’s foot press into my crotch, and rub against my hard cock. I smiled at her, and she beamed back.

      ‘So, have you been getting any lately, Dwayne?’ Amy asked him.

      ‘Well, that’s the worst part of the divorce. It’s been way too long since I’ve gotten any.’

      ‘Then why don’t you just go out and meet someone? Women must be lining up for you, looking like you do,’ Amy told him.

      ‘I get my fair share of attention when I go out, that’s true. But I haven’t in a while. And the problem is ... well, this is rather personal, but what the hell, right? The problem is women are usually scared off by the size of my ... member,’ Dwayne confessed.

      ‘WHAT?!’ Amy yelled out. We both laughed at her response, while Dwayne faked an apology.

      ‘You asked! So I answered,’ he said.

      ‘Oh yeah right!’ Amy retorted. ‘All guys are always bragging, I don’t believe a word of it!’

      ‘It’s true though!’ Dwayne insisted. ‘I’ve never gotten it to fit inside a girl completely. They struggle taking the tip, let alone the whole length ...’

      ‘Impossible,’ Amy reiterated.

      Dwayne gave me an apologetic look, before answering. ‘Look, if you don’t believe me, I can prove it right now ... ’

      Amy raised her eyebrows, and made eye contact with me. I gave her a small nod. I was probably as curious as she was by this point.

      She raised the glass to her lips, letting the champagne swirl around in her mouth before swallowing it all. She kept silent for a moment, letting us both wait. The air was thick with sexual tension.

      ‘Proceed,’ she told Dwayne.

      He hoisted himself up on the edge of the hot tub. A large bulge was already visible in his lime green swimming trunks. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband. Amy was staring intently at his bulge. I saw her bite her bottom lip softly as he pulled his trunks down a small bit, exposing a small bit of flesh.

      ‘You don’t mind?’ Dwayne asked me before going further.

      ‘Hey, you’re trying to prove your point, so by all means, prove it,’ I told him.

      ‘Alright,’ he said, ‘I certainly will.’

      He tugged his trunks down, bit by bit, savoring each moment. Slowly, inch by inch of his flesh become visible.

      Amy gasped audibly when the base of his member came into view. It was as black as the night and as thick as a beer can! I myself was surprised, I had never seen anything like it.

      Dwayne smiled as his trunks slid down lower. It was already half-way down his thighs, but the head of his dick was still nowhere in sight.

      I looked at Amy, and I saw her eyes were as wide as saucers. Her mouth was half-open, her cheeks flushed bright red. Her breathing was heavy, and her foot was pressing into my erection hard.

      ‘Do you want to see more? Or do you believe me now?’ Dwayne asked her.

      Amy did not hear him. She was mesmerized by his huge member.

      ‘Well? Amy?’

      Hearing her own name broke her out of her trance. She made eye contact with the both of us, a dazed look on her face. Without saying another word, she reached out for Dwayne and gave his trunks the final tug needed for his manhood to spring free.

      It sprung out with great force, as the material had been struggling to contain his large member. In the process the head of his cock slapped against Amy’s hand. She pulled it back swiftly, as if the hot flesh gave her a burn.

      ‘Wow,’ I heard her whisper.

      Dwayne gently rubbed the top of his cock. It was indeed the biggest cock I had ever seen in my life. It was jet-black, easily over ten inches, and thicker than my wrist. It bobbed up and down menacingly, like a predator eying its prey.

      He extended his hand towards my wife. She tentatively accepted it, their fingers intertwining. He slowly brought her hand closer and closer to his manhood. If I wanted to stop them, now was the time for action.

      But I remained frozen, my breath held, watching this spectacle unfold.

      The palm of her hand now rested on his shaft. Her fingers reached around, trying to grasp the entire length of his cock. It was too big and she had to use both hands to get a good grip.

      ‘That’s it. Now stroke it up and down,’ Dwayne said with an authoritative tone.

      Amy obeyed, and stroked his black cock up and down with both hands. His dick was so long that the head was brushing against her tits.

      Her gaze was fixed on his black shaft. She had a look of intense determination on her face as she jacked our neighbor off in our hot tub.

      Dwayne reached out and pushed her top to the side, exposing her naked tits. He grabbed them and squeezed them roughly, pinching her nipples. Amy let out a high-pitched cry. Her nipples were very sensitive, and Dwayne was pushing all the right buttons.

      I looked around to see if anyone could see us, but to my great relief the hot tub was successfully shielded from view by the trees I had planted when I had the ‘tub installed. I had imagined getting naughty in here, not this naughty, I thought as I watched my wife expertly handle Dwayne’s large cock. I always pictured getting one of her friends drunk and then fucking the two of them in the Jacuzzi, but from the looks of it, it was my wife who was about to be filled.

      She rubbed the head of his dick against her nipples. She’s told me in the past she loves the feeling of a dick brushing against her nipples – I never imagined watching our black neighbor do it!

      ‘Oh yeah that’s it baby, rub my dick against those white titties,’ Dwayne grunted.

      ‘It’s so fucking big,’ Amy said. ‘I’ve never seen anything like it.’

      She placed Dwayne’ cock between her tits and pushed her arms together so Dwayne could titty-fuck her.

      ‘Oh yeah, perfect baby,’ Dwayne said as he started thrusting his hips. ‘It’s been too long since I fucked a white bitch. My black dick looks so perfect between those white titties don’t you agree?’

      Amy nodded as she bit her bottom lip. With every thrust of Dwayne the head of his dick brushed against her lips. She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, swirling it around the head of his cock, tasting another man’s cock for the first time since we met.

      Whenever Amy would wrap her breasts around my cock, my dick would be completely swallowed by her large rack. The same could not be said for Dwayne. His black cock pierced the night’s sky like a massive oak tree in a meadow.

      She wrapped her thick red lips around the head of his cock, sucking it passionately. She seemed like a woman possessed as she bobbed her head up and down with vigor. It looked like she was lost in the desert and this cock was the only source of water.

      Dwayne threw his head back, his eyes closed as he received one of my wife’s perfect blowjobs.

      I wrapped my arms around her from behind, pinching her nipples. She responded instantly, moaning out loud – the best she could with a cock in her mouth. She pushed her ass back against me.

      She took Dwayne’s cock out of her mouth momentarily.

      ‘Fuck me!’ she told me.

      I yanked her thong and my trunks down in an instant as she resumed orally pleasuring our neighbor. She licked his cock all the way from the top to the bottom, planting a few wet and sloppy kisses on his big black balls, before kissing her way back up to the head again.

      I couldn’t contain myself any longer and I stuck my hard dick right up her sopping wet cunt, slamming into her hard. She yelled out in pleasure as she was now filled from both sides.

      Both of her hands were pumping his member up and down as her mouth remained glued to the head of his cock. Her tits were now swaying in the rhythm of her blowjob, jiggling up and down.

      ‘You like that big black cock in your mouth, don’t you, you slut?’ I asked her.

      ‘Yes! Yes! Of fuck ... I love it! I love big black cocks!’ She moaned out loud

      All of our neighbors must have been able to hear her piercing cries now, but we were all beyond caring. I slammed my hard cock into her, again and again, while she sucked on Dwayne’s black sword. His hands were tangled in her blonde hair as he pumped his meat into her mouth.

      ‘Fuck! That’s it bitch, take it all! Suck my big black dick!’ Dwayne commanded.

      Amy struggled to fit more than just the head into her mouth, and gagged audibly.

      ‘She’s one fine cocksucker, goddamn,’ Dwayne said to me.

      This was so hot I could barely contain myself, and sooner than I would have liked, I felt my orgasm building. ‘I’m coming!” I warned Amy.

      ‘YES! – MMmmmm- YES CUM IN ME –mmmmfffmm - … GIVE ME YOUR CUM!!!’ she cried out, as she sucked Dwayne’s cock.

      I grabbed her ass with both hands as I pumped all of my seed inside of her, filling her with ropes of my cum. I staggered backwards, sitting down back in the tub, exhausted and dizzy from my overwhelming orgasm.

      Amy was still bobbing up and down Dwayne’ rod as she finger fucked her wet pussy. I could see she was nowhere near done.

      She took his cock out of her mouth and turned back to me.

      ‘Can I ride him baby? I want to feel his big black cock stretch me out ... I think I can take it all. If that’s okay?’ She said with a sly smile.

      My feelings were swimming. This was hot, extremely so, but this was also our neighbor, not some vacation fling. Every day I would run into Dwayne, and I’d know his big cock had stretched my wife out, probably reaching places I never could, filling her up like no one else could ... And whenever I would be at work, I would secretly wonder if she was remaining faithful to me, or if she was on her hands and knees, getting her fill of big black cock while I was none the wiser ... Every time I would call her, and she wouldn’t immediately answer the phone, I would wonder if she was too busy sucking our neighbors ebony dick to answer the phone.

      I looked back, fully intent on saying no, but then I saw her tongue running up and down Dwayne’s black shaft, before taking the whole head between her pretty pink lips. She made eye contact with me, and I could see the lust glimmering in her eyes.

      I saw she wanted it. She wanted all of it.

      My own dick responded instantly, and I was hard as a rock once again.

      I wanted it, too. My doubts were pushed to the back of my mind.

      I nodded.

      Dwayne grinned, and sat down in the tub. Amy climbed onto his lap, and Dwayne stuffed his face into her tits.

      ‘You have the best tits I’ve ever seen on a white girl,’ he told her as he alternated sucking on both her nipples. Amy threw her head back as she moaned. Her hand reached back and wrapped around his thick cock. She rubbed it between her ass cheeks.

      I wonder how that monster was ever going to fit inside of my wife, as small doubts crept into my mind again.

      She tried to sit on his lap and ride him, but I could see that was never going to work; his cock was simply too big.

      ‘How about we take this inside guys?’ I said. Now that I was no longer in the throes of orgasm, I was a little more conscious about our neighbors. I didn’t want old man Smith to wander into my backyard to see what all the ruckus was about and give him an eyeful of my petite wife filled with black cock.

      I got out of the tub and walked inside. I threw some towels on the couch, before heading to the bathroom. I drank some water and pinched myself to see if I wasn’t dreaming. This escalated quickly. No, this was really happening. Holy shit.

      As I opened the bathroom door, I could already hear Amy’s loud moans filling the house. I strolled into the living room and found Amy lying on her back on the couch, completely naked. Her legs were spread wide, and Dwayne was between them, feeding his giant cock into her pussy, inch by inch. I could see he was already about halfway inside of her. Amy was panting loudly.

      ‘Holy shit – holy shit – holy shit,’ was all she kept repeating.

      ‘This is usually where most women give up,’ Dwayne said. ‘I’ve never gotten my entire dick in a woman before.’

      ‘Give me a second to adjust,’ Amy said. ‘It’s so fucking big! It’s SO BIG! I’ve never been this full before! I didn’t think was possible!’

      I fixed myself a strong drink and sat down in my chair as I watched the pair.

      Dwayne started fucking her softly. With each thrust, he would go in a little deeper. Amy’s head was tilted up, her concentration focused completely on the giant black dick sliding in and out of her. Her eyes were wide open, as was her mouth. I had never seen that look of intense pleasure mixed with pain on her face before.

      ‘How do you like my cock?’ Dwayne demanded to know.

      ‘It’s so big!’

      ‘Do you love it? Do you love my black cock?’

      ‘Yes! YES! I love your black cock, Dwayne!’

      I felt a pang of jealousy. By now, he had fit over 2/3rd of his entire member inside of her.

      ‘Have you ever been this full?’

      ‘FUCK no,’ Amy screamed. ‘I’ve never felt this good!’

      ‘Fuck, I think you’re about to take it all! Hold on baby, here’s the last few inches!’ Dwayne said as he grabbed her waist and pushed the last inches of his fat cock inside of her stretched out pussy.

      ‘FFFFFUUUUCCCCKKKKK!!’ Amy screamed. ‘YESSSSSS’

      Dwayne pulled out a few inches before slamming all the way back into her again. With every slam, Amy gave out a scream. They fucked like animals, raw, primal and passionate. I had never seen anything like it, and I had certainly never had sex like that before.

      ‘You’re a hot white little slut, aren’t you?’ Dwayne grunted through his clenched teeth.

      Amy nodded vigorously. ‘Yes, I’m your personal white little slut, your own whore!’

      ‘Yes! Are you going to fuck me again?’ Dwayne asked as he drove his massive cock inside of my wife.

      ‘YES! Yes! I’ll do anything you want, as you as keep giving me that big black dick of yours! Oh! Oh! Yes!’

      ‘I have some friends who would love to fuck a hot white bitch like you, how does that sound?’

      ‘OHHHHHH!’ Amy screamed. ‘AHHH YES! YES! MAKE ME YOUR WHORE! YEAH! GANGBANG ME! OH FUCK! OH! ARE THEY ALL GONNA FILL ME WITH CUM?!’

      ‘That’s right bitch! Four hard black cocks will fill your white belly up!’

      ‘OH SHITT YESSS I WANT IT YESSSSS! CUM IN ME, GIVE ME A BLACK BABY!’

      I could tell from the look on Amy’s face that she was close to coming.

      Dwayne sped up, slamming his entire length into her, again and again.

      ‘Fuck yeah bitch, here it comes! I’m cumming inside of you! I’m going to fill you up!’ He said.

      ‘YES! YES! OH FUCKKK!!!’

      Dwayne let out a loud groan and his body clenched as he unleashed torrents of cum into my wife’s unprotected pussy. This sent Amy over the edge, and her entire body convulsed as the most intense orgasm of her life washed over her. She thrashed about, moaning loudly, her toes curled.

      ‘Yes, yes, yes, give me your cum, yes’, she kept repeating.

      Dwayne laid down on top of her, catching his breath. ‘Fuckkkkkkk’, he said. ‘I’m spent. That was some of the best sex I’ve had, ever.’ Amy was silent, her body limp, as she was reveling in the feeling of our neighbor’s cum inside of her cunt.

      Dwayne rolled off of her, and his cock made an audible pop as it slid out of her wanton cunt. I could see semen gushing out of her, running down her thighs. He must have cum like a goddamn fountain.

      She whined softly, and her hand immediately went down to Dwayne’s cock and she wrapped her hand tightly around it. ‘I’m never letting go of this,’ she joked.

      I got up off my chair and walked over to my wife, grabbing her hands and helping her to sit up straight. ‘Let’s go to bed, honey’, I said.

      ‘Okay baby.’ She told me. First, she leaned over and planted a big wet sloppy kiss on the head of Dwayne’ dick. ‘Thanks for this’, she told him.

      ‘The pleasure was all mine,’ Dwayne said. ‘Do you mind if I crash on your couch? I just want to pass out here.’

      ‘That’s fine, right?’ She asked me. ‘Yeah sure, no problem man,” I told him.

      ‘Alright cool, see you tomorrow,’ Dwayne said as we went up the stairs. I had to help Amy walk, as her knees were weak. I laid her down on our bed, and she curled up into a ball as she passed out instantly. She must have been exhausted from the fuck of a life time. I was hoping for one more fuck, as the scene I just witnessed had given me a raging hard-on, but it would have to wait ‘till tomorrow.

      I tucked Amy in before climbing into bed next to my wife. I drifted off to sleep quickly, my mind swimming with thoughts of my sexy wife, being used like a slut ... I could hear her moans in my dreams, begging for more cock ...

      As I awoke the next morning, my fingers reached out for Amy. I only felt a cold mattress. She wasn’t in the bed. As I sat up straight, I could make out the faint sounds of sex coming from downstairs. I strained my ears, listening intently.

      ‘Yessss, yessss, fuck me Dwayne, fuck me!’ I heard a familiar voice say.

      I guess this wasn’t going to stay a onetime thing ...
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      Thank you for reading! I hope you had a blast.

      The rest of my books can be found at amazon.com/author/emiliasteele. If you want to reach me directly, feel free to drop me a line at emiliasteele@gmail.com.

      All my books launch at $0.99. If you don’t want to miss this deal, sign up for my newsletter! I’ll drop you a line whenever I launch a new book, and that’s it. You’ll also get an exclusive free short story, so what are you waiting for? Just click the following link:

      http://eepurl.com/Sxflv

      Thank you for supporting an independent author.

      Much love,

      Emilia.
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