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About This Book



Her husband lost a bet – but her boss gets the prize!

After fifteen years of marriage, my husband and I are always looking for ways to keep things interesting. So when I suggest a risky bet for the biggest football game of the year, my hubby is all in. Fortunately for me, my team wins, which means I get a ‘hall pass’ to have one night of passion with my silver fox boss.

I’m worried about how my husband will react to the idea of sharing me with another man, but it turns out, he’s into it. Totally into it. And after one incredible, scorching hot night with my billionaire boss, my husband can’t wait to reclaim me for his own.

Turns out making me into a hotwife is a fantasy we both share – and now we want to do it again.

“Hotwife for a Bet” is a short and steamy wife sharing adventure featuring a loving wife, the husband who wants to make her happy, and the start of a new adventure that will reinvigorate their marriage.

This book includes explicit sexual activity between consenting adults. It is intended for mature audiences only.

Be sure to check out a free preview of “Holiday Heat” by Britney Bale at the end of this book!


Stay in Touch with Britney Bale



Hey smut lover, did you know that Britney has a newsletter?  Sign up to be the first to know about new releases, giveaways, and special sales.  Find out more and sign up for my mailing list here.

You can also follow Britney Bale's Amazon page at https://www.amazon.com/author/britneybale to get all the updates on new releases and book recommendations.


My Husband Lost a Bet and Had to Share Me with Another Man



“Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

I watched my husband’s expression carefully, looking for any signs of discomfort. All I see is a kind of resolute determination. Maybe a touch of excitement.

“You won the bet fair and square,” he reminded me. “We negotiated the rules. And we both know, if you had lost, I would have made you go through with it.”

My husband and I were big on betting. We’d started off as friends back in college, and he’d suckered me into going out with him by betting on a football game. If I won, he’d write my History of Western Civilizations paper. If he won, I’d go on a date with him. I guess we both won that time, because we fell in love and have been together ever since.

Over the years, our bets have been increasingly crazy. I guess after fifteen years of marriage you need something to keep the excitement going. That’s why when we bet on the American football championship game, we decided to go big.

If San Francisco had won, I would have had to allow Chuck to lead me through the mall on a leash while wearing cat ears, a collar, and short shorts with a hole cut in the back to make room for a butt plug with a cat tail on it.

I’d been nervous as hell the entire game, but when Kansas City pulled it out and won, I’d been elated. I’d won the bet and I’d won the one thing I’d been fantasizing about for years: a night with the owner of my company.

Seth was a sexy silver fox, rich as fuck, and he’d had his eye on me since the day we met. Rumor was he’d never dated the same woman twice but that one time always left them satisfied.

We had some friends in common and happened to be at a dinner party when Chuck and I were planning our bet. It was crazy, but when Seth suggested that I get a night with him if I won, I couldn’t agree fast enough. There had always been a strong attraction between us, and I was eager to explore it.

When we talked later that night, my husband had confessed that ever since he saw that movie where a millionaire offered a couple a million dollars to sleep with the wife, he’d wanted that to happen with us. Seth wasn’t giving us any money, but hopefully he’d be giving me at least one orgasm.

I was surprised to learn that my husband had long fantasized about sharing me with someone richer and more powerful than him. Since we both knew Seth, it added a layer of safety that we both appreciated.

When it was time for my date with Seth I dressed in my sexiest dress and a sky high pair of heels, kissed my husband goodbye, then drove over to my boss’s condo.

The doorman sent me up in a special elevator that opened directly into the foyer of Seth’s penthouse. My eyes widened as I walked inside, my heels clicking on the hard marble. This place was enormous! The living room was the size of the entire first floor of my house, with floor to ceiling windows that gave me an incredible view of the lights of the city down below. Everything here was expensive but tasteful. It wasn’t the kind of place I’d choose to live in, but it was definitely a gorgeous place.

“Teresa! I thought I heard the elevator. Welcome.”

I turned to see Seth striding towards me. He was wearing dress pants with a crease you could cut glass with and a white dress shirt, the top button undone. It looked like he’d taken off his jacket and tie after work but didn’t finish changing.

“Would you like a glass of wine? I have a lovely merlot breathing right now.”

“Yes please.”

It felt weird, being here with him alone. I’d been in a million meetings with him, and we often were at the same social occasions. But this, this was different. The air between us felt heavy and charged, like it was right before a thunderstorm.

Seth studied me while we drank our wine.

“Do you still want to do this?” he asked.

I appreciated the out. I also appreciated the way the thin fabric of his shirt clung to what I knew from a few pool parties we’d attended were some very nice pecs.

“I do.”

“And it won’t cause trouble with your husband?”

I shook my head. “He seems…oddly excited about it.”

“His wife is a beautiful woman. It must be an ego boost to know how many men wish they could have her.”

I laughed. “I don’t know about ‘many men’, but I guess I’m aging okay.”

He raised one eyebrow. “Why don’t you show me your tits and I’ll be the judge of that.”

I felt a little thrill at his gruff order. Before I knew what I was doing, I’d set down my wine glass and pushed the shoulders of my dress down to my waist, leaving me in just a strapless bra. Reaching behind my back, I unclasped it, and my heavy breasts fell free.

“Holy shit.”

Seth’s gaze was hot and appreciative.

“Your tits are a work of art.”

I was tempted to say they were too big, to point out that with me rapidly approaching forty they were getting a little saggy, but instead I arched my back a little to display them more and accepted the compliment.

“Come.”

Seth stood up and offered a hand, the strands of silver in his hair catching the light. I accepted his hand and followed him to his bedroom. An enormous platform bed stood in the center of the room, little tables on either side. Through the windows on one wall, I could see the distant lights of the harbor.

“I’ve wanted you for so long I don’t know what to do with you,” Seth confessed. “I haven’t even touched you and already I am wishing we had more time together.”

“I thought you were strictly a one and done kind of guy,” I teased.

He cocked his head. “In general, yes. But I make exceptions.”

While he spoke, he unbuttoned his shirt, tossing it on a nearby chair before reaching behind his head to pull his undershirt off. I caught my breath. His chest was nicely sculpted, and his stomach was flat, his fit body belying his age.

My husband had gotten a little soft in the midsection over the years, a thought I shoved away immediately as disloyal. I loved my husband and sex between us had always been good, but the truth was, things had started to get stale.

That’s why we both agreed to this interlude with Seth. It hit kinks neither one of us had shared before. And if it worked out, maybe we’d try this again some time.

“Take everything off,” Seth instructed.

I removed my dress and kicked off my shoes before shimmying out of my panties. When I looked back over at Seth, he was completely naked. His cock was long and thick, fully erect, and I couldn’t help but lick my lips as I stepped a little closer.

His large hands gripped my naked shoulders, pulling me closer, then his mouth descended onto mine. His kiss was hard and possessive, almost claiming. I titled my head to give him better access to my mouth, tangling my tongue with his until we finally broke apart, breathless.

“On the bed.”

I sat on the edge of the mattress, waiting for further instructions. I never thought I was the kind of woman who enjoyed being bossed around in the bedroom, but maybe I was because this was making me hot.

Well, hotter.

Seth stepped between my knees, his hands coming down to play with my nipples. He rolled them between his fingers a few times, then gave one nipple a hard tug. I gasped, then he tugged the other. My nipples tingled.

“On your back.”

I scooted backwards and turned around until I was laying on the bed. Seth wasted no time in crawling up my body. He did a reverse push-up to lower himself on top of me, holding his weight on his forearms just outside my shoulders. I widened my legs, allowing him to slip between them, the head of cock pressing against the outside of my pussy.

Seth lowered his hand and kissed me fast and hard. I moaned against his lips.

He shifted, moving to one side enough to slide his hand down to my pussy. His fingers slipped between my folds, humming in satisfaction when he found me already wet for him. He slid his fingers up and down my channel a few times before finding my clit.

This man wasn’t my husband, but when he kissed me again while strumming my clit with one thumb, I couldn’t find it in me to care. I’d been given a hall pass for tonight, and I damn well was going to enjoy it.

“Seth,” I gasped when he pulled his head back. “I want you.”

He didn’t answer. Instead, he shifted again, spreading my legs wide then bending my knees towards my chest. I grabbed my legs, one in each hand, holding myself wide open for his hungry perusal. I’d groomed myself carefully for this night, and I was glad he appreciated it.

He whispered something that sounded like “fuck” then without another word, lined up his cock with my opening and slid right in. Even as aroused as I was, it was a tight fit, and I gasped at the intrusion.

“Jesus, how small is your husband?” Seth groaned. “You’re as tight as a virgin.”

He started pumping in and out of my body, slowly at first, and as my muscles relaxed, he picked up speed. With my knees up, I couldn’t see too much of what was happening, but it sure felt good. I was already close to orgasm.

Seth pulled my legs down, wrapping them around his waist, then lowered his body over mine, hand underneath my shoulders as he pounded into me.

When I made love with my husband there was generally a lot of talking, words of endearment, instructions, even prayers. But Seth was silent, pounding into me like I was some nameless faceless woman he’d picked up for the night. With his face pressed into the crook of my neck, he wasn’t even looking at me.

I didn’t really mind. It had been a long time since I’d had sex that was just sex, no love or affection or apparent care for my satisfaction. I forgot how much I loved to be used. How powerful it felt to release control and just relax into being some dude’s sex toy for the night.

I could be any woman, I thought. Any woman at all.

That thought was all it took to send me right over the edge. Everything in my body seemed to tighten and light up at the same time. I heard a high pitched shriek and realized it was me.

Trapped under the weight of Seth’s body, all I could do was shudder and shake as he continued pistoning his hips with an almost mechanical precision.

I was still riding the waves of my orgasm when he stiffened for just an instant, his rhythm faltering before he shoved deep inside me and emptied himself with a groan. As he jetted warm spurts of cum into my womb, I remembered that we probably should have used a condom. Then again, maybe I was happy he didn’t.

Seth collapsed down, nearly crushing me with his weight until I tapped his shoulders.

“Can’t breathe,” I mumbled.

He rolled to his side, pulling me close, his touch suddenly tender. I rested my head on his biceps and wondered if he’d be up for another round before I went home to my husband.


When My Husband Lost a Bet, I Never Dreamed How Much I’d Enjoy My Prize: Screwing My Boss



“How much time do we have?”

I opened one eye to look at the silver fox reclining next to me on the bed. The one who was definitely not my husband.

“The bet with my husband said I get to spend one night with you,” I reminded him. “It’s not morning yet.”

My husband and I had placed a high stakes bet on the big football championship game, and I’d been fortunate enough to win. My prize: a hall pass to have one night of passion with my boss and our mutual friend, Seth. It was something I’d fantasized about for a long time but would never have admitted to anyone if Seth hadn’t overheard us negotiating the bet and suggested my prize.

I wasn’t sorry about that at all, especially after the intense orgasm he’d just given me.

Seth pushed my hair off of my face and rolled me onto my back, strong lips capturing mine. Despite being so much older than my husband, Seth was fit and solid. One hundred percent man.

And his ‘little man’ was growing hard against the side of my thigh while we kissed.

“When you thought about this, what was your fantasy?” he asked softly, his lips so close to mine it was like we were sharing breath.

“I was riding you while you played with my tits,” I told him, a flush rising up my face.

Seth smiled widely. “Our fantasies line up well, my little slut.”

He flipped onto his back. “Hop on.”

“I’d like a little taste first,” I told him, sliding down on the bed until I could lean over his rapidly growing cock.

I licked him from the root to the tip like he was some kind of meaty ice cream cone, and then I did it a few more times until Seth gripped my hair with his fingers.

“Suck me,” he ordered.

I gladly complied. Shifting positions, I brought the head of his cock into my mouth, swirling around it my tongue, then exploring the little slit at the tip with my tongue. He was already leaking precum, and it tasted fucking delicious. With a happy little moan, I started bobbing my head up and down, taking as much of him into my mouth as I could, sucking him hard enough that he began pumping his hips up to meet me.

His cock was longer and thicker than my husband’s, stretching my mouth to its limit.

Meanwhile my pussy was dripping, my entire core throbbing with anticipation of getting that giant cock inside me again. I’d never felt this needy, this desperate to be fucked, but I wasn’t going to analyze it right now, not when I was having so much fun.

I sat up and swung one leg over waist, settling with his erect cock teasing my ass. I leaned down and kissed Seth, enjoying the feeling of being in control, even though I knew he wouldn’t be able to hold back for long.

Sure enough, he grabbed my hair, pulling it upwards to break the kiss. The sting in my scalp made me catch my breath.

“Ride my cock,” he ordered, his voice like ground glass. “Now. And don’t be gentle.”

I smirked as I slid backwards and hovered over his cock. It had been a long time since my husband had been this eager to fuck me, so Seth’s desire for me was a huge turn-on.

Grabbing his cock with one hand, I lined it up with my opening and slid down slowly. I was still filled with his cum from the last round, but he was so freaking big it was still a bit of a tight fit. We both groaned as he bottomed out in me, our hips meeting. I loved the feeling of him stretching me wide.

Leaning forward, I braced my hands on his chest and began riding Seth’s cock. On each downward stroke I circled my hips and ground down, the motion ratcheting up my excitement, and presumably his. Seth’s breath turned harsh, and he bent his knees, bracing his feet on the bed so he could punch his hips up to meet me.

I sat upright, my fingers coming to my nipples. Seth slapped my hands away.

“That’s my job, remember?”

He caught my nipples between blunt fingers, pulling and pinching while I continued to ride him, my head thrown back as I tried to prolong my pleasure. My nipples were painfully hard when he finally released them.

“I love your tits,” Seth told me, “I want to see them bounce.”

He grabbed my hips, his grip almost bruising as he began slamming me up and down his cock, taking full control. I wrapped my hands around his wrists, needing something to ground me from the rough motions.

When I looked down my heavy breasts were bouncing wildly, and Seth was staring at them as if he were totally transfixed.

“The next time I’m bored in a meeting, I’m going to close my eyes and imagine your tits bouncing like this.”

My face flushed as I remembered we were going to have to go back to working alongside each other in the office, pretending like nothing had happened between us. That was going to be tough. It was like letting a genie out of a bottle, once Seth unleashed that cock, there was no forgetting it. Apparently, I wasn’t the only one with that thought.

“All those times,” Seth grunted as he moved me even faster, “I’d see you in the office in your knee length skirts and your prim little blouses, I wondered. I wondered what you’d look like riding my cock. And now that I know how good it is, now that I know I have to send you back to your husband, it’s going to kill me.”

I shrieked as an orgasm slammed into me like a freight train, making me shudder almost violently.

“Does your husband fuck you like this?” he demanded.

“Nooo,” I wailed.

Seth braced his feet, flipping us over so I was beneath him, trapped between his weight and the mattress. I locked my heels behind his hips as he pounded into me like a man possessed.

“I’m going to come so deep inside you that you’ll be marked forever,” he vowed, slamming downward hard and deep, pounding me into the bed.

“I wish I’d done this years ago,” he grunted, drilling deep. “I would have loved nothing more than to see your belly swell with my child.”

I’d never in my life wanted to have a baby, but in that moment, the idea of Seth breeding me made me so hot and excited that I felt another orgasm roll through me.

“Seth!” I cried. “Oh my God!”

I knew he was close as his movements became more erratic. He pressed deep, deeper than anyone had ever gone before, and released a stream of cum, painting my womb with his seed. He braced his toes against the mattress and pressed even deeper, another burst of cum filling me up.

When he was finished, he sagged on top of me, keeping his dick inside me as if he couldn’t bear to sever the connection. He nestled his head on the pillow next to me, turning his face to press his lips against my cheek. And that’s how we fell asleep.


My Husband Lost a Bet and I Won a Prize: Morning Sex with My Boss, Plus Touch of the Forbidden



Iawoke to the feeling of a large hand kneading my right breast. I smiled softly, thinking that my husband was unexpectedly frisky this morning. Then I opened my eyes and realized I wasn’t at home, and that wasn’t my husband who was squeezing my book like he was picking out a melon.

I rolled over, looking up at my boss. He was hot as fuck, a total silver fox. The silver in his hair and the tiny wrinkles bracketing his eyes did nothing to detract from his devilishly good look. It helped that he had the body of a man thirty years younger too. I loved my husband, but Seth was a nice treat.

My husband and I had a long history of wild bets with crazy stakes. When we bet on the U.S. football championship game I won, which meant I got a hall pass to spend one night with my boss. And what a night it had been. He’d already made me come several times and despite the soreness between my legs, now that he’d woken me up, my needy pussy was ready for more.

Still watching his face, I slid my hand down his body until I found his cock. Well, hello there, I thought as I found him sporting full-on morning wood. I gave him a little squeeze and Seth’s eyes flared.

“It’s morning,” he said. “But I need to fuck you one last time before you go home to your husband.”

He rolled over onto his side, one hand coming to loosely shackle my throat in a display of dominance. “Tell me yes.”

In the office, Seth was always the picture of cool control. He was in charge, but I’d never seen this possessive almost feral side of him. I quite liked it. For an instant I wondered if my husband would be willing to make a longer term arrangement with Seth, then I pushed the idea aside. There was no way that wouldn’t get complicated at work.

Things were already going to be awkward because there was no way I was going to watch Seth presenting at an all-staff meeting and not remember sucking his cock.

I was confused why I could love my husband so much and be so attracted to him, but still feel such a thrill from Seth fucking me. But right now, with my boss climbing on top of me and straddling my waist, I wasn’t going to analyze things too much.

“Press your tits together,” he ordered. “I need to fuck them. Right now.”

Leaning over me, he opened a bedside drawer and brought out a tube of lube. Seth warmed it in his hands, then slid some over his cock and brought himself to all fours over my body. He slid the tip of his cock between my breasts, both of us watching it peek out the other side before he slid it back again. It was obscene and hot, and it felt so good. I couldn’t remember the last time my husband had done this — if ever.

I wrapped my hands around the back of his thighs as he began sliding back and forth over me, fucking my tits with his giant cock.

“Jesus fuck I could come just from this,” Seth groaned.

“Why don’t you?” I asked.

“You need to go home soon.” Maybe it was me, but he sounded disappointed.

“We’ll have time for you to get me off one more time before I leave,” I said boldly.

He stopped his thrusting and tilted his head to meet my eyes.

“You’re a hell of a woman, Teresa.”

Then he started fucking my breasts like his life depended on it. Back and forth, back and forth, sometimes so hard that the tip of his dick would hit my chin.

I felt the first spurt of his cum hit in the channel between my breasts. Then Seth pulled out, grabbed himself with one hand, and gave his cock several rough strokes as he released his seed over my breasts, painting my skin with his cum.

His eyes were dark and intense as he marked me, and I rubbed my legs together to keep from coming just from the sight of it.

Seth flopped over onto his back with a long groan.

“I’ll take care of you,” he promised. “Just give me a minute to recover.”

I lay there staring at the ceiling as the sticky cum dried on my skin, somehow hesitant to wipe it off. After a few minutes Seth’s breathing evened out and he made his way down towards the bottom of the bed, shoving his shoulders between my thighs. I bent my knees and let them fall out to the side to give him better access.

The first slide of his tongue on my pussy made my hips punch up, the second made me moan in pleasure. Seth slipped between my pussy lips, flattened his tongue, and began licking me up and down until I was making little whining noises.

“You’re dripping for me, you little slut,” Seth teased.

He wasn’t wrong, on either count. The roughness of his tongue felt incredible, ratcheting up my excitement, and right now I didn’t care who it was licking my pussy. I just wanted more. I needed more.

“More,” I gasped, to get the point across.

Between my legs, Seth chuckled before he honed his attention onto my clit. He tapped at it with his tongue, while stroking through my channel with his fingers. I moaned loudly when I felt his finger slide out of my pussy and between my ass cheeks, heading for my asshole. He pressed one blunt finger, wet with my own moisture, against my pucker. Instinctively I clenched. He bit down on my clit with his teeth, distracting me, and snuck that finger right inside my back door.

“Oh my God!” I whisper shouted.

“Like that, do you?” he grumbled against my center, his voice full of amusement.

He licked me up and down a few times before returning his attention to my clit. Meanwhile he began pumping in and out of my ass with that finger, bringing me closer and close to the edge.

I grabbed a pillow and slapped it over my face, then screamed as loud as I wanted as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through my body. I was shaking with the force of my orgasm, simultaneously trying to move away from Seth’s tongue and punching my hips up to grind against him some more.

Seth moved his finger out of my backside, and I felt my pucker clench, as if missing the intrusion, then he lifted his head and rested his chin on the soft swell of my lower belly. I threw the pillow to the side, lifting my head to stare at him.

“What. Did you. Just do to me?” I panted. “I swear the Earth moved.”

Seth grinned. “Just want to leave you with something to remember me by,” he said, his voice filled with masculine satisfaction.

We stayed like that for a minute or two before I heard my phone beep in the other room.

“That’s Chuck,” I said. “He’s probably wondering when I’ll be home.”

Seth rolled away from me, coming to his feet with a graceful fluidity that belied his age. He offered me a hand, pulling me to standing and planting a quick, sweet kiss on my lips.

“Thanks for last night,” he whispered.

“The pleasure was all mine,” I teased.

I stepped away to look for my clothes, but Seth stopped me with a hand on my wrist.

“If your husband ever decides to share you again, hit me up.”

I picked up my dress and gave him a smile. “Well, March Madness is coming. We’ll see what kind of bets Chuck and I can come up with for that.”


My Husband Reclaims Me After My First Time with Another Man – and I Have a Feeling It Won’t be the Only Time!



Ifelt my first tremors of nervousness as I made my way home to my husband. When we’d made the bet – the bet I’d won that allowed me to have one night with my sexy silver fox boss – Chuck had seemed fine with the idea. Interested even. I’d given him an out, but he hadn’t taken it. Instead, he’d encouraged me to go through with it.

My husband of fifteen years, the man I loved with all my heart, had wanted me to sleep with another man. I couldn’t decide how I felt about that.

I’d had an incredible night with Seth. All at once dominant but gentle, he’d made me come so many times I’d lost count. My poor pussy was sore from all the action, and still sticky from Seth’s come.

My husband had made only two requests. First, he didn’t want me to clean up before I came home to him. And second, he wanted to hear everything that happened while we were apart. The request had been thrilling when we’d discussed it – hell, the bet itself had been thrilling – but this was by far the wildest thing we’d ever done for a bet. I wasn’t sure if Chuck was going to have a change of heart once it sunk in with him that I’d slept with another man.

“Hey honey, are you here?”

My voice trembled a bit as I called out to my husband. He strode in from the kitchen with an intense look on his face.

“How was it?” he asked, stopping in front of me but not touching me.

He was wearing gray sweatpants and nothing else. Girl catnip.

“It was good,” I said, striving for a neutral tone.

“Just good?” he asked. “I would have thought old Seth would have been a powerhouse in the sack. I expected him to leave my wife fully satisfied.”

Screwing up my courage, I met Chuck’s eyes. “It was fucking incredible.”

He gave me a smile that was almost feral. “Well, I’m glad you had fun, sweetheart. But now it’s time to remind you who you belong to.”

Before I even processed his words Chuck pushed me back against the door, cupped my face in his hands, and gave a hard, claiming kiss. I moaned against his lips, and he shoved his tongue inside my mouth, his tongue dueling with mine.

My husband and I had a good sex life, even after all these years together, but I couldn’t remember the last time he’d been so dominant. I kind of liked it.

Chuck grabbed the hem of my dress and practically ripped it off my body, tossing it over his shoulder as if it was piece of trash. He gave my body an assessing look, as if looking for confirmation of what I’d done while we were apart, then he unhooked my bra and dragged my panties off my body, leaving me naked.

“Did Seth touch your breasts?” he asked, giving them a hard squeeze, one in each hand.

“Yes,” I answered breathlessly.

“These are my breasts.” He lowered his head and sucked some of the skin of my right breast into his mouth, biting down and sucking on the skin.

I cried out as he marked me with his mouth. When I ran my fingers through his hair, he slammed my hands up over my head, pinning my wrist together against the door while he continued to bite the sensitive skin of my breast. When he finally released me, the spot was red and throbbing.

His hand reached down and shoved between my legs to cup my pussy.

“Did he put his mouth on your pussy, or did he just fuck it?”

“Both.”

He gave me a squeeze that made me cry out. Then the pain faded into pleasure, and I felt myself grow wet. I liked seeing my husband like this. I liked it a lot.

Taking a half a step back, he released my hands and shoved off his pants. His cock was hard and angry looking. Chuck gripped my thighs, spreading my legs and lifting me off my feet. Instinctively I grabbed his shoulders with my hands and wrapped my legs around his hips. My husband ground his cock against me, and I rolled my hips to meet him.

“Seth’s always had the hots for you,” Chuck said. “He’s always been envious that I have such a beautiful wife. Jealous that I got you first, even though he’s too much of a gentleman to try to take you away from me.”

He lined his cock up with my channel, pressing the head against my opening.

“I know we made him happy, letting him have you, but it’s me you came back to.”

He shoved his cock inside me deep. I was dripping wet, and I was pretty sure that I was still filled with cum from last night, so Chuck slid in easily. We both groaned as he bottomed out inside me.

“Me who gets to keep you.”

Chuck slid partly out, then punched his hips forward to spear me with his cock again.

“Me who gets this pussy whenever I want.”

I raised one eyebrow, unable to resist teasing him. “Wanna bet?”

One corner of his mouth quirked up. “You always get to say no, sweetheart.”

I leaned my head forward until our lips were almost touching. “Yet I never want to, not with you.”

I saw his eyes flare before his mouth captured mine again, using his tongue to mimic the actions of his cock. I was surrounded by him, and I loved it. The kiss went on and on until my vision was fuzzy, and we broke apart again, gasping for air.

Chuck pounded into me so roughly that my body was bouncing against the door. He slid one hand between my head and the wood behind me, protecting me. The juxtaposition between his gentle protectiveness and the way he was fucking me like his life depended on it just made me love him more.

I was already incredibly close to an orgasm, but I needed more.

“Chuck!” I gasped. “I’m so close.”

He snaked one hand between our bodies and pressed his thumb against my clit, pressing and sliding it against my pelvic bone. The extra stimulation sent me right over the edge.

“Chuck!”

My back bowed and my eyes screwed close in pleasure as I shuddered through my orgasm. I came and came, it seemed to go on forever as my husband continued teasing my clit and shoving me up and down the door on his cock.

Suddenly he stilled -- for just an instant -- then Chuck groaned my name and pressed up deep inside me, releasing a long stream of cum into my body. He lowered his head to my shoulder, shifted his hips back, then punched forward again, releasing more cum until I was filled with his seed.

When he finished, we were both shaking from the intensity. Chuck’s knees buckled and he slid down to the floor, taking me with him, keeping our bodies connected. I sat on his lap, legs still wrapped tight around his waist, his now softening cock nestled inside my body, until my breathing finally slowed.

“Well, you really know how to welcome a girl home,” I teased, leaning forward to press a quick kiss to my husband’s lips.

“I never knew that sharing you would be so hot,” he said.

“It was hot for both of us,” I confirmed.

“I already have an idea for our next bet,” he said, staring into my eyes to watch my reaction.

“What?”

“If you win, you get to pick a guy to fuck.”

“And if you win?” I asked.

“I get to pick him for you,” he answered. “And this time I’ll watch.”
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I’d been dating my boyfriend Kyle for about seven months now, and this was our first Thanksgiving together. I didn’t have any family in town and neither did Kyle, so when he suggested we make our own special Thanksgiving dinner together I readily agreed.

We weren’t living together yet, but I was pretty sure we would be soon.

Things were going great between us, and I was planning to spend the four day holiday weekend at Kyle’s house. Hopefully, it would show him how great it would be to have me there twenty-four seven.

I kept imagining how it would feel to share this space with him for real. Would he still look at me like that every morning? Would he still kiss my neck while I made coffee in his T-shirt? Or would the magic fade once we moved in together?

“Mmm, everything smells delicious.”

Kyle came up to me while I was checking on the food in the oven, careful not to touch me until Igot the pans back inside. As soon as I stood up, his lips went to my neck.

“It’s so hot watching you cook for me.”

I rolled my eyes.

“That’s the heat from oven. Besides, you promised to help me, remember?”

If Kyle thought I was going to wait on him all weekend, he had another thing coming.

“That’s exactly what I came in here to do,” he reassured me.

“It’s half time, isn’t it?” I guessed as I turned around.

He gave me a boyish grin. “Yeah. But I still want to help.”

I gave him a long look.  His hair was tousled, making him look younger, and he hadn’t shaved today, leaving his square jaw covered in scruff.  His broad shoulders stretched against the thin tee shirt he wore, and when I glanced down, I could see he was sporting a semi.  I was pretty sure I knew exactly how he wanted to help.

“You can mash the potatoes,” I suggested with a smirk.

“I have a better idea.”

I felt that familiar coil of heat tighten low in my belly. It didn’t matter how many times he touched me like this, it always hit me like a sucker punch, fast and hot. And yet, I wanted more than just lust from him. I wanted the happily ever after.

He pulled me against him, kissing me deeply. His tongue slid into my mouth, his kiss hard and dominant.  While we kissed, he walked us towards the kitchen table. When my hips hit the table, I pulled away.

“How is this helping me cook?” I asked.

“I’m relaxing you.”

He grabbed my hips, lifting me up to sit on the table, then pulled my tee shirt over my head. He made quick work of removing my bra, tossing it over his shoulder and leaning down to take one nipple in his mouth. I gasped as his lips clamped down, drawing on my tit. I’d always been super sensitive and the sensation of him sucking on my tight bud was incredible.

“Kyle!”

My fingers went to his dark hair, holding him closely as he teased the nipple into a stiff peak before moving onto the other one. My breasts felt full and heavy from the attention, and my panties were rapidly growing damp.

Who was I kidding? They were soaked.

God, why did this turn me on so much? I should have felt awkward or shy, but instead, I felt powerful. Desired. Like every time he touched me, I became someone bolder. Someone I didn’t always recognize, but I kind of liked her.

Kyle pulled away, a mischievous smile on his face as he stepped back to unzip his jeans. I watched as he shoved his jeans down to his ankles, followed by his briefs. His thick cock bobbed free, fully hard now and dripping with pre-cum.

I reached out to give it a few tugs before Kyle pressed on my sternum, laying me down on the kitchen table. I was wearing a plain cotton skirt that hit me just above the knee, and he shoved it upwards, bunching it around my waist.

“You’re wearing panties with cartoon turkeys on them?” he asked with a laugh.

“Well, it is Thanksgiving,” I reminded him.

He pulled my panties down my legs, baring my shaved pussy, then bunched the panties up and stuffed them in my mouth. I moaned around the damp fabric. My hands were free so I could have pulled them out, but being gagged with my own panties was hot enough that I didn’t want to remove them.

“The Johnsons are having company today,” he told me, referring to our upstairs neighbors. “They don’t need to listen to you having a screaming orgasm while they eat.”

I narrowed my eyes at him in mock anger, but he was right. I was a screamer, especially with someone who knew how to play my body. And Kyle knew how to play my body.

He dragged my ass to the edge of the table, lifting my legs around his hips. Without preamble, he shoved his giant cock into my opening and began thrusting slowly in and out of my pussy.

I cried out against the panties in my mouth. I was wet, but not wet enough for this invasion. My channel stung from being stretched so quickly. Kyle shifted to bring one thumb to my clit, strumming it back and forth to ratchet up my arousal and help me relax.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he grit out as he plundered my pussy. “I love that about you.”

As my inner muscles relaxed, he picked up his pace. Strong fingers bit into my hips as he snapped his hips back and forth with increasing roughness.

I gripped the side of the table to keep him from fucking me across the room. With every thrust, my breasts bounced wildly, and when I looked at Kyle, he was staring at them as if he was hypnotized.

“These fucking tits…”

“Oh, oops. Sorry.”

We both paused as a man entered the kitchen. He looked vaguely familiar…
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