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By Riley Storm

Bree’s eyes opened as soon as the bright morning light began creeping through the crack in the blackout curtains.  She glanced at the clock on the hotel room’s side table.  It read: 8:23am.

Bree was lying naked, beside her naked husband, Blake.  They had both showered after the previous night’s festivities and didn’t bother getting dressed before getting under the covers of the fluffy duvet and promptly falling asleep.  Bree yawned and brushed the hair from her face.  She turned to Blake, who was still sound asleep.  She wormed closer to him, reaching her hand under the covers until she found his cock.

He was limp as she began gently stroking his cock and rubbing his balls.  It didn’t take long for Blake to wake up.  He laughed when he realized what was going on before turning to Bree and kissing her.  He ran his hand under the covers, reaching for Bree’s breasts.  The duvet had rubbed her nipples erect and Blake playfully pinched them between his fingers before grabbing each firmly.

“Well good morning,” Bree said as she felt Blake’s cock begin to grow.

“Good morning, indeed,” Blake replied.

They continued kissing as each other’s hand explored the other’s body.  

“That wasn’t a dream, was it?” Blake asked jokingly.

“My soreness suggests it was not,” Bree replies before kissing Blake again.

“Are you sure you’re ok with all this,” Bree asked.

Blake pulled his face away slightly so he could see his wife’s entire face.

With a serious expression, Blake said “I loved it.”

Bree smiled.  “Ok, I’ll stop asking.”

They kissed again, more passionately.

“What time do you think he’s coming over?” Bree asked.

“Not sure.  Hopefully soon.  Should we get breakfast?” Blake asked.

“No, not yet.  I need to work up an appetite,” Bree said, smirking.
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