
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The bedroom was dim, lit only by the soft glow of the bedside lamp and the faint city light slipping through the half-open blinds. Alexis stood at the foot of our bed in nothing but black lace panties that already looked soaked through. Her skin—a warm, sun-kissed caramel—gleamed faintly with nervous sweat. Those full, heavy breasts strained against gravity as she breathed faster, nipples dark and tight. Her hips flared dramatically into that thick, round ass you always said could stop traffic.She glanced back at me once—eyes glassy, lips parted—then turned toward him.He was already naked, thick cock standing rigid and glistening from her earlier mouth. Not porn-star exaggerated, just... real. Heavy. Veined. The kind that makes a woman’s breath hitch when she sees how much thicker it is than what she’s used to at home.I sat in the upholstered chair in the corner, pants around my ankles, hand wrapped around my own shaft. Slow strokes. No rush. The ache in my balls was exquisite. Alexis hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and peeled them down slowly. The fabric clung wetly to her swollen lips before snapping free. A glistening strand of her arousal stretched and broke. She stepped out of them, kicked them toward me without looking. They landed across my thigh.“Tell him,” she whispered to the man behind her.He stepped forward, pressed the fat head of his cock against the cleft of her ass, letting it slide down until it nestled right at her entrance. “She’s dripping for it,” he said, voice low. “Been dripping since we walked in.” Alexis whimpered—half protest, half plea—then pushed back. The head disappeared inside her with a slick, audible sound. Her mouth fell open. No words, just a long, broken moan.He didn’t rush. He fed her another thick inch, then another, letting her feel every ridge, every vein stretching her open in a way I never quite could. Her hands flew to the bed, fingers digging into the comforter. That big, beautiful ass jiggled with each slow thrust as he worked deeper.“Look at your husband,” he murmured against her ear.Her head turned. Our eyes locked. Her pupils were blown wide, cheeks flushed dark. Mascara already smudged at the corners from earlier when she’d been on her knees for him.I stroked faster. Couldn’t help it.He bottomed out—hips flush against her ass—and held there. Alexis’s whole body shuddered. A low, animal sound came out of her throat. Her breasts swayed heavily beneath her.Then he started fucking her.Not gentle. Not cruel. Just deep, deliberate strokes that made her ass ripple every time his pelvis slapped against it. Wet, obscene sounds filled the room—her pussy gripping him, trying to keep him inside on every out-stroke. Her moans turned into sharp cries, higher and higher.“Fuck—oh god—he’s so fucking deep—”Her words dissolved into gasps. One hand reached back, spreading herself wider for him like she couldn’t get enough. The other braced on the mattress so she could push back to meet every thrust.I could see everything: the way her lips clung to his shaft on the pull-out, the creamy ring forming at the base, the way her clit was swollen and peeking out, untouched but throbbing.She started trembling. Not little shivers—full-body quakes.“I’m—fuck—I’m gonna—”He grabbed her hips with both hands, yanked her back hard onto his cock, buried to the root. Alexis screamed.Her back arched violently. Her ass clenched. Her thighs shook so badly I thought they might give out. A gush of clear fluid sprayed out around his shaft, soaking his balls, dripping down her legs, puddling on the hardwood. She kept coming—wave after wave—squeezing him so tight he groaned like he was in pain. Her breasts bounced wildly with each spasm, nipples brushing the sheets. I couldn’t hold back anymore. Hot ropes of cum shot across my stomach while I watched my wife ride out the longest, hardest orgasm I’d ever seen her have—on another man’s cock, in our bed, screaming his name instead of mine. When it finally ended she collapsed forward onto her forearms, panting, trembling, ass still in the air, his cock still buried inside her pulsing cunt. She looked back at me again—this time with a dazed, blissed-out smile. 
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