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By Riley Storm

It had been over a month since Blake and Bree had their hotel adventures with Scott.  Bree was enjoying the freedoms the hotwife lifestyle provided and Blake was enjoying the thrill of sharing his wife. 

“Hey, so I got a text from a friend of mine, he’s flying through town tonight and asked if I could meet for dinner.” Blake said to Bree as he entered the kitchen.  They had both just woken up and we’re both heading for the coffee pot.

“Oh, who?” Bree asked, filling the pot’s water reservoir.

Blake put his hand on Bree’s waist before kissing her neck gently.  Bree smiled and moaned in response.

“Brian.  I’ve mentioned him a few times.  Guy I was really close with in college.  Got married right after but is separated now.”  Blake kissed Bree’s neck again, his hands gliding down to her ass.  He squeezed.  Bree squirmed and laughed in response.  She pressed the coffee makers on button and spun around.  She wrapped her arms around Blake’s neck and pressed her lips into his.  Her tongue pushed into Blake’s mouth and they kissed, passionately.

They pulled away, Blake still holding Bree by her waist.  

“He the cute one?” Bree asked, a playful smile crossing her face as soon as the words left her mouth.

“Oh? Cute, huh?” Blake said, laughing.

“Are you jealous?” Bree asked playfully.

Blake pulled her closer, kissing her neck as she laughed.

“You want me to be, don’t you?”

“Maybe,” Bree said with a smile and moan as Blake continued to kiss her neck.

“You know, we used to fuck girl across the dorm room from each other.” Blake said between kisses.

“Oh, is that right?  You two were a couple of players, huh?” Bree said.

“You could say that,” Blake laughed. “He was a lot more successful than me, you could say more accurately.”  He kissed Bree again, grabbing her ass with both hands.  Bree stretched onto her toes, Blake’s tongue filling Bree’s mouth.

They pulled away.  Bree fell back to her feet before spinning around to the coffee maker as it finished.

Blake looked down at his wife’s ass, her small pajama shorts tightly molding around her firm ass.

“Fuck me,” Blake said.

“Pardon?” Bree responded.

“Your ass is...fuck,” Blake said, struggling to articulate exactly how he felt.

Bree pushed her ass back, against Blake, and began moving it slowly from side to side against Blake’s semi-hard cock.  It immediately responded, growing to full length.

Bree laughed, “Oh, I see.” 

Blake pulled back, “you’re killin’ me.  I have to go get ready for work.”

Bree made a sad face, turning so Blake could see, “Ok, I guess.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
BY RILEY STORM





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





