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Excerpt

 


"Oh, fffffuck!" I gasped.

 


He pushed his face right in there, eating my
gushing cunt. My gasps and moans steadily grew. Just the knowledge
that my husband and his friends were right below us, plus
everything else, brought me right back to that edge he'd left me at
a few minutes before.

 


All at once, I came. A heated explosion of
bliss filled my body and mind. I humped his face as he at me,
grunting and moaning. He licked and sucked, and slurped. He didn't
ease off, just because I was cumming!

 


Breathless and weak, I reached behind,
trying to push him away. I couldn't even articulate the words! But
he ignored my feeble efforts and soon, I was moaning and bucking as
loud as ever, maybe more so! A minute after that, I came so hard I
thought something would break inside of me!

 


I was even weaker than before, but more adamant. My pussy
was overstimulated, it needed a break. As if somehow knew, he moved
away... And poked his dart-like tongue, deep into my
asshole...!
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We were out the day the new guy moved in
upstairs from us, but we sure knew when he had his first guest. The
grunts, moans, and screams for him to fuck her were a little hard
to miss.

 


"Hey, honey," my husband, Ken, of eight
years, called from the bedroom. He wasn't as loud as he usually was
when he did that, but I didn't really think anything of it at the
time. "What's up?" I asked, upon entering the room. He immediately
shushed me, which I wasn't too fond of, but he pointed to the
ceiling and looked up. Curious, I did, too.

 


With our room quiet, I immediately heard it.
A woman, moaning. There had been a couple up there, before, and I
don't think we ever heard them – And they moved out because she was
expecting! Up to this point, I just thought we had great insulation
or soundproofing, or something.

 


It caught me off guard and I turned, smiling
at Ken. Weirdly, this was kind of fun, in a silly sort of naughty
way. He grinned back, looking like a sexy jackass. And then there
was a thump upstairs that shocked us both.

 


Right away, it all got very loud. I never
really heard from him, outside of some grunts and moans, but
whoever she was, she was a screamer. "OH, YES! FUCK ME!" she
screamed. He pounded her so hard, we could hear the bedsprings.
Less than a minute later, it was the headboard banging against the
wall!

 


At some point in all this, my husband moved
closer to me. I think it was during her second orgasm. We could
tell because she barely spoke, other than a pre-event "I'm cumming"
or some such, but she moaned a whole lot. Frankly, I was jealous. I
counted myself lucky to have had an orgasm pretty much every time
we fucked. I have to say, that wasn't always the case before I met
Ken.

 


It was right around the time she perked up
for the third go, slowly recovering from the devastation of her
climax, that Ken put his hands on my hips from behind. As things
kicked up, upstairs, so did my husband. It had been a little while
and listening to that raw passion from upstairs, I was definitely
in the mood.
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