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About This Book

Our friend Becky swoons as she sees my husband sporting his morning glory as he walks down the hall to our bedroom, and I go to her room to confront her.  She makes a compelling case and soon I’m offering my husband to her, discovering that I quite like watching!

Read as my hubby takes my friend right in front of my eyes, pumping a sinful load into her body as she begs for his release!
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​I could see my husband’s toned ass as he maneuvered, and his balls hung down heavy and ripe.  I watched his cock sway and then saw him grip it, steering it towards Becky’s honeypot.

“Yes,” she hushed, then she let out a moan that told me everything.

Grant sighed as he entered her.  It was that heady sigh that I’d heard before when I wrapped my pussy around him.  He pushed all the way deep and Becky cooed.

“I’ve waited so long for this,” she said.

I felt those words twist like a knife inside me.  It told me that Becky had lusted after Grant all this time, but I suppose I should give her credit for not doing anything about it.  It took me insisting that she fucked him for something to finally happen, and I could only blame myself for that.

That’s what I did for the next few minutes.  I blamed myself.  I sat on the bed and rocked gently as Grant fucked my best friend, and I blamed myself for all of it.

I sniffled and tried to change my attitude.  Becky looked around the side of my husband and saw my glassy eyes.

“Do you want us to stop?” she asked.

I shook my head.  I didn’t want to say anything for fear of it coming out all garbled and snivelly.

Grant glanced back.  “Honey?” he asked, reaching out for me.

I squeezed his wrist.  “I want you to do this properly,” I told him.  “Don’t hold back.  I need to see this.”

Grant nodded, as though he was in charge of some mission of high importance.  He turned back to Becky and put his lips on hers.

I watched her eyes bulge as he started to kiss her.  She glanced at me, and I touched her calf to let her know it was okay.

She closed her eyes and started to kiss my husband back, then her hands wrapped around his big back, and she started to scratch at him.

I watched her nails leave trails of red across my husband’s skin like she was branding him, and I watched him fuck Becky harder because of it.  He started to pound into her, and she started to bite his lip as he fucked her.

“Make me come!” she cried, putting her forehead to his and staring deep into his eyes.

I was speechless.  I was watching their intense passion play out before me, like some voyeur that peeps on shows in Amsterdam or something.  It felt like I was intruding in a private moment, as though I was the one in the wrong.

I rubbed at my thigh and looked around the act, seeing my husband’s bouncing ass.  I watched his balls swing against Becky and saw him pin her legs back to fuck her harder.
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