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Chapter 1

It was Saturday morning, and summer had just started. Katie and I were in the living room of our house in Heritage Hills. We were waiting for Raymond Grant to arrive. He was the man we hired to renovate our yard.

Katie was scrolling through her phone while I was reading a short sci-fi book. I put my phone down and looked at my wife’s smooth legs.

Katie was wearing a gray shirt and denim shorts that hugged her slim waist and round butt. It was also tiny, so it displayed a lot of her magnificent legs. Katie saw me looking, and she smiled at me.

“Raymond will be here soon,” I said to my beautiful wife after glancing at my watch. It was a challenge tearing my gaze away from her hot body.

“Yeah?” Katie looked at me. “It's almost nine.”

“He said on the phone yesterday he’ll arrive at nine.”

I grinned at my wife. She looked so perfect in her messy bun. Katie’s sexy, innocent, girl-next-door look always turns me on to no end.

“How about . . . ?” I stood up from the couch and approached her. Katie crossed her legs and looked at me with a smile. We’ve been married for two years and can already read each other so clearly.

“Yes, Henry? How about what?” my wife asked me. Katie rested her arm on her thigh, her upper body leaning forward, alluring eyes looking back at me, a seductive smile on her pretty face.

I started pulling down my shorts. “How about a quickie before Raymond arrives?”

“Hmmm?” Katie said, cutely rolling her eyes at me. “You’re horny again? We just did it earlier when we woke up.

“So, then we’ll do it again,” I said. My cock was out now, hard, and pointed at her. “It's impossible to stop myself around you.”

“Come closer, babe,” Katie said. She put both hands on my hips and uncrossed her legs. She leaned closer forward and opened her mouth.

Her lips were a mere inch from my cock when we heard the sound of a vehicle parking on the side of the road in front of our house.

We heard Raymond Grant’s silver pick-up truck before we saw it. It was old, and its engine sounded like it was on its last breath. Its aluminum body creaks from rust and old parts. The exhaust sputtering, puffing sooty smoke. That pick-up truck was on the other side of the definition of road-worthy.

I pulled my shorts up. Katie stood up from the couch and fixed her hair. She smiled at me as if to say, oh, sorry, maybe let's have that quickie later? We went to the door and watched as Raymond parked on the side of the road. Raymond opened the driver’s door, and his truck creaked when he got out of it.

Raymond Grant is a huge black man in his mid-fifties. He has thick hair and an untamed, wild beard. Raymond appeared weathered and rugged, but he looked strong and reliable. He lives just outside Heritage Hills and earns his living by being a landscaper, electrician, carpenter, and overall maintenance man for the residents. He was wearing a faded red shirt, jeans, and work boots.

He paused and lighted a cigarette. It was already nine in the morning. Raymond leaned his lower back on the hood of his pick-up and looked at the road and the sidewalk and the trees and the houses. A dog barked. A car passed by and honked at him. Raymond nodded at the driver. When he was done smoking, he threw the cigarette butt on the ground and stepped on it.

“He’s huge,” Katie said to me.

“Let's talk to him,” I said.

“Alright. Should I change?” Katie asked

“Hmmm?”

“Should I change into something more, ummm, appropriate?” We both looked down at her tiny shorts.

I grinned at her. I already have a ready answer. I squeezed her round butt. “Nah. It's fine. He’s here to do a job. I doubt he’d notice what you are wearing.”

Katie was in doubt, but she smiled back. “Is this one of your fantasies again?” she whispered to me. I raised my hands and shook my head, acting innocent.

Raymond Grant was looking at our yard and at our house. He nodded when he noticed us standing by the door. Should we go to him, or should we wait for him to approach us?

“Let’s go, Henry. He’s waiting.” Katie said. She held my hand and walked towards the big man who would change our married life forever.


Chapter 2

“Hey, Raymond,” I said. “I’m Henry. Well, I’m the one you talked to on the phone yesterday.”

I looked up at him. He’s only a few centimeters taller than me, but it seemed more than that. He towered over me. His chest is huge. His arms are huge.

“Yeah,” Raymond Grant said, and then he paused. “Ray. Just call me Ray.” He shook my hand. He looked at my wife, and I saw the change in his eyes. This job is now beginning to be quite interesting. “And who is this sweet thing?”

I’m sorry, what? What did he say?

“Oh, I’m Katie. I’m Henry’s wife,” she said, smiling, all sweet. Her hand disappeared when he shook it. It was hot, and I wiped the back of my neck with my palm. I watched as Ray’s eyes roamed my wife’s body. He took his time. He was in no rush at all. He leered at the shape of her perky tits under the gray shirt, at her spectacular legs, at her pretty face.

“Nice to meet you two,” Ray said. His grumpy mood earlier became a little lighter. “Nice house you have,” he said thoughtfully. “Looks a bit like modern Spanish. Well-ventilated. Looks relaxing. Lots of windows.”

“Oh, thank you,” Katie said sweetly. “A friend of ours from college designed it. We’re still paying for the house, but Henry and I love it, and we’re happy,” she said proudly.

“You guys are still in your twenties, right? You married early,” Ray commented.

“We got married a few months after we graduated from college,” I said to Ray. We were talking under the canopy shade of a honeylocust tree. “We’re lucky we found good jobs.”

“Yeah,” Ray grunted.

“We are quite new here,” Katie said. “Our neighbors are lovely, so that's also a big plus.”

“Yes. This is a nice neighborhood. Everyone here calls for my services at least twice a year,” Ray looked around. “Landscaping, roof-repair, broken water heater, electrical problems, wall painting, everything.”

Katie nodded, and she turned around. Ray stared at the perfect shape of her round butt.

“It's hot. Would you like to go inside and have a drink of cold water before we start?” Katie asked him.

“Maybe later. Let’s walk around first. Tell me about the job and what you’d like me to do to your yard,” Ray said, putting on a basketball cap.

Our front yard was simple. There’s a lawn of drying Bermuda grass. Small cypress trees lined the row beside the concrete fences. There is a blue steel gate and a  driveway going to the garage. Except for the grass that is turning gray and brown, our yard was perfect. At least, that's what I thought. But Katie had other ideas.

“So, if possible, we’d like to add some new pavers here,” Katie began telling Raymond her ideas on improving our front area. “Maybe we can curve the path, put some lighting here, and add plants with livelier colors.”

“Let’s put a retaining wall here,” Ray suggested, “and trim those trees.” He took out a small notebook and a pencil and started taking notes. He was serious and completely focused on the job. I walked around with them. I was at the back, nodding and saying that's right, uh-uh, yes, that makes sense, that's a good idea. I had nothing to contribute.

It took almost an hour before Katie and Ray finished discussing the improvements. We went to the porch. Ray sat on a wooden bench, which creaked upon receiving his weight. He removed his cap and looked at his notebook. He was writing numbers now.

Katie went inside, and when she came out, she was carrying a pitcher of cold water and three glasses on a tray. She put those down on the table, and she sat beside me. She looked at me and smiled, excited. Ray looked at my wife’s legs again.

“So, uhhh, everything’s clear now? So far? Everything good?” I asked both of them.

“Yeah, Henry,” Ray said after drinking the water in the glass. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand while looking at my wife’s face. Their eyes met, and she gave him a sweet smile. Katie crossed her legs, her body tilted towards Ray.

“So, ummm, how much will this cost us?” I asked him.

Raymond stood up. He looked at our small yard from the porch. “There are many things to do here, but nothing heavy. Work will probably take four or five days. I can do it myself. It's easy work,” Raymond finished drinking the water and wiped his beard. “Easy,” he repeated and looked at Katie. She raised an eyebrow at him.

“So?”

Raymond wrote a number on his small notebook and showed it to us. I nodded. This was within our budget. “Alright,” I said. “Four or five days, then? This amount includes everything? Labors and materials? Even the lighting fixtures?”

“Yeah, I’ll start at eight in the morning. I’ll begin tomorrow. I need to shop for the materials I need to install, some plants, some fertilizers. Things like that. I need to do some measurements first.”

I stood up and looked at the message on my phone. “Babe,” I said to Katie, who was watching me. “I need to go inside the house and send some emails. My boss is following up on something.”

“Oh? Is it urgent?” Katie asked. She put down the glass on the tray. Ray was looking at the grass, thinking about something.

“A bit,” I said. I shrugged as if my hands were tied, and there was nothing I could do. I turned my attention to Raymond. He was touching the measuring tape that was clipped on his leather belt. “Uhhh, do you need help with the measurements?” I asked him.

“Nah. I’m fine, bud,” he said.

Katie stood up suddenly. “I’ll help Ray,” she volunteered. Well, this garden renovation was her project, her idea. She was facing me, and her back was turned to Ray. Ray rubbed his bearded chin while staring at my wife’s fantastic ass, deep in thought.

Ray shrugged. “I wouldn't mind some help from a pretty woman,” he said. Katie turned and smiled at him. Earlier, she was conscious of how tight and tiny her shorts were. There was nothing of that awkwardness now. In a very short time, she had warmed up to Raymond Grant.

I carried the tray of glasses inside the house. I put them in the sink and washed them. It was only three glasses. I dried my hands and went up the stairs to the room I use as an office. I pulled the blue curtain aside and opened the window. From this angle, I couldn't see my wife and Ray. They were still on the porch, covered by the white roof. I could hear their voices but couldn't understand what they were saying.

I looked at the framed photo of my wife that was taken when we got married. The photo was hanging at eye level on the wall beside the window.

After the wedding, the photographer approached us and asked if he could use her wedding photos as the main photos on his website. It is still there. You can go to his website, and Katie’s photo is the first photo you will see. She was smiling at the camera and holding a bouquet of flowers. She was radiant that day, a goddess.

I sat down, opened my laptop, and started typing a response to my boss. It took less than ten minutes. I closed my laptop and stood up and looked outside the window. I looked down and saw that Katie and Raymond were doing measurements. Should I join them? Maybe later. I watched them, my hands on the windowsill.

“The retaining wall should be this high and this long. Alright with you, Katie?” Ray asked my wife. Using his measuring tape, he showed her how high it would be from the ground.

“Hmmm,” Katie nodded. Raymond Grant handed her his small notebook. She wrote the numbers on it. “About twelve inches. Can we add pots here?”

“Planting boxes would be better. What color would you like?”

“Black should be amazing,” Katie said,  looking at his notebook.

Ray smiled and whispered something to Katie. It was quick, less than five seconds. Katie looked at his face, her eyes widening. Then she looked down at his notebook and the pencil in her hand. She seemed a bit embarrassed. Or maybe I was only imagining things. Katie bit her lower lip and looked at the porch. While holding the pen and notebook, she reached behind her head and tied her hair in a neat ponytail.

“Let's continue,” Raymond said. What did he whisper to her?

They walked around the yard. Ray was talking, and Katie was taking notes like she was his sexy secretary. He stood behind her and checked what she was writing. I breathe through my mouth. The sound was almost like a soft whistle. Katie doesn't have the height of a supermodel, but she has long legs, and she’s not short. Her height is perfect, yet next to Raymond, she looks so tiny, so fragile.

I imagined this huge man grabbing Katie’s slim waist, then slamming her down on his cock, penetrating her sweet pussy deep, making her come in an instant, causing her eyes to roll to the back of her head.

Oh fuck. Jeez. What the hell? What am I thinking? I shook my head. We’re not there yet. I really should rein in thoughts like these. I closed my eyes and rubbed the bridge of my nose. I checked my laptop for a few minutes.

When I came back to the window, Katie and Raymond were gone. What? Where? Where are they? Sharp panic set in my chest. I looked at Raymond’s battered pickup. It was still there, parked under the shade of the tree.

I almost called Katie’s name,  but then they appeared. They went to the back of the house. But our backyard wasn't part of the renovation. So, what did they do there?

They were almost finished. Raymond half-knelt and made a final measurement. “One point two,” he said. “Twelve meters. I’ll put the wires here.” Katie wrote what he said like a dutiful assistant.

I continued watching them. There was no point for me to go down and join them. They were almost done. Katie looked at me and waved. I waved back and grinned at her. Good job, babe, was my message. She looked happy and proud.

They continued talking to each other under the shade of the honeylocust tree. Katie returned Raymond’s tiny notebook to him, and he put it back in his breast pocket.

Raymond said something, maybe a joke or a funny comment, which made my wife laugh. She covered her mouth with her hand and touched Raymond’s thick arm. She held it for a few seconds before letting it go.

They talked for another ten minutes. Raymond’s grumpiness was gone. He was smiling now, nodding and grinning. He looked younger. Katie touched his arm again. Raymond rubbed his beard while looking at my wife, his eyes savoring the shape of her tits.

Finally, they were finished. Raymond looked up and saw me. He nodded at me, and I waved back. Tomorrow, he’d begin his work here. Raymond got into the car and started its engine. Sooty smoke from the exhaust filled the air.

Raymond, as he was driving away, almost hit Paul Rohit, our fifty-year-old neighbor across the street. Paul shook his head. That pick-up should be banned, and the driver too, his face said.

Paul’s day had started badly, but his face lighted up when he saw Katie. She greeted him with a good morning. Paul Rohit tried to engage my wife in small talk, but she excused herself and went back inside our house. Poor guy.


Chapter 3

“Did you notice how he looks at you?” I asked Katie. It was three in the afternoon. We were in the living room. The wireless speaker was connected to Katie’s phone, and it was playing her current favorite pop songs on low volume.

“Raymond?” She took a small scoop of ice cream from the paper cup she was holding and brought it to her mouth. She licked her lips.

I smiled. “Yes, babe. Raymond. His eyes were full of lust.”

“Full of lust?” she said cutely. “That's a bit too much. I think he’s okay. I think Raymond is, ummm, cute in his own way.” Katie said.

“Cute? Really? You find him cute?”

“He’s funny too.”

“Funny? He looks very serious.”

“Oh. I think he’s a sweet person.” Katie finished eating all the chocolate ice cream. She placed the empty cup on the table. She leaned on the armrest of the couch and draped her feet on top of my thighs. I rubbed her legs.

“What did he say to you earlier?” I asked her.

“He said a lot of things to me,” Katie said sweetly. “We talked for quite some time, Henry.”

Katie was wearing a short yellow housedress. I continued rubbing her smooth legs. “He said something that made you blush,” I asked her. “What was it?”

Katie looked at the door. She tucked her hair behind one ear. At that moment, I wanted to come on her pretty face. “You were watching us from the window, Henry. There was no way for you to see if I blushed or not. You were too far.”

“Not that far. Besides, you’re very obvious when you blush. So, what did he whisper to you?”

“Ummm,” Katie paused. She stood up and sat on my lap and wrapped her arms around my neck. She just finished taking a shower. She smelled like rose and jasmine. Her hair was still a bit damp. Her lovely tits were near my face. She wasn't wearing a bra. I kissed her yummy cleavage.

“So?”

“Well, he said he thinks I’m hot.”

“He’s quite bold for a man of his age. Don't you think?”

“He’s not that old,” Katie said while playing with my hair. “He’s not . . . oh yes, please. Suck my nipples, Henry.”

Her pink nipples were stiff and waiting for my mouth. I sucked and licked them hungrily. Katie closed her eyes. She bit her lip, her hands grabbing my hair, pulling me tighter to her.

“He wants you,” I said, laying her down on the couch.

“Maybe,” Katie moaned. She opened her legs slightly, giving way to my hands going up her sexy, warm thighs. Her pussy was soaked. She wasn't wearing any underwear. “Oh, oh, yes . . .”

I slid two fingers inside her, making her shiver.

“Imagine Raymond doing this to you,” I said. I began licking her clit while fingering her. Her pussy was dripping.

“Oh fuck, Henry . . . you’re bad . . .”

I looked up at her. Katie was thrashing her head from side to side. I pulled my fingers out of her pussy and replaced them with my tongue. I started tongue-fucking her, and she came into my mouth instantly.

“My god . . .” Katie opened her eyes. She was breathless, her chest moving up and down. “My god . . .” she repeated. I grinned at her. My face was wet. She squirted on me.

“Oh my gosh,” Katie gasped when she saw my face. “Are you alright? What . . . what happened to you?”

“You squirted on my face, babe,” I said. I wiped my face with a tissue and got on top of her.

“I, uhhh, I don't squirt,” Katie said, adorably shocked.

“You do now. Is it because of all this talk about Raymond?” I kissed her before she could answer. I was hungry for her. My shorts were on the floor, and my cock was iron hard. I squeezed her tits while French-kissing her. She moaned in my mouth. Her eager tongue played with mine.

“Raymond wants to fuck you,” I said while looking at her gorgeous face. “He wants to pound your pussy hard with his cock.”

Katie averted my gaze. Her cheeks were blushing. “I don’t know. He’s so huge. He might ruin me.”

I could hear my heartbeat. My eyes and breath were hot. I was inexplicably turned on thinking about Raymond Grant screwing Katie.

“Fuck me, please, Henry,” she begged.

I slid my hard cock into her. Katie’s pussy was soft and warm and tight. She wrapped her legs around my waist. “Imagine,” I panted, “Imagine if Raymond is fucking you right now.”

“Ahhh . . .”

“Imagine his cock going in and out of you. His cock, goddamn, babe, that man’s cock is probably massive. Your pussy’s the best!”

“Oh my god! Do . . . you want me to have sex with him?” Katie asked while my cock was balls-deep inside her.

“Fuck. I don't know,” I squeezed her tits. I grabbed the top of her head. I fucked her hard, my relentless dick pumping in and out of her.

We looked at each other. Katie was urging me on, pleading at me with her alluring eyes. “But, goddamn,” I grunted. “Raymond fucking you . . . that would be so fucking hot!”

“Come inside me, babe!” Katie begged. Her eyes were half-closed, unfocused, her mouth open. We came together. She sobbed while her overheated body convulsed. This was heaven. The feeling was fucking immeasurable. So good! Katie hugged me tighter as I shot my warm and sticky load inside her, filling her pussy up.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!“ She chanted. I already came, but my cock was still hard. In my mind, Raymond was pulling her hair while pistoning her dripping pussy from behind.

Katie looked at my sweaty face. She smiled, impressed that I could still go. Yes, more, please, her eyes begged. More sex. I gritted my teeth and plunged deep into her again and again and we came together for the second time.

“Hmmm, that was amazing,” Katie said once we finally caught our breath. We were lying on the sofa. She was on top of me, her head resting on my chest. I was naked except for my shorts. She was still wearing her sexy yellow dress.

“Yes, hon. It was. You’re smoking . . . and your fantasy about, ummm, about having sex with Raymond is hot.”

Katie looked up at me and smiled. She brushed her damp hair to see my face better. “Hey, hey, that is your fantasy . . .”

“And it turns you on a lot. Raymond will start the work tomorrow.”

“Yeah,” Katie said, reading my face. She was hoping for something. “So?”

“Well, nothing.” This time, I was the one who avoided her gaze.

“You’re cute,” Katie kissed the tip of my nose. “I know what's on your mind. I’m not sure, babe. I’ll think about it.” She grinned adorably and stood up. I stared at her cleavage. She took my hand. “Now, let's go clean up.”

“Give me a blowjob before dinner?” I asked her. Katie rolled her eyes at me and then gave me another quick kiss on the lips.

We took a shower. Katie changed into an oversized shirt and green shorts. She went to the kitchen to prepare afternoon snacks. It was yogurt with honey and berries for her, a ham sandwich and coffee for me. We watched a thirty-minute comedy show on the TV while eating. I squeezed her tits several times during that period.

When we were done having snacks, I helped her wash the plates. I slapped her butt thrice, teasing her while we were drying the plates. Katie grinned at me, and I kissed her. The quick smack turned into a full-minute French kiss.

We went outside the house and took a walk in the neighborhood. The weather was nice. People were outside, too. They were sitting in their yards, cooking barbecues, playing frisbee, walking their dogs, and riding their bikes.

Paul Rohit, our neighbor, was watering his shrubs using a hose. Katie waved at him. His face lighted up. Seeing my wife seems to be one of the highlights of his day. Katie was wearing a nice blue shirt and black yoga pants. Paul leered at my wife’s tits and slender legs.

“Everything good, man?” I asked him.

“Everything’s perfect. Nice afternoon for a walk, huh? Hello, Katie,” he said.

“Hello, Paul,” Katie smiled at him. “Where’s Annie?”

“She has hospital duty today until nine. Uhhh, do you guys want to come inside the house?”

Katie shook her head apologetically. “Thank you, Paul. Maybe next time? We plan to go to the park.”

Paul watched the sexy sway of Katie’s hips as we walked away.

“One of these days, you’ll give that man a heart attack. I think our neighbor is in love with you.” I whispered to Katie, teasing her.

She just laughed. “Don't be like that, babe. Paul’s a nice man.”

Katie stopped to pet several dogs. A pomeranian flopped on his back and asked for a long belly rub. The owner of the dog asked for my wife’s number.

Gustavo Denny, the president of the homeowners association, rolled down the window of his car when he saw us.

“Hey Henry, there’s a meeting on Saturday next week at ten in the clubhouse. Don't forget, and please, bring your lovely wife.”

I gave him a thumbs-up. “Thank you, sir,” Katie said. “We’ll be there.”

“Very good. I heard you hired Raymond to fix your front yard?”

“Yes, just minor renovations,” I said.

Gustavo paused. It seemed there was something else he wanted to say, but he kept it to himself, whatever it was. “See you next week, guys. And Katie, you look lovely.” He rolled his window up and drove to his house.

I held my wife’s hand and squeezed it. “Damn,” I smiled. “It seems every man in this neighborhood wants to fuck you.”

Katie smiled shyly. “That's not true at all.”

We put a picnic blanket on the ground when we arrived at Heritage Hills Park. Katie and I sat on it and watched the relaxing scene around us.

It was Saturday afternoon so there were quite many people. There were groups playing soccer and badminton. Cyclists and joggers were circling the path. Boyfriends and girlfriends were sitting on the grass. They were having a date and eating chips and taking pictures of themselves and uploading that immediately on their social media.

We live in a close-knit neighborhood. Everyone knows everybody. Katie and I are the newest residents, and they made us feel welcome.

William and Belinda approached us. They are a married couple who live on the same street. William works in IT, and Belinda works in a bank. They are near our age.

“Hey, guys. How about barbecue next week at our house?” William said to us. He was looking a little too long at my wife.

“Sounds like a good idea, Bill,” I said. Belinda is a pretty brunette with cute dimples and huge tits.

“Deal then.”

“What’s the occasion?” Katie sweetly asked them.

“Oh, it's my birthday,” Belinda said excitedly. Katie and I happily greeted her in advance.

They brought their own picnic blanket and placed it beside ours. Belinda asked Katie where she bought her shoes and pants. They talked about their work, the schedule of the upcoming concerts of their favorite artists, and the books they are reading right now. William and I talked about our jobs and the current performance of our favorite basketball teams.

The conversation continued with Bill and Belinda, but I began tuning them out. I watched my wife, admiring her lovely expressions, her seductive girl-next-door charm, her hot body, her long hair, her smile, her graceful movements. Everything about her is almost perfect.

Tomorrow, Raymond Grant will begin his work at our house. I don't know what will happen. I was imagining a lot of things, a lot of different scenarios, but all of them would end with Raymond’s huge balls deep inside my wife’s tight pussy.


Chapter 4

Raymond Grant arrived at exactly eight in the morning. He parked under the tree like the previous day and got out of the vehicle. He lighted a cigarette stick while waiting for us to come out of the house. Katie was still in the shower.

“I’ll see to him first,” I said to my wife. “Follow us when you’re done, Katie.”

“Yes, love,” she said from inside the closed door of the bathroom.

“And ummm . . .”

“What is it, Henry.”

“Wear something sexy?”

“Hmmm, I’ll think about it,” Katie said in a shy but playful voice.

Are we really doing this? There was a knot forming inside my stomach. Katie seducing Raymond is just sex talk, nothing more. My wife fucking the landscaper? What is that? That only happens in fantasies, in one of those porn movies. That doesn't happen in real life. Besides, Raymond is a lot older than my wife. He’s not one of those hunky bastards with six-pack abs and a foreign accent. He’s an old man.

So, Henry, relax. My wife will flirt with him a little. She’ll smile at him. She’ll touch his arm and hand. Raymond will tell her again how hot and pretty she is. Harmless fun. It won't go any farther than that. Sex-talk, thats all there is to it.

I went out of the house to talk to Raymond. He faced me with a smoking cigarette between his teeth. He was wearing a red shirt with some dried paint on it, work jeans, and work boots. He came alone with no assistant to help him. He was really planning to do all the labor himself.

I looked at the back of his silver pickup truck. His tools and the things needed for the renovation of our yard were all there. Shovels, spades, pruning shears, some seedlings, small plants, a ladder, electrical wires, pavers, sacks of fertilizers, gravel, bags of garden soil, everything.

“Hey, Raymond,” I said to him.

“Henry,” he said and threw the cigarette butt on the ground and stepped on it. “Aren't you supposed to be in the office today?”

“Ehhh, It’s Sunday.”

“Right. Where’s Katie?” His eyes went to our porch, looking for my wife.

“She’s taking a shower. Do you want some help in unloading your truck?”

“You’re paying me to do all the work. I’ll do it,” he said.

“I’ll help in the unloading, man.”

“If you insist. Keep the tools there. Bring the sacks over there below the porch.”

Raymond grabbed a sack of fertilizer and put it over his shoulder. He grabbed another one and also slung that over his shoulder. I tried to do the same, but I almost lost my balance. I couldn't carry two sacks at the same time. My spine would break into several pieces. I really should go to the gym more often.

I was able to move four bags and some concrete pavers of different shapes and sizes. When Raymond and I were done, my fingers and my shoulders felt numb.

“Not bad, Henry,” he said. “Thanks for the help.”

“Yeah,” I said slowly. I didn't want him to notice that I was out of breath. “Don't mention it.”

Our eyes immediately went to the porch when I heard the door open. I told Katie to wear something sexy, and she did just that. She decided to wear a floral-printed, sleeveless summer dress. A large part of her fantastic cleavage was exposed. The hem of the dress reached five inches above her knees. It was held by thin spaghetti straps. The dress was cute and sexy but not really that slutty. It gave her a fresh and innocent look. Her hair was down, and she wasn't wearing any makeup at all. Katie also had white sneakers on and a huge gardening hat. She was holding a garden spade.

“Hey, guys,” she called to us adorably. “Everything okay? Guys?”

Raymond and I had to close our mouths. “My Lord,” Raymond said, then he finally remembered why he was here. “Hey, Katie. Hey. Everything’s good here. We just unloaded some stuff.”

“Wow, you look so hot,” I said to her.

“Oh. Thank you. I figure I’ll help out, too,” she said. We watched her as she walked down the porch. Raymond and I just stood there. He whistled.

“Damn,” he said. He even rubbed his hands together, like my wife was a gift that he would open soon. Katie beamed at him.

“So what can I do to help?”

Raymond looked at us and then raised his palms. “Guys, guys. There’s really no need. I can do these all by myself. Come on. That's what you are paying me for. Also, it's so hot.”

“We can use a little sun,” Katie said. “Also, it's Sunday. We really have nothing lined up to do but to laze inside the house. Right, babe?” she looked at me.

“I mean, yeah, sure. This will be good exercise.”

“You guys are persistent.”

Raymond gave me a rake to remove the dead plants and a shovel to make a mound. After thirty minutes, I realized it was not really a good idea to volunteer for this. My wrists and my arms started complaining.

Katie was comfortably under the shade. She was using her spade to plant herbs. It was light work. Raymond was whistling while digging the foundation of the retaining wall. I was drenched in sweat.

Raymond half-knelt beside my wife and said something to her. I was on the other end of the yard. I couldn't hear what they were talking about. Katie turned her head to me and then resumed talking to Raymond. She was blushing again. She looked at her herbs and nodded. Raymond’s mouth was so close to her lips that they were almost kissing. He looked at my wife’s tits. Katie really looked fantastic in that dress. I wiped the sweat from my eyebrows.

Raymond handed Katie a pruning shear and told her to trim some of the old branches of the cypress tree. He stood behind her. He had a hard-on. His dick was touching her butt. Or was it? The angle was wrong from where I was, and I really couldn’t see.

Katie acted like nothing was happening. Our eyes met for only a second. My breathing became faster. It's happening now. Raymond saw all the signs, and he was making his move on my wife.

Raymond squeezed Katie’s butt. It was quick, just a split second. Katie gasped, but she didn't stop what she was doing. Raymond looked at me to check if I saw what he did. I looked at the ground. This man . . . this man touched my wife, and I let him. I can still stop this before it gets any further. But do I want to? It was hard to concentrate. My cock is as hard as the handle of this shovel. Raymond whispered something to my wife again.

After an hour, Katie walked over to me and told me that she would prepare some snacks.

“You look so handsome,” she said to me, smiling. “Sweaty and doing manual labor.” She kissed me and then went inside the house. I went back to my task, which was breaking clods of soil with my shovel.

“Your wife is extraordinary, huh?” Raymond said to me. I didn't see him. He was standing behind me. I stood straight and turned to the man who was making moves on my wife.

“Yes. She is.”

Raymond lighted his cigarette. “She is perfect, isn't she? Kind and pretty and hot. Just my type.”

“Alright, Ray. If you say so.”

“I say so. I’ve met almost all the wives in this neighborhood, and I’d say Katie is the most attractive. How is she in bed?”

“What?”

“You heard me.”

“She’s the best.”

“There are many beautiful wives here in this place,” Raymond continued after taking a long drag. “Lots of beautiful women. Lonely wives, single professionals, careerwomen, lots . . .”

He took another long drag while looking at my face, reading me. This is now the moment of truth. I put the shovel down and leaned it against the wall. I looked at our house, the place Katie and I built. Raymond’s face was expressionless. He was waiting for me to say something. He had been in situations like this before. Part of me still didn't want to say it, but I couldn't stop myself. The ship had already sailed. We are here now.

“So?” I began. “Do you want to fuck my wife?


Chapter 5

“Guys, snacks are ready,” Katie called to us from the window after thirty minutes. I looked at Raymond and signaled to him to go inside. He nodded. I dropped my shovel and climbed the porch. Raymond walked a few steps behind me. My heart was pounding. We opened the front door and went inside.

“Did you eat breakfast before coming here, Ray?” my wife asked when the three of us were in the kitchen.

“Just coffee,” Raymond said. I went to Katie, put one hand on her hip, and kissed her quickly. The three of us sat on the chairs around the kitchen table. I sat beside Katie, and Raymond sat on the opposite side.

“You must be hungry,” Katie said, smiling at him. “I hope what I made is enough.” I placed my hand on her thigh under the table. She moved her seat closer to me. Raymond watched every move we made.

In a short time, Katie was able to prepare a lot. She made peanut butter and banana sandwiches, a mix of nuts and seeds, fried eggs, fried chicken, and beef jerky. These are foods for replenishing protein and carbohydrates to give us sufficient energy for the intense physical activity that will happen soon, and I don't mean gardening. There’s also soda, iced tea, and cold-brew coffee to quench our thirst. She prepared for this.

“This is more than enough, Katie,” Raymond said. “But thank you.”

We talked while we were having snacks. We learned that Raymond is divorced and that he lives alone. He used to travel a lot and lived in three different states before arriving and settling in Arlow. He once had a twenty-man team doing construction work all over the city, but the company fell on hard times, and the business scaled down.

“Now, there’s only me. It’s not so bad. I was able to save a lot from before. I’m okay. Besides, I like doing this type of work. Keeps me active. Keeps me strong. I also get to meet lots of interesting people,” Raymond looked at my wife when he said that.

“And your ex-wife?” Katie asked him. “Where is she now, if I may ask?”

“In another city, with another man.”

“Oh, sorry,” Katie said softly and touched his arm. It lasted for five seconds. The world seemed to stop. Raymond put his hand on top of hers while looking at her eyes directly. It felt like I wasn't here with them. But after a while, Katie pulled her hand back, and we resumed the conversation. Raymond and Katie looked so comfortable with each other’s presence, like they had been friends for quite some time. They looked so calm. My heart, however, was pounding like crazy.

Raymond stood up after we were done eating. “Well, I need to get back to work.” He didn’t move, though. He just stood there, looking at us, like he was waiting for Katie and me to say something. I squeezed my wife’s leg and drank cold water. Katie squeezed my hand back.

“How about, ummm, we rest for a few minutes in the living room first?” I said, trying my best to sound confident. “You know, before going back outside.”

Raymond shrugged. “Sure. No problem with me.” He smiled at my wife.

Katie let my hand go. She stood up and began picking up the plates.

“I’ll help, Katie,” Raymond said.

“Oh. Thank you, Ray, but it’s alright.”

“No, I’ll help. It’s the least I can do to show my gratitude for that tasteful snack.”

“Alright, then,” Katie said.

“I’ll wait for you guys in the living room,” I said.

I went to the living room. It was early, but it was already hot. I sat on the couch. I started watching tech blogs on my phone, but my attention wasn’t on it. I could hear my wife and Raymond talking while they were washing the dishes. Raymond said something that made Katie laugh. There were several seconds of silence, and then their conversation resumed.

I wanted to go there and check on them, but that would make me appear anxious, worried, and less confident about this whole thing. That was the last thing I would like to happen.

They emerged from the kitchen thirty minutes later. It usually only takes Katie ten minutes to finish cleaning the dishes. Raymond nodded at me and sat on the couch across from mine.

“I’m sweaty. I feel sticky,” Katie said to us. “I’ll take a quick shower first.” She hurried up the stairs. She went inside our bedroom and closed the door.

Raymond just sat there, resting his massive arm on the back of the couch. He wasn't in any hurry to get back to his work. He looked at the ceiling and whistled a tune. “This is turning out to be a good day,” he said.

I nodded at him. Raymond scrolled through his phone. Someone called him, and he answered it. He stood beside the window while talking to the person on the other line. They talked shop. Maybe it was another neighborhood resident asking for his services.

“I won't be available for the whole week,” Raymond said. The call ended, and he put the phone back in his pocket.

“That’s Jasper Garson,” he said to me. “He’s asking me to design his pool.”

“Uh-huh,” I said. “Have you designed pools before?”

“A few times. I designed them, constructed them. I hire an outside team for that. Too much work. But, hey, man, you have a wide, vacant space in your backyard. Nothing on them but lawn grass. You can build a pool there, you know. I can build you one if you want.”

“Ehhh, we don't yet have a budget for that. But yeah, that sounds good. I’ll think about it.”

“Yeah, man, think about it. Think about Katie swimming in the pool and lounging on the pool deck in her bikini. Damn, that would be a sight to behold. That will give any man a goddamn hard-on. Hell, if you promise to let me see her in a swimsuit from time to time, I’ll give you a big discount.”

I looked down at my hand. Under normal circumstances, I’d tell Raymond to get the fuck out of my house for saying such things. But I didn't say anything. He was watching me, checking my reaction. He seemed content. This is turning out to be a very good day indeed. There was a little smile on his face.


Chapter 6

Katie came out of our bedroom fresh from her shower. Her hair was still slightly damp. She walked down the stairs, and Raymond and I watched her like she was the hottest angel descending from heaven.

Katie wasn’t dressed for gardening anymore. She was wearing a casual, sleeveless white summer top and tight, high-waisted denim shorts. She wasn't wearing a bra. Her nipples were poking the front of her shirt. Her yummy tits were bouncing seductively with every step. Her blue denim shorts didn’t even cover her whole buttcheeks. Raymond licked his lips.

“Hey, guys,” Katie looked at our faces when she reached the lowest step of the stairs. “Ummm, so what's up?”

I watched as Raymond stood up from the couch and walked over to her. It was only a couple of steps. The room was quiet except for the whirring of the ceiling fan. The warm, gentle breeze sways the white curtains. The windows were open. Sunlight passes through it, illuminating everything. Our house is several yards from the road. No one would see us unless they were on the porch.

I remained sitting on the couch, breathing heavily. I put my phone on the side table. Raymond stood facing Katie, his massive body towering over her, making her look even more petite. She looked up at him, brushing her hair with her hand.

“Damn, you are pretty,” Raymond said. Katie looked at me and then looked at him, slightly blushing. Thank you, Ray, she said.

Raymond already had a hard-on. Katie bit her lower lip when she noticed the prominent bulge in front of his jeans. She understood immediately. This man doesn't have a regular-sized cock. There’s a monster hiding in there.

“You’re not wearing a bra,” Raymond said.

“It’s, ummm, too hot to wear one. I’m more comfortable without one.”

Katie gasped when Raymond reached out and began squeezing her tits outside her sleeveless shirt. She didn't move. She let him do what he wanted. Her mouth was partially open. She was blushing deeply now, already aroused. She squeezed her legs.

Another man was playing with my wife’s awesome tits, and it was one of the hottest things I ever saw. My cock was as hard as ever.

“Fucking nice tits,” Raymond muttered. He looked at me and grinned. I nodded back without saying anything.

Katie stood on tiptoes and embraced him. They kissed hungrily, sucking each other’s air. Their tongues danced. They made sounds while they were kissing, moaning in each other’s mouths. Raymond grabbed my wife’s butt. I grabbed my cock. Raymond’s arms were as big as Katie’s body.

Katie gasped for air. Her lips and chin were wet from all that torrid kissing. They kissed again. This was even longer. Katie touched Raymond’s dick from outside his jeans. It filled her whole palm. She looked up at him and smiled.

“You wanna suck my cock, babe?” Raymond asked her.

“Yes. Oh, yes,” Katie said, a bit embarrassed, her voice soft. She got on her knees and unbuckled his leather belt. She struggled with it. The belt was old, and the silver metal buckle was heavy. She unzipped him and pulled down his boxers.

Raymond’s long, massive black cock sprung and hit Katie’s cheek. He laughed, his hands on his hips.

“Oh my god,” Katie gasped when she finally saw his enormous cock. It was hard and veiny. It was pointed at her pretty face, waiting for her mouth to taste it, worship it, waiting for her to suck all the come out of it. She looked up at his smiling face.

“Is this the biggest you’ve seen?” Raymond asked her. Katie nodded. He wrapped his hand around his cock, and he slapped my wife’s face with it. Just light slaps. Several times. Katie closed her eyes and savored the feeling. She put her tongue out. He slapped her tongue and her cheeks and her forehead.

“So pretty,” Raymond said. “Look at your lovely wife.”

“Let me give you a blowjob, please,” Katie said, almost begging.

“Tempting. But I wanna fuck you first. I’ll let you suck my dick after I come in your pussy. There’s some precum there, Katie. Lick it first. Fuck. There. Oh, that’s right. Let's go to the couch.”

Raymond sat on the couch. Katie stood up from her kneeling position. She was still fully clothed. She looked at me. She licked the precum on her lips. There was a lot of that. It looked like Raymond already came, but all that sticky juice was just a preview of what was to come.

“You okay there, man?” Raymond asked me, but his eyes were on my wife.

“Yes, yes. I’m fine. I’m good.”

“Take off your shorts, Katie,” he told her. “Then come here and sit on my cock.”

She took a deep breath. She was excited to feel all of that huge dick inside her, but there was doubt in her eyes. It was just too big, too thick, too long. Katie began unbuttoning her shorts. She took it off. She wasn't wearing any underwear. She was already soaking wet.

She went over to me first. She put her hand on my shoulder and looked at me. “You’re so turned on,” Katie said, smiling.

I grinned at her. “And you’re dripping wet, babe.”

She bent forward and kissed me. “I don't know if I can take his huge cock,” she whispered seductively to me. “But I’ll try my best.”

Katie gave me another kiss. She let the kiss linger and then let go. Raymond watched her every movement. He was enjoying everything about Katie. The way she talks, the cute, innocent light in her eyes, the way she walks, the way she brushes her gorgeous hair, the sway of her hips, her fantastic legs. This was one of the luckiest days of this man’s life.

Katie stood in front of Raymond. He squeezed my wife’s tits again. They kissed. Raymond looked like a giant. He made our couch look small. Is Katie really going to have sex with this man? My cock nodded.

“Ohhh . . .” Katie moaned when Raymond touched her pussy. She shivered. He rubbed her wet folds, his one hand on her hip, steadying her. He squeezed her round butt again, then he slid a thick finger inside her pussy. Katie closed her eyes. Her nipples were hard. Raymond smiled and watched her reaction. He slid another finger inside Katie’s soaked pussy and started finger-fucking her. I wiped the sweat from my chin.

“Oh, you’re so good at that, Ray,” Katie said while holding his arm. “I am going to come soon.

“Not yet. I want you to come on my cock.”

“I want you inside me now, please,” she begged.

Raymond leaned on the couch. There was hunger in his face. Katie brushed her hair with both hands and readied herself. She got on top of him. She kissed him first while stroking his cock. She couldn't wrap her whole hand around it. She squeezed his huge balls.

Katie aimed the fat head of his cock at the entrance of her waiting pussy. She was breathing through her mouth, her chest moving up and down. This is it. She turned her head to me to look at my face, then she resumed French-kissing Raymond.

She slowly moved down on him, his massive cock sliding into her needy pussy, millimeter by millimeter. She was so wet. He was stretching her like she had never experienced before. Katie bit her lower lip tightly and shut her eyes.

“My god, I’m coming!” she exclaimed.

“You’re only halfway,” Raymond said.

“Oh god, I know, but I’m coming! Ahhhh!”

Katie threw her head back. She hugged him tightly. Raymond gripped her narrow waist and started moving her sexy body down on him. He licked and sucked her tits.

She was able to take him all in. At first, I thought it was impossible, but Katie was able to do it. Raymond, the man we hired to renovate our yard, is balls deep now in my beautiful wife.

Katie opened her eyes and wiped the happy tears that rolled down her cheeks. She turned her head to look at me again. She had that proud look on her face.

“Come here,” Raymond said and torridly kissed my wife. They kissed like lovers, like they were a married couple. I was not sure what I should feel about that.

While they were kissing passionately, Katie was bobbing up and down on his slick cock. His cock was really stretching her. His pussy was tightly gripping his hard, veiny dick. Katie moaned in his mouth. Raymond slapped her sexy buttcheeks again, making them giggle.

Katie’s tight pussy was covering his long cock with her sweet juices, soaking his huge balls. Raymond licked my wife’s neck. He licked her cleavage and groped her full breasts, and then he went back to sliding his tongue inside her mouth. All this making out was making me jealous. Raymond slapped her ass again, and then he gave me a thumbs up.

Raymond pulled back and wrapped his callous hands around Katie’s waist again. She looked like she wanted to make out more, but it was time now for a proper fucking. He lifted her slowly and then slammed her petite body down his cock. He did that again and again. Katie sobbed and moaned and whimpered.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she chanted. Her perfect breasts bounced freely.

“Hey, Henry,” he said to me in a level voice. “Look at the way I fuck your wife. Look at what a slut she is.” I didn't know what to reply to that.

“Hey, Katie, tell your husband how much you love my big black cock.”

Katie thrashed her head from side to side. She was holding onto Raymond’s arms for dear life. She was surfing on another wave of intense orgasms. “Babe! I love Ray’s big black cock! I love the way he fucks me! Oh, uhhhh, ahhh! Coming! Oh my god, I’m coming again!”

They both took off their shirts. Katie’s body was still shaking. They were both fully naked now. The hot summer air made their body glisten with sex sweat. They were catching their breaths. Katie’s hand was on his shoulder. They were talking with their eyes. It felt like I wasn't in the room with them.

There were still a lot of tasks to be done outside, but we completely forgot about that at this moment. My mind and my dick were entirely focused on my beautiful wife that was currently sitting on another man’s enormous cock.

“That was so good,” Katie said sweetly.

“We’re just starting,” Raymond grinned at her. “I haven't come yet.”

“Will you come inside me?”

Raymond looked at me over Katie’s shoulder. “Hey, bud. Can I come inside your wife?”

“Uhhh, what?”

“He said yes,” Raymond said to Katie.

She laughed and playfully slapped his chest. “Henry didn't say that.”

“I mean, it's okay if, you know, Katie wants to,” I said.

“Do you want me to fill you with my come?” Raymond asked my wife. Katie began to grind back and forth, slowly and seductively. His cock was still buried inside her. Every little movement was making her moan. She nodded at him.

That was all the answer that the big man needed. He laid her on her back on the couch. He pulled his cock out. Katie whimpered when he did that. They kissed torridly again while he was squeezing her tits.

“Inside, Ray, please. I want your cock inside me. Put it back in, please.”

Ray didn't say anything. He spread Katie’s legs open, and he slid his cock inside her. She arched her back. It was so good. His cock was so huge and so fat and so long that it hit every delicious spot inside her, giving her sharp mini-orgasms and making her eyes roll like a sex-crazed nymph.

Oh, oh, oh, Katie chanted as Raymond’s big body pounded her. Horizontally, his body was as long as the couch. My wife almost disappeared underneath him. Katie couldn't fully wrap her long legs around his waist.

“Babe, are you okay?” I asked her.

Katie looked at my direction, but it was clear that she was not seeing me. Her eyes were glazed with lust. They were unfocused. She was in heaven. Her damp hair was sticking to her face and neck.

“Oh yes, Ray, ahhh, yes, fuck, fuck, fuck!”

That was the moment when I heard the doorbell.


Chapter 7

Katie and Raymond didn't hear the sound of the doorbell. They were lost in their own world of insatiable fucking. I looked at the closed door. The doorbell sounded again. Whoever was outside was not in a hurry to leave. Raymond was licking my wife’s neck. The couch was swaying and creaking due to the pounding motion of his massive body. Katie was hanging on him for dear life as another orgasm made her shake and squirt.

I stood up and opened the door slightly. It was our neighbor Paul Rohit. He was smiling.

“Hey, Henry,” he said. “Where’s Ray?” He tried to look over my shoulder. I am taller than him. I blocked his line of sight. Katie stopped moaning, but I could still hear the slow creaking of the couch. Raymond probably covered her mouth while still screwing her.

“Huh?” I asked Paul.

“Where’s Raymond?”

“He, ummm, he left,” I said.

“He left? His pickup’s still here.”

“Yeah.”

“Well, I just want to borrow his pruning tool. I saw he’s here, and I thought I might also do some branch cutting in my yard myself.”

“Well, his tools are in the back of his truck,” I said.

“What's that sound?” Paul Rohit tried to look inside again. I couldn't get rid of this guy. Raymond wouldn't be able to cover Katie’s mouth for long. The squeaking sound from the couch was getting faster. I quickly got outside and closed the door behind me.

“Ah. Nothing. Let's get the tools you need from his truck.”

“You think it’ll be fine? Maybe I should just wait for him here. You have a nice porch, Henry. Where’s Katie?” Paul asked.

“She’s inside. She’s, uhhh, working out.”

“Can I say hi to her?”

“What? Maybe later.”

“You don't look so good, man,” Paul said. “You seem out of breath, and you’re sweating.”

“Ah. I’m fine. Let's go get your tools, Paul.”

We walked towards Raymond’s old pickup. I looked back at our house. I needed to get back there quickly. I couldn't be out here. My wife is getting fucked in there. I needed to see everything. But first, I have to get rid of our nosy neighbor.

“Lots of tools here, Henry.”

“Here’s his pruning saw.” I took the tool and handed it to Paul. I reminded myself to stay cool and to keep my voice calm. Paul Rohit seems meek, but his eyes are sharp. He was looking at me curiously. He looked back at our house. We were still at the back of Raymond’s truck. I couldn't wait anymore.

“Uhhh, I really need to get back inside,” I said to Paul. “It’s really hot out here.”

“We’re under the shade,” Paul said. “Hey, look. Look who’s coming. Mister Big Shot attorney himself. Dan Clarke.”

Dan was riding a sports bicycle. He is an old man with graying hair, but he is still fit. He used to be some sort of famous sprinter in his younger days. He’s a lawyer now.

“Paul, hello. Henry, hey, man,” Dan said when he saw us.

Fuck. Don't stop here, Dan. Just continue pedaling. I don't want to talk to you or nosy Paul over here. I have to get back inside the house. Katie is probably sucking Raymond’s cock by now.

My prayer wasn't answered, though. Dan Clarke stopped. He removed his white helmet and leaned his road bike on the tree trunk.

“Hey, guys. What's happening here, Henry? You’re renovating your yard?” Dan asked me.

“Ah. Yeah. Yeah.”

“Ray Grant doing it? Where is that bastard?” Dan asked jokingly.

“Oh, he’s just, you know, around here somewhere,” I said with a smile.

Paul asked Dan if he had some inside knowledge about who would run for mayor in the next election. They talked about the percentages of inflation and the rising cost of land and fuel and college education. I listened to them and joined the conversation. Dan asked me if I also bike. Paul made a joke. He was the only one who laughed. Dan sneered at him. Paul slapped my shoulder while he held his stomach, laughing.

Dan and Paul are years older than me. They are both wealthy and respected, and I live near them. We are in the same community. I didn't want to be disrespectful, so I stayed. All the while, my mind was imagining what was going on inside my house.

Maybe Katie is deepthroating Raymond now? Can she take all that massive dick in her mouth? Raymond would come in her mouth. No doubt about that. I could picture Katie swallowing his come and then licking his big balls after.  She likes his huge balls.

Paul and Dan were still talking. They were talking about their hobbies now and their wives. They are wealthy, and they have investments. Unlike me, they were in no hurry. They had all the time in the world.

“Well, I got to go, guys,” Dan said finally after forever. “Talk to you again. Hot fucking day today, huh?” Dan said. He didn't wait for an answer. He rode his bike, and then he was on his way to his house. He lost his balance and he fell down. Dan Clarke stood up and grinned, and gave us a thumbs-up. A dog barked at him for being clumsy.

“Hey, Henry, thanks for this,” Paul waved the tool close to my face.

“Careful,” I said.

“I’ll return it back later.” Paul Rohit went inside his house and closed the door. He said he would prune the old branches of the small dogwood tree beside his house. He didn't seem to be really interested in doing that.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. I looked at it. It was a message from Raymond.

Round three done, his message said.


Chapter 8

I ran towards the house. I didn't care anymore if anybody saw. I was on the porch in the blink of an eye. My feet didn't even touch the ground.

I stopped when I reached the porch. I composed myself. I wiped my sweaty hands on my shorts. I rubbed my eyes. My balls were aching. I opened the door slowly.

Katie and Raymond were not in the living room. Their clothes were here, scattered on the floor. I entered the kitchen. They weren't there. There were empty glasses of water on the table. The windows were open.

They are in the bedroom. Raymond is fucking my wife in our marriage bed. I started going up the stairs. My cock was hard as ever, but my knees were weak. One step. Two steps. Three steps. I reached the top of the stairs. The door was completely open.

Raymond was sitting on the edge of the bed while Katie was kneeling in front of him. She was stroking his cock while sucking his balls.

“Hey, Henry,” Raymond said. He had his phone in his hand. He was taking a video of my wife. “Souvenir,” he said. “Don't worry. I’ll watch it for a few times, then I’ll delete it.”

Katie realized I was in the room. She turned to look at me. She wiped the saliva from her chin and cheeks. She was blushing. She remained kneeling on the floor, but she faced her body to me. Her hair was disheveled. She looked well-fucked. This look made her even hotter.

“Where were you, babe?” Katie asked me softly while her hand was stroking Raymond’s towering dick. “What took you so long?”

“Uhhh, Paul asked to borrow Raymond’s pruning saw for his trees. Dan Clarke joined us. I couldn't leave them.”

“You missed a lot,” Katie said gently.

“Don't worry,” Raymond said. “Lots more to come.” He turned his attention to my wife. “Get on the bed. On your hands and knees.”

Katie stood up. She walked to me and held my hand for a few seconds. She let my hand go, and then she got on the bed like Raymond’s obedient slut. My throat was dry.

Katie got on all fours, her knees and elbows on our bed, her legs spread, her beautiful pussy waiting. She arched her back and flipped her long hair. Perfect ass, perfect pussy. She was a vision to behold. She was dripping.

“God,” Raymond said. “What a body.” He stroked his cock. He slapped her butt, and it immediately turned pink. Katie moaned and turned her head to look at me. I moved my chair closer to the bed.

“Fuck me now, Ray.”

“Say, please.”

“Fuck me now, please.”

Raymond didn't go slow. He held Katie’s hips and just plunged into her.

“Oh my god!” Katie gasped. I squeezed my dick. Raymond was buried to the hilt now. “You’re, uhhh, just so big!”

Raymond pulled back and then plunged into Katie’s pussy again, balls-deep. This made her squirt. She came hard, her eyes rolling to the back of her head.

Raymond continued fucking her, his huge balls slapping her clit, doubling her pleasure. This was the most jealous I’ve been in my entire life. He gripped Katie’s hair and pulled it back. He slapped her buttcheeks again and again. There was greediness in Raymond’s eyes. He was panting.

“Hnnnghh, uhhhh, ahhh, ahhh!” Katie was making incoherent sounds. She turned to me, but her eyes were unfocused. “Oh god, oh god, oh god, I’m coming again! Your cock! Your cock is so goood, ahhh!”

Raymond didn't stop pounding her even while she was coming. There was no rest for my wife. He wrapped his arm around her body and pulled her to him. Katie turned her head to him, and they kissed while his long cock was deep inside her.

Raymond reached down and rubbed Katie’s clit while pumping into her, which gave her another instant orgasm. She squirted again. Raymond slid his tongue inside her mouth while she was squirting.

“Please, please more,” Katie begged. Tears running down her cheeks. “Fuck me more. Kiss me again.” They kissed for some time in that position. Katie was kneeling on the bed while Raymond’s long cock was in her. His massive hands were squeezing her tits. They kissed like husband and wife, which made my heart ache.

“I’m gonna come again,” Raymond said.

“Yes, please,” Katie sprawled face down on the bed, her ass up.

“Fuck! Your wife’s pussy’s the best!”

Our room was filled with the sound of slapping flesh. Katie and Raymond’s bodies were drenched with sweat. Her hair was sticking to her back and face. Raymond looked at our wedding photo that was hanging on the wall while slamming his cock into Katie’s tight pussy again and again and again. He grinned devilishly. His cock was gleaming with my wife’s pussy juice.

“Oh, Raymond! Yes, yes, ahhh, yes, faster, please. Henry! Babe, he’s fucking me so good!”

They came at the same time. Raymond moaned long and hard. His body jolted like lightning passed through him, and he clenched his teeth. He pumped my wife’s pussy full of come.

“Ahhhhhhh!” Tears ran down Katie’s cheek as her sexy body shook. She grabbed the bedsheet with her fist, trembling and delirious.

“Oh yeah,” Raymond grunted. He finally pulled his cock out. It was still semi-hard and massive. He wiped his neck and face with a towel. He stood naked beside the open window to cool off.

I stood from my chair and sat on the bed beside my wife. She looked up at me and smiled. Her tight body was covered in sweat. Her hair was in disarray.

“You okay, babe?” I asked her.

“Oh, that was amazing,” she answered with a happy sigh.


Chapter 9

Raymond promised that he would finish the landscape work in four days. It took him a whole week to finish it.

Lots and lots of sex happened between him and Katie. I didn't go to the office for a week. I called my boss and told him there was a major renovation going on in our house. I needed to be here. My boss is an easygoing man. As long as I complete my work, he doesn't care. I worked from home during that week. Raymond worked my wife.

Every day, Raymond would come at eight in the morning. He’d park his battered pickup in the shade. He’d go to the porch and knock. Katie would rush to open the door. It didn't matter if she was in the kitchen or bedroom. She’d rush to Raymond like he was Santa carrying a gift for her.

They would make out on the couch. It would start with hot kissing and would end up in hard fucking.

“Open your mouth, babe!” Raymond likes finishing in Katie’s mouth. He also loves coming on her face. Splattering her gorgeous face with his thick come turns him on a lot.

For the rest of the day, Raymond focused on his work. He told us he preferred to do his task alone, so we let him. He would work in the yard while Katie and I were inside the house doing our own tasks. We usually work in the study. We each have our own desks, laptops, and monitors.

From time to time, while working, our eyes would meet, and we would smile at each other with understanding. We would go to the bedroom and have delicious sex with the windows open while Raymond was outside laying pavers and planting shrubs.

“This is wild what we are doing, babe,” Katie said to me after we had sex. It was eleven in the morning on a Wednesday. I gently pinched her hard nipple, and she giggled. We could hear the whirring sound of the hand drill Raymond was using.

“You like it a lot. You like him a lot.”

“He’s good to me. I think I have a crush on him.”

“I didn't think you were into older men.”

“Ummm, it seems I am now.”

“Raymond will fuck you again this afternoon when he’s done with work.”

“Hmmm, I’m not so sure about that. He’s doing a lot of work today. He’ll probably be so tired.” Katie pouted.

It turned out that Raymond wasn't that tired. When it comes to Katie, he had unlimited stamina. Fresh from hard work and still oily and perspiring, he entered our house.

Katie and I were in the living room. She was doing yoga, and I was on the couch reading an e-book. Katie was wearing a pastel-colored sports bra and high-waisted leggings. Her outfit emphasized her round butt and shapely boobs. Her long hair was tied in a ponytail. There were tiny beads of sweat on her forehead and the back of her neck.

Katie and I stopped what we were doing and looked at Raymond. He removed his dirty boots and walked over to Katie, who was sitting cross-legged on her pink yoga mat. Raymond went straight to her. Hey Henry, he greeted me. He didn't even look at me.

“Hello, pretty,” Raymond said to Katie. He stood in front of her. Katie looked up at him. His black shirt was dusty. He was still wearing his cap and his work gloves. He pointed at his cock. Katie knew what he was asking. She looked at me, and I nodded at her. She smiled at me.

“Hello yourself,” she answered Raymond. She knelt up from her sitting position. On her knees, she walked closer to Raymond while he was unbuckling his heavy belt and unzipping his jeans. He pulled down his boxers, and Katie was again face to face with his gigantic dick.

Katie licked the base of his cock up to its tip while looking directly into his eyes.

“Yes, that's right. Do that again,” Raymond said. She did what he said, and then she took him fully in her mouth. Katie began moving her head back and forth, making her ponytail sway. She didn't use her hands. Her lips stretched around his thickness. Raymond’s cock is so huge her eyes start watering.

Raymond didn't come in her mouth. He ordered Katie to get on her hands and knees. Laughing, he pulled down her yoga pants and slapped her butt. He fucked her doggy-style in that position. He grabbed her ponytail and twisted it in his hand. He pulled it back.

“Ahhh ummm ahhh fuck ahhh,” Katie moaned again and again. Raymond gripped her waist. He only removed his gloves. He was still fully clothed. He just pulled down his pants.

“This is a better workout, huh?” Raymond asked her with a grin while relentlessly pounding her.

“Unnnghhhh!”

They didn't change position. Raymond fucked her from behind for several minutes. He made her come several times while I watched. He came inside her. He didn't stop fucking her even after coming. Raymond made Katie come twice more before he was finally done. His come gushed out of her satisfied pussy. Katie laid on her yoga mat and gave me a dreamy look.

It was a bit late when I woke up on Friday morning. I stood up from the bed and stretched my arms. I was still a little sleepy. Katie and I fucked until one in the morning. I dropped to the floor and did thirty pushups.

The window was open, and I looked outside. Raymond’s pickup was already there in its usual parking spot, but I couldn't see him. The renovation was almost finished. I looked around the yard, but I couldn't see Raymond. My cock hardened in attention when my sleepy mind realized what was happening.

I opened the door of our bedroom and rushed down the stairs. I jumped over the last three steps. They were not in the living room. I stood at the bottom of the stairs. I heard grunts and moans coming from the kitchen. They were there.

“Ohhh, uhhh, ahhh, Raymond, ummm, yes, babe,” Katie gasped and moaned. She was standing with her hands on the countertop. Raymond was fucking her from behind. Katie wasn't wearing anything except her short white apron. Raymond was also naked except for his hat that he wore backward. He is so huge. He made our kitchen look small.

Katie looked at me with glazed eyes. Her cheeks were blushing. There were pink suck marks on her cleavage and neck. It was clear she already had several orgasms. “Good morning, Henry, ahhh,” she greeted me.

“Hey, bud, morning,” Raymond said to me while groping Katie’s tits underneath her cotton apron. “I arrived an hour early.”

What? They’ve been fucking for an hour already?

“Sorry, babe,” Katie said to me. She bent forward, her elbows on the countertop. “Haven't prepared breakfast yet. Raymond, uhhh, interrupted me.”

Raymond licked the back of her neck and grabbed her hair while he continued to fuck her. He pinched her nipples. Katie bit her lip.

“I just can't get enough of these tits of yours, Katie.”

“I’m coming again,” Katie moaned.

Raymond didn't want this morning fuck to end yet. He pulled out his cock from my wife’s tight pussy. The act of pulling out made her come. Katie’s eyes rolled from the sensation. Her sexy body swooned.

Raymond turned her around to face her. He squeezed her round butt, and they kissed. Their hands roamed around each other’s bodies. Raymond untied Katie’s apron. He removed it and let it fall on the floor. They kissed again. These two just couldn't get enough of each other.

“Ummm, mmmm, mmmm,” Katie couldn't stop moaning and whimpering.

Raymond lifted her up by holding the back of her legs. She wrapped her legs around him or tried to. He lifted her up some more and then slowly let her down while sliding his cock inside her pussy.

“Uhhh yesss ahhh.”

They went to the living room in that position. Raymond carried my wife easily, like her petite body didn't weigh more than a pillow.

He lifted her up and down while they were walking, his cock sliding in and out of her pussy. It took them five whole minutes before they reached the living room. Katie came twice during that time. She was in multi-orgasmic heaven. Raymond brought her there so many times these past few days.

I followed them to the living room. Raymond lay her on her back on the couch.

“I’m a mess, babe,” Katie said to me. Mix of her sex juice and Raymond’s come drip down her thighs. Her whole body was damp with perspiration. Her hair was disheveled and wet. She looked blissful, her big, beautiful eyes half-closed.

“You are,” I grinned. “You are a hot mess.”

“I’m not yet done,” Raymond said. He was standing at the foot of the couch, watching my beautiful wife while stroking his cock. He was hard as iron again. Katie licked her lips.

“Congratulations, you guys,” Paul Rohit greeted us. The three of us were on the porch of our house. We were drinking cold orange juice.

“Thanks, Paul,” Katie said sweetly. It has been two months since Raymond finished the landscape improvement of our front yard. The shrubs and the flowers and the grass and the small trees have grown nicely. The pavers and the pathway look cool. The place looks lovely and green and relaxing.

A local newspaper noticed, and our home and garden got featured in their latest Sunday issue. The pictures were uploaded to their website and social media pages.

“Raymond really did a good job, huh?” Paul said.

Katie looked at me. “Uhhh, yeah, he did a really good job,” I answered Paul.

Katie was wearing a short white dress. Paul leered at her cleavage. He didn't even bother to hide it. It was alright. Katie crossed her legs, and the hem of her dress moved inches higher, showing more of her magnificent legs. Paul swallowed.

It was extra hot today. It seemed this summer would never end. Katie brushed her hair and fanned her neck using her hand.

“I’m thinking . . .” I began. I rubbed Katie’s thigh. She put her hand on top of mine.

“Yes?” Katie looked at me. She raised her eyebrow. She had a naughty smile on her lips.

“I’m thinking maybe we should build a pool,” I said. Katie knew what I was thinking. I was already picturing her wearing a sexy two-piece, lounging sexily on the pool chair.

“Really?” she asked excitedly.

“Yeah,” I grinned at her. “I’ll call Raymond.”

Want More Stories Like This?

Click To See the Author’s Other Works At:

Duke Kent’s Author Page

cover.jpeg
5
4 i

A HOTWIFE STORY





