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CHAPTER 1

“I love this,” Michelle said to me before eating her strawberry-flavored Bliss Whip ice cream. I looked at my wife and smiled at her. I was having the mango-flavored one.

It was one in the afternoon and we were sitting at a table in Arlow Park. The table was under a Red Maple tree, which gave us a cool, comfortable shade. I leaned forward and tasted my ice cream and looked at my wife’s perfect legs. Tonight, I thought, I want to lick something else.

It was our lunch break. We ate our lunch together and now we’re having dessert. I bought two large cones from the Bliss Whip ice cream truck parked beside some secondhand books and newspaper stands.

Michelle works as an HR of White Rock Bank, whose building is just across the street. I work as a manager for an export company just two blocks from here.

I checked my watch. We have to be back in our offices by two. I looked at my gorgeous wife as I ate my ice cream. Michelle was wearing a pink pencil dress. It had a slit hem and reached mid-thighs. The slim dress hugged her stunning, petite figure.

Michelle looked like a model. The men walking at the pathway turned their heads to look at her. One man in a suit started walking towards her, maybe to ask her name and get her number. He stopped and went back to the pathway when I put my arm around her.

“How’s your morning, babe?” I asked my wife. I placed my hand on her knee. I ran my hand on the exposed part of her smooth thighs. Michelle smiled at me.

“It was good,” she said sweetly. “We had a town hall meeting. The CFO arrived and talked to us employees. It was fun. They prepared lots of sweets and drinks.” I gave her a quick kiss on the lips and we watched the park while eating our dessert. Michelle moved closer to me. She placed one hand on top of mine and I kissed her shoulder. She giggled.

A heavy-set man walked in front of us and leered at Michelle’s legs. He looked at me and gave me a nod and I nodded back. Michelle cutely raised an eyebrow at me and I smiled back at her as an answer.

There were about two dozen square wooden tables and concrete benches in Arlow Park, and they were all occupied.

Couples had their arms around each other, kissing and chatting and giggling. Employees leaning back while taking their lunch rest. Residents of the nearby condominiums enjoying the green view and the coolness of the shade of old trees. Some were walking their pets on long, colorful leashes.

There were cyclists wearing complete orange and black outfits topped by white helmets. There were few joggers wearing loose, comfortable shirts and expensive running shoes. There were tourists from different states and different countries. Some were also eating ice cream, talking and laughing with each other, sitting on the soft, carefully landscaped Bermuda grass.

“Hello,” a man said. “Is this seat occupied?”

I was looking at a pretty woman in the middle of the park wearing a white tennis outfit who was playing fetch with her dog. I turned my head to the man who asked the question. He wasn’t alone. There were two of them standing side by side. They were standing and looking at me and Michelle. They were wearing orange safety vests and hard hats.

One was tall and lean with dark, thick hair. He’s as tall as me but thinner, slimmer. He has a handsome face and the structure of a long-distance runner or a professional swimmer. His arms are long and he has broad shoulders. He looks about our age.

The one beside him looks maybe four or seven years older. This one is shorter but stocky. He had a crew cut and tribal tattoos on his thick arms and neck. He has a troublesome appearance. He looks like a man who cuts corners and takes whatever he wants.

Their eyes were on Michelle, appreciating her, looking at her pretty face and at the nice shape of her boobs beneath her tempting office dress. The two men liked what they saw. Both of them were smiling. Harmless. Friendly.

“I’m sorry?” I said to the taller man.

“This seat occupied?” he repeated. His friend had already sat down on the seat across from us.

“Oh no. No one’s sitting there,” I said.

“How do you do?”

“We’re good. We were just, you know, eating our ice creams. You?”

The two men took off their hard hats and placed them on the table. They introduced themselves.

“I’m Payton,” the taller one said.

“I’m Hunter,” his friend said.

They said they work as contractors for the property management company that maintains the buildings surrounding Arlow Park. They own a small team. They fix construction problems, electrical problems, water problems. Wood. Plastic. Concrete. Metal. Whatever kind of troubleshooting, their team is the one for it. They just completed their rounds for the first half of the day. They were taking their work break. This is their favorite table.

“Must be busy work,” I said. “I’m Tom and this is my wife, Michelle.”

“Hello,” my wife said with a smile.

“You are one pretty woman, aren’t you?” Hunter said to her.

“Oh. Thank you,” Michelle said, slightly blushing.

“You’re new here, right?” Payton asked us. He opened the can of soda he was holding and drank it. He wiped his lips with his hand and placed the can on top of the table. It was empty. Peyton drank it all. Damn thirsty, he said.

“Hmmm? You’re right. Michelle and I are new here. We just moved here to Arlow two weeks ago. How did you know that?” I asked Payton.

Hunter raised an eyebrow at me as if the answer to my question was perfectly obvious, which it was. “Anyone who has seen your gorgeous wife here will remember her.” Hunter placed his elbow on top of the table and spoke to my wife. “I’m pretty sure this is the first time I’ve seen you, Michelle.”

She smiled at him. We were done with our ice creams. I looked at my watch. Dessert break was over and we needed to get back. Michelle’s office is just across the street, but mine is still two blocks away.

We stood up from our seats. Michelle smoothed the hem of her dress and brushed her hair with her hand. She tucked a strand of hair behind an ear.

The two men were quiet, watching her every movement. I put on my sunglasses. I have no problems with other men appreciating my wife. I’m used to it. I smiled inwardly as I watched them.

Hunter took his phone out from the breast pocket of his orange vest and pretended to scroll it; the camera directly pointed at my wife. He clicked a button thrice with his thumb in succession. He looked at his phone and put it back in his pocket, satisfied. Payton grinned and shrugged at me. Hunter gave me a quick thumbs-up.

“Hey, guys, we need to get back to our offices,” I said to the two men.

“Nice meeting you,” Michelle said sweetly.

“See you around,” Payton said.

“We’re just here,” Hunter said.

Michelle looked back at them as we walked away. She took my hand as we walked along the park pathway towards the sidewalk.

We kept holding hands as we crossed the street. We stood outside her building, just beside the large, automatic glass door. There were four men enjoying their cigarettes in the smoking area. One of the men raised his hand and greeted Michelle, a co-worker of hers. His smoking buddies stared at my wife.

“They seem nice,” Michelle said to me in a low voice.

“Hmmm? Who? Those guys?” I asked her, referring to the guys smoking their menthol-flavored sticks.

She shook her head, her gorgeous shoulder-length hair cutely swinging. “No, Payton and Hunter.”

“The two guys at the park,” I raised my eyebrow at her.

Michelle playfully slapped my arm. “Don’t look at me like that.”

“Like what?” I grinned at her.

“Like that,” she said.

“If you could only see how those two men looked at you,” I said to her.

“Ummm, how did they look at me?” Michelle asked with a curious look.

“Like, well, you know, like they wanna rip your clothes off and do bad things to you behind that maple tree,” I said, my mouth closed to her ear.

Michelle shook her head, smiling and slightly blushing. “Babe, you’re just so bad.” She gave me a quick kiss on the lips and entered the lobby of the bank building.

I started walking back to my office on 8th Street. My hand was in my pocket. I did not rush. I thought about my wife and the two strangers we met at the park. I thought about what I said to Michelle. Payton and Hunter want to fuck her.

They want to fuck her the exact moment they laid their eyes on her. I thought about Michelle’s slim and sexy features and how they contrasted with the two men’s hard bulk and rough hands and hungry looks.

I spent the first half of my afternoon in the office reading email threads forwarded to me by Bill Kane, my boss. There were lots of projects that needed progress updates. At three, I walked to the pantry and made myself a strong coffee and talked to Johnny Webster and Carson Diaz from procurement.

“When will we see your wife again?” Johnny asked me. We were sitting on plastic chairs around a small plastic table in the break room. Johnny was smiling.

Three days ago, Michelle visited me in the office and brought me lunch. She arrived at about half past twelve in the afternoon. She was wearing a casual white work blouse and black pencil skirt that really hugged her sexy hips and her marvelous butt. Her hair was up in a bun. Everyone paused what they were doing and watched her as she walked past the rows of cubicles towards my office.

I was a new hire. My colleagues know I am married, but this was the first time they had seen Michelle. Their eyes followed her until she reached my office.

“Uhhh, not sure yet,” I answered Johnny. Maybe next week. Michelle bought some ingredients yesterday. She’s planning on cooking something this weekend.”

“Michelle,” Johnny repeated her name fondly, rolling the word in his tongue, tasting every letter.

“Is she a model or an actress or something?” Carson asked.

“Uhhh, no. She had a short stint of modeling before we got married. She works in White Rock. She’s in HR.”

“Wow,” Carson said.

“Hey, Thomas,” Johnny started.

“Just Tom, man. Just Tom.”

“Hey, Tom,” Johnny continued, leaning forward. “Please tell me when your wife becomes single, huh? Update me on that if that happens.”

I shook my head, smiling. “You jerk. I’m done with my coffee. Let’s go back. Bill wants to talk to us.”

“Yes, boss,” Johnny said.


CHAPTER 2

Michelle and I found a house to rent in Morgan Heights. We moved in two weeks ago. It is a small bungalow with a maroon-colored roof and white walls and a nice porch. It has a concrete driveway and a small natural stone pathway and a well-maintained front yard. The house itself had seen some years from previous renters, but it was alright.

Morgan Heights is a good community and it’s just a forty-five minute drive from Arlow Center. That was the main consideration when we selected the place.

There are comfortable spaces between houses. The roads are wide. The signage and paints are quite new. Decade-old Oak and Dogwood flowering trees lined the sidewalk. It’s a relaxing place.

Most of the residents, we noticed, are near our age. Newly-married couples. Employees and contractors working in Arlow Center. Business owners. Aspiring artists. Life is good but fast-paced. There are lots of things to do. Lots of things to enjoy and explore in the big city.

After work, I picked Michelle up from her office. I called her phone when I was near her building. Her work for the day was finished and she was already in the lobby waiting for me.

She said goodbye to her workmates. She exited the building and got into the car. We kissed and I squeezed her tits before she put on her seatbelt. We had dinner at The Beehive and then went straight home. I grabbed her butt while we were on the porch.

We showered together. We kissed each other hungrily while I squeezed her soft tits and she stroked my hard cock. Michelle moaned as I circled my thumb on her hard nipples. Her back was against the wall of the bathroom. I leaned down and sucked her tits. I caressed her pussy. She was already slick and hot and dripping wet.

“Face the wall,” I told her. “Bend over. Time for you to get fucked, babe.”

“Oh, yes, please,” Michelle said softly.

I gave her butt a loud slap. Michelle placed her palms on the wall and arched her back. She’s just so fucking sexy. Slim waist, perfect skin, gorgeous hair, round and firm ass, long legs. Everything about Michelle is just so goddamn hot.

Payton and Hunter’s mouths would water if they could see her right now.

I grabbed her hip with my left hand while I aimed my hard cock at the entrance of her pussy with my right. She was slick and warm and waiting.

“Ohhh, babe,” Michelle moaned as I slid inside her. I took my time.

“My slut,” I said.

“Yes. Yes,” Michelle whimpered when I began thrusting.

“Fuck,” I groaned. I increased my speed. I grabbed her hair and pulled it as I pounded her. Raunchy sounds of wet, slapping flesh filled the bathroom.

I closed my eyes for a moment and pictured Payton or maybe Hunter doing this to Michelle. Those two would fuck her hard. They’d fuck her wild. Payton and Hunter would fuck her brains out. And it would be so fucking hot.

Michelle came first. She sobbed and gasped as her sexy body trembled. She almost slid down to the floor in the middle of her orgasm. I held her up. She moaned my name as she came. It was a long orgasm. I gripped her hair tighter. I came seconds after that.

My body jolted and jerked as I filled her tight pussy with my come. I came a lot. When I was done, she got on her knees and brushed her disheveled hair from her face and cleaned my sticky cock and balls with her mouth. Michelle looked me in the eyes as she sucked my cock.


CHAPTER 3

We met Payton and Hunter again the following week.

It was Thursday. Michelle and I had our lunch at Branbee’s - a small bistro on the third floor of the White Rock building. Michelle ate a healthy salad while I had fried meat and lemon-flavored soda. The place was full. Our table was near the window. From there we had a nice view of the park below and the road and the landscape.

“Do you want to eat dessert there, babe?” I pointed at an unoccupied table in the park. “I’ll buy you ice cream or cookies.”

Michelle smiled and nodded. “Ummm, we can sit there. But I’ll pass on the dessert. I’m trying to reduce eating sweets.”

We paid the bill and left our table and walked to the elevator. I noticed that the restaurant customers were following Michelle with admiring looks. She was wearing a slim-cut, light-blue office dress and black heels. In her heels, she is as tall as me. Men memorized the curve of her hips and her long legs and her impressive butt. Her long hair was tied in a ponytail.

I bought a small cup of avocado-flavored ice cream from the Bliss Whip truck. Michelle and I crossed the street and sat on the wooden bench attached to the large table. I looked around the park before opening my ice cream. It was extra hot today, so there were fewer people in the open. Michelle watched me as I took off the cup’s cover. She stared at the ice cream with longing.

“Can I have a taste, please?” Michelle asked in a sweet voice.

“Uhhh, you said you won’t eat sweet desserts anymore,” I smiled at her.

“I didn’t say that,” she pouted. “Just a taste, please. One spoon.”

“Let me think about it,” I teased her.

Michelle’s gorgeous face was close to mine. She was leaning forward. Her hands were clasped on top of her thighs, angelic eyes mischievously asking. It is impossible to refuse a woman this hot.

“Ahh, alright,” I said. “Just one scoop.” She opened her mouth and tasted the ice cream from the small wooden spoon in my hand. She closed her eyes as she savored its sweet taste. Thanks, she said, licking her lips.

On the other side of the street, in front of the Lexxor Building, there were workers laying cables on the ground. There were about a dozen of them doing different tasks. Trenching. Excavating. Measuring. Directing traffic. Payton and Hunter were walking around the construction, talking to their people, measuring, double-checking the layout plans.

It was Payton who saw us. He placed his hand on Hunter’s shoulder and pointed. The two men removed their hard hats and put them on top of a makeshift table. They crossed the street and walked over to us.

“Hello, Michelle,” Payton and Hunter greeted my wife.

“Hi,” Michelle said.

“Hey, Timothy,” Hunter said to me.

“Uhhh, my name’s Tom.”

“You guys on your lunch break? Right? Yeah. Can we join you?” Payton asked. Hunter was already sitting on the bench across from my wife. “We’re on a break, too.”

“Ehhh, sure. Of course, sure,” I said.

“You guys are new here in Arlow, right? You said last time?” Hunter asked.

“Ummm, yes,” Michelle said. “We moved here two weeks ago. We used to live in Saint Michael.”

“I used to live there, too,” Payton said. “I graduated from BRU.”

“Really? Wow,” I said. “That’s where Michelle and I graduated, too.”

“Small world,” Hunter commented.

“Where are you from?”

“Originally?” Hunter asked. Michelle nodded, interested. “I was born in Venezuela, and then we moved to France, then Maldives, and then here.”

“Oh,” Michelle said. “That’s interesting.”

We talked some more. Payton and Hunter were in no rush. They were friendly and not hard to talk to. Payton had all the charms. It was apparent that the man was smart and articulate. Hunter was serious at the beginning, but he eventually warmed up. That was no surprise. Anyone would warm up to Michelle’s sweet and kind nature. The two men kept glancing at her tits.

Payton and Hunter were contracted to oversee the maintenance of all the buildings surrounding Arlow Park. We saw them every time we were spending time there. Sometimes during lunch. Sometimes after work. Every time those two see us, they’d join us. I have no problem with that. We’re new in this city and it’s always good to make new friends, even if those friends definitely fantasize about fucking my wife.

“Those two can’t stop ogling you,” I teased Michelle one time. We were in bed. She was topless and wearing only her white panties. Her head was on my chest and I was running my fingers on her soft hair.

“And you like that, right?” Michelle answered playfully. She paused. There was something she wanted to say. I waited. She pushed her body up using her elbows and looked at me.

“Yes, babe?” I asked her.

“Ummm, Hunter asked me out.”

“Asked you out? Like on a date?” I said.

“Yes, something like that.”

“When was this?”

“Yesterday. I was having coffee in Branbee’s with Paige and Amber. He was also there. He was alone. He arrived there before us. He had a notebook and he was writing something. Payton wasn’t with him. He was running some errands. So, I approached Hunter to say hi. Paige and Amber said they needed to get back to the office. I stayed behind and talked to Hunter. We talked for maybe about, ummm, an hour.”

I looked at Michelle’s eyes. “Uhhh, seems you already had that date.”

“Ummm, not really. We just talked. It was a short one.”

“One hour isn’t really that short. He knows you’re married to me, right?”

“Yes, Of course.”

“Uhhh, I couldn’t really blame the guy for asking you out. What kind of date?”

“I’m not sure yet. Hunter knows we’re new here, so he wants to tour me around the city in his pickup truck,” Michelle said.

“In his pickup truck,” I smiled at her. “Lots of things could happen there.”

“Hunter seemed sincere.”

“He’s clearly smitten by you. What did you say to our new friend?”

Michelle moved on top of me. She could clearly feel my hardening cock inside my black shorts.

“Nothing. I said I’ll have to talk to you about it first.”

“You didn’t say no?”

Michelle shook her head.

“You like him, huh? Both of them. Payton and Hunter.”

“They are both sweet and nice to me.”

“They want to fuck you, babe,” I said.

“Ummm, I don’t know,” Michelle said. “So?”

“So?”

“Should I go out with Hunter? I mean, what do you think?”

I paused. Michelle was on top of me. She could feel I was already hard. She started grinding up and down against my cock, which made me even harder.

“Alright,” I said, smiling at her. “Go on a date with Hunter, but you have to tell me every detail. Every single one.”

“Details?”

“Of everything that will happen,” I said.

“Let’s see, babe. It’ll just be a friendly date.”

“That’s what you think. Now, suck my cock,” I said to Michelle. She gave me a naughty smile and began sliding her sexy body downward.


CHAPTER 4

Hunter’s and Michelle’s date was on a Saturday. It was our day off. We were in our house in Morgan Heights. I was on the porch having my ten o’clock coffee and reading a paperback about space marines doing some clandestine operation on Mars.

Michelle was inside our house. She was preparing herself for the date with Hunter. He would pick her up. He’d be here in a few minutes. We had already eaten breakfast. She was done showering and now she was in our room, putting on her outfit for the day.

“What should I wear?” Michelle asked me earlier while we were in the shower. I was soaping her firm tits while she was stroking my hard cock.

I kissed her neck. She moaned when I gently pinched her pink nipples. “Wear something hot. Something sexy. How about that short yellow dress you wore when we went to Bali last year. Hunter’s eyes will pop out if he sees you wearing that. Right? Also, babe, I’m about to pop myself if you keep doing that to my cock.”

Michelle faced me and smiled at me and stroked my cock faster. She went down on her knees and I came on her beautiful face and tits.

“Babe, is this alright? What do you think?” Michelle asked me when she was finished dressing. She opened the front door and stood before me on the porch. She twirled, showing me her outfit. She didn’t choose the tight yellow dress.

“We’re going on a tour of the city,” Michelle said, smiling. “That dress is more appropriate for a beach trip. But what do you think of this? Isn’t this a bit cute?”

I leaned back and watched my wife. Hunter could be one lucky fellow if he played his cards right today. Could be.

Michelle was wearing a pink high-waisted cotton shorts with drawstring and a white V-neck, slim-fit tank top. I looked at her stunning legs. Her shorts displayed her smooth thighs and emphasized her perfect butt. Her comfortable tight top hugged her curves nicely, showing the firm shape of her tits.

“Turn around, babe,” I said to her. Michelle turned around and I squeezed her butt. She looked back at me and gave me a naughty smile. She faced me and I squeezed her pussy.

“How about you cancel the date with Hunter and we just stay here and I fuck you all day long?” I said. I was only partly serious, though. The thought of her going out with our new friend was goddamn hot. I wanted it to happen. Michelle looked at me, curiously reading my thoughts, looking all cute and gorgeous.

Just as she was about to answer, Hunter’s silver pickup truck parked on the street in front of our house. It stopped suddenly, huge tires mounting the curb. His pickup was dusty. The window was open and his tattoed arm was hanging out, relaxed and holding a smoking cigarette.

Hunter Hunt, that’s actually his full name, was not alone. Payton Parker was with him in the front passenger seat. He waved at us. Both guys opened their doors and got out of the vehicle. It was a huge truck with deep-threaded, off-road tires. Hunter took one last drag of his cigarette and threw it on the ground and stepped on it with the heels of his boots.

I stood up from my chair and we walked towards them.

“Hey, man,” Payton said to me. The two men shook my hand.

“You’re here too,” I commented.

Payton leaned on the side of Hunter’s truck. “Yeah. Yeah. The more the merrier, right? I asked if I could join them, and they said, sure, it’s no problem,” Payton looked at Michelle, who was beside me. She was slightly blushing. “I mean, I could not pass the chance to spend a whole day with your wife. It’s okay, right, Tom?”

Michelle squeezed my hand and looked at me. “Uhhh, sure, it’s no problem,” I answered.

“The more the merrier,” Hunter repeated what Payton said. He and his friend turned their gaze to my wife, leering at her with complete transparency.

Michelle looked at the road, shyly avoiding their eyes. She stood straighter, subtly arching her back, pushing her tits out. Hunter took a deep breath. Payton stopped leaning on the car. He put his hands in his pocket and took a step forward. Their eyes roamed my wife’s gorgeous body. Michelle finally met their eyes and smiled at them.

“Hi,” she said, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “I’m excited for today.”

“We’re excited, too,” Hunter said.

“We’ll do lots of things,” Payton said to my wife’s tits. Hunter was looking at her legs.

“So,” I said. “What’s your plan for the day?”

“We’ll just drive around and see the sights,” Payton answered me.

“Right. We’ll update you, Tom,” Hunter said to me, patting me on the shoulder. “Thanks for letting this happen.” I nodded at him.

Bryan and Kim, our neighbors, were on their porch and curiously looking at us. I waved at them.

“Let’s go,” Payton said. He got back inside the pickup truck. Hunter slid into the driver’s seat. Michelle gave me a quick kiss on the lips and then she got into the backseat. I helped her close the door.

“Thanks for letting us borrow Michelle,” Payton said. He stepped on the gas and made a U-turn and I watched them as they drove away.

I went back into the house and into the kitchen and drank a glass of cold water. I closed the door of the fridge and stared at it. I was aware of how fast my heart was beating. I was also hard as a rock. I looked at my watch. Only ten minutes had passed.

I put a white cap and my sunglasses on and went out to the front yard. I turned on the lawn sprinkler and knelt and removed some weeds growing between our boxwood shrubs and coral bells. My mind wasn’t on our garden.

My mind was with Michelle and the two guys she was with at the moment. I imagined her giving Hunter a slow blowjob inside his pickup truck.

I went back inside when it became too hot and took a shower and changed into comfortable, fresh clothes. I sat on the couch and turned the TV on and scrolled the endless list of movies and series. I wondered what my wife and Payton and Hunter were doing now.

I received a notification on my phone. I immediately picked it up from the table beside the couch and looked at it. It wasn’t from Michelle. It was a group chat invitation from Payton. I accepted the invite. There were only three people in it. Payton and Hunter and me. Michelle wasn’t in the chat.

“Hey, Tom, thanks again,” Payton chatted. I reacted with a thumbs up.

“Hey, guys, what’s happening there?” I typed.

“We’re just having a great time,” Hunter replied.

“That’s great,” I said. “How’s Michelle?”

“Wait,” Payton replied.

I waited for ten minutes, then fifteen, then twenty. After thirty minutes, Payton sent a picture of Michelle.

She was standing and smiling at the camera. Hunter was standing beside her. Their shoulders were touching. The picture was taken in Fort Hummler. Old stones and cannons and murals and gray monuments of generals holding swords and guns atop huge stone warhorses were their background.

There were lots of tourists wearing caps and round hats and dark plastic sunglasses holding phones and expensive cameras. It was slightly windy there based on the photo.

“She’s very pretty,” Payton messaged. There was no need to reply to that completely obvious comment.

“Very fuckable,” Hunter typed. I didn’t know what to reply to that. I took a deep breath and stood up and walked around the living room. I was not angry at that comment. Not even a bit. There was no message after that for the next thirty minutes. I sensed that the two men were waiting for me to reply before they went any further.

I sat back down on the couch and replied. “Yes, man,” I typed, “my wife is absolutely fuckable.”

“Oh, yeah,” Payton said in his message. There was a smiley at the end.

Hunter sent a photo. They brought her to an auto show where classic cars were being showcased. There were lots of people. Sexy models in tight dresses. Car enthusiasts. Photographers. Curious visitors. Staff. Michelle was checking a red 1980s sportscar when Hunter snapped the photo.

“She looks good in all of her pictures,” Payton commented when Hunter shared it with the group.

“She’s got stunning legs,” Hunter said.

“I wanna lick her legs,” Payton said.

“They are delicious,” I replied.

“I bet,” Peyton said.

“She’s got the legs of a model,” Hunter commented.

Hunter sent another photo. This time, Michelle was bent over at the waist and looking at the cockpit of a red car with a 480 horsepower engine. The men behind her were staring at her butt and legs.

“She’s got amazing ass, man. Look at all those poor bastards,” Payton commented on Hunter’s photo.

“Yes.”

“Man, I want to bend her over and just fuck her non-stop,” Hunter commented.

I put my phone down on the sofa and went out the door and stood on the porch to get some fresh air. Payton and Hunter, these friendly strangers we met just a few weeks before, were now talking about fucking my wife.

“Does Michelle love that?” Payton messaged. “Does she like getting fucked while she’s on her hands and knees?”

“Yes,” I replied. “Very much.”

“I’d like to fuck your wife, man?” Payton said. “Is that, like, good? Is that possible?”

“Everything’s possible,” I said. “You have to convince her first, though. When we were still new, It took me several months before I was able to convince Michelle to have sex with me.”

“Don’t underestimate our charms, man,” Payton replied confidently. There was a smiling emoji wearing shades at the end of his sentence.


CHAPTER 5

“So, how was the date?” I asked Michelle after Payton and Hunter dropped her off. I was asleep in the bed in our room and didn’t hear her enter the house.

“It was great,” Michelle said happily, putting her handbag down and sitting beside me. “We went to Fort Hummler and then we saw this beautiful car show in Sunnywood. We had a picnic in a botanical garden near it. Payton brought salads and fruits and sandwiches. Hunter played his guitar. Imagine that. After that, we drove around. They showed me the whole of Arlow. Those two are awesome tour guides. They are sweet. It was a good day. You should have come with us.”

“Oh hey, that’s nice. You enjoyed it? That’s good.”

“Oh, I did. Very much. Have you eaten, babe? We already ate. I’ll make something for you. Let me just take a quick shower.”

“So, aside from the friendly tour . . .” I asked Michelle when we were finally on the bed. She was wearing a white shirt and a tiny black shorts.

“Yes?”

“Aside from that, uhhh, nothing else happened?”

“What do you mean, babe?”

“Well, you know?”

“Ummm . . .”

“Yes?”

“You won’t get mad, right?” Michelle asked me. She lifted herself up and shyly looked at me, her hand on my stomach.

I grinned at her. “Of course not. Tell me, babe?”

“But promise first you won’t get mad?” Michelle said.

“Here,” I raised my right hand as if I was going to testify in court. “Promise. I won’t get mad at you. Now and forever.”

“You’re silly,” she said, smiling.

“So?”

“Well, he tried to kiss me,” Michelle said.

I raised an eyebrow. My heart started beating faster. “Who tried to kiss you?”

“Hunter,” she said.

“Hunter?”

“And Payton,” Michelle said softly.

“So both of them? Tell me what happened.” I sat up and leaned my back on the headboard. She faced me. I placed my hand on her smooth thigh. Michelle’s hair was down and her cotton shirt was thin and her nipples were poking it. I wanted to suck her tits. I rubbed her thighs, moving my right hand back and forth close to her pussy. I knew she wasn’t wearing anything underneath her tiny shorts. She placed one hand on my arm.

“Ummm, well. We were inside the car. This was after they treated me to dinner at The Solstice. That’s on 36th Street. It’s actually a nice place. We should go there, too, so you can try their food,” Michelle paused. “So, we were in the parking lot and, well, we were beside Hunter’s pickup. The two men were standing close to me and Hunter was looking into my eyes. So, he asked if he could kiss me.”

My hand was inside her shorts but just a millimeter away from her pussy. “And what did you say when Hunter asked you if he could kiss you?”

“I said yes,” Michelle said, slightly blushing. “I mean, he asked nicely.”

“And then what happened?”

“He kissed me. At first, it was a friendly kiss, but then it became more torrid. Hunter’s a good kisser. He’s about my height, you know, so I didn’t need to tiptoe and he didn’t need to bend his head down,” Michelle said.

“Was there tongue?” I asked her, smiling, my fingers already touching her clit. She bit her lower lip and looked at me with seductive eyes.

“There wasn’t tongue . . . at first. Then there were lots of it.”

“Where was Payton?”

“He was also there. He was standing a few feet away, watching us.”

I imagined Michelle moaning as she and Hunter French-kissed right there in the parking lot. I pictured Hunter’s hand on her hips, her hands on his shoulders.

“Payton also asked if he could get a kiss,” Michelle said.

“Of-fucking-course. And what did you say?” I asked her.

“I said yes. I mean, they were nice to me. They were sweet. They took me on a date. Also . . .”

“Also?”

“Payton said it’s alright with you. He said you guys were chatting earlier and you said that if I made out with them, it’s okay. Right, babe?” Michelle looked at my face. She looked down and saw the hard tent in front of my shorts.

“Ummm, yeah, sure. I mean, yes, we chatted. The three of us. We talked about you.”

“I figured it was okay.”

“So, you kissed both of the guys right there in the parking lot. Did anybody see you?”

“There were several cars, but we parked under a tree and it was somewhat dark. The light pole near us was not working. Maybe somebody saw us? Somebody waiting inside one of those parked cars. I don’t know. I’m not really sure. I wasn’t really thinking about that. You’re hard, babe,” Michelle said.

“And you’re dripping wet.”

“I-I’m yes. You are making me wet. Ohhhh.”

“Take off your shorts and sit on my cock,” I told my wife. Michelle smiled at me and immediately did what I ordered her to do. She took off her cotton shorts and I removed mine.

I lay on the bed and watched her stroke my cock. Michelle aimed my cock at her sopping wet pussy and then slowly went down on it. She moaned as my cock stretched her. She placed her palm on my chest and started moving back and forth.

“Tell me more of what happened. So you kissed both of them and then you got in the car and Hunter drove you home? That was it, right?”

“Well, something more happened before that,” Michelle said.

“Tell me,” I said. I slipped my hand under her shirt and squeezed her soft tits. Her nipples were stiff. She continued moving back and forth, but slowly. Michelle bit her lower lip and a delicious tremor ran through her. Her eyes fluttered and then she looked at me and continued grinding her pussy on my cock.

“H-Hunter stood behind me while I was kissing Payton. I had my arms around Payton’s neck. He was sucking my tongue and while that was happening, Hunter pressed his dick against my butt.

“Daring bastard,” I said with a slight grin.

“Hunter was so hard. I could feel it. Payton, too.”

“And then?”

“A car parked near us, so the three of us got inside the pickup. The three of us sat in the backseat. Hunter was sitting on my left and Payton was on my right. The truck is big, so it was okay.”

Michelle took off the shirt she was wearing. Her tits bounced when she took it off. I reached for them with my hands and squeezed and massaged them while she continued telling me what happened earlier.

“Were you surprised that the two men joined you there?”

“Ummm, yes. At first. I thought we were gonna leave already. Yes. I was surprised, but it wasn’t a bad surprise.”

“Yes. I bet.”

“Yes, play with my boobs, babe. Ohhh, I think, I think I’m going to come again.”

“Don’t come yet,” I said to Michelle. “Finish your story first. Tell me what happened inside the truck.”

“Uhhh, so, ummm, we were in Hunter’s truck. It was dark at first, but eventually, our eyes adjusted. I was between them, and well, they made out with me.”

“Was it hot?”

Michelle nodded. “We repeated what we did outside. I kissed Hunter and then Payton and Hunter again. They were aggressive. Their kisses were aggressive. They like it when our tongues play with each other.”

“Did they say anything?”

“Ummm, they said I’m pretty and hot and that I have a sexy body and that I’m a good kisser.”

“Who touched your tits first?” I asked Michelle. “Who made the first move?”

“It was Payton. It happened so fast. I was kissing Hunter and then I felt Payton’s hands on me. I felt it on my waist first and I felt him slip his hands inside my shirt. And then my bra was gone. Just like that. He unclasped it so quickly. He threw it in the front seat.”

“Fuck,” I said.

“Payton played with my boobs while Hunter kissed me. Payton said he had been waiting to do that since the first time he saw me. I was soaking wet already at that point. Like now. Ohhh, fuck. Can I come, please, Tom, please? Can I come? Oh my god. I’m so near. You’re so hard and I’m so near!” Michelle was almost begging. She wasn’t grinding back and forth anymore. She was now moving her hips up and down. There was urgency in her movements. She needed to come. I did, too, but I wanted to hear more.

“Did they fuck you, huh? You fucking slut? Did Hunter and Payton fuck you?” I asked her. I wrapped my hands around her sexy waist, helping her bob up and down faster and harder. Her tits bounced perfectly.

“Ummm, no, babe. They didn’t.”

“But you wanted them to? Right, huh? You wanted them to fuck you?”

Michelle didn’t answer but continued bouncing on my cock. I was close, too. My balls were throbbing, eager to burst. I imagined them inside that dark pickup truck, both men hungrily sucking her tits, licking her pink nipples.

“I’m gonna come, babe!” Michelle sobbed.

“Fuck,” I groaned loudly and then we both came. Michelle’s body trembled and she fell on my chest, moaning and shaking, her tight pussy milking all the come from my balls. She kissed me and I wrapped my arms around her body. She was panting. I squeezed her firm butt and slapped it several times while we caught our breaths.


CHAPTER 6

I was the one who started the chat with Payton and Hunter the next day. I was in my office. The work was light during that day. The door of my office was open and I could hear the buzz of employees talking, calls being taken, the hum of the printers. I stood up and half-closed my door. I sat back down on my comfortable office chair and sent a message to our group chat.

“Hey, guys,” I sent.

“Hey, man. What’s up?” Payton said.

“Good day yesterday, huh?” I chatted.

“Lots of things happened,” Hunter said.

“We got a bit carried away,” Payton said.

“Yeah, Michelle told me.”

“We made out.”

“That’s it?”

“That’s it.”

“We didn’t fuck her if that’s what you’re asking, man,” Hunter replied.

“Though it seems she very much wanted to,” Payton said with a smiley at the end of the sentence.

“Do you want some photos, man? We asked Michelle if we could take some and told her we might send them to you. She said it was okay. So? Do you want to see them?” Payton chatted.

“There’s some videos too, but they are short,” Hunter said.

“Sure. I’d like to see them.” I stood up and fully closed the door. Then, I returned to my chair and looked at the items they had sent. I took a deep breath and squeezed my hard cock outside my pants.

The first photo was taken by Payton. This was taken inside the pickup. Payton was in the driver’s seat and Michelle and Hunter were in the back. Hunter had his arm around my wife’s shoulders and he was wearing a stupid grin. Michelle was blushing and smiling and her hands were clasped in front of her. They were both fully clothed. Michelle wasn’t wearing a bra. It was apparent from her nipples poking the front of her white shirt. I also noticed that Hunter’s belt was unbuckled and his pant’s zipper was half down.

“When was this taken?” I asked them.

“Before we went home,” Payton answered.

“Michelle looks damn cute when she blushes,” Hunter said.

Payton sent another photo. This was taken outside the building where there was a car show event. This one was taken by someone else. Maybe they asked a staff or some stranger to take it. There were lots of people wearing colorful shirts and caps and walking shoes in the background.

In this picture, Michelle is between Payton and Hunter, and her hands are on their shoulders. The three were smiling and looked like they were really enjoying the event. They were all looking at the camera. Payton and Hunter were giving a thumbs-up gesture. They were happy and full of energy.

They looked like friends. They are friends. That was what I realized while looking at that photo and seeing the happy light in their eyes and the genuine smile on their faces.

I considered Payton and Hunter acquaintances – people Michelle and I could hang out and talk to. But deep inside, I wouldn’t really consider them friends of mine. Not yet, at least. Yet, Michelle has bonded with them. She truly enjoys their company. She likes them and they like her back. I took my time thinking about it. That is good, I guess. I’m happy she was able to find friends here.

“This is a nice photo,” I said.

The next item Payton sent wasn’t a photo but a video, which was recorded inside our house. This was only a ten-minute video. It wasn’t that long.

“When was this taken?” I asked in the chat before I clicked the play button.

“This morning,” Hunter replied with a smiley.

“What?”

“We’re kidding,” Payton said. “This was after we drove Michelle home after that, uhhh, date. She invited us in. You were napping in the bedroom. You fell asleep waiting, it seemed. Michelle said we should be quiet so as not to wake you. We hung out in your living room. You guys have a nice place. We were only there for a short time. Just about half an hour.”

I clicked the play button and the video started playing. Michelle was between Hunter and Payton and they were all sitting on our blue couch. They placed the phone across from them on top of the back of the couch. Maybe they put a book behind the phone so it wouldnt fall. These guys are creative.

Nothing happened in the first two minutes. They talked about their day. Smiling and talking and laughing at Payton’s jokes. Hunter said that they had a good time and they all had a good day. Payton placed his hand on Michelle’s left thigh and began rubbing it. Michelle looked at his hand and then smiled at him.

Hunter placed his hand on her chin and she turned her head to him and kissed him. While they were kissing, Payton slid his hand inside her shirt and fondled her yummy tits.

“Fucking awesome. Feels so good in my hand,” Payton said in the video. He lifted my wife’s shirt until her full breasts were exposed. Hunter squeezed Michelle’s right boob and Payton played with her left. She moaned when Payton started sucking her hard, pink nipples.

“Spread your legs,” Hunter told Michelle. She did what he said. Hunter slipped his right hand inside her shorts and her panties and cupped her pussy. Even if her pussy was hidden, I knew she was soaked. Hunter’s hand moved inside her shorts. He was rubbing her clit, her wet folds, making her moan and move her hips in response to his dancing fingers.

“What a slut you are, huh, Michelle?” Payton asked her before ravishing her lips with his. He kissed her hungrily. Michelle moaned and spread her legs wider.

I continued watching the video. I squeezed the front of my pants. They really did it in the living room. Our living room. Hunter was finger-fucking Michelle now. His hand was moving furiously inside her shorts.

“Oh, I’m going to come if you continue that,” Michelle said to Hunter.

“I wanna fuck your mouth,” Payton said while squeezing her tits. Michelle turned her head to look at Payton, her eyes seductive and fluttering. She bit her lower lip and nodded at him. Payton stood right there on the couch and unbuckled his belt and took out his massive cock. Michelle looked at it with amazement. She looked impressed.

She looked up at Payton and gave him a smile and then put out her tongue and licked his cock, starting from his balls and then running her tongue along his long shaft until she reached his fat head.

“Fuck. That’s nice,” Payton said.

Hunter had begun removing Michelle’s shorts while she was licking Payton’s thick precum when they heard a sound coming from my room. They stopped what they were doing and looked in the direction where I was sleeping.

“I think Tom’s waking up,” Michelle said.

“Let’s go, man,” Hunter said.

“Damn,” Payton said, putting his cock back inside his pants. “I want to fuck her already.”

“Soon,” Hunter said with a grin. “Right, Michelle?”

“Ummm, yes,” Michelle said while fixing her hair and her shirt and shorts, “I’ll have to ask my husband first if it’s okay.”

“It’s okay with him. We already talked about it, babe. I’m one hundred percent sure of that,” Payton said. He squeezed her butt and licked her neck.

“Sure, Michelle,” Hunter answered her, smiling reasonably. “Ask Tom first.”

“I’m actually feeling a bit shy about asking him that,” Michelle said softly. “I don’t know.”

“Don’t worry about it,” Hunter said.

The video ended when Payton grabbed his phone and clicked the stop button. I stared at the phone in my hand and looked outside the window and then back at our group chat.

“Hot, right?” Payton said.

“Don’t show that to anyone,” I chatted.

“Of course. No way we’re gonna share Michelle with anyone,” Hunter said. “I mean, except you, Tom, you’re the husband.”

I resumed work after our chat. I had a ten o’ clock meeting with a manager from the procurement department and we finished past noon. I called Michelle and told her that I wouldn’t be able to join her for lunch because I had a sudden conference call with the compliance guys from Seattle that I had to attend.

Michelle said that Payton texted her and asked her if she could join him for lunch. Michelle asked me if that would be okay. Considering that I just saw her in a video tasting Payton’s cock, I decided that having lunch with him was just fine.

“Sure, babe, it’s fine. It’s alright,” I said.

“Oh, thank you.”

“Where will you guys go?”

“Payton wants to eat at Marlowe’s.”

“Marlowe’s? The one at 20th street?”

“Yes, babe,” Michelle said.

I paused. That branch was just a few steps away from Payton’s condo. He invited Michelle and me there once. We ate pizza in his two-bedroom condo and the three of us played videogames and watched a short series. Hunter arrived while we were there and the four of us chilled in the balcony. Payton played his guitar while Hunter did some curls with a twenty-five-pound dumbbell using his right hand while smoking a cigarette with his left.

“Ah, nothing. Sure, it’s fine. Where’s Hunter? Won’t he join you guys?”

“I’m not sure.”

“Maybe he’ll just appear. So after lunch, what will you guys do?”

“Ummm, I’ll get back to the office and Payton will get back to his work.”

After an hour, Payton sent a photo of him and Michelle inside Marlowe’s. The photo seemed to have been taken by one of the staff, possibly a waiter. This was taken after the food was served. There’s oyster as an appetizer and buttered rib-eye steak for the main course, as well as some side dishes and fruit drinks.

Payton was sitting across from my gorgeous wife, who was wearing a black slim-fitted business attire outfit with a zipper and pockets in front. The pleated skirt reached a few centimeters above the knee.

Payton and Michelle were smiling at the camera. Thank god he didn’t sit beside Michelle and wrap his arms around her or place his palm on her thigh, which was surely what he wanted to do. That would be suspicious as hell. Some of my colleagues eat there. My boss eats there. They’d immediately recognize Michelle if they saw her. They would wonder why another man had his hands on Tom Meihofer’s beautiful wife.


CHAPTER 7

“Do you guys have anything planned this weekend?” Hunter asked me. It was twelve noon on a Thursday. The four of us were sitting at our favorite table in Arlow Park. I was eating a slice of strawberry pie and Michelle had a takeout salad. We were seated beside each other. Hunter and Payton were across us.

Michelle looked at me. “We’ll just stay at the house. Do some cleaning and minor renovations,” I said.

“Renovations?” Payton asked.

“Ah, there’s still some minor things to be done. Painting one side of the kitchen wall. Some minor electric repairs. Probably will only take a few hours. Nothing heavy.”

“Your landlord’s supposed to be the one to fix that.”

“Yeah, we already told him. But we decided to just do this ourselves. Could be fun, right?”

“Husband and wife fixing their house together,” Payton said, smiling. Michelle smiled back at him.

“We’re not busy this weekend,” Hunter said. He was standing, one foot on the bench. “We’ll help you guys. Payton and I. We’ll help fix your house. What do you think?” He looked at Michelle and me. My wife glanced at me.

“I don’t know. We don’t want to trouble you or anything. Aren’t you guys busy here?” I turned my head to their team, which was composed of a dozen men who were drilling concrete and carrying large pipes and rolling thick wires on the street across us.

Hunter shrugged. “George and Ramon over there can supervise the other guys. They got it. Besides, we’re friends, right? The four of us here. So here’s what we’ll do. Payton and I will go to your home on Saturday. Maybe around nine or ten in the morning. We’ll bring our tools. We’ll help you do those minor renovations you say you need. After we’re done, we’ll hang out at your house, order pizza, watch a movie, hang out, relax and unwind. Free of charge. How about that? Good?”

“Ummm, babe?” Michelle asked me.

“That sounds awesome,” I said. I wasn’t about to regret a free offer from skilled contractors.

They arrived at about half past eight on Saturday morning. They drove two pickups. Hunter brought his silver-colored one, and Payton brought his black one.

They parked on the street beside the sidewalk. I was inside the house and doing an inventory of the repairs that we needed to do. Michelle was in the kitchen preparing snacks. Her phone was on the countertop, streaming pop music. Michelle was singing in a low voice and cutely dancing to the tune.

I approached her from behind and placed my hands on her waist and kissed her neck. She turned to face me and kissed me. I grabbed her butt and pushed her tight against me.

We were in the kitchen when we heard the knock on the door.

“They’re here, babe,” Michelle said.

When we opened the door, Payton and Hunter’s eyes immediately went to Michelle who was standing beside me.

Michelle was wearing a light pink, spaghetti-strapped, V-neck tanktop that showed just the right amount of delicious cleavage and hugged her tits nicely. Her skinny denim shorts exposed her long legs and gripped her ass tightly. She looked like a walking fantasy. Her hair was down. She brushed a strand of hair behind her ear. She was starting to blush a bit.

For several seconds, it seemed Payton and Hunter forgot to speak. They just stood there with their toolboxes in their hands, checking her out, devouring her curves with their eyes.

“Damn,” Hunter said in a low voice.

“Uh-uh,” Payton nodded in agreement. “Thats right, man.”

“Please come in, guys,” I said.

“There’s some food and drinks in the kitchen,” Michelle said. Payton and Hunter stared at her ass. I shook my head and smiled. Hunter grinned at me.

“So you want to rest first or eat or what do you guys want to do?” I asked them.

“I wanna fuck,” Payton said silently.

“I’m sorry?” The four of us were standing in the center of our living room.

“Uh, nothing.”

“We wanna get to work first. Let’s finish what we need to do so we’ll have more time to chill later. Is that okay?” Hunter said.

“Sure, thats okay,” I said. Payton said something to Michelle. She blushed and nodded.

To my minor surprise, the two men actually started getting to work. They checked the faucets and the lightings and all the electrical wires. They checked the windows for signs of cracks or warpings. They inspected the heater in the shower room and the knobs of all the doors and the status of the floor and the ceiling. Payton used his measuring tape while Hunter took out a small notebook in his pocket and started writing.

“No need to buy anything,” Hunter said to me. “We have all the materials for this.”

Michelle and I assisted Payton and Hunter as best we could. I let them take the lead since construction work was their area of expertise. They did the majority of the work. Michelle served snacks and drinks. We had lunch at half past twelve. We took a thirty-minute break and then we resumed work.

The two men were efficient at their work, but Michelle was a welcome distraction that was impossible to ignore. They kept staring at her cleavage and at her butt.

“Fuck!” Payton winced when he hit his finger with a hammer. He lost focused when Michelle walked past him. Instead of staring straight at the nail, he got distracted by the sway of her hips. Hunter laughed at his friend.

“When was the last time that happened to you?” Hunter asked his friend.

“Never happened to me before,” Payton said.

“She’s truly unbelievably hot, man,” Hunter said to me while we were doing some carpentry work on the porch. Michelle was inside the house.

“Yes, she is,” I said.

“Damn hot,” Payton said.

“Did she wear that outfit for us?” Hunter asked.

“Uhhh, I didn’t ask her. Thats what she usually wears around the house.”

“Her shorts are really right,” Payton said. “I want to bend her over this railing and pull down her shorts and just fuck her.”

“Oh. Alright,” I said.

“I want to come on Michelle’s face and tits. I want to shower her with my come,” Payton continued.

We finished at about four in the afternoon. Michelle and I did the cleanup. Payton and Hunter put their tools in their toolboxes and placed them back at the back of their pickup trucks.

“So, how much do I owe you guys?” I asked them. The four of us were sitting on wooden chairs on the porch. There’s pineapple pies and cookies and cold soda on top of the square wooden table in front of us.

“Hey, I told you its free, man,” Hunter said.

“I’ll pay for the materials at least,” I volunteered.

“All free of charge, Tom,” Hunter said after taking a bite of a chocolate cookie.

“You did a lot of work for us,” Michelle said. “There must be some way we can repay you for that?”

“We’re all friends here. Friends help each other,” Payton said. He turned his head and stared at Michelle’s smooth legs. “Though.”

“Yes?” I sat straighter on my chair. Here it comes, I thought.

“Nothing,” Payton said.

“Say it, please,” Michelle urged him sweetly.

“What Payton is saying is there’s actually a way you could pay us for our services,” Hunter said. Michelle crossed her legs. Her shorts move an inch upwards. Payton and Hunter leaned forward in their chairs and looked at her.

“Ummm, what is it?” she asked them.

“Well, it would really be up to you, Michelle,” Hunter said, smiling. “But, you know what? Forget it. It’s fine. We’re just being crazy.” I looked at the pizza and tried to calm my breathing.

Michelle stood up and rested her elbows on the porch railing. She bent forward. We all leered at the round, perfect shape of her ass and her long legs and her pretty face. She brushed her gorgeous hair back and looked at the three of us with alluring eyes. She tilted her head questioningly at Payton and Hunter. She looked so goddamn cute.

“So, what is it?” Michelle asked sweetly. “I have to know first before I say yes, guys.”

“Alright, come here,” Hunter said. He stood up from his chair. He was sweaty in his gray shirt and dark blue jeans and thick black leather boots.

Michelle looked at me and I nodded slightly at her. She took two steps towards Hunter. Payton was almost at the edge of his seat.

When they were facing each other, Hunter placed his hand on Michelle’s waist. Her back was on me. Hunter moved his head a little to the right to look at me. I gave him a small grin.

“Closer,” he said to my wife. Michelle took another half step towards him and then their lips met. I was holding my breath and I let out a long exhale when they finally kissed.

The kiss started light, just a touch on the lips, and then it turned into something else. Something eager, something full of lust. They were sucking each other’s air, mouths open, tongues dancing. They were totally hungry for each other. Michelle’s eyes were closed. She moaned as she tasted Hunter’s eager mouth.

“They are really going at it,” Payton said to me. I stood from my chair and looked at the neighbor’s house and lawn. Thankfully, they were not home at the moment. No one was looking at us. Few cars drove on the street, but they didn’t look at us. A jogger turned his head in our direction and slowed down and then continued on his way.

After torridly kissing my wife, Hunter took a step back and motioned for Payton to take his turn. Payton stood up from his chair and grabbed Michelle’s butt and pulled her against him. Michelle gasped. They looked at each other’s eyes and then they kissed hungrily.

While they were kissing, our neighbors Bryan and Kim McDaniels arrived from their afternoon walk. They looked in our direction. I tried to block their view of what was happening by standing between them and Michelle, who was making out with Payton. I waved at them and they waved back. Bryan grinned at me and Kim looked at us curiously and then they got inside their house.

“Maybe we should take this inside,” Hunter suggested.

“Good idea,” Payton said, his hands still grabbing Michelle’s butt. My wife looked at me. She was blushing. She nodded and we all got inside. Michelle went first while holding Payton’s hand, followed by me and then Hunter, who closed the door behind him.

In the center of the living room, Payton and Michelle continued what they were doing on the porch. They resumed making out. Michelle moaned as they kissed hungrily. Payton’s hands excitedly roamed my wife’s body. Grabbing her ass. Squeezing it. Grabbing her pussy outside her denim shorts. Squeezing her tits. He just couldn’t get enough of her.

Payton unbuckled his leather belt and unzipped his jeans and took out his massive dick. Michelle gasped and bit her lower lip when she saw it. She glanced at me and then back at Payton’s long, thick cock. She reached for it and stroked it. I sat down on the couch and watched them. Hunter remained standing. He took off his shirt and hanged it on the doorknob.

Hunter positioned himself behind Michelle. She felt him standing behind her and then tilted her body to kiss him. Hunter grabbed her tits from outside her tank top. Payton unbuttoned Michelle’s shorts and slid his right hand inside her panties, which made her moan. Payton played with her pussy while Hunter sucked her tongue and squeezed her firm breasts.

“She’s already so wet,” Payton announced to everyone in the room. He slid his drenched hand out of Michelle’s shorts and she looked at it shyly. Payton placed his fingers near her mouth and she opened her lips and sucked them, tasting herself. Payton grinned as he watched my gorgeous wife suck his fingers. He grabbed her hair and then kissed her lips again. He slid his hand back again inside her shorts and started finger-fucking her.

After a minute, Michelle came in his fingers. Her legs trembled and she closed her eyes and moaned loudly, almost crying from the pleasure. Payton made her suck his fingers again. Michelle did so eagerly.

Behind Michelle, Hunter was unbuckling his belt and taking off his jeans and boxers. He was fully naked now. Tattoos of different symbols and letters covered almost his whole upper body. Michelle faced him and kissed him. She reached for his hard cock and started stroking it.

“Ummm,” Michelle moaned in a low voice while stroking Hunter’s dick with her right hand, his sticky precum wetting her palm.

“Let’s take your top off,” Payton said. Michelle lifted her arms and Payton took off her sexy tank top. Hunter unhooked her bra while kissing the back of her neck. Hunter also pulled down her shorts, and when they fell on the floor, she stepped out of them.

Hunter squeezed her butt, which made her gasp. She turned to him and smiled at him and kissed him. Payton slapped her butt four times. Michelle wasn’t wearing anything now except for her sexy white panties.

Hunter kissed Michelle and gently pushed her on the couch. She looked up at the two naked men in front of her. Their cocks were hard and eager and pointed at her. She looked at me and then looked back at their faces and at their huge black cocks, precum dripping excitedly on their tips. They looked down at her like she was the sweetest, most delicious, juiciest dessert they had ever seen.

Hunter sat on the couch and motioned for his friend to have his way with my wife first. Payton nodded in thanks. Michelle looked at Payton’s face with inviting eyes. I squeezed my cock outside my shorts and took a deep breath. Fuck, here we go, I thought.

“Perfect,” Payton said as he sat down beside my wife and reached for her lovely breasts. He squeezed her soft tits and licked her cleavage and hungrily sucked her nipples. He looked up at her and let her nipples go with a wet sound and kissed her mouth. Payton returned to sucking her tits. Michelle was moaning and rubbing her thighs together. Payton ravaging her tits made her even more soaking wet.

Payton kneeled on the floor and removed Michelle’s panties. She lifted her butt to help him. He spread her legs and licked her clit and ate her pussy. Payton feasted on Michelle’s delicious pussy for several minutes, making her squirm and moan. He fucked her with his long tongue. Michelle came on his mouth and she fell back on the couch. She was breathing hard, her body shaking.

Payton wasn’t done yet. He kept holding Michelle’s legs wide open and resumed plundering her soaked pussy with her mouth.

“Oh my goddd,” Michelle sobbed as she moaned and thrashed on the sofa. She grabbed Payton’s hair. She couldn’t decide if she wanted to push his face away from her shaking pussy or pull her tighter against her. Michelle came again. Her toes curled. This orgasm was deeper and sharper and she arched her upper body and threw her head back, crying from intense pleasure.

Michelle was still surfing the delicious effect of her orgasm when Payton got on top of her and aimed his thick cock at her shaking pussy and slid it in. Payton started fucking my wife. He fucked her fast and hard and deep. The sound of their fucking filled the whole living room. It was lewd and raw and hot. Hunter and I watched them. I squeezed my hard cock again inside my shorts.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god,” Michelle chanted as she was being pounded. Payton grabbed her hair and kissed her lips and licked her neck. He sucked her nipples hungrily. Michelle opened her eyes and looked in my direction. Our eyes met for several seconds until she lost focus as Payton brought her to another eye-rolling orgasm.

“Let’s go to your bedroom,” Hunter suggested. He stood up from the couch while stroking his hard cock. Payton nodded and pulled his cock out from Michelle’s pussy. He held her hand and helped her stand on shaky legs. We let Michelle lead the way.

There are three rooms in the house. A main bedroom and two guestrooms. We walked behind Michelle, staring at her firm ass and sexy hips and long legs. Payton slapped her butt, which made her gasp. She smiled naughtily at him. When we were near the door, Hunter grabbed her hair and tilted her face to him and kissed her torridly. Payton squeezed her butt and tits while she was French-kissing Hunter. Michelle stroked both men’s cocks.

“Ummm?” she asked shyly. “Should we go inside?” Michelle looked back at me and I nodded. She let go of their hard cocks and held the doorknob to open it.

Hunter reached Michelle’s tits from behind and squeezed them. He kissed and licked her shoulders and the back of her neck. He lined his cock at the hot entrance of her pussy. Michelle’s hand let go of the doorknob. She hadn’t opened the door yet. Hunter whispered something to her and she looked into his eyes and nodded.

Standing behind, Hunter slid his long, thick cock deep inside my wife’s pussy. Hunter smiled and licked his lips when he was finally inside. It was a warm, tight fit. Hunter turned his head to me and grinned at me and gave me a thumbs-up. He didn’t move immediately. He has better patience than Payton. Hunter let his thick cock marinate inside my wife for several seconds. He wanted her to feel his throbbing hardness.

“Hunter,” Michelle said sweetly and almost breathlessly. “You’re just so big.”

Hunter answered by grabbing her hair and pulling it and pounding her pussy. He fucked her hard. Right there. Right outside the closed door of our bedroom. Michelle’s boobs bounced as she was being fucked. Her hands and cheek pressed against the door.

“Fuck! This pussy’s really the best,” Hunter commented.

Eventually, Michelle was able to twist the doorknob. The door opened. Hunter didn’t pull his cock out of my wife’s pussy. It remained deep inside her as they walked slowly to the bedroom.

Michelle let her body fall forward when they reached the bed. Hunter followed her. He was determined to remain buried inside her. Hunter continued fucking her in that position – ass up and her breasts pressed on our bed. Michelle moaned in helpless lust as she was being fucked. She gripped the bedsheet. She sobbed and gasped every time Hunter’s cock penetrated her deepest part. Her eyes rolled to the top of her head as another orgasm hit her.

Hunter’s pace increased. He was fucking Michelle harder and wilder now. He grabbed her hair and twisted it around his rough fist and with one deep thrust, he ejaculated inside her. Tremor hit his body. He grunted and gritted his teeth as he unloaded thick come inside my wife. He continued fucking her, making sure he milked every last drop. He pulled his cock out of her pussy. It made a wet sound. Hunter sat on the chair. He was sweaty and breathing hard.

“Thats one sweet pussy,” Hunter said, wiping the sweat off his face. “Sweetest pussy ever, right?”

“Yes,” I agreed.

Payton fist-bumped Hunter and then he slapped Michelle’s butt twice and then squeezed it after. Her butt was pink-colored now because of repeated smacking. She brushed the disheveled hair in front of her face and looked at Payton, who was grinning at her. She gave him a teasing smile.

Payton’s veiny cock was rock hard. He got on the bed and stood on it while smiling down at Michelle and stroking his cock. Michelle looked up at him and lifted herself up from the lying position and kneeled on the bed. She looked at Payton’s smiling face and at his cock, which was pointed at her face. It was massive and hard and dripping with precum. Payton held his cock and slapped my wife’s cheeks with it. Michelle was surprised at first. She quickly recovered and offered her gorgeous face to him and he slapped her with his cock several more times.

“I’ve been wanting to do that,” Payton said. “Pretty woman like you, getting her pretty face cock-slapped.”

Michelle took Payton in her mouth and gave him a blowjob. His cock was long and it hit her throat but she got used to it quickly. She played with her balls while slurping on his cock. Saliva dripped down her chin and fell on the bed and her tits.

Payton grabbed Michelle’s hair with two hands and thrust his hips back and forth. Tears streaked down her eyes as she almost gagged. She didn’t stop Payton or signal him to slow down. She looked at me with lusty, teary eyes.

“Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Gonna come!” Payton roared. His face and body were sweaty. Michelle looked up at him and gave him her best “Yes, please” eyes.

Payton couldn’t hold it anymore. He blasted her in the face. He came like an endless hose. Thick spurt after spurt, showering Michelle’s whole body with come – her face, hair, tits, shoulders, thighs.

“Ummm, you came a lot,” Michelle said. She looked like she had showered on it.


CHAPTER 8

Michelle went to the bathroom to clean herself. She looked at me and wordlessly asked me if I wanted to join her. Of course, I’d love to join her. She entered first and left the door half open. Hunter stood up from his chair and entered the bathroom. I heard kisses. They talked, but I couldn’t hear what they were saying. Hunter closed the bathroom door and then I heard the shower. Payton was lying on the bed, resting and after a minute, he was already lightly snoring.

I stood up from my chair. I was still hard as a rock. The bathroom door was already closed. I stepped out of our bedroom and went to the kitchen and opened the fridge and ate a slice of pineapple and drank cold water. I went to the porch and sat down and scrolled my phone. Michelle was in the shower with a stranger we met just several weeks ago. Another stranger was sleeping on our bed. This was wild.

Payton wasn’t sleeping on the bed anymore when I came back to our bedroom. He was also now inside the bathroom. I stood outside and looked at the closed door. Sounds were coming from inside. Some light moans. Some words. Deep grunts and slapping of wet flesh. Some whimpers and cries of pleasure. But these were all masked by the sound of the shower. They were inside the bathroom for only about twenty minutes.

I ordered pizza. Hunter and Payton and I chilled in the living room while waiting for Michelle, who was still inside our bedroom and putting on new clothes. Everyone’s heads turned in the direction of our bedroom the exact moment we heard Michelle open the door.

She smiled and stood in front of us. Her hair was still damp. I took a deep breath and Hunter whistled as he checked her out. Payton rubbed his hands and shook his head as if he couldn’t believe the hotness he was seeing.

Michelle was wearing the yellow, sexy summer dress she wore when we had our vacation in Bali. It had thin spaghetti shoulder straps and was backless and the front part of it was so low that it exposed almost all of her glorious tits. She wasn’t wearing a bra. The A-line hem of her dress was also so short that her delicious pussy would say hello if she bent over. Michelle wasn’t wearing any underwear underneath this thin dress.

“I’m not hungry for pizza anymore. I’m hungry for something else now,” Payton said. He started to stand up from his couch when the doorbell rang. The pizza was here.

“Could you get that for us, Michelle, please,” Hunter asked my wife. He took his wallet from the back pocket of his jeans and handed my wife some cash for payment.

“I already paid for the pizza online,” I said to Hunter.

“Then just give that as a tip,” Hunter answered. Michelle looked at me and then smiled at Hunter.

“Wait,” Payton said. Michelle stopped and looked at him. He took a step towards my wife and wrapped his hands around her sexy waist and pulled her to him and kissed her. He slid one hand under the hem of her dress and touched her pussy. He slid two fingers inside her and then finger-fucked her for ten seconds and then pulled it out.

Michelle bit her lower lip and smiled at Payton. Her blushing face and the thirsty look in her hazel eyes showed that she wanted more. Payton grinned at her. He let her go and then sat back on his couch.

The eyes of the pizza delivery guy widened when Michelle opened the door. He was a tall, thin man wearing an orange shirt and red cap and black pants. He forgot what he was going to say. He handed the pizza to Michelle while memorizing her pretty face and perfect tits.

Michelle smiled shyly at the guy as she gave him his tip. She was blushing, feeling embarrassed and yet deeply turned on because of the slutty dress she was wearing.

Eventually, the pizza delivery man remembered to close his jaw. He thanked Michelle and then turned his back very slowly and walked down the porch. Michelle closed the door and placed the pizza on the table in the middle of the couches.

Our eyes watched her every move, focusing on her unbelievably hot assets – her stunning face, perfect butt, long legs, and luscious tits. Hunter rubbed his cock outside his jeans. Payton leaned forward on his seat and reached out and touched her inner thigh.

“Ummm, let’s eat first?” She asked. I nodded at her.

“Sure,” Hunter said. “All that sex earlier made me a little bit hungry.”

I took canned sodas from the fridge and placed them on the table. Michelle sat down beside me. The three of us devoured the pizza while she ate her salad. I looked at her pretty face while she was eating. She still had that after-sex glow. She caught me staring at her and she smiled at me. Payton was trying his best to look under the hem of her sundress.

I turned on the TV and picked a movie about street racing that everyone had already seen before. I turned it off after several minutes because no one was interested in watching.

After eating, Michelle and I went to the kitchen to throw the pizza carton and wash the plates and glasses we used. Hunter went to the porch to smoke a cigarette.

Payton joined to help us in cleaning the dishes in the kitchen, except he did none of that. While I was washing the plates and glasses and Michelle was drying them with a towel, Payton hugged her from behind, like he was her husband.

“I thought you were gonna help us, man,” I said lightly.

“I am helping,” Payton said. He began kissing Michelle’s shoulders and the back of her neck, smelling her hair. She smiled and giggled.

“Ummm, Payton,” Michelle moaned. He was pressing his crotch against her butt. He was already hard and she could feel it. Payton squeezed her soft tits.

“Damn, you look so hot. This dress is doing something to me,” Payton said. “Here. Oh fuck. Your pussy’s so slick. I’m gonna slide one finger in, Michelle. You like that? How about two fingers?”

Michelle was still holding a drinking glass and a towel when Payton began finger-fucking her. His other hand massaged her breasts. Michelle leaned on his body and closed her eyes, savoring the delicious feeling of Payton’s dexterous fingers ravaging her. I took the glass and the towel from her hands and placed them on top of the sink. I was standing beside them just two feet away. Hunter came to the kitchen, saw what was going on, and sat on a chair to watch.

Payton placed his palm on Michelle’s back. She understood what he wanted. She looked at me. She was blushing. I nodded and smiled at her. Michelle bent forward, placing her elbows on top of the sink. She arched her back seductively and brushed her hair back and looked back at Payton who already had his hard cock out.

Payton lifted the hem of her short dress, and we could all see how dripping wet she was.

“Look at this sexy slut,” Payton said and slapped her butt.

“Your wife,” Hunter said, “is ready to get fucked.”

Payton smacked Michelle’s butt again and then he slipped two fingers inside her pussy. He finger fucked her again and then he made her suck his wet fingers. He played with Michelle’s tits some more and then he aimed his cock at her pussy and slid it in.

“So fucking tight,” Payton grunted and began moving his hips back and forth, slamming into her again and again, his hands tightly wrapped around her slim waist. He grabbed her dress with his right hand and pulled it as he continued pounding her. Michelle whimpered and gasped. She reached for my hand, squeezed it, and then let it go as Payton brought her to a toe-curling, body-shivering orgasm.

Payton pulled his cock out and it was immediately replaced with Hunter’s. He fucked her hard for several minutes. Hunter leaned back while tightly gripping Michelle’s waist, pulling her as his huge cock plundered her again and again. Michelle had to grab the sink so they wouldn’t fall on the floor. I watched as another deep climax hit her and her eyes rolled to the top of her head.  

Hunter pulled his cock out of Michelle’s pussy as he was about to climax. He was replaced by Payton, and after a few minutes, Hunter replaced him again. They did that several times. It was like a competition of who could fuck my wife harder. It was not clear who was the winner between the two sweaty guys.

Payton and Hunter were both naked now. Their shirts and pants were on the floor. However, they kept on their boots. The two guys brought Michelle to several orgasms.

With weak, shaky legs, Michelle slid down from the sink cabinet and sat on the floor. She was breathing hard. She looked up and smiled invitingly at the two men. Hunter reached for her arms and helped her to stand up. He grabbed her butt and pulled her tight against his naked body and they kissed hungrily. She was still wearing her sexy yellow dress.

Hunter grabbed her thighs and lifted her and she wrapped her long legs around his waist. Payton cleared the table and Hunter placed Michelle down gently on it. Hunter spread her legs open. He licked her thighs while looking at her face and then he aimed his cock at her pussy and began pounding her.

I sat on a chair beside the table. I couldn’t stop myself anymore. I had my cock out and now I was stroking it furiously, watching as Hunter Hunt slammed his thick cock into my wife’s drenched pussy again and again. He was fucking her with such vigor that our dining table moved an inch with every deep thrust.

“Oh, oh, oh, Hunter! Fuck me, please, harder! Yes, oh please, like that!” Michelle begged, arching her back and thrashing her head side to side, her beautiful hair fanned out behind her. The edge of the table hit the framed wall, which made a horizontal dent.

“We’d fix that later, Tom,” Payton said with a smile while stroking his cock.

A split second before he came, Hunter pulled out his cock from the tight grip of my wife’s pussy. Michelle moaned as she watched Hunter ejaculate on her. He still came a lot, though not as much as earlier. His come landed on her face and neck and her tits. His sperm soaked her yellow dress. Michelle licked her lips and tasted the come that landed there.

“Damn,” Hunter said. He sat down on one of the kitchen chairs and rested his elbow on his thighs while trying to normalize his breath. He wiped the sweat off his face with his palm.

“What’s this table made of?” Payton asked.

I shrugged because I really had no idea.

“Maclura wood,” Hunter said. “Hard and durable.”

“On your hands and knees, Michelle,” Payton told my wife. Michelle brushed her messy hair and got on all fours on top of the table. Payton climbed the table and kneeled behind my wife and slid his cock into her slick pussy.

“Ummmm,” Michelle moaned and threw her head back when Payton got balls-deep inside her.

Payton grabbed Michelle’s hair and began pounding her tight pussy from behind. Sounds of slapping flesh filled the whole kitchen. Payton regulated his speed. He made sure he was hitting all the right spots. He made a circling motion with his hips.

Payton’s movements built another delicious orgasm inside my wife. After just a minute, her orgasm hit her like a bullet train. She squirted, shuddering violently. Her arms gave up and her upper body fell on the table. Payton grinned and squeezed her butt and continued ramming into her.

Payton and Michelle came at the same time. He shot his load deep inside her, grunting and jolting as he filled her with his hot come. He pulled her hair as he ejaculated long and hard. Michelle’s cry of release filled the whole room. They were both sweaty and breathing hard.

Michelle turned and lay on her back on top of the table. Her pussy, her dress, her face were coated with Payton and Hunter’s thick sperm. Michelle looked at me with unfocused eyes and I smiled back at her. You did good, babe, I whispered to my wife. You were fucking hot and awesome.

“Really?” she said in a satisfied voice.

“Yes,” I answered.

“Fuck, I’m jealous,” Payton said.

“I’m fucking jealous, too,” Hunter said.

I helped Michelle get down on the table and told the two men that we were going to take a bath. Sure, Hunter said. He and Payton carried back the heavy table to its original position. They looked at the damage it made on the wood panel. I carried Michelle to the bathroom and we showered together.

“You haven’t come yet,” Michelle said lovingly to me while I was soaping up her marvelous breasts.

“Nope,” I said. “Not yet.”

“Oh,” Michelle said. She wrapped her right hand on my cock and started stroking it. She tiptoed and kissed me while she was doing that.

“Fuck me, please?” Michelle said while looking into my eyes. I grinned at her. I grabbed her thighs and lifted her up. We kissed as she wrapped her legs around my waist. With one hand on her butt, I used my other hand to slide my cock into her shaking pussy. Michelle moaned and I sighed when I plunged inside her. Her pussy is just incredible.

Payton and Hunter were relaxing in the living room when we finished showering. I put on a white shirt and black shorts. Michelle wore another sexy summer dress, but it was pink this time.

Hunter slapped his thighs and stood up and said they had to go. Payton looked like he wanted to stay the night, but Hunter shook his head at him. There will be more times like these, Hunter’s look said. Payton understood. They shook my hand and I thanked them again for the professional renovation work they did on the house.

“Small thing, man,” Hunter said with a grin.

“Ummm, thanks for today,” Michelle said softly. She hugged Hunter and while they were hugging, he squeezed her butt. He whispered something to her and she smiled shyly and whispered something back. They French-kissed for a full minute before Hunter finally let her go.

“A hug for me, too?” Payton said, smiling, arms open.

“Of course,” Michelle said sweetly. She walked into his open arms and Payton hugged her tightly. He also grabbed her ass and fingered her pussy. The two made out right there in the center of the living room as Hunter and I watched them. Payton and Michelle kissed hungrily. She cried out in pleasure when Payton’s fingers brought her again to a knee-shaking orgasm.

“See you on Monday, guys,” I said to Hunter and Payton as they got inside their trucks. I had my arm around Michelle’s shoulders and her arm was around my waist. She waved at them as they made a U-turn and drove towards the exit gate of Morgan Heights.

“How’s your dessert?” Hunter asked Michelle. It was our lunch break, except we were not at our favorite table in Arlow Park eating our favorite Bliss Whip ice cream.

We were on the seventh floor of a building near the park. The floor was currently under renovation, and it was off-limits, except, of course, for the contractors assigned to fix it, which are Hunter and Payton.

We were inside a conference room. Tables and chairs were covered in plastic. There were paint cans and rollers on the floor. Wirings hang from the ceiling and the wall. It was silent outside the room. There was no sound of hammering and drilling. Hunter asked the workers to have an early lunch and just come back by two.

Michelle was kneeling and giving the two men blowjobs. They placed soft insulation wraps on the floor so her knees would be comfortable.

Michelle was wearing a pink pencil skirt and a white blouse with three buttons opened at the front. Payton and Hunter were wearing their usual safety orange vests and dark blue denims and heavy work boots. Their jeans were unbuckled and their massive cocks were out. Payton was still wearing his hard hat. I was sitting on a plastic chair and watching them. We still had about an hour before Michelle and I had to return to our offices.

Michelle looked up at them. She was stroking both cocks. Her hand was wet and sticky from their precums. She had been sucking them for twenty minutes already. She played with their balls and licked their shafts and slobbered on their massive cocks. They fucked her mouth and nearly made her gag which only made her hotter. Her cheeks and chin were wet from her drool and their come.

“You like your dessert, Michelle?” Payton asked my wife, repeating Hunter’s question.

She licked her lips and looked at me before answering. “Yes, I love it,” she said in a teasing voice before taking them in her mouth again. 
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