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CHAPTER 1

Priscilla was talking to Brandon. They looked like they were having a good time. They were smiling. They were having a good conversation, enjoying each other’s company. They were sitting beside each other. It was half-past twelve in the afternoon. It was our lunch break. We were in the cafeteria. I stood there, just a few meters from them, holding my food tray.

My wife and Brandon hadn’t noticed me. Not yet. Brandon said something, perhaps he made a joke, and that made Priscilla laugh cutely. She brushed her hair back behind her ear. She placed a hand on Brandon’s arm and he grinned. I raised an eyebrow. Alright. I walked towards them, but slowly. The office cafeteria was full of people – colleagues from different departments having their lunch break, sitting, talking, gossiping, some just scrolling their phones, watching online videos. I continued watching my gorgeous wife with our co-worker. There’s an opportunity here.

Priscilla was wearing a short-sleeved white polo shirt and jeans, the Crest Airlines logo printed on the left side of her shirt. Crest Airlines is the company where we work. Priscilla is in HR. Brandon Bull, the guy talking to her right now – and seriously, that is his real full name – is under the aircraft maintenance department. Brandon is an engineer. I’m an accountant, working under the finance team. We are all employees of the same airline and we work in the same building within New Coast City Airport.

Priscilla’s hair was down. She was wearing small silver earrings. She had very little makeup on. Her legs were crossed, relaxed. She was leaning slightly forward, her elbows resting on top of the table. Priscilla is gorgeous. Not the supermodel kind of gorgeous, but she is naturally pretty and she has expressive eyes. Her smile and kind voice bring warmth, and she has this genuine charm that makes people adore her. She isn’t that tall, but she has firm, athletic legs and a shapely butt.

She is sexy and fit. She makes it a habit to complete ten thousand steps per day, outside or on the treadmill in the gym, or in our small apartment in Clover Street. She runs every weekend and she eats healthily. Priscilla is the perfect combination of cute and hot, and I’m pretty sure half of the guys in this office building have a secret crush on her, even though they all know that she’s married to me.

Brandon Bull, the man she was talking to right now, is a huge black guy. He’s over six feet tall and has broad shoulders and huge arms. A serious man with a serious face. I heard that he is into mixed martial arts and that he competes regularly. He’s an imposing guy, but he has a reputation for being a hard worker and for being reliable and fair. Sadie Moore from Payroll and Natalie Bell from Payables are in love with him. I had seen them several times gossiping about him during snack breaks, giggling.

I was already near their table when my wife and Brandon noticed me.

“Can I join you guys?” I asked casually.

Priscilla smiled at me, slightly blushing like I had found her doing something naughty. I placed my lunch tray on the table and sat beside her. I pulled her seat closer to mine and wrapped my right arm around her waist. Brandon gave me a grin, scratching the back of his neck.

“What’s up?” I asked them, smiling back.

“Oh, Brandon and I were just talking. He was asking me about overtime policies,” Priscilla answered.

“Ah, I see,” I said. “Okay. I mean, yeah, that’s important.”

Brandon leaned back. The plastic chair he was sitting on looked tiny. It creaked against his weight. Priscilla glanced at his muscular arms. “Yeah,” Brandon said. “Me and the team did a lot of troubleshooting last week and we logged lots of hours doing, you know, radar calibration, system upgrade, interior panel repairs, ultrasonic inspection, all the works. Lots of tasks to finish, especially now that the big holidays are just days away.”

“Sounds hard,” I said, sympathetic.

“It was,” Brandon said. “We’re not complaining. Busy is good. Keeps the hands and the mind sharp, right? I was just checking with Priscilla if all of my team’s overtimes were logged properly.”

“Yeah. They were all recorded on time,” Priscilla said. They already had this conversation, I could tell. “I checked this morning. It would be included in the next payroll at the end of the month.”

“That’s great,” Brandon said.

“That’s good to hear,” I said, opening my orange juice and then taking a forkful of roasted chicken. Brandon didn’t really need to ask my wife about those overtimes. Every employee has access to the attendance system. Brandon just needed to log in and he would see the excess time rendered by his team. This was just an excuse to talk to Priscilla, of course. Other guys had done this before.

The way Brandon looked at Priscilla, I could easily tell that he has a big crush on her. Can she see it, too? Brandon couldn’t keep his eyes off my wife. He was watching her every single expression, hanging on her every word.

It wasn’t just a simple, wholesome crush on a co-worker. Brandon desires my wife. He lusts after her. It was plain as day with the way his eyes roamed all over Priscilla’s petite figure. It was so damn obvious.

I smiled and listened as they continued talking. Priscilla answered Brandon’s follow-up questions sweetly and politely. There was no awkwardness between them. They looked comfortable with each other’s company. I placed a hand on Priscilla’s thigh. Brandon talked to my wife like I wasn’t there. I was never much of a talker. I prefer to listen. I continued eating and in just a few minutes, I was done with lunch.

Brandon was subtly leering at my wife. He has a reputation for being decent, for being a leader, respectable and all that, but it seemed that was not all he was. Another side of him was showing right now. My charming wife has that effect on men, even though she is clueless about it. Brandon glanced at my wife’s breasts, appreciating their firm shape. Priscilla looked amazing in her simple polo shirt and jeans.

I took a slow, deep breath. I could feel a hot ball forming in my stomach. It wasn’t jealousy. It was something else.

“Alright,” Brandon said. He stood up. “I guess I’ll leave you two to it, then. Thanks a lot for answering my questions, Priscilla.”

“No problem,” my wife said, smiling sweetly at our huge co-worker. “You can always message me if you have additional questions, or you can just drop by at the office.”

“You know what? I’ll do just that,” Brandon said, grinning.

He squeezed my left shoulder, friendly. His hand was heavy. “See you around, Nicholas.”

“Just Nick, man,” I said.

Brandon moved to another table and sat with his team. They were big guys and they were talking loudly and cracking jokes. Brandon glanced back at Priscilla, their eyes meeting for a quick second.

“That big guy has a big crush on you, babe,” I said to Priscilla while we were in the car. I was driving, low-volume music playing. Priscilla was watching something on her phone, a travel blog, some harmless celebrity gossip, a funny cat video. We were on Harbor Avenue. Christmas was just around the corner and traffic was heavy. Priscilla looked up from her phone, pausing the video. She placed the phone on her lap. She tucked her hair behind her ear.

“Um, someone has a crush on me in the office? Who?” she asked, looking cutely curious.

I grinned. “You know who. Brandon the Bull.”

Priscilla rolled her eyes, smiling. “It's just Brandon Bull, not Brandon the Bull. Actually, his first name is James. You’re bad, babe. But Brandon doesn’t have a crush on me.”

“Half of the guys in the office have a crush on you, babe, and that’s a fact,” I said, squeezing her thigh. The cars ahead moved slowly, green light turned to yellow, turned to red. Pedestrians crossed the street. They were office workers, couples, groups of friends, locals and visitors from outside New Coast City.

A man wearing a Santa Claus costume crossed the street in front of our car, just a few feet from us. He turned and saw Priscilla. He winked at my wife, grinning. Four men wearing green elf costumes walked with him. They looked like bodyguards. They looked serious. Santa Claus was in the middle. The elves were taller than Santa.

“Half the guys in the office, huh?” Priscilla said, facing me in her seat. “That’s a lot of guys.”

“Who’s your crush in the office?” I asked my wife.

“Um, you, of course. You’re my crush. You’re my husband.” Priscilla kissed my right cheek.

I grinned. “That’s the right answer. But, well, you know, what if I’m not your husband?”

“You’d still be my crush. You’re cute.”

“And tall and fit and smart and rich and all those things. Right?”

“To me, yes,” Priscilla grinned.

“What does that mean?” I teased her back.

“To me, babe, you’re the hottest guy in the whole office and the whole city and the whole state,” Priscilla said, beaming, her palms on my thighs.

“But who is your second crush?” I asked. We were on Maple Road and traffic was still stop-and-go. We didn’t mind. We were not that exhausted from work. We already had dinner at Bernie’s. We were not really in a rush to go home. It was only half-past seven in the evening. I call this a car date – an opportunity to spend some sweet, quality time with my pretty wife while we are on the road.

“My second crush?”

“Yeah, the one after me. The second on the list?”

“Um, why are you asking?”

“I’m just curious to know,” I said lightly. We’re still about twenty minutes before we reach our apartment. I could feel warmth forming in the center of my chest.

“You won’t get mad?” Priscilla asked me, studying my face. I made an expression to show that it was no big deal, not at all. So, come on, babe, tell me the name of the guy.

“You know Eric Hale? Tall guy? Blonde. Always wears a suit. Marathon athlete.”

“Uh, what? I know Eric Hale, babe. He’s also from finance. We work in the same department. Really? You like him? He’s a bit of a jerk. He’s really your second crush?”

“Um, well, he’s my third crush,” Priscilla said. “He’s number three on the list.”

“Oh, okay,” I sighed with visible relief. I turned left, entering Benedict Street. Eric Hale is obnoxious and lazy. Good thing he’s third. It is far from number one. Low impact. Not really that significant. A third crush could just be about anyone. Any random guy who can talk sweet and has nice hair. That is nothing to worry about. The second on my wife’s list is the one I should keep an eye on. If this is the race, he’s the one who has the potential to overtake me. That wouldn’t happen, of course, but it’s always good to know who is my closest competition.

“So, who is number two?” I asked my wife, trying to sound casual, showing this was nothing, not an issue. I’m impenetrable, unbothered, and fully confident. “Your second crush, the one you like the most after me? Who is he?”

“It’s Brandon,” Priscilla said.

I grinned, jealousy forming in my core like a light spark of electricity, nothing big, not yet. “There you go,” I said.

“It's harmless, babe,” Priscilla said. “He’s cute.”

“You said I’m cute.”

“You’re cute. Both of you.”

“Give him a chance,” I said after a pause.

“A chance?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Um, a chance to do what?”

“Well.”

“Well?” Priscilla was looking at me. “Oh. I know what you’re thinking, babe. You and your fantasies again.” She rolled her eyes, a small smile on her lips. “You’re being bad.”

“Hey, I didn’t say anything.”

“You don’t have to. I can see it on your face, darling.”

“On my handsome face?”

“I know what you want to happen and it’s, well, it’s not a good idea. Brandon is our colleague, Nick. I’m in HR. We work in the same building, the three of us. Everyone there knows I’m your wife.”

We entered the gate of our apartment building. I parked the car in our designated spot. I faced Priscilla and squeezed her tits. She looked at my face. She bit her lower lip. She was slightly blushing. Did the talk about Brandon turn her on? We kissed. She opened her lips and our tongues touched. Priscilla was breathing fast, almost panting. I cupped her pussy outside her tight jeans and she moaned hotly while she sucked my tongue.

While Priscilla and I were torridly kissing, I imagined Brandon’s rough hands wrapped around her slim waist, holding her tight as she frantically bounced on him, creaming on his big dick.

What the hell am I thinking?


CHAPTER 2

“He invited me for coffee,” Priscilla said to me. It was Saturday and we were buying groceries at Daily Harvest, just two blocks from our apartment on Clover Street. Priscilla was wearing jeans and a green jacket on top of her white shirt.

“Who invited you for coffee?” I asked.

“You know,” Priscilla murmured.

“Huh? I don’t know. Who?” I asked, looking around. “And why are you whispering, babe?”

“I’m not whispering,” Priscilla said, a small smile on her lips.

“You’re doing it again,” I grinned. “So, who?”

“Brandon,” Priscilla said. I stopped pushing the grocery cart and turned to look at her. It was very cool inside the store. Priscilla’s cheeks and the tip of her nose were pink.

“Brandon invited you to go on a date with him?”

“Um, it’s not a date,” Priscilla said.

“But it would only be the two of you, right?”

“Well, yeah. It’s just me and him,” Priscilla said. I took a deep breath. My cock was getting hard inside my jeans, and it wasn’t because of the cold.

“But where will you have coffee with him?”

“I’m not sure yet. Somewhere near, I guess,” Priscilla answered.

“But it would be outside the office?” I asked, my heart thumping faster inside my chest.

“I think so, maybe,” Priscilla answered.

“Then it’s a date,” I said, smiling confidently, showing my wife that I was unbothered.

“I haven’t said yes,” Priscilla said, looking at my face. “You’re smiling. You’re not jealous?”

“Uh, no. Not at all,” I said, picking up chips and chocolates and putting them in the grocery cart. I turned to Priscilla and I looked around. I pulled her against me and squeezed her round butt.

Priscilla looked around, worried that someone might see us. We were the only ones in this aisle. I squeezed her lovely tits and she moaned quietly.

“Brandon wants to fuck you, babe.” There. I said it. Priscilla and I were both naked on the bed, covered with a warm blanket. The room was dim and cozy. The windows were closed. It was snowing outside. We were still catching our breaths, our bodies covered in thin sweat. We just finished an intense round of sex.

“I don’t know about that. His invite was only for us to have coffee together,” Priscilla said sweetly. Her body was warm against mine, her head on my chest, her leg draped over my thighs. Priscilla came thrice. I came twice. The first was in her pussy, the second was in her mouth. She swallowed all of my come. She was impressed. It was rare for me to nut twice in a row with only several minutes of recovery in between.

“Coffee leads to sex,” I said.

“That never happened to me,” Priscilla said, “I mean aside from you.”

“There’s always a first time for everything,” I said happily.

“You’re bad, babe,” Priscilla said, smiling. She got on top of me. Her pink nipples were hard. I licked my lips. I left kiss marks on her cleavage.

“Bad? Me?” I asked innocently.

“Oh, yes, you are,” Priscilla said, slowly grinding on top of me, sexily, her perfect tits swaying. “You want me to sleep with Brandon.”

My smile widened. “I didn’t say that. I said that Brandon wants to fuck you. That’s what I said. I’m thinking you should accept his invitation to have coffee.” I squeezed Priscilla’s firm breasts, gently pinching her hard nipples. She bit her lower lip. She looked seductively at me.

“But do you want me to have sex with Brandon?”

“We have done something like that before,” I said.

“We almost did something like that before,” Priscilla said.

“It was so close,” I said, remembering what happened the night before our wedding a year and a half ago.

“Yeah, it was so close,” Priscilla sighed, still slowly moving back and forth, grinding on top of me, her pussy hot and wet. She reached back and grabbed my cock.

“Um, you’re hard again, babe.”

“Sit on my dick, slut. Ride it,” I said.

“Why do you talk to me like that?” Priscilla moaned.

“You love it when I talk to you like that,” I said. “Now ride my dick, you fucking slut.”

Priscilla looked into my eyes. She leaned forward and licked her lips. She lifted her hips while holding the length of my throbbing dick, aiming it at her soaked pussy.

“Oh god, babe,” Priscilla whimpered as her tight pussy enveloped my cock. She glided further down, sighing and moaning, my cock deliciously stretching her, filling her up. She shivered. She bit her lower lip. She started moving up and down. She brushed her hair back. She started bouncing. It was heaven. My wife’s pussy is glorious.

“Imagine right now that you’re riding Brandon’s cock,” I groaned, my hand on Priscilla’s slender waist.

“Would you like that?” she asked, her hands on my chest, her pussy gripping me.

“It would be fucking hot, don’t you think, babe?”

“Mmmm,” Priscilla moaned. I slapped her butt as she rode my cock, her soaked pussy gliding up and down, creaming me.

“Brandon will fuck you hard, babe,” I groaned, grabbing her waist tight. I was close to coming.

“He will?” Priscilla moaned. She was slamming harder and deeper on me now, her hot pussy creaming my length. She was panting like she was in a race and she needed desperately to win.

“Imagine Brandon coming deep into your pussy, babe,” I said, gritting my teeth, lifting my hips, thrusting back. Our bed was shaking.

“Oh, god. Come inside me now, babe. Please, oh,” Priscilla pleaded, half-sobbing. I gripped her waist. I squeezed her luscious butt. I slapped it hard, which left a pink palm mark that wouldn’t disappear for three days.

“Oh, fuck!” I growled, busting inside my wife for the third time tonight, filling her up with my hot sperm, lots of it. Priscilla continued pumping as she orgasmed deliciously, shivers running all over her sexy body. She fell on top of me, breathing hard, still shaking.

“That was amazing,” Priscilla said softly, breathlessly, while I stroked her hair. “Did it turn you on?”

“You always turn me on, babe,” I said.

“I know that,” Priscilla said. She looked up at me, a gentle smile on her lips, her cheeks still blushing. “But that’s not what I mean. Does the thought of Brandon using me turn you on?”

I grinned as an answer. We fucked two more times before we fell asleep.

Priscilla and Brandon had coffee in Coast Roast, an indie café in Darry Street, just three blocks from the office, on a Thursday night. It was a smart choice. It was near the office, so if some of our colleagues saw them together, they wouldn’t immediately assume that they were having a date. They were not hiding. Perhaps they would think that Priscilla and Brandon were discussing something work-related. An after-office rush meeting. Something like that.

I was in our apartment while my wife was having a coffee date with another man. I asked Priscilla if I should stay in the office and wait for her or just pick her up at Coast Roast when she and Brandon were done.

“I’m not sure how long it would be, babe,” Priscilla answered. That stirred something in me. It was just a coffee date. How long could something like that take? Thirty minutes? An hour at most? What will they do after? Perhaps Brandon is planning to invite Priscilla to his apartment? Perhaps tonight is the night he plans on fucking my wife. My throat felt dry. The swirling heat in my stomach was back again. I felt a mix of jealousy and eager excitement. Part of me was hoping that something would happen. Another part was hoping that the date would just be wholesome, friendly, nothing more.

I told Priscilla that I would just wait for her at our apartment. She said she would ride a cab, but I know that wouldn’t happen. Brandon would offer to drive her here in his car.

It was hard to sit still in our apartment and wait for my wife while she was having a date with another man. I tried to pass the time by scrolling through my phone and watching basketball clips. It didn’t work. I turned the TV on to stream a movie. I couldn’t concentrate. My mind was not here, but in that café with Priscilla and Brandon.

I looked at my watch. It was half-past seven. Their orders were probably served already. Brandon is the strong, brewed coffee kind of guy. Priscilla is now drinking her vanilla-flavored latte, sweet and steamy, microfoam on top. Are they sitting across each other? Maybe they are sitting together, their chairs touching. No, that would be too obvious. There is still the risk of one of our co-workers walking into that café and seeing them.

I wonder what my wife and Brandon are talking about now? I can imagine the big guy using his charm, sweet-talking my wife, making jokes, being friendly. Being more than friendly. Priscilla Ellis, the office crush, a hot married woman, is now on a date with him.

I wonder what’s on Brandon’s mind. Perhaps he is asking himself several questions right now. Why did Priscilla agree to go on a date with him? Why is it okay for Nick to let his beautiful wife go on a date with another man? Can he convince Priscilla to come to his apartment after coffee and have sex with him? You know, questions like those. Brandon is probably internally patting himself on the back right about now. Way to go, man! You got amazing luck, you big bastard!

I was vacuuming the apartment when I received a text from Priscilla. It was a photo of her and Brandon in the café. It was a selfie that she took. They were both smiling. They were sitting close together, their shoulders touching. Brandon had a black jacket on top of a blue shirt. Priscilla was wearing a sleeveless beige sweater. The dress-sweater emphasized her sexy figure, showing her elegant shoulders and the luscious shape of her lovely breasts. Priscilla is such an eye-candy and Brandon is having a treat.

I sat down and looked at the photo that Priscilla sent. Brandon is thinking about fucking her tonight. No doubt about that. He is probably thinking of ways to convince my wife to spend the night at his place so that he can fuck her hard in different positions and come deep inside her pussy, maybe her mouth, maybe on her pretty face. I started stroking my cock while looking at the photo of my wife.

It was around nine in the evening when Priscilla texted me that she was on her way home. She was in Brandon’s car when she texted. Brandon dropped her off at the front of our apartment building.

“Good date?” I asked my wife with a smile when I opened the door. Priscilla had a pink blush on her cheeks. She bit her lower lip and nodded shyly. She embraced my neck and I wrapped my arms around her slender waist and we kissed hard.

“I’m so horny,” Priscilla said, half-embarrassed. She looked so damn gorgeous and cute.

“Did Brandon fuck you, babe?” I asked her straight. I was nervous. My cock was hard as a rock and my heart was beating fast.

Priscilla shook her head. They didn’t go to Brandon’s apartment in Apricot Circle. They didn’t fuck, but they made out in his car. They made out hard.

“Tell me everything,” I said, almost breathlessly.


CHAPTER 3

I was in a meeting. We were in a small conference room on the fourth floor of the Crest Airlines building. There were a dozen of us, all part of the finance team. Archie Cunningham, my boss, was presenting using his laptop, showing us some new tax guidelines that we needed to implement. It was all rules and numbers. I like these things. Usually, I’m a nerd for complicated tax laws, but right now it was hard for me to concentrate. I nodded my head like I was listening. I pretended to write in my notebook.

My mind was not here. My mind was remembering what happened last night. Priscilla told me every detail of her date with Brandon.

“Tell me everything,” I said to my wife, and she told me what happened while I was sitting on the sofa and she was kneeling on the carpet wearing a white crop top and pink panties and slowly stroking my hard cock.

“Um, Brandon and I had a good coffee date,” Priscilla started while her hand was wrapped around my dick, gently moving up and down.

Brandon chose a table in the corner of the coffee shop, far from the glass wall and the door. Their table was behind two big potted palms.

“He was a gentleman,” Priscilla said after licking the head of my cock. “He helped me with my coat and he held my hand while I was taking a seat. He already ordered before I arrived. He ordered my favorite drink. I was pleasantly surprised he knows that.”

“Maybe Brandon asked your friends at the office, Emily or Bea, maybe Hannah.”

“I asked him how he knew that, but he just smiled and said that he wouldn’t tell. I think he probably saw me a few times arriving in the office with my favorite latte in hand.”

“What did you guys talk about?” I asked while Priscilla was sucking my precum. I groaned.

“Um, work, at first, then it became a bit more personal.”

“Personal, huh?”

“Yes, babe. He asked about me, about the things I like, my hobbies, my favorite foods. About us, too. You know, how did we meet? If you were my first boyfriend. Those kinds of things.” Priscilla paused and then licked my balls. I moaned. I asked her what happened after.

“He placed his hand on top of my legs while we were talking. He caressed my thighs. I was surprised, but I didn’t remove his hand. It felt nice.”

“Oh yeah? It felt nice?”

Priscilla blushed. “Yeah. It was. Brandon wasn’t rushing. He wasn’t too aggressive about it. He would rub my thighs for a minute, then he would remove his hand, and then put it back again. He was teasing me, I thought, and, um, it was working. Brandon knew that what he was doing was having an effect on me. He probably could see it in my face. He cupped my chin and kissed me. It was a long kiss, and maybe a bit torrid. There was one waiter who was looking at us, but I didn’t mind.”

“That’s hot,” I said.

“It was,” Priscilla continued.

“What happened after,” I asked.

“We went to his car and we made out, but he asked me first what you thought about, you know, this,” Priscilla said shyly.

“What did you say?”

“I just said that you were, um, cool with it.”

“I was cool with it?” I asked, smiling. “That was what you said? How did Brandon react to that?”

“He didn’t say anything. He simply smiled and nodded.”

“I bet he was feeling like a million bucks right there, like he hit the jackpot of all jackpots.”

“That’s too much.”

“Being with you is like winning the lottery,” I said as Priscilla continued stroking my dick, my precum dripping on her hand.

“You’re teasing me,” Priscilla said. She licked all of my precum, tasting and swallowing them.

“Did you suck Brandon’s cock?” I asked. My wife bit her lip and nodded.

“Oh, fuck,” I said. “Wow.”

“Are you mad at me, babe?” Priscilla asked me, slightly worried.

“What? No! Not at all,” I answered, my dick starting to pulse and get even harder. My breathing became faster. “Tell me more, please.”

“After I told Brandon that what we were doing was cool with you, he pulled me to him and we started French-kissing,” Priscilla continued while looking at me and stroking my throbbing dick. “He was a really good kisser. He squeezed my thighs and my butt. His hands are huge. He caressed my breasts and cupped my pussy.”

“He made you wet,” I breathed.

“Um, yes, babe. Brandon made me so wet. His big hands were all over me. He told me to take my bra off, which I did. He lifted my sweater and then he said that I have beautiful boobs.”

“What exactly did our friend Brandon say?” I asked. “Exactly?”

Priscilla licked her lips, “Well, um, he said, “you have amazing fucking tits, babe.” That was what he said.”

“He called you babe?”

“Yes,” my wife said.

“And then what happened?”

“He sucked my nipples and squeezed my breasts.”

“Your amazing fucking tits,” I grinned. Priscilla grinned back at me. “Did you suck his dick?” I asked again. She nodded shyly.

“Brandon unzipped his jeans while he was sucking my breasts. He left some kiss marks on my cleavage. Here, can you see? So, um, I saw that his dick was out. He was hard. “You like my cock, babe?” Brandon asked me. I know I was blushing. I looked at his face and I bit my lip and I nodded. “Now get to work,” he said. He placed his hand on top of my head and I went down and then I gave him a blowjob just, um, just like this.”

I leaned back on the couch as Priscilla demonstrated how she sucked Brandon’s dick. I grabbed her hair as her hot lips glided up and down around my dick. She looked at my face, watching my reaction, happy that I was enjoying what she was doing. She moaned as she worshipped me, her saliva dripping down and coating my balls.

“Babe,” I groaned. I pictured my gorgeous wife inside the car with Brandon, her mouth full of his dick, of another man’s dick, her lips planted deep on the base of his cock. Priscilla with another man, at night, inside his car. Only the two of them. The image sent me to the edge. I exploded inside my wife’s mouth and she swallowed all of my sperm.

I bumped into Brandon at the office pantry. I was microwaving a slice of pepperoni pizza when he entered. He was carrying a big coffee mug. It was empty. He grinned at me, genuinely happy.

“My man,” Brandon said to me. “What’s up?”

“Hey, Brandon,” I said to the man who ejaculated inside my wife’s mouth a couple of days ago.

“Everything good?” Brandon asked.

“Yeah, yeah,” I said. “Good. Everything’s good.”

“We’re cool?”

“Huh?”

“Are we cool?”

“Eh, sure,” I said.

“Where’s Priscilla?” Brandon asked.

“Uh, I’m sure she’s in her office.”

“I wanna thank you, you know, for letting this happen. You’re one confident man, Nick,” Brandon said seriously. “You know, I like your wife. I have a big crush on her.”

“Yeah, I know. I can tell,” I said. There were two other people in the office pantry, but they were sitting at a table near the glass window and they were busy talking to each other. They were sitting far from us, thank god. I didn’t want anyone to overhear our conversation.

“Priscilla and I had a good date the other night,” Brandon said.

“She told me,” I said. “Please lower your voice a little, man.”

“Alright. Alright. Priscilla told you everything? Well, I was expecting that. Your wife’s so fucking hot, man,” Brandon said. “She’s amazing. We made out in my car. She also told you that?”

“Uh, yeah,” I said.

“She sucked my dick, buddy. She was very enthusiastic. The first time she did it, I came immediately. It wasn’t even two minutes. I never came that fast from a blowjob, but I did with Priscilla. After I came in her mouth, we moved to the backseat of my car. We made out again.  I ate her pussy. Your wife’s pussy is so delicious. So delicious and so perfect, and she was so fucking wet.

“Yeah?” I asked, my hand slightly shaking as I opened the door of the microwave.

“Oh yeah. Priscilla loved it. She was moaning so loud. I was a bit worried that someone might hear us. So, I kissed her and fingered her hard and she came. She moaned my name. While she was having an orgasm, I aimed my cock at her pussy.”

“Wait, what?”

“I aimed my cock at Priscilla’s hot pussy. She was soaking wet already. I looked at her face. Your pretty wife looked so horny, man. She was panting and blushing. She was begging to be fucked. I slid my cock inside her.”

“You fucked Priscilla?” I asked, a bit louder than I wanted to. I was suddenly dizzy. “I thought you two just made out.”

“Well,” Brandon shrugged, still smiling, “I wouldn’t call it fucking. I pounded her pussy maybe four or five times, then I had to pull out because a group of cars entered the parking lot and they were blasting music. They all parked near us. I pulled my cock out and aimed it at Priscilla’s face while stroking it. I blasted her on the face. There was a lot of cum. Priscilla was drenched. It looked like she showered with my come. It was messy, man. It was so hot. There was sperm on her hair and tits and her sweater and jeans. We laughed and then we cleaned up and then I drove her home.”

I sat on one of the wooden chairs. My legs felt weak. I was still holding my slice of pepperoni pizza. I had a hard-on.

“Hey, you okay, Nick?” Brandon asked me. I gave him a weak smile and nodded. He patted my shoulder and then he left. He didn’t make coffee. He simply wanted to thank me for sharing my wife with him.


CHAPTER 4

“Brandon invited me again for a date,” Priscilla said to me. She was slightly blushing from the heat and the physical effort. We were sitting on a wooden bench under a river birch tree in New Coast West Park. It was Sunday, about eight in the morning. We just finished our ten-mile run. Priscilla was sitting beside me, sweaty, holding a water bottle.

My wife was absolutely sexy in her black, open-back, seamless jumpsuit. Her running outfit displayed her petite curves, the firm shape of her tits, her round butt. Her long hair was tied in a neat ponytail. Male runners in the park kept glancing at her while she was running beside me. Her form was good. The park was not yet full of people. It was a good day.

“Oh, yeah? Brandon wants to have a second date?” I said, my energy suddenly going up again. “I am kind of expecting that after, you know, his success from the last date. Did you say yes already?” I was actually amazed that it took him quite some time to ask for a second date. I thought maybe he got a case of guilt from the first time. But I know now that it wasn’t that. He was not in a rush. He wasn’t letting his cock do the thinking. He was planning for something long-term.

“Um, yes. I accepted,” Priscilla said. For Brandon, it wasn’t that hard to convince her.

“Really?” I smiled, a little bit surprised. “You, uh, didn’t ask me first if I was okay with it?”

Priscilla bit her lower lip. “Um, Brandon said he talked to you and you agreed, babe.”

“Uh, yeah, sure, right. I remember now,” I said, even though Brandon and I didn’t talk about their next date specifically.

Priscilla finished drinking her water. She stood up. Her breathing was normal now. “Do you want to run some more, babe?” she asked me. I told her to go ahead and I would catch up with her. I still needed to rest. My right leg was experiencing a minor cramp. Long-distance running isn’t really my strength.

I wanted to ask Priscilla more about Brandon’s plan for their second date. Did they already talk about it? Where will they do it? What kind of date will it be?

“I’ll just do a quick two-mile,” Priscilla said. She leaned down and kissed me on the cheek and then returned to her run. Other men in the park watched my wife, leering at her butt and ogling the cute bounce of her tits as she ran. I know what they were thinking, what they were imagining. Fuck, that woman is hot! She’s gorgeous! Look at her cute butt. Damn, she has nice legs! I would bend her over and fuck her pussy all night long if she lets me. She looks like she’s a great fuck! Is she married? Maybe I can approach her and talk to her.

Priscilla finished three laps around the park. She could complete three more, but it was getting late in the morning and I was getting hungry. We ate a light breakfast at Bernie’s and then we walked to Strawberry Best on Colson Street and bought some groceries. Priscilla and I went back to our apartment and we showered together. I caressed Priscilla’s luscious tits while she stroked my cock. I was aching hard.

“Those guys at the park were looking at you, babe,” I said to her, my voice a bit hoarse.

“Really?” Priscilla asked, moaning. Her pink nipples were hard. “I didn’t notice. I was focused on running.”

“What would you do if one of those guys in the park approached you and asked for your number?”

Priscilla stroked my cock slowly. I was leaking precum. I touched her clit and her legs shivered. “I’m not sure,” she whimpered cutely. “But I would probably tell him I’m married.”

“Probably,” I grinned. “You’re such a slut, babe.”

Priscilla kissed me and bit my lip lightly. She gave me a teasing look. “For you. I'm a slut for you.”

“And for Brandon,” I said. Priscilla didn’t answer. She simply got on her knees and took my cock in her mouth. I grabbed her head with my hands and started thrusting deep, hitting her throat, making her half-gag. “Say you’re a slut, babe, with my cock in your mouth.” Priscilla moaned that she was a slut and continued sucking my dick harder.

I grabbed her hair and pulled my wet cock out of her mouth and began slapping her cheeks with it. “Fuck. You’re so pretty. What is the plan for the next date? What will it be? A romantic dinner in a restaurant? Another car date? Something romantic somewhere, huh? What is Brandon’s plan, babe? I’m sure he wants to fuck you again. That’s his goal. You know that.” Priscilla licked my precum and swallowed it and nodded slowly, shyly.

“I don’t know yet, babe,” Priscilla said, “but he said he’s planning to cook for me in his apartment. Mmmm, fuck me now, please.”

“That’s sweet. That’s romantic,” I said. I helped Priscilla to stand up. She turned around and leaned forward, arching her back, her palms pressed against the bathroom wall. I aimed my hard cock at her dripping pussy. “Close your eyes," I told her. She did what I said. “Imagine it’s Brandon sliding his cock into your pussy right now, you fucking slut. Like this.”

“Ahhh, oh, my god,” Priscilla whimpered.

I could tell that Priscilla was excited for her next date with Brandon, even though she was trying to act casual about it. My wife was never any good at hiding. She would be a terrible poker player. There was a bounce in her steps. She was humming a pop song while doing dishes the other night, moving her hips to the music. She painted her toenails. She got a facial. She even bought a new dress. I didn’t tease her about it. I pretended that her excitement wasn’t glaringly obvious. I didn’t want to make her feel self-conscious. It was cute watching her get excited for a date with another man. I was a bit jealous, I would admit. I also had a constant hard-on.

Brandon would get lucky again. He would get to fuck my wife again. This time it wouldn’t just be a quick in and out. Priscilla would be alone with him at his place. Brandon would fuck Priscilla from night to daybreak.

Their date happened on a Friday. The HR department had a social responsibility program and some employees volunteered. There were about seventy employees who volunteered to spend their day building sustainable houses for the members of the community below the poverty line. Priscilla was there with most of her HR colleagues. There were also a couple of off-duty pilots and flight attendants. There were a dozen employees from the airline marketing department. Brandon Bull was also there with his team.

I also registered to volunteer, but one day before the event, Archie Cunningham, my boss, informed us that an important operations director from the regional office in Chicago would arrive the following day, and that we would have a big meeting. Priscilla pouted when I told her that I wouldn’t be able to come.

“Sorry, babe,” I said to Priscilla the night before. We were in bed and I was caressing her tits. She was still being delightfully sulky. “You know Archie. He loves his meetings. He likes hearing himself talk and discuss ideas like he was the first person in the world that thought of them.”

“I know,” Priscilla said, still pouting. Her nipples were hard, though.

“But, hey,” I grinned, “Brandon would be there. You wouldn’t feel so alone. Your date with him is still on, right? Are you excited? What’s the, uh, plan?”

Priscilla turned and looked at me. “Brandon said that we’ll go to his apartment after the program. We’ll have dinner and then, um, watch a movie in his living room after.”

“Simple and sweet,” I said. Priscilla prefers simple, intimate dates to extravagant ones. She prefers just hanging out with the person she likes. A comfortable couch, a bit of music in the background, open windows, the guy’s arm around her shoulders, cuddling with him. Those are the things she likes. That is the way to her heart. “That’s what we used to do when we first started dating, babe. Did Brandon say anything else?” I asked.

“He asked me if you want to watch,” Priscilla said, looking a bit embarrassed.

“Watch?” I repeated.

“You know, while Brandon and I make out?”

“What did he say exactly, babe?” I asked.

“Exactly?”

“Word for word,” I said.

“Well, Brandon said, “I owe your husband for letting this happen. Ask him if he wants to get a front row seat as I fuck you all night long.” That’s what he said. So, I haven’t given him an answer yet. I told him I was going to ask you first. Um, what should I tell him?”

I looked at my wife, my heart beating hard in my chest. There was no way I was going to say no to that. But can I handle it? That’s the question. Can I handle seeing my beautiful wife being pounded by another guy? Can I just sit and watch and stroke my cock as Brandon Bull hard-fucks Priscilla, as he pulls her hair, smacks her butt, slaps her face, squeezes her tits, and ejaculates his sperm inside her pussy. My throat tightened. How did we arrive here? What led to this? My cock was hard and pulsing, my balls full and hot. I couldn’t wait. Priscilla was looking at me, waiting for my answer. I put on a confident face. I grinned and nodded at her.

I was in a meeting at the office while the volunteer program was happening. I looked at my watch. It was ten in the morning. Archie was presenting. He was only on his fifth slide out of seventy-five. There were a dozen of us in the meeting room. Our laptops were open, our notebooks beside them, pen ready in our hands for taking notes. I could see that the other managers were bored out of their minds, but we all had to endure it. Evaluation as well as promotion season was near. We all needed the money.

At the head of the table was Carter Wolfe, the regional director. He wasn’t being bored with my boss’ dragging presentation. Wolfe was showing genuine interest. He seems like the type of person who loves meetings such as this. That was not good news for us. Not at all. I sighed. It meant we’d be here in this meeting the whole day, maybe until night.

Priscilla sent me a photo. She was with the other volunteers. They were in Pleasantway, building houses for the poor as part of our company’s direction to be socially responsible. She was smiling at the camera while carrying a rectangular panel of plywood. Priscilla was wearing a black cap, a white shirt with the airline’s logo printed at the front, denim shorts, and black sneakers. Her legs looked amazing as always. Her hair was tied in a ponytail. There were also other volunteers behind her. Eve Harrison from HR was helping with framing walls. Kenneth Lawrence from marketing was moving blocks. Ben Santos from logistics was hammering a nail into the wall. This was dangerous because while he was doing this, he was staring at my wife’s round ass. Ben Santos was probably wishing he could hammer his dick into Priscilla right now.

“Missing you, babe,” Priscilla’s message said. “Wish you were here. It’s fun!” Well, I wish I was there, too, babe, instead of here, bored as hell.

Archie continued his presentation. He was now on slide ten. He was happily telling us the total amount of savings from the last quarter, listing down every single item from paper clips to paper cups. Carter Wolf looked impressed. I spoke up and gave them some new information to show that I was invested. The boss nodded at me. Good job, Nicholas. Yeah, dude, please remember that when you guys are making a shortlist of employees who would be promoted.

At two in the afternoon, Priscilla sent another photo. The volunteer program was wrapping up at this point. In this picture, she was standing between Brandon and Kendrick Diaz. She was smiling. Kendrick is Brandon’s best friend. He’s from the logistics department. He is as tall as Brandon, but leaner. The two guys were grinning and sweaty. Building houses is no easy work and it was hot there in Pleasantway. Priscilla was holding a paint roller in her right hand. There were some little paint marks on the front of her shirt. She looked so petite between Brandon and Kendrick. She looked a bit tired but happy. She had a good day. Volunteering and helping people make her happy. My gorgeous wife has a good heart. It is one of the countless things I love about her.

I placed my phone facedown on the table and tried to calm down my breathing. I tried to focus on the points being discussed in the meeting, but it was hard to concentrate on anything if you know that your wife is gonna get fucked by another man very soon, this very evening. My cock was hard under the table. My boss asked me something. It took me a while before I could respond, but I was able to answer correctly.

The meeting dragged. About ten percent of my mind was here, but the other ninety was out there with my wife. It was almost four now in the afternoon. The program was already over. Where is she now? What is she doing? She’s probably with Brandon right now, right? Where are they? In his place already? Probably. Maybe they are still in his car, parked somewhere, and making out. I checked again the photo that Priscilla sent me earlier. My wife looked smoking hot in her white shirt and denim shorts. Cute and very fuckable. God, what time will this stupid meeting end?

I texted my wife. “Hey, babe? What's up? Where are you?”

Ten minutes had passed and there was no reply. Twenty minutes. I checked my phone again under the table. I was being careful. I didn’t want my boss’ boss to see that I wasn’t paying full attention. He was the one talking now, giving us a motivational speech like we were a football team. Thirty minutes had passed and still nothing. The back of my neck was starting to sweat.

Priscilla always replies immediately. Maybe she’s busy. Oh, she is busy, Nicholas. That’s for sure, man. She’s with Brandon in his apartment right now. She’s probably on her knees and still wearing that white shirt and cute denim shorts, her long hair in a cute ponytail while sucking Brandon’s thick cock nice and slow. Yeah, Nicholas. That is why Priscilla couldn’t reply. She is busy. She is busy worshipping Brandon’s cock. You opened Pandora’s box here, my man, and now there’s no way to close it. What is this you’re feeling? Are you thinking this is a mistake? Oh, it’s too late for that. We are here. Just enjoy it. Just enjoy the ride. Like your pretty wife. She’s probably riding Brandon’s dick right at this moment.

Hey, she told you that you can watch them do it, right? How will you do that when you’re stuck here in this stupid meeting? You should do something, man.

It was already five in the afternoon when Priscilla replied to my text. She sent a photo. A selfie. She was sitting on the couch. She was in Brandon’s apartment. I could see the side of Brandon’s face and his arm around her. He was sitting beside her. Priscilla’s hair was a bit damp. She just finished taking a shower. Her hair was down.

“Sorry, babe,” Priscilla messaged. “It was hot and I was so tired after the activity. Brandon offered his bed. I was planning to rest just for a bit, but it turned into a long nap. I took a shower. Brandon ordered food. We’re just chilling right now. Watching a movie. Where are you? Are you still at the meeting?”

I replied immediately. “Still here, babe. But we're wrapping up. We’ll be done here soon. Did you guys do it already?”

“Oh, nothing happened . . . yet,” Priscilla replied, a blushing emoji at the end of her text.

“Oh, okay? Really?”

“Really, babe. We made out a bit in the car earlier, but when we arrived here, Brandon insisted that I should rest for a while. He was sweet. He bought me chocolate-dipped strawberries.”

“You should give him a blowjob as thanks,” I replied, a smiling emoji at the end of my text. I was half-kidding. My fingers were slightly shaking as I typed on my phone, my heart beating fast.

“Hmmmm,” Priscilla replied with a blushing emoji. “If you say so, babe. Do you want to watch while I give him one?”

“Fuck, yes. Of course!” I replied. My forehead was sweating now. My boss was curiously looking at me. I could feel his eyes on me, probably wondering what was happening.

“You should come here, then,” Priscilla replied with a cute, pleading emoji. “I’ll wait for you. Come here now, please.”

“I’ll be there in twenty minutes!” I replied, my fingers a blur as I type on my phone.


CHAPTER 5

It took me almost two hours before I arrived in front of Brandon’s apartment building in Apricot Circle. The meeting at the office dragged on for another hour. Traffic in Olson Lane was heavy. I parked in front of the building and climbed the stairs to the third floor, taking two steps at a time. Priscilla texted me Brandon’s apartment number earlier. I reached it in less than five minutes after I got out of the car. I stood outside Brandon’s door, trying to compose myself. I was breathing fast. My hair was damp with sweat. I took several deep breaths. What are they doing on the other side of this door? I could hear sounds. Loud ones. Are they fucking? Is Brandon fucking Priscilla right now? Hard-fucking her? My wife. Jeez. My god. It sounded lively in there. I opened the door. It wasn’t locked. Priscilla texted me that it wouldn’t be locked.

They were playing a video game. A car racing game. They were on the edge of their seats on the couch and it looked like a tight competition. They were so focused that they didn’t immediately notice that I had already entered.

“I’m right behind you, big guy!” Priscilla exclaimed. “I’ll win this time!” She was wearing a different shirt. Brandon’s white shirt. Is she wearing anything underneath that?

“In your dreams, babe!” Brandon answered back. He was ahead, but my wife was close. In the final turn, Priscilla pressed on the gas and activated her speed boost, overtaking Brandon in the last split-second. Victory was hers. Priscilla raised her arms up in triumph, laughing and teasing Brandon, who was grinning and shaking his head. Priscilla jumped on his lap and wrapped her arms around his big neck and they kissed. They kissed hard. Brandon had his long tongue inside my wife’s mouth when they finally noticed that I was standing there watching them.

“Uh, hey,” I said, feeling out of place.

“Oh!” Priscilla let go of Brandon. She looked guilty even though she didn’t have to be. She stood up quickly and fixed her hair and her oversized white shirt, smoothing it down. She hurried to me and then gave me a tight hug and a kiss.

“Sorry to interrupt you guys,” I said, smiling. Priscilla bit her lower lip, blushing.

“Hey, man,” Brandon said to me. He paused their game. “Thought you wouldn’t come. Archie runs a long meeting. Everybody knows that.”

“Yeah. That’s why I’m late. So, uh, what’s going on?” I asked. That was a stupid question, of course. I saw what was going on. They were making out hard. If I was late by another fifteen minutes, I would be discovering a different scene. Probably a scene involving Brandon’s dick sliding in and out of my wife’s pussy.

Priscilla looked at Brandon. He smiled. “We’re just having fun,” Brandon said.

“We were playing while waiting for you. Have you eaten? Are you hungry? There’s still some food in the fridge. We can order something. Is there anything you want?” Priscilla asked me. We all sat down. I sat on a separate couch. Priscilla sat beside Brandon. I thought of changing seats with Brandon, but this is his apartment. He can sit where he wants.

“Oh, I’m okay, babe,” I said. “I ate at the office.”

“You sure?” Priscilla asked again, her body facing me. Brandon’s huge arm was resting on the top of the couch behind her. He looked relaxed, not tensed at all. Confident, like he had done this before. Brandon placed his hand on top of my wife’s exposed thigh.

“Yeah, I’m sure,” I said, looking at Priscilla’s smooth thighs. She didn’t remove Brandon’s hand. I know she was fully aware of what he was doing. Brandon looked so big sitting beside her.

“You wanna play a game, man?” Brandon asked me.

“No, I’m good,” I said. “Thanks. Are you two done playing?”

Brandon placed his controller on the coffee table. “Yeah, we’re done,” he said. He grinned at my wife. There was silence.

“So, uh, how’s the date going?” I asked.

“It’s going good,” Brandon answered me. He placed his huge arm around Priscilla’s shoulders. “But, you know, the main event hasn’t really started yet. Right, babe?” Priscilla looked at me to check my reaction. She blushed and nodded at Brandon. He stood up. Priscilla stood up facing him. I remained in my seat, my heart thumping hard inside my chest. Okay? What should I do now? Should I say something? Are they waiting for me to say something?

Brandon grabbed Priscilla’s butt and pulled her tight against him. He started squeezing my wife’s luscious ass with his rough hands. I took a long, deep breath, exhaling from my mouth. I didn’t move. This is it. It’s happening now. Right now. Should I stop this? Why would I? This is what I have been wanting to see ever since I encouraged my wife to go on a date with our co-worker. What? Do you want this to happen or not, Nick? If you don’t want this to continue, just stand up from your couch and take Priscilla’s hand and take her home. Right? Just do that.

I didn’t do anything. I simply stayed in my seat and continued watching. They were torridly kissing now, tongues dancing, hungry. They were sucking each other’s air. Brandon’s lips moved to Priscilla’s neck, licking her, tasting her as he continued fondling her butt.

“Oh, Brandon, mmmm,” my wife moaned, her eyes closed, hands behind Brandon’s thick neck. She was getting hotter and hotter, getting even more turned on. I know that she was already dripping wet from the sound of her moans. They kissed again, even harder and more torrid this time. It looked like Brandon was fucking Priscilla’s throat with his tongue. Her eyes were closed. She was trembling from arousal.

“You really like kissing, don’t you, huh?” Brandon asked my wife with a big grin, his palms on her perfect butt.

“I love kissing,” Priscilla answered, out of breath, panting and blushing. She glanced at me.

Brandon placed his hand on Priscilla’s shoulder. She sat down on the couch. Brandon kneeled on the floor. He grabbed her knees and then spread her legs wide open, exposing her soaked and gorgeous pussy to us.

“Oh,” Priscilla blushed even harder.

“Fucking beautiful, babe,” Brandon said, admiring my wife. I don’t really like that he keeps calling her “babe” like she is his girlfriend. That’s what I call her. That’s what we call each other.

Priscilla leaned back on the couch and closed her eyes and moaned deeply when Brandon’s tongue touched her throbbing clit.

“Ahhh,” Priscilla moaned, shivering. Brandon’s tongue gave her a mini-orgasm. It wasn’t even ten seconds. Fuck. That made me jealous. My cock, already hard as a rock, twitched inside my pants.

Brandon feasted on my wife’s pussy, licking her, slurping her juices, putting her clit between his lips, sucking it hard, making her go crazy, which made her squirt on his face, and Brandon kept on what he was doing. The AC in the room was on, but I felt like I was sitting in a room in a tropical country. My back and chest were sweating.

Priscilla arched her back and grabbed Brandon’s hair, whimpering, sobbing. She opened her eyes and looked at me, but I don’t think that she could see me at the moment. She was unfocused. Her whole world right now was the feel of Brandon’s long tongue going in and out of her pussy, fucking her deep and hard, bringing her again closer and closer to an otherworldly orgasm.

“Oh my god, Brandon! I’m uhhh! I’m ahhh! I’m coming!”

Priscilla squirted hard, delicious juices flying out of her trembling pussy, wetting the couch, wetting Brandon’s face, her eyes rolling to the top of her head. Brandon grabbed her butt and he stood up, carrying her lower body while he was bending forward, his face pressed against her creaming pussy.

Fuck. I wiped a drop of sweat from my forehead. Brandon was not done. He continued slurping on my wife’s pussy while grabbing her butt. She came again. Her legs shook. Happy tears rolled down her face. I had eaten her pussy many times, but I had never made her come as hard as that. I know that she would always crave Brandon’s mouth from now on. She would not get over what he gave her today. Brandon let her go, her body sliding on the couch, still trembling, breathless, her cheeks red. Priscilla smiled weakly at me, embarrassed, but still deliciously surfing orgasm heaven.

“I love the way she moans and whimpers, dude,” Brandon told me. “It's just so fucking hot, you know.”

“Uh, yeah,” I said. What else was there to say?

“I’m gonna fuck your wife now, buddy,” Brandon said while taking his shorts off.

"You okay, babe?” I asked my wife.

She looked at me and smiled. There was a thin layer of sweat on her face and neck. She was still trying to catch her breath. She brushed back her disheveled hair with her hands. “I’m okay,” Priscilla said. She was about to say something else to me, but got distracted the second Brandon’s massive cock was out.

“Oh, wow,” Priscilla said, sitting straight. “Really. Wow,” she said again, even though this wasn’t the first time that she saw his cock. Brandon is huge. His cock was throbbing hard and veiny, pointed at her, leaking thick precum from the tip. Brandon’s face was wet from my wife’s juices.

“Time for your dessert, Priscilla,” Brandon said to my wife. She was already moving before he was done talking, mesmerized by his huge cock. She got on her knees and looked at me and then returned her attention to Brandon’s throbbing dick, which was mere inches away from her face. She took a deep breath, readying herself, her chest moving up and down. She looked at me again and I grinned and nodded at her. She smiled back.

Priscilla palmed Brandon’s orange-sized balls, weighing them in her hand, impressed by their fullness, knowing that they were full of sperm, which he planned on shooting deep inside her pussy a few moments from now.

“Get on it, my slut,” Brandon said. He glanced at me, perhaps waiting for me to say something, to get mad, to maybe punch him for calling my wife a slut. He grinned when I didn’t say anything. Priscilla glanced at me before taking Brandon deep in her mouth.

I sat there in my chair and watched with my heart pounding inside my chest as Priscilla sucked Brandon’s cock. She sucked him deep and passionate and slow, giving her whole heart to it, savoring his length and thickness. Brandon was thick and long, but she persevered, her saliva mixing with his precum, dripping down her chin, the head of his cock hitting the back of her throat again and again.

“Urk, ark, ukkk, urk,” Priscilla half-gagged as her head moved back and forth, tears forming in her eyes, her soft lips gliding around his veiny dick. She grabbed his butt, taking his cock deeper in her mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” Brandon groaned. “Oh, fuck, babe, yes! You’re really good at that! You’ll suck me now every day, huh?”

“Urk, mmmm,” Priscilla answered.

“I know a storage room on the fifth floor of our building. It’s well-maintained. I have the key. I take short power naps there from time to time, you know, to recharge. You can give me a nice blowjob there every morning before work starts or during lunch break. Your choice, babe. Just nod if you’re okay with that. Right? Oh, yeah. Fuck, you’re so good at sucking cock, Priscilla. Hey, buddy,” Brandon turned to me. “It's okay if your wife sucks my cock in the office sometimes, right?”

“Eh, uh, sure, I guess,” I said.

“Good man,” Brandon said. He placed his hand on top of Priscilla’s head and began thrusting back and forth, his other hand on his waist, smiling as he fucked my wife’s mouth. “You love my cock now, Priscilla?”

My wife looked at Brandon’s grinning face. She couldn’t say anything because her mouth was full of his fat cock. She nodded. My heart sank. I felt like I was going to come even though I was just sitting on this chair, just watching them. Priscilla looked so beautiful sucking another man’s dick.

“Gonna come soon, babe,” Brandon grunted, sweat thick on his forehead. “Gonna come in your mouth, love. I want you to swallow everything, all of it. You’ll do that, right?” Priscilla moaned and continued servicing his dick, her hair swinging back and forth.

“I’ll take that as a yes. I’m so damn close. I’m gonna come in your wife’s mouth now, Nick! Here it comes! Oh, fucking hell!”

Brandon grabbed Priscilla’s hair and thrusted deep and came in her mouth, jolting, grunting, blasting and coating her throat with his thick sperm. Priscilla closed her eyes and blissfully swallowed them all as best as she could, making sure there was no wasted drop. Brandon came for a long time, his cock pumping an almost endless supply of sperm from his balls to my wife’s throat. I sat there watching as Priscilla’s throat moved up and down hungrily. When it was done, she pulled back and licked her lips and gave the tip of Brandon’s cock a kiss. She looked up and smiled shyly at him. Brandon grinned at her, wiping his sweaty forehead with his palm. Priscilla looked at me and I awkwardly gave her a thumbs-up. She smiled and rolled her eyes at me, droplets of come on her lips and chin.

It wasn’t over yet. Not by a long shot. They were just starting.


CHAPTER 6

It was still early. Priscilla went to the bathroom to freshen up. Brandon stood up and walked over to the kitchen and got some fruits and chips and cookies and placed them on the coffee table. He scrolled and selected a movie and clicked on it and sat back on the couch. He grabbed a big slice of pizza and finished it in two bites.

“You hungry, man?” Brandon asked me.

“Eh, sure,” I said. I grabbed some tortilla chips and munched on them.

“I’m starving. I came a damn lot. Priscilla swallowed all of my come. All of it. That was fucking hot, man. You saw it, right? She looked so fucking hot doing that. You’re one lucky husband. I’m jealous. You know, I got a crush on your wife the first day I met her in the office. I can say it now. It’s okay, right?”

“Yeah, sure,” I said, leaning back on my couch. “It’s alright.”

“You’re cool, man,” Brandon said.

“Just, you know, don’t tell anybody about this.”

“Oh, no way. I’ll keep this secret safe with a titanium lock. Gossip moves fast in the office. Priscilla won’t talk to me anymore if I breathe a word of this to anyone. She made me promise. So, it’s all good. We’re safe. Nothing to worry about. And also —”

“Yeah?”

“And also, I wanna keep doing this. I wanna keep, you know, dating your wife. I mean, if that’s okay.”

You mean you want to keep fucking my wife? “Let’s, uh, let’s see. I guess,” I said.

“Priscilla’s all good with it,” Brandon said, smiling.

“We, uh, still have to talk about it.”

“Sure, sure. I understand.”

Priscilla came out of the bathroom wearing a square-necked, sleeveless, backless A-line yellow dress. Its ruffled hem only reaches mid-thigh. This was the dress she bought for her date with Brandon. She was wearing high-heeled silver sandals. Her hair was down and she had golden hoop earrings. Brandon and I stared at her, our mouths open.

“Wow,” we breathed at the same time. Priscilla smiled at us. She shyly tucked her hair behind her ear. She was slightly blushing. She walked over to me and sat on my lap and wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a kiss. It was a quick kiss. I could tell that my wife wasn’t wearing anything underneath this yellow summer dress.

“This is a new dress,” I said. I squeezed my wife’s yummy tits. She looked stunning and hot as she always does.

“Did you buy that for me, babe?” Brandon asked, leaning forward.

Priscilla looked at me before answering. “Yes, Brandon. Um, do you like it?”

Brandon’s smile was huge. “Oh, fucking yes,” he said. “You have another dress that looks like that, right? I saw you wear it once at the office. It was blue.”

“Oh. Yes. That’s right. Yes. I have one with the same style as this. You’re cute. It's sweet that you remember,” Priscilla said. Both my hands were busy now, gently squeezing her tits and luscious butt. My cock was raging hard again.

“Who wouldn’t remember?” Brandon said. “All the men at the cafeteria were checking you out. I know what was on their minds. We were all thinking the same.”

“And, um, what was that?” Priscilla asked, slightly teasing with a naughty smile on her lips.

“It's easier if I just show you,” Brandon said.

She took Priscilla’s hand, helping her to her feet. I love you, babe, she said softly to me. I wanted to make out with my wife and fuck her here and now, but I was not the one on a date with her tonight. It was Brandon. Priscilla was his tonight. Her hot body, her long legs, her exquisite tits, her round ass, her soft lips, her attention and admiration. It was all his tonight. I leaned back in my seat.

Brandon grabbed Priscilla’s round ass with his huge hands, fondling it while they kissed hotly in front of me. Priscilla felt Brandon’s massive cock outside of his shorts. He was fully erect again.

“That’s for me?” Priscilla teased him.

“You know it is, babe,” Brandon answered. They kissed torridly and while they were doing it, Brandon palmed my wife’s bare pussy. She wasn’t wearing any panties and she was already wet. Priscilla moaned when Brandon’s thick fingers began playing with her heated clit. She shivered deliciously when he slid a thick finger inside her pussy.

Brandon wrapped Priscilla’s long hair around his left fist while his right hand was busy with her pussy, rubbing her sensitive clit with his thumb while fucking her with his middle finger. She was dripping wet, her waist swaying in sync with the back-and-forth movement of his fingers.

“You’re going to make me come,” Priscilla whimpered, almost begging.

“I will,” Brandon said, “but this time, you’re going to come on my cock, you slut.” Priscilla shivered and moaned at being called a slut. She craves it. Oh, yeah. I may have married a slut.

Brandon pulled down his shorts. His cock sprang out, veiny, hard again. Priscilla gasped softly, impressed. Brandon sat on the couch, leaned back, and motioned for my wife to sit on his dick. He licked his lips. Precum was dripping again from the tip of his cock.

“You’re gonna ride my dick while you’re wearing that sexy dress,” Brandon said. “You’re gonna ride me until I come deep inside you. That’s what you’re gonna do, Priscilla.”

I looked at my wife standing there, engrossed at the sight of Brandon’s enormous dick. Priscilla had her hands clasped behind her, mouth slightly opened, breathing deeply, blushing, her cheeks and neck pink, slightly perspiring. This room was hot. She glanced at me. I gave her a weak smile. My heart was breaking. My cock was iron hard.

“Come on, babe,” Brandon said. Priscilla nodded. She took a step forward and got on the couch, facing Brandon. She placed her knees on his massive thighs. My pretty wife looked so petite above Brandon. They kissed. She reached behind her and gave Brandon’s round balls a loving squeeze. He ran her palm along the length of his big cock, coating her hand with his precum. She stroked his cock several times. More precum leaked out. She raised her hand and then licked her sticky palm and sucked her cum-coated fingers while looking into Brandon’s eyes. He groaned. He grabbed Priscilla’s luscious ass and squeezed them. Priscilla moaned softly while she was sucking her fingers.

She reached back again and wrapped her palm around Brandon’s throbbing dick, aiming its round head at the soaked entrance of her pussy. “You’re huge,” she whispered to him, but I heard it clearly.

I watched as my gorgeous wife slowly glided down on Brandon’s thick cock. It filled her completely, stretching her hot pussy walls, making her moan, making her cream and whimper and tremble. “Oh my god,” Priscilla half-sobbed. She turned her head to look at me when Brandon was buried deep inside her. I gave her a smile. I was speechless.

Priscilla began riding Brandon’s cock. Up and down and up and down, his big hands wrapped around her sexy waist, supporting her, helping her, lifting her up and slamming her down.

“Oh god! Ahhh! Uhhh! Ahhh!” Priscilla bounced frantically, eager and needy, her pussy creaming Brandon’s cock. He slapped her cheeks and pulled her hair and French-kissed her hard. He licked her neck. Brandon unzipped her cocktail dress from the back and pulled it down, letting her luscious tits out.

Priscilla continued riding his dick. Her lovely breasts bounced and swayed. They kissed torridly again. Brandon slapped her butt. He squeezed her round ass. Priscilla sucked his long tongue as she bounced on top of him, their saliva mixing. I gripped the armrest of my chair, a hard tent in front of my pants.

“Gonna come inside you, babe,” Brandon said, groaning, his neck sweaty.

“Yes, oh, yes, please!” Priscilla begged, hugging Brandon’s neck. She was delirious with lust and at the brink of another world-shaking orgasm.

They came at the same time. Priscilla continued bouncing on his cock while they were coming. Her eyes rolled up, throwing her head back, gushing and deliciously shuddering in orgasmic heaven. Brandon grunted, jolting hard, gripping my wife’s waist, slamming her petite body again and again on his cock while he was spurting inside her. Brandon’s cock was coated in white from the mix of his thick sperm and Priscilla’s cream.

“Fuck,” I said.

Priscilla got off Brandon. Her legs were still slightly shaking, her breasts out, shoulders covered in thin sweat. She kneeled on the floor and placed her palms on Brandon’s thighs and then sucked his huge balls, doing her best to take them in her mouth, tasting the mix of her juices and his sperm. Brandon grunted, placing his hand on top of her head. “Good slut-wife,” he said. Just a regular wordsmith, this fucking guy.

I leaned back in my chair, breathing hard as I watched the woman I married clean another man’s cock with her tongue and mouth. It was such a lewd scene. She kissed his balls and licked them. Priscilla took his cock in her mouth, sucking its tip, and then engulfing it all down until it hit the back of her throat. Her eyes watered. His cock throbbed in her mouth. When she was done, she looked at Brandon’s face with a cute expression, like she was asking him if she did a good job. Brandon spits in her mouth as an answer. She swallowed it.

Brandon stood up and bent his knees a bit forward and then mouthfucked Priscilla. Tears rolled down her cheeks. Saliva dripped down her chin. She closed her eyes, moaning while her mouth was being fucked hard. She touched her pussy and played with her clit. She squirted hard when she orgasmed again. Brandon pulled back and then slapped Priscilla’s face several times with his cock. She closed her eyes and savored the feel of his heavy cock smacking her forehead and cheeks. Brandon spits on her cheek and then used his cock to spread it all over her face. Priscilla moaned. When it was done, she looked up at Brandon. She looked like she was in love.

“I’m a mess,” Priscilla said.

“You’re a hot mess, babe,” Brandon grinned at her.

“I need to clean up,” my wife said. She stood up and smoothed down the hem of her dress. She brushed her hair back. She gave me a shy smile before she went to the bathroom.

“Round one over,” Brandon said. “Did you enjoy watching that, man?”

“Uh, yeah. Sure.”

“Yeah? Good man. Priscilla and I are not done yet, though. I wanna fuck her some more, and I could see that she wants more of my dick, too.”

“Uh, maybe we should go home. It’s a bit late,” I said, unconvincingly.

“It's still early, man,” Brandon said, smiling. “I don’t think Priscilla wants to go home yet.”

“I’ll ask her,” I said, looking in the direction of the bathroom. The door wasn’t fully closed.

“This is a good thing we have going on, huh?” Brandon asked me. He was leaning back on the couch, arms spread, eyes closed. He was recovering. That was what he was doing. Readying himself so he could fuck Priscilla again. “A really good thing, right? Priscilla gets to explore. I get to fuck my hot office crush, and you get to watch while we do it. And the three of us work together in the same building. Your apartment is just a few minutes' drive from mine. We can do this anytime we want, and as long as we are careful, no one in the office will ever suspect. The three of us have a good reputation there. Priscilla is this smoking hot HR with a sweet personality. I’m known as a hardworking, reliable, you know, rough type of guy. You’re this quiet and boring guy from accounting. We’re safe. Nobody would even guess that I’m fucking your wife. Right? So, we have an amazing thing going on here.”

A boring guy? That’s what they think of me at the office? Really? I looked at my hands. “Uh, I should check on Priscilla,” I said, standing up.

I slowly opened the bathroom door and found Priscilla trying to zip up her dress from the back. She is stunning as always. She still had that after-sex glow, that pink blush on her cheeks. She smiled at me. “Could you zip me up, please, babe. Oh. Okay. Thank you.” She turned to me and I hugged her waist and she hugged me back.

“Hello, gorgeous,” I said, smiling.

“Hello, you,” Priscilla said sweetly. We had a quick kiss.

“That was, um, wild,” I said.

“Um, yes, it got a bit wild,” Priscilla admitted shyly. “Did it turn you on?” she asked me, even though she already knew the answer. She saw the hard tent in front of my pants.

“It did. You were so fucking hot.”

Priscilla grinned. “You didn’t get jealous at all?”

“Uh, I wouldn’t say that.”

“So, you got jealous?”

“A little,” I grinned back. “So, uh, you wanna go home now?”

“Oh, would you like to?”

“I asked you first,” I said.

“I mean, we could. Do you have some work you need to finish at home?”

“Not really,” I said.

“We could stay maybe a bit longer?” Priscilla asked. “I mean, if that’s okay.”

We got out of the bathroom, holding hands. Brandon turned in his seat to look at Priscilla. He smiled at her and she smiled back. She sat beside him and I sat back on my couch. We ate the snacks that Brandon placed on the coffee table. He rubbed Priscilla’s smooth thighs. Her nipples hardened.

We talked about work while we were eating. We talked about our bosses and about the team-building event that is scheduled next month. Brandon shared some funny stories about his crew from the maintenance department. Priscilla laughed and giggled.

“Every guy from my crew has a crush on you,” Brandon said to my wife. “True story.”

“You know, I don’t believe that at all,” Priscilla said, blushing. I know that Brandon wasn’t lying. Brandon gave her tits a quick squeeze.

By nine in the evening, we decided to go for a walk to get some fresh air. We rode down the elevator of Brandon’s apartment building and crossed the street and turned left until we reached Hallton Square. It was only about three hundred meters from the apartment. There were a lot of people. There were lines of food carts. There were dozens of booths selling assorted items like jewelry, paintings, keychains. A local band was playing. We sat down and ordered hot chocolate and continued talking. It was a bit chilly tonight. It was good that Brandon thought of letting Priscilla borrow one of his jackets. It was black with several pockets, warming Priscilla since she was still wearing the little summer dress with no underwear beneath it. Brandon told her not to put on any. Brandon’s jacket was clearly oversized and Priscilla looked like she could disappear in it. She looked adorable, though.

We were sitting at a small, round table. Priscilla crossed her legs. I rubbed her lovely thighs. She smiled at me. She placed her cup down. I leaned closer and we kissed. Brandon looked at us. He wouldn’t be able to kiss Priscilla here in public. Someone from work might see us. Some of them were here. I saw a couple of guys from the IT department. I saw Erika Bradford from sales and her boss, Peter Stewart. We finished our hot chocolates.

“Let’s go back,” Brandon said. He stood up. Priscilla looked at me. Sure, okay, I said. Let’s go. Priscilla took my hand and we started walking back to Brandon’s apartment building.

Priscilla let go of my hand when we were near Brandon’s building. Brandon took this opportunity to place his arm around her shoulders. Priscilla pressed her cheek against his chest. Brandon whispered something to her. I walked a step behind them. They looked like a cute couple. Brandon’s hand moved down and squeezed my wife’s butt. He grinned at me. I gave him a thumbs up, my face neutral. Priscilla rolled her eyes at Brandon, smiling. Brandon licked his lips. These small romantic gestures make me jealous as much as the full-on sex. My feet felt heavy. Am I really doing the right thing here?

“Keep up, man,” Brandon said to me, his voice friendly. Priscilla smiled at me, but she didn’t say anything. The way they looked at me made me feel like I was a third wheel in their sweet date, which, then again, I was. Brandon squeezed Priscilla’s round butt again.

We entered the building and rode the elevator. There were no other passengers. Brandon faced Priscilla and kissed her deeply and then palmed her pussy. She was wet. She had been turned-on all day long.

“You’re soaked, love,” Brandon said.

“Yes,” Priscilla answered.

“You’re always wet around me, aren’t you, you slut?” Brandon said in a deep voice. Priscilla nodded, looking at the huge bulge in front of Brandon’s workout pants.

“Oh, this is what you want?” Brandon asked. He let his thick cock out. Oh, Priscilla said, instinctively wrapping her right hand around it, feeling its warmth, its pulse. She started stroking it. We were still in the elevator. Brandon played with my wife’s throbbing clit with his middle finger, rubbing it in circles, making her pussy slicker. Priscilla moaned, eyes half-closed, her waist slightly swaying in sync with the movement of his fingers. Brandon slid one finger in and it made Priscilla gasp. She whimpered, trembling slightly. Brandon’s long tongue was inside her mouth when the elevator door opened on his floor.

“I’m recharged and ready,” Brandon said to Priscilla as we were walking in the hallway.

“I can see that,” Priscilla said, blushing red. When the elevator door opened, Brandon didn’t put his cock back in his pants. It was still out and erect and Priscilla didn’t let it go. She was holding it in her hand as we were walking to Brandon’s apartment. You’re so in love with my dick, babe, Brandon said happily. Priscilla stroked his cock while he was unlocking the door.

“You go first, man,” Brandon said to me. I entered the room first. Priscilla entered after me, still holding Brandon’s big dick in her hand. Brandon closed the door.

“So, uh, it’s a bit late now and —” I started saying while standing in the center of the living room.

Priscilla and Brandon weren’t paying attention to whatever I was saying. When I turned around, Priscilla was bent forward, facing the door, her palms against it. Brandon’s right hand was on her waist and his other hand was on his cock, aiming at the soaked entrance of her waiting pussy. He was breathing hard. He was ready to burst.

Brandon slid his cock inside Priscilla and then he started thrusting. Oh, god, my wife moaned. Brandon grabbed her waist with both hands. He fucked Priscilla right there by the closed door. She was still wearing her yellow summer dress and the black jacket. She moaned while she was being fucked, her braless tits bouncing beneath the soft fabric of her hot dress. I didn’t move. I couldn’t move. I was there at the center of the living room, several feet away from them, watching with a hard-on as another man took my beautiful wife. Priscilla was moaning loudly. If there were people in the hallway, they would definitely hear her.

Brandon grabbed her long hair and pulled it. He reached and squeezed her luscious, bouncing tits. He continued thrusting, harder and wilder, bringing Priscilla closer and closer to another hard and delicious orgasm.

“Oh, Brandon! Ahhh! I’m coming, babe!” Priscilla begged. She came hard and she squirted and Brandon kept on fucking her, her love juices dripping down her legs, her eyes rolling back, her knees trembling.

Brandon pulled his cock out of Priscilla’s dripping pussy and he turned her to him and they kissed hungrily. They couldn’t get enough of each other. Priscilla stroked Brandon’s wet cock while they were French-kissing. They kissed like a couple very much in love with one another. Brandon took off his pants and shirt and Priscilla removed her big jacket and unzipped the back of her dress with shaking hands. Brandon was fully naked now. He helped Priscilla unzip her dress. He pulled the front of her dress, letting her yummy tits out.

“Best tits of all,” Brandon said and then he took Priscilla’s breasts in her mouth, sucking her sensitive nipples, licking her cleavage, leaving suck marks while his one hand was fingering her sweet pussy, his fingers going in and out and sideways and hitting every delicious spot.

“To my bedroom,” Brandon said and Priscilla nodded. He swept her off her feet, carrying her like they were on their honeymoon. She held on to his thick neck. “Open the door for us, dude, will you?” Brandon said to me.

“Uh, sure,” I said. They were hotly kissing again. I opened Brandon’s bedroom and he entered, carrying my wife like they were a married couple. He dropped her on the bed. Priscilla giggled.

I sat on a comfortable chair facing the bed. Perhaps Brandon positioned the chair this way so that I could have a good view while he fucks my wife. Priscilla was still wearing her sexy summer dress. Our eyes met. I love you, I mouthed. She smiled sweetly at me. She was about to say something back, but her words were cut off because Brandon got on the bed and got on top of her. The bed creaked from his massive weight. They made out right in front of me. Priscilla moaned hotly as they kissed. Brandon rubbed the precum-filled tip of his dick on my wife’s clit.

“Gonna fuck you again,” Brandon grunted, holding his massive dick and aiming it at her waiting entrance.

“Yes, yes, oh, please,” Priscilla pleaded.

“You want my dick?”

“Yes,” Priscilla said.

“Say it,” Brandon ordered her.

“I want your dick, Brandon. Now, please, fuck me.”

Priscilla sobbed in pleasure, arching her back when Brandon rammed his thick meat inside her, her legs spread open, squirting as he buried his cock deep inside her. I moved my chair closer, my knees touching the side of the big bed.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Priscilla chanted while she was getting fucked. Brandon slapped her cheeks and she loved it. With one hand, he pinned her arms above her head as he continued pounding her petite body harder and wilder.

I rubbed my eyes. The first time Priscilla and I held hands was during our first date. We were in a movie theater in Starlight Mall. She reached for my hand first. Priscilla was wearing a blue dress, much like the one she was wearing now. I remember our first date like it was yesterday. In the dim light of that cinema, she turned to me and gave me a sweet smile and she rested her head on my shoulder. She smelled so good. My heart was beating crazily fast. I was nervous. Don’t fuck this up, Nicholas, I told myself repeatedly. I was deeply in love, swept away. She was the woman I was going to marry, I decided that exact moment.

They changed position. Now, Priscilla was on top, riding Brandon’s cock, bouncing eagerly on top of him. Brandon had taken off my wife’s summer dress and now she was fully naked, a goddess. Their bodies were covered in perspiration. Priscilla was looking into Brandon’s eyes, her hair messy. Brandon smacked her butt and then squeezed it hard with his rough hands. He slapped her cheeks again.

“Oh, god, call me a slut, please, babe,” Priscilla cried, half-embarrassed, frantic and needy as she fucked Brandon, bobbing above him, sweaty, her perfect tits bouncing. Brandon grinned and grabbed her beautiful hair and pulled her to him and kissed her torridly.

“You’re a fucking slut, Priscilla,” Brandon groaned. “You’re mine now.”

“Yes, yes, I’m yours! Ahhh!” Priscilla announced while she was coming, perhaps forgetting I was in the room with them, sitting only an arm’s length away.

Brandon stood up. Priscilla was kneeling on the bed. She was still shaking from her orgasm, her nipples sensitive and hard, slap marks on her round ass, her pussy dripping juices, her eyes unfocused. Brandon grabbed her hair and tilted her head up.

“You want this, huh?” Brandon asked and then slapped his cock repeatedly on Priscilla’s pretty face, hitting her cheeks and forehead and nose. Priscilla moaned, trembling deliciously. She opened her mouth and Brandon slid his cock in and mouth-fucked her hard. Then he pulled out and rubbed his wet dick and big balls on her face. Priscilla sobbed happily, tasting mixes of her saliva and juices and come from Brandon’s cock and balls.

I couldn’t breathe. I remember our first kiss. It was during our second date. We had dinner at Thyme and Lantern in Blue Canoe Street. It was a Saturday night. We decided to walk for a bit before I drove her home. It suddenly rained and I covered our heads with my jacket as we ran giggling and laughing to the parking lot. Priscilla kissed me the moment we closed the doors. It wasn’t torrid, wasn’t deep, but it was long and sweet. When the kiss ended, I didn’t know what to say. I looked at her sitting beside me, raindrops on her hair. She was wearing a pink dress. She looked angelic.

There were now drops of Brandon’s come on her beautiful hair. Priscilla was on all fours now as Brandon fucked her from behind. He slapped her fantastic ass several times. He pulled her hair hard as his cock pistoned her insatiable pussy repeatedly. They were drenched in sweat now, the bed creaking and swaying. I gripped the armrest of my chair, my heart, my cock aching hard.

“Mmmm, ahhh, ohhh, uhhh, yes, my god!” Priscilla chanted, her pussy gushing, her firm tits swaying. She glanced at me, but her eyes were glazed over, unfocused.

Brandon came inside her. He gripped her waist, threw his head back, howling. He came long and hard and deep, filling my wife up completely. Priscilla fell on her side, shaking, her toes clenching, her juices and Brandon’s sperm leaking from her pussy. Brandon lay down beside her, arms spread, his chest going up and down. Priscilla turned to him and lay her head on his chest and embraced his body and draped her leg over him. They whispered sweet words to each other. They seemed to have forgotten that I was still here. Minutes passed. I stood up to say something and noticed that they were sleeping.

What should I do now? Should I wake them up? Should I just wait for them to wake up? Should I go home? I took a blanket and draped it over my wife, so that she wouldn’t get cold. Brandon was snoring loudly. I looked at them. They looked good together. There were strands of sperm on Priscilla’s hair and cheeks and neck. Her hair was messy. My wife looked well-fucked. There was nothing for me to do but to wait for them to wake up. I sat back on my chair and relaxed myself and closed my eyes.

I was in a deep sleep. The chair was very comfortable. I was dreaming. There were noises, moans, panting, grunting, more moans. How long was I asleep? Minutes? Hours? I slowly opened my eyes and saw what was happening. Brandon and Priscilla were at it again.

Priscilla was on top of Brandon, bouncing on his cock, panting, blushing. Brandon grinned at me. Priscilla noticed that I was already awake. She paused bobbing and began rotating her hips. There were fresh strands of come on her face and tits.

“Um, hey, babe,” Priscilla said.

“Uh, hey,” I said.

“Sorry,” she said, resuming her bouncing. “We . . . tried to keep it . . . down . . . ahhh . . . so wouldn’t wake you . . . but . . .”

“Priscilla just couldn’t control herself,” Brandon said helpfully. “Hey, babe,” he said to my wife, “bounce on my cock faster! Oh yeah! That’s right. Fuck you’re so damn gorgeous. Your tits are perfect. From now on, I’m gonna fuck you every day. Here, in the office, in your apartment. Nick is fine with that. You’re also my wife from now on. You’re mine. I’ll take you anytime I want.”

“Oh my god! Yes! Yes! Yes!” Priscilla sobbed, looking so hot and horny and desperate. “I’m coming again!”

When I arrived in the cafeteria for lunch, Priscilla and Brandon were sitting together. I observed them for a few moments before approaching. They were talking. Some of our co-workers who were eating their lunch probably thought they were discussing work-related topics. Perhaps Brandon was asking about HR-related matters again. They looked friendly. They didn’t look like they were having an affair.

I took a deep breath, heat forming in the center of my chest and my cock, jealousy and lust mixed together, remembering what happened, remembering Brandon showering Priscilla’s naked body with come, ejaculating deep inside her, bringing her to countless orgasms until she finally collapsed, and then fucking her one more time inside the car in the parking lot before we drove home.

Priscilla saw me first. Her eyes lit up and she smiled sweetly at me, blushing. She was wearing a sleeveless black business dress with a short hemline. The other guys in the cafeteria were subtly admiring her amazing legs.

“Hey, man,” Brandon greeted me, grinning. Hey, I said. I pulled a chair and sat beside Priscilla, placing my arm on the back of her chair. She placed a hand on my thigh. I kissed her shoulder.

“Uh, what’s up?” I said.

“Priscilla and I were just talking about what we did in my apartment,” Brandon said quietly. “It was so fucking hot, right?”

“Um, yes,” Priscilla said, blushing. She touched my hand and looked at me. “Because you were there, babe.”

I smiled at her. “Anything for you, love,” I said to my wife. I kissed her cheek and she giggled. I pulled her chair closer to me.

“Fuck, I’m jealous now,” Brandon said.

I grinned at him. “I’m the one who should be jealous, man.”

“Oh, no need to feel that way, guys, please,” Priscilla said in a seductive voice, teasing us. She was sitting between us. She kept her hand on my thigh and placed another hand on Brandon’s shoulder. “I’m all yours,” she said softly. “Both yours.”

Brandon grinned, his eyes roaming all over Priscilla’s body. My wife looked amazing in her sexy business dress. She looked prim and professional and proper. He licked his lips. “You know what?” he asked.

“Yeah?” I said. Priscilla didn’t say anything. She could tell what was on Brandon’s mind. She smiled at him. Brandon leaned forward and whispered.

“I’m fucking horny,” Brandon said, looking around. “Remember that empty storage room on the fifth floor? The one I told you guys about? The room where I’m the only one who has the key?” Priscilla and I nodded. My heart started beating faster. Priscilla was blushing again. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.

“Yeah?” I asked. I tried to keep my expression neutral.

Brandon looked straight at me. “I wanna fuck your wife, buddy. That’s what.” Priscilla bit her lower lip. Brandon grinned at her.

Brandon leaned closer to Priscilla, his lips an inch from her ear. “Let’s meet there in ten minutes. My balls are so fucking full and heavy right now. I need to come inside you, babe.” He looked at us. “How about that? Sounds good? I can see you’re turned on by the idea, Priscilla. And, Nick, buddy, you can watch, of course. You can watch again as I fuck your pretty slut of a wife. What do you say, huh?”

Priscilla squeezed my hand. She looked at me hopefully. She looked so cute and horny at the same time. I could already see her bent over on top of one of those storage boxes, wearing her sexy dress and her heels, the skirt of her dress rucked up around her waist, her dress unbuttoned at the front, her luscious tits free, pink nipples hard and aching. I could already see Brandon grinning victoriously as he slid his cock in Priscilla’s wet pussy.

I didn’t answer immediately. I looked at Priscilla first and then at Brandon. There was no doubt now, only excitement. What happened in Brandon’s apartment changed my marriage with Priscilla – for the better. Hopefully. Now, every day would be unpredictable. It’s risky. It’s hot. I was hard under the table. Brandon was waiting. Priscilla crossed her legs, horny and blushing.

“Sure,” I answered, squeezing Priscilla’s thigh, smiling at her. “You can fuck my wife.”

END
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