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CHAPTER 1

“Hey, babe, I’m going out to meet him now . . .” my wife texted me. I was in the office. There was a smiley at the end of her text.

I stared at my phone, rereading my wife’s words before replying. “Send a selfie?” I texted back.

Ellie took a picture of herself. She was still in our bedroom, though already dressed up, ready to meet the man she had been chatting with on the dating app these past few days. She took a photo of her reflection in the full-body mirror.

She was hot as always. Ellie was wearing a white shirt, black jeans, and white sneakers. Her outfit was casual. Her hair was down, and she was wearing little makeup. My wife looks like a movie star. She was smiling in the photo that she sent. It was high-quality.

“Damn, you’re so hot,” I replied in the text. I was feeling slightly jealous. Part of me wanted to stop her from meeting this stranger. Ellie and I are married. She shouldn’t be going out to have a date with a man she met online. But what can I do? This was, after all, my idea.

“An open relationship, Benjie?” Ellie asked me two months ago. We were in the living room of our house in Willowbrook. It was Saturday morning. The weather was warm, and the windows were open. The air outside was gently blowing the purple curtain.

“Well,” I said. “I mean, just to spice up our relationship.”

“Don’t you love me anymore?” Ellie asked me, her hands on her lap. She looked like she was about to cry.

“Oh no, no. I do love you. I love you a lot, Ellie. But I don’t know,” I almost stuttered. This is an insane proposal, I thought to myself then. “We’ve been married for three years, and I was your first boyfriend, and you were my first girlfriend. We didn’t get to meet a lot of people. Maybe, I don’t know. Maybe we can explore what’s out there. An open relationship is not something new. You know Francis Peck? My officemate? He and his wife, Lizzie . . . their marriage is open.”

Ellie pouted her lips. She wasn’t mad at me. “Did Francis put you up to this?”

“No. No. Nothing like that.”

“So, how will this go?” Ellie asked me softly after a while.

“Well, ummm, we can date other people.”

“But I don’t want to date other men,” Ellie looked like she would cry again. “Is there some woman you’d like to date? Is that why you are proposing this?”

“What? No one.”

“It seems to me you just like to sleep with other women,” Ellie said.

“Of course not,” I lied.

“So, you’re suggesting this to, ummm, spice up our relationship?”

“Yes, yes.”

“But our sex life is great,” Ellie said, looking down at her hands.

I moved closer and wrapped her hands around mine, my heart beating fast. “Yes, babe! Our sex life is perfect. So think of this as just another, ummm, kink. Another sexual position we are going to try. It won’t be forever, of course. Just a couple of months.” I swallowed and licked my dry lips.

“If I say yes to this,” Ellie asked gently, her cheeks blushing, “if I say yes, then we can both see other people and sleep with them? That’s what an open relationship means, right?”

I paused. I looked at my wife’s gorgeous face, trying to weigh her words in my mind. “Yes,” I answered. My voice was low.

Ellie bit her lip and gave me an understanding smile, her love for me shining in her eyes. My wife is a woman that is easy to convince. She has always been trusting and vulnerable to me. She shook her head, but she didn’t say no. “I’ll think about it,” she said.

It took her a whole week, but Ellie eventually said yes. She agreed to my proposal while she was on top of me and riding my dick, her palms on my chest. We were both naked in our bed; my eyes were on her pretty face and yummy tits. I am the luckiest man on earth.

“Fine,” Ellie said while bobbing up and down, my dick sliding in and out of her slick pussy. “I’ve thought about it, and, ummm, I’m agreeing to this open relationship that you’re proposing, Benjie.” I sat up and sucked her hard nipples and looked at her blushing face. I was harder than ever. Different scenarios were playing in my head.

“This will be good for us,” I said to her while squeezing her fantastic ass and pulling her tighter to me.

“Damn, man, you convinced Ellie?” Francis Peck from the office said. He’s an engineer like me. He’s a tall black guy with a sleeve tribal tattoo.

“Uhhh, yeah. Took her a while to say yes. I used all the talking points you gave me,” I said. “So, thanks, man, I guess.”

“Yeah. You sure about this?”

“Huh? You’re the one who convinced me to try this.”

“What I’m trying to say is that Ellie is so hot.”

“She is.”

“You’re not worried about that?”

“Well, a little,” I said, leaning forward on my office chair and tapping the top of the wooden table with my fingers. “But I think she agreed because this is something that I said I want. I don’t think Ellie’s really into hooking up with other men.”

“Uh-huh,” Peck said. He was half-sitting on my table, arms crossed. There was a slight grin on his face. “If you say so, buddy.”

I installed a dating app the night after Ellie told me she finally agreed to have an open relationship. I installed three dating apps. I know this is the easiest way to meet other women. I was excited. I swiped countless times and had several matches.

I met several women. I invited some of them for coffee, for an afternoon snack, for a walk in the park, for a quick dinner. They said I was a nice and a cool guy, but the most I got was a quick kiss from Linda Barnes, a corporate lawyer from Arlow. That was it.

After these dates, we continued chatting, but the frequency of messages eventually slowed down until they ended. Some said they would like to meet me again, but when I asked for a second date, they replied they were busy. Some ghosted me after a few days.

This wasn’t what I was expecting. I was hoping to at least score several hot girls like Peck. Fine, fine. I will admit I’m not as handsome or as tall as my co-worker, but I think I look okay. Maybe I should be more assertive on these dates and more confident. Perhaps I’m just out of practice? Maybe I never had practice. I married my second girlfriend immediately after college. Ellie and I married early.

“So, how did your dates go?” Ellie asked in a gentle voice. We were in bed. She was reading a book, and I lay beside her, rubbing her smooth legs. She always likes reading. I watched her. She was wearing an oversized white shirt. She had glasses on, and her hair was tied in a bun. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and I could see the shape of her nipples poking the thin cotton. She is prettier and sexier than any of the girls I met.

“Uhhh, they are alright,” I said to her. “None of them are as pretty as you, babe.”

Ellie grinned, closed her book, and laid her head on my arm. She smells so good. Her hair was still a bit damp from the shower. I squeezed her tits, and she moaned.

“Did you, ummm, have sex with these girls?”

“Nope,” I said. “I didn’t have sex with any of them. We just talked.” Ellie’s nipples are becoming stiff between my fingers.

I looked at my pretty wife. She is perfect. This open relationship arrangement didn’t seem to be a very good idea. Ellie didn’t try meeting other men, and the women that I met were not really that much interested in me. I was thinking that maybe it was now time to end this. Maybe this wasn’t for us. Oh, well. At least we tried.

“Babe,” I started saying, “I think it’s better . . .”

“There’s a guy I’m chatting with,” Ellie suddenly said, turning her head to me.

“Uhhh, what?” I asked her.

“I installed a dating app, and there’s this guy I matched with and were now talking. He’s nice,” she said with a smile.

“Ahhh . . . okay?” I didn’t know what to say. My wife is chatting with some guy from a dating app. I shouldn’t be surprised, though. I have several of those apps myself. This open relationship is my idea. I knew this would happen eventually. Why did it feel like I was hit by a truck?

I looked at Ellie. I closed my mouth and tried to steady my breathing. I shouldn’t look surprised.

“I see,” I said. “Right. That’s, ummm, good.”

“Is it good?” Ellie asked me, a bit of confusion in her voice.

“Yeah. You’re talking to other people now. Do you like him?”

“It’s hard to tell. We’ve been talking only for a couple of days. But he’s friendly and a little flirty,” Ellie said.

“A little flirty?” I asked. Of course, this man would flirt with my wife. Who wouldn’t? This man saw her profile photo and thought, “Damn, what a hottie. I’d do everything, say all the best words, turn on all my charms so I could get her on my bed.”

“Does this guy know you’re married?”

“I told him. He said he’s okay with it . . .”

“I’m sure he is. Uhhh, what’s his name?”

Ellie sat up on the bed and brushed her hair with her hand. “His name’s Mason. He lives in Arlow, but he has a place here. He said he’s into real estate. He’s inviting me to have lunch with him this Thursday.” She was looking at me; her eyes were asking for permission.

I couldn’t say no, right? I met several women myself, fruitless they might be.

“Lunch? Just lunch?”

“Yes, love,” Ellie asked, smiling innocently, touching my hand. “He asked me if I’m available around one in the afternoon that day . . .”

“But you have work during that time, right?” Ellie works at home as a freelance graphic designer. She’s amazing at it.

“I do, but there are no deadlines I’m chasing currently. I submitted the final proposal for Spectrum the other day. So, you know, I’m quite free.”

“Uh-uh,” I sat on the bed and leaned on the headboard. “Can I see what this guy looks like? His profile and photos are on the dating app, right?”

“Oh, sure, babe,” Ellie said. She took her phone from the bedside table, unlocked it, and clicked on the app. I felt I was crossing some boundary here. She never asked me for any details about the different women I met. She never asked me their names or what their jobs were. Yet here I am, immediately asking to see a photo of the guy flirting with her.

“Oh, here he is. That’s Mason,” Ellie handed me her phone.

Mason is a tall black guy. I saw his height on his profile; he is taller than me. Handsome-looking and about our age. I scrolled down, ignoring my slow and deep breathing and the slight tug of jealousy in my chest. I blinked.

This is the guy trying to sleep with Ellie. There’s a picture of this guy in Europe. A picture where he is on a fishing boat. One where he is wearing a suit. A picture of him playing football. Another photo of him doing a hard bench press. The man looks charming. But photos can’t state a man’s intent, nor tell what’s on his mind or what type of person he is.

I imagined this man gripping my wife’s waist, licking her tits, lifting her, and throwing her on the bed to fuck her brains out. Ellie is slim with perky tits and a nice, firm butt. This man could easily do that.

I also noticed that Ellie had a lot of matches on the dating app. More than mine. Way more than mine. I looked at her profile. She only had three pictures in it. She wasn’t wearing a two-piece or some sexy outfit. She wore a white dress in her main photo and plain-colored shirts in the others. She was smiling cutely in the pictures that she uploaded.

“Lots of guys message you, babe,” I said, trying to look unbothered.

“I know, right? I am overwhelmed. I wasn’t expecting it,” Ellie said.


CHAPTER 2

I couldn’t concentrate on work knowing my wife was out there having lunch with another man. I was composing an email, and the words were not coming together. I looked at my phone. Two hours had already passed, and there was no message yet from Ellie.

She told me that it would only be lunch. Maybe Mason is good at conversation. Maybe they found out they have much in common and are still talking. I imagined Mason doing everything to charm my wife and Ellie falling for it.

“What’s the matter, man?” Peck asked me. The door of my office was open. Peck was leaning on the door and sipping soda from a plastic cup.

“Ah, nothing,” I said.

“I’ve been standing here for a full minute. You’re just sitting there staring at the ceiling.”

“Yeah. I’m thinking of something.”

“About Ellie?” Peck asked.

“Well, close the door, please, man.”

I told Peck about what my wife is doing at the moment. He nodded while listening. His face was both serious and amused.

“She’ll be fine. Don’t think too much about it. Don’t call her or message her yet. You’re her first boyfriend, right? So this will be Ellie’s date after quite a while. Let her enjoy it. Let her take her time. Remember, you’re the one who suggested this to her. I know what’s in your mind. I’ve been there. The worst thing you can do is act desperate, jealous, or needy.” Peck said.

“Yeah. I get you.”

“Mason’s the name of her date, right?”

“Yeah. Mason Hughes. Works at Sterling Estate.”

“Lucky guy,” Peck said, smiling and shaking his head.

It was already five in the afternoon when I received a text from Ellie saying that her date was done and she was returning to our house.

“Hey, babe,” she said in her message. “We’re done. I’m going home.” There was a smiley emoji at the end of the sentence. It seemed she had a good time with her date.

“Is it a good date? Did you enjoy it?” I messaged her back.

“Oh, Mason’s nice. I had a great time.”

“Good to hear. Are you booking a taxi now? Want me to pick you up? Wayne Avenue’s just fifteen minutes from here.”

“Don’t you need to do overtime? But it’s fine. Thanks, babe. Mason said he’ll drive me home. Our place is along the way to his condo. He’s here. I’ll message you later. I love you.”

I paused. Ellie would ride Mason’s car. She trusts him enough now to get in his car and show him where we live. I rubbed the back of my neck and calmed my breathing. I imagined Mason touching Ellie’s thighs. I pictured them making out, hidden by the dark-tinted windows of his car.

I messaged Ellie that I love her too, but there was no reply.

Our house is only a half-hour drive from Wayne Avenue, but it took almost an hour before I received a message from Ellie that she was finally home. I closed my laptop and put my things in my bag. My hands were slightly shaking. I needed to go home immediately. I needed to ask my wife what happened to her one-hour lunch date that turned into several hours. I wanted to know all the details. I rushed towards the elevator. I was already in the elevator with some colleagues when I noticed the tent in front of my pants. I went down to the second basement and got into my car.

Ellie was in the study when I arrived at our house. Her laptop was open, and she was reading some emails and doing online shopping at the same time. She just finished showering, and her hair was still slightly damp.

“Hey,” I greeted her.

Ellie stood up and hugged me. She smells so good. She was wearing a short, gray sleeveless house dress. The comfortable cloth displayed to me her mouthwatering curves.

“Hey, babe. I miss you,” Ellie kissed me. “Are you hungry? What would you like for dinner? I can cook something up.”

I put my bag down and embraced her slim waist. “I’m not really that hungry. I had a heavy snack at the office.” I grinned. “How about I fuck you instead?”

Ellie smiled and nodded excitedly. Oh yes, please, her eyes said.

I grabbed her waist, pulled her to me, and kissed her hungrily. She opened her mouth, and my tongue played with hers. Both of us were breathing fast. Our bodies were so hot for each other that it seemed like we hadn’t seen each other for a month. I pulled down the strap of her dress and immediately started sucking her perky tits. I licked her nipples and sucked her cleavage, leaving kiss marks.

“Ohhh,” Ellie moaned. She let her dress fall to the floor. Ellie wasn’t wearing anything underneath it. She was wet and ready while waiting for me. I could feel the rush of her heartbeat. I could hear the urgency in her breathing.

I unbuckled my leather belt and removed my pants and boxers. I was hard as steel. I grabbed my wife’s legs and lifted her. I aligned the head of my cock to her soaked entrance and slid gloriously inside her. Sliding inside her felt like sliding into warm oil.

“Damn,” I grunted.

“Mmmm . . . yes,” Ellie moaned.

We French-kissed as we fucked. Her back was against the wall. I was pinning her, not letting her go. I fucked Ellie with all the strength of my knees and legs and back. I was grunting and snarling, and she kept urging me on, begging me to fuck her more, fuck her harder. Her pussy was so tight. It felt like it didn’t want to let me go every time I pulled back.

“Yes, love!” she chanted. “Yes! Yes! Yes!”

When I felt my legs and back couldn’t take it anymore, I bent her over the couch and fucked her from behind. I slapped her ass repeatedly, the sound ringing all over our living room. She just asked for more. I grabbed her beautiful long hair with my hand and pulled it back. I was snarling, sweat dripping down the side of my face.

“You slut!” I almost shouted. I don’t usually call her that.

“Yes, love! I’m a slut. I’m your slut! Fuck me more, please! Just fuck me more!”

I came inside Ellie in that position, my balls pumping thick come like there was no tomorrow, filling her pussy up. The mixture of my come and her juices dripped down our thighs, wetting the couch.

“Goddamn!”

“Sooo good,” Ellie said in a dreamy voice, her head on the sofa, her body still deliciously trembling. I stood there and watched her, my wife, who dated another man today.

Ellie turned her head, and her eyes widened when she saw that my cock was still hard. She brushed the strands of hair covering her eyes and licked her lips. She sat up and reached for my cock.

“Wow,” she whispered, pleased.

She stroked me, her soft hands going back on forth around my wet dick. She looked at my face while she was doing that.

“Sit down, babe, please,” my beautiful wife said.

I sat on the sofa, still slightly breathing hard, while Ellie continued pumping my dick with her hand in a loving motion. Up and down and up and down, gently, slowly. She was taking her time, not rushing.

“How was your date?” I asked her.

Ellie looked into my eyes, thinking. She didn’t answer immediately. Why was I asking this question in the middle of a handjob? She smiled and continued what she was doing. She increased her pace just a little bit.

“It was good,” she answered in a cute voice, her hand moving up and down. “Mason’s a really nice guy. He’s even cuter in person . . .”

“Really?” I asked.

Ellie licked my precum, rolled it on her tongue, and swallowed before answering. “Yes. He’s tall, and he’s got muscular arms and shoulders. He’s charming too, and ummm, very manly. He’s easy to like.”

“He’s your type? What did you guys do?” I asked. I leaned on the back of the sofa. Ellie was kneeling between my legs.

“You’re so hard, babe. Ummm, we had lunch. We talked. Mason’s easy to talk to. He told me about his job in the real estate world, and he asked about mine. He asked about our relationship too . . .”

“Our, uhhh, relationship?”

“Ummm, yes, he asked if our marriage was good. I said yes.”

“And then?”

“After lunch, he asked me if I wanted to walk around the mall. I said, sure. So Mason paid the bill, and we left the restaurant and we walked inside the mall. He held my hand,” Ellie said. Her eyes flickered at me. She continued stroking my cock.

“He held your hand? Like, uhhh, like you two were a couple? Did anybody see you? I mean, anybody we know?”

“I don't think so,” Ellie said. “I’m not really sure. I have not thought about that. Ummm, if anybody saw, I guess I could say that Mason is a close friend who visited from another state?”

I sincerely doubt anybody would believe that. They were walking in the mall while holding hands. “Sure. Yes. Maybe that could work. Did you guys buy anything?”

“Mason looked at some pieces of furniture, but he didn't buy anything. He asked me if I wanted to have some coffee. I said okay. I was not in a rush or anything.”

“Right, so you went inside a coffee shop?”

“Only to order,” Ellie said. She licked the body of my cock after answering, from balls to tip, and then she resumed her handjob. “We, ummm, didn't drink the coffee in the coffee shop. We ordered takeout, then hung out in his car in the basement parking lot.”

“In his car?”

“Yes. He said he wanted to go somewhere quiet . . . and we ended up in his car,” Ellie said slowly. Her eyes were on my cock.

“He convinced you easily, babe,” I said.

“He’s charming. Mason seems kind, so I thought to myself it is all right. . .”

“And did you two have. . . sex?” I felt a small part of my heart breaking when I asked that question.

Ellie looked at me. “Oh. No, babe. Nothing like that. We didn't have sex.”

“So you just talked in the car?” I asked, hopefully.

“Well . . .” Ellie smiled guiltily.

“Well?”

“I don't want you to be mad at me.”

“Babe,” I said honestly, “I will never be mad at you. Tell me what happened,” I urged her. I was trying to hide the excitement behind my calm voice.

“We talked for a while and made out for a bit.”

“You made out for a bit?” I asked her. I felt my cock getting even harder in Ellie’s expert hand.

“Yes. Just a little.”

“Just a little? Tell me about it?”

“I’m shy. Do you really want to know, Benjie?”

I shrugged, trying to appear nonchalant. “Yes. I’d like to know.”

Ellie paused and tucked her hair behind one ear. “Mason and I were talking, and while we were talking, he held my hand. He was rubbing his thumb on my palm. Then, he stopped doing that. He put his hand on my left knee. We were in the front seats, and our bodies were tilted toward each other. He started rubbing my thighs.”

“Oh. You didn't say anything?” I asked Ellie.

She shook her head. “It felt good. It, ummm, didn't cross my mind to stop him. And then Mason leaned forward and . . .”

“He kissed you?”

“Ummm . . . not yet. He, ummm, he grabbed my boobs and played with them.”

“Fuck,” I muttered under my breath.

Ellie continued stroking my cock. She resumed telling me what happened. “Mason lifted my shirt and removed my bra. It was still there in his car. He sucked my nipples, and I tried not to moan too loudly. Mason unbuckled his belt while he was sucking my hard nipples. He pulled me to him, and we kissed. We kissed for about ten minutes. He put his tongue inside my mouth. He has a long tongue, babe. It was hard for me to breathe. He was playing with my boobs while we were kissing.”

“Alright . . .”

“And then suddenly his dick was out.”

“You saw his dick?”

“Yeah, babe. I looked down and saw that his belt was unbuckled, and the zipper of his pants was down. Mason’s cock was out, and it was big, and it was so hard. It was thick, too. It is, ummm, I think it is the biggest I’ve seen.”

I felt like I was going to come soon. “And then what happened?”

“Mason said he wants to fuck me in the backseat of his car.”

“Oh. Right. Of course. What did he say exactly?”

“He said, Ellie, I’m gonna fuck your brains out.”

“What a charming gentleman, this guy.”

“Maybe it was the heat of the moment?”

“What did you say?” I asked my wife.

“I shook my head, and I said no. I said it was only the first time we met, and I’m not yet ready for that. Mason accepted it. I could see he was a bit disappointed. But he understood. I felt sad for letting him down. He asked for a blowjob, and I said yes.”

Ellie said they made out for a bit. When she said that, I thought she meant she and Mason kissed and maybe got a bit handsy. It turned out he sucked her tits, and she gave him a blowjob. She gave a stranger a blowjob in his car. That wasn't a bit of making out. That seems like a lot of making out.

“I’m gonna come, babe,” I said. Ellie was looking at my dick. She didn't increase her speed. It seemed she didn't hear me. She watched her hand wrapped around my dick while thinking of her new friend Mason Hughes.

“Mason’s cock is huge. The tip of his cock hit my throat, and I almost gagged. Mason held my head. I gave him a nice blowjob, my head moving up and down. It took quite a while before he came. My jaw was getting slightly uncomfortable, but I wanted to please him. I don't know why. I just wanted him to feel good. And then he came. He came a lot, and I swallowed all of it.”

“Fuck! I’m coming!” I moaned, and my body jerked. I came like a hot geyser. I ejaculated in my wife’s hand and arm, and some went to her tits and thighs. My hazy mind saw her deepthroating Mason, closing her eyes as she milked every drop from his fat balls, tasting him, swallowing all he could give. Ellie continued pumping my cock while I was coming. She licked her lips, and then she stood up and kissed me.

“So that's what happened,” Ellie said shyly.


CHAPTER 3

It wasn't easy to sleep that night. Ellie was lying next to me. She was sleeping soundly. I kept replaying in my head the things that she said.

I met several women already, and the furthest I got was a quick kiss. Mason got a deepthroat blowjob from my wife at the first meet. Maybe Mason Hughes is thinking that my wife is an easy woman. I don't like that. Well, he convinced her quite easily to get into his car and suck the come out of his balls. Mason hit the jackpot with my wife. I wonder if I would ever hit a jackpot.

I imagined Mason meeting his friends. I imagined him telling them he met this pretty, lonely wife from a dating app, and she’s open to anything. Well, they didn’t fuck. Not yet. But he’ll get there, and it will be soon.

“Hey, man, you won't believe this chic I met. Her name’s Ellie Brewer. Lives in Willowbrook. She’s already married, but she’s tight and pretty and hot as fuck. Her mouth’s the best. Gave me an amazing blowjob. Kept sucking my dick even though she was nearly choking. Can’t wait to fuck her.”

“Can I meet her too, man?” one of Mason’s friends probably asked.

It was past midnight when I was finally able to sleep.

Ellie wasn't beside me when I woke up. It was past seven in the morning. I stood up from the bed and stretched and wore a white shirt. I walked out of the room. Ellie was in the kitchen and had already prepared breakfast for both of us. There’s well-fried bacon and scrambled eggs, two steaming cups of coffee, and some banana and avocado. Ellie was sitting on a chair beside the dining table. She hadn't eaten yet. She was waiting for me.

I stood at the kitchen door and observed my wife. Ellie hadn't noticed me yet. She was looking at her phone, her elbows on the table. She was smiling. I could tell she wasn't watching a video or looking at memes. She was chatting with someone, most probably Mason Hughes.

Ellie was wearing a pink oversized shirt. I was pretty sure she wasn't wearing anything underneath it. Her hair was tied in a messy bun. Fresh from sleep, she had a smokey look in her eyes, making her appear more seductive. Her cheeks were slightly pink, and the smile lighted her face. The light of the morning sun coming from the garden illuminated the kitchen through the glass wall. Ellie looked like an angel. I’d marry her again and again in a thousand lifetime.

She was grinning cutely as she typed. This was all new to her, and she was enjoying the experience. Ellie has always been gorgeous, and men have always desired her, but now she can reciprocate and react to these desires without any guilt. She has always been loyal to me. I’ll give this open relationship arrangement some more time then. I like seeing her happy. Ellie deserves the happiness brought about by the attention given to her by other men. I pray I am making the right decision here.

“Hey,” Ellie finally noticed me. She smiled sweetly and placed her phone face down on the table. “How long have you been standing there? Come sit beside me, and let's eat.” Ellie stood up and hugged me. I wrapped my hands around her slim waist and squeezed her round butt. She wasn't wearing any underwear underneath the pink oversized shirt.

“Who are you chatting?” I asked her before drinking my coffee. I grinned at her. “Is it your new boyfriend, Mason?”

“Oh, don’t say that.” Ellie shook her head, slightly blushing. “He’s just a friend.”

A friend who came in your throat yesterday. A friend who sucked your tits. “What did he say?”

“Oh, he says he’s missing me already. He said he will attend a sales conference in Eastway but will be back on Tuesday.”

I ate the bacon and the scrambled eggs. Ellie looked at her phone and then placed it again on the table. “Mason wants to meet me again when he returns.”

“He can't get enough of you,” I grinned at Ellie. “Would you like to see him again?”

Ellie stirred her coffee. She looked at me. “Is that all right?”

“Yeah,” I answered too quickly. “If you want to. I mean, yeah, it's fine.”

“Oh, thank you!” my wife said. She was giddy and excited, though she was trying her best to contain it. It was like I had given her a gift she had been waiting for a long time.

After breakfast, I helped Ellie wash the dishes, then I took a shower and dressed for the office. We kissed while we were standing by the door. Ellie was still wearing her oversized shirt. She still had nothing underneath it. She embraced me tightly.

There was intense lust and hunger in the way that she kissed me like she didn't want to let me go, which made me hard as a rock. We ended up fucking on the couch. I bent her over, raised her shirt, and bundled it around her waist. She was dripping wet. She cried and moaned as I fucked her. When I was finally done ejaculating inside her, Ellie knelt on the floor and cleaned my cock and my sticky balls with her tongue and mouth.


CHAPTER 4

“So, what happened to your wife’s date?” Peck asked me. We were having snacks in the coffee shop on the second floor of the building where we were working. I looked around before answering.

“Well, it was a date. They ate and walked in the mall and, uhhh, made out in the man’s car.”

“Fucking hell,” Peck was grinning. He was impressed. “Didn't know Ellie could do that. Did they fuck?”

“What?” I looked around again. The coffee shop was noisy. There were a lot of employees drinking hot chocolate and coffee and eating slices of cake and bread. “No, they didn't. Ellie said she wasn't ready to do it with another man yet. I feel she wants to take it slow.”

“They will fuck, and they will do it soon,” Peck said with conviction. He had been down this road with his wife, Lizzie. “So this open relationship is really working out for both of you, huh?”

“I’m jealous. I don't know,” I said.

“You’ll always feel that. Thats normal. You know, I like your wife too.”

“What do you mean?”

“Ah, you know,” Peck said, leaning on the back of his chair. “Ellie is goddamn gorgeous. She’s pretty, and her body is so hot and tight. She has the most beautiful eyes I’ve ever seen.”

“Lizzie is hot, too.”

“Of course. Maybe the four of us should go on a double date and see what happens.”

I know what Francis Peck meant. I’m not that clueless. This man wants to taste Ellie, even if he has to share his beautiful wife. He wants to sink his dick into Ellie’s pussy. He wants to taste her mouth and her skin. He wants to spread my wife’s legs and nut inside her again and again while looking into her pretty eyes. Does Ellie like Francis Peck? Ellie likes everyone. She’s just that kind of person.

“Errr, I don't think Ellie and I are there yet, man. We’re just starting. I don't know if that's a good idea. Part of me is starting to reconsider this open relationship arrangement.”

“Well, buddy,” Peck was unbothered. “Think about my suggestion. I’ve talked to Lizzie. She seems okay about it. It’ll be fun.” Peck was already imagining it.

Lots of men matched with Ellie on the dating app. It was expected. These men would see her profile picture and immediately swipe right on her. She received lots of messages and tried to reply to them all, but there were just too many. It was not easy.

“So, how many boyfriends do you have right now?” I teased Ellie. It was the weekend, and we were having chocolate ice cream in Bluecoast Park. It was nine in the morning, and we were sitting on a shaded bench and looking at the ocean. We just finished our run. We were still wearing our running outfits. There were lots of people walking around. Couples were on a date. Groups of friends walking and playing and rollerblading.

“Hey, Benjie. Stop teasing me about that, please,” Ellie said cheerfully. She licked her ice cream. Her hair was tied in a ponytail. The warm sun and the effort from the run added a fresh glow to her skin.

I raised my hands. “Sorry. But, really, how many guys, I mean right now, how many guys are actively in your inbox?”

Ellie looked at me and rolled her eyes. She took a tiny bite of her ice cream again and licked her lips. “Only a few guys,” she said. “There were many of them at the start, but I ignored those that sent perverted messages.”

“I’m sure there are lots of those. What are these perverted messages?” I asked Ellie.

“Ummm, you know. Obscene messages. Some messages me saying what they would like to do to me. Some just directly sent dick pics without warning at all. I don't reply to those guys.”

“And Mason?”

“He sent a cute message. He’s good at chatting, too. He’s very intelligent. That got my attention the most, I think,” Ellie said.

“Plus, you said he’s got a big dick,” I teased her again. “Had he sent you a dick pic too?”

“Ummm, yes. But he did that when we were already chatting for a few days. He also asked first if it was okay. I said it's fine. There are other nice guys I’m also currently chatting with. There’s this lawyer from Arlow. He seems cool, but he’s always busy and rarely replies. There’s also this band vocalist. He has lots of tattoos. He sent a picture of himself.”

“But it's Mason you like the most?” I asked Ellie. We’re done eating our ice creams. We stood up from the bench and started walking along the boardwalk. Ellie took my hand and wrapped it around hers.

“Yes. I like Mason most of all. As a friend, I mean,” Ellie composed herself. She is not very good at lying.

“You have a crush on him.”

“Oh, are you jealous?” It was Ellie’s turn to tease me. She got in front of me, leaned forward, hands behind her back, and smiled at me cutely. Some of the men that were walking leered at her butt and stared at her cute face.

“Not at all,” I lied.

“He said he’ll pick me up on Tuesday, and we’ll watch a movie in his condo.”

“Oh. All right. Do you want to go to his place?”

“Would you like me to go to his place?” Ellie asked gently, the smile still on her lips.

I know what will happen if I say yes. Ellie will not go if I say no. They would be alone there in Mason’s place. Watch a movie? Really? Ellie would be riding Mason’s dick halfway through that movie. Should I say yes? If I say no, I might as well end this arrangement right here and now.

I imagined Mason fucking Ellie’s pretty face again. I pictured him slapping her face with his long cock. These thoughts caused a tightening in my chest. It made my heart beat faster. My wife - a slut of another man. The thought caused an excited stirring in me. I would love to see that. That would be something, but I wasn't invited. It would only be Ellie and Mason.

“Yes,” I coughed. “It's fine.”

“Oh, thank you,” Ellie kissed my cheek. I smiled at her. A tall man glanced at her tits. “Mason said he’d like to meet you, too. He said it's a good idea if you come.”

What? “Why did he say that?”

“I don't know. But he said he thinks that I’ll be more comfortable if you’re there,” Ellie said. Her words were quick, rushing. “I’d really like it if you can meet him, too. Maybe you can be friends. He’s a good guy.”

A good guy who’s into fucking another man’s wife. Ellie is bright, but she’s a little naive about these things. But yeah, what she said doesn't seem like a bad idea. At the very least, I could take a measure of this Mason guy. I could remind him that Ellie is married to me and that she is mine. I am the husband; he is the man she does it on the side. If I do not like what I see, I could ask this man to back off. Maybe I am going overboard here. But let's see.

“Yeah,” I said. “I mean, why not? But I have work on Tuesday. I’ll be at the office.”

“Right,” Ellie said. She let go of my hand and looked at her phone. “Ummm, Mason said he’ll pick me up at our house at around three in the afternoon. You can follow us to his place after you finish your work at the office at five. I’ll send you the address. Is that okay?”

Seems like she and Mason already planned it. I breathed deeply. “Yes, that’ll be okay.”

A man with a husky on a long leash stopped walking, and Ellie smiled brightly and asked the man if she could pet his dog. The man said, yes, sure, of course. He was smiling ear to ear, watching my wife as she happily petted the dog on its back and behind its ear. The dog’s tongue was out, and its tail wagged excitedly.

“What’s his name?” Ellie asked the man.

“His name’s Achilles,” the man said, his eyes on Ellie’s tits. He took out his phone and snapped a photo of my wife petting his dog. Ellie was bent over at the waist. The man took another photo of my wife’s butt. He grinned at me and gave me a thumbs-up.


CHAPTER 5

“Mason said he’s on his way,” Ellie texted me. It was Tuesday already. Mason would pick her up at our house, and then they would go to his condo. I was in the office. “I’m a bit nervous,” she said in the text.

“But you already met him once,” I replied. You already kissed him and he sucked your delicious tits and you gave him head and he came in your mouth.

“Yes,” Ellie replied. “But I met him in the mall. It's a public place. Now, we’re going to his condo . . .”

I was anxious, too, though I didn't want to admit it. I was in a meeting. There were about ten people here - engineers and architects, team leads and managers. Jim Hopper from operations was presenting something, but I couldn't focus on it. My heart was beating fast, and I felt jittery. Mason Hughes is going to fuck my wife tonight.

“It’ll be all right,” I replied to Ellie. My phone was hidden under the table. “I’ll be going there too. Just wait for me. If you change your mind, we’ll leave immediately.” I changed the topic. “What are you wearing?”

Ellie sent me several photos, which included three selfies and four full-body photos taken in front of the mirror in our room. She was wearing a little black dress. It was a v-neck sleeveless with a spaghetti strap. The dress gave a perfect view of her round, delicious cleavage. The hem’s length reached a few centimeters above the middle of her thighs. She was wearing dark silver high heels. This was the first time I saw this dress. It emphasized every delicious curve of her ripe body - her full tits, her round butt, her slim waist.

Ellie dressed like she was anticipating to get fucked. My wife bought this sexy dress for another man. That thought made me jealous. Ellie didn't tell me she’d buy a sexy dress for Mason. Well, come to think of it, she didn't really need to inform me about that. That's a minor thing. I was just trying to make a big deal of it in my mind. But, fuck, it was a big deal.

I imagined Mason Hughes licking his lips when he saw Ellie in this dress, his dick hardening. He’d kiss her the moment she got into his car. He’d grab her tits and squeeze them. Maybe he would finger Ellie right there in the parking spot beside our house. He’d fuck her with his fat fingers while kissing her sloppily. I could imagine my wife moaning, her eyes closed, feeling his fingers deep inside her wet pussy. Mason Hughes would make her come and squirt.

“He’s here,” Ellie texted me. “I’ll chat you when we’re at his place. Love you.”

Fuck. I looked at my watch. Two more hours before my work is finished. Two more hours before five in the afternoon. In that time, Mason will have Ellie all by himself. I pictured Mason asking my wife to give him a blowjob while he was driving.

I looked at my phone after ten minutes. There was no message from Ellie. I looked again after twenty minutes, but still none. The meeting with my colleagues and bosses continued. Francis Peck was presenting something about his proposed interior design for the new beach hotel the company is building. They asked me for my opinion, and I answered absentmindedly. The bosses seemed to be satisfied, though. I tapped my thighs with my fingers. I looked at my watch again. Where are they now? Maybe Mason stopped somewhere, and now they are in the backseat of his car, my beautiful wife riding his dick. This meeting is going on forever.

I received Ellie’s text after forty minutes. We’re already here, babe, she said. She messaged me the address. I am familiar with the place. The condo is on the eighteenth floor of the Sky Harbor Lofts on Waterfront Way.

“I’ll just finish this meeting, and I’ll go there,” I messaged Ellie, typing under the table, my fingers moving fast. “How’s everything there?”

“Babe, there’s another guy here,” Ellie said in her message after ten minutes.

“What? Another guy?” I replied immediately.

“Yes. His name’s Hunter.”

I don't really care what this guy’s name is. Why is there another man in Mason’s condo? This is intentional on his part. I am not comfortable with this at all. What is he planning? What is happening here? Mason invited Ellie to hang out with him at his place. I assumed it would only be the two of them. “Who is he?”

“Mason said Hunter is his friend.”

“Are you okay there? I’d go there now. I’m not sure about this. Just go down to the condo lobby, and I will pick you up.”

There was no reply. Ellie messaged me after fifteen minutes. It felt like an hour. “Oh. No need, babe. Hunter seems okay. He’s friendly. He’s funny. He looks harmless. We’re just talking and watching a movie.”

“You sure?”

“Yes,” Ellie messaged. There was a smiling emoji at the end of the word. “Finish your meeting. I’ll be waiting for you. Message me when you’re on the way.”

“Sure. I will.” I messaged. There was a knot in my stomach. My beautiful wife is alone in a room with two men right now at this moment. What are they talking about? What could they be doing?

“Benjie, anything you want to add? Any comments?” Robert Colt, my boss, asked me. The meeting was wrapping up finally. Francis Peck was looking at me and grinning. He seemed to have an idea of what was going on.

“No, boss,” I said, trying my best to compose myself and steady my words. “Everything looks good. No comment on my part. The details are clear. The issues discussed last month are ironed out. Everything looks polished,” I looked around the table, smiling confidently while my mind was on a condo somewhere. “Great job guys,” I said.


CHAPTER 6

I stood up immediately from my chair when Robert dismissed the meeting. I couldn't wait until five o’clock. I need to get where Ellie is. I rode the elevator down to the basement of the building. I rushed to my parking spot. I was almost running. I opened my car and got inside. I could still feel that knot in my stomach.

What are they doing at this moment? Ellie said that they were just talking and watching a movie. I received no messages from her in the past thirty minutes. She’s probably busy. Busy doing what? The answer to that is obvious. No sane man has the willpower to keep his hands to himself when privately alone with Ellie, and she is dressed to fuck. She might be riding Mason’s dick right now with the other guy watching. What is the other guy’s name again? Hunter?

I drove the car out of the parking lot. I’d be in Waterfront Way in about forty minutes. The traffic was light near the office, but it got heavier on the way. I honked at the car in front of me. Faster! I’m in a rush. My wife is probably getting fucked at the moment, and I need to get where she is and . . .

Right. That's the question. What should I do when I get there? Should I stop Ellie from fucking the guy she likes? That sounds unfair. This is an open relationship now, the one that I proposed to her. This is all my idea. So what if Mason Hughes is enjoying my wife’s hot body right now? What can I do about that? Nothing.

The traffic light turned red at the intersection of Maplewood and Springvale. I took my phone out of my pocket and called my wife. It started ringing, and it kept on ringing. Once, twice, thrice. My wife was not answering. She was busy. My heart jumped when she answered at the fourth ring.

Only it wasn't my wife who answered. “Hey, what's up?” It was a man’s voice, heavy and lazy.

“Hey,” I said. “Is Ellie there?”

“Who are you?”

“I’m Benjie. Her husband.”

“Hey, man. Right. Right. The husband. She told us about you.”

“Where’s Ellie.”

“My name’s Hunter. I’m Mason’s friend.”

“Ehhh. All right. Is Ellie there?”

“She’s in the room. She’s with Mason.”

“I see. I see. Can you please tell her I’m on my way? Actually, I’m already near.”

“Sure, man.” Hunter dropped the call.

I had overtaken five cars after the call ended. The only goal was to get into that condo as fast as possible. The man on the other end of the line said Ellie was in the room with Mason. I could imagine clearly what was going on inside that room. I imagined Ellie lying on her back with her thighs wide open, her legs wrapped around Mason’s waist. Mason was pounding her wet pussy hard.

“I’ll come inside you before your husband gets here, you slut,” Mason probably said as he kept smashing my wife.

I finally reached Sky Harbor Lofts. There was an open spot at the front of the building, and that's where I parked. Before getting out of the car, I called Ellie’s number again to tell her I already arrived and I was going up. There was no answer. I let it ring five times, and then I canceled the call.

The guard of the building eyed me suspiciously but didn't stop me. I was a bit sweaty, and I had that worried and desperate look on my face. I was breathing fast. Don't mind me, buddy. I’m just eager to see my wife, who is probably being pounded by a huge dick at this very moment.

I rode the elevator and pressed the number eighteen. The door closed slowly. The elevator started moving up. It opened on three different floors. Residents got in and got out. This was the slowest elevator in history. I exited on the eighteenth floor and searched for room number twelve.

I knocked on the door. I was trying to steady my breathing. No one opened it. I wanted to kick it open. I knocked again, and I was surprised that it was Ellie who opened the door. She smiled brightly when she saw me. I wanted to hug her. She reached for my hand.

“Hi, babe. Oh, come inside, please.”

“Hey,” I said. “I came as fast as I can. You alright?”

“Yes. I’m good here. We’re just hanging around and watching a movie. Did you finish your meeting?”

“Yeah. Yeah. I did.”

“Guys, this is Benjie. My husband,” Ellie introduced me pleasantly. She was still holding my hand. I closed the door. “Here’s Mason, and that’s his friend Hunter.”

There were two men in the living room. I immediately knew who among the two was Mason Hughes since I had already seen his picture. Mason was sitting on the sofa, and he stood up when he saw me enter. He is tall and lean. His hair was long and tied in a bun. His eyes were sharp and alert, observing everything. He looked like a basketball player who also sidelines as a drummer or a college professor. He had a big, welcoming smile on his face. My wife sucked this man’s dick several days ago. He was wearing a gym shirt and shorts. He shook my hand.

“Hey, man. Benjie, right? Is that short for Benjamin? Yeah? Finally, nice to meet you, man. I’m Mason Hughes.

“Yeah. Nice to meet you, too.”

Mason pointed at his friend. “That's Hunter right over there.”

“Hey, man,” Hunter raised his hand. “I’m Hunter,” he said lazily. He’s probably at least a decade older than Mason. He’s a muscular black guy. He’s wearing shorts and nothing else. His hair was cropped like a soldier’s. Hunter is shorter than Mason but still a bit taller than me. He’s got tattoos on his arms and his chest and his neck. He was smoking a cigarette and looked at me through the smoke. Ellie described this man as harmless. One look at him, and I know he’s the opposite of that. He’s the least harmless-looking guy I’ve ever seen.

“Hey, man,” I said to Hunter. “We talked on the phone earlier.”

“Really? When?”

“Uhhh, earlier. Before I came here. Just minutes ago,” I said. Hunter grunted. His eyes went to Ellie. She smiled shyly at him. I sat on the sofa beside my wife. My wife was in the middle. I was sitting on her right side, and Mason was on her left. The couch wasn't that large, but we were comfortable. Mason was sitting relaxed on his own sofa across from us. He turned off the TV using the remote and took another drag of his cigarette. The window was open, and the curtains were slid to the side. The sun was setting, which gave the room an orange color.

Mason’s condo wasn't that large. It has two bedrooms, a living room, a kitchen, a restroom. It is clean and well-maintained. There are two sofas, a coffee table, some chairs, a smart TV, some books. Cheap paintings are hanging on the wall.

I noticed something on the floor, peeking under the coffee table. Ellie didn't notice it. It was her panties. Mason noticed where I was looking. He picked it up and put it in his pocket. He grinned at me. How did that get there?

“So, how was the traffic on the way here, babe?” Ellie asked me. Her body was facing me. I looked at her. She wasn't wearing any panties. That's for sure. Who removed it? Was it Mason or Hunter over there? What were they doing before I arrived?

“It's always heavy during rush hour,” Mason answered for me.

“Yeah. It was,” I said.

“Do you smoke?” Hunter asked me.

“I used to when I was in college, but I already stopped.”

“Good, it's bad for your lungs,” Hunter said while lighting another stick.

“You hungry, Benjie?” Mason asked me. “We still have some pizza.”

“Are you hungry, love?” Ellie asked me.

“That’s fucking sweet,” Hunter said. “You’re such a sweet wife, Ellie.” I looked at Hunter. He was smiling like a cat. I turned my attention to Mason.

“No, no. Thanks, Mason. I ate at the office before coming here. So, I’m not really that hungry. So,” I paused, “what are you guys up to?”

Hunter scratched the back of his head and looked at my wife’s cleavage. Ellie turned her head to Mason, expecting him to answer my question.

“You know, we're just hanging out here. Watching TV. Eating pizza. Talking. It’s not always that we have a pretty guest like Ellie.”

“He’s lying,” Ellie told me with a smile. “I’m pretty sure they brought lots of ladies here.”

“None as hot as you,” Hunter said without moving. He looks like a guy who fucks a lot. What does this guy do for a living?

“He works in construction,” Mason told me as if he read what was on my mind.

“Right,” I said.

“So, it's finally nice to meet you, Benjie,” Mason said. He is good with people. He has that intelligent, gentlemanly charm that everyone likes. But I’ve seen men like him before. His true nature is underneath what he was showing us. He is on a dating app. I wondered how many wives he had fucked in this place.

“Yeah,” I said.

“I mean, Ellie talks a lot about you. It's nice to finally see the man her heart belongs to.”

“You’re laying it a bit thick, dude,” Hunter said.

“Not really,” Mason said with a smile. He put one hand on Ellie’s left knee and gently rubbed it. I watched his hand move. Ellie looked at me, and she smiled shyly. She didn't remove Mason’s hand. What can I do in this situation? Should I tell him to stop? Should I ask him to remove his hand that's on my wife’s thigh now? No, I can't do anything. We are here because of me.

We talked. Mason asked me about my job as an engineer, and I told him what I do daily. I told him I do structural designs, make plans, and do site visits to correct those plans. Hunter was intently listening. He looked impressed. Mason removed the hand that was on Ellie’s thigh.

“What do you do, Ellie?” Hunter asked my wife.

“Oh. I do graphic design. But I’m a freelancer,” Ellie answered him.

“Do you like it? Being a freelancer?” Hunter asked.

Ellie looked at me. “Ummm, it's not so bad. I can do the tasks in my own time. I can choose projects that I like. There’s some freedom in working freelance.”

“It's good to be free, right?” Mason asked. He sat straight. His eyes were on my wife’s tits. There’s a small kiss mark on top of her cleavage. The kiss mark was new. Mason put it there.

“Ummm, yes,” Ellie answered, oblivious to what Mason was really trying to ask.

“I’m thirsty,” Hunter said. “This hot weather is making me thirsty.” I raised an eyebrow. The summer season passed several months ago. We are actually nearing Christmas now. It rains regularly, and the daily weather is nice and cool.

“Ellie,” Mason said to my wife. “Could you get Hunter a glass of water from the fridge?”

“Oh. Okay.” Ellie stood up from the sofa and walked towards the kitchen. We all watched her. She looked so hot in her little black dress. She was barefoot. She had left her heels near the door earlier. We watched her beautiful legs and the back-and-forth sway of her hips. We watched how she walked, the round shape of her perfect butt and slim hips, and the way her long hair gently billowed out behind her. Ellie looked at the three of us before she entered the kitchen.

“Damn,” Mason and Hunter said at the same time. “Damn,” they said again.

Ellie opened the fridge and took the water pitcher and she poured cold water into the glass that she was holding. We continued watching her. Mason grinned. Hunter squeezed the front of his shorts. He already had a hard-on. Ellie closed the fridge and gave the glass of water to Hunter.

“Thank you, Ellie,” he said to my wife. “Sit beside me.”

She looked at me and sat beside Hunter. There was a foot of a space between them. She smoothed the hem of her dress using her palms. Hunter drank all the water thirstily. He wiped his mouth and put the glass on the table. Ellie leaned on the back of the sofa and relaxed.

We talked for the next hour. Mason talked about his job in the real estate sector and the rising cost of land even outside the cities. Ellie asked him some questions about it. We talked about our hobbies and the sports that we like. Ellie plays tennis. Mason plays basketball, and Hunter is into lifting and working out. I am an amateur astronomer.

I noticed the two men couldn't stop looking at Ellie’s beautiful face and tight body. They were undressing her in their minds. The relaxed conversation continued. We had time, and Hunter and Mason were patient. We also learned that Hunter’s last name is Hunt.

“Seriously? Your full name is Hunter Hunt?” I asked him.

“Yeah,” he answered in a relaxed, heavy voice. He sounded sleepy. “That's me. Hunter Hunt.

“Do you hunt?”

“Not even once in my life,” he answered.

“Hunter Hunt,” Ellie said while looking at him. He placed her hand on his thigh briefly and then took it back. “It sounds good, and it's easy to say and remember.”

“Yeah,” Hunter said. “Thanks, hon.”

Ellie looked at Mason. “I mean, Mason Hughes is such a manly name, too,” she smiled at him.

“Yeah, I know,” Mason said, grinning. “You like my last name, don't you, Ellie?”

“Ummm,” Ellie answered after glancing at me. “Yes.”

We were silent after that. The sun was already gone. Mason stood up and switched on the light in the living room. He remained standing. He stretched his arms. We all watched him. Nobody spoke. He stood before the window and watched the lights coming from the nearby buildings. Mason looked down at the trees and watched the people walking on the sidewalk and the cars driving on the road.

“This beautiful city,” he sighed. Hunter and I looked at each other. He shrugged. Mason closed the curtains. He didn't return to his seat. Instead, he sat beside Ellie. Now, my wife was sitting sandwiched between the two men. Hunter was sitting on her right side, and Mason was on her left. I was sitting across from them. I could hear my heart beating. We could hear the sound of the vehicles below, but aside from that, the room was silent. The TV was off, and there was no music. Ellie looked so petite between the two men.

I broke the silence. “You guys want to order some food?”

“Nah,” Mason said. “Not hungry. Not yet. Maybe later.”

“Nice dress,” Hunter said to Ellie.

“Thanks, Hunter,” my wife said. She sat straighter. Mason licked his lips while looking down at my wife’s cleavage.

“You look really hot in that dress,” Mason said. He placed his long arm around my wife’s shoulders. Ellie looked at me shyly, hands clasped in front of her. She was blushing. She looked at Mason’s face and smiled at him.

“She looked really hot in her tiny black dress. Right, Benjamin?” Mason asked me.

“Just Benjie,” I said. “Ellie is hot in any dress,” I said slowly. My heart was pumping inside my chest. My eyes were focused on the three of them. I was aware of every little movement. I had a front-row seat for what was about to happen. There was no stopping this now. I noticed Ellie’s quick breathing.

“You know what I’m thinking?” Hunter asked no one in particular. He stubbed his cigarette in the ashtray that was on the coffee table.

“What, man?” Mason asked him, smiling.

“I think Ellie wants us to fuck her brains out all night long,” Hunter said.

“Is that what you want, Ellie?” Mason asked, smelling my wife’s hair. His left hand was on her exposed thigh. Ellie looked at me. She didn't remove his hand. My eyes were hot. I didn't say anything. Was she waiting for me to say something? I nodded at her. This is an open relationship. Ellie can do whatever she wants even though it would break my heart. Well, what is breaking my heart is also making my cock hard.


CHAPTER 7

Ellie kissed Mason. She kissed him gently at first. Mason would have none of that. Mason is never a gentle guy. He returned Ellie’s kiss aggressively. Ellie opened her mouth and accepted Mason’s tongue. She sucked it. She was moaning as they kissed. Hunter hadn't made any move yet. He was watching. I leaned forward on the edge of the sofa where I was sitting, breathing heavily, recording this moment in my mind.

“Hmmm, hmmm, ummm,” Ellie moaned in Mason’s mouth. It looked like Mason was trying to choke my wife with his tongue. Ellie’s eyes were closed. She loves kissing, and I am pretty sure this was making her pussy sing, making her wet.

“You like watching your wife make out with another man, Benjie?” Hunter asked me. There was a tiny grin on his face. He shook his head in disbelief. He also looked impressed. I didn't answer him. There was nothing to say to him. This was my first time watching Ellie suck another man’s tongue.

“You are brave, man,” Hunter said to me. “But if that's your thing, well, we are not complaining.”

Without anyone telling her, Ellie reached for Hunter’s dick outside his beach shorts. She squeezed it, feeling its hardness. Hunter smiled and then pulled down and removed his shorts to give my wife easier access. Ellie stopped kissing Mason and looked at Hunter’s cock. Her eyes widened, and she bit her lip. This is her first time seeing a cock as big as Hunter’s. His cock is long and thick, veins snaking around it. It looked like a weapon designed to break a woman’s willpower. It looked like it was made for breaking pussies.

“My god,” my wife said. Ellie looked at me and then back at Mason’s dick. Can I really take this? That was what she was probably thinking. Will this fit inside me? Ellie started stroking Mason’s cock, her hand going up and down. She licked her lips, mesmerized.

“Oh yeah, baby. Oh yeah.” Hunter said, leaning back. One hand was not enough to fully encircle his dick, so Ellie used both hands. “I’ll have you sitting on that cock later, Ellie,” Mason said.

Ellie was facing Hunter, so Mason grabbed her tits from behind. Mason fondled my wife’s boobs from outside the dress she was wearing.

“Ummmm . . . that's nice,” Ellie said to Mason. She smiled as she watched Hunter’s precum coming out the tip of his cock. She sighed happily, her hand lewdly going up and down. Her hand was wet now from Hunter’s sticky precum. She licked her fingers and then resumed what she was doing. “Ohhhh, Hunter, your cock is so, ummm, hard,” Ellie said and then turned her head. “Yes, Mason, please, please, keep playing with my tits,” she said seductively.

“Oh, don't worry, Ellie, we will play with you all night long while your husband watches,” Mason said.

Mason slid down the thin spaghetti strap of her dress. Hunter’s eyes lit up when he finally saw my wife’s perky tits. Her pink nipples were already hard. Mason tugged at them with his fingers, making them harder, making them ache.

“Ummm,” Ellie whimpered. Mason continued playing with her lovely tits. He caressed them and squeezed them. He pinched her nipples between his fingers.

“I want her mouth sucking my cock,” Hunter said.

“Do you want to suck our dicks, Ellie?” Mason asked her with a mischievous grin while aggressively squeezing her tits.

“Oh yes. Yes, I’d like that. Yes, please,” Ellie said.

“Ask your husband’s permission,” Mason said.

Ellie looked at me hesitantly, her hands still wrapped around Hunter’s massive dick, stroking it. Her breathtaking eyes were hopeful and almost begging. She was so beautiful at this moment.

“Benjie,” she asked me in an irresistible voice, “can I suck their dicks, please?”

Mason and Hunter had no intention of waiting for my answer. The fact that I let my wife come here was answer enough. Whatever is going to happen here already has my approval. We all knew it. They stood up. Mason removed his shorts. His huge dick is now out. Ellie was still sitting on the sofa with Hunter’s hard dick on her left side and Mason’s hard dick on her right.

Ellie looked at me. I rubbed my eyes. Is this real? Is my wife really going to give blowjobs to the two biggest cocks she has ever seen? She held both of their thick manhood, one in each hand. She began stroking them back and forth with moderate speed. There was a slight smile on my wife’s lips and excitement in her eyes.

“Damn,” Mason groaned.

Ellie tasted Mason’s dick first. She licked his balls and then ran her tongue until she reached the tip of his cock. She put it in her mouth. She sucked him deep and slow at first. She started getting faster and faster. Her gorgeous hair was swinging back and forth. Ellie was really tasting it. Mason’s cock is thick and massive, and it was an effort for Ellie to suck it, but she did her best. The tip of Mason’s cock hit her throat, and she almost gagged. Mason slapped Ellie’s cheeks lightly while she was sucking his cock like a vacuum. Ellie’s chin was wet with her drool.

It was Hunter’s turn. Ellie wiped her chin and mouth first before engulfing Hunter’s enormous dick. She breathed deeply to prepare herself.

“Look at me, Ellie,” Hunter told her. “Yes, that's right. Fuck, you’re really gorgeous. It’s hard not to come just by looking at you. Here, feel my cock on your face.” Hunter rested his cock on my wife’s face. He wanted my wife to feel the warmth and texture of his dick. He wanted my wife to feel its weight and to know its smell. Hunter slapped my wife’s face with his cock several times.

“Now suck,” Hunter said.

I watched as Ellie gave head to the two men. She sucked them in turns. She gave an enthusiastic blowjob to Hunter, and then after two minutes, she engulfed Mason’s dick and then back to Hunter again. Both of them slapped her pretty face with their dicks. Ellie loved it when they did that. Her face was wet with their precum and her saliva. My wife was looking more and more like a slut, and it was turning me on like crazy.

Now Mason is fucking Ellie’s mouth. His large hands grabbed her head, his hips moving back and forth. My wife was loving it. A thin strand of drool hung down her chin. After a few minutes, it was Hunter’s turn. He grabbed a fistful of Ellie’s hair and turned her to his cock. He shoved her face on his balls.

“Ummmpphh, mmpphhh,” Ellie moaned.

Hunter started fucking her mouth like Mason did. I could see that Ellie was having difficulties due to the length and thickness of his cock. Tears formed in her eyes as the head of his cock repeatedly hit her throat. The two men didn't let my wife catch a break. They took turns using her mouth like a pussy for thirty minutes. Hunter even took several photos. It was alright with Ellie. She brushed her hair back and looked at the camera with a teasing smile.

I wanted to stroke my dick, but I’d rather focus on watching. I wanted to remember this clearly. My neck and chest were sweating.

“I haven't fucked her yet,” Mason said to me. “Not once. This will be the first time.” Mason sat down on the sofa. He was naked below and only wearing his shirt.

Ellie stood up and went to Mason’s bathroom to wash her face, which was full of her saliva and the two men’s slick precum. She smiled self-consciously at me as she passed by me. I reached out and held her hand for a second. Hunter moved to the left end of the sofa to give them space.

“Wear your heels,” Mason instructed Ellie when she finished in the bathroom. She took her silver heels she placed near the door. She sat beside me while putting her heels on, and we all watched her. Mason started stroking his dick while looking at my wife’s cleavage.

“Now sit on my dick, Ellie. Ride me until I come inside you. I’m going to fill your pussy with my come. I know that you’ve been waiting for this. Take off your dress.”

Ellie did as Mason told her. She took off her little black dress. Mason and Hunter watched her. Their hunger for her was evident in their eyes. They ogled her perky tits, her pussy, her slim stomach, her long legs. Ellie threw her dress at me, and I caught it. I smelled it. It had a scent of lust and sex. I put it on the sofa beside me. I watched her from the back. The heels made her legs look even better and emphasized her cute ass. She was on display for these men she barely knew.

“Now face me and sit on my cock, Ellie,” Mason told my wife.

Ellie looked back at me first. Her cheeks were blushing. Aside from me, she never had sex with another man. Now, Mason Hughes, a man she met just a couple of days ago on a dating app, was asking her to sit on his enormous dick. I looked at my wife’s seductive eyes. She was ready.

I watched as Mason’s dick slowly stretched Ellie’s pussy. Ellie was on top of him, and she was going down steadily, inch by inch. She bit her lip.

“Oh my god,” Ellie moaned. “You’re just so big, Mason. I don't know if . . .” His cock was halfway inside her. Eventually, she managed it. She threw her head back when her pussy engulfed all of his huge cock. It felt like it went through her soul. For a moment, Ellie was in a trance. Only a truly big cock can do that to a woman.

“Oh god, oh god, it feels so good to feel such a big cock inside me,” Ellie whimpered. “My god, it's just so good, I feel like crying . . .”

Mason leaned back. He was almost lying on the sofa. Ellie rode him. Her body started moving up and down. She did it slowly at first, and then her movements became faster. I watched the hypnotic movements of her round butt.

“She’s creaming,” Hunter said while stroking his cock. “Your wife is creaming. Look at that. She must have been so horny. She looks like an expert. How many times have you guys done this thing?” Hunter asked me.

“This is the first time,” I said to him. It was hard to talk. I felt like the air was taken out of my lungs, pushed by the pressure of my beating heart. My cock was the hardest it had ever been.

“First time? Damn,” Hunter said. “She should do this more often.”

“Ohhh, coming!”

Ellie threw her head back when she came. Her pussy squirted. Mason’s dick and balls were so wet with her cream. Her whole body shook. They kissed while Mason played with her tits. He slapped her butt, signaling Ellie to resume riding his cock.

Ellie brushed her hair using her hands. She was a bit sweaty now; her hair was sticking on her back and at the side of her face. This only made her appear more alluring. Mason was on his back, his butt on the sofa's edge. Hunter reached out with his right hand and squeezed Ellie’s tits. She looked and then smiled at him. Ellie’s sexy body bobbed up and down. She went faster and faster like she was running after something. She was slamming her pussy, burying Mason’s dick deep inside her every time her body went down. This gave her several mini-orgasms. Ellie’s face was full of determination. She came hard again. Hunter slapped her butt four times.

“Now my turn,” Hunter said. “My cock wants to have a taste of that pussy of yours, Ellie.”

“Go on, babe,” Mason said to my wife like she was a cheap item that could be shared and borrowed with just words.

Ellie didn't need to be told twice. She stood up and disengaged from Mason. She had another mini-orgasm as his long dick slowly slid out of her pussy, dragging her walls deliciously. Her legs were shaking. Mason hadn't come yet. He was not finished with her, not by a long shot. But now was Hunter’s turn.

Ellie stood up and faced Hunter. She was breathing heavily. She looked at his face and then at his massive cock, thicker and bigger than Mason.

“I can do this,” Ellie whispered to herself, but we all heard. She took one deep breath and then started to move to sit on Hunter’s cock. Once Ellie had that cock inside her, she would never forget it. She would dream about it and remember it and fantasize about it forever. That's the power of a big dick.

“Turn around,” Hunter ordered. “Ride my dick while facing your husband.”

Ellie did what Hunter said obediently. Hunter is huge. My wife looked very petite compared to him. With shaky legs, Ellie aimed Hunter’s fat cock at the entrance of her pussy.

“My god!” Ellie said the moment the head of Mason’s cock entered her. We watched her struggle. Mason was stroking his dick.

“It's huge, but it feels good,” Ellie sobbed. “Benjie, his cock is stretching me so much! Oh, oh, I don't think I can take it all!”

Ellie was able to take it all. It stretched her pussy, and she orgasmed immediately when Hunter’s cock sank entirely inside her. I watched as Ellie’s body quivered and her eyes rolled to the back of her head. Hunter slapped her buttcheeks while she was coming. He pulled her gorgeous hair back and ordered her to start moving.

The two men took turns with my wife, and she enjoyed every minute of it. I sat there and watched the whole thing. My shirt was drenched with sweat. My cock was hard, and my head was circling with hurricanes of emotions. Happiness. Envy. Jealousy. Lust. There was zero regret, though.

“I’m gonna fucking come!” Mason growled. Ellie was on her back, and her head was resting on the sofa's armrest. Her legs were wide open, silver heels still on. Mason was on top of her, plowing her pussy while squeezing her tits. Mason was so big that Ellie almost disappeared under him. Mason wasn't wearing anything anymore. Hunter was standing behind the sofa, fully naked, stroking his dick while looking at my wife’s pretty face.

“If she isn't the most beautiful woman I have ever seen,” Hunter grunted. “We're damn lucky tonight, Maze.”

“Come inside me, please, Mason!” Ellie begged. I stood up. I wanted to see this closer. I walked to them with weak knees.

“You fucking . . .” Mason wasn't able to finish what he was going to say. He ejaculated inside my wife’s pussy. He continued pumping while he was coming, his huge body jerking. Ellie came with him. She tightly wrapped her legs around his waist like she didn't want to let him go. Mason kissed my wife while still slowly fucking her. Ellie played with his tongue with hers. They were kissing like lovers, and another wave of jealousy hit me. It was hard to stand. I walked backward to my sofa and sat down on it.

Mason pulled out his cock when he was done. It was still hard, and that impressed Ellie. She gave Mason’s cock several strokes while smiling at him. I want more, her pretty eyes said. Mason nodded. You’ll get more, Ellie, Mason’s grinning face said. I promise you that.

“My turn,” Hunter said. Ellie turned her head and saw Hunter’s dick near her face. She knew what was expected of her. She was still recovering from the orgasm that Mason gave her. Mason’s thick come was dripping out of her pussy. Ellie opened her mouth and took Hunter’s dick. She was still lying down and knew she couldn't give a proper blowjob in this position. Hunter fucked her mouth. His right hand gripped her hair while his left played with her tits.

“Oh fuck yeah,” Hunter grunted. Ellie loves the feel of his big throbbing cock in her mouth. Her mouth was a bit used to his length and girth by now. Hunter continued giving Ellie a wild facefuck, his hips thrusting in and out in wild abandon. Hunter’s sweat dripped down the side of his face. He snarled, his wild eyes entirely focused on my wife’s face.

There was no warning when Hunter came. Ellie’s eyes widened when she felt his thick cream hitting hear throat. She couldn't swallow fast enough. Hunter came a lot, and it filled her mouth. He grinned at Ellie and then pulled his cock out. He was still coming. He stroked his cock and blasted Ellie on the face. Thankfully, she was able to close her eyes in time. Hunter kept shooting his hot load on my wife’s face and tits. Some of his cream even reached her stomach and thighs. Hunter was showering her. There was nothing like it. How long was this bastard saving all of these in his balls?

“Fuck, fuck, fucking slut,” Hunter said, his body jerking.

“Oh, Hunter,” Ellie said in amazement. “This is too much!”

Hunter didn't answer. He went back to fucking Ellie’s mouth again until his huge dick decided it finally needed some rest.


CHAPTER 8

“You ok, babe?” I asked Ellie, a little worry in my voice. She was still lying on the sofa and trying to catch her breath. She looked like she had showered in sperm.

“You gave him a come shower, man,” Mason laughed at his friend. They put their shorts back on. Mason went to the kitchen and took out a liter of ice-cold soda from his fridge and some glasses. He put them on the coffee table.

“I’m all right, Benjie,” Ellie answered. “I’m just trying to catch my breath. Can you hand me some tissues, please?” I gave her several tissues, and she wiped Hunter’s spunk off her face, neck, and tits. I helped her to stand up. Ellie picked up her dress and went to the bathroom. She closed the door, but we didn't hear her lock it.

“Did you like the show, man?” Mason asked me in a friendly tone. He turned on the TV and sat on one of the chairs. He set the volume of the TV low. It would only be used as background sound.

“That was something,” I said.

“Your wife loves it,” Hunter said. He stood beside an open window and lighted another stick of cigarette. He took a long drag while looking outside. “That's what happens when you unleash a woman such as Ellie. She was probably dreaming about this for a long time. Good for you to allow her to explore and fuck other men.”

“Fucking impressive,” Mason said after drinking a cold glass of soda. “Ellie will keep coming back here now, you understand? You’d be sharing your wife with us for some time, not just because we want to, but because Ellie wants to. Hunter and I will fuck her again and again, and she would love every minute of it. Congratulations on making your marriage open.”

“Uhhh, yeah. Thanks, man.” I didn't know what to say to counter the truth of what Mason just said.

Ellie opened the bathroom door slightly, and only half her face was showing. She asked Mason if he had an extra shirt for her to wear and also an extra towel.

“Sure, Ellie, wait a bit,” Mason said. He entered his bedroom and rummaged through his closet. He found what he was looking for. He left his bedroom carrying a blue bath towel and a beige-colored dress.

Mason knocked on the bathroom door. Ellie opened it slightly. Hunter and I watched their interaction.

“Here’s a towel and a dress. The dress was left by the ex-girlfriend.”

Ellie looked at Mason’s smiling face. He looked confident and charming. “Ex-girlfriend?” Ellie asked.

“Yeah, let me tell you about her.” Mason went inside the bathroom. He closed the door. They were in there for half an hour. Hunter and I stayed in the living room. The bathroom door is made of some thin, cheap wood that is almost plastic. We heard the sound of the shower and the occasional moans from my wife and grunts from Mason. I remained sitting on the sofa, pretending to scroll my phone, but my ears listened for every sound coming from the bathroom.

“Your wife is getting fucked again,” Hunter said to me. He was sitting on a wooden chair near the open window, smoking. I ignored him and pretended to watch some videos on my phone.

“Maybe Ellie can sleep here tonight,” Hunter said.

“I don't think so,” I said, putting my phone in my pocket. “We still have work tomorrow. We need to go to the office.”

“You have to go to the office, Benjie. Ellie doesn’t need to. Freelance, right?” Hunter paused and stubbed out his cigarette on the windowsill.

“I doubt she would be able to do a lot of work here with you and Mason around,” I said.

Hunter laughed. “You got that right, buddy.”

Mason and Ellie came out of the bathroom at the same time. They showered together. Their bodies and hair were still damp. Ellie’s face was slightly blushing. Mason had his towel wrapped around his waist while Ellie was wearing the beige mini-dress that Mason lent her. Hunter whistled lewdly when he saw my wife.

Ellie's dress almost looked the same as her little black dress, but this beige-colored one was much shorter. The neckline was lower. Just a mere centimeter lower, and we would be able to see her nipples. The hem barely reached the middle of her thighs. I’m pretty sure Ellie wasn't wearing anything underneath that dress. Mason went to his bedroom to dress and Ellie sat on the sofa beside me.

“Hello,” I said to her. “What did you guys do in there?” I put my hand on her thigh.

“Well, ummm, Mason bent me over and fucked me.”

“What? He just came.”

“He came again, babe,” Ellie said, her hand on my knee.

“Where?”

“In my face. In my boobs. He still came a lot. And then we showered after that.”

“I’m starving,” Hunter said. He stood up and brushed the ashes that fell on his shorts. He began walking to the kitchen. He stopped in front of us and quickly reached down and squeezed Ellie’s tits.

“Oh,” Ellie reacted. Hunter continued playing with my wife’s tits for a whole minute, and I watched as Ellie let him. I was sitting beside my wife while another man played with her tits.

“Yum,” Hunter said and then went to the kitchen. He took a box of pizza, returned to the living room, and placed the box on the table in the middle of the two sofas. Mason finished dressing. He was now wearing a shirt and shorts. Hunter also took a quick shower, and when he was done, he put on a red tank top and the same shorts he had worn earlier. Ellie glanced at his muscles, impressed.

We all sat down and started eating the pizza. Ellie and I ate a slice. She ate another one and then drank the soda. Ellie was starving from all the fucking she received. Mason and Hunter finished the remaining slices. We drank the soda. When we were finished, Ellie and I cleaned up the boxes and the empty soda cans. We put them in the trash bin in the kitchen and washed our hands. I kissed Ellie’s neck while we were in the kitchen, and she giggled. We looked at each other and smiled.

“How was it?” I asked her.

“Hmmm?”

“You know, having sex with them? How was it?”

“It was great! At first, I thought I couldn't do it. I was very nervous. This is the first time I did something like this, and it turned out good. I like them. Mason and Hunter. Hunter scared me a bit the first time I saw him. Naked and with all his tattoos, but he turns out to be sweet.”

Sweet? I didn't notice any sweetness in him when he was fucking Ellie’s mouth.

“It is the best,” Ellie continued, then caught herself. “After you, love, of course. You are the best.”

I shook my head and smiled at her, and we kissed.

“I’m fucking jealous,” Hunter said when we returned to the living room. I grinned at him. Sorry, Hunter Hunt. Ellie’s mine. Ellie sat beside me.

“They are husband and wife, man,” Mason said.

“Yeah, I know,” Hunter said. “I’m just kidding,” he said in all seriousness.

“So, Hunter,” Ellie began. We all turned our heads to her. “Are you married? Do you have a girlfriend somewhere?” she asked him. She crossed her legs, and the world stopped for us three men.

“No. No girlfriend. No wife.”

“Oh,” Ellie said. She looked at Mason, who was memorizing her legs. “And Mason’s single, too.”

“That's right, Ellie. My ex-girlfriend left me two months ago. That's the reason why I’m on the dating app.”

“Oh, I am sorry to hear that,” Ellie said with sympathy. So, both Mason and Hunter are single? Is this even true? Or are they only saying that because they know my wife has a good heart, and their stories would make it easier for them to have sex with her again? Not that it was hard for them to begin with. I sighed.

“Do you want to stay the night here, Ellie? Mason asked her. “I have a large bed.” Hunter looked at her, waiting for her answer. The room was silent except for the low volume of the TV in the background. I could hear my breathing.

“That's really tempting, Mason. But I can’t tonight. Benjie has work tomorrow, and I really like preparing breakfast for him,” Ellie gave me the sweetest smile. She looked back at the two men. “Maybe this weekend? I mean, if you guys are not busy?” she asked them.

“We’ll be here,” Mason answered, satisfied.

I brushed my pants and looked around the room. “I guess Ellie and I will be going now?” I looked at my watch. It was already nine in the evening. Time moves fast here. Mason and Hunter looked at each other. I stood up. “Can I use your bathroom for a bit before we go?” I asked Mason. I needed to freshen up before going home. My hands felt sweaty. I wanted to wash my face. I didn't want to have the look of a husband whose wife just got fucked by huge men.

“Sure, man,” Mason said.

“Be back in a bit, babe,” I said to Ellie. She nodded and smiled back at me. I entered the bathroom. As I closed the door, I saw Mason sitting beside my wife.


CHAPTER 9

I stared at my face in the mirror. I looked the same. I thought my eyes were a bit redder than usual, but it was fine. I was calm. My hands were not shaking even though my heart was still beating faster than normal. My cock was still hard. I turned on the faucet at the bathroom sink and splashed water on my face. I did it several times. I brushed my hair with my hand. I was still turned on. I am going to fuck Ellie the moment we get home. We will talk about what happened, but we will have sex first.

My phone vibrated in my pocket. I looked at it. My boss texted me. He was asking some work-related questions. It was an easy one. I replied and then put the phone back in my pocket. I opened the bathroom door and saw that the living room was empty. What? Where are they?

The three of them were inside Mason’s bedroom. I heard them before I saw them. Ellie was moaning. The door of the bedroom was open. Come in, the open door seemed to be saying. Watch what they are doing to the gorgeous woman you married. See how slutty Ellie really is. I walked there slowly with shaky legs. My knees were starting to weaken again, and that familiar knot was in my stomach. How long was I inside that bathroom?

“Oh god. Ohhhh! Yes!” Ellie sobbed.

The room was brightly lit, and I could see everything. Ellie was on the bed, and Mason’s face was between her legs. She wasn't wearing anything except her silver heels. They made her wear her heels again. Her dress was on the floor. Mason was feasting on her pussy while Hunter was sucking her tits. Ellie saw me enter. Her eyes were out of focus. She started saying something. Maybe she wanted to apologize that they started without me, but a sweet orgasm hit her. He squirted on Mason’s face.

“Oh fuckkk!” Ellie moaned as she came. Mason’s long tongue was inside her pussy. He didn't pull it out while she was coming. He held Ellie’s legs, keeping her in place while she was shaking. It looked like her soul was trying to leave her body.

“Oh my god, Mason! Your tongue! Oh fuck! I’m coming again!” Ellie came again. She came hard. Two orgasms in a minute? Have I ever made her come like that? Maybe during the first months of our marriage, but not in the past two years. I sat down on a chair that seemed to be intentionally placed beside the bed.

Hunter was licking and sucking her hard pink nipples while squeezing her tits. “This is the best boobs of all time,” he said to everyone in the room.

“And this, my friend,” Mason looked up, “is the best-tasting pussy of all time.” He resumed devouring Ellie’s dripping pussy with his mouth. He lapped and slurped at it. This only made her even wetter. Mason began licking her clit. There was a certain rhythm in the way he did that. Ellie’s hips bucked and thrashed. She moaned and whimpered. Her eyes were closed, happy tears rolling down her cheeks. She embraced Hunter’s shoulders. She almost passed out when she came again. Mason Hughes gave my wife three consecutive orgasms in three minutes.

“You go first this time, man,” Mason said to his friend. Hunter nodded and grinned. His mouth let go of my wife’s nipples.

“Spread your legs open for me, Ellie,” Hunter ordered. “Time for you to get fucked again.”

Ellie opened her eyes and saw that Hunter was fully naked and was kneeling between her legs. She looked down and swallowed excitedly when she saw his humungous cock again. It was hard and ready, angry veins snaking around it and precum dripping on its tips. She smiled seductively at Hunter. Ellie reached down with her right hand and scooped a few drops of precum using her thumb. She lay on her back again and looked at me. She put her thumb in her mouth and sucked it while looking provocatively in my eyes.

“Such a slut,” Hunter said before entering my wife, his thick cock stretching her pussy again.

“Oh, yesss!” Ellie chanted while Hunter’s cock was sliding inside her. Her pussy was so slick. “Oh, yesss! Yes! I love your cock, Hunter!”

My wife now loves another man’s cock. The thought made me slightly dizzy. Mason was sitting sideways on the edge of the bed. There was a greedy smile on his face. He was stroking his hard cock as he watched Hunter pound my wife. Hunter kissed Ellie.

“Fuck! Such a perfect pussy. I’m gonna come soon!” Hunter said. His eyes were wild.

“Get her on top,” Mason said.

Without pulling his cock from my wife’s tight pussy, Hunter and Ellie changed position. Hunter grabbed my wife’s waist and pulled her up. He got on his back. Hunter was now lying on the bed while Ellie was on top of him.

“Ohhhh,” Ellie moaned. Without missing a beat, she began grinding on Hunter’s dick, whimpering as she goes back and forth. Hunter’s hands were wrapped around her sexy hips.

Mason stood up on the bed beside Ellie. “Hey,” he said. Ellie looked up at his face. She had a hazy look in her eyes. She was breathing through her partially opened mouth. Mason’s hard cock was a mere centimeter from her face. Ellie knew what she had to do. She licked her lips and began stroking Mason’s cock. She kept grinding on Hunter’s dick which made it a challenge for her to give Mason a proper blowjob, but she managed. She engulfed his hard cock, her head started going back and forth, her long hair swaying. She put his balls in her mouth. She licked them, tasting him. Another sharp orgasm hit her, which made her stop riding Hunter. She closed her eyes, riding the wave of her climax. While she was coming, Mason grabbed her head and began furiously fucking her mouth.

Mason then fucked Ellie doggy while she blew Hunter, who was lying on the bed. She played with Hunter’s balls. Ellie squeezed them, urging him to come in her mouth again. But Hunter controlled himself. The two men had other plans. Mason plowed her pussy vigorously, his hands grabbing her slender waist. He slapped my wife’s ass multiple times until it turned pink, until his palm left a mark on her round flesh. Ellie didn't mind. She looked back at Mason and smiled temptingly at him. Yes, more of that, please, her pretty eyes begged him. Ellie came on Mason’s dick, her pussy clenching and spurting.

Mason pulled his cock out of my wife’s wet pussy. He slapped her butt again and told her to sit on Mason’s dick again. Ellie nodded. The three of them were sweaty now. Sweat glistened like oil in their skin. The room smelled of sex. I was in my chair, fully dressed, watching, anticipating what would happen next.

What happened next was that the two men fucked Ellie at the same time. Ellie sobbed in pleasure once Hunter’s massive dick slid into her again. She kissed Hunter’s mouth and licked the sweat on his neck. Ellie looked at his eyes, readying herself again for a delicious ride that would make her orgasm multiple times. Ellie paused when she felt Mason’s hand on the middle of her back, pushing her.

“Lie forward, Ellie. Yeah, there.” Hunter was smiling.

“Mason, what are you doing?” Ellie asked. Mason was aiming his dick at her other entrance.

“We’re gonna try something new. Something you won’t forget. How about it, Ellie? Yes or no?”

Ellie’s eyes widened when she finally understood what Mason was asking her, what he was planning to do. She looked at me, and I nodded at her. Her eyes relaxed, and she licked her lips. The surprised look on her face turned to excitement.

“Yes! But, I don't know if I can take both of you . . .” Ellie said to the two men.

“You can,” Hunter said. “Now, relax, Ellie. Just let it happen. Your husband is watching.”

“Ummm, yes . . . then fuck me . . . fuck me hard,” Ellie said.

And they did. Mason and Hunter fucked her hard. Ellie bit her lower lip as Mason’s cock sank into her, inch by inch.

“Tight, so tight,” Mason grunted, sweat rolling down his face and neck. Now, the two men were balls deep into my wife. Mason started thrusting. He grabbed Ellie’s hair and twisted it around his fist. Hunter squeezed her tits. The bed rocked, wood and metal creaking, the result of the intense, furious fucking happening on top of it.

“I’m coming! Oh my god, I’m coming!” Ellie screamed deliriously. Ellie closed her eyes as happy tears rolled down her cheeks. She was hit with a wave of delicious convulsions, her whole body shuddering. The two men held her tight.

“Fuck, that was good!” Hunter said.

“Not yet,” Ellie panted. She opened her eyes and looked at Hunter and then at Mason. “More, please. Guys, fuck me more, please.”

They fucked Ellie all night long like they promised, and I watched every moment of it. They continued fucking her on the bed, which made her come twice more. They left the bed, went to the bathroom, and closed the door. They were in there for half an hour, and I stayed standing outside the door, listening to my wife’s moans and the heavy grunts and groans of Mason and Hunter.

“Guys,” I knocked on the door. “Ellie might get a cold if she is in the shower too long.”

“Ah yeah,” Mason said on the other side of the closed door. He sounded like he was catching his breath. “Sorry, man, we’ll be out in just a few seconds.”

I stepped back when they opened the bathroom door. It wasn't a large bathroom. Hunter got out first. He was naked. He took a cigarette from the coffee table and lighted it using a metal lighter. Mason was carrying Ellie like they were a newly married couple on their honeymoon. She had her hands wrapped around his neck, and they were kissing hotly.

“Hey, man,” Mason grinned at me. Ellie looked at me shyly. She tucked her wet hair behind her ear. Her cheeks and chest were blushing, and new kiss marks were on her cleavage and neck. “Sorry, that took a while. We just couldn't stop ourselves from fucking your wife. I mean, you understand, right?”

“Oh, I’m exhausted. You guys wore me out. I’m feeling sleepy now.” Ellie said to us. Her voice was soft. She had a towel wrapped around her body. The four of us were back in the living room. The two men had put their shorts back on. Hunter was smoking, and Mason was leaning back on the sofa and drinking a diet soda. Ellie put her hand on my thigh and lay her head on my shoulder. She closed her eyes. The towel was loosely wrapped so that her tits were almost fully exposed.

“Guys, quit looking at my boobs when I’m sleeping,” she said gently with a cute smile. Her eyes were still closed.

“Sorry about that, Ellie,” Mason said. He stood up and stretched. “I’m quite beat, too, guys. Hey, Ellie, if you’re going to take a nap, you might as well do it on the bed. Right, Benjamin.”

As much as I like having my wife resting next to me and feeling her warmth, I couldn't argue with what Mason said. I whispered to Ellie that she’d be more comfortable sleeping in the bedroom. She nodded, opened her eyes, and gave me a kiss. “I’ll just take a short nap, and then we’ll go home and make love,” Ellie said with a tired but cute smile.

Mason carried Ellie and put her down in his bed. He then lay down next to her. They cuddled, and in less than three minutes, they were asleep. There was no place for me inside this bedroom. I stepped out of the room and closed the door.

“I need to bounce, too,” Hunter said. He put a shirt on. He patted me on the shoulder. “Thanks, man,” he said earnestly, and then he was gone.

I sat back on the sofa and noticed that Hunter left his pack of cigarettes and his silver lighter. I took the pack and the lighter. I slid open the curtain and opened the window to let the air in. It's been many years since I last smoked. I flipped open the lighter, and the metallic click and the sight of the small dancing flame made me smile. I took a long drag, which made me cough. Jeez, this is not for me.

In the next room, my gorgeous wife is sleeping with another man, and I’m pretty sure they will fuck again when they wake up.

It was already three in the morning when we left Mason’s condo. Mason torridly kissed Ellie and played with her tits while we were in the hallway waiting for the elevator to open. She was wearing her sexy little black dress again.

“See you again this weekend, Ellie,” Mason said to my wife after rubbing her pussy. “Hunter will be here, and maybe he’ll bring some new friends, too. We’ll see.”

The elevator door opened. Ellie gave Mason a goodbye kiss, and in return, he gave her tits a final squeeze.

“Thanks for tonight,” Ellie said sweetly to Mason and lovingly squeezed his hand. She spoke to him like she was his girlfriend.

“Hey, Benjamin. Thanks, man.” Mason grinned at me and shook my hand.

“Sure, Mason,” I said to the man who fucked my wife.

“That is one unforgettable experience,” I teased Ellie when we were finally in the car on our way home to Willowbrook. I squeezed her thigh.

“It is. Those two are really amazing . . .” Ellie looked at my face. “How are you, babe?”

“I am alright. You had fun, and that's all that matters to me. You know that.”

“Did it, ummm, turn you on?” Ellie asked me.

“Errr, maybe a little,” I lied. It turned me on a lot.

I looked at my wife when the stoplight turned red. Ellie still had her after-sex glow. She was blushing, her hair was slightly messy, and her lovely eyes had that extra brightness. She looked newly-fucked. “So, did you and Mason have sex again when you guys woke up?”

“Oh, yes, we did,” Ellie faced me. She had a seductive smile on her lips and a tempting look in her eyes. She pulled down the thin shoulder straps of her little black dress, showing me her perky tits and hard nipples. “Mason fucked me again. He, ummm, fucked me really hard while you were waiting for us in the living room. Do you want me to tell you about it?”
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