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    Chapter 1 
 
    "Babe, a guy tried to hit on me earlier." Jessica, my pretty wife, said. 
 
    We were in the living room of our suburban house. I was sitting on a chair beside the window and answering some late emails. She was sitting on the sofa doing online window shopping. 
 
    What she said didn't come as a surprise. Men go out of their way to flirt with my wife. They always try to strike a conversation and hit on her. Men try to ask for her number or invite her for coffee. She's used to it. It is the consequence of being young and hot and sexy. 
 
    My wife is a goddess in human form. Jessica's pretty and smart and kind. She finished college with impressive grades while being on the volleyball team and working part-time as a model. We graduated at the same time and then got married three years after. She worked as a flight attendant for a short while. Now, she works as a senior graphic designer for BlueStudios,  a popular company that is into website building and advertising.  
 
    Jessica has a luscious body that can make any man's mouth water. Full and perky tits that don't quit. Sexy and perfectly-shaped waist. Long and slender legs. Round and firm ass. She also has that innocent, angelic-looking face. If you see her, you'd immediately think that this is the kind of woman that must be cherished, protected, and loved.  
 
    "Hmmm? All right, babe? What happened?" I looked up and asked Jessica. Guys hitting on her is normal. It happens all the time. When she's meeting with clients, chilling in a coffee shop, browsing books at a bookstore, or when she's at the gym. Every time. But, there was something different in her voice now, which really grabbed my attention. I clicked the spreadsheet's save icon, closed my laptop, and looked at my beautiful wife with curious eyes. 
 
    Jessica leaned back at the sofa and brushed her hair with her hand. She was wearing an oversized pink t-shirt. Two pandas hugging each other were printed on the front of it. My eyes ran to her smooth legs. She was not wearing a bra. I could see the pointed outline of her cute nipples. I would suck them later. Just looking at her makes me hard. 
 
    "Ummm," my wife began. She put her hands on her thighs. "I was buying orange juice in the convenience store below the office, the one that opened just two weeks ago.  And then this guy approached me . . ." 
 
    "So, he's a customer too?" I asked. 
 
    "Yes. He was buying energy drinks and some power bars. So, he came over to me, and he introduced himself. He said he noticed me and that he found me pretty. Then, he asked for my number." Jessica said softly. She was watching my reaction. 
 
    "All right. Did you give him your number?" 
 
    "Ummm." 
 
    I grinned. Jessica doesn't just give her digits to any horny stranger who asks for it. A couple of years ago, we attended the wedding of our friends Tom and Michelle. A young and handsome multi-millionaire approached Jessica and asked for her number and social media account. I was getting some food and watched them from a distance. She just smiled and shook her head, and pointed at the wedding ring on her finger. 
 
    So, this is new. "Oh. So you gave this stranger your number?" I stood up and walked over to my wife on the sofa. I sat down beside her, leaned the side of my shoulder on the couch, and rubbed her smooth thighs. 
 
    "Well, yes," Jessica said, slightly embarrassed. "I didn't mean to. It was just that . . . Darius sounded so polite and friendly. He sounded so sincere. Anyway, it was just a short conversation. I gave him my number, and then he thanked me, and then he left the store," Jessica said. She placed a hand on top of mine. 
 
    "So, the man's name is Darius?" I cocked my head. The way my wife said his name sounded like they were already familiar with each other. Like they were already friends. But she said it was just a short conversation. Was it just a short conversation, or did something more happen during that chanced encounter?  
 
    I imagined the man flirting with Jessica. They were standing beside the refrigerators where the drinks were stored. They were standing close together. My wife was blushing, tucking her hair behind her ear.  
 
    I stopped that line of thought. Jessica never lied to me in all our years together. I felt a little guilty for even entertaining it. 
 
    "Yeah. Darius Johnson. That's what he said." Jessica looked into my eyes for a few seconds, then looked away. 
 
    "Hmmm. All right. Confident Darius Johnson, huh?" I put one arm around her shoulders. "What does Mr. Johnson, buyer of energy drinks and power bars, look like?" 
 
    Jessica played with my fingers. "He's big and tall. Wide, too. Taller than me. Even taller than you, babe. I think he's about thirty-five, maybe forty. He said he works in construction," Jessica paused for a second. "He's also black." 
 
    "He's a construction worker?" I said. My hand was moving up between her thighs now. It was only a few centimeters from her pussy. I smiled when I felt her heat. She was turned on. She unconsciously opened her legs a little.  
 
    "Darius, ummm, he's a contractor. But according to him, construction's his business. He's got a team. Mostly they build and remodel government offices."  
 
    That's a lot of information for just a short conversation, babe, I thought.  
 
    My wife was already dripping wet when my hand finally reached her smoldering pussy. She was not wearing any panties. She gasped when I inserted two fingers into her. I was already rock hard.  
 
    "Babe," Jessica moaned softly. Her pointed nipples were also asking for attention. 
 
    This stranger that she met earlier inside the newly-opened convenience store near her office really charmed Jessica, it seemed. He didn't just charm my wife. He turned her on. The guy is tall and probably good-looking too. Confident and smart and probably good with words. Darius worked all the charms, went for the highest gear, and stepped on drive. He put the pedal to the metal. He got my wife's juices flowing.  
 
    "Has he messaged you yet?" I asked her as I opened her slender legs and positioned myself on top of her on the sofa. There was a warm glow in her eyes. Her mouth was slightly opened, and she was breathing fast and deep. I realized that she had been horny all day long, ever since she met Mr. Johnson. She was hanging on the edge of arousal all day, waiting for the right time to tell me the story. She knew it would turn me on. She knew I would fuck her. It did turn me on. The image of this huge, black man towering over her while she was clasping a bottle of orange juice and blushing made my balls throb. 
 
    "Nope. Not yet . . . He's probably forgotten about it," Jessica said, sounding a little bit disappointed. She bit her lip when I finally slid into her. No man can ever forget about you, babe. That's just virtually impossible. 
 
    Her back arched, and she wrapped her legs around me. Sliding into her was like slipping into warm oil. Her pussy was soaked and welcoming, and my cock fit snugly.  
 
    "Goddamn," I grunted as I fucked her hard. I gripped her hair, and we kissed deeply, tongues hungrily searching for each other.  
 
    "Yes," Jessica moaned and begged. "Just like that, babe. Deeper, please. Fill me up." 
 
    I came after a few minutes. I groaned, and my body shook as I filled her up with my warm cum. Jessica hugged me and kissed my neck, and kept moving her lower body into me.  
 
    "Don't stop, please," she pleadingly whispered into my ear. She kissed me and licked my neck. She ran her tongue on my ear. 
 
    My waist was stiffening. Jessica wanted more, but I was already going soft. It would take me another few hours before I get hard again. 
 
    I sat down beside her, heaving. She looked at me with love in her eyes and then grabbed my hand and put it on top of her very wet pussy. She was really dripping.  
 
    I looked at my wife. She's like the most angelic-looking sex goddess ever. 
 
    Okay, this I can do, I thought.  
 
    We resumed kissing as my fingers played with her pussy. I caressed and played and probed her hot folds as she writhed and twisted. My thumb ran wet circles on her overheated clit. She was gripping my arm, not pushing it away but instead holding it steady. She looked at me with heavy-lidded eyes. Her lips were partly-opened. She was tethering on the edge of a good orgasm. 
 
    I smiled, and I moved my mouth closer to her ear and softly said, "Darius Johnson." 
 
    "Oh my god!" 
 
    The orgasm that was supposed to be good turned into an extraordinary one. Jessica squealed and cried in pleasure as it hit her like an earth-shattering comet. Her legs trembled, and her grip on my arms increased like she was holding on for dear life. I kissed her again as she slowly rode the tremors down. 
 
    "Ohhh . . .that was amazing . . ." my wife said to me with hazy eyes.  
 
    I grinned at her as I ran my fingers on her hair. She likes being petted like a contented cat.  
 
    While we were still floating in our delicious post-orgasmic high, her phone buzzed with the familiar notification sound. She picked it up and looked at it.  
 
    "Ohh . . ." she said. 
 
    "Is it him?" I asked. 
 
    "Yes," she said with a slightly embarrassed smile on her face. She turned her phone screen slowly towards me. "It's Darius." 
 
    The message from Darius simply said, "Hey." Just one word. An invitation to engage and to take it to something more.  
 
    Jessica looked at me. There was a slight blush on her face, a combination of sex afterglow and the effect of the good-looking stranger finally messaging her.  
 
    "Should I reply?" she asked me. 
 
    Now, that is the question. The question that would change our married life. And it all depended on me. 
 
     If I said no, then that would be the end of it. Jessica's a good wife. She wouldn't reply, and then she'd delete his number. Thank you, Darius, and nice knowing you.  
 
    But then I found myself saying, "Yeah, babe. Reply to him. It's all right." 
 
    Jessica looked at my face for a few seconds and then smiled and began typing on her phone. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    In the back of my mind, there was a small hope that Jessica and Darius' exchange of messages would eventually die and dry out after a couple of days.  
 
    Both of them are good-looking and interested in each other. But, I am pretty sure that when Darius talked to my wife in that convenience store, he one hundred percent saw that she was wearing a wedding ring. The man knows that the pretty woman she flirted with on that weekday morning was married. But, even with that knowledge, the man pushed through. 
 
    Sending that "Hey" message was a bet. Would this hot-as-hell wife reply? That was probably what Darius Johnson thought. If she has a husband, then where is he? Jessica looks innocent and conservative, but is there a possibility that she's naturally flirty? Is she open for a date? Is her husband open to this? Though not very mainstream, such type of relationship is not particularly rare.  
 
    Darius Johnson probably thought about these things before he sent the message. I pictured the man imagining Jessica on his knees, sucking his long and thick cock, slobbering on it, worshipping it like the sluttiest wife in this part of Saint Michael City. 
 
    The thing about my wife is that she's very easy to read. She doesn't have a poker face. Once you talk to her, you'll immediately know if she is happy, sad, annoyed, curious, or interested. She has always been an open book, and that's one of the things that I love about her. So, when Darius approached her in that store a couple of days ago, he pounced at her like she was a deer caught in a headlight. She didn't have a chance. 
 
    On the second day after Darius Johnson first met my wife, he gave her his social media handle.  
 
    I looked at it. First, I needed to see what the man looked like. And, Jessica was not lying. The man is huge. Tall, bald-headed, with gigantic arms and broad shoulders. He looks like a tank made of the world's strongest black metal. Before this, I thought my wife was only physically attracted to lean, gentle-looking men with swimmer's bodies.  
 
    Darius Johnson looked like he eats metal bars for breakfast. He owns a mid-sized construction company. But, based on the build of his gigantic body, does he construct those buildings alone? With his bare hand?  
 
    Jessica, my wife and the love of my life, would faint if this man tried to fuck her. I adjusted the front of my pants. I focused on the man's broad hands. I imagined those callous and big hands gripping my wife's hair, pulling it back while pounding her non-stop. 
 
    I scrolled further down on the man's social media account and read that he's divorced. Darius, it seemed, lived alone in an apartment in the western part of Saint Michael's central hub. There were some pictures of his ex-wife, and like Jessica, she's tall and sexy and gorgeous beyond belief. There was no indication in his social media posts of the reason for the divorce. I didn't need to know. Those things happen regularly. Sometimes the reason was deep, and sometimes relatively shallow. 
 
    I looked at my wife beside me in the car. It was five in the afternoon, and I picked her up from work. Traffic was heavy during this time. It started to rain a little outside, and I turned on my windshield wiper. While the vehicles were not moving, some people crossed the road. Most of them were employees coming home from work – private company staff, government employees, blue-collar workers. Some were students from Bracknell University. A pretty college student in a short red skirt walked by. I smiled at her, and she raised her hand and gave a little wave. 
 
    But Jessica, sitting on the passenger's seat beside me, didn't see that. She was typing on her phone with a smile on her face. My wife looked like a schoolgirl chatting with a crush. She was blushing a little. From time to time, she'd bite her lip, then grin, then brush her hair back absently. She was wearing a purple, body-fit office dress which showed her fantastic figure. Her hair was down, and she was wearing eyeglasses. 
 
    "Hey, babe? Is that Darius?" I asked, keeping my voice light. Though, there was a little stick of jealousy in my heart. Just a little one. Toothpick-sized. 
 
    Jessica didn't look at me but put her hand on my leg and rubbed it. "Oh. Yes. It's him. He sent me a picture. A funny meme," my wife said.  
 
    Hey, baby, I thought of asking her, guess what pic Darius will you send next? 
 
    I didn't say that, of course. I didn't want to show that I was jealous. I just thought of it this way – my wife was having a conversation with a newfound friend. That's about it. Jessica's a naturally friendly person. I consider myself an awkward nerd, but she has always been a social butterfly. She's got a lot of friends. There's her group of friends in college, her workmates, Brigitte Duper and Philip Ouellet – a French couple she met in a coffee shop, her best friends Caitlyn Bridgeford, Savannah Glennie, Paige Newton, and many more. All of them love her. I, however, am a nerd from Arkport City who can count the number of my friends using the fingers of my left hand. 
 
    "Hey, baby, you're a little quiet," Jessica said to me. She put her phone back in her red handbag. She then faced me and kissed my cheek, and rubbed my neck. I watched the movement of her smooth legs. Her dark-colored minidress really highlighted the perfect shape of her luscious tits. She's just so hot and so fuckable. 
 
    "Hey, I'm fine. Just concentrating on this heavy traffic," I said. That sentence didn't really make much sense. "So, how's Darius?"  
 
    She looked at me curiously, then she smiled and resumed rubbing my legs again. She unbuttoned the top two buttons of her short dress. Her rich and deep cleavage greeted me. My cock said hello.  
 
    "Oh. He's all right. He said he's currently in Sudbury building some hotel resort or something." Jessica said. 
 
    "A resort? I thought he's into government contracts." 
 
    "Well, he branched out," Jessica said. She then started tying her hair into a cute ponytail. 
 
    "Hmmm. So, Darius knows you're married, right?" 
 
    "He does," Jessica answered. She was looking at the vehicles beside our car, both left and right and then at the back.  
 
    "So . . ." I dragged the word. "He has not asked to meet you yet? Maybe treat you for dinner? Something like a date?" 
 
    Jessica removed her eyeglasses and looked at me with a naughty sparkle in her eyes. "Oh? But I'm married. I can't go on dates . . . unless . . ." 
 
    "Unless?" I asked. 
 
    "Unless my handsome husband asks me to . . ." my wife said, then unzipped the front of my pants. The traffic moved a little, but we were still a considerable distance from the traffic light. She reached for my hard cock and took it out. She began stroking it while smiling seductively at me. 
 
    "Oh. Fuck. Really?" 
 
    She kissed me on the lips. "I'm just teasing you, babe. Darius and I are just friends. He knows I'm married to a wonderful man, so he won't try anything."  
 
    I doubt that, I thought. A man will try anything to get you in his bed, Jessica. 
 
    It took an additional thirty minutes before we finally reached home. It was hard to concentrate on driving when your beautiful wife was trying her best to milk all the come out of your balls with her wonderful mouth. I guided the eager movement of her head with my hand while my other hand was maneuvering the car's steering wheel. I drove the car, carefully and slowly, inside the basement parking of Marty's SuperMall. 
 
    "I love your cock," she said to me while trying to catch her breath, and then she went back on sucking it again. Would Darius Johnson give her a breather? Or would he let her choke until she couldn't take anymore? Until tears fell down from her eyes? 
 
    I didn't come in Jessica's mouth. I came, instead, deep in her pussy.  
 
    She was so hot at that moment that a blowjob, as much as she loved it, was not enough. So she unbuckled her seatbelt and lined my cock into her dripping entrance, and then impaled herself on me. 
 
    "Ummm . . ." my wife moaned as her warm wetness enveloped my dick. She put her arms around me, and I grabbed her round ass, lifting her up and then letting her down, again and again. She was so slick and so wet that her juices were running down my balls and soaking the driver's seat. We were fucking so furiously that our small car was gyrating back and forth.  
 
    The old security guy sitting in the booth at the entrance was probably watching our moving car, perfectly aware of what was happening inside. 
 
    "You fucking slut," I grunted. Jessica unbuttoned the front of her dress fully, making her incredible tits bounce freely and deliciously every time she slammed into me. 
 
    "Yes. Yes." My wife whimpered. "I'm a slut, babe. I'm your slut." 
 
    I sucked both of her nipples and then kissed her neck, grabbed her ponytail, and pulled it back. "How about Darius? Are you also his slut?" 
 
    Jessica looked at me with questioning eyes and then nodded shyly. We were on fantasy territory. The place where only couples comfortable with each other can go.  
 
    "If . . . you want me to . . ." she said, blushing. She stopped riding me and then started rocking back and forth. "You know I'll do anything for you, babe. . . anything . . ." 
 
    "He wants to fuck you," I said, gritting my teeth. Her pussy was clenching my dick. Her nipples were tight and hard.  
 
    "Oh . . . Darius? No . . . oh . . . I'm not sure, babe," my wife said.  
 
    "I'm sure of it. Hundred percent." 
 
    "But . . . Darius. He's so big. I don't think I can take him. . ." 
 
    "You can, babe. Fuck." I groaned. She didn't answer, then she resumed bouncing on my cock. Faster this time. Harder and deeper. I looked at her eyes, and she was entirely lost.  
 
    All that mattered was me and her, my hard cock on her tight pussy, and my hands on her wonderful tits.  
 
    "Please, babe. Please. I want to come," Jessica pleaded with me. 
 
    We both came at the same time, filling our small car with moans and the intoxicating temperature of our lovemaking. We French-kissed again, moaning while we played with each other's tongues. We stared at each other, breathing heavily. I caressed her cheek, and she held my hand, put my thumb in her mouth, and sucked it while looking seductively into my eyes.  
 
    After ten minutes, we fucked again. 
 
    The last time we had car sex that was that great was years ago.  
 
    Darius Johnson, a man I hadn't met yet, was slowly creeping into our lives.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
    There was an ongoing construction near Lexton Corp's building, where I work as an analyst. Across that place is the restaurant where Tom Meihofer and I eat lunch. Tom is my friend and co-worker. 
 
    "So? What is your plan this coming summer? I mean, you and Jessica." Tom asked me while we were eating. The restaurant was packed. Most of the employees of Lexton eat there too. It was noisy, but the food was good and inexpensive. 
 
    "Well. No plans yet, man. Maybe we will go to Sudbury. But Jessica wants to go to Bali. We'll see." I said.  
 
    "Yeah. Michelle wants to see Bali too." Tom said. "She's never been there." 
 
    "That's nice. Maybe we can go together. The four of us." I said while cutting the meat. 
 
    "Yeah. Our wives will love that." 
 
    "I hope our bank account can take it." 
 
    "Yeah, man. But, you know, our women deserve the best." 
 
    "Yeah," I grinned. "You're right about that, man." 
 
    While eating dessert, I looked outside the restaurant's glass window. Several construction workers were building a scaffolding. Some were cleaning debris, operating concrete mixers, using jackhammers. 
 
    I looked at the men. They looked serious and just wanted to finish what they were doing. All of them looked huge, broad-shouldered, with large arms. I focused my eye on the biggest man. He's black, and he was carrying a heavy bag of cement. Darius Johnson has the same physical structure. While sitting inside the restaurant, I imagined this particular man screwing Jessica, gripping her hair, licking her neck, and slapping her round butt until it turned pink. My wife would love that. 
 
    I imagined the man holding her head with both of his gigantic hands while giving her an angry mouthfuck. Then I imagined him coming on her face, blasting her with his thick and sticky seed, then slapping her tongue with his cock. That would be a sight to behold.  
 
    Jason Milton, I thought to myself, what the hell are you thinking? 
 
    But then I remembered how we fucked in the car the other day. The last time we fucked with such intensity was years ago. Jessica cleaned my cock and balls with her tongue when we were both finished. We rushed home after that. Then, I fucked her on the stairs. We were so horny that we didn't even reach our bedroom before starting. I bent her over, hiked her sexy dress up, and then just pounded her like crazy.  
 
    I was already at the office and finishing a presentation deck for our boss Ken Gallagher when I received a text from my wife. She was asking me to call her when I had free time. There was a smiley at the end of the message, so I knew it wasn't that urgent. I continued creating graphs to be included in the deck. Still, after a few minutes, curiosity got the best of me. 
 
    I stood up and walked over to the glass window of our office on the fourth floor of the building. I dialed my wife's number and looked below as I waited for her to answer. 
 
    "Hey, babe," I greeted her. 
 
    "Heyyy . . ." 
 
    "So? How are you? I've read your message. Everything all right in the office?" 
 
    "Oh. Yes. Yes. Everything's perfect. It's just that . . ." 
 
    "Hmmm?" 
 
    "Well, Darius messaged me. He's asking me to send a selfie." 
 
    "Right." 
 
    "So . . . should I send him one?" Jessica asked me. 
 
    "Errr . . . yeah. I think it's okay." I said. "I mean, there's no harm in it." 
 
    "Thanks, babe!" Jessica said, a trace of relief and happiness in her voice. 
 
    So my wife sent Darius a selfie. It took her an hour. She went to the ladies' room, fixed her hair, added a little lipstick, and looked for a good angle. All these for a man she met once inside a convenience store. I felt that tiny pinch of jealousy in my heart again.  
 
    I stared at the picture that she sent to Darius. It was a mirror selfie, and my wife looked positively drop-dead gorgeous in it.  
 
    Jessica was wearing a black blazer when I drove her to her office earlier. But she removed that before taking the photo. So now, she was only wearing a sexy white tank top and a tight navy blue pencil skirt. I licked my lips while looking at her hourglass figure.  
 
    "So? What did Darius say when he received the photo?" I asked her. We were already in bed, and Jessica had just gotten out of the shower. She still had a short pink towel wrapped around her sexy body while drying her hair. 
 
    "Ummm . . ." 
 
    "Darius didn't say anything then?" I closed the book that I was reading and looked at her. 
 
    "Well, he said I'm stunning and hot . . . and I made his dick hard," Jessica said. She was looking at the book that I was holding and not at me. Her face was flushed. 
 
    I put my book down and faced her. "Well, that was bold of him. I mean, you're really hot in that picture. In all your photos, to be honest. So, I don't blame the man . . ."  
 
    "You're not mad?" Jessica asked me and walked towards the bed, and sat beside me. 
 
    "No, but . . ." 
 
    "Yeah?" 
 
    "I mean, Darius knows you're a married woman, right? You told me that. What was your reply to him after he said that your picture made him hard?" 
 
    Jessica took my hand and held it, and rubbed the back of my palm with her thumbs. "I sent a message saying "thank you" with a blushing and smiling emoji after it." 
 
    "Fuck," I muttered. Then, I grabbed the front of her pink towel and loosened it. The towel dropped to the bed. My stunning wife was fully naked underneath. Her nipples were hard as pebbles. I played with them using my fingers, and she moaned softly when I did that. 
 
    "Ummm, babe." Jessica bit her lip. Her breathing increased. "There's one more thing . . ." 
 
    "Yeah?" I asked her. I started removing my shorts. To be honest, I didn't want to hear more about Darius tonight. I just wanted to pound my beautiful wife. 
 
    Seeing Jessica naked always turns me on. The world will end, the stars will burn out their fuel, and black holes will collapse, but her effect on me will never change. 
 
    "Darius sent me a dick pic," Jessica said. She was lying on the bed and looking at me, waiting for my reaction. 
 
    "A dick pic?" I asked. I knew this would come sooner or later.  
 
    "Yes, babe," my wife avoided my eyes again. She swallowed before talking. "And Darius, he's big. Very big." 
 
    "And what did you reply to him after he sent you that?" I asked Jessica. 
 
    "I haven't replied yet. I want to tell you about it first." 
 
    "Uh-uh," I said, then I opened her legs and slid my cock inside her. She was wet and very slick already. She arched her back when I entered her, making her boobs stand out. She tightened her grip on my arms. 
 
    "Fuck me now, please." A hint of eagerness in my wife's voice. She was breathing fast and trembling in lust. She was horny. She had been horny all day since she received that picture. Her arousal meters were all dialed up.  
 
    "Oh. God, babe. Yes, please. Like that," Jessica chanted in pleasure when I began pounding her. 
 
    She was dripping wet. I accelerated my strokes as I watched her sexy body quiver and twitch. She pulled me close, and we kissed deeply and hungrily. 
 
    "Did you delete his picture?" I asked her while I returned to a slower and more deliberate pounding.  
 
    She turned her head on one side and said, "No, babe. Ummm. Not yet." 
 
    Darius' was not the first indecent picture that she received. She receives a lot of those kinds of images from many thirsty men in her social media account. She just deletes the pictures and then blocks them.  
 
    "Did you look at his picture all day, huh, you slut?" I asked her. I deepened my voice. I wanted to sound angry. I know that she likes that. I gripped her hair. She still wasn't looking at me, but she nodded. 
 
    "I . . . I did, babe. Please don't be mad," my wife said.  
 
    "Fuck. You're so hot. No. I'm not mad." 
 
    We changed position, and now she was the one on top, riding my cock. She sank easily and gloriously on me. I fondled her perfect tits as she bounced energetically on my dick. 
 
    "Oh. So good . . ." Jessica moaned. She held my hands that were playing with her breasts.  
 
    Jessica didn't just bounce up and down on my dick. She did it in a sexy and seductive way. It was like she was writing the number eight using her ripe and lush body while bobbing up and down. She bit her lip and looked at me with sultry eyes while she was doing that. Her juices were dripping on my balls and on the white bedsheet. 
 
    Jessica and I fucked until midnight. She came several times, and I came on her glorious tits. She scooped my cum on her fingers and licked them while looking at me. She tasted my cum like it was her favorite dessert. She scooped them all, tasted them, and swallowed them until her tits were finally clean. When it was over, she spent another ten minutes licking my cock and my balls.  
 
    She was not beside me when I woke up at seven in the morning. I could hear her below, in the kitchen, and I could smell breakfast and coffee. I stood up, put a t-shirt on, and slowly walked down the stairs.  
 
    Jessica's back was on me. She was frying an egg while wearing a mint-colored shirt, black panties, and a white apron. The shirt was short, which showed half of her perfect buttcheeks. She had her phone on her ear, animatedly talking to someone. There's a smile on her face and a blush on her cheeks. My pretty wife looked like a woman in love. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
    "Darius asked me on a date," Jessica said while we were in the car and driving to work. 
 
    Well, all right. First, the man tried to hit on you, then sent you memes, then a dick pic after that, now he's asking you for a date. The natural order of things.  
 
    "Darius knows you have a husband, right, babe?" I asked her. She already answered this before, but I wanted to confirm again. 
 
    "Ummm.Yeah. He knows. I told him several times." 
 
    "Babe, Darius will try to have sex with you if you go on a date with him," I said gently. I looked outside while driving. It was a beautiful day. The sky was clear, and traffic was light. We were already in the middle of the city. Students with large books and backpacks were walking on the sidewalk. A line was in front of an ice cream truck. A worker in a flower shop was spraying water at displays of anthurium, dahlias, roses, and daisies. 
 
    "Darius said it will be just a friendly date," Jessica said softly. "Just a wholesome one." 
 
    And yet he sent you a picture of his dick, I thought. I stayed silent for a minute. There's a world of difference between flirting with someone by exchange of messages and actual dating. 
 
    Jessica put her phone in her handbag and faced me. She was wearing a black pencil skirt. Her legs are damn spectacular. She put a hand at the back of my neck and rubbed it. I am a little ticklish there, but I tried to make a serious face. It didn't work, though. She grinned when she saw me smiling. 
 
    "I love you, Jason," she said. 
 
    "I love you too," I replied and rubbed her smooth legs. 
 
    "I'll call Darius and tell him that I'm sorry and that we can't go on a date," Jessica said. She took her phone out from red handbag and started typing. 
 
    "Wait . . ." I said. 
 
    "Hmmm?" 
 
    "I mean, It's just a date, right?" I asked while my eyes were still on the road. What the hell am I saying? 
 
    "Yeah. Darius said it'll be just coffee, maybe a movie, and then dinner. We'll see, I guess," Jessica said. She was trying her best to hide the excitement on her face. She's so cute when she does that. 
 
    I imagined her kneeling on the floor of a hotel room while Darius was sitting on a wooden chair that was too big for him. Her mouth was full of his cock, and she was gagging. The big man was grinning at her. 
 
    "What are you thinking, babe?" Jessica asked me. 
 
    "I'm thinking . . . yeah. I guess. Sure. You can go on a date with him. But just keep it wholesome, huh? Just keep it friendly?" 
 
    "Sure?"  
 
    "Yep." 
 
    "Oh. Okay. I'll message Darius," my wife said and then resumed typing on her phone. She typed for quite a long time. I wondered what she told him.  
 
    "There, it's done," my wife said, and she kissed me on the cheek. This is surreal, I thought. I just gave my wife, whom I love with all my heart and soul, permission to date another man. I mean, sure, Darius said it would be just an innocent and friendly date. But, come on. Any man would be hard-pressed to think of innocent things once he looks at my wife.  
 
    "Ummm . . ." I coughed. "So when will it be? The date?" 
 
    Jessica looked at the mirror in the car visor and fixed her hair and her lipstick. She closed her handbag and buttoned the front of her sexy white blouse. We were already near her office. 
 
    She looked at me and smiled and answered. "Oh. It'll be this afternoon. Darius said he'd pick me up after work. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
    I was in the office and staring at the monitor of my computer. It was hard to analyze data when your mind was not on it. I saw texts and figures, and graphs with no direction. 
 
    "Hey, man? You all right?" Tom Meihofer said to me. A framed picture of him and his beautiful wife, Michelle, was on his desk. 
 
    "Yeah. Yeah, man. I'm good," I said. I wiped the sweat on my forehead even though the building was fully air-conditioned. 
 
    "You looked out of it," Tom said. "Want some help with that? I can carry some additional workload. I think it's a holiday right now in Singapore, so the guys from the affiliate there are not bothering me too much." 
 
    "No, man. I'm fine, really. I got a  slight headache, but it's fading now." 
 
    "Sure, man," Tom said, and then he went back on his monitor. 
 
    My wife gave me a long kiss on the lips before I dropped her off the building where she works. There was a happy bounce on her feet when she walked towards the building entrance.  
 
    I almost stepped on the brake when she told me that her date with Darius would be this afternoon. That was fast. I thought that it would be next week or two weeks from now. I was not really emotionally prepared for this. I almost told her to cancel it, but I saw the sparkle in her eyes, and I already gave my word. Darius was really rushing this. I mean, who wouldn't? 
 
    I tapped slowly at the keyboard while feeling that little bit of jealousy crawling through my heart, lungs, and chest.  
 
    I looked at my watch and saw that it was already four-thirty. Darius Johnson would pick Jessica by five.  
 
    An hour ago, she sent me a selfie asking how she looked. I took my phone out of my jeans and looked at the picture again. Jessica was wearing a tight black skirt and white blouse when I drove her to her workplace earlier. She didn't tell me that she was carrying a dress. She was already fully prepared for the date even before I agreed to it. 
 
    She was wearing the dress now. It was a purple spring mini dress that showed a good amount of cleavage and an even great view of her legs. The hemline of the outfit was shorter than what she usually wears when she's out with me. Her thick and wavy hair was unfastened and down. She looked very fuckable and sweet and girly at the same time. Darius is a lucky guy. What? I am the lucky guy. I'm the man married to her. 
 
    She sent me five pictures, which made my dick hard. She told me she also sent those pictures to Darius. To "prepare him," according to her. 
 
    I called her immediately after she sent me those pictures and asked her what Darius said about it. She laughed and then told me that Darius replied with an emoji of a face with its tongue out. I told her to message me when he arrives to pick her up. Yes, babe, she answered and gave me a sweet kiss on the phone.  
 
    At five-fifteen, I received the message. Darius Johnson was already at the lobby of BlueStudios and was waiting for her. She told me to wish her luck. I sent her an emoji of a thumbs up. I put my phone down on the table, face-up, and patiently waited for her reply. I counted the minutes. I tried to regulate my breathing and wiped a sweat from the back of my neck. I wanted to call her and ask where they were going. I forgot to ask her that. She said earlier that they would probably go to a coffee shop, movie, or perhaps dinner, but there was no definite plan.  
 
    Right now, Jessica was sitting beside Darius in his car. I imagined her blushing while looking down at her hands. On the other hand, Darius was licking his lips while looking at my wife's bare legs. Would my wife stop him if he suddenly decided to rub her thighs, or would she just let it happen? 
 
    While I was thinking about these, my phone rang. I looked at it. My wife was calling me. 
 
    "H . . . hello, babe," I stuttered. My heart was beating fast. Her background was silent. Where are they now? 
 
    "Hi, babe," Jessica said. Her voice was happy and relaxed. I wanted to tell her that I love her and already miss her. I wanted to tell her that I had already changed my mind and that she should tell Darius that the date was canceled and I would just go to her and pick her up. Right now. But I said none of those things.  
 
    I stood up, phone on my ear, and looked down at the road and all the people below.  
 
    "So, where are you guys now?" I asked her. I could imagine Darius looking straight and holding the steering wheel of his car while listening to his date talking to her husband. There was a smirk on his face. 
 
    "Oh. We are going to your office," Jessica said, and then I heard her whisper "stop that" to Darius and giggled. 
 
    "You mean here? At Lexton?" I asked. 
 
    "Uh. Yeah. Unless you have another office," she teased me. 
 
    "But why? I thought you two are going to have coffee?" I asked her. 
 
    "Well, Darius said he wants to meet you first before taking me out on a date. He wants to ask your permission personally." 
 
    "That's, uhhh, well, nice of him, I guess," I said. I rubbed my forehead.  
 
    "He's really a nice guy. We'll be there in five minutes. Can you meet us in the parking lot?" Jessica said sweetly. 
 
    "Umm, five minutes? Yeah. Sure." 
 
    "See you there, babe. I love you." 
 
    I began saying, "I love you too," but she had already cut the call. 
 
    Darius was driving a silver pickup truck that was a bit dirty and blew dark smoke from its exhaust pipe. There were some tools and metals at the back. Jessica explained later that he was doing a site visit on one of his projects before picking her up.  
 
    Jessica exited his vehicle first, and she walked over to me and hugged me. 
 
    "Miss me?" she teased me. 
 
    "Damn, you look gorgeous," I said with a grin on my face. She made a cute twirl, and then I hugged her and kissed her lips. 
 
    Darius' pickup truck creaked heavily when he stepped out of it like a great weight was lifted.  
 
    He walked around his truck. He was wearing work clothes. Black jacket and white shirt and blue jeans. The man is huge. He looked like a tank. His head was shaved, and he had a full beard. He's broad-shouldered and has long and thick arms. He looks even bigger than the pictures posted on the internet. He grinned at me when he saw me. Jessica was standing by my side and holding my hand. 
 
    "Darius, meet my husband Jason," Jessica said, smiling.  
 
    "Hey, man. How are you?" I said to the man who hit on my wife days ago. What he started resulted in an overwhelming success because now they were going on their first date. 
 
    "Good. Good," Darius said and shook my hand. He towered over me. This man towered over everyone, maybe except professional basketball players. I do some weightlifting myself, and I believe I am in good shape, but this man made me look like a twig. 
 
    Jessica let go of my hand and stood between us. I noticed, however, that she was a few centimeters closer to Darius than me. 
 
    "I just want to thank you for letting me go out with your lovely wife," Darius said with a cocked head.  
 
    He was probably assessing me. He was probably asking himself some questions like, "What kind of a husband lets his wife date another man? Is a man like that clueless or an idiot, or is it something else? Maybe Jason Milton right here gets off on it? He wouldn't be the first one." I imagined Darius asking himself those types of questions. 
 
    I stood straighter. "Yeah. Sure. I mean, you and my wife are friends. Right?" 
 
    "Sure. We are. It's good to finally meet you, Jason. She talks a lot about you." 
 
    I smiled at my wife, and she moved closer to me, hugged my waist, and kissed my cheek. 
 
    "You are indeed a lucky guy," Darius said. 
 
    "He is," Jessica answered. 
 
    I looked up at the sky. "It's getting dark. I think you two should get going so that you can finish early. I'll stay here in the office for a few more hours," I shrugged. "Overtime." 
 
    Jessica pouted while still hugging my waist. "Darius will bring me home before ten. We'll be quick. Just coffee. Right, Darius?" 
 
    "And maybe a quick blowjob, too," Darius said in a low voice. 
 
    "I'm sorry?" My head snapped in his direction. Did I hear him right? Jessica was looking curiously at me. 
 
    "Nothing, man," Darius said with a shrug. "I said the date would be a quick job. I apologize. I talk like a goddamn contractor." 
 
    "Ah." 
 
    "Hey, Jessica," Darius looked at my wife. She turned her head to him with mild sweetness on her expression, the way a woman looks at someone she loves or likes very much. If I didn't know any better, I would have guessed that they had been dating for a few months already.  
 
    "I want to talk to Jason here. Could you wait for me in the car? We'll leave in five minutes or so," Darius said to my wife. 
 
    "Sure," Jessica said and gave me a quick kiss on the lips, and went inside Darius' pick up. We watched the alluring sway of her hips and the movements of her long, supermodel legs as she walked.  
 
    "Jessica really makes me hard," Darius said. 
 
    "Uh-uh," I was not sure how to reply to that. Nothing about that sentence was untrue. My wife makes every man's dick rise up in attention, and Darius just stated the fact. 
 
    "Listen, man," Darius faced me. He smiled at me like a salesman. "I just want to say that it's brave, this thing that you are doing." 
 
    "What I'm doing?" I shook my head. I didn't understand what he was talking about. 
 
    "Yeah," He nodded. "Not every husband accepts this fact about their wife, and even fewer take the first step in improving their relationship." 
 
    "Ehhh . . . Jessica and I have no relationship problems. We are good." 
 
    "I know you're good. I didn't say that you two have problems. What I said was that you are improving your relationship further. Better." 
 
    I shrugged and looked at his dirty pickup truck with my wife in it. The window was down, and she was looking at her phone, not at us. We were just two gentlemen talking.  
 
    "You are letting your wife be the best version of herself. She is happy. Can't you see?" 
 
    "I'll do everything to make my wife happy," I said. She looked up when I said that even though she didn't hear me. She smiled at me, and I smiled back. 
 
    "You do, and she told me that. Many times. But now, you are making her happier." 
 
    "Yeah. I guess so." 
 
    "You know so, Jason." He winked at Jessica. "Tell me, how many times you and your lovely wife over there fuck per day before she met me?" 
 
    "Well, I'm not . . . maybe thrice a week," I said. 
 
    "And after she met me? When we began chatting?" 
 
    "Several times a day." 
 
    "See?" Darius made a booming laugh. Then, he patted my shoulder. "Through this excellent arrangement of ours, everyone wins. You win, and she wins." 
 
    His hand on my shoulder felt like it weighed twenty kilograms.  
 
    "You win too," I said to him. 
 
    "I, my friend," Darius said, "always win." 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
    I returned to the office after they left. My shoes felt heavy as I walked from the lobby to the elevator. Kathrine Bjerg, the cute associate from the legal department, smiled at me. I looked at her legs and smiled back. 
 
    It was hard to concentrate on my work after that short event in the parking lot. I resumed reviewing presentations and editing graphs. I called some of our colleagues in  Sydney to clarify some data. Like Tom Meihofer, my co-worker, I also have a framed picture of my wife on my office desk. In this picture, she is wearing a white sundress, and she looks stunning.  
 
    At seven in the evening, Darius sent me a message on one of my social media accounts. The message had a picture attached to it.  
 
    Enjoying coffee with your beautiful wife, the message said. 
 
    They were in a coffee shop on Redwood Avenue. Jessica and I had been in that place a couple of times. It was her second favorite place to get coffee. The ambiance there was good, and the place played gentle, classical music. 
 
    Darius was the one who took the selfie. They were sitting together, and he had one arm around her shoulders. He was grinning, and she was smiling shyly. Their bodies were so close together, and her left hand was on his large thigh. My voluptuous wife looks petite next to him. 
 
    Darius sent another picture. This one was a side profile of my wife standing up and ordering coffee. She was alone in this picture. The very short hemline of her alluring mini dress really displayed her sensational legs. The picture highlighted her perfect curves. Small waist, full tits, round ass. 
 
    "Nice picture," I replied simply. 
 
    "Yeah, man," Darius replied. "Your wife's fucking hot. Imagine her sitting on my dick." 
 
    "Jeez, man," I replied. 
 
    "Hey, man. She's back. Later." 
 
     I did imagine that. I pictured Jessica slowly impaling herself on Darius' massive dick while leaking her love juices all over it. I imagined her biting her lip and steadying herself while taking his pussy-stretching girth all in. 
 
    "Hey, dude," Tom Meihofer said to me. "You've been staring at that phone of yours for ten minutes. You're not moving. Everything all right?" 
 
    "Ah yeah," I replied. "Wife sent me some shopping list. She asked me to drop by at the mall first before going home." 
 
    "Well," Tom said and laughed. "Good luck on that." 
 
    After thirty minutes, Darius sent me a photo again. I breathed deeply before looking at it. They were walking towards the entrance of CMS Cinema. Darius let my wife walk a few steps ahead of him, and then he took the picture. Many people were there, all lined up to watch the latest movies. From the photo Darius sent, I could see that some men were also staring at my wife's luscious ass.  
 
    Movie with Jessica, the message said. I swallowed as I stared at my wife's perfect legs. 
 
    "Hey, man, you there?" Darius messaged me. They were probably inside the theater already, sitting beside each other. 
 
    "Hey, man," I replied. I have already shut down the computer. Since I couldn't concentrate here in the office, I decided to just continue my work at home. I was outside, in the basement parking lot, getting into my car. 
 
    "I had my hand on Jessica's butt earlier," Darius typed. 
 
    "Uh-uh," I replied and then started the engine of the car. No big deal. 
 
    "Your wife didn't say anything," Darius replied. "Didn't remove my hand. She just smiled at me. How about that, buddy? All the men who saw us entering the theater were all fucking jealous." 
 
    "Yeah. Happens to me all the time, Darius," I replied. I leaned back on the car seat and pictured Darius' massive hand on my wife's perfect, round butt. I imagined him squeezing it and my wife, wide-eyed at such a bold act, making a cute gasp. 
 
    "I want to bend your wife over then fuck her like a slut. You think she'll agree? Give her a taste of this thick black dick?" Darius typed. 
 
    "Yeah," I said, trying to sound dismissive. "Good luck with that," I replied, repeating what Tom Meihofer told me earlier at the office. 
 
    I sat down heavily on the couch when I arrived at our house. I put my backpack and my laptop on the living room table and opened the smart TV.  
 
    What the hell am I thinking about allowing Jessica to go on a date with another man? I mean, she's my wife, and I don't really allow her to do anything. She can do what she wants. But this . . . this is beyond the realm of a typical husband and wife relationship. 
 
    Is it, though? a voice inside my head said.  
 
    "Hey, man," Darius messaged me again. "I got my hand on your wife's thigh this time. I'm rubbing it, and she's just allowing me." 
 
    "Yeah?" 
 
    "Yeah," Darius replied after a minute. "I want to finger her pussy, but, fuck, there's a lot of people here. We should have chosen an indie movie, not this one. No privacy here." 
 
    "Well, that's too bad," I replied. 
 
    Darius replied with an emoji of a thumbs up. 
 
    I opened my laptop and looked at pictures of my beautiful wife in her social media account. I scrolled down to the last five years.  
 
    There were pictures when Jessica was still in college in Arkport, where she was an art major. Some photos were posted when we had just started dating. There's a full gallery of pictures from our wedding day. I clicked at that. She was absolutely breathtaking during that day. She wore a soft lace sheath wedding dress with low back. The dress showed a delicious amount of cleavage. I was not the only man at our wedding with a hard dick that day. Jessica wore her hair down. She is taller and prettier, and lovelier than most of her bridesmaids. Her smile was perfect, and she was blushing while walking down the aisle.  
 
    I was there, waiting for her, much like now. 
 
    Darius told me that he'd bring my wife home by ten, but it was already five minutes past that. Where are they?  I didn't want to text Darius or my wife. I didn't want to appear petty or impatient. I allowed this date to happen. There's no harm in letting them enjoy themselves for a little longer. 
 
    I leaned back at the couch and closed my eyes, and started rubbing my cock, imagining what the two might be doing at that very moment. I knew that the movie was already finished by this point. So, where are they?  
 
    My cock got even harder at the thought that Jessica might be eagerly sucking Darius' big cock this very moment. They were probably in the parking lot, inside Darius' dirty and sandy pickup truck. Her drool was probably dripping on his balls while Darius' big hand was pushing her face further down, testing the limit of her gag reflex and telling her, yes, baby, you can do it. 
 
    It was hot imagining my wife's beautiful face while her mouth was full of Darius' humungous cock. I started stroking my cock faster. My eyes went to her picture on my laptop, the one where she was standing wearing her sexy white wedding dress with flowers in her hand, radiant and smiling. Then, my mind went to how small and vulnerable she looked beside Darius earlier in the parking lot. They might be fucking in the backseat of his pickup truck at that very moment. Darius is massive. It would be a tight fit with both of them there, but they'd manage. Horny people always do. 
 
    My phone rang while I was in the middle of these fantasies. I quickly put my cock back in my pants and answered it. 
 
    "Hey, babe," Jessica said sweetly to me. "The movie's done, and Darius bought some pizza. It's already past ten so . . . I suggested that we'd just have dinner there at our house. So, we're going there now. I mean, is that all right? What do you think?" 
 
    I thought about it for a second. I'd feel much better if they spent the rest of the night here rather than at Darius' place. So, I said yes. Sure.  
 
    "Oh. Thank you!" Jessica said happily.  
 
    They arrived after fifteen minutes. I waited for them at the door. Jessica happily ran to me and hugged me, and then we kissed like we hadn't seen each other for a couple of days. I observed her subtly. She looked the same when I met her in the parking lot of Lexton earlier. She still looked fresh and beautiful. I was pretty sure that they hadn't fucked.  
 
    "Hey, buddy," Darius said. He was holding two boxes of pizza and some soda. "Apologies if we are a little late. Traffic, you know." 
 
    "Yeah. I know, man. Come inside. Welcome to our humble house." 
 
    "Nice place you got here," Darius said.  
 
    "Let's put those pizzas in the kitchen first," Jessica said. 
 
    "Should we heat those pizzas now?" I asked both of them. 
 
    Darius shrugged and sat down on the sofa. It creaked as it accepted his full weight. That pizza was the least of his concern. He was looking at my wife's sexy butt.   
 
    "Well, I'm not really that hungry yet," Jessica said. She went to the kitchen, opened the refrigerator, and took two bottled water. She gave one to Darius, who drank it all in three seconds.  
 
    "Well, me too. I had some snacks in the office before I left," I said. 
 
    Jessica went to me and surprised me when she sat on my lap, then put both arms around my neck. 
 
    "Good stuff," Darius muttered. He was looking at us. 
 
    Jessica nuzzled my neck, and I rubbed her exposed thighs. Darius looked around the house, probably computing an estimate of the construction cost in his mind. That's his business, after all.  
 
    "Nice place you got here," he said again, and I just nodded. 
 
    "So?" I coughed. "How was the, uhhh, how was the date?" I asked both of them.  
 
    Darius shrugged again, and Jessica answered. "Oh. As you know, we just went for coffee at PurpleLeaf, then we watched Guardians of the Sand. It is a nice movie. I quite enjoyed it." 
 
    "I'm too fucking old for movies like that," Darius said. He put both of his large arms at the back of the sofa. He was looking at my wife's smooth legs. 
 
    Jessica stopped nuzzling my neck and looked at him. "You're still young, Darius."  
 
    "I'm forty years old, baby." 
 
    My wife laughed cutely. "You're not even thirty-nine yet." 
 
    "Oh. We also saw Michelle there," Jessica remembered. Michelle is my co-worker Tom's wife. "But she was leaving when we arrived. She was with an older man. She said he is their neighbor." 
 
    "Hmmm? Really?" 
 
    "Hey, Jessica," Darius said. "Why don't you go upstairs, maybe change into something comfortable, huh?" 
 
    My wife looked at Darius for a second and then looked at me. I made a slight frown. So, Darius was ordering my wife around now? 
 
    "Umm, all right. I'll be right back," my wife said. Darius and I watched her run up the stairs, focusing our eyes on her cute butt and long legs. 
 
    "Goddamn wonderful woman," Darius said. 
 
    "Yep," I said. 
 
    "My ex-wife was like Jessica, you know." 
 
    "Same personality?" 
 
     "Yeah. Nearly the same. Smart and friendly, and bubbly. And like your wife up there, she also has a very fuckable, smoking-hot body." 
 
    "All right." 
 
    "We made out in the parking lot earlier, you know. That's the reason why we were late." Darius said with a grin. 
 
    "What?" I could hear the beating of my heart and feel the heat in my balls. 
 
    "Yeah, man. Some French-kissing. I played with her tits. Fucking glorious. So full and soft in my hands. I sucked your wife's nipples like it was my last day on earth."  
 
    I felt the earth's gravity getting heavier as I leaned back on the sofa and listened to him. 
 
    "I'm getting hard just remembering it," Darius said and looked upstairs where my wife was changing. "After feasting on her breasts, I gave her a nice and long and hard finger fuck." 
 
    "No way." 
 
    "Yes way, my man. Look, here's Jessica's panties on my pocket." Darius showed me my wife's panties and then returned them in his pocket. "First date souvenir, right?" 
 
    I looked upstairs too. My wife hadn't come out yet. 
 
    "Your wife is a slut, buddy," Darius said seriously, his elbows on his legs. I started to say something, but he raised his palm, and he continued. "Your wife up there is a slut, but she is also a good person. Those are not mutually exclusive. But you get my point. And listen to me, what you will allow to happen tonight will elevate your and your wife's relationship to a new level." 
 
    What is this guy saying? "What do you mean?" I asked Darius. 
 
    "Just go with the flow, man. Just go with the flow." 
 
    "The flow?" 
 
    "Yeah. Listen. I'm serious now. I'm going to give Jessica the best fuck of her life tonight. I'm gonna fuck her until her mind goes blank. I'm gonna fuck her with my big dick until she screams my name. Now? Is that all right?" 
 
    "What? No? That's not all right." I had a sudden thought of punching Darius in the face but stopped myself. Engaging this man in a physical confrontation is a bad idea. 
 
    "Hey. Hey. Listen," Darius raised his palms and then spread them, making a point, emphasizing his ridiculous idea. "This is not just for you. This is also for her. She wants this. So, give it to her. That is what a good husband does, man. Think about that." 
 
    I didn't answer him, but in the back of my mind, I knew that he was telling the truth. I simply nodded. 
 
    "Good man," Darius said with a broad smile on his face. "Good man. Now let's go upstairs. To your bedroom. Jessica's waiting for us." 
 
    "Uhhh. Let's wait for her here, I think. She's just changing." 
 
    "No," Darius said with absolute certainty. He stood up and walked up the stairs. "Your wife is waiting for us." 
 
    I put both of my hands on my thighs and stood up.  
 
    I followed Darius. 
 
    When we entered our bedroom, Jessica was standing in front of the full-body mirror. She was adjusting the thin strap of the yellow sundress that she was wearing.  
 
    Darius whistled when he entered, and my wife turned to look at us. She was blushing.  
 
    "You look smoking hot," Darius said to her. He adjusted the front of his pants.  
 
    My cock twitched while looking at her. It seemed she was really waiting for us. Her yellow summer dress had a lace design on the bust and waist part. It reached a few inches above the knee and had a cute ribbon tie at the back. Her hair was down and flowed nicely at her shoulders. 
 
    "Babe," Jessica looked at me and then made a little twirl. The hem of her sundress swirled cutely on her smooth thighs. "What do you think?" 
 
    "God, I love you," I said. I heard Darius chuckle beside me. 
 
    "Oh. You're so sweet," my wife said and then put her arms around my neck and kissed me. She smiled when she felt how hard I was.  
 
    She hugged me tighter and whispered in my ear, "Thank you."  
 
    I squeezed her soft butt as an answer. And, after a minute of wet and torrid kissing, she let me go and stood between Darius and me.  
 
    Jessica and I were breathing heavily. I could see the quick rise and fall of her chest. No one was moving. Darius was just standing there looking at my wife intensely, letting his eyes crawl over her sexy figure. We were all waiting on who would make the first move. 
 
    Darius made the first move, of course.  
 
    "Come here, baby." Darius grabbed my wife's arm and led her to the middle of the room. Jessica looked back at me. Her arm was tiny compared to Darius'.  
 
    I sat on a chair and waited for what would happen next. Darius left my wife standing in the middle of our bedroom while he sat on the bed. Our bed creaked when it received the man's full weight.  
 
    "Take off your panties, Jessica," Darius ordered her. My wife looked at me again, then did what Darius ordered her to do. We were watching her every move, every reaction on her face. She bent her waist, took her pink lacy panties off, and then threw it in my direction.  
 
    While sitting on the bed with his feet on the bedroom floor, Darius grinned and removed his pants and underwear. Jessica gasped when she saw his cock again. She hadn't seen it in actuality, only by the dick pic he sent days ago. 
 
    Darius was already hard, and his cock, like the rest of his body, was goddamn massive. My wife can't take that, I thought. Man, you'll break her. 
 
    "Why are you still standing there, Jessica?" Darius asked her. "Come over here and suck my dick." 
 
    But then Darius raised his palm to stop her when she started walking towards him. 
 
    "No," Darius said with malice in his eyes. "I want you to crawl." 
 
    "Hey, man . . ." I began to say something, but I stopped when I saw Jessica going down on the floor on her hands and knees.  
 
    I remembered the first time I met Jessica. Her company, BlueStudios, made a sales pitch to Lexton, and she was part of their marketing team. I was one of the dozen associates who listened to the pitch.  
 
    While her boss was presenting, I was looking at her. She was wearing a white blouse, a red skirt, and nerdy glasses. Her hair was tied in a nice bun. I remembered thinking that time that she looked like the world's sexiest office worker. She was the prettiest woman there.  
 
    When the presentation was over, some of my male colleagues tried to chat her up and asked for her number. I was too shy, though, and I wasn't really into competition. So, I just watched as she turned them down politely, one after the other. 
 
    A month later, I saw her in my favorite bookstore. She was in the sci-fi section. Our eyes met, and I knew that she recognized me. Jason Milton, the tall nerdy, and awkward-looking junior analyst from Lexton. The only man from the company who didn't try to hit on her or touch her butt.  
 
    I was a little shy, so I simply stood there looking at her while holding a thriller book written by Jamar Mitchell. I remembered that day like it was yesterday. Jessica was wearing jeans and a simple white shirt. My future wife smiled when she saw me, and my heart somersaulted inside my chest. 
 
    And on the night of the seventh of April, which was a Thursday, I watched my wife in a sexy sundress crawl slowly towards Darius Johnson's huge cock. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
    It took her a very long five minutes before her lips finally reached the hairy base of Darius' massive cock. She cried, and she gagged, and drool flowed down her chin, but she eventually managed it. 
 
    "Good slut," Darius congratulated her while patting her head. Her cheeks were bulging due to the fat girth of his veiny dick.  
 
    "What do you think, huh? Talented wife you got here, Jason. She's a natural dick sucker. Look, there are tears in her eyes, but she's still holding on. What determination! I'm gonna rate her ten out of ten," Darius laughed. 
 
    I was sitting on a chair near the bed, my eyes glued to my wife's blushing face. I didn't say anything. I was hard as a diamond.  
 
    "Babe . . . are you all right?" I asked her, a little worried. 
 
    She couldn't answer, of course. Her mouth was full of dick, but she nodded.  
 
    Darius stood up from the bed, and then he began furiously fucking my wife's mouth. Jessica couldn't do anything. She was holding on to his big thighs like she was holding for dear life. Her eyes rolled back a couple of times. But she was determined. She always is.  
 
    "Yes, baby. That's right. Take it all in. Your mouth's the best," Darius praised her with a smirk and a grunt. 
 
    When Darius saw that she couldn't take anymore, he pulled his thick cock out of her mouth and then slapped her cheeks with it. He slapped her a couple of times with his wet dick. Darius used it like a whip until Jessica's cheeks turned pink. Then, when he's satisfied, he put it back in her mouth again. He also ordered her to lick and suck his orange-sized balls.  
 
    "Hey, Jason," Darius said to me. "Why don't you go behind Jessica and break her in for me." 
 
    Jessica's eyes followed me as I positioned myself behind her. I dropped my pants, and my hard cock sprung in attention.  
 
    I lifted the hem of her sundress and bundled it on her waist. I was breathing fast and hard, and my mouth was open. Jessica made a cute little shake of her round ass and then spread her legs for me. I heard her moan when I caressed her pussy. She was already soaking wet. Her love juices were dripping down her legs. She was so turned on, and I thought there was no more need to "break her in" like Darius said.  
 
    But still, I wanted to be the first to fuck her tonight, not this stranger who she met inside a convenience store a couple of days ago. I lined my cock in her steaming entrance, and she moaned when I slid fully inside of her. She's always so tight, and I gritted my teeth and grunted as I began fucking her. 
 
    "Hey, Jessica," Darius said to my wife. He held her head steady while his massive dick was in her throat. "Look at me while your husband fucks you." 
 
    I thrust with all the energy I could give. I held my wife's sexy waist. I slapped her round ass again and again until it turned pink, and yet I didn't slow down. I intended to prove that Darius Johnson wasn't the only bull in this three-way relationship.  
 
    "Ohh . . . my god . . . I'm coming." Jessica said and looked back at me, love and lust in her beautiful eyes. 
 
    "Hey. Hey," Darius said to her. Who told you to let go of my cock? Go back to sucking."  
 
    We stayed in that position for fifteen minutes. I didn't know how I lasted that long. Jessica came several times. I could tell from her deep and loud moans and the way her tight pussy clenched at my dick.  
 
    "Fuck. I'm near," I grunted, gripping my wife's waist tighter. 
 
    Darius, it seemed, didn't hear me because he suddenly pulled Jessica up and threw her in our soft bed.  
 
    "I think she's ready now, buddy. Thanks. You can sit back down now and watch as I fuck your wife's brains out." 
 
    I sat back down on the chair while my balls were on fire. Jessica, her chest heaving and her face flushed looked at me. 
 
    Darius promised that he would fuck the hell out of my wife, and that was what he did.  
 
    "Darius . . ." Jessica whimpered when he began stretching her tight pussy walls with his obscenely thick cock. 
 
    "I'm gonna go balls deep in you, Jessica," Darius promised her as he sank inch by inch. "I'm gonna fuck you with my big black cock. No other cock can satisfy you again after this." 
 
    Uhh, that doesn't sound very beneficial to me, I thought as I stroked my dick. 
 
    "There you go, slut." Darius grinned once he got it all in. "Goddamn, your pussy's really tight."  
 
    Darius didn't move for some time. He was just there on top of her, letting his giant cock marinate inside my wife's pussy.  
 
    "Yeah. That's right. Let's give your pussy a few moments to adjust." He said to her, and my wife simply nodded while biting her lip. 
 
    "I'm coming . . ." Jessica said while looking at Darius' smirking face. She was trembling. My wife tried to wrap her legs around his thick waist. But Darius was so huge that she couldn't wrap them around him entirely. 
 
    Jessica came while they were in that position, with Darius on top of her and not even moving an inch. Just the feel of his huge dick was enough to send her over the edge. Her body shuddered, and her eyes closed. She cried loudly in pleasure as her hands gripped the bedsheet. She looked so beautiful. 
 
    Darius looked at me and nodded as if to say, hey, buddy, see? I made your wife orgasm, and I'm not even fucking her yet. 
 
    And when he finally began fucking her, he fucked her hard.  
 
    He fucked her until three in the morning while I watched.  
 
    He pounded Jessica so hard with his long dick that our bed creaked in protest every time he slammed into her. My wife's eyeballs rolled back in her head every time Darius reached her sweetest spot. He gripped her hair and ran his long tongue on her neck, and kissed her on the mouth. I stroked my cock faster. 
 
    She came again, but Darius didn't slow down to observe this time. He just continued pounding away. Darius kissed her torridly while she was coming, and she moaned in his mouth. He then turned her over and pounded her face down, ass up. He pulled her hair back and then smacked her ass so loud that it echoed across the room.  
 
    "Do that again, please," Jessica begged him with hazy eyes. Her face was wet with sweat, and her hair was a mess. Darius slapped her ass many times with his big palm, and every time he did that, her pussy clenched tighter around his veiny dick. Darius pressed her head on the bed while he huffed and groaned like a human jackhammer. 
 
    "Get on top," Darius ordered. 
 
    "Yes, sir . . . " Jessica said in a soft voice. She looked out of it, but she gave me a loving smile when her eyes found me. 
 
    She went on top of Darius with shaky legs. She squeezed his thick balls, stroked his cock, then lined its bulbous head on the dripping entrance of her pussy.  
 
    "So big . . ." she said to no one. She bit her lip, a delicious frown on her face as she sank on his long cock.  
 
    "Hmmm," Darius said with a confident grin. "You are not a hundred percent used to its size yet. Maybe I should fuck you every day from now on. What do you think, Jessica, huh?" 
 
    My wife didn't answer, though I saw her make a slightly embarrassed nod. I watched her reach a mini-orgasm when she finally got Darius' cock fully impaled in her. She came again after two minutes of riding him. Her perfect tits bounced perkily as she rode him again and again. She brushed her hair back sexily while looking at me with sultry eyes. Darius grabbed her bouncing breasts, played with them, and pinched her hard nipples. She rode him for a long time until her legs gave up, and she fell on his broad chest, flushed and panting. 
 
    "Hey, no resting, Jessica. We are not done yet," Darius said to her.  
 
    So, what he did was wrap his big hands around my wife's narrow waist and bounce her up and down on his dick.  
 
    "Oh god . . . oh god . . . oh god . . ." Jessica moaned incoherently.  
 
    "Fuck yeah!" Darius shouted. He was groaning deeply now, and I knew he was close. 
 
    "Oh . . . I'm going to come again!" Jessica sobbed. 
 
    I was on the edge too. I rushed and stood beside my wife on the bed and aimed my cock at her face. She took me in her mouth, played with my balls, and sucked my cock hungrily while still bouncing furiously on Darius' big dick. 
 
    "Goddamn. I'm coming!" Darius growled. His neck and arms were tensed. He gripped my wife's waist tighter and slammed her faster. Our bedroom was filled with the lewd sound of their fucking.  
 
    I came first, my whole body shaking as I spurted my thick seed in her throat, which she swallowed eagerly and hungrily. Darius came next, groaning loudly, erupting inside my wife's pussy with a copious amount of cum.  And while he was blasting thick and sticky juice on her pussy walls, Jessica reached a mind-numbing, earth-shattering orgasm. She trembled, spasmed, and cried loudly, tears of pleasure running down her cheeks. 
 
    After that, I lay on the bed while my wife rested on Darius's broad chest. His dick was still inside her. Jessica and I looked at each other. She brushed sweaty hair out of her face. She was still trembling and breathing fast.  
 
    We smiled at each other, making a silent conversation, the kind that only married people would understand. 
 
    I felt a little bit tired after coming, so I closed my eyes for a few seconds. 
 
    But it wasn't just a few seconds. When I opened my eyes, an hour had already passed. I turned my head to the side and realized that I was the only person in our bedroom. Darius and my wife weren't here. I stood up so fast like an electrocuted man. Fuck, I thought, my heart pumping wildly inside my chest. Where are they?  
 
    I looked around. Jessica's yellow sundress and her underwear were on the bedroom floor. Her closet was open. Did they go out? Maybe Darius took my wife to his place to resume fucking her there. What the hell, I thought. 
 
    "Your pussy's the best, Jess!" I heard Darius say from the living room below. I could hear the percussive smacking of flesh. They were doing it again. 
 
    "Oh. Oh. Yes. Keep fucking me, Darius! I sooo love your big cock!" Jessica said between delicious gasps and moans. 
 
    Jessica was bent over the sofa while Darius was pounding her from behind. His hand was tightly gripping her hair. Jessica was wearing her beautiful lacy wedding dress. Darius grinned at me and gave me a thumbs up.  
 
    My wife looked at me with far-away eyes. She was panting and looked delirious with lust. 
 
    I joined them, and Darius and I took turns fucking my wife. Twice, we fucked her at the same time. One in the back and one in the front. Jessica almost fainted. Darius ordered her to keep the wedding dress on, and she obeyed.  
 
    I watched as they rutted on the floor. They were even hornier than before. They kissed and sucked each other's tongues. Darius sat Jessica on the sofa, opened her legs, and fingered her furiously until she came. Then he made her clean his fingers with her mouth. While he was fingering her, I was sucking on her pebble-hard nipples. 
 
    Darius fucked my gorgeous wife all around the house. He fucked her on the living room floor, bent over the sink in the kitchen, even on the stairs. And, all the while, my wife was wearing her innocent-looking wedding dress.  
 
    Jessica came multiple times. And when it was over, I walked her to the bathroom, and we showered together. I soaped her body while she stroked my cock. I shampooed her hair while she played with my balls. We made out in the shower. We kissed, and I squeezed her tits and played with her slick pussy. We whispered I love yous to each other. 
 
    We walked out of the bathroom when we were finished, and I was surprised to find that Darius was still there in our bedroom. I thought he had left already.  
 
    He walked over to us, fully naked, with a malicious grin on his face, and then he carried Jessica back to the bathroom. She gasped, surprised but blushing. I was holding her hand, but I had to let it go. Darius patted my shoulder, and then they went inside the bathroom. He locked the door. They stayed there for forty-five minutes. I lay on the bed and listened to their moans and grunts. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    "Hey, babe," Jessica said sweetly while we were at the mall. We were walking and holding hands. "I'm just going for a little bit of shopping. I feel like I'm running out of dresses. Do you want to come with me?" she asked.  
 
    Look, I love my wife with all of my heart, and I'd do anything for her. But, shopping with her . . . that could take hours. 
 
    "Ummm," I said, scratching my head. "Maybe I'll just wait for you here if that's okay? I'll read some emails on my phone. But I'll be here watching you." 
 
    She pouted. "Fine. But, give me your credit card." 
 
    I took out my wallet, pulled my card, and gave it to her quickly. My wife always asks for my card, but she never uses it when buying personal items. For that, she uses her own card. It's just a husband and wife ceremony that we have. 
 
    I sat on the bench. At least a dozen husbands or boyfriends were sitting there also waiting for their partners. 
 
    I watched my beautiful wife while she was browsing in the dresses section. She told me that Darius likes her in a dress, especially short and light-colored ones.  
 
    Darius went to Sudbury to finish his resort construction project, but he said he'd be back after a week.  
 
    Darius is right, I have to admit. After that night, our sex life improved significantly. Jessica's sex drive immeasurably increased. Now, she is always hot and horny. She often wakes me up in the morning with my cock in her mouth. Fingering her inside the car after I pick her up from work is now part of our delicious routine. We fuck at night and then during the early morning when we wake up. 
 
    Did I make the right decision in allowing Darius to enter our lives? It might be too early to say. But as long as Jessica is happy, I'm willing to give this a try. 
 
    "Damn, that woman is gorgeous," the man sitting beside me said. He was talking about Jessica. She was standing in front of a mirror with a pink dress in her hand.  
 
    "Yeah. She is," I said.  
 
    "Did you see her come here with someone? A boyfriend or a husband, maybe?" he asked. 
 
    I turned my head and looked at the man sitting beside me. He's black and big and as tall as Darius. But this one is a couple of years younger. He looks like an athlete, and he has a wolf tattoo on his arm. 
 
    "No," I lied. My hand was shaking slightly, and my heart was starting to beat fast. "I didn't see her arrive with someone. She's probably alone." 
 
    "Really? Good to hear." The man stood up. "I think I'll introduce myself," he said with a grin. 
 
    "Uhhh, Goodluck, I guess," I said to him. 
 
    "Thanks," he said. 
 
    I held my breath as I watched him walk confidently and approach my wife. 
 
    END 
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