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CHAPTER 1

“How’s the food?” I asked my wife.

“It’s excellent,” Marianne answered with a smile. It was Saturday, about eight in the evening. We were in Fork Cozy. It is a nice restaurant on 34th Street inside Windcrest Circle. I always take my gorgeous wife out for a date every Saturday night since we got married.

Marianne was wearing a little black dress. Her dress was classy yet sexy and it emphasized her hourglass figure. Her hair was tied up in an elegant bun and she had a pair of silver hoop earrings on. Her dress reminded me of the one she wore last week in Palm Point Beach. It wasn’t the same dress. This one she was wearing now was a bit more formal, but still sexy as hell.

Another couple was having a date near us. They looked to be our age and they seemed to be married like us. I noticed that the husband kept glancing at Marianne. He was constantly checking her out while eating his scallops and talking to his wife. Marianne knew that he was admiring her in a lusty way. It was okay. She is used to men looking at her like that.

The man’s wife was very pretty. I noticed her looking at me, but not in admiration, but more out of curiosity. Perhaps she was asking herself, “How did this average guy land such a stunning woman?”

“Their food is really good,” I said. I was munching on savory honey-grazed ribs and roasted potatoes, while Marianne ordered a plate of healthy herb-crusted salmon filled with lots of assorted vegetables.

I leaned forward. “You look so hot in that dress, babe,” I whispered.

“Thank you,” Marianne said. “Do you like it? This is not a new one. I bought it maybe three or four months ago. Remember that cocktail party in the office? I wore this that night.”

“Oh, I remember. That was the party where one of your married bosses tried to hit on you, right?” I grinned.

“Oh, many guys that night tried to hit on me,” Marianne teased me back.

“Even though they know that you’re married.”

“I was a bit mad that you didn’t come with me,” Marianne pouted.

“I was so busy. I had a big presentation the next day. I worked all night long.”

“It’s okay,” she smiled.

“Was anyone successful?”

“Hmmm?”

“Among all the guys that tried their best to charm you at that cocktail party, was anyone successful?” I asked lightly. I wouldn’t have asked Marianne this question until a week ago. What happened in Palm Point Beach changed how I see her, but not in a negative way. In my eyes, Marianne became even sexier and hotter.

Classical music played in the background. The place was almost full. Marianne bit her lower lip and she blushed. She hesitated before answering. “None, of course. They tried to flirt, but I reminded them that I’m a married woman. They know that. They mostly teased and made jokes and asked me why I was alone that night. Some said that I was stunning in my dress, but nothing beyond that. My co-workers were mostly respectful. They are nice guys, babe. We’re all friends there.”

“I bet,” I nodded. I’ve met her co-workers. She works in Sync Solutions – a mid-size IT firm here in Saint Michael. Sure, her male colleagues seem respectful and decent, but I’ve seen the way they looked at my wife. Their personal thoughts about her are not completely respectful. I’m sure of that.

“Also, from my experience, it’s not really a good idea to have a romantic relationship with your co-worker,” Marianne said.

That means she had exactly like that and it didn’t work out. When did that happen? Who was the guy? Do I know him? How did it start and how did it end? There are many things I want to know. So many details I want to have.

After what happened in Palm Point Beach last week, I tried several times to ask Marianne about the details of her past. Her wild adventures, as Simon said. I tried to be subtle in my questions, inserting them during normal conversations in a teasing way.

Hey, babe, how many relationships did you have before me? How long did these relationships last? A month? A week? Several days? Did you have one-night stands during your party days? What else did you do during that phase in your life, before you said yes when I got on one knee in front of you and asked you to marry me?

I got some answers, but they lacked details. Most of the time, Marianne would just blush and divert the topic.

We also haven’t really talked about what happened in that hotel room in Palm Point Beach with her ex-boyfriend and his friend. I felt like we really should sit down and have a talk about it. I also have a lot of questions about that.

Simon and Marianne and Travis were inside the hotel bedroom when that happened. I was outside by the door, standing and listening to them with my pounding heart and shaky knees, aroused like I have never been before. I listened and imagined, but never saw a single thing. All I heard were grunts and moans. I didn’t see anything. I teased Marianne to tell me in detail what happened inside after we got back here in Saint Michael. She only blushed and told me she was embarrassed to tell me everything, but she said that she enjoyed it very much and the two guys were amazing and that they were good to her. That made me jealous and turned me on like crazy.

Marianne also said that Simon took a video. Really? A video? My wife agreed to have her video taken while doing it with Simon and Travis? I asked her about it and she said she was okay with it and that she trusts Simon. She said that he’s a jerk, yes, but he’s actually a nice guy. I don’t believe that at all. You can’t be a jerk and a nice guy. That’s a contradiction.

“That’s good that your co-workers are respectful of you, babe,” I said. We were now having our dessert. Both of us ordered chocolate-dipped strawberries.

“Well, uh, except one,” Marianne said.

“Except one?”

“Yeah. Calvin Cole. He always teases me.”

“Calvin Cole? Who is he?”

“Um, I don’t think you’ve met him. He’s from the operations department. He’s new. Well, not exactly new. He’s from the Sundale City office. He just got transferred here to Saint Michael a few months ago. Our office desks are right next to each other.”

“Oh, okay. He’s not nice to you?”

“Oh, no, no, babe. Calvin is nice. He’s also extra sweet. But you know, he’s quite bold in a way that my other male colleagues are not.”

“Er, in what way?”

“He always compliments me in a flirty kind of way, I guess. Telling me how hot I was in my skirt and blouse, saying I have a sexy figure and that he likes the shape of my butt. You know, things like that.”

“Uh, what, babe? I don’t know. That sounds like workplace misconduct. Maybe you should talk to HR about it?”

“Um, I thought about that, but I changed my mind.”

“Why?”

“Calvin’s not all that bad, I think. He has a sweet side, too. Sometimes, he buys me coffee. He brings me chocolates every time he returns from his trip overseas.”

“Oh, I don’t know.”

“He’s okay, babe,” Marianne said sweetly. “Don’t worry about him. I can handle myself with these types of guys.”

“Alright,” I said. Yes, Marianne can handle herself. I was there when she handled Simon and Travis at the same time. “So, you, uh, like Calvin.”

“He’s charming, but he’s married.”

“What?”

“He’s married,” Marianne said. “I’ve met his wife — Eileen. She’s very pretty and she used to be a print model for Sumi Glow in New York.”

“You’ve met his wife?” I asked. “Babe, a married man should not be making moves on you.”

“Yeah, I know,” Marianne sighed and smiled. “I told Calvin that, but he’s a bit hardheaded.”

I remember what Simon told me last week. We were on the balcony of our hotel room in Palm Point. Simon was smoking a cigarette. Marianne was in the shower. Travis was in the living room and doing hard push-ups to condition himself for what was about to happen. Simon, my wife’s ex-boyfriend, said that Marianne used to be into married men, and that she found them hot and she swooned over them.

“Do you want me to talk to Calvin to make him back down?” I asked my wife, making my voice sound deeper, sitting with my back straight in my chair.

“Thank you, babe,” Marianne said. “But it’s really okay —”

Marianne’s phone started ringing. Could it be from her job? Is it work-related? Perhaps from her best friend, Michelle. Maybe it’s from Calvin. Who would call a married woman on a Saturday night when she is having a date with her husband?

You know who it is, man. Come on. You know who is calling. You’ve been expecting and dreading this call for a week. You know it's going to come and now it is here.

Marianne opened her handbag and took out her phone. She looked at me and showed me the name on the screen of her phone. It was Simon. Of course, it was Simon.

“Oh,” I said, sounding casual even though my palm was starting to sweat a little. “Answer him, babe.”

“Are you sure?” Marianne asked me.

“Yeah, yeah,” I said, smiling and trying to sound confident and cool. “It’s okay. Maybe it is something important.” That doesn’t make sense, though. What important thing does Simon have to say to my wife? He is her ex-boyfriend. She hooked up with him a week ago. With him and his friend. Is that the right term? Hook-up? Is that the right word to describe what happened in that hotel room with a balcony overlooking the beach? Can you still call it a hook-up when two big guys fucked your beautiful wife for several hours straight?

“Hello,” Marianne answered her phone. I pretended not to listen as I ate my dessert. “Oh, okay. Oh, that’s nice. You’re with Travis. Yes, yes, thank you. Everything is good. Brent and I are having dinner here at Fork Cozy here in — oh, you’ve been here. Yes, their food is really amazing,” Marianne was smiling. “Oh, I’m not sure. We’re just going home after this. We’re almost done. Oh, okay. Well, I think it’s okay. Alright, see you.”

“Everything good? What did he say?” I asked Marianne when the call was over. She put the phone back in her bag. My dessert was half-finished.

“Um, Simon said that he and Travis are just around the area. He asked if I wanted to hang-out with them. I told them we’re having a dinner date,” Marianne said.

“They’re near here?”

“Their office building is here in Windcrest Circle. Simon has an apartment in the 27th and Travis has a studio in Waystone. They live close to us.”

“Oh, right,” I said, not showing my surprise that my wife knows where they live. Have you been in Simon’s apartment, babe? Have you been in Travis’s condo? Have they invited you? No, I don’t think so. She only met Travis a week ago. She only reconnected with Simon a week ago. After the vacation at the beach, Marianne and I went straight home and resumed with our jobs and our daily lives. I know she constantly chats with the two guys and I have to admit that it bothers me, but constant texts are nothing compared to all the sex they already had.

Marianne likes both of them. Maybe she’s still in love with Simon? No, that’s not true. I don’t believe that. She has a crush on Travis, though. She likes his style and his tattoos.

I remember them slapping their hard cocks on her pretty face.

“So, they want to hang-out with you? Um, when?” I asked Marianne.

“Tonight,” Marianne answered. “They said they are coming here.”

“What?”

“I was surprised, too. They said they are already on the way.”

“But we’re having a date night,” I said, smiling. I sounded pitiful.

“I said that to Simon, too,” Marianne said. “I’ll just text him not to come.”

“Wait,” I said.

“Hmmm?”

“It’s okay,” I said.

“Are you sure, babe?” Marianne asked, studying my face.

“Yeah, I mean, it’s Saturday night. We don’t have work tomorrow. If you want to, uh, spend some time with the two guys, it’s okay. I’m not going to get jealous or anything like that,” I said, my heart pumping with a reasonable amount of jealousy.

“Um, okay,” Marianne reached for my hand. The man sitting across from us glanced at her perfect cleavage. “But, you know, if you want to, I'd rather spend the rest of the night with you, babe.”

“Hey,” I grinned. “We have all the time in the world.”


CHAPTER 2

Simon and Travis entered the restaurant at about eight that evening. They were wearing gym clothes. It looked like they just finished a ten-mile run. It looked like they just came from the gym and had just finished fifty sets of bench press and another hundred sets of deadlift. Some of the customers glanced at them. They were not dressed for the place. Simon and Travis stood out.

Both are tall and good-looking black men. They look like professional athletes. They have gravity. The waiter smiled courteously and asked for their reservation. Simon said that they had no reservations and they were here to meet their friends. They scanned the place. It was Travis who saw us first. He tapped his friend’s shoulder. Travis nodded in our direction. I raised my hand.

“They’re here,” I said to my wife, my voice sounding different. Marianne turned on her seat. She saw the guys immediately. Fork Cozy is a classy restaurant, but it isn’t that big. Simon and Travis grinned at her. Mariannes’s face lit up. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. The two guys walked towards us.

“Hey, guys,” Simon said. I stood up and shook their hands with a smile on my face.

“Hey, man,” I said, my voice steady. I gave them each a firm handshake – these guys who made my wife orgasm again and again.

“Don’t be so fucking formal,” Travis said with a small smile. He patted my shoulder like we were the best of friends.

“Hey, gorgeous,” Simon greeted my wife. I was sitting across from Marianne. Simon pulled out a chair and sat on Marianne’s right side. Travis sat across from him.

“Sorry for suddenly arriving like this,” Simon said as he leaned back in his chair and leered at my wife. He liked what he was seeing. Marianne smiled at him. “You’re not busy or anything, right? There’s nothing important going on?”

“We’re having a date,” I said.

“You’re really a romantic guy, man,” Travis said, looking around the restaurant. The couple who were also having a date near us looked curiously at our new companions.

“Nice place. I took Amanda Reese here once for a date,” Simon said.

“Amanda? I didn’t know that you were dating her,” Marianne asked with a raised eyebrow. She sounded slightly like a jealous girlfriend.

“It was only for a short while,” Simon said. “Amanda and I dated when we broke up, Marianne.”

“She is very pretty,” Marianne said.

“Not as pretty as you, and not as hot in bed,” Simon leaned forward and grinned. “I always imagined she was you while we were having sex.”

I looked at the couple dining near us. Thankfully, Simon didn’t speak too loudly. The couple didn’t seem to hear us.

“Really? You’re bad, Simon,” Marianne said. She wasn’t impressed. She pouted and shook her head. “I know Amanda. She’s nice.” Simon continued smiling unapologetically.

“I’m starving,” Travis said while staring at Marianne’s cleavage.

“You guys hungry? You want to order something?” I asked like I was the owner of the restaurant. I didn’t like the sound of my voice. I raised my hand and motioned to the waiter that we were going to order. Travis and Simon looked at each other and shrugged. Marianne took a sweet bite of her chocolate-dipped strawberry.

What is your problem, man? These guys fucked your wife. What are you doing, asking them if they want to order? Are you going to pay for their dinner? Really? Paying for the food of the men who double-teamed the woman you married?

The waiter handed the menu to the two men. They selected the same food that I ordered. They requested to double the meat servings. The waiter couldn’t keep his eyes away from Marianne. His eyes were locked on Marianne’s pretty face and luscious cleavage and long legs. Simon moved his chair closer to my wife and then placed his long arm around her shoulders. The waiter and the couple who were near us seemed surprised. I avoided their gaze. I could guess what they were thinking.

What on earth is going on here? That was probably what they were asking themselves. The gorgeous woman came here with this average-looking guy. We thought they were a couple – maybe a husband and wife. Both of them are wearing wedding rings. They were all sweet and romantic while talking and holding hands and feeding each other desserts. Then these two big guys arrived. They joined them at the table, and now the big guy sitting beside the “wife” has his arm around her? Who are these two guys? Who is the husband here? What is going on?

The waiter went to the kitchen to tell the chef the orders and the couple near us continued eating. They talked to each other quietly. Classical music continued playing in the background, masking our conversation. Thank god for that. I didn’t want anyone near us to hear what these two guys were saying.

“You look fucking hot tonight, Marianne,” Travis said, licking his lips. He was starving, but not just for food.

“Yes, she is. Always,” I said. Marianne gave me a loving smile, the kind a wife only gives to her husband. My heart fluttered and swelled.

“Thank you, guys,” she said.

“That isn’t the same dress that you wore at the hotel last week? No?” Simon asked, leaning back.

“No,” Marianne answered, “it’s a different dress. That dress was a bit shorter."

"Stand up," Simon told Marianne.

“I’m sorry?” I answered for my wife.

“What are you sorry about, man?” Travis asked me.

“Could you stand up for us, please, Marianne?” Simon said, putting the charm in his voice. “Travis and I here just want to fully see that classy dress that you’re wearing.”

Marianne looked at me. I took a deep breath. Are these guys serious? We’re in a restaurant where every table is occupied. This place is public. It’s full of people.

“It’s okay,” Marianne said sweetly. “Sure.”

“Here, I’ll help you,” Simon said, pulling back Marianne’s chair. The couple having a date near us were looking at us from the corner of their eyes. What is happening here? That was what they were thinking.

Marianne looked at me before she stood up. She looked really hot, as always. Travis’ and Simon’s eyes roamed all over her body. The hem of the dress Marianne was wearing was a few inches above her knees. It was sexy and classy, hugging her slim waist and giving just a teasing peek of her luscious cleavage.

Marianne looked like a goddess. She had very little makeup, almost none. Her hair was up in a bun with some cute strands of hair down on the back and the side of her pretty face. She looked shyly at us. She tucked her hair behind her ear.

Travis made a circling motion with his finger. Marianne nodded at him and then she slowly started to spin. My throat felt dry. Simon was nodding and smiling. Travis whistled softly. The guy sitting near us was trying his best to memorize the shape of Marianne’s butt. He pretended that he was checking his phone. He took a quick photo. The woman was starting to get annoyed at her date.

“Fucking hot,” Travis said.

“I got a hard-on under this table,” Simon said, his voice low so the people around us wouldn’t hear.

“Me, too,” Travis said.

“Me also,” I said, which was true. Under the table, I was rock hard. Marianne smiled.

Simon was sitting very close to Marianne. They looked like husband and wife. His big arm was still around her shoulders and she was not making any effort to remove it. I checked the customers one by one, my head moving slowly. Alright, good. There is nobody here that Marianne and I know. No friends, no co-workers. Thank god. I wouldn’t be able to explain to anyone why there were two men sitting with us during our date night and one of those men was acting like he was my wife’s husband. This would raise all sorts of rumors. Our apartment is just a twenty-minute walk from here. If someone we know entered this restaurant, I would have to ask these two to leave.

“Hey, I got an idea,” Simon said.

“Huh?” Marianne said.

“Do you wanna know, babe?” Simon asked her.

“I’m sure that whatever it is, it is not good,” Marianne said with a small, cute smile.

“Oh, it’s good. Here it is. Why don’t you get under the table and then hide under the cloth and then give Travis and me each a nice blowjob?”

“What?” I exclaimed, a little too loudly. The customers near us suspiciously glanced at me.

“That’s a good idea,” Travis said.

“That’s too risky,” I breathed.

“Life is a never-ending risk,” Travis said, again dropping quotes out of nowhere.

“So, what do you say, Marianne?” Simon asked.

Simon’s idea is ridiculous, of course. People would notice if Marianne suddenly crouched and hid under the table. The people dining near us would immediately know what was happening. It would be a scandal. We would get kicked out of here. I looked at Marianne, waiting for her to say no.

Wait, what? She appeared to be thinking seriously about it. She looked at the customers and the restaurant staff. Travis and Simon were waiting for her with anticipation. They seemed to be holding their breaths.

Come on, babe, don’t do this. It’s ridiculous. You’re my wife, the love of my life. You can’t just give blowjobs to guys in public. Marianne seemed like she wanted to do it. She thought about it some more and then she smiled and shook her head.

“It’s too risky, guys,” Marianne said. “There’s no way to do it without anybody knowing. The staff would tell us to leave.” She placed her hand on top of Simon’s. They looked so sweet. They looked like lovers. My heart ached. “Sorry, guys,” she said. My wife seemed to be actually sad that she couldn’t suck Travis’ and Simon’s cock right here and now.

“Ah,” Simon looked at our faces. “Come on, guys, I’m just kidding.” He placed a hand on Marianne’s knee. I should tell Simon to move. I should be the one sitting beside my wife, not across from her with this table between us.

“Have you ever had sex in public, Marianne?” Travis asked my wife. She didn’t answer immediately. She glanced at me and then looked at Travis.

“Um, yeah,” Marianne answered. Simon grinned.

“With whom?” Travis asked, leaning back comfortably in his chair.

“Simon and I did it several times in different places when we were dating – in the park, in the movies, in his car in the parking lot. He was into that thing.”

“Still is, babe,” Simon said. “Look at me.”

Marianne turned her head to her ex-boyfriend and then he kissed her on the lips. It wasn’t a long kiss. It only lasted maybe about five seconds. Their tongues touched for a bit. I didn’t say anything. It happened so fast.

The guy on a date beside us looked jealous. You’re not alone in what you’re feeling, buddy. Trust me. The man’s girlfriend looked curiously at me. She seemed disappointed, like whatever was happening was my fault. I could tell she knows that I am the husband. I am the one with the wedding ring. That was obvious. She was judging me. Why would a married man allow another man to kiss his wife? That was what she was thinking.

“Hey, I want a kiss, too,” Travis said. Marianne looked at me again. I didn’t say anything. I just shrugged and smiled at her.

“Um, okay, sure,” Marianne said. She stood up, placed both palms on the table and then she leaned forward and kissed Travis. It was also a quick kiss, but a bit longer than she had with Simon. The kiss was perhaps about six or seven seconds.

The woman near us was shocked. Her mouth was open. She couldn’t believe what she was seeing. She was probably thinking that my pretty wife was a slut. Her boyfriend looked shocked, too, but maybe for a different reason. He took another photo of my wife. He would jerk off to that photo tonight. I was sure of that. His girlfriend asked for the bill and they paid and then they stood up to leave.

“Have a nice evening,” the man said to Marianne as they were leaving. He tipped an imaginary hat. He seemed like an okay guy. Marianne smiled at him.


CHAPTER 3

“Oh, yeah, the food here is really good,” Simon said after he and Travis were done eating.

“Thanks for this, man,” Travis said to me. I never offered to pay for their meal. But, hey, you already fucked my wife, so what’s a few dollars more to cover your dinner, right? I don’t mind at all, even though your salaries are thrice mine.

“Where’s the menu?” Simon asked. “I’m craving for some sweets. Let’s order a dessert, dude.”

“Sure, why not?” Travis said. He raised his hand. The waiter approached us with the menu in his hand. He looked polite. He was wearing a red polo shirt and black pants. His hair was blonde and he was maybe about in his mid-twenties. He was standing close to Marianne. Travis and Simon ordered chocolate and fruit pies. The waiter took their orders without writing anything down. His eyes were on my wife.

“So, what were you guys talking about before Travis and I arrived?” Simon asked.

“Eh, daily stuff, work, future plans, you know. Things like that,” I answered. The guys didn’t like my vague answer. Marianne gave me a sweet smile as if to say, “it’s okay.”

“So?” Travis asked.

“Brent and I were talking about Calvin Cole,” my wife said.

“Calvin Cole?” Simon asked. “Sounds like a character from a comic book. Who is he?”

“He’s just a colleague who is a bit flirty,” Marianne said.

“He’s trying to hit on her,” I said. I didn’t know why I followed up with that.

“Interesting,” Simon said, “but that’s nothing new. All my friends want to fuck you.”

“You like him? This Calvin Cole?” Travis asked.

“He’s married,” Marianne said. I noticed that she didn’t directly answer Travis’ question.

“Now, it becomes even more interesting,” Simon grinned after tasting a spoonful of his chocolate dessert.

“You like fucking married guys, right, Marianne?” Travis asked and this made her blush.

“Come on, man,” I said without much conviction.

“Hey,” Travis shrugged and pointed at his friend. “That’s what this guy told me.”

“I used to date guys like that,” Marianne said, her voice soft, but there was no apology or regret in her tone. She wasn’t proud of it, but she wasn’t ashamed either. I don’t know what to feel about that.

“How many married men did you fuck?” Travis asked. He leaned forward and placed his big arms on the table.

Marianne met my eyes for a second. She looked cutely at the ceiling, remembering and making a tally. Oh, god. Seriously, babe? You really need to take a moment to count? Jeez. How many were they? How many married guys did you sleep with? Do I want to know the answer?

A group of friends entered the restaurant. They were having a night out. They were talking a bit loudly and they were all happy and full of energy. They sat near us. They were a group composed of four men and three women. The men’s smiles became even bigger when they saw Marianne. The women looked at Travis and Simon with open admiration. They didn’t show much interest in me and it was fine.

“Let’s get out of here and continue this talk somewhere else,” Simon suggested. He looked around and he nodded at the waiter. He raised his hands and motioned for the bill.

“Where?” I asked.

“Somewhere,” Simon said.

“It’s just that Marianne and I are planning to go straight home after this. There’s this movie I downloaded and we plan to just relax on our couch in our apartment and watch it tonight. So —”

“That’s a good idea,” Simon said.

“Uh, what?”

“Yeah, let’s hang out in your apartment,” Travis said.

“Well, it’s still a bit early,” Marianne said sweetly. She smiled and then gave me a hopeful look. Pretty please? She batted her eyelashes at me. There is no man in the whole world who could say no to that look.

“You guys live near here, right?” Travis asked. Simon already seemed to know where we live. Maybe Marianne already told him. Maybe he already visited our place when Marianne was alone and I wasn’t there. No, I don’t believe that. Not at all.

“Yeah, our apartment is on Mulberry Street.”

“A fifteen-minute walk,” Simon said helpfully. Travis grinned and shook his head at his friend.

The waiter handed our bill to me while happily staring at Marianne’s body. She met his eyes and gave him a polite smile. The waiter looked like he was going to ask for her name and number. I took out my card from my wallet and handed it to the guy. He returned with my receipt.

Simon held Marianne’s hand like a proper gentleman and helped her to stand up. She thanked him. She held his hand for a few more moments before letting go. My legs were feeling weak. I placed my palms on the table and then I stood up.

“Thanks for the dinner, man,” Travis said to me with a serious face. “It’ll be our treat next time.”

“Sure,” I said calmly. It would be their treat next time? Yeah? That was one way of telling me that we would do this again. Does that mean these two plan on joining every time my wife and I are having a Saturday date night? Is that the plan?

Marianne smiled at me. She took my hand and we walked out of the restaurant. Simon and Travis walked in front of us. The male customers ogled Marianne. She’s a total headturner in her sexy, little black dress.

“Did you drive over here?” Simon asked when we were outside the restaurant.

“No, we just walked,” I answered. I looked up at the tall buildings. It was a good night. The air was cool. Cars moved slowly on the wide road. All the restaurants and coffee shops and stores were open. There were a lot of people. There were couples walking hand in hand. Some were on their way to have dinner with their friends. Some just got off work. Some were on their way to a party. There was a violinist on the sidewalk. He was wearing sunglasses even though the sun had set hours ago. There was a guy playing guitar. He had long hair and he had a good voice and people were around him. Traffic lights turned to red and yellow and green. People walked in different directions. It was a normal Saturday night here in Windcrest Circle in Saint Michael City. Travis walked behind Marianne and he squeezed her butt.

“Hey!” my wife said. She sounded annoyed, but there was a small smile on her lips. Travis grinned at her.

“This’ll be a good fucking night,” Simon said.

“You guys wanna ride a cab or —”

“Nah, let’s walk,” Simon said.

It was a good night for a walk. I held Marianne’s hand and the two guys gave us space. They walked behind us. Simon lit a cigarette. Marianne looked at him with disapproval. He grinned at her.

Guys walking on the sidewalk opposite our direction glanced at Marianne with admiration and lust. She is used to it. It doesn’t bother her. I felt proud. This gorgeous woman holding my hand is my wife. How about that, huh? And, oh, yeah, right. Those two big guys walking behind us are her, uh, I don’t know. What should I call them? Her fuck buddies? Her friends-with-benefits? Is that the right word? We are walking to our apartment. They will hang-out with us and they will probably fuck my wife. Also, tonight is supposed to be our date night. But, hey, not all plans happen as one intends for them to happen.

This evening just took an unexpected turn and I had no choice but to see where it would go. I had an idea, though. It could go with Marianne lying on the bed with Travis’ cock hitting the back of her throat and Simon’s big dick buried deep inside her sweet pussy.

We could see our apartment building now. The place where we live isn’t really that big. The building has five floors and a total of twenty rooms.  Our two-bedroom apartment is on the fifth floor. We have a small balcony. We love our apartment. It faces east and it receives a healthy amount of sunlight in the morning. We have some potted plants on the balcony. There are vines with green leaves and small purple and pink flowers that grow around the railing. We have rosemarys and asters and basil. Marianne loves collecting plants and growing them.

“That’s our place,” I said, pointing at the top left part of the small building. Simon didn’t say anything. Nice, Travis said while staring at Marianne’s round butt. I remembered him unloading his come on my wife’s luscious tits.

I typed in the code to unlock the front door of the building. Marianne and I entered first. Henry, the doorman who also works as the receptionist, greeted us with a good evening. He eyed our companions curiously. He didn’t say anything.

“Hey, man,” I greeted Henry. He gave me a polite smile, hands clasped behind his back.

“Good evening,” Marianne greeted him. Henry beamed at my wife, appreciating her stunning look.

There was a big guy waiting by the elevator. He was holding perhaps four large plastic bags filled with groceries. I have seen this guy several times. He was about maybe in his early forties. He had a thick beard and a round belly. He was wearing a gray shirt and white shorts. He had an annoyed and bored look on his face, which immediately changed when he saw Marianne. He stared at my wife. The look of boredom disappeared from his face. He checked her whole body out. His eyes roamed all over her, enjoying the view of her long legs, the curve of her ass, her slim waist, the firm shape of her tits, her elegant shoulder – everything about my wife.

Travis noticed the man looking. He exhaled, which sounded like a growl. The guy waiting for the elevator was huge. He is as tall as Simon, but once he noticed Travis’ stare, he looked away and stopped leering at Marianne.

“How about we take the stairs?” Simon suggested.

“Huh?” I said. “The elevator is right here.”

“What do you think, Marianne?” Simon asked.

Marianne looked at me. “Either way is good,” she answered.

“Come on,” Simon said, “it’s a short climb. Your apartment is on the fifth floor, right? You could use the exercise.”

I could use the what? I’m not overweight or anything. Sure, I may have gained a little weight from eating bacon pizza thrice a week, but my body mass is still in the normal range for my height. I go to the gym and I run every weekend.

“Elevator is for the weak,” Travis said with a straight face, like he was declaring the secret of the universe.

The elevator door opened and the big guy with the groceries got in. The elevator closed. “Alright, let us take the stairs,” I said.

I opened the door near the elevator and we started walking up the stairs. These stairs lead up to every floor and are rarely used except during times when the elevator is being serviced or during earthquake drills in which very few tenants participate. Since it was his idea, I let Simon climb first. Travis was a few steps behind him. Marianne and I walked beside each other. We were not in a rush. We took our time.

“You okay, babe?” I asked my wife.

“I’m good,” Marianne said, slightly blushing.

“This is not part of my plan for our date night,” I said, smiling.

“I’m liking how it's going so far,” she said, teasing me.

We were near the emergency exit door on the third floor when Simon stopped. There was a small, rectangular window in the middle of the door. It was dusty. Simon checked the other side of the door and saw no one. He nodded at his friend.

“Have you ever been fucked in a fire stairwell, Marianne?” Travis asked casually. “I’m just curious.”

My wife looked shyly at me. “Um, yes,” she answered. The two men liked that answer. Marianne and I have never had sex in a stairwell before. That meant she wasn’t talking about me.

Simon turned to Marianne. Travis placed his hand on the metal railing and looked up and down like he was studying the whole architecture of the stairwell.

“Let’s stop here and rest,” Simon suggested. The four of us were standing in the square landing area beside the door that led to the third floor of the apartment building. Stop and rest? But no one is tired? The climb was easy.

“Eh, guys, why are we stopping here?” I asked. “We’re near our floor. Just two more flights of stairs and we are there. Also, it’s a bit hot here.”

Simon and Travis didn’t answer me. They were not really interested in whatever I was saying. Their whole focus was on my wife. They were looking at Marianne. The bulges in front of their pants were pointed at her. Marianne’s hand loosened around mine. She let go of my hand.

“Hey, man,” Simon said to me.

“Yeah?” I said.

“Could you give us a bit of space, just for a while? Yeah?”

“Huh?”

The two guys took a step forward. I had to step back. Marianne remained in her place. She looked at the faces of the men. She was breathing deeply and slowly. She bit her lower lip in anticipation.

“I’ve been waiting all night for this,” Travis said.

“You’re just so damn gorgeous, babe,” Simon said. “Just so damn hot.” Simon licked his lips. Marianne gave me a quick, shy look. I took another half step back to give them space. My eyes felt hot, my heart thumping inside my chest. Really? They are going to do it here? This is the plan? This is what these two guys had on their minds when they suggested taking the emergency stairs?

“So, Marianne,” Travis asked. “Who was the lucky guy who fucked you in a fire stairwell before?”

Marianne glanced at me again before answering. Simon was planting kisses on the side of her neck, Travis rubbing the small of her back. “Come on. Tell us.”

“Um, okay,” Marianne said. Travis was now fondling her butt. Simon was kissing her shoulder. “There was this guy. Xander Duncan – that was his name. He was a maintenance guy for the company where I used to work. It was during my first job. This was before we got together, Simon. This was before I met Brent.”

“First time I’m hearing this,” Simon said, smiling. He looked at me. “You too, dude?” I nodded, breathing deeply.

“Continue,” Travis said. He was now rubbing his big thumb on her chin. My cock was hard as a rock. “But suck my finger first.”

Marianne opened her mouth and began sucking Travis’ big thumb while looking into my eyes. Simon was kissing her cleavage. Travis gave Marianne’s cheek a small slap. She smiled at him, not mad, not annoyed.

“Tell us about this Xander guy,” Simon said.

“He’s older than me,” Marianne said. “He was about forty that time. He worked under the engineering department of the building. He, you know, fixes stuff — electrical, air conditioning, ventilation, the office equipment, things like those.”

“Lucky bastard,” Simon said.

“So this guy had hit on you?” Travis asked.

“Um, yeah,” Marianne answered.

“Describe him,” Travis asked. He was now fondling Marianne’s tits outside her sexy dress. Simon was rubbing her exposed thighs. Their hands were all over her while I was here with my hands in my pockets and leaning on the metal railing.

The back of my neck was starting to sweat. There is no proper ventilation here in the fire stairwell. There are only small exhaust fans on every floor. I checked if there are any security cameras. It seems there are none. I hope there are none. But what if there are and they are hidden? It’s a bit dim here? My wife and the two guys didn’t seem to care.

I imagined the security guys of the building looking at the monitor. What would they be thinking while watching this? Hey, buddy, come here and get a fucking load of this. Isn’t that the guy from 5-C? Brent something? And that’s his gorgeous wife, Marianne, between those two men. Look at what they are doing. Yeah? Fuck! What’s going on here? That guy’s squeezing her tits. She’s French-kissing the other guy. She’s into that? Damn! I wouldn’t have guessed that just by looking at her. I have the hots for that woman, you know. She always makes my dick hard. She’s so fucking hot. Damn, look at those two guys. They are huge. Are they athletes or something? And the husband is allowing this to happen? Hey, man, do you think we have a chance with her? How about we knock on her door when her husband’s not in? Maybe something will happen. They are talking. I wonder what they are talking about.

“So, tell us about this Xander, Marianne,” Simon urged my wife.

“He’s black and he had a thick beard. He wasn’t fit like you guys, but he was charming and funny,” Marianne continued. “I was a new company hire during that time and my boss then gave me loads of tasks. I was logging lots of overtime. There were many times that only Xander and I were left in the office during the evening. I was there making presentations and printing reports for the next day and Xander would be there fixing the AC or changing the light bulbs or repainting part of the walls or fixing the ceiling, things like those.”

“So, how did it start?” Simon asked.

“Guys,” I said. “Let’s just go up to our apartment and, uh, continue this conversation there.”

Nobody answered me. Travis took off Marianne’s black panties and put them inside his shorts’ pocket. I took a deep breath. Travis kissed my wife’s lips. She opened her mouth and they tasted each other’s tongues. Simon rubbed her smooth legs. His hand glided upwards. His fingers brushed Marianne’s soft pussy, which made her moan. Travis’ mouth moved down. He pulled down the shoulder strap of Marianne’s sexy black dress, exposing her firm, luscious tits. I gripped the metal railing. My balls were aching. I was so fucking hard.

“Continue telling your story, Marianne,” Simon told her. He was playing with her wet clit using his middle finger, rubbing it slowly, making her even wetter, giving her delicious shivers.

“Oh, yeah, oh, the story?” Marianne was swaying. Travis’ mouth was on her tits, sucking her hard nipples while Simon’s expert fingers kept teasing her drenched pussy. “Xander and I became close. After work hours and when the employees had already left, it was only Xander and me in the office most times. So, you know, we talked. He would tease me. He asked me if I had a boyfriend. I was single at that time. We would order pizza and pasta and soda and we’d eat together at my table. He was charming and I was never bored when I was with him.”

“Fucking sweet,” Travis said.

“Who made the first move?” Simon asked.

“Um, both of us, I guess,” Marianne said. “There was a time when it was already very late and Xander and I were still in the office. We were talking and we were sitting close together and then suddenly we were kissing. My wife glanced at me. “Xander was a really good kisser.”

“What were you wearing that night, babe?” I asked. I was breathing through my mouth. Simon slid his middle finger inside Marianne’s pussy. She shivered and her eyes rolled back. Travis continued feasting on her tits.

“Oh, god,” Marianne sighed, her legs trembling. “I remember I was wearing a slim-fit, gray pencil dress. We kissed for a long time. I was almost out of breath. He squeezed my boobs while we were kissing. He stood up and then his cock was out and I blushed red when I saw his cock. He was huge and thick and he was dripping with precum. I remember there was a lot of it. Xander was the biggest I had ever seen, at least up to that moment. But yeah, Xander was really huge. His cock was so hard and it was shiny with precum and it was throbbing and pointed at me.”

“I’m so fucking hard, too,” Travis said.

“Hey, man,” Simon said to me.

“Uh, yeah?” I said.

“I’m worried that someone might come up these stairs and see us. Could you stand watch for us?”

“Uh? What?” I looked at Marianne. She was locked in an intense French-kiss with Travis, his big hands wrapped around her waist, pressing his hard cock on her body.

“Just for a while. This would be quick. Just go down on the second floor and, you know, give a signal or something if you see someone coming up. Good?”

What? I don’t want to go down there and be on watch like a fucking guard while you and Travis here are making out with my wife. I was about to say this, but Travis and Simon were now completely focused on my wife. Travis’ long fingers were going in and out of Marianne’s soaked pussy. Simon stood behind her, kissing her neck and squeezing her exquisite tits. What should I do then? Should I stand here and watch? But we talked about that before. Simon said that I have no right to watch unless Marianne invites me. Marianne, on the other hand, told me that she feels embarrassed when I’m around and watching while she does lewd things with her ex-boyfriend and Travis. I can’t see the logic in that. I had no choice. I slowly went down the stairs, step by step, with a heavy heart, my knees slightly shaking, my chest sweaty, my cock aching hard.

Before they disappeared from my view, I saw Simon standing behind Marianne. He was telling her to bend over and place her palms on the wall and to spread her legs wider open. I saw Marianne doing as she was told. She likes being told what to do. She arched her back sexily for the two men, lowering her upper body while lifting her sexy ass. She looked back and our eyes met. She bit her lower lip and shyly looked at me. Her cheeks were flushed red. She was fully turned-on, horny-as-fuck.


CHAPTER 4

I was there, standing on the stairwell landing on the second floor of the building while Simon and Marianne and Travis were on the third floor. I couldn’t see what they were doing from where I was, but I could guess. I could imagine.

I gripped the railing. My cock was hard as granite. Those two guys were fucking my wife up there. If I stayed still and slowed down my breathing and focused on listening, I could hear Marianne’s cute moans and the sound of horny grunts from the two guys.

Tonight was supposed to be our date night. Instead, my pretty wife was being fucked by her ex-boyfriend and his friend. I looked up. I couldn’t see them, but I could imagine Simon or maybe Travis gripping Marianne’s slim hips, the hem of her dress rucked up around her waist, a big cock sliding in and out of her juicy pussy. I squeezed my dick outside my pants. I leaned on the metal railing and listened. The moans and groans slowed down after about fifteen minutes. It was a quickie.

“We’re good here, dude,” Simon called me, letting me know they were done. He sounded very happy. I rushed up the stairs to where they were, taking two steps at a time.

Simon was smoking. Travis was checking his phone. Marianne was fixing her dress, pulling the hem down, smoothing it with her palms, fixing its straps. Did they come inside her pussy? Maybe inside her mouth? Her hair was down now. She brushed it back with her hand. Marianne had that sexy after-sex glow on her cheeks. She looked at me shyly.

“Hey, everything’s okay?” I asked them, sounding out of breath. Simon exhaled thick cigarette smoke from his nose and mouth and grinned. Travis nodded at me and gave me a small thumbs-up. He looked very satisfied.

“Everything is okay, babe,” Marianne said sweetly. She was still blushing. She took my hand. “Let’s go.”

We continued walking up the stairs until we reached the exit door that led to the hallway of the fifth floor of the apartment building. Travis squeezed my wife’s butt. I had the key to our apartment. I opened the door and we all entered.

We have the same apartment design as others in this building. We have a living room, a guest room, a main bedroom, a bathroom, a kitchen, and a small balcony. Nothing special, but this is home for now until Marianne and I can afford the down payment for a nice house in the suburbs.

Our apartment looks nice, though. Better than nice. It was Marianne who decorated it with Michelle’s help, her best friend, who side-works as an interior designer. We purchased a sleek sofa, painted the walls soft-white, added bookshelves, placed comfortable rugs, and bought some indoor plants from the Sunday market on Olive Avenue. It is home and it makes us happy.

Marianne looked at our two guests. “Welcome to our —”

Simon placed both his hands on Marianne’s waist and pressed her against the wall and kissed her. It was sudden, which surprised my wife, but she responded as quickly. She melted like butter in his hands. Marianne tiptoed and placed a hand on Simon’s right shoulder and behind his neck. She parted her lips and allowed Simon’s long tongue to slip in. Their tongues met hungrily and danced with each other. Travis crossed his arms and leaned on the wall while watching them with a small smirk. I stood there, breathing through my mouth, just three feet from them.

“Mmmm, mmmm,” Michelle moaned while they were kissing. She just got fucked in the stairwell minutes ago and here she was, hot and horny again.

“Insatiable,” Travis said, impressed, rubbing the front of his shorts. “Your wife is so damn hot, man,” he said to me.

Simon slid two fingers inside Marianne’s dripping pussy. He finger-fucked my wife as Travis and I watched. His thick fingers danced inside her, hitting all her sensitive spots. Simon expertly rubbed her slick clit with his thumb, circling it, teasing her until she was moaning and whimpering, her eyes rolling back and her long legs shaking. She held onto Simon’s shoulders for support. “Oh my god,” Marianne sobbed, her pussy squirting delicious juices.

Simon slid his slick fingers out of Marianne’s pussy and he put them in her mouth and she sucked them eagerly while looking into his eyes. She was looking at Simon like he was her husband. Simon fondled Marianne’s soft and firm breasts while she was sucking his fingers and licking his wet palm. Simon grinned and slapped my wife’s cheeks. Marianne looked at Simon through her eyelashes and smiled guiltily at him. She looked at me shyly and smoothed down her little black dress. She smiled when she noticed my hard bulge.

Simon stepped back and now it was Travis’ turn. He wrapped his right arm around Marianne’s sexy waist and grabbed her neck from behind and pulled her to him. She hugged him back and they made out right there in front of me.

“Ummm, mmmm,” Marianne moaned while Travis hungrily sucked her tongue and squeezed her shapely butt. They French-kissed for a long time, their saliva mixing, tongues dancing, moaning, hands all over each other’s bodies. They made out like long lost lovers, hungry for each other like they had never tasted each other before.

I coughed to get their attention. Travis and Marianne didn’t even hear me. “Guys,” I said, sounding out of breath. “How about we sit down first and —”

“Oh, mmmm!” Marianne purred. Travis slid two fingers inside Marianne’s drenched pussy and started finger-fucking her like Simon did. They continued French-kissing. Travis pulled down the shoulder straps of my wife’s black dress, exposing her supple tits. Travis’ expert fingers moved in and out of Marianne’s pussy as his lips were wrapped around her hard nipples.

“Travis, oh, I’m gonna come!” Marianne sobbed.

Travis grinned at Marianne and finger-fucked her faster and deeper. Simon joined them. He played with Marianne’s tits, caressing them with his big hands as his friend was bringing Marianne closer and closer to another leg-shaking and eye-rolling orgasm.

“Here she comes!” Simon announced happily.

“Coming! Ahhhh!” Marianne’s whole body shook as she came like a rocket. She shuddered, her eyes rolling back to the top of her head. She held on to the two big guys for support. She squirted as her knees buckled. She came for a long time. She moaned and whimpered and tears rolled down her cheeks. Travis pulled his fingers out of her dripping pussy. Marianne sucked them hungrily while her eyes were closed, still moaning and trembling deliciously.

“Maybe we should make your husband watch this time around,” Simon said to Marianne. There was a thin glisten of sweat on her neck and forehead. Her cheeks were flushed pink.

“Huh?” Marianne asked her ex-boyfriend.

“Maybe Brent here could watch as Travis and I fuck you. What do you think, babe?”

Marianne’s eyes moved to Simon to check if he was serious. She looked at Travis. She then turned her gaze to me. She bit her lower lip and nodded slowly. I wiped the sweat that formed on my chin. I was rock hard inside of my pants. My heart was beating loudly, faster than ever, like I had just finished a hard sprint.

I would finally see my beautiful wife while she is getting fucked by other men. My legs felt weak. My eyes felt hot. It seemed like there wasn’t enough oxygen in the room. I stared at Marianne. She was, as always, fucking stunning. I needed to sit down.

“We’re gonna fuck Marianne all night long, buddy,” Simon promised.

“That’s right,” Travis said.

“She loves that,” Simon said. I didn’t say anything. I just stood there with my hands on my sides, looking at my pretty wife while she was fixing the strap of her black dress, smoothing the front down with her palm.

“Where do you guys want to do it?” Marianne asked Simon and Travis. The men looked at our apartment. It isn’t a big one. We have the living room and we have two bedrooms – the main one and the guest room.

“You can use the main bedroom,” I suggested helpfully. “I mean, it's bigger.”

“That’s fucking generous of you, buddy,” Travis said, patting my back.

“So, we’ll fuck Marianne in the bed where you sleep together,” Simon said happily. He had his big arms around Marianne’s shoulders, his right hand squeezing her round tits.

“I already came in the stairwell earlier, but I’m still so damn hard,” Travis said, his face serious.

“Let’s go inside your bedroom,” Simon said to Marianne.

“Okay,” Marianne said.

“It is our bedroom now,” Travis said. Marianne opened the door and she entered first, followed by Simon and Travis. I was the last to enter. I closed the door behind me.

“Ta-da,” Marianne said when we were all inside, cutely raising her arms, blushing and smiling.

Our bedroom isn’t that large. There’s a comfortable bed for me and Marianne, a single abstract painting on the wall, a half-open window where natural light streams during the morning, a dresser, a bookshelf, a guitar hanging on the wall, an indoor plant, a plastic chair, and a couch where I usually sit down and read. Our bedroom isn’t large to begin with and now it looks even more cramped with Simon and Travis in it.

“Hey, look,” Simon said, pointing at the gray couch. “There’s even a good seat for you to watch the action. You’re prepared,” he said to me. I looked at the couch like it was my first time seeing it. It is a good couch. It is soft and comfortable and there were many times that I fell asleep on it. I sat on the couch.

Marianne was still blushing. She met my eyes and smiled shyly at me, looking down and tucking her hair behind her ear. Simon and Travis were watching her every move, their dicks fully hard inside their gym shorts, eager and ready to ravage my wife.

“Wait, guys,” she said to the two men.

Marianne sat across my lap, embracing my neck. She could feel how hard I was. I placed my palm behind her head and we kissed hungrily as Simon and Travis watched. I rubbed her smooth thighs, my fingers reaching close to her pussy. I could feel how damp and hot she was. I squeezed her tits, making her moan while our tongues were dancing. She was breathing fast. I could almost feel the excited beating of her heart. Marianne was nervous and excited to get fucked.

Marianne stood up after a full minute of intense kissing. I love you, babe, she mouthed while looking into my eyes. I was about to say I love her, too, but Simon grabbed her waist and turned her to him and started torridly French-kissing her. While she was exchanging saliva with her ex-boyfriend, Travis pulled down the straps of her black dress, again exposing her perfect breasts.

“I love your tits, babe,” Travis said to Marianne, palming her breasts, fondling them, squeezing her hard nipples with his fingers, making her moan while she was locked in a deep kiss with Simon.

“Mmmmm,” Marianne moaned, her eyes closed while tasting the lips and tongue of her ex-boyfriend. I sat there with my hands on the armrest of the couch and my cock throbbing hard inside my pants as I watched these two men I met just a week ago make out with the love of my life.

“On your knees, Marianne,” Travis told her. He took off his gym shorts, again exposing his massive cock to my wife. He sat on the edge of the bed, grinning at Marianne, waiting for her. Marianne did as she was told. Travis pushed further down the top part of my wife’s dress, fully freeing her perfect tits, hard and sensitive nipples on the center of them, pink and aching for more attention.

“So big,” Marianne purred while wrapping her hands around Travis’ veiny dick. She started stroking it, slowly at first, enjoying its girth and throbbing heat. She licked her lips. Simon was standing behind her, undressing, removing his shirt and pulling down his boxers and gym shorts. He was hard as steel.

Marianne glanced at me before licking the whole length of Travis’ fat cock. Its tip was sticky with thick precum and Marianne licked it all, tasting it, rolling it in her tongue, swallowing it all. Marianne sucked the head of Travis’ dick while playing with his balls with her palm. Travis grunted, grabbing her hair.

Marianne engulfed Travis’ cock, her lips gliding down until it was all inside her mouth, the head hitting the back of her throat, half-gagging her, making her eyes roll back. She held Travis’ thighs. She paused for several seconds, enjoying the feel of the throbbing meat inside her warm mouth.

“You look so hot with my cock deep in your throat,” Travis said, licking his lips, his eyes full of lust for my wife.

“Mmmmmm,” Marianne moaned. She started blowing Travis, her lips began moving up and down, sucking him deep, slow at first, now getting faster, her lips gliding around his veiny cock. My dick was hard and aching inside my pants.

Simon stroked his cock as he watched my wife, his ex-girlfriend, service his friend’s dick. Simon’s not the kind of man who is content with just watching. He grabbed Marianne’s waist, lifting her up from her kneeling position. Now she was standing on her feet, bent over, back arched, her round butt facing Simon while she was sucking Travis.

My wife knows what Simon was planning. She continued worshipping Travis’ dick, sucking him even faster and harder, his cock now shiny with her saliva. Marianne lifted her butt a bit more, arching her back further, showing them how sexy and flexible she was. She spread her long legs wider. She moaned when Simon ran his palm on her soaked pussy, her knees trembling from the eye-rolling sensation.

“Hottest pussy of all,” Simon said, smiling, bending his knees, stroking his cock and aiming it at my wife’s soaked pussy.

“I agree,” Travis said, his fist wrapped around Marianne’s hair.

“Hey, Brent,” Simon said to me.

“Huh?”

“I’m gonna fuck your wife now.”

Marianne glanced at me while her mouth was full of Travis’ cock, cheeks pink, droplets of tears rolling down her cheeks, her hair messy, her sexy dress rucked around her waist. Except for her high heels, my wife was almost fully naked. I blinked and swallowed like something was caught in my throat. I simply nodded, my heart thumping so loudly in my chest. The two guys grinned at me. They looked proud.

“Ummmphhh,” Marianne’s eyes rolled back when Simon slid his hard cock inside her slick pussy, stretching her again, filling her up. Simon grabbed my wife’s hair with his left hand, his other hand gripping her slim waist. Simon licked his lips. He was balls deep inside my wife.

“Your wife’s pussy is damn tight, man,” Simon said to me. He slid his cock back, slowly, making Marianne feel every throbbing inch. She continued slobbering on Travis’s dick. Her eyes were half-opened and unfocused. It looked like she was coming. Simon grinned broadly and slapped Marianne’s butt hard and then slammed his cock deep in her pussy.

They fucked Marianne that way for almost forty minutes. She orgasmed several times. They made her squirt again and again, yet she never stopped sucking the cock in front of her.

After her second orgasm, the two guys changed positions. Simon pulled his sticky cock out of my wife’s sensitive pussy. Travis stood up. Marianne’s face was messy with saliva and precum. Simon sat on the bed and Travis positioned himself behind Marianne. The cocks of the two men were hard and wet and glistening from Marianne’s pussy juice and saliva. I was breathing hard, my chest drenched with sweat.

“You look like a fucking slut, babe,” Simon said to Marianne. Marianne moaned as an answer. Her mouth was full of Simon’s heavy balls. She glanced up at her ex-boyfriend’s face and gave him a cute wink.

“What a perfect ass,” Travis whistled. He squeezed Marianne’s round butt with one hand while stroking his dick with the other. Precum was dripping from the tip of his dick. He bent his knees, aimed his cock at my wife’s dripping entrance, and slid inside, making my wife shiver deliciously.

“Uh, damn,” Travis moaned, looking like he had ascended to heaven. He started thrusting, slow at first, turning harder and deeper as he continued pounding. Marianne’s eyes rolled back, moaning, squirting, her mouth full of her ex-boyfriend’s cock, the tip of his fat dick hitting the back of her throat. I squeezed my dick inside my pants. Travis’ heavy balls were swaying back and forth, pendulous, deliciously hitting Marianne’s already sensitive clit.

Simon exploded in my wife’s mouth. He grunted and jolted, gritting his teeth, grabbing her hair in his big hands tighter. Marianne’s eyes lit up as ropes of thick come filled her mouth. Her throat moved up and down in a hurry, swallowing them all greedily, loving its taste, its warmth, its stickiness in her mouth and tongue and throat. My wife loves her ex’s come. Some of Simon’s thick sperm overflowed out of her lips, dripping down her chin. Droplets of  Simon’s cream dripped down his balls and Marianne licked them all. She wanted every single drop.

“Goddamn,” Simon exhaled as he watched Marianne lick his balls and the whole length of his sticky dick. He grinned at my wife. “I miss those days when you used to give me a blowjob every day, babe.” Marianne batted her eyelashes at him.

Travis grabbed Marianne’s waist and carried her to bed without pulling his cock out of her pussy. He penetrated her, fucking her from behind while she was lying on her front. He grabbed Marianne’s shoulders, pounding her deep and wild and hard, the bed creaking and swaying.

“Ah, oh my god, Travis! Ah, uh, ummm!”

“You fucking slut,” Travis grunted, grabbing Marianne’s beautiful hair around his fist, pulling it as he kept on thrusting hard. Grunts and moans and lewd sounds filled the walls of our small bedroom as Travis’ hips relentlessly smacked my wife’s luscious ass. Marianne’s eyes were unfocused, her mouth half-open, her hands gripping the bedsheet. Another deep and delicious orgasm was building inside her, continuously coaxed by Travis’ long and hard dick.

“This is hot to watch,” Simon said, leaning on the headboard, facing Travis and Marianne, stroking his cock. “Right, man?”

“Uh-huh,” I muttered, nodding, my right hand squeezing my dick, my other hand gripping the armrest.

“I can’t hold on for long!” Travis growled, sweat rolling down from the side of his face and shoulders and chest, dripping down on my wife’s glistening body. “Oh, goddamn! Your pussy’s just too fucking good, Marianne!”

“Oh, ummm, come inside me, Travis. Please? Please?”

“Oh, I’m gonna fill you up with my come! Gonna explode inside your pussy!”

“Oh, god.”

“Fuck!”

I sat there and watched with my dick hard, a whirlwind in my chest and the back of my head throbbing and sweating while Travis filled my wife’s pussy with his come. They came at the same time. Marianne gripped the bedsheet tighter while she came like an exploding rocket, fireworks exploding inside her, pussy clenching and squirting, tears rolling down her cheeks. Travis howled as he nutted, his cock throbbing, grabbing my wife’s hair. He kept on thrusting while he was coming. He pounded my wife even harder, so that I thought our bed was going to surrender and break. It didn’t. Our bed was sturdy. It swayed and groaned and creaked until Travis was sure that his balls were empty of every drop. He let his cock marinate inside Marianne’s pussy for a full minute before pulling it out, sticky and covered with sperm and my wife’s juices.

Travis slapped Marianne’s butt, making it jiggle, and leaving a palmprint. Marianne looked back and grinned at him. She was blushing and her hair was disheveled. She looked thoroughly fucked and absolutely ravishing.


CHAPTER 5

“So, how was it?” Simon asked me.

“Uh, what?” I wasn’t paying attention to him. I was watching my wife make out with Travis on the bed. Both of them were fully naked. Marianne’s sexy dress was on the floor. She wasn’t wearing anything except for her silver hoop earrings and black high heels. Travis and Marianne were torridly kissing. They couldn’t get enough of each other. Travis had his hand on Marianne’s buttcheeks, fondling and squeezing them. My wife was stroking his cock, getting him ready again.

“How does it feel to watch your gorgeous wife get spermed by other guys?” Simon asked. “Cool, right?”

I simply nodded. Cool wouldn’t be the word I’d use. I wasn’t feeling cool. My throat was hot. My chest was warm. My balls were aching. I felt like I had a fever. I want to fuck Marianne. I want to be the one on the bed with her right now. I’m jealous as hell, but watching her with Travis is, fuck, I can’t explain. Watching another man pleasure my wife to countless eye-rolling, leg-shaking orgasms is, well, it’s something else. I’m always horny for Marianne, but I have never been hornier for her right at this moment.

Marianne looked in my direction. She met my eyes while Travis was sucking her nipples. She bit her lower lip, her expression shyly asking me if this was all still okay with me. I gave her a small grin and nodded. She smiled back. “I love you, babe,” my wife said to me.

“I’m jealous,” Travis said. He kneeled on the bed and pointed his cock at Marianne’s lips. He wasn’t fully hard yet, but I know that my wife’s hot mouth would soon remedy that.

“Say that you love my cock, Marianne,” Travis told her. Simon grabbed her tits and began squeezing them.

“I love your cock, Travis,” Marianne said. Travis slapped her cheeks and forehead and nose repeatedly with his hardening cock. Travis ran his heavy balls all over her face, from her chin to her forehead. Marianne opened her mouth and Travis slid his cock in, moving it in and out, slowly, but making sure he was hitting her throat every time.

Simon slid his cock in Marianne’s pussy from behind and started spooning her.

“My cock’s in heaven,” Simon sighed and groaned happily as he slid his dick in and out of Marianne’s slick pussy. Marianne moaned, her mouth full of cock. She closed her eyes, savoring the two thick dicks going in and out of her – in her hot mouth and her tight, dripping pussy.

“Mmmphhh, mmmmm, mmmppphh,” Marianne whimpered in pleasure, her nipples hard and aching, her pussy wet and throbbing. She grabbed Travis’ butt, looking seductively into his eyes, urging him to fuck her mouth harder.

Simon reached Marianne’s clit, rubbing it with his middle finger as he fucked her deeper and faster.

They were fucking my wife with full abandon now, the bed swaying and creaking again. Happy tears rolled down Marianne’s cheeks. This was too much! This was too good! She was going to come again. I slid my shaking hand inside my pants, stroking my dick as I watched these two guys fucked my wife like their own personal slut.

“Shit, I’m gonna come again!” Travis announced. He pulled his cock out of Marianne’s mouth. He stood up and hosed my wife with his sperm, showering her with his cream as he gritted his teeth, his balls throbbing, his cock pumping, knees shaking, and his body jolting. There was still a lot of come. Marianne closed her eyes and put out her tongue and enjoyed the come shower, thick cream landing on her tits and face and hair.

Travis sat on the bed, his body sweaty, breathing hard, but with a big grin on his face. He had already came several times. I was not sure if he was done.

Simon flipped Marianne on her elbows and knees. She looked so thoroughly fucked, but I know that she wanted more. I could see in her face, the eager light in her eyes, her fast breathing, her excitement, even though her legs were still shaking and her butt was pink and there were lots of suck marks on her cleavage, her hair messy, and her gorgeous face sticky with cock juice and her own saliva.

“You should have married her, man,” Travis said to Simon. He was sitting on the bed, leaning back on the headboard, his chest moving up and down.

Simon muttered something, but I didn’t hear it. He rammed his meat inside my wife, making her gasp and shiver. “Fuck, Simon,” Marianne moaned, lowering her chest and arching her back, sexily lifting her ass. Simon leered and slapped her butt, the lewd sound ringing all over our small room.

I squeezed and stroked my cock inside my pants as I watched Simon repeatedly drill my sexy wife in a doggy position, their bodies drenched in sweat, both of them panting, my wife’s silver hoop earrings swaying. Simon smacked Marianne’s curvaceous butt repeatedly, making her sob and moan louder. He grabbed my wife’s hair, pulling it hard while calling her his cumslut. He squeezed her luscious tits from behind while fucking her like there was no tomorrow.

“Oh, god! Simon! Ah, um! Oh! Oh, I’m going crazy! You’re so good!” Marianne sobbed, pumping her waist back, meeting Simon’s deep thrusts, her eyes unfocused, her pussy clenching, squirting sweet juices on his thick cock, dripping on the bed.

“They are really going at it,” Travis said. “Look at them go, dude.”

Simon flipped my wife on her back, spreading her slender legs wide open, and then sinking his cock deep inside her pussy again. Marianne’s magnificent body trembled, her mouth half-open, her face glistening with sweat, hair fanned out on the pillow.

“Yes, yes! Oh, yes, Simon, fuck me more, please!” Marianne begged, tears rolling down the side of her face. She lifted her arms and Simon leaned down and she embraced his neck. They kissed deeply as they fucked. They kissed like lovers and that only made me stroke my dick faster. I already came five minutes ago, but my dick was still raging hard. I stood up from my seat, breathing heavily, pumping my cock inside my fist, watching as Simon pounded my wife relentlessly.

“You needy slut! You’re fucking mine!” Simon growled, slapping Marianne’s cheeks. She licked her lips and asked for more. Simon gave it to her. They both came at the same time and after their orgasms, they continued fucking. Marianne’s pussy was overflowing with sperm, and that feeling only made her hotter, made her beg for more. They kissed torridly again. Marianne whispered something to Simon’s ear and he whispered something back. It seemed like they were exchanging I love yous. I pumped my dick harder, watching them fuck. Simon’s cock was like a piston, hard and fast, making Marianne gasp and whimper and moan, shocking her with delirious orgasms.

“You’re my cumdump, Marianne! Fuck! I’m gonna come again!”

“Yes, oh my god. Yes!”

Simon pulled his cock out and quickly stood up. He aimed his cock at Marianne, grunting, eyes rolling, and then hosed her with ropes and ropes of come like Travis did. My wife closed her eyes and put out her tongue, moaning as hot cream landed on her smooth skin. Simon came a lot, coating Marianne’s tits and stomach and hair, and painting her beautiful face with gobs of his thick jizz.

“Mmmm, you came a lot,” Marianne said after a minute, licking her lips and looking at her come-covered tits. She looked at me, smiling when she saw me standing beside the bed, my cock softening, my hand covered in my own jizz.

“Hey,” I grinned weakly.

“Let’s take a shower,” Simon said, lifting Marianne easily from the bed. They entered the bathroom. Marianne looked at me and gave me a shy smile before Simon closed the door. Travis didn’t follow them. He started playing a game on his phone.

“So, uh, you guys are staying for the night?” I asked Travis. He shrugged and continued playing on his phone. I looked at the closed door of the bathroom. Here I am again – on the other side of the door. What to do now? I’m not gonna wait here with Travis.

I got out of the bedroom and went to the guestroom and lay on the bed and closed my eyes. I already came twice and yet I still had a hard-on. A vein was throbbing on the side of my head. I felt like I had a fever. Simon and Travis fucked my wife again. Tonight was supposed to be a romantic night for me and Marianne, and it ended with her getting fucked by other men. The big difference this time was that they let me watch, and it was so damn hot my hand was still slightly shaking.

The four of us hung-out in the living room after Simon and Marianne were done showering. My wife changed to a comfortable white shirt and summer shorts. She sat beside me on the couch, leaning on me, my left arm around her shoulders. The shape of her nipples was poking the front of her cotton tee. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Is she wearing panties? Her hair was still a bit damp. Did Simon fuck her again while they were taking a shower? Yeah. Probably. She still had that after-sex blush. She smelled so good. Marianne turned to look at me, smiling softly. Perhaps she could read what I was thinking. She raised an eyebrow at her ex-boyfriend and gave Travis a sweet smile.

“Yeah, Marianne and I fucked in the shower,” Simon said with a smirk. He was sitting on the couch. Travis was sitting on the floor, relaxed and leaning on the wall.

“Yeah, we know that,” Travis said.

“Hey, man, you know, we want to apologize,” Simon said to me.

“Huh? Uh, for what?” I asked. Simon and Marianne exchanged a glance.

“For ruining your date night, of course,” Simon answered with a slight smile. He wasn’t serious, wasn’t apologetic at all. I smiled and nodded. It was no big deal, I thought of saying. But then, I would be lying.

Simon grinned at me like I was the one who said sorry and he was the one accepting my apology. He stood up and opened the door to the balcony. He went back to the couch and lit a cigarette. Marianne rolled her eyes at him. Simon used a small, empty drinking glass as an ashtray. Travis stood up. He opened the fridge and took out a can of soda and drank half of it and placed it back in the fridge. He sat back on the floor. The two guys were not in a rush. They were comfortable here, like they were in their own places, like they were not sitting on my couch, drinking my soda, smoking in my living room. Marianne gave me a quick kiss on the lips and all of my issues were forgotten.

While we were all sitting and talking, Simon and Travis kept on ogling Marianne’s body. They were enjoying staring at her slender legs, at the firm shape of her tits pressing the front of her cotton shirt, at her pretty face, soft lips, and gorgeous hair. I know what they were thinking. I took a deep breath.

“So, Marianne,” Travis asked. “Do you have any plans next week?”

My wife sat properly on the sofa, tucking her hair behind her ear, clasping her hands on top of her thighs. I kept my left arm around her shoulders. She looked at me before answering. “Plans? Um, well, just the usual. Work, some errands. I’ll meet Michelle for dinner on Wednesday. There’s also a house in Sunrise Hill that Brent and I are scheduled to check. But that would be next Saturday. Right, babe?”

“Yeah, that’s right,” I answered. I kept my left hand near her tits.

Simon looked at his watch. “Guys, it’s getting a bit late.”

“Yeah,” I said. I pretended to yawn. That was a clear hint for the guys. They are smart enough to pick it up. Travis stood up, groaning, stretching his back. He winked at Marianne. She and I stood up, too. She embraced my waist. I saw a flash of jealousy on Simon’s face. He quickly overcame it.

“So, see you guys again next week?” Simon said.

Next week? Eh, I don’t know about that. No way I would let these two guys invade our date night again.

“Next time, let's hang out in my place,” Travis offered. “What do you guys think?"

Marianne glanced at me. Simon put the half-consumed pack of cigarettes in his shorts’ pocket. “Sure,” I said to Travis. Marianne smiled.

“Alright,” I said, starting to move to open the door. “Have a good night. Thanks for, uh, coming.”

“Give me a goodnight kiss, Marianne,” Simon said to my wife.

“Okay,” Marianne said. She took a step towards Simon and placed her hands on his shoulders. Simon grabbed her sexy waist. Marianne looked at his face and gave him a sweet smile. She tiptoed and they kissed. The kiss turned deep and passionate. Simon slid his tongue inside Marianne’s mouth. She sucked her ex-boyfriend’s tongue, moaning as she did. I already had my hand on the doorknob.

Travis was standing beside Marianne, on her right. After torridly kissing Simon for a whole minute, she turned to Travis. My wife didn’t need to be told what to do. She embraced Travis’ thick neck and they French-kissed, passionate and eager, exchanging saliva with their tongues. They kissed for two minutes straight. When they were done, Marianne looked at me, her cheeks flushed, out of breath, cute and horny as fuck.

“Alright,” I said a bit more loudly, clapping. “Let’s go, guys.” Marianne smiled at me. Our date night was interrupted, but I realized I could still make up for it. I grinned back at her. She noticed my hard-on.

“Aw, come on,” Travis said. I opened the door. Marianne playfully pushed the two guys outside. Travis gave Marianne’s butt another squeeze. Simon stopped at the doorway and whispered something to my wife. Marianne nodded at him. She closed the door and locked it. It was now only the two of us.

“That was,” I said, breathing deeply, looking at my beautiful wife, “fucking hot.”

“Yes,” Marianne said, blushing shyly. She gave me a quick kiss on the lips and we looked into each other’s eyes, speaking without words. She kissed me again. She slowly got on her knees in front of me, taking my hard cock out of my pants.

Marianne licked her lips and engulfed my dick.

Oh, fuck. Finally.
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