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    Chapter 1 
 
    "Babe, do you still love me?" Michelle, my gorgeous wife, asked me as we lay in our soft bed. This bed was where our older neighbor Greg fucked her hard last night as I watched.  
 
    She lay her head on my chest and took my arm, and put it around her.  
 
    "More than ever, babe. Come here. Kiss me." I answered Michelle.  
 
    I knew she needed reassurance. She needed me to reinstate my love for her even after what happened last night. I told her I loved her. 
 
    Yes, we fantasized many times about her fucking other men. But, until last night, those were just fantasies. None of us took the first step to actually doing it. This was different now. She accepted another man's dick inside her pussy and mouth, and she came too, with a world-shaking, toe-curling, eye-rolling orgasm many times.  
 
    "Thank you, babe," Michelle said. I hugged her closer to me, tighter, feeling the warmth of her luscious body. She was still overwhelmed. My wife is insatiable, passionate, and has a very high sex drive, even higher than me. But beneath all that, she is still a vulnerable, innocent woman internally that needs to be comforted and protected and loved.  
 
    She loved what happened last night; I know that. We have no regrets, but I wonder how much that experience would change her or me. I mean, wife-sharing is not that rare, and I know many couples practice it, but none of them I knew personally. 
 
    I breathed deeply and kissed Michelle again, our tongues playing this time. I squeezed her perfect tits, and, with the warmth of the early morning sunlight enveloping our beautiful bedroom, I plunged into her. She was wet, like she was waiting and eager for me to fuck her. 
 
    "Tom, I love you," Michelle moaned as she came hard. I came hard while looking at her delirious, pretty face. I remembered Greg's stupid grin last night as he filled my lovely wife with his cum.  
 
    We were damp with perspiration when we finally finished. None of us needed to report to our offices today, so we stayed in bed a little longer. We just cuddled and kissed. But eventually, we got up and went to the kitchen to have some coffee and breakfast.  
 
    I sat down and read the latest news from my tablet and checked if there were some urgent emails. There were some from my boss, but I ignored them for now. It could wait until tomorrow. I put down my device and watched my amazing wife while she was frying some eggs. I peeked at her while sipping the perfectly bittersweet coffee that she made for me. She was wearing a loose oversized pink T-shirt that reached just below her round butt. Her hair was tied in a messy bun. She turned her head and looked back at me and saw me watching her and gave me the sweetest smile, reminding me again that I am the luckiest guy on this planet. 
 
    Let me rephrase that. I am one of two the luckiest guy on earth. The other is our neighbor Greg. He got to experience sliding his hard dick inside Michelle.  
 
    And Greg was able to do it quite easily, too, now that I think about it. We were the ones that invited him inside our house to join us in celebrating our birthday. We celebrated alright, but Greg celebrated the most.  
 
    "Two perfectly made sunny side-ups coming up!" Michelle said sweetly. And, the eggs really looked perfect. She kissed my cheek when she put down the plates, and then we ate together.  
 
    While we were eating, I glanced at the sink.  
 
    Last night, Greg bent over my wife in there and fucked her, drilled her real deep until both of them came. My wife, this gorgeous woman sitting across from me right now eating breakfast and drinking orange juice, was bent over that sink last night while Greg had both of his hard, callous hands in her waist, pounding hard, deep, and countless times inside her warm and hot pussy.  
 
    And where was I when that was happening? I was outside fixing a goddamn flat tire. 
 
    "Babe, do you want more this bread? There's too much sugar in this, don't you think?" Michelle said to me.  
 
    "Hmmm. Yeah, sure. It's fine. So, what do you want to do today, babe?" I asked her. I wanted to talk more about what happened last night, but for some reason, I hesitated, and it was really hard to describe why. We used to talk about our fantasies so easily, especially when we were making love. But now, it is harder to find the right words. I knew as a couple it is better to be open, that communication is the key. To what? I'm not sure. But it seems that communicating wordlessly (when you shared your wife) may be hotter, more sexual, more impactful than voicing it out. It may be better just to let this one hang out in the air, so we could both savor it.  
 
    We looked at each other, and we both knew what the other was thinking. Michelle blushed and held my hand, and I told her how much I loved her again. At that moment, I knew our love for each other was deeper than ever.  
 
    But, we invited the elephant in the room now. It will always be here with us, in our bedroom, kitchen, dining area, and living room. The elephant's name was Greg. 
 
    And the thing here was that Greg was our neighbor. He is not some young, horny guy Michelle met in some dating app or someone who slid in her social media that we could just ignore after the deed was done. Greg would always be here. His house was just a couple of strides outside our own door, which meant we would have to deal with him every day. And almost every day, I would see and talk and greet the man who fucked my wife. Something that he did gladly with a full heart and full balls and with your blessing, Thomas.  
 
    "Hmmm," Michelle thought, her eyes twinkling. "I am thinking. How about you go out and buy some more groceries. Then, I'll invite Greg here and ask him to take a shower with me?" she said teasingly, slightly red in the face while looking cute and innocent, sipping coffee from her coffee cup.  
 
    I stared, breathless, at her pretty face for quite a long time after she said that. After a few more seconds, she laughed and gently pinched my hand. "I'm kidding, babe. You should look at your face." 
 
    "You...slut." I laughed too and held her hand tighter. Phew. There's my wife; finally - the good, light-hearted, loving, and full-of-life woman I married. I missed her for a while there. Yeah, what was I worried about? Sure, she fucked our neighbor last night. But, she did it for me because she knows I love that. I should not overthink and worry about anything. 
 
    "I want to go outside, babe," Michelle said. She tapped her chin while thinking, adding another infinity to her cuteness. She looked outside the glass window. "It's such a nice morning. Let's go to the park. We were too busy, and it has been ages since we had a park date."  
 
    "Eh... I brought you there eight days ago." 
 
    Michelle stood up and embraced me from the back, and kissed me on the neck. "As I said. Ages." 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    Center Park, also known as McGrady Garden, is located 2 kilometers away from our house. Robert Lawton McGrady was an old industrialist from a century ago who founded this small city. He built the bridges and paved the roads, and built the schools. His grandchildren own the second largest building in Saint Michael – the large blue one standing in the city's center. The building's shadow spreads over Center Park during mid-afternoon. 
 
    I asked Michelle if she wanted me to bring the car, but she said that she rather walk to enjoy the warm morning sun. Michelle changed into a simple white shirt, gray cotton walking shorts, and white running shoes. She tied her hair in a ponytail. I just put my basketball shoes on and my favorite red cap with the BRU logo, and I was ready to go. My wife looked absolutely splendid in walking clothes. Her gray cotton walking shorts emphasized her perfect, round butt. The front of her simple white top struggled to contain those full melons, which made a small but noticeable cute bounce when she walked. For half a second, I almost decided to just carry her back inside our bedroom, pull down those cute shorts, bend her over, grab her ponytail, and fuck her silly. And I knew she would love that. But there would be time for that today. For now, after what happened last night, both of us needed some fresh air. 
 
    When we walked out the door, I was expecting Greg to be standing outside in his front yard waiting for us, perhaps to ask for another session with my wife. His car was there, but the door of his house was closed, and it seemed that nobody was home. Sheppard, his German Shepherd, was not hanging around the old man's porch. So, where is the bastard who screwed my wife then?  
 
    "Maybe he also went out for a walk?" Michelle said to me. I was so transparent to her. She held my hand and tiptoed, and kissed me full on the lips. "Would you like to check on him and ask him how he is after last night," she asked me.  
 
    There was a twinkle of hope in her eyes, like she was expecting me to say, "Uhh, yes, babe. Let's knock on his door to check on him. And if he's there and he saw you in that fuckable walking outfit of yours, he will probably ask you to blow him as he sits there and sips his morning coffee. That is probably what will happen, babe." 
 
    But I didn't say any of that and just said. "Maybe later, after we come back." I had zero intention of having any conversation with my neighbor Greg Porter today; thank you very much. Let him bask in his conquest today. I just wanted some quality time with my pretty wife.  
 
    When it doesn't rain, Center Park looks gorgeous in the morning, and today was no exception. We walked on the pathway a little bit, still holding hands. Several joggers in light, orange and black, and green running outfits passed us. Some men, and I mean most of them, stared and smiled at Michelle. She smiled back innocently at them. One tall, confident guy with an army haircut even stopped and tried to chat her up, completely ignoring me, who was walking beside her and holding her hand. She also smiled at him but shook her head, wordlessly saying, "I am flattered, but not really interested. Thank you." The tall runner with a small scar over his right eye simply grinned and nodded and continued jogging. 
 
    We sat down on a bench under a young maple tree, and I put an arm around her, and we kissed again. I squeezed her tits quickly so that no one noticed. Some older couples were running around playing fetch with their Huskies and Shiba Inus. A group of friends was playing badminton. 
 
    I saw a man squeezed his pretty girlfriend's butt. She faced him,  
 
    pretending to be annoyed, and then hit him playfully in the chest. He mentioned something to her, and then a few minutes later, they walked together inside their car and stayed there for ten minutes. I squinted to see if the small car was bouncing. It wasn't. The girlfriend emerged first from the car and drank bottled water.  
 
    I took a good, long look at her. She's a petite, brunette woman, probably just a couple of years younger than my wife. Maybe in her early 20's. The man exited a little later from the vehicle, and he was a little unstable and sweaty.  
 
    "That's Frederick Sullivan and Harmony Bennet," Michelle whispered to me and giggled. She said that the two were interns in Hudson-Strong - the bank where she works as a human resource supervisor. "One of the managers saw them doing it in the pantry." 
 
    "Doing it?" 
 
    "Umm, yeah," Michelle said. "Harmony always wears the shortest skirt in the office, babe. All the male employees love her. Then one of the managers – Shiela Reyes – saw them. I think it was last month. Because they are interns, they are required to come to work a little earlier than the employees. So, Shiela saw them inside the pantry while she was trying to get her wake-up coffee. Pretty Harmony Bennet was bent over, her skirt bunched up, while Fred fucked her. I believe Shiela watched a few minutes first before giving them a stern warning." 
 
    "Uhh, that's....how did you know that?" 
 
    "I'm in HR, babe. We know everything. The ones happening in the office, at least," she smiled. 
 
    "Hmmm." Harmony and good ol' Frederick rejoined their friends in the park. I watched the sexy sway of Harmony's butt as she played badminton.  
 
    "I want ice cream." Michelle pouted and pointed at the parked ice cream truck on the other side of the pathway, near the water fountain.  
 
    "Sure. Wait here." 
 
    Michelle held my hand. "Nope. I'll buy this time. You bought the wrong one last time, babe," she said smiling. "Wait here a minute." 
 
    "Let's buy together." 
 
    "Hmmm. Other people might take this seat if we leave, babe. I like this bench. It has a perfect view of the whole park. I want to eat ice cream while sitting here under this beautiful maple tree," my wife said, still holding my hand.  
 
    "Oh, ok," I agreed. My wife quickly took the cash in my hand, cutely stuck her tongue at me, and walked towards the ice cream truck. I was not the only man in that park who followed the sway of her magnificent ass and hips. Most of the men here were memorizing every detail of her lush figure.  
 
    Some of these men would go home with their friends or wives or girlfriends and imagine my wife's pretty face and perky tits as they pounded their partners. The ice cream vendor smiled when he saw her approaching. 
 
    "Your wife is really something, isn't she? Huh, Tom?" Greg said beside me. Sheppard the Shepherd was with him. He was walking his dog in the park, which is why he was not in his house. Greg sat down beside me without asking for permission. He was smiling like he had all the time in the world. He leaned back, soaking the sun. I looked at him for a second and then back at my wife. There was a small line to the ice cream truck. Michelle was fourth in line. 
 
    "Uh, yeah," I said. "Listen, uhhh, Greg....about last night..." 
 
    "Yeah? Last night was great, man." Greg said and put his hand on my shoulder. "I mean, great birthday and all. And the three of us came out very satisfied, right?" 
 
    That particular statement was hard to deny, so I just nodded. Sheppard barked to a tiny angry Pomeranian. Greg reached and petted his fluffy dog. Sheppard wagged his tail. 
 
    I saw my wife looking in our direction. She was a little surprised when she saw Greg sitting beside me. Greg grinned and waved at her. Michelle waved back and smiled, and motioned for Greg to wait.  
 
    "Look at that, Tom. You are the luckiest man in this whole damn world. Look at her legs. Look at her round ass. That shorts of her really shows her splendid legs. Those go on for days! Goddamn perfect. You know, I really mashed her tits in my hands last night. They're so round and full and fucking soft!" 
 
    I tried to regulate my breathing, not looking at Greg, not stopping him as he described how he fucked my lovely wife last night.  
 
    "And your wife's pussy, man? It was so slick and wet and hot. It really sucked my dick in. Remember when you had a flat tire in that dumb convenience store?" 
 
    "Y-you fucked Michelle in the kitchen." 
 
    "Oh yeah. Yeah. Right. Damn, that was something. I went balls deep in your wife there. Michelle came so much I had to support her so she would not fall over. And while she was still shaking from endless coming, I fucked her again. I put all my weight behind it. I was an amateur boxer in my youth, so I have strong legs and calves. But your wife never gave up, man. She actually moaned for me to go harder and faster." 
 
    Sheppard the Shepherd went to me and asked me to pet him, which I did. Michelle loves dogs too. She tried her best to pet every dog in the university where we studied. She also volunteered at an animal shelter for a short time.  
 
    She bought three ice creams and started walking back to where we were sitting.  
 
    "And look at your wife's pretty face, man." I thought Greg the Man was already finished, but he still continued. "I mean, your wife looks like an angel. She looks like an innocent princess with the body of a sex goddess. I can't wait to paint her lovely face again with my thick cum!" 
 
    "What are you two handsome gentlemen talking about?" Michelle asked, smiling. She had two large chocolate twirls and one vanilla gluten-free ice cream in her hand. She looked so lovely standing right there under the warm morning sun, her face a little red, with little perspiration on her forehead, looking clueless while holding three ice cream cones. If she's not yet my wife, I would get down on my knees right here and ask her to marry me. 
 
    "Hey, Michelle. Oh. Nothing really. Your husband and I were just talking about my porch. I'm thinking about painting it. Right, buddy?" 
 
    "Uh yeah. Painting porches. You bought three ice creams," I said, stating the obvious.  
 
    Watching the three of us, I realized I was the only one feeling awkward. Maybe my wife too, but she was good at hiding it. She was blushing a little, though.  
 
    "Yes. One for each of us," Michelle said.  
 
    "Do I get the gluten-free one?" Greg joked.  
 
    "Hmmm, if you want to," Michelle said.  
 
    "Ha. I'm kidding. Thank you, hon. You look lovely today." 
 
    "Oh?" Michelle pouted and looked at Greg as if she was offended by what he said. Then she made a little twirl while still holding two cones – hers and mine, her perfect ponytail swishing. "Just today?" she asked, smiling, teasing both of us. 
 
    "Every day, babe," I said. 
 
    "All the days," followed up by Greg. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
    We sat on the bench – the three of us, eating our sweet ice creams. Michelle was in the middle, eating and giving pets to Sheppard, who just couldn't stop wagging his tail. A dog can instantly tell who is a good person.  
 
    "My wife and I used to visit this place. We used to bring Jake here when he was little." Greg said. We just smiled and nodded. Michelle's hand was in my lap, and I got my arm around her shoulders. I thought, Yeah, sure. That's a real heartwarming story. But, I'm trying to have some quality time with my wife here, Greg. Could you leave us alone, walk Sheppard here or something? Could you not take a hint?  
 
    But the thing here was, Michelle was not giving him any hint. While I was eating my ice cream, asking myself when Greg would finally leave us, they kept talking. Michelle asked about Greg's hobbies. Greg said he's into diving, but he lacks the time. Greg said something about an expansion decision regarding his logistics business, and that going into McGrady Garden calms his mind. Also, Sheppard loves his walks. My wife said she misses hiking.  
 
    We were already finished with our ice creams. Greg stood up. "You know, Michelle. There's something I really want to ask you." 
 
    We both look at him. I have seen this expression on his face before – last night, to be exact. Michelle removed her hand from my lap and faced our neighbor. Standing, Greg was blocking the sun. He looked huge.  
 
    "Sure. What is it?" Michelle said, smiling but curious. I already knew where this would go at this point.  
 
    "It's a little, uhh, confidential." Greg started, then looked at me. "How about I ask my question inside my car over there – just the two of us?" He pointed at his two-year-old black sedan parked between the coffee shop and the bookstore. A large silver birch tree heavily shaded it. So, even though it was parked just on the other side of the road and quite near where we were sitting, it was hard to identify the car's make and model. Greg was grinning. There was a tent in the front of his pants, and he was looking intently at my wife's breasts. "What do you say?" 
 
    Michelle was confused at first, then slowly understood what Greg meant. She turned crimson, bit her lip, and looked at me.  
 
    "Uh, Greg, man. I don't think...babe?" 
 
    Michelle then smiled sweetly at me then kissed me on the cheek. "Maybe it's really important, babe. It's fine with me so long as it's ok with you." Her longing facial expression was half expecting me to agree and half expecting me to stop her.  
 
    "Uh, sure..." I heard myself saying. I was hard as a tree trunk at this point.  
 
    "Great!" Greg clapped his hands one time and held my wife's hand to help her stand up. "Don't worry, buddy. We'll be quick. So quick you'll never notice we're gone. Oh, how about you take care of Sheppard here for a minute, my man. Here's his leash. Pet him from time to time, so he doesn't become bored. You could walk him around some if you want." 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
    I didn't follow them. I just sat on this old, concrete bench under the cool shade of this maple tree. Greg's car was parked on the other side of the road, somehow directly opposite from my seat, a couple of meters away. Greg put his arm around my wife's narrow waist as they walked towards his black car. I looked around. I prayed that no one around here knew us, neighbors, co-workers, friends, or something like that.  
 
    Hey, Tom, they would tell me, I saw Michelle with a man. He's a bit old, but he's got his hand on your wife's butt. They went inside his car, and I didn't know what happened next inside, but I can assure you, Tom, that they didn't play chess in that car. Lucky bastard, if you ask me, they would add. 
 
    I leaned back on the bench, my cock hard, and imagined what was happening inside. I squinted my eyes to see if the car was moving, but it wasn't. It had been an hour already. I looked at my watch. Oh, it had only been five minutes. Time is relative, as my dear friend Albert once said. 
 
    My phone buzzed, and I pulled it out of my pocket. Greg sent me a pic. We were not connected on any communication apps, so I'm sure Michelle gave him my username. I breathed deeply before opening the message.  
 
    "Your wife is very pretty, man," the message said. Attached is a photo of my wife looking at the camera. She was smiling. She was sitting in the passenger's seat, her body facing Greg. She was still fully dressed, her hair still tied in a cute ponytail, her breasts full and perky. Greg was showing me how my pretty wife looked like before he fucked her.  
 
    Greg's car was short and small, the economical type. It would be pretty hard to fuck inside there. But, I sighed; I'm pretty sure Greg would manage. I bent down and petted Sheppard again. Your master is in there, buddy, trying to fuck my wife.  
 
    The second picture stopped my heart and made my dick harder. My throat was dry. I looked around first before staring back at the picture Greg sent. I almost came. It was a selfie taken by Greg. In this picture, Michelle was sucking his cock. Greg took it from above while Michelle's face was on his crotch, so I couldn't see my wife's mouth enveloping his dick. All I could see was the back of my wife's head and neck and her upper body. Greg's left arm was holding her cute ponytail. I looked again at the parked car, my heart beating wildly now, my breathing rugged. Inside of that manual vehicle, Michelle was sucking another man's dick.  
 
    Was she giving him a slow, delicious blowjob or an enthusiastic one? I adjusted my dick inside my pants again. Some cyclists passed by, and a cute, fit woman smiled at me. But at this moment, all my focus was on my wife, inside our neighbor's car, enjoying his cock.  
 
    Greg messaged me again. "Man, Michelle is such a great cocksucker! 20 out of 10!" he rated. "I'm gonna fuck her now, buddy!" 
 
    Oh fuck. Greg's message made me stood up so suddenly that I startled Sheppard. They already fucked several times last night, and now they were going to do it again. I knew this would lead to this, but…Should I intervene? Should I stop them? Maybe that was what Michelle was expecting me to do. I was crossing the road towards the car when Greg messaged me again. 
 
    "Hey, Buddy. Michelle said it's not really a safe day today. So, could you buy us a condom? Please?" 
 
    What the fuck? Nope. Why would I do something like that? I was waiting for my wife to open the door of the car. I was hoping for her to tell Greg that this would not be happening today. What type of man would I be if I bought the condom that Greg would put on his dick so he could fuck my wife? No one is that stupid. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
    "Yes. Three of these, please. Thank you." I said to the pretty young clerk as I purchased the ultra-thick ones. My hand was shaking as I paid. I also bought two large plastic bottles of water. Michelle might be thirsty after. I was near the door when Jason Milton, my co-worker, blocked my way and greeted me. 
 
    "Hey, Tom. Nice meeting you here," he chirped. He was wearing a runner's outfit of a bright shirt and waterproof running shoes. He was drenched in sweat. His pretty wife, Jessica, was beside him. She was smiling at me. Jessica is as tall as Jason, slim and goddamn sexy like my wife. She was wearing a light pink running shirt and black jogging pants. Her long hair was also tied in a ponytail. 
 
    "Uh, hi Jason. Uh, hi, Jessica." I managed to say.  
 
    "Hello, Tom," Jessica said. Her eyes are so seductive. "You're sweating, Tom. Did you have a run too? Are you here with Michelle? Where is she?" she asked sweetly. 
 
    They're still blocking my way. I need to get these condoms to Greg! "She's, ummm, outside, waiting for me." 
 
    Jessica looked outside the glass door of the convenience store. "Really? We didn't see her. I want to say hi. Hmm. I tried calling her last night, but she didn't answer." 
 
    She was busy last night, Jessica. She was riding our neighbor's cock in our bedroom. 
 
    "Baby," Jason said. "It was Tom's birthday yesterday." 
 
    "Oh. I remember now! Michelle told me last week. My god. I'm sorry I forgot. Happy Birthday, Tom." Jessica said and hugged me. I felt her soft melons pressing in my chest. I heard her gasped softly when she felt my hardness. She also saw the condoms in my paper bag.  
 
    "T-thank you." I croaked. 
 
    "I think we should leave Tom alone now, baby," Jessica said sweetly to her husband. "I think he's in a hurry." 
 
    "Sure. See you on the office Monday, man." Jason said and patted me on the shoulder. Lovely dog, too."  
 
    Jessica scratched Sheppard behind the ears. She looked curiously at me. I was sweating and not really dressed for running. I had a dog with me. Jessica and Michelle are very close friends, and my wife would have told her if we suddenly had a German Shepherd.  
 
    I rushed towards the exit. A cyclist with a white helmet pedaling an expensive road bike almost hit me. I looked to my left. Greg's car was just fifty meters away. I jogged towards it with unsteady knees. By the time I reached the parked car, my phone had buzzed again with a familiar tone. I got it out of my pocket and read the message. 
 
    "Hiya, Tommy. No need for a condom. Michelle couldn't wait anymore. But thanks!" the message said. There was an emoji at the end of it – a round yellow face with its tongue out. I stood behind the black car, dumbfounded.  
 
    As I was standing there like a slack-jawed idiot, Greg's car began bouncing – minor rhythmic movement at first, unnoticeable if you were standing a little farther. Up and down and up and down and up and down. It was creaking steadily. They're doing it now, Tommy. 
 
    I put the paper bag on the back of the car and leaned on its side. I looked up and felt the car's steadily growing movement. I felt weak, lacking energy, but my cock was rock hard. I wanted to take out my cock and jerked myself off, but I didn't want to be arrested.  
 
    Thomas Meihofer, the local news would say, was arrested by two St. Michael police officers. They found the young man pleasuring himself in public. Tom, as his friends called him, was an analyst at Lexton Corporation. I seriously doubt if I would still have any friends after that. 
 
    The car kept bouncing. It stopped for two minutes, and then it began swaying again, harder and faster this time. I heard Michelle screamed loudly in pleasure. The bouncing stopped for ten minutes. I was ready to knock on Greg's tinted window, and then the car started gyrating again – even harder. My wife moaned loudly again as another earth-shattering, mind-breaking orgasm took her. "You fucking slut!" Greg Porter said to my wife; then he grunted loudly as he came. 
 
    I waited fifteen more minutes. While waiting, I noticed that Greg's car was heavily tinted. It seemed like it absorbed light. I was not sure if having a tint this dark was even legal. If you drove this car at night and turned off all the lights, you'll be invincible.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
    "Hey, buddy. Thanks for taking care of Sheppard." Greg said to me when they finally exited the car, and we were back at the bench. His face was covered in sweat. He looked like a man who just finished a moderately heavy bench press. 
 
    "Uh, sure. You, ummm, ok, babe?" I asked my wife, a little concerned. Her ponytail was gone, and her wavy hair now tumbled beautifully beyond her shoulders. Her hair was a little damp, and she was flushed and a little unsteady. She perfectly resembled a beautiful woman that was newly-fucked. I handed her the bottle of water. I purchased two of them, but I'll be damned if I give the other one to Greg over here. The sun was intensely shining now. Let him have a heat stroke. I already threw the condom in the trash. There's no way I'd tell them I actually bought one, or several.  
 
    "Umm, sure, babe. I'm alright. Thanks," she was blushing intensely and a little embarrassed. This is how she looks every time after she comes multiple times. I put my arms around her and kissed her on the forehead. She smiled sweetly at me.  
 
    Greg left after a little while. Michelle hugged him and kissed him on his cheek. He whispered something to her, and she smiled at him and nodded back.  
 
    Greg even shook my hand and patted me on my shoulder as if to say, Thanks again, man, for letting me fuck your gorgeous wife. While they were leaving, Sheppard looked back at me and barked and wagged his tail. We're buddies now, it seemed.  
 
    * 
 
    "Babe, are you sure you're alright?" I asked her again as we were walking home. We were holding hands. I noticed she was a little silent.  
 
    "I'm worried. Are you mad at me, babe?" she asked me.  
 
    "Oh. No. Why would I be mad at you?" 
 
    "Umm, because I immediately agreed when Greg asked me inside his car. Would you rather I declined him?" she asked again. "Please don't be mad at me, babe. I don't know what to do when you're mad at me."  
 
    Michelle looked like she was about to cry, so I stopped and hugged her. "I'll never be mad at you, babe. Besides, what you did there was, well, hot," I said to her.  
 
    "Really?" she was smiling adorably now while looking up at me. I wiped a small tear from her eye.  
 
    "Oh yes. I didn't see what was happening inside the car, but it turned me on." 
 
    "Hmm. Ok, babe. You're still hard, you know. I can feel it," my wife said with delight. "Let's go home, and I'll take care of you." 
 
    * 
 
    Michelle did take care of me - my dick specifically - when we showered together after our walk. I caressed and soaped her yummy tits. She moaned deliciously while I fondled their softness in my hand. My hard dick was pressing at her back. I kissed her neck, and she giggled. My wife already recovered fully after that intense fucking inside the car earlier.  
 
    She pushed me gently, motioning for me to sit at the edge of the tub. Michelle then kneeled down, looked at me seductively, and licked the head of my dick. She tasted my precum. I was geared and ready to blow. She gave me a long, loving, and succulent blowjob. I held her head, the way Greg held her when she was blowing him earlier in the car. Did he make her choke? How long did she give him head? Did Greg push his dick so deep that he made my wife choke? Did he make my wife lick his balls? Did he slap her beautiful face with his wet, rubbery cock? Michelle played with my balls while I was thinking these lewd thoughts.  
 
    "We couldn't wait for the condom," she said after licking a second batch of precum. 
 
    "Uh. What." 
 
    "Greg and I were so horny during that point, and you were taking too long with the condom," Michelle kissed the head of my cock. 
 
    "Jessica and Jason saw me and talked to me." 
 
    "Hmmm." 
 
    "Yeah. I couldn't get away quickly." 
 
    Michelle kept stroking my cock slowly and seductively. "He told me that he will just pull out." 
 
    "And what did you say?" 
 
    "I said I'm not sure. But, If he can really pull out then...." She added some speed to her strokes. 
 
    "Did he?" 
 
    "Ummm. Yes. He did. He told me to swallow all of his cum. There was a lot, babe." 
 
    "Did you ummm, swallow..." 
 
    "I did my best, but there was just too much," Michelle said, looking at me with that teasing but innocent eyes. She was stroking me with two hands now, her palms fully enveloping my cock. Her mouth was slightly open. "Some of his cum leaked from my mouth – to his legs and the car seat." 
 
    "Oh. Damn. I'm coming." 
 
    "Greg said that next time he will come on my face." 
 
    "God..fuck!" 
 
    I came on my wife's beautiful tits. I came so hard that it felt like there was an invisible suction on my balls, draining all of me. My wife moaned as I came. She loves seeing me blasting. I hit her cheeks and tits and neck and her legs. I almost hit her eyes, but she closed them quickly at the last minute.  
 
    "Let me clean you up, babe," she said flirtatiously.  
 
    It took another thirty minutes before we came out of the bathtub.  
 
    * 
 
    The day was not over. After we cleaned up, we changed into different clothes and went to the mall. I wore a simple black shirt and jeans and white sneakers. Michelle wore the same thing. She could wear a potato sack, and she will still look amazing. Her hair was loose and tumbled nicely to her back. No shirt can hide the swell of her tits. Her tight jeans perfectly displayed the round, enticing curve of her butt.  
 
    We watched a newly-released sci-fi movie. We bought popcorns and pineapple juice and just chilled. Michelle and I like these types of films – the ones that make you think even after you leave the theatre. She kissed me, and I put my hand on her leg, rubbing it gently, like making my hand warm. She kissed me again. Only a few people were watching the movie. This was already the seventh showing day.  
 
    "You should have worn a skirt," I whispered to her. I made sure my lips were near her ear.  
 
    She beamed. "Skirt and no panties? Like we used to do?" 
 
    "Yes. Skirt and no panties. You know, I can make you come half a dozen times before this movie ends. Remember Pirates of the Galaxy?" 
 
    Michelle squeezed my hand. "Ummm. You made me come more than half a dozen times when we watched that. I remember that we almost got caught." 
 
    "Next time," I said, subtly squeezing her pussy outside her jeans which made her gasp. An older couple from the front looked back at us, and we just pretended that nothing happened. 
 
    I brought her flowers before we went home – a beautiful mix of lilies and chrysanthemum. She kissed me again and then gave me a nice, delicious titfuck when we reached our house. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
    I woke up Monday morning feeling light and refreshed. Michelle was not beside me on our bed. That's alright. She has always been an early riser. Both of us needed to go to our offices for work today. She's probably in the kitchen and already finished with her preparations. It usually takes my wife an hour and a half to shower and dress. It takes me only less than 15 minutes to do all that. 
 
    I stood up from the bed and drank the water on the table. I looked outside and stretched. I needed to work out more. I was already developing a small paunch. I'm still young. I used to have abs.  
 
    I moved closer to the glass window. Young shrubs were covering the lower part of it from outside, but I could still see clearly. I looked at Greg's house. I couldn't really see his house from where I was standing because it was parallel to ours. I could see his car, though – the car where he fucked my wife the other day. This meant that he was still at his house and not at his office. Sheppard was lying down on the grass and happily barking at the occasional joggers.  
 
    I dropped down and made a couple of push-ups. I stopped when I started sweating and when my arm started slightly hurting. That's enough for today, I decided. I'll renew my gym membership before this week ends. My wife looks like a goddess, so I should at least try to match that. Who am I kidding? I could do a thousand push-ups, and I would still never be equal to her. Don't sell yourself short, Tom, I thought, beefing myself up.  
 
    I looked at our framed wedding picture. She looks so stunning in her white wedding dress. The dress was showing a little cleavage. Her eyes were shining. She looked like an angel – the perfect wife. Who would have thought that this angelic-looking woman in this picture sucked her neighbor's cock regularly? And that it was her husband who encouraged her to do it. How would Jessica and Jason react to that?  
 
    I opened the door, and that was when I heard the moaning coming from the living room. I stopped in my tracks.  
 
    "Oh, honey. Baby. Fuck." Greg groaned from the living room.  
 
    "Oh. Um. Please. Oh. Oh," my wife was moaning.  
 
    I pressed my back to the wooden wall. I started sweating coldly. I looked at my watch. It was only thirty minutes past seven in the morning, and they were already going at it. How long were they doing it? I was frozen. I couldn't see them from where I was standing. Should I show myself?  
 
    "Ah. Perfect. Yes. Yes." Greg moaned again.  
 
    "Ummm. My god," another moan from my wife. "Please hurry. Ohhh. T-tom's going to wake up soon. 
 
    "Ah. Yes. Don't worry. Tom can watch as I fuck you, hon. You know he likes that." 
 
    "Ummm. I didn't tell him you're here. Yes. Yes. Deeper, please." 
 
    I breathed deeply. My cock was already hard. I decided not to show myself because that was what Greg was expecting me to do. If I wanted to watch Michelle getting fucked, then, it should be on my terms, not Greg's. It should be me deciding the time and place.  
 
    But the question was, What the hell am I supposed to do now?  
 
    I could go back to our bedroom and lie in bed and pretend that I was still sleeping. My heart was beating so fast. No. I would stay here, with my back on the wall, and listen to them. I doubt if I could take even a single step. 
 
    What position are they in right now? If I stole a glance, I was sure that they would see me. Hell, Greg was probably expecting it. He probably already had a script in his mind—something like, Hey, Tom, Buddy. Sit for a few minutes there, will you? Ah. I'm nearly done here. 
 
    I took out my cock and listened to the wet smacking of their bodies. I closed my eyes. I'm pretty sure that at that moment, Greg was doing my wife raw from behind. They were probably on the sofa. Both naked. I could imagine Greg had his hands on my wife's waist as he kept fucking her. Her full tits were swaying freely with every pump. Her hair was damp because she had just finished showering. Greg was probably grabbing her hair right now and aggressively pulling it.  
 
    "Oh. Yes! Yes! Harder!" Michelle mewled and whimpered. She's probably dripping and squirting. I was picturing her hazy and unfocused eyes. 
 
    Slap! Fuck! He's slapping her ass. I could picture my wife trembling in delirious lust as he did that. Slap! That sounds a bit harder. Slap! My wife's ass was probably crimson at this point. I stroked my cock in time with the smacking of their nude bodies. Fuck. 
 
    "I wanna come on your pretty face, Sweetheart," I heard Greg grunted. He was already on the edge. 
 
    "Ummm. Yes! Quickly please!" my wife pleaded. I rushed back to my room when I heard Greg groaning as he painted my wife with his cum.  
 
    I laid back on our bed and closed my eyes. It was still early, and Michelle probably believed I was still asleep. How did they start? Did they plan this? Maybe Michelle messaged Greg last night, or maybe they arranged this after they fucked inside Greg's car the other day. No. Probably what happened was Greg knocked on the door at the same time my wife finished showering. She got that cute and small pink towel wrapped around her sexy body. That was her favorite towel which was too short that you could see the fullness of her pussy every time she bent over. I fucked her several times with her still wearing that.  
 
    "Where's Tom?" would have been Greg's first question. 
 
    "Uhmm. Still sleeping," my wife would have answered. "But he's going to wake up soon…" 
 
    It was not hard to imagine what happened next. Greg came quickly and shut our front door using the back of his foot. My wife probably tried halfheartedly to stop him, but once Greg kissed her, her gears started turning.  
 
    Out of all the women I dated in my life, Michelle got sexually turned on the fastest. She got turned on by French kissing easily. You could turn her on by kissing her neck and gently touching her breasts. You could turn her on by grabbing her butt. If you did all those things at the same time, then, she'd be soaking wet. Hell, you could turn her on by telling her that she's a slut. From the outside, my wife looks like a woman that is hard to get. I mean, how could an ordinary man hope to be equal to a woman as brilliant, funny, and smart as her. Greg, probably at first glance, saw through that façade. He saw a submissive married woman waiting to be fucked. 
 
    It was not even a week since my birthday, and he already fucked my wife several times. 
 
    After a few more minutes, my wife came to the room and kissed me. She got on the bed gently and embraced me. "Hey, babe. Time to wake up," Michelle said sweetly.  
 
    "Uh. Good morning," I said and kissed her back. I looked at my wife. She was wearing an oversized white T-shirt. She will change into her office clothes later while I am eating breakfast. I could smell the soap on her body. She probably took a quick shower again after Greg was done with her. She didn't look like a woman that was newly fucked. Michelle brushed her hair back over one ear with her hand and kissed me again. She moved on top of me.  
 
    "What got you all hot and bothered this morning, babe?" I asked innocently. I returned her kiss, more aggressively this time. I put my hands on her smooth legs and rubbed them. I moved my hands a little higher and realized she was not wearing undies. 
 
    "I am," Michelle moaned seductively, "always hot and bothered." 
 
    We were both late at our work because she spent an extra ten minutes riding my cock. Greg waved at us as I drove our car out of the garage. I waved back and nodded. Michelle smiled sweetly at him.  
 
    This is our life now, I thought as I drove while Michelle was in the passenger seat browsing her phone and reading emails. I opened a dam, and I didn't know how to close it or if I even wanted to close it. Greg was now a part of our lives. He could always come to our house and decide to fuck my wife. I got hard thinking about when I would come home from the office and find Michelle kneeling on the floor of our house while giving our neighbor a sloppy blowjob. 
 
    I looked at my wife and put my free hand on her leg. She looked gorgeous wearing her white blouse and miniskirt. She tied her hair in a cute bun, and she was wearing glasses. She looked like the sexiest office worker or the hottest librarian. Earlier, Greg came on her beautiful face. She looked back at me and smiled, and said, "I love you." 
 
    End. 
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