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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    “Tom, your wife is so fucking hot,” my new boss said to me.  
 
    Michelle had just left my office after bringing me a snack. Something she sweetly does once or twice a month when she is not too busy at work.  
 
    She was wearing a tight white blouse and a black miniskirt when she arrived. It’s her office uniform from Hudson-Strong, the bank where she works. 
 
    All the eyes on our floor followed my wife closely. Every guy was memorizing her curves and the shape of her butt, and the sexy sway of her hips. Junior Peralta, our janitor, almost slipped. Every analyst and supervisor seemed to have stopped what they were doing. It was like a goddess or heaven’s hottest angel had landed. For a short while there, only the clicks of her heels on our floor could be heard. 
 
    She brought me two sandwiches she bought from a mobile food store called AutoTuna near her office. She knows how much I love a delicious tuna sandwich. She kissed me as she gave it to me. 
 
    After handing me the snack, Michelle whispered in my ear, asking me if it was possible to give me a quick blowjob in one of the unoccupied meeting rooms. That made me hard, which made her smile. But sadly, all the meeting rooms were occupied. Today is a busy day, I said to her. She pouted, then gave me a short kiss again. She said hello to Jason Milton, my co-worker and best friend sitting a few steps away from me. Milton grinned at her. 
 
    When Michelle left, everyone followed her again with their eyes. They were concentrating on the soft bounce of her breasts as she walked. Her legs can go on for days. One of my co-workers adjusted the front of his pants. The temperature seemed a lot warmer. The janitor subtly took a picture using his smartphone.  
 
    “Damn. How did you get a woman like that? Was she a model before? She’s fucking hot,” our new boss, Ken Gallagher, said again. He immediately entered our office when my wife left. His phone was out. We’d have a problem if one of the Human Resource Department staff heard what he said. Telling an employee that his wife is “fucking hot” is not good office etiquette.  
 
    “Umm. Yeah. She did some modeling before we got married. Just for a few months,” I answered him. Jason just focused on his screen and endless spreadsheets. He was ignoring us. He is my friend, but he decided to leave me alone to deal with our new boss. 
 
    We didn’t really like Ken Gallagher. Ken used to be higher up in the food chain. He was on a first-name basis with the CFO. Then, he got caught screwing the interns. Someone noticed that when the beautiful interns went inside Ken’s office to bring him coffee, they usually came out after thirty minutes, blushing and unsteady. Ken used to have a new intern every month. After that short scandal, Ken got demoted as our new supply chain director. After fucking a long line of hot office women, Ken was demoted and still earned ten times my salary. He had no idea what he was doing here. 
 
    “What’s her name?” 
 
    “Her name’s Michelle.” 
 
    “Let me talk to her next time she comes. I would love to meet her. I mean, as your new boss, I should get to know every one of my staff better.” 
 
    “Eh. Sure, boss.” 
 
    Ken walked around and looked at what we were doing. I doubt if he filled a spreadsheet recently. Ken scratched his head and squinted his eyes, looking at our screens. “Good job, boys,” he said, then left our office. 
 
    I sighed when he finally left. There’s just something suffocating when your boss is looking over your shoulder. Jason sighed too and finally relaxed on his chair. He looked at me and put both his hands behind his head. 
 
    On his table is a framed picture of him and his wife, Jessica. He moved it back every time Ken visited our office. I mean, Jessica is as hot as my wife. Our wives are gifted in all the right departments. Some guys here in the company calls the two of us the Luckies. Because in their minds, Jason and I are two lanky nerds who won the lottery in the wife game. I will not argue that. We did get lucky.  
 
    “Maybe we should tell our wives not to bring snacks here for us anymore,” Jason said while rotating his office chair. We both know that he’s not serious. I just said uh-uh. That will not work. Our wives are goddesses. Men will always look at them. I will never tell Michelle to avoid going into our office because the male employees undress her with horny eyes. 
 
    “Tom, man, there’s something I got to tell you,” Jason said. I had an idea what he was going to say. 
 
    “Yeah? What is it?” I pushed my chair outward and faced him. Jason looked around like he was trying to make sure that no one could hear him. 
 
    “Yeah. Ummm,” Jason was uncomfortable and hesitating. He looked at the screensaver of my computer. It was a picture of Michelle and me when we went mountain hiking two months ago. In that picture, I looked exhausted. It seemed like I gave all my energy and spirit to reach the mountain peak. My wife looked fresh as a morning breeze. In that picture, my arm was around her, and she was smiling. The cool air was blowing her hair gently.  
 
    “Yep?” 
 
    “I saw Michelle last week in Bridgewater Café with, ummm, a guy. They were drinking coffee and talking,” he said while avoiding my eyes.  
 
    “Ah. Yeah. Michelle told me about that.” 
 
    “She did?” 
 
    “Yeah. Was it an older guy who is a little fat?” 
 
    “Yeah. Yeah.” 
 
    “That’s just Greg Porter, our neighbor.” 
 
    “Your neighbor?” 
 
    “Yeah. He’s divorced. Alone. They are good friends. We’re good friends. They go out and talk from time to time,” I said and returned to my computer. 
 
    “Oh. Great. Great, It’s ok then,” Jason said and rolled back his chair in front of his computer. I could feel his curious eyes at me. My explanation didn’t make sense; he was probably thinking. Bridgewater Café is located near the city’s edge, far from the center where the best coffee shops are. Far from our houses. It’s also near Timber Street, where there are a lot of motels and inns. And I’m perfectly sure that when he saw Michelle and Greg, they were not sitting across from each other. They were probably sitting close beside each other, their bodies pressing. I imagined that Greg had his hand on my wife’s legs. They didn’t look like close neighbors. Jason probably thought that they looked like two couples who just finished fucking. Which is true. Michelle told me about it when we made love that night. She was blushing and a little embarrassed as she told me every little detail. Michelle rode my dick and emphasized every lewd word by going down hard on my cock. I came twice that night, and she came twice that. She told me Greg came on her face. As I sit here in my office chair while thinking about that, my cock turns hard again.  
 
    After that Café date, Greg left town and went to Vridpool City to handle some business-related matters. Michelle told me he is expanding his logistics business and adding another branch there. It had been a week already, and Michelle didn’t know when he’d be back. So, Michelle and I finally got our breather. We went on dates and visited bookstores, and went swimming. We made love every night.  
 
    I ate the sandwich during a snack break and shared one with Jason in the break room. We drank thick coffee. Some of the analysts like Dieter Neumann and Tim Mueller were beside the window and smoking. Three young interns were sitting down on plush chairs and playing an online game. I looked outside the glass window and watched the people. Lexton was a relatively young company. The majority of the employees were below thirty, and less than half were below twenty-five. But still, some here are already married. I wondered how many of them share their wives with other men.  
 
    “Hey, Tom,” Lea Osterhagen, a pretty research analyst, tapped me on the shoulder. I turned to look at her. She is a petite woman, her long black hair in a braid. She was smiling. I always thought she looked like a beautiful witch in one of those Viking movies. 
 
    “Hey, Lea? Yes. Hi.” 
 
    “Yeah. I already sent you the quarterly figures for Norton-Falmer, the one you asked me about the other day.” 
 
    “Oh. Really. That’s quite fast. Thank you.” 
 
    “Welcome. I have already summarized them per week. For you,” Lea looked away when she said that. I noticed that her face was a little red. Maybe she took a walk under the hot sun outside before this. 
 
    “Oh. Wow. You didn’t have to do that. Thank you.” 
 
    “No worries. You, umm, you owe me. Gotta go,” and then she rushed out of the break room, almost hitting one of the managers. Good thing he had good reflexes, or his hot coffee would have spilled. 
 
    I looked at Jason, and he had a stupid grin on his face. “What?” I asked him. 
 
    “You didn’t notice that?” 
 
    “Huh. Noticed what?” 
 
    “Ah. Nothing. Forget about it.” 
 
    “I’ll go back first, dude. Need to send some urgent emails.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    I went back to the office and sat down, and took out my phone. This phone is a new one—a gift from Michelle a month ago. My old phone had been with me for five years. I had no plan to replace it until one day, while we were in bed, she suddenly took my phone and transferred all my files to the new phone she had bought for me.  
 
    Done, she said happily. She likes giving me surprise gifts. She told me to try the new phone. But while I was doing that, she moved beside me on the soft bed, kissed me on the cheek, took out my cock, and then started giving me a handjob. Her hair was untied, and she looked so slutty and innocent at the same time. Few women could pull that. She was moaning as her hand stroked my cock. Everything about lovemaking turns her on. The handjob turned into a blowjob, and I realized it was hard to check the specifics of a new mobile phone while a luscious woman was sucking the hell out of your cock.  
 
    I came on her mouth, and she swallowed every drop. Literally every drop. Some of my cum went to her chin, and some dropped on the bed, and she used her fingers to scoop them and then swallowed them while looking seductively at me. She then raised her eyebrow, with a naughty twinkle in her eyes, and then asked innocently, “Again?” Luckies indeed. 
 
    While sitting in my office chair, I scrolled through the picture gallery. I looked around and breathed deeply, then resumed looking at my phone. I turned my chair to face the door so that no one could come unnoticed from behind.  
 
    I got several pictures in my gallery. There were some pictures of buildings, cars, and mountain bikes. But the majority of the pics are of my gorgeous wife. Here’s one where she was wearing a red one-piece when we went to a nearby beach resort. The swimwear was not so bold, yet it could not hide her full, lush figure. Her bikini-stretching melons are full and proud. Her thick hair flowed lovingly beyond her shoulders. She was standing in this picture, and her back was on the camera. She was smiling while looking back. Her tight butt is mesmerizing.  
 
    She sent a copy of this picture to Greg before he left a week ago. When I asked why, Michelle replied meekly and said because Greg told her to. Told her. Greg did not request her to send the picture. He did not say please. He just ordered her, and she did it immediately—no second thoughts.  
 
    Here is another picture of Michelle wearing a spaghetti strap, full skirt, pink bridesmaid dress when we attended Sidney Esquivel’s wedding. She looked angelic here; her long locks tumbled down nicely behind her. She was one of the tallest among the bridesmaids. During the reception, we made love in one of the spare rooms. I told her to take her panties off, and she did that, and I put it in my pocket. We made eyes with each other throughout the night until the event ended. From time to time, when we got separated because we were talking with friends, I repeatedly gestured my pocket to her. Michelle would bite her lower lip, and then I would wink at her. 
 
    Here is another picture of when we went to the monthly farmer’s market in Dalmellington. In here, Michelle wore a simple pink T-shirt and light blue boyfriend shorts. We brought fresh lettuce and potatoes and some homemade spices in transparent jars. Some of the farmers whistled at her, but it was the good kind of whistle, the type that says, “Ma’am, you are really one fine-looking lady.” She just smiled sweetly at them. One of the farmers there tried to introduce her to his son.  
 
    My wife wanted to buy a cute and chubby goat. I scratched my head and said no, and she pouted at me. She said it’s just one goat and what she was planning was for me to build a mini-house for it outside of our house. Since the goat likes grass, it could feed on our lawn, she said, really using all her charms and seductive skills trying to convince me. I still said no and ruffled her hair. She crossed her arm and didn’t talk to me for the next thirty minutes. So, what I did was find a Cake N’ Lemon and bought her one of their largest ice creams – the one with a mix of vanilla, pineapple, and chocolate. She brightened after that and, in the middle of eating and licking the ice cream, she finally decided to forgive me. Our marriage was saved. 
 
    But the next picture was the one I was really scrolling for. It’s a picture of my wife in her wedding dress. But this was not taken during our wedding. It was taken by Greg when he visited our house one time when I was at work. The picture was taken inside our bedroom. It was Saturday, which was supposed to be our day-offs, but some urgent matters needed to be finished, so I had no choice but to report to the office.  
 
    Michelle was left alone at our house. So, when our neighbor saw me driving the car out of our garage, he wasted no time and knocked on our door. That was still around nine in the morning. Michelle forgot to message me that Greg was with her. The whole day they had the house to themselves. I only learned that Greg was there when he sent me the picture that same day at around three in the afternoon. In this picture, Michelle was standing on the bedroom floor, and she was barefoot. She was wearing her white knee-length strapless princess-cut wedding dress. On her finger was her wedding ring. She was also wearing the necklace I gifted her when we got engaged. 
 
    “You know, buddy. I fucked your wife while she was wearing that dress,” Greg told me the next day. I was on our porch and drinking coffee, and Greg approached me. He just walked to where I was sitting like he owned the whole place, and there were no invisible property barriers between our houses. It was still quite early, and my wife was still sleeping. I almost choked on my coffee when he said that. 
 
    “Uh. Yeah?” 
 
    Greg sat on one of the chairs. “Uh-uh. She wanted to have some romantic time with you yesterday, but you were at work.” 
 
    I stared at the coming cars, and my heart was beating wildly while imagining what had happened the previous day. 
 
    “Michelle rode my dick hard while in her wedding dress. She’s so damn sexy. Her tits bounced out of that dress, and I squeezed them with my hands. I pulled her nipples and bit them just right. Even while she was coming, she didn’t stop bouncing on my cock. She moaned your name once, though. So as a punishment, I slapped her ass till it turned pink! She came hard while I was pounding her from behind and smacking her ass! Goddamn, that woman!” Greg exclaimed and patted my leg hard. He was laughing at his good fortune. “That dress was sticky with my cum when we were done.” 
 
    “Uh. Yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah. Have you tried it? Fucking Michelle while she is wearing her wedding dress?” 
 
    “Uh. Yes. I mean, the night of our wedding.” 
 
    “Ah. Yes. Yes. Right. I talked to her, and she agreed when I said that we would have to do it again.” 
 
    “Again?” 
 
    “Yeah, buddy. We don’t have any schedule or something like that, but we’ll see. But this time I guess I’ll inform you in advance. What do you think?” 
 
    “Sure. Sure, Greg.” 
 
    “My man,” our old neighbor said and patted me on the shoulder, and then he stood up and went back to his house. 
 
    There was another picture on my phone where Michelle was kneeling on our bedroom floor, and her mouth was full of Greg’s cock, but I had to quickly stop looking at it because I already saw Jason walking towards the office. I put the phone back in my pocket to resume work. I noticed that Jason looked annoyed when he came through the door, so I asked him what was up.  
 
    “Ken just told me that we have to make the presentation to Josiah Falmer tomorrow at nine.  
 
    “Presentation? Josiah Falmer of Norton-Falmer?” 
 
    “That’s right. I told Ken that we were told that we still have two days to finish this, and he just shrugged like it’s out of his hands.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So it seems that both of us won’t come home on time for dinner tonight,” Jason sighed and rubbed his eyes, and sat down.  
 
    “But wait. You said that we would present for Falmer. Isn’t that Ken’s job?” 
 
    “It is. But he said, and I quote, “You and Tommy got this!” 
 
    “Fuck.” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    The problem with this overtime was that I’m supposed to have a dinner date with my wife tonight. I wanted to take advantage while Greg was out of town for his business trip. I feel that when our neighbor is around, I lose control of the direction of my relationship with my wife. I’m not talking about love. There’s no problem with that. This adventure with Greg, I observed, actually made our relationship even better, especially in terms of sex. But it feels like Michelle had two husbands when Greg was around. 
 
    I sighed and took my phone out again. Michelle was expecting me to pick her up at her office by five-thirty this afternoon. I stood by the glass window and dialed her number.  
 
    “Hey, babe,” Michelle said sweetly from the other line. She has her own office in the bank, but I could still hear the all-familiar low background sound coming from the bank’s main floor. “Did you miss me already? I was just there a couple of hours ago,” she teased me from the other line.  
 
    “I miss you every time we are not together, babe,” I replied. I was smiling already, a result of simply talking to her. Suddenly the Falmer presentation tomorrow wasn’t that daunting anymore.  
 
    “Hmm. So?” 
 
    “Yeah. It’s just that I’ll have to clock overtime tonight. Maybe just for two or three hours. We have to prepare for a rushed client meeting tomorrow.” 
 
    “Oh. Hmm. So we will have to move our dinner date another time?” 
 
    “Right, babe. Sorry.” 
 
    “Ok, babe. Don’t worry about it,” Michelle said lovingly, though she sounded a little sad. “I did not bring my car, though, so I’ll book a ride after my work here and go there at your office. I’ll wait for you until you finish your work. We can grab a quick dinner. Maybe order a take-out from Chicken Joes?” 
 
    I looked out from our glass door and saw Ken talking with one of our pretty analysts. Ken was standing, and she was sitting down. His crotch was just a few inches from her face. Ken looked like a lawsuit waiting to happen. 
 
    “Hmm. As much as I want you to be here, I think you’ll be bored to death waiting for me to finish, babe. It’s ok if you go straight home. You can sit on the sofa, drink hot chocolate, and read that H. L. Smith romance book that you love so much. Then we can make love when I come home later.” 
 
    “Tempting. I like the sound of that.” 
 
    “I know you do,” I chuckled.  
 
    “So, see you later, babe.” 
 
    “Love you.” She made that sweet kissing sound before we ended the call. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    The Norton-Falmer project was a new model that we had been working on for months now, and it was a big deal for Lexton. Josiah Falmer was one of the biggest clients, so we had no choice but to slave away until we could produce a good and clear pitch. We drank another cup of coffee again. It was only four in the afternoon, and we already went to Ken’s office twice to give him updates on the progress. We requested the help of another two junior analysts – Justin Sutcliffe and Mia Bugnion, and Ken approved it. 
 
    I looked at my watch, and it was already half-past five in the afternoon, so I excused myself and went outside the office and dialed Michelle’s phone number. By this time, she was probably done with her work and now outside the building of Hudson and booking a cab online to take her home. I was quite disappointed about the cancellation of our dinner date. While waiting for her to answer, I glanced at Mia Bugnion – one of our junior analysts. She was wearing a short pencil skirt and blazer. Her back was on me, and she was standing and leaning forward while pointing something at Jason’s computer screen. Justin Sutcliffe was standing back a few steps from them, and I could see that he was not looking at Jason’s computer. His eyes were memorizing the round and full shape of Mia’s butt. When he saw me looking, he gave me a thumbs up. Justin Sutcliffe once tried to hit on my wife two months ago when she visited me here at the office. She was reading a book in the visitor’s area, and he approached her and tried asking for her number. My wife turned him down gently, and now I believed he was a little in love with her. 
 
    I shrugged and put my phone closer to my ear while looking outside the window and waiting for my wife to answer my call. Why is it taking too long for her to answer? 
 
    “Hello, babe,” Michelle said from the other line.  
 
    “Hi, babe. I just called to check on you. Are you already finished with work?” 
 
    “Ummm. Yes,” she said. There was something in her voice that was not there earlier. I realized that I should not have agreed to take this overtime tonight. I should have gone forward with my promised dinner date. My goal was to take her back completely from Greg. I knew that whether she admitted it or not, Michelle was at the point where she was already infatuated with him. I mean, the guy was constantly giving her toe-curling orgasms. Greg was rough but also nice to her. Whether she was already falling in love with him too, I was not too sure. I knew I could put my foot down and stop all of this, but I believed that would be wrong. I set all of these in motion. These wife-sharing events started naturally, so they should also end naturally. I wanted Michelle to be the one to tell Greg that it was over. There would be a finality to that, and then we could return to our normal lives. 
 
    “Are you already outside the bank? Have you already booked a cab?” I asked her. 
 
    “Umm…” 
 
    “If you haven’t yet, I could drive there and pick you up and drive you home, then I’ll just return here at the office,” I said. 
 
    “No, no, babe. It’s fine,” Michelle said. She was taking a moment to answer, and she was whispering on the phone. I could hear some people talking in the background, probably some of her officemates that were also on their way home and walking outside the bank’s brick building. “It’s just that…” 
 
    “Yes, babe?” I encouraged her to continue. I turned around so that some of my co-workers would not see my face. I knew what was coming. I pressed my side to the glass window.  
 
    “Greg texted me. He said that he would pick me up, babe,” my wife said slowly. “He’s already on his way.” 
 
    “Uh. Greg. But I thought…” I stammered.  
 
    “He just arrived from Vridpool. He texted me this morning.” 
 
    “Ummmm….” 
 
    “I mean, will that be ok, babe?” Michelle asked me in a tender voice. “I can still call him and tell him not to bother. I’ll just say to him that you decided to cancel your overtime and pick me up instead.” 
 
    My heart was pumping quickly. Greg picking her wouldn’t mean that he would drive her to our house, then sweetly drop her at our porch and then say his goodnight. Greg was aiming to fuck her. He just came back from an out-of-town business, and his first thought was to rail my wife. This night would end with his cock deeply buried into the love of my life.  
 
    I composed myself and tried to calm my nerves. Here it was. I could see the line, and I could put my feet into it now and say this has got to end, and it was over. But instead, I found myself saying, “Ummm. Sure, babe. That’s fine.” 
 
    “A-are you sure, Tom,” Michelle asked me. There was slight excitement in her voice. Very minor, and she was trying to hide it. 
 
    “Y-yeah, I’m sure. I mean, I still got a lot of work to do here, and if it isn’t a bother with Greg, then I think it’s fine.” Look at Mr. Thomas here, ladies and gentlemen, very concerned with his wife bothering Greg’s precious time. 
 
    “Umm. Ok, then. Oh. I can already see his car so….” 
 
    “Wait, babe. Did Greg tell you anything else?” 
 
    Michelle paused before answering. I could hear the honk of a vehicle. Greg was honking at my wife like he was trying to pick up a whore.  
 
    “Yeah,” she started saying. “Greg said that his balls are full after a week, and he plans on ravaging my pussy before dropping me at our house.”  
 
    The call ended. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    I came back to the office feeling like a ten-kilogram metal ball was tied at my ankles. I sat down quickly because I had a raging hard-on.  
 
    “Everything alright, Tom?” Jason asked me when he saw my face. I just smiled and said no worries, and we resumed our work. Mia was looking at me curiously. Justin was looking at Mia’s cleavage. I tried concentrating on my work, but it was so hard.  
 
    According to Michelle, Greg already informed her that he had arrived earlier this morning. She didn’t tell me about that when she brought me the snack. When I made that call, Greg was already on his way to her, which meant that she had already agreed for him to pick her up. Or was it the other way around? Was Michelle the one who texted Greg and said that I would not be available, and could he please pick her up from her office at about half-past five in the afternoon today? It was like Greg was my wife’s boyfriend.  
 
    I looked at my watch, and it was already half-past seven, and we were not yet finished. We ordered pizza from a nearby joint. Justin and Jason ate it hungrily while I nibbled in little bites. My head was in the cloud. Where is my wife now? She has not messaged me yet. Should I call and ask her if she’s already at home? I looked at my phone, and there was still no message. It started to drizzle. Ken Gallagher stayed with us while we were doing the pitch. I spied him in his office while I was on my way to the pantry, and he was playing online poker on his mobile phone. My phone buzzed from my pocket when I returned to my seat. It was a message from Greg. 
 
    The message was a picture with the caption “Date Night.” I subtly opened it, slightly trying to hide the screen of my phone from my co-workers. Mia might get a minor heart attack if she spied a picture of my wife with her face full of thick cum. But that wasn’t it. It was a picture of my wife taken by Greg. They were in Versanti – a lovely restaurant where we liked to eat. I was familiar with the background. Apparently, Greg took Michelle out on a date. Versanti was not the place I had in mind when I planned our supposed dinner date tonight, but it also was a good alternative. It has sweet music, and the food is heavenly. In this picture, my wife had her pretty hair up. She had a black blazer on top of her white blouse. Two of the buttons were undone, but they were still high up, so her cleavage was still adequately covered. She was looking and smiling at Greg and not directly at the camera. She looked a little bit surprised. Like she agreed for Greg to take a picture of her, but he did so suddenly. She looked stunning.  
 
    Versanti was a restaurant located near the city’s center. Some people might recognize her. Maybe some of them friends of ours. I just wished they weren’t acting too close and that Greg wasn’t grabbing my wife’s waist or putting his hand on her thigh. Greg sent another picture again after a minute. My wife looked the same, only that the photo was taken inside Greg’s car. I looked at this particular picture curiously because my wife was sitting in the back seat of the car in this one. Why was she not sitting on the passenger’s seat beside Greg? 
 
    I returned to our work. We made a mock presentation to Ken until he finally agreed that it was good enough. Jason and the others made a sigh of relief. I looked at my watch, and it was already nine in the evening. I quickly put my things inside my office backpack, rushed to the building garage, and went inside my car. I forgot to say goodnight to Jason and the others. I dialed my wife’s phone number as I was maneuvering out of the parking lot. She answered in two rings.  
 
    “Hey, babe,” I said, slightly out of breath. A man with a motorbike overtook me. I didn’t know where I was going. Perhaps they were still at the restaurant, or maybe they were having coffee somewhere. Maybe they were at Greg’s house right now, and he was already pounding my wife. Maybe they went to a hotel. When a man decided to share his wife with other men, I realized the possibilities were endless. 
 
    “Hey, you,” Michelle said; she sounded happy. Maybe the date had perked up her spirit. 
 
    “I just got out of work, so, uhhh, where are you now?” 
 
    “Oh. That’s good. I’m still with Greg, and he said he needs to pick something up from his warehouse, then we’ll go home after that.” 
 
    Picking something up from his warehouse? Greg’s warehouse was in the northwest part of the city. Our house was closer, yet he decided to divert their drive rather than drop my wife first at our home. Greg was maximizing the moments to spend longer time with my wife. I assessed my location. I was at the intersection of Beachside Passage and Auburn Street. 
 
    “I can drive there. I’ll just pick you up at Greg’s warehouse.” 
 
    “Oh,” she paused, and she moved her phone away from her mouth, and I heard her whispering something to Greg. I didn’t hear his answer. “Are you sure, babe? Do you know where it is?” 
 
    I turned the steering wheel to the left and started cruising into light traffic. “Yeah. I’ve passed it once or twice. So, see you there?” 
 
    “See you, babe.” 
 
    I rolled down my window to feel the cold air. It would only take them around fifteen minutes to reach Greg’s warehouse at Chesterfield Lane from the restaurant. It would take me ten or fifteen minutes longer than that. I saw traffic converging, and I slowed down a little. I closed my window and turned on the radio, and listened to some music. I looked outside, and the world was normal. Many couples were holding hands while walking. There were students with books in their arms. Many employees were also rushing to get home. Saint Michael is a lovely city. Lights and music all around. Coffee shops and bookstores, and excellent restaurants.  
 
    The objective here was to reach the warehouse as quickly as possible. It was already past nine in the evening. Greg would not bring my wife to that place for no reason. I drove straight through Highland Way until I reached it. It was a single floor, rectangular gray building with a large red sign saying Porter Transport. This small logistic company was founded a little more than a decade ago, and Greg told me that they had a lot of ups and downs. But, at this moment, business was on the ups. Michelle told me that Greg had found a new business partner who financed a fresh set-up in Vridpool. 
 
    I saw Greg’s black car parked near the entrance, and I parked beside it. I stepped out of the car and surveyed the place. There were no more employees, it seemed. There were four silver pick-ups parked outside. There were two white vans used for transporting medical supplies. I walked inside and saw half a dozen box vans plastered with the Porter Transport Logo. There were some boxes and pallets and industrial carts on the warehouse floor. The forklifts were appropriately parked beside the wall. Neon green “Safety First” signs were installed in all directions. I saw some lights and assumed those came from the administration offices. I couldn’t hear anything yet, but I was sure that they were already inside. I maneuvered through rows of large paper boxes. My hands were sweating, and I could feel the developing weakness from my knees. I knew my wife was in there and probably getting railed at this moment. I gripped the metal handle of an aluminum cart. My cock was as hard as one of the metal tools organized in one of the tables. 
 
    Aside from the three of us, I thought that the warehouse was empty. But there was someone outside Greg’s office. He was sitting on a chair facing me, and he was smoking. He was sitting 10 meters away from the door. I could see that Greg’s office light was on from the glass window. Sounds were coming from there, but I couldn’t identify what type of sounds were those yet. The guy that was smoking was looking intensely at me. There was no expression on his face. He could be one of the van drivers or maybe a janitor; I had no idea. He could be security for all I knew. I slowed my walk as I approached him. I was a stranger in this warehouse who arrived in the cover of the night. This guy could decide to tackle me. I was not worried; I could defend myself. That thought changed when the guy stood up. He was older than me and looked to be about my height. He was thin but broad-shouldered. His arms were long but muscled. He had long, straight hair, a little past his shoulder. He looked like an old samurai. He was wearing a black shirt and dark blue jeans, and black boots.  
 
    “Uhhh. Good evening. I’m Tom. I’m looking for….” I started saying. 
 
    “You must be the husband,” the man said in a raspy voice. He took a long drag of his cigarette.  
 
    The husband? “Yeah. I’m looking for my wife. Michelle. She’s with our neighbor Greg.” 
 
    He tilted his head. “He’s with him, alright.” 
 
    I looked at the closed door of Greg’s office. A plastic curtain covered the glass window, and through the silence of the warehouse, I could hear soft moans and grunts. I’m very familiar with those sounds now. Greg was fucking my wife inside.  
 
    “I’m Vince Hogg, Greg’s business partner.  
 
    “Uh. Tom Meihofer. I’m Michelle’s husband. I assume you’ve already met her?” 
 
    He smiled slightly, but his eyes didn’t change. “I met your wife. You can go inside. Greg said it’s fine.” 
 
    That invisible metal balls tied to my feet were back again as I dragged myself to Greg’s office door. The moans from my wife were getting louder. I could hear the sounds of smacking flesh. Vince Hogg was looking at me and muttered good luck, then resumed his cigarette. While I was opening the office door, I realized that Vince Hogg’s belt was undone. There was no more time to process that information because when I opened the door, I saw my gorgeous wife bent over Greg’s dark mahogany desk. She was still wearing her uniform, but her miniskirt was hiked up. I could see Greg’s long shaft going in and out of my wife’s wet pussy. Michelle looked at me, and her eyes were hazy with lust. Greg’s jeans were down around his ankles. He was wearing a black T-shirt, and sweat was accumulating on the center of it.  
 
    “Hey, buddy,” Greg grunted while not missing a beat. “We are just getting started. Wait on that chair over there.”  
 
    I found an office chair which was the same type I had in our office at Lexton, and I sat there as I watched them. Michelle looked at me again, and our eyes met. She tried to smile at me, but that was when Greg went balls-deep into her, and her smile turned into gasps of pleasure. She came hard when he did that. Her body and her legs shook. Her arms collapsed, and now her upper body was pressed on the desk. But still, Greg held her steady. One of his hands was on her slim waist, and one was on her shoulder. Greg slowed down a little when he saw that she was coming. After her orgasm, he continued fucking her again. I took out my hard cock and leaned back on the chair, and started stroking.  
 
    “Babe,” Michelle muttered to me, but the sound was lost between Greg’s grunts. He was forcefully digging into her with every pump of his cock. I nodded to my wife and stroked faster.  
 
    “Fuck. Ugh. Slut,” Greg emphasized each word with his dick. Greg’s hand on my wife’s shoulder moved and gripped then pulled her hair. Her pussy clenched and spurted juice on his cock. She was dripping.  
 
    “Hey, Michelle,” Greg said to my wife, who was trying to recover. “How about you suck your husband’s dick while I’m fucking you from behind.” 
 
    Michelle gave me a short kiss first, then bent and put my cock on her mouth. I just leaned back and relaxed and watched my beautiful wife sucked my cock. She tied her hair while in the act so that it would not bother her. I saw her closed her eyes for a second when Greg slipped into her again. She moaned softly with her mouth full of my dick. She put both hands on my thigh to support her. Greg had his hands on her waist as he resumed fucking her.  He was taking his time.  
 
    As I was on the edge of coming, I noticed that Vince Hogg was sitting on a plastic chair a few feet away from us and watching. I forgot to close the door when I came in. Vince entered and saw what was happening. He sat down and started stroking his dick as his eyes feasted on my wife. I knew Michelle saw him, but she continued what she was doing like it was normal. I didn’t know what to think of that, so I just looked up, and after a few moments, I unloaded my cum in her mouth, which she swallowed without missing a beat. She licked her lips and smiled lovingly at me while I was catching my breath.  
 
    “Come here, sweetie,” Greg said to my wife, and he laid her down on the floor. Her blouse was open, and her juicy tits were out. Her full tits bounced seductively as Greg plowed her. He dug hard on her, and he made sure his cock reached deep. They were fucking on the hard floor, but my wife didn’t seem to mind. She wrapped her long legs around Greg’s naked waist and encouraged him to go deeper. Greg wrapped his thick fingers around my wife’s beautiful hair and impaled her again and again.  
 
    “Yes. Yes. Yes,” my wife consistently cried in pleasure. I was starting to get hard again. I stood up and closed the door, and locked it from inside. I was sure there wouldn’t be any more strangers coming in, but I just wanted to make sure. I didn’t tell Vince Hogg to beat it and get the fuck out. The bastard was already beating it. His eyes were focused on my wife’s face, watching every reaction.  
 
    “Magnificent tits,” Greg muttered as he bit one of them gently. What a wordsmith, this guy! 
 
    As another overwhelming orgasm took my wife, Greg pulled out and came on her tummy. His sperm coated her rucked-up miniskirt and white blouse and her exposed tits. As Greg was coming, my wife was shaking. She was looking at me as she came, but her eyes were out of focus. Her hair was a mess on the floor. She looked spent.  
 
    “Whew,” Greg muttered, and he stood up and used his palm to wipe sweat on his forehead. I put my cock back inside my pants and started moving to help my wife. I saw Vince Hogg stood up from the plastic chair and began stepping forward from the corner of my eyes. He had his cock in his hand. Greg looked at me, and I slightly shook my head. Greg looked at his partner and did the same.  
 
    “Then, let me come on her tits,” Vince said.  
 
    I looked at Michelle and saw that she was staring at Vince’s cock. She looked mesmerized by it because she was biting her lower lip.  
 
    “It’s fine,” I said to Vince, which made Greg grin. There was no reaction from Vince’s face, but he stepped closer to my wife, who was still on the floor. Michelle opened her blouse and grabbed her luscious breasts to further encourage the man, seeming like she was offering it to him.   
 
    “Please,” she said softly in an alluring voice. “Come on my tits.” 
 
    And that was what Vince did. He came on Michelle’s glorious tits with an almost endless spurt of jizz. The thing was, Vince didn’t just come on her tits and nipples, he aimed his dick at her face, and half of his thick juice went there. He painted my wife. Michelle was surprised for a second but eventually relaxed and accepted her fate. She even licked some cum near her mouth. She closed her eyes, savoring Vince’s shower.  
 
    “Goddamn fucking whore,” Vince grunted when he was on his last spurts. He plastered her on her pretty face, her shoulders, her neck, and her hair. Some went to the floor. When was the last time this bastard had his release? He came buckets on my wife. 
 
    When we were just dating and before we got married, I used to go to the university library and write poems for her. Michelle thought it was sweet, and for that, I got a kiss.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    My wife cleaned up inside Greg’s office bathroom while we waited. Greg and I made some small talk while Vince just sat there quietly while looking at the bathroom door, waiting for my wife to come out.  
 
    “Good to be back, buddy,” Greg happily said to me. “Your wife gave us quite a welcome, huh.” 
 
    “Yes. She did. How was your trip?” 
 
    “Oh. We’re just ironing some things up, but we will begin construction soon. I mean, you’ve met my partner here. Vince is a genius.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Not really,” Vince, the guy who gave my wife a sperm shower, answered from the shadow. I could see the glow of his cigarette. 
 
    “Yes, he is,” Greg followed up gladly. “But how about you, man, how are you this past week? Are you already done with that Norton-Falmer account?” 
 
    I was surprised when he asked that because I had never told him about it before. So, it was Michelle who told him about it. Maybe it was something that came out from their casual conversations. Maybe my wife told him that there were times when I was stressed about my work. What else did they talk about? 
 
    My wife came out of the bathroom looking as fresh as ever. She tied her hair up, and there was no trace that she was recently fucked. No trace of being showered with jizz. She was blushing so much, though. She smiled at all of us. All the buttons of her blouse were fully closed, but it couldn’t hide the perfect shape of her tits. The skirt looked shorter and provided us with a magnificent view of her fantastic legs. It looked like a goddess was standing in the middle of the room. I could hear everyone’s breathing. We were ready to pounce on her again in the blink of an eye. But she came over to where I was sitting and reached out her hand to me, and I took it. We said goodbye to the two guys. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    “Well, that was….” ‘different’ was the word I was planning on using as I held the steering wheel of my car.  
 
    “Fun?” Michelle said. She held my other hand. She was looking at me and searching my face for a reaction. When we arrived at a minor traffic congestion, I looked at her, smiled, and squeezed her hand tighter. I put her hand on my lips and kissed it like a regular gentleman. She blushed. She always loves romantic gestures, even minor ones. 
 
    “Fun and hot,” I replied.  
 
    “Really. Even with Vince there?” she asked me. She brushed her hair. It seemed she was a little shy.  
 
    “Yes, babe,” I could still picture in my mind what my lovely wife looked like as she was being blasted with Vince’s ropy cum. She was in heaven. 
 
    “Vince seems like a good guy,” Michelle said. She was looking at the road and not at me. How could she give judgment about a man’s personality so quickly? They just met this night. Or am I wrong about that? Had Greg introduced Vince Hogg to my wife before? 
 
    We made love inside the shower when we reached our house. To be honest, it was a little hard for me to do it there because Michelle, like most women from my experience, loves an almost scalding hot water. I like it just a little warm. I soon forgot about it, though, when I bent her over and started fucking her from behind. Her second cock for the night. I grabbed her hair and turned her face towards me, and we kissed.  
 
    “Deeper, babe,” she moaned at me. I reached for her soft tits and gently pulled a nipple. She moved her hips back and forth to meet my thrusts. There was still a lot of energy in her. I turned off the shower and wrapped her in a towel, and carried her to our bed. Then, I plunged inside her welcoming pussy again. She was so slick and turned on.  
 
    “Faster, please. More,” Michelle pleaded, and I gave all my strength to her. If you were walking near our house that night and you stood beside the wall, you would hear the loud creaking of our bed like we were trying to destroy it. We both came again. Michelle cleaned my cock again with her tongue and mouth. We slept dreamlessly and woke up feeling perfect. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    At the start, it was hard to determine whether the presentation the following day for Josiah Falmer was a success. He arrived at our office ten minutes before nine. This was my first time seeing him personally. He was a tall and skinny guy. A little stooped. He looked young, but he already had some white hair. There was a certain economy in the way he moved. You could tell he was the type of person who hated any time-wasting activities.  The world didn’t move around him, but he could make that happen if he wanted to. Falmer had his secretary with him - an incredibly beautiful woman named Ilana Velez. She had her hair tied in a tight bun, and she was wearing thick glasses. She was wearing a form-fitting black dress which showed her generous curves. Her eyes looked like they could stare into your soul. Her heels were sharp. Falmer also brought his own security. The man was sitting outside the office, but we could still see him through the glass. He was drinking coffee and wearing sunglasses. 
 
    Ken Gallagher tried his best to impress Falmer, but he was having none of it. He sat down with a grunt and motioned for his secretary, and she immediately opened her laptop and brought out some printed documents. 
 
    “Let’s begin,” Josiah Falmer said. I was expecting a booming voice, but he said that in a low and sharp voice. 
 
    The presentation lasted for half an hour. Jason presented the first half, and I presented the second half. Ken presented the conclusion. I noticed that his hand was damp. Josiah Falmer never asked us anything. He never said anything throughout the presentation. From time to time, he just grunted. He looked unimpressed. It was Ilana Velez who kept asking the questions, which we tried our best to answer. Cost analysis, feasibility, timelines, endless details.  
 
    When there was nothing more to say, we all looked at Falmer. He was grinding his teeth and then looked at Jason and me and said, “Approved.” He then quickly shook Ken Gallagher’s hand and walked quickly out of the door, with his security following closely behind him. He was gone, just like that. 
 
    “Email us the contract by Thursday,” Ilana said to Ken. We all smiled and nodded and followed the hypnotizing sway of her butt as she walked away. 
 
    When they finally left, Jason and I sighed in relief, and Ken pumped his fist into the air like he made a buzzer-beater three-point shot. Justin Sutcliffe and Mia Bugnion, the junior analysts who helped us, produced champagne out of nowhere. We celebrated in the conference room. I saw Ken subtly palmed Mia’s butt. She looked back at him with eyebrows raised. They left, and we didn’t see them the whole afternoon.  
 
    That night we had a double dinner date with our wives –Me and Michelle, Jason, and his wife, Jessica. Finally, the big presentation, which was months in the making, was finished. We could relax now. At least for the meantime until the next large account. I let Jason select the restaurant and he chose Versanti – the same place Greg took my wife. I was wondering if Vince Hogg was with them when they had dinner here the previous night. We talked and drank wine. Jessica and Michelle are BFFs. They were whispering among themselves and giggling.  
 
    The world stopped when the two women entered the restaurant earlier. Both wore mini dresses. Michelle wore a dark-blue one, her long hair beautifully cascading past her shoulders. Jessica wore a black one, and her hair was braided to one side. The mini-dresses displayed their supermodel legs. After dinner, as I was driving home, Michelle gave me a blowjob in the car.  
 
    But that wasn’t the only celebration that happened that week. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    It was Saturday when Greg messaged Michelle that they did a groundbreaking ceremony in Vridpool where the new building of Porter Transport would be constructed. He was thrilled, and he invited us to celebrate with him when he returned to Saint Michael the next day. He even sent her some pictures of the event. He also sent her a dick pic. Michelle looked at it for a long time and then smiled and shook her head and deleted it.  
 
    “He said he’ll be back here tomorrow afternoon,” Michelle said. We were in the living room. I was watching a replay of a soccer match, and she was reading a romantic thriller when we received Greg’s message. The living room window was open, and the cool, relaxing air was moving the curtains softly. Michelle looked at me before replying. She tilted her head. It had to be my decision because celebrating with our neighbor would not just be about drinking wine, eating good food, and telling stories. 
 
    “What do you think,” I asked her. Even at this stage, I was not sure if I wanted her to say yes or no.  
 
    “Hmmm.” She put down her book and removed her glasses. She put a finger in her chin while thinking. My wife looks so cute every time she does that. “Let’s say yes. I mean, he came last time when it was your birthday, right? Also, he’s your friend now, so….” 
 
    “Sure, babe,” I replied. Greg is not my friend, though. He’s a lucky neighbor to whom I share my wife. Also, he didn’t come because it was my birthday. He came for you, I thought. He came in you. 
 
    Michelle stood up and walked over to me, and sat on my lap. She was wearing a sundress, and I put my hands between her legs. Her eyes were shining, an indication of mild mischief beginning to surface again. 
 
    “He booked a hotel,” she said. 
 
    “Oh. I thought it would be at his house.” 
 
    “I thought so, too. Greg said we don’t have to bring anything. Just come.” 
 
    “So, will some of his friends be there? Maybe Vince Hogg?” 
 
    “Hmmm. I don’t think so. It will be just the three of us, I think.” 
 
    “You really like him, babe, huh?” 
 
    Michelle looked at me curiously and pinched my cheek. “I like you more.” 
 
    The Emeralds Hotel was located near the Hudson-Strong bank. Michelle and I spent nights there several times. There was an expansive lobby and a restaurant that served good meals and even better desserts. I wore a simple shirt, blazer, and jeans. Socializing was never really my thing. I was a casual type of guy. Michelle wore a simple black body-fitting dress. It showed a little cleavage but a lot of legs. Her heels added to her height. Her legs can stop traffic. She wore gold hoop earrings, and her hair was down and cascaded beautifully on her back. We saw Greg in the lobby talking to a man, but when he saw and waved at us, the man excused himself and left.  
 
    Greg stood up and shook my hand, and thanked us for coming. He kissed Michelle’s cheek and put his hand on her waist, and quickly removed it. He whispered something to her that made her bit her lip. We sat, and Greg ordered some light food and champagne. He told us about the groundbreaking ceremony in Vridpool.  
 
    “I really wish you were there,” he said to us, but I knew that comment was directed at my wife. 
 
    “Maybe next time when you open another branch, Greg,” I answered him, then sipped a glass of champagne.  
 
    “Anyway,” he followed, using his eyes to undress my beautiful wife, “You look positively amazing tonight, honey.” 
 
    My wife looked at me, then looked at her hands. “Thank you,” she said. Greg put a hand and rubbed her thigh.  
 
    “Give me a kiss, Michelle,” he said, and then she looked at my face again. Someone eating here might know us. I looked around and surveyed the faces. I was looking for a co-worker, a past colleague. Michelle did the same thing. When we were sure that nobody here knew us, Michelle leaned forward and met Greg’s lips. The kiss was short and seemed harmless, but Michelle later told me that Greg played with her tongue with his. He also moved his hand up inside the short hem of her dress, and he squeezed her pussy. I didn’t see that part. 
 
    “Let’s go to my room,” Greg ordered and motioned for the server and told him to bill what we consumed on his room number. He’ll pay upon checkout. 
 
    As we walked to the elevator, I lagged behind. Greg put his arm around Michelle’s shoulder. From a stranger’s point of view, he was the husband. She glanced at me, and I just nodded to indicate that it was alright. She smiled at me. We were the only ones in the elevator, and Greg pushed the button to the tenth floor.  
 
    “Hey, buddy. Look at this,” Greg grinned at me, then he started squeezing Michelle’s tits outside her dress. I couldn’t do anything but stand there and stare. I pressed my back to the elevator wall. I swallowed because my throat was dry, and my hard-on was beginning to develop.  
 
    “Oh. Greg,” Michelle moaned softly. Greg’s arm on her shoulders steadied her, so all she could do was accept the onslaught of his hands on her tits. I knew she was wet by the way she was pressing her thighs together. She was blushing deeply when the elevator door opened. Greg’s hotel room was in the middle of the hallway. He took out his card and swiped it, and the door opened.  
 
    “Hey, partner,” Vince Hogg said. He was already there inside Greg’s room. He was topless and only wearing shorts. I realized that this wasn’t Greg’s hotel room at all. I was not sure if Greg even booked a room here for personal use. This room was Vince’s. Vince was holding a bottle of beer and watching TV when we came in. He was watching a basketball game. The language of the game was not English. It sounded Eastern European.  
 
    “I see that you brought the goddess,” Vince grinned.  
 
    “Ummm. Hi Vince,” my wife greeted him and tucked her hair behind her ear. Michelle held my hand and squeezed it, and let it go. She put her bag on the table, sat on the edge of the bed, and put both hands on her lap. I could hear the pounding of my heart. I found a chair to sit on. Vince muted the TV. The click of the lock as Greg shut the door was so loud.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Whatever was going to happen didn’t happen immediately. Vince stood up and gave my wife his chair so that she could sit more comfortably. Vince found another chair for himself. Greg set up the table, and we put the chairs around it. Greg brought out some wine. This reminded me of my birthday, which we celebrated in our house. 
 
    My wife has always been good with people. Greg made some jokes. They were clean jokes, which surprised me a little. This made us laugh. Vince even grinned a little. Michelle asked Greg how Jake, his son, was doing, and he beamed with pride. He came during the groundbreaking ceremony, and then he took out his phone from his pocket and showed us. Michelle’s charm even convinced Vince to open up a little. We learned that he and Greg were college friends that drifted apart for many years. 
 
    “Vince here really was a chick-magnet in college,” Greg said. 
 
    “I’m not. Don’t believe him.” He lighted another cigarette. Thankfully, smoking was allowed in this particular room. 
 
    “You look like it,” Michelle teased him. Vince tilted his head at her. She swayed her right leg and touched his, which was a gesture of sweetness and affection. Vince took another drag. 
 
    We also learned that Vince worked in sales of industrial factory equipment for two decades. He had been stationed in Europe and Southeast Asia. Greg told me that Vince was a consistent top seller. He got rich through yearly commissions. I looked at Greg with his intense eyes and terrifyingly calm expression. Salesman would be the last thing I would say if someone asked me what his profession was. 
 
    “Michelle,” Vince said and crushed the cigarette with his fingers in the ashtray. He was done with small talk. He stood up and walked to the middle of the room. “Come here,” he said to my wife. 
 
    Greg didn’t say anything. Michelle looked at me, but I made no motion to stop what was about to happen. He took off his shirt. He was now standing there wearing only his boxer shorts, and he was already hard. My wife stood up and walked over to him. Greg adjusted the front of his pants. She looked so sexy in her dress. My wife looked at me one more time before Vince kissed her. Vince’s hand grabbed her butt as they kissed. He pulled her closer to him. Their bodies were tightly pressed together. From the movement of their mouths and cheeks, I could tell that Vince was trying to shove his tongue on my wife’s throat. Vince reached down and put his hand inside the short hem of her dress and then slid it inside my wife’s black panties. She moaned through his mouth when he did that. I knew my wife was already soaking wet. Vince pulled out his wet fingers from my wife’s pussy and put those in her mouth, which she eagerly sucked while seductively staring at him. When his fingers were clean, he slid them again inside her pussy and fucked her with them. Vince did it deeper and faster this time. My wife came, and her knees buckled, but Vince supported her.  
 
    I was breathing deeply. My hands were slightly shaking. Greg stood up and took off his top, and then he went to where Vince and my wife were standing. I kept myself in the chair and watched them. While Vince and Michelle were still torridly French-kissing, Greg reached from behind her and grabbed the front of her dress. He tore it open with his big hands. Buttons from the front of the dress fell and bounced on the hotel floor. Some of the buttons rolled close to my feet. Greg also unclasped her bra from the back, then he held her shoulders and moved her to face me. Her perfect breasts were exposed to our eyes, and her nipples were hard. She met my gaze and bit her lip. Her cheeks were crimson. She looked so lovely and innocent every time she blushed like that. 
 
    “This fucking celebration is just beginning,” Greg grinned, and Vince said nothing. 
 
    From how they moved their hands on Michelle’s overheated body, I knew this wasn’t the first time they had done something like this. Greg sucked her nipples greedily while Vince kept his hands inside her panties. His fingers were really digging into her pussy. When Greg was finished with her breasts, it was now Vince’s turn. He pulled her nipples gently, making her moan. They took off her dress and threw it on the floor. Aside from her soaked white panties, my wife was fully naked. Perfect fucking tits, Vince grunted as he squeezed them. He was standing behind my wife, sucking and licking at her neck. Greg didn’t take my wife’s panties off. He ripped it off, which made Michelle gasped at the quickness of it. Greg ripped it like it was nothing. I stroked my cock faster. Michelle glanced at me before they moved to the bed. I moved my chair beside the bed so I could clearly see what was opening. All the lights of the hotel room were on.  
 
    “Oh, god,” Michelle panted when Vince opened her legs and licked her clit. She loved that. Vince’s tongue was long. It reminded me of one of those gargoyles in some of those adult cartoons that I used to watch. “My god,” Michelle bit her lip as Vince’s tongue slid inside her wet pussy. Her back arched. I could only imagine Vince’s long tongue slithering inside her and taking her into another level of sensation. Then, my wife came. And she came fucking hard. Her back arched so high, and her hand grabbed Vince’s long hair. But Vince didn’t stop. He kept his long and thick tongue inside her, exploring her sweetness. He made her come again. My wife didn’t know what to do anymore. Her toes curled, and her sexy body was convulsing, but Vince didn’t let her go. He made her come again one more time before giving her a pause. 
 
    But, there was no pause. While Michelle was in an orgasmic high, Greg moved up and kneeled on the bed. He held her cheeks with one hand and turned her face to him. I could see her eyes were unfocused. Greg grinned and said, “Say ahhhh.” Then, he slid his cock inside my wife’s open mouth. Slid was the gentler word. He rammed it inside her throat might be the better phrase. That was what he did. I stood up and looked at my wife’s face. It was clear she was enjoying the fucking that her mouth was receiving. There were some small tears because she was choking a little, but I knew she could take it. Her cheeks bulged every time Greg’s dick hit it from inside. 
 
    Michelle raised her hand and motioned for Vince to come over. His cock was already out. He knew what to do. He opened her legs and started fucking her. My wife’s slick pussy wetly welcomed his long and thick dick. Greg asked me to take a video of them, and that was what I did. I took out my phone. My hand was shaking, which made me drop it twice, but eventually, I managed. It was tough to take a video with one hand while the other hand was stroking your cock.  
 
    “Switch,” Greg said, and they switched. It was now Greg’s cock that was ravaging her pussy. Vince’s long cock was now at her mouth. From time to time, he would pull his cock out and slapped her with it. Her face was wet and turning light red. Greg told me to make sure I got all that on my phone and send the video to him later.  
 
    “Switch,” Vince grunted, and now he was at her pussy again. They bent her over. If the hotel bed could talk, it would say it’s being put to its physical limit. Vince fucked her hard and slapped her buttcheeks hard. My beautiful wife was being fucked like a rag doll, and all she could do was cry and moan and cum. I was also at the edge, and I stood up. I’m her husband, and I want to fuck her too.  
 
    Greg pointed a finger at me and said, “Sit this one out, buddy.” So I sat down and watched as the two men thoroughly ravaged my wife. They fucked her on the bed, and they fucked her on the floor, and they fucked her standing on the wall. Greg bent her over with her palms on the glass window. He grabbed her hips and pounded her like that. He grabbed her hair and pulled it, which made her cry in pleasure. She came when he did that.  
 
    Greg let her go, and she slid down on the floor. Her hair was a mess, and she was looking down. She was fully naked and damp with sweat. She probably already reached her limit. She needed to rest. Greg sat on the edge of the bed, breathing heavily. He was a fit man, but it seemed the continuous fucking was showing its effect. He was now feeling his age. Vince was sitting on the sofa smoking another cigarette. I could also see that he was sweating. I stood up and started walking to my wife. She needed to take a shower and rest. It was already midnight. Greg motioned for me to stop. The room was silent. We were all looking at my wife sitting on the floor with her damp hair covering her face. 
 
    She looked up at us, from left to right. There was deep determination in her eyes. She brushed her hair back so we could see her beautiful face. She stood up, blushing deeply, and said to us, “More. Please, more.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    And we gave her more. I joined them this time. She tied her hair back into a ponytail so that it wouldn’t bother her. While Vince was sitting on the sofa, she gave him a titfuck. Her tits were wet with his precum. I fucked her from behind while she was doing that. She looked back at me and gave me a sweet smile to encourage me. I pulled back her ponytail.  
 
    “Fuck!” Vince grunted loudly and came gobs of thick cum on my wife’s soft tits. He slumped on the sofa, catching his breath. I continued to fuck her from behind on the floor, with her tits still full of Vince’s sticky cum.  
 
    “Yes. Harder, babe. Please,” she pleaded with me. I fucked her with all my might. I slapped her butt and slapped it again until it turned pink. She moaned deliciously after every slap.  
 
    “I’m coming,” I said and emptied my load inside her. I slumped and rested on the floor with my back on the side of the bed. She stood up on unsteady legs and looked at all the cum on her tits. There was so much of it. She scooped a little with her finger and tasted it, and swallowed it.  
 
    “I think I need to clean this up,” she said to one in particular. She went inside the bathroom, and we followed her butt with our eyes. My cum was dripping down her legs. She didn’t close the bathroom door, and after a minute, we heard the sound of water from the shower. 
 
    “What a fucking woman,” Vince said, his arms spread on the back of the sofa while looking up at the ceiling. I didn’t say anything to that. After ten minutes, Greg stood up and followed my wife in the shower. He also didn’t close the door. From where Vince and I were sitting, we couldn’t see what was happening. We could only see the light coming from the bathroom. 
 
    “Here. Fuck. You slut,” Greg said. 
 
    “Oh. Ah. Yes. Oh!” Michelle answered. 
 
    After another ten minutes, Vince stood up and followed while I remained sitting on the floor. I felt that all my strength had left my legs. My cock was hard again, though. All I could hear from inside the bathroom was the continuous sound of wet bodies hitting each other deliciously and the deep grunts from Vince and Greg, and the delirious incoherent moans from my pretty wife. I tried to stand up, and I did it slowly by supporting myself on the edge of the bed. 
 
    “OHMYGODDD!” Michelle cried loudly, and I rushed to see what was happening. The three were in the shower, and they were carrying her. She was facing Vince, and he was holding her legs. Greg was behind her and supporting her ass with his hand. My wife was coming and shaking as they bounced her around their dicks. “Oh! So good! Yes!” she whimpered and mewled in pleasure. She looked at me, but I knew that she couldn’t see me. Her beautiful eyes were hazy and unfocused. She was wet all over from the shower and the sweat. Her ponytail was gone, and her hair was wet and sticking at her back and tits. Vince and Greg fucked her around in a strong, almost machine-like rhythm. They all came at the same time. Michelle almost passed out. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    We didn’t stay the night. When all of us were satisfied, we let Michelle finish her shower – alone this time. We said goodbye to the two men. Greg gripped my shoulder and nodded at me, and then he hugged my wife tightly. They kissed each other on the lips, but it was a short one. I could see that my wife was finally exhausted. Vince shook my hand and smiled at me – a real and sincere one.  
 
    “Wonderful woman, you got there, sonny. Take care of her,” he said. He also hugged my wife and squeezed her tits gently. The two looked at each other for a moment. We left Vince’s hotel room and closed the door.  
 
    “Babe, are you alright? Here, hold my arm,” I said to her. I gave her my blazer to cover the front of her dress because Greg tore it earlier. She looked at me and gave me again that sweet, loving smile. She is as beautiful as ever. 
 
    “I’m fine, babe,” she said softly. She tucked her hair behind one ear. “Just a little overwhelmed.” 
 
    I kissed her cheek. “You were amazing,” I said to her. “I love you forever.” 
 
    “Forever and ever?” she teased me as we rode the elevator. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    We didn’t go to work the following day. Michelle and I just stayed in our bed, kissing and talking and telling stories and smiling. We made love until lunchtime. We ordered pizza and her favorite ice cream. I finally agreed to watch her favorite romantic comedy with her. She gave me a nice blowjob in the middle of the movie. During the night, we went out and had a date at a lovely open-air restaurant. A man was playing the violin. I put my arm around her, and we kissed. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    Two weeks after that, the receptionist at Lexton told me I had a visitor. I put my computer to sleep and walked out of the office. Greg was in the parking lot under the shade. He didn’t enter the visitor’s lounge. He was wearing a suit. He was smiling when he saw me. 
 
    “Hey, Tom,” he said, and I shook his hand. 
 
    “Hey, Greg. What’s up?”  
 
    “Not much, really. I’m just dropping by to say my goodbye.” 
 
    “Umm. What do you mean?” I asked him, puzzled. 
 
    “Yeah. We are ramping up the construction on Vridpool, so I decided to move there. Vince and I decided to consolidate the assets there and make that the base of operation. Wise business decision, in my opinion.” 
 
    “Oh. That’s a surprise,” I said.  
 
    “Yeah. Also, I’m going to take Michelle with me.” 
 
    “W-what!” 
 
    He patted me on the shoulder and laughed loudly. “I’m kidding, buddy. I’m kidding.” 
 
    “Alright.” He almost gave me a minor heart attack. 
 
    “Also, I would like to thank you. You and Michelle. I mean that.” 
 
    There was no need for him to explain what he meant by that, so I just nodded.  
 
    “Don’t worry, buddy. Vridpool isn’t that far. I’ll try to visit from time to time,” He grinned again and started walking towards his car. The sun was shining hot today.  
 
    “Have you already told Michelle?” I asked him before he entered his vehicle. 
 
    “Oh. Yes,” Greg answered. He put on his sunglasses. “I went to her office before coming here. She cried a little when I told her I was leaving. To console her, I fucked her in her office for an hour. I’m a little exhausted because I really fucked her hard, but I think I can manage the long drive. See you.” 
 
    I could hear the increasing sound of my pounding heart. I sighed and leaned on the brick wall of the building. I pictured Greg and my wife fucking in her office. He was probably covering her mouth with his hand as he fucked her so that none of her co-workers would hear.  
 
    I watched the smoke from the exhaust of his car as Greg drove away.  
 
    END 
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