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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    “Greg was looking at you again. “I said to my wife as we were sitting on the sofa and watching one of her favorite rom-coms.  
 
      
 
    “Really?” Michelle looked at me for a moment. There was a slight smile on her face. “When?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her and smiled back. I reached out my arm and put it around her shoulders. “Earlier. When we were in the garden when I was washing the car, and you were reading that book.” 
 
      
 
    Greg is our neighbor. He is near fifty and lived alone.  He has a son but is in college. He’s also divorced and owns a small trucking company. 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm. I didn’t notice.” My wife said and moved closer to me and continued watching the show on the smart TV. 
 
      
 
    “He noticed you, though,” I said, grinning. 
 
      
 
    Michelle was wearing a white T-shirt and a blue skirt earlier when we were in the yard. The skirt was quite short, which showed a good bit of her shapely legs. Her hair was loose. She was wearing a bra, but it did not hide the handful shape of her breasts. 
 
      
 
    I met Michelle when we were still in college. She’s gorgeous. Michelle has that tight body from being a volleyball player and a swimmer. She’s slim but with perky tits and a tight ass. But those things are just bonuses. I fell in love with her because she is kind and intelligent. My parents like her dearly the first time I introduced her to them. My friends congratulated me when they met her. I got lucky, I suppose. 
 
      
 
    A few years after college, I asked Michelle to marry me. Teary-eyed, she said yes without hesitation. It was one of the happiest days of my life. We had a small garden wedding. The weather was perfect. It rained a little, but it just made the setting more romantic. Sunlight reflected on the water drops on the leaves and flowers. “Like something out of a fairytale,” she whispered to me as we were dancing during the reception. I kissed her. After that, we fucked like rabbits. 
 
      
 
    We figure starting a family can wait. We love our jobs, and we are still young. I work as an analyst in a large export company. Michelle works as an HR supervisor in a bank. We spend our time working and dating and enjoying each other. Michelle and I like going on walks in the park and seeing museums, and watching movies. She learned how to bake and cook and to play the guitar. She even writes poems. Every weekend morning, we go on a run. We joined marathons, and we love mountain climbing.  
 
      
 
    “Were you jealous when you saw our hot neighbor looking at your pretty wife?” Michelle asked me teasingly. She touched my face. I could see her slightly blushing. 
 
      
 
    I chuckled. Greg is not a hunk. He’s fifty years old and balding. True, he still looks fit due to the nature of his job. But, far from hunky.  
 
      
 
    I started rubbing her smooth legs. “I like it when guys look at you. You’re hot and sexy. I knew that from the start. Men will always look at you, babe. That is the price I pay for marrying a goddess.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm. That’s a good answer.” Michelle purred. She was wearing an oversized white T-shirt, and it seemed nothing inside. I slid my hand and touched her pussy. She was hot and already soaking. Did all this talk about our old neighbor leering at her earlier made her hot? It made me hot. That’s for sure.  
 
      
 
    “Umm…were not finished watching.” She pointed to the TV. 
 
      
 
    “You can watch while I eat your pussy, babe.”  
 
      
 
    “Hmm…ummmm.” 
 
      
 
    She laid on the soft sofa, and I opened her perfect legs. She was dripping wet. Her pussy is a gift from the heavens. I licked her clit and slid my tongue inside her. She grabbed my hair and moaned. She was steaming. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhhhh.” Michelle moaned as she pulled my face closer to her. She loves it when I make a feast out of her wet cunt. I licked her clit, and her back arched forward.  
 
      
 
    “Co..coming!” she panted and came on my face. Her sexy body shook. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck me now, please.” Michelle sighed, and I moved upward and positioned my cock in her waiting pussy. God, I love her. She looks wanton and innocent at the same time. She’s luscious. The woman of my dreams. 
 
      
 
    She was wet and wanting and her back arched when I entered her. She sighed. She embraced me as I plowed her. The sofa was moving with us. It creaked as I pumped my cock into her pussy. 
 
      
 
    “Good. Ahhh. Harder, babe.” Michelle said.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck. I’m near. I’m coming.” I said and pounded her eagerly. 
 
      
 
    “Oh. Inside please.” 
 
      
 
    In a split and very quick moment, I imagined how she would look like if it is our old neighbor Greg fucking her. Then, I came hard. 
 
      
 
    “So good.” Michelle moaned softly as I fill her up. Her cheeks blushed with afterglow. “I love the way you fuck me.” 
 
      
 
    We cuddled on the sofa. Our bodies were naked and warm. Michelle played with my hair while I kept squeezing her soft and full breasts lazily.  
 
      
 
    “Greg told me I’m pretty,” Michelle said softly. 
 
      
 
    I stopped for a second and looked at her at then continued playing with her pink nipples. It was starting to harden. Nice. 
 
      
 
    “Seriously? When?” 
 
      
 
    “Last Saturday. I went outside for a moment, and there he was. Greg was fixing his car or something. He looked at me before I entered our door. Then he said, “Damn, Michelle. You’re really hot.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought he said you’re pretty. Not “You’re hot.” I said.  
 
      
 
    “Umm. Same thing, babe.” Michelle said. It was not, but I just let it go. Saying a woman is pretty means that person admires her. Saying she is hot means another. It means she is fuckable. It means she will be perfect lying in bed with her legs wide open while a man’s cock eagerly pounds her brains out. But many men find Michelle hot. So, what if Greg voiced it out?  
 
      
 
    “What did you do when he said that? How did you react?” I asked my wife. 
 
      
 
    “I stopped for a second, then looked at him, then I smiled.” My wife answered. “Maybe I blushed a little.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re not mad?” Michelle asked me and searched my face. 
 
      
 
    “Mad at Greg for saying you’re hot? Not really. I mean, even the guys at the office always say that you’re hot. I’m used to it by now. I like it, babe.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmmm. Stop playing with my clit….” Michelle sighed softly in my ear. She made no move to stop me. I used my fingers and fondled her soaked pussy. She got wetter. 
 
      
 
    “Round two,” I said and moved on top of her and spread her legs. She put her hands on my shoulder and welcomed my cock.  
 
      
 
    “Hmmm. Yes. Please.” Michelle smiled at me and then closed her eyes. “You’re smoking hot.” a crude voice inside my head said as I relished the feel of my wife’s perfect body. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    I went to the mall to buy some things for the house – coffee, some food, one of those book series that Michelle liked. It was summer, and the weather was good. While buying some meat and fruits, I saw David. He was Michelle’s ex-boyfriend when we were in college.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, Tom, how’s it going?” David said. He was smiling. He’s tall and has an athlete’s body. He radiated solid confidence. He offered his hand, and I shook it. We were never really friends, but there is no bad history between us either. He’s a cool guy. Even after they broke up, David and Michelle remained friends, which is fine with me. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, man. I’m good. Just buying some stuff for the house.” I said, smiling and trying to match his confidence. “How are you, man? We have not seen you in a while.” 
 
      
 
    “I was assigned overseas for a few months. Some oil-drilling project. Pretty standard and a little boring. How’s Michelle? How’s married life?” David asked me. He was grinning. He seemed interested. Saying my wife’s name lighted up his face. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, were good. Just enjoying it.” 
 
      
 
    “Really? That’s nice to hear. You’ve hit the jackpot on that one.” David said as we walked to the counter. A pretty, college-looking woman with good legs walked past us, I saw David smiled at her, and she shyly smiled back. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Michelle’s perfect.” 
 
      
 
    “She is perfect. Absolutely fucking hot, too.” David confidently said and pat me on the shoulder. Why did he say that? I just stayed silent and nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah.” David let me first in the counter. “Remember college? Your wife and I had some great times. Remember that apartment in Walker Street? We used to stay there all day and did nothing but sleep and eat, and…,” David’s phone rang. “I got to answer this, buddy. Tell Michelle I said hi.” He walked away from me and answered his phone. It seemed like a work matter.  
 
      
 
    I remembered that apartment in Walker Street. It was a two-floor, white and fading apartment just a few walks outside the university gate and near the green coffee shop. What was David trying to say? They spent whole days there, and all they did was eat and sleep and what? I’m sure it was not reading books or playing video games.  
 
      
 
    I remembered when we had just started dating; I used to pick up Michelle in the front of that apartment maybe once or twice. She was already my girlfriend then. I thought nothing of that then. Was she freshly-fucked by David? Probably. I was trying to imagine their conversation. 
 
      
 
    Maybe my wife was bent over in David’s room inside that apartment in Walker Street. He was aggressively pumping in and out of her pussy. And then Michelle would say, “Dave, hurry up, ummmm, please. Tom is coming to pick me up. Ohhh. Just like that!” 
 
      
 
    “Damn. “David probably said. Their bodies were drenched with sex sweat. “You really are a slut, Michelle! I’ll fill your pussy up before your boyfriend arrives!” 
 
      
 
    I remembered a time when I picked her up, and her hair was a little disheveled, and her cheeks and neck were flushed, and she was a little out of breath. The two front buttons of her blue dress were undone. I thought she was just happy to see me. I even brought her flowers. I had no idea she just finished a heavy fuck marathon with her ex.  
 
      
 
    Damn it. What was I thinking? Michelle was the kindest woman I’ve ever met. There was no way she would do something like that. It’s just my fantasy spinning wildly. It probably was just a coincidence. I mean, her own apartment was near David’s. Besides, that was many years ago. Well, not really. It was just a few years before, but still. I sighed and put my car into gear, and drove home. I was mildly aware that the thought made me hard. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    I found my wife talking with our neighbor Greg when I arrived with the groceries. She waved and smiled at me and then continued talking with him as I parked my car. I did not know what they were talking about, but Greg was smiling too. Just two neighbors talking maybe about the weather or the latest neighborhood news. Michelle bent down and started petting Sheppard. Sheppard was Greg’s German Shepherd. 
 
      
 
    I drove the car slowly inside the garage and parked it, then I opened the door and went out and joined them. Michelle is a delicious delight in her jeans and plain simple white shirt. Her hair was neatly ponytailed. As I walked towards them, I saw Greg look at me quickly and whispered something to my wife. I didn’t hear it, but it seemed Michelle was a little surprised. She blushed shyly. She nodded at Greg and then looked in my direction and then smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Greg,” I said cheerily to my neighbor.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, Tom. What’s up? Michelle here was just telling me it’s your birthday on Friday?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Uh, yes.” I put my hand around my wife’s narrow, sexy waist. That was what they were talking about? My birthday? I chuckled. “I completely forgot about it.” 
 
      
 
    “What’s the plan for the celebration?” Greg asked. Why are we talking about my birthday of all topics? 
 
      
 
    It was Michelle who answered. “We’ll probably just go on a date, or I’ll maybe cook his favorite food and get drunk on wine.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, to be young.” Greg grinned. His eyes landed momentarily on my wife’s shapely breasts. There was a pause in the moment, and nobody said anything.  
 
      
 
    Michelle broke it. “You’re still young, Greg.” my pretty wife said sweetly. 
 
      
 
    “Well. Thank you, sweetheart.” Greg replied to her. We continued talking for a few minutes about sports and the latest news, and then Greg said goodbye and went back inside his house. Michelle and I went to the garage to get the paper bags of groceries and brought them inside the house. 
 
      
 
    I kissed her when we were at the door while still holding the bags, and she giggled adoringly. She looked cute and gorgeous at the same time. 
 
      
 
    “Greg’s eyes were feasting on your body, babe,” I said to Michelle while we were in the kitchen. I was serious but grinning to show her I was not mad or anything. 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm. Yeah. I noticed. He was nice about it, though. I think he’s cute.” 
 
      
 
    I nudged her playfully. “If I wasn’t there, Greg would have probably seduced you, then take you inside his house and have his way with you.”  
 
      
 
    We were both beside the sink, and she stopped what she was doing and looked at me seductively, and inched closer to me. “And you’ll like that, wouldn’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “Ermm..what? No.” I said, not very convincingly.  
 
      
 
    She put her arms around my neck and tiptoed to reach my lips, and we kissed. “He likes it, though.” She said while lightly grabbing the front of my jeans. I was hard. All this talk about our neighbor making her way with her and the earlier conversation with David in the mall about my wife turned me on.  
 
      
 
    “You slut.” I said hungrily, and she gave me her signature puppy-dog eyes. “You made me hard,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Michelle knew what to do, and she slid down and knelt on the floor. She began undoing my belt and then pulled my jeans down, followed by my briefs. My cock sprung, and she gasped.  
 
      
 
    “I love this.” She murmured and then started licking the head of my cock. Her soft mouth is wonderful. Michelle moaned sweetly as her perfect lips slide back and forth on my shaft. I gripped her well-done ponytail in my hand while my other hand held the sink for support.  
 
    She supported herself by holding on to my legs. Michelle started slow but now was sucking me eagerly. I moved my hips against the sync of her bobbing head. Deepthroating my gorgeous wife is heaven. Her lovely eyes kept looking at me as she worships my cock. She was bringing me to the edge, and I knew it won’t be long now until I came. 
 
      
 
    “I’m coming.” I breathed. Michelle’s eyes smiled at me, and then she freed my cock from her mouth and started giving me a hand job while still seductively looking at me. “Babe,” she said teasingly with her innocent eyes, “do you think Greg will love it if I suck him too?” 
 
      
 
    I came and shot ropes of my warm cum on Michelle’s pretty face. She accepted them all and closed her eyes as I painted her gorgeous face and neck and hair. She savored the feel of the warm sticky liquid on her face for a moment. She then licked her lips and smiled at me. 
 
      
 
    “Mmmmm. I just love teasing you.” Michelle said as she used her fingers to collect my cum on her face. She licked and swallowed them, all the while looking at me.  
 
      
 
    I pounced on her wildly, quickly undressing her and removing her tight jeans. I undressed, and after a few short whiles, we were naked and fucking like horny animals on the floor. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    “I saw David at the mall today,” I said to Michelle when we were in the bedroom. We just finished showering. I was on the bed, and she was in front of the mirror wearing an oversized pink T-shirt and brushing her hair. I stared a little longer at her fabulous legs and the perfect curve of her ass. “He said he spent some time overseas supervising an oil drilling project. He said to tell you hi. He was asking about you.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle faced me and slowly walked towards our bed. She looks like a supermodel. The sway of her hips is captivating. “Hmmm? That is nice to hear. What did he ask about me?” She lay on the bed next to me. She smells so good, and my cock twitched, and I wanted to ravage her again. 
 
      
 
    Should I tell her what David said to me about the apartment when we were in college? “Oh, just how you are doing now, being married and all.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm? Did he say that he misses me?” Michelle said sweetly and cuddled next to me. She draped my body with her arms and her smooth legs.  
 
      
 
    “He said he missed the things you did in college.” 
 
      
 
    “Really? We only dated for a few months.” 
 
      
 
    “He said something about the apartment on Walker Street?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh. That was where he used to live. I used to visit him there before.” Michelle said, remembering. 
 
      
 
    I faced her and grinned at her. “What did you do there?” 
 
      
 
    She knew I was teasing her, so she teased me back. “Oh, you know. Just non-stop sex.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed lightly. “You slut.” 
 
      
 
    She turned a little serious. “Yes. We had a lot of sex in that place. But we also studied together and helped each other to be better at school. David and I were crazy for each other. I know you think that he’s a jerk, but he’s really not. He was kind and sweet when we were together.” 
 
      
 
    I grinned again. “Can you expound on that part where you said you and David had a lot of sex?” 
 
      
 
    She laughed playfully and lightly hit me in the chest. “Pervert! That’s all you think about – your loving wife getting fucked by other men.” I saw the naughtiness developing in her eyes again. 
 
      
 
    Michelle moved on top of me and supported her palms on my chest. She was not wearing panties, and I could feel her warmth outside my boxers. “Hmmm. Is that for me?” she asked cutely as she felt me hardening again. Her hair was loose and flowed gorgeously down her shoulders. 
 
      
 
    “So. You find our neighbor cute, you said earlier?” I asked her as I moved my hands up and cupped her braless tits outside of her oversized pink shirt. I could feel her sensitive nipples react quickly to the feel of my palms. 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm. Did I?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Didn’t know you have a thing for older men.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh. Didn’t you know that Professor O’Connor used to fuck me in his office when we were in college? But only during Wednesdays and Fridays.” Michelle said. 
 
      
 
    I knew she was just teasing, but a picture suddenly popped into my mind. My wife getting deliciously railed while bent over O’Connor’s black hardwood desk. 
 
      
 
    “Ummm, there goes your perverted imagination again,” Michelle said and slowly grinded against my hard cock. 
 
      
 
    “You’re not wearing panties.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh. Ummm. Yes..” She licked her lips and pulled down my black boxers, and my hard cock broke free. She enveloped it with both her hands and started giving me a sweet and slow handjob. Her soft hands moving up and down while I was just lying there looking at her beautiful face and figure. She bit her lips innocently and looked at me with sultry eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Greg will go crazy if you let him fuck you.” I breathed. 
 
      
 
    “I know.” Her eyes bore seductively at me while her warm hands were busy pumping up and down my cock. “I’ll do it if you want me to.”  
 
      
 
    Precum built on the tip of my excited cock, and she bent down slightly and licked it while still looking at me with lidded eyes. She then moved her body up and guided my cock towards her warm and soaking entrance. She then sat down, and it slid deliciously inside her. Her head tilted back while savoring the feeling of my cock. “Nnggghhh..” 
 
      
 
    “Really…ummm…damn…if I asked you to do it with Greg? Will you?” 
 
      
 
    “Ohhh.” I held her sexy waist and moved her body in an up and down rhythm. We’re going slow and savoring the feel of my sliding cock in her slick cunt. In and out. Back and forth.  
 
      
 
    Michelle bit her lip. “Ohhhh. Yessss. I will fuck Greg for you! I soooo love turning you on, babe. I’ll do everything for that. Now please, please, please fill me up. I need your cum inside me!” she said with horny desperation. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    “Lucky guy!” Jason said. He’s my buddy from work and an analyst like me – a cool and good guy. It was quarter past 5 in the afternoon, and I was preparing to leave the office. Jason knew it’s my birthday, and I had a date with my wife. He’s older than me by a few years, wears glasses, and is a little thin and wiry.  
 
      
 
    “I am still amazed at how you were able to get a goddess like Michelle, huh?” he asked jokingly while sitting on the office chair and spinning around and looking in my direction. On my table was a framed picture of my wife and me when we had a short vacation in Southeast Asia, one year after we got married. In that picture, my hand was around her shoulder, and we were both smiling under the leaves of a palm tree on one of the most gorgeous beaches in the world. I was wearing a white T-shirt and shorts, and my wife was wearing a lemon-colored sundress, showing a tease of her deep cleavage. 
 
      
 
    “Got lucky like you, man,” I replied to Jason and swung my bag with my laptop over my shoulder. “You have a goddess in Jessica too.” I was referring to Jason’s wife. Jessica, like my gorgeous wife, was near perfect with a beauty-queen face and a show-stopping figure. She and my wife were close friends, and once every few months, the four of us – Me, Michelle, Jessica, and Jason go out for a few drinks in a nice bar or watch a concert near our area. 
 
      
 
    “How about we go out and visit that new place near Cordellia with the wives? Next week good for you and Michelle?” Jason asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Sure. But let’s fix the schedule once we finished the first draft of the Norton-Falmer project. What do you think?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. That will be great. You know it’s been quite a few weeks since I saw that stunning wife of yours.” Jason said. 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “You got to stop leering at my wife, man.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll do that once you stopped ogling Jessica.” He laughed back. I patted him at the back. 
 
      
 
    I left the office and went down the elevator to the lobby, then I walked to where my car was parked and drove to Michelle’s office. It was about thirty minutes drive, and the traffic was light. My thought went back to what my wife talked about last night as she was hungrily riding my dick. She said she’s open to doing it with Greg if I asked her to – for the simple reason that it turns me on. Damn. I love that woman. But do I really want to see her do it with Greg? I didn’t know him that well. We just moved into that neighborhood just recently.  
 
      
 
    But damn. I kept imagining my beautiful wife with our neighbor. It was so wicked yet so hot. There is no question that Greg will agree to that a hundred percent. How will that work? How do we start? And what will happen once we begin? Will this be a one time thing?  
 
      
 
    The bank where Michelle worked was located downtown. I parked near the building and almost at the same time saw my wife getting out of it. She smiled and waved at me as she walked towards the car. She was wearing a hip-hugging black miniskirt and a white blouse, her hair tied in a neat bun. Some men passing by, bank workers and customers alike, stared lasciviously at her. They were probably imagining what she would look like naked and getting fucked. That is something I didn’t have to imagine, lucky me. Though I have never seen her enjoying the dick of other men, that would be a delicious thing to watch. 
 
      
 
    “Hey there.” Michelle greeted me when she entered the car, she put her arms lovingly around my neck, and we kissed fully on the lips for a few seconds. “Happy Birthday!” 
 
      
 
    I put my hands on her smooth leg and squeezed it gently. “You already greeted me this morning when we woke up,” I replied, smiling. I woke up the morning of my birthday feeling my wife’s warm mouth sucking my dick like her favorite popsicle. 
 
      
 
    “What’s your gift for me?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    She flipped her hair cutely and faced me then leaned back into the seat to give me a full view of her body – the front of her blouse hugging her tits tightly and the short miniskirt giving a perfect view of her long legs. “Is this...” she pouted cutely, “…not enough?” 
 
      
 
    I grabbed her hair with my hand and pulled her to me, and we kissed again, hungrily and more aggressive this time, our tongues dancing. We were both out of breath when we finished. Michelle’s face was flushed. A middle-aged guy wearing a T-shirt and a cap walking by gave us a thumbs-up, and my wife blew him a kiss. The guy started walking towards our car, encouraged by the imaginary kiss by my wife, probably thinking, well, hey, this might be my lucky day. But I shifted the car into gear and started driving. The man was left standing, scratching his head. 
 
      
 
    We went to one of our favorite restaurants. It was located in an elevated area, so we had a nice view of the small city where we worked. The ambiance and the music were romantic too. This was only the second time we had been here. I made a reservation two days ago, so we had a nice seat overlooking the buildings and lights of the city. We ordered pasta, some unknown but exotic meat for me, and some wine. We kissed and talked, and I put my arms around her shoulders as we listened to the acoustic music played by a local indie band.  
 
      
 
    “I’m not really dressed for this place. I should have changed into that sexy little black dress before we went here.” Michelle said. 
 
      
 
    I kissed her lightly on the lips and looked around. “You look perfect, babe,” I whispered in her ear, tickling her a little. “All the guys here have their eyes on you. You’re the most beautiful woman here.” I put one hand on her leg just below the hem of her short skirt. “When we entered, all of their eyes were glued on you. Some almost broke their necks following your amazing butt.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm. Let’s go home. I want you already.” Michelle whispered to me. There was naughtiness in her voice, and she was blushing, horny and excited.  
 
      
 
    I’m eager as a horndog to fuck her too, but we just finished our food and wine, and I wanted to listen a little more to the music with her and savor this romantic moment. I decided to tease her a little. I looked at my watch. “But, it’s still early, babe.” 
 
      
 
    “If we go home now, we’ll have a longer time to make love. I want to have sex with you until early morning.” Michelle replied with that naughty smile on her lips. 
 
      
 
    The way she said that – slowly and seductively – made my cock hard. I called the waiter and paid the bill, and we walked out of the restaurant with my spectacular wife holding onto my arms. I could feel I was the envy of the men there, each one with their own dates. They were probably thinking, “Lucky bastard will be pounding that hottie tonight!” And that was exactly my plan. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    It just took half an hour until we reached our home. I carefully parked the car and faced Michelle, who was removing her seatbelt. We kissed again, and I fondled her soft breasts, all the while she was moaning in my mouth. I was so horny that I decided, nope, I’ll just fuck her now, here, in the garage, inside the car. It had been quite some time since we had a steaming car sex. 
 
      
 
    But she gently pulled me away. “Babe, let’s go inside first.” 
 
      
 
    We went at it again when we reached the living room. Michelle put her hands around my neck, and we French-kissed wildly again, our tongues hungrily dancing with each other. I grabbed her full ass, and she embraced me tightly, our hot bodies grinding together. Her ass was perfect in my palm and her soft breasts mashed against mine. It’s my birthday, and I know Michelle will do anything I asked. I could ask her to strip and dance. I could ask her to give me a non-stop blowjob the whole night (though I know I will not last that long). Or maybe I could order her to roleplay; perhaps she could pretend I’m Greg while I’m screwing her pussy doggy style. 
 
      
 
    Then I got an idea. I gently pulled back from our hot makeout session. Michelle leaned forward, trying to catch my lips again with hers. She was hot and panting. My pretty wife was something else when revved up. But I had an idea that hopefully could make my birthday night a little more interesting. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s invite Greg here,” I said seriously. Michelle stopped for a moment and looked at me, wonder in her pretty eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Ummm, what?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Why not? You already told him today is my birthday. We have some beer and wine and food. It’s still early. Besides, he’s just alone there inside his house, probably watching football or baseball or something. I’m pretty sure he’s still awake.” I reasoned with her. “Why not be a good neighbor and invite him. We could drink some beer and talk. We could celebrate together, the three of us.” I said convincingly, like a veteran salesman. 
 
      
 
    “Oh. Umm. That makes sense. We could do that.” She said seriously like she was thinking something deep. It’s my birthday, and it’s already evening, and were planning to invite our middle-aged neighbor to celebrate with us. I mean, Michelle likes Greg. She finds him cool and cute. But, the guy was also a constant presence on our bed fantasies – a man who always leers at her and ravages her body with his eyes through every opportunity. Will this be a good idea?  
 
      
 
    She pinched my waist playfully, the blush returning to her face. This was not the effect of wine or our romantic dinner. She smiled at me. “Are you planning something else with that idea of yours?” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe. But I won’t ask you something you don’t want to do.” I replied, cupping her soft butt again, pulling her closer to me. 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm. You know I will do anything you want, babe.” She replied.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll message him,” Michelle said eagerly, like this was her idea all along, and sat down on the sofa and took out her phone.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah.” I stood at the back of the sofa and cupped her breasts. She moaned softly while typing the letters. “Greg will come running if it’s the hotwife who invites him.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm. I know.” 
 
      
 
    Greg quickly replied, saying he’d be here. We heated the pizza and the pasta and took out the wine and some beer from the fridge. It was a good night, and the weather was good. I turned the TV on and surfed channels, and settled on a replay of a soccer match. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Greg knocked on our door just after a few minutes, holding a bottle of wine. He was all smiles. I invited him in, and we settled on the living room. He looked around the house as he sat on one of the soft chairs. “Where’s your pretty wife,” he asked me. That’s the first thing he said to me. Not “How are you, man?” or “Good evening.” or a “Happy Birthday, dude.” It was “Where’s your pretty wife?” 
 
      
 
    “She’s in the room, changing. She’ll be out in a minute.” I said, trying to be a good guest.  
 
      
 
    He looked at the TV and asked. “Who’s leading?” So we talked about our favorite teams and how they were performing this season. Surprisingly, we had the same favorite team, and our team sucked. We laughed as we talked about and discussed how they played pathetically this season. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, man,” Greg said seriously. “Appreciate you inviting me here.” 
 
      
 
    “No worries,” I said.  
 
      
 
    I asked Greg about his son, Jake, who was in college taking industrial engineering. He said he’s good and doing well and that he visits him from time to time. Jake also plans to spend the summer here. He sounded like a proud dad.  
 
      
 
    Greg asked me about my work as an analyst. I told him about it, a general idea of what I do in the office, which was mostly sitting in front of two monitors and analyzing non-stop flow of data to make a cohesive story out of them. He seemed bored as I explained what I do.  
 
      
 
    Since Greg owns a trucking company, he moved the discussion to logistics and the price of fuel and - 
 
      
 
    “H-hello.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle’s beauty is like gravity, attracting our eyes towards her. Coming from our bedroom, she slowly walked towards us. She changed her outfit and was now wearing that sexy little black dress she told me earlier when we were at the restaurant. It was a sleeveless spaghetti strap, teasing just a bit of her lush cleavage. The dress’ hemline reaching mid-thigh, gifting us with a good view of her long, supermodel legs. The sexy outfit also nicely hugged her curvaceous figure. This delicious view would make any guy’s dick hard. 
 
      
 
    Greg whispered like an idiot, and Michelle just shyly smiled at him. “Your wife is a knockout,” he said to me but without looking at me.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Greg,” Michelle said and began to sit beside me. 
 
      
 
    “Wait, babe,” I said. She stopped. “That dress looks lovely on you. Would you mind turning around for us guys here, do a quick little spin? Please?” 
 
      
 
    She looked at me after I said that, then looked at Greg. Greg grinned at what I said – a small idea forming in his mind telling him this night might progress into something better than he expected.  
 
      
 
    “Sure, babe,” Michelle said. She walked backward a few steps and twirled slowly. Our eyes were following her legs and her waist and then intently focused on the sway of her round ass. I swallowed. Greg leaned back on his chair and whispered again. We were low-key treating my wife like a sex object, and everybody in the house knows this. Michelle was red in the face when she sat beside me. I put my hand on her leg again, gently squeezing it. 
 
      
 
    Greg drank beer and talked. I just munched on the pizza. I figure maybe I’ll drink later. I wanted to keep my head straight for a few more hours, I guess. Michelle was a lightweight drinker, and she doesn’t like the taste of beer anyway, so she just focused on drinking the wine.  
 
      
 
    We transferred to the dining area beside the kitchen, and Greg and I ate the pasta that my wife cooked earlier. It was glorious. We returned to the living room and resumed talking to each other and telling stories about our jobs and hobbies. 
 
      
 
    Michelle has always been a people person and a good conversationalist, while I am a little introverted and introspective, so I just sat back and listened to them talking. I’m used to it. Greg was leaning forward towards my wife, all ears to what she was saying. She was telling him about the intricacies of human development in the banking sector. Greg was listening intently and from time to time unabashedly looking at my wife’s bountiful cleavage. Michelle’s one hand was on my knee, but her body was faced towards Greg. 
 
      
 
    “Didn’t know being in HR is a real hard work,” Greg said to her. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, it is. Believe me.” Michelle said, smiling. “HR is not just people management. It’s also about payrolls, labor rights, trainings, sometimes even taxes!” she said enthusiastically. Her full cleavage bounced a little bit. It was like slow-motion, and Greg’s eyes followed its movement in every little detail.  
 
      
 
    “Could you tell me more about it?” Greg asked her. “I mean, I have a dozen staff in my trucking company. It will help me a lot if you could advise me on how to manage them properly.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh. Yes. I would love to!” Michelle answered him passionately. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Tom, buddy,” Greg said to me. “Will it be alright if I said beside Michelle for a while? I mean, so that she could explain these uhhh work stuff to me better. What do you think, huh? Just for a few minutes?” 
 
      
 
    Michelle turned her body towards me, waiting for my answer. Her cheeks were a bit red. The three of us knew that my response to Greg’s request would determine where the direction of this night would go. It was a simple thing and not unreasonable. But it didn’t really make any practical sense. Greg and my wife were already sitting close together. They were facing each other and their knees almost touching. The TV was at a low volume, and we can understand each other clearly without changing seating positions. My wife, though smart and passionate, is, deep down, a submissive. And Greg seems more and more like a tiger that found his prey. Having them sit beside each other was not a good idea. 
 
      
 
    “It’s a good idea!” I said. I stood up at the same time as Greg, and we changed position.  
 
      
 
    “Nice, man. Thanks!” Greg said, smiling from ear to ear. He even patted me on the shoulder. Just regular buddies, I guess. 
 
      
 
    I was now sitting on the soft chair, and they were now seated beside each other on the sofa. There was no space between them. Their bodies were touching. Michelle looked at me and touched my hand without saying anything. There was some doubt in her eyes but also deep excitement. She let go of my hand and faced Greg. I knew that I would not be part of this conversation. I was now the third wheel. 
 
      
 
    As they were talking, I saw that Greg put his hand on my wife’s exposed leg, just below the hem of her black dress. Michelle made no effort to remove it. Then Greg moved his hand up, creeping very slowly, inside Michelle’s dress, one small inch at a time. 
 
      
 
    “G-greg, w-what are you doing?” Michelle asked when our neighbor’s hand fully disappeared inside the hem of her dress. I knew that the tips of his fingers were now touching her panties and feeling the warm heat of my wife’s pussy. She just stared at Greg, breathing heavily, her face flushed with desire. She did nothing to remove his hand. 
 
      
 
    “Ah, don’t worry about it, Michelle. It’s fine with your husband. Right, Tom, buddy?”  
 
      
 
    “Uh…” I was not really sure how to answer that. Michelle and I had done many roleplay fantasies in our bed, most of them about threesome and watching her being taken by other men. Those turned us hot and made our sex unbelievably incredible. But this was the real thing now.  
 
      
 
    While I was thinking about it and taking my time answering, Greg inched his hand further inside her dress. I’m pretty sure his hand was now completely on her pussy. Michelle spread her legs just a little, allowing him easier access to her. Greg put one of his arms around her shoulder and pulled my wife so that she leaned back on the sofa. 
 
      
 
    “Oh….Greg…Ummm…heyyyy…” Greg slid her hand down inside her panties. Michelle bit her lip.  
 
      
 
    “So wet already….” Greg muttered. Michelle gasped when he slid two fat fingers inside her. She was so slick and soaking wet. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my god.” Michelle moaned. She looked at me with lidded eyes. She was already lost in the moment. This is our fantasy, and it’s happening now. We didn’t tell Greg about this. Did he saw through us? Had he done something like this before? It was so wrong of us to think of Greg as simply our old neighbor. We were wrong in thinking, “Yeah, he might be a pervert, but he’s harmless. He’s a nice guy.” Greg was a businessman, and from the stories he told us, a deal-maker and negotiator as well. He’s good at reading people. He was not a clueless old neighbor. 
 
      
 
    I was breathing so hard, my eyes focused on them, my dick was granite, and my heart was beating wildly. With his other hand (the one not fingering my beautiful wife’s pussy), Greg reached for the remote control and turned off the TV. And now, the only sounds one could hear in the living room were Michelle’s delicious moans and the sound of Greg’s fingers slurping in and out her overheated pussy. 
 
      
 
    “Your wife got the best pussy of them all. Look how her hips move! Damn! You’re amazing!” Greg said. “Perfect. Just fucking perfect.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard. My hands were slightly shaking from excitement and lust. My body was leaning forward, arms supported by my knees. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my god. Greg! Oh... Oh….” Michelle cried in continuous pleasure. My wife came hard from his dexterous fingers. Her body twitched and bucked while riding her orgasm. Her pussy gushed and squirted around Greg’s thick fingers.  
 
      
 
    “Good start, huh, Tom?” Greg said to me. “You know I’ve been fantasizing about this hot wife of yours ever since the first time I laid my eyes on her.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle was leaning back on the sofa, panting, her eyes half closed, still floating from her recent orgasm. She looked in my direction and gave me a sweet smile. “B-babe, do you like that?” 
 
      
 
    “Y-yes.” I couldn’t speak. “I love it. I love watching you come.” 
 
      
 
    “So you’re that type of couple, huh?” Greg smirked. “Lucky me.” 
 
      
 
    “This is our first time doing something like this,” Michelle answered him. She fixed her position and straightened her messed-up hair. Her face was flushed from the afterglow of a quick and hard orgasm. She stood up with shaky legs and leaned on me, and gave me a quick kiss in the mouth. She licked her lips then looked seductively at me. She then mouthed “I love you.” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, buddy,” Greg said to me. “You know, we’re running out of beer here. Would you be so kind as to buy some more? Sorry to ask you that when it’s your birthday and all. I mean, I would like to do it myself, but Michelle here and I still have something to discuss, you know?” 
 
      
 
    “Ah. Yes. I can do that.” I said. My knees were shaking too when I stood up. “I’ll be back, babe,” I said to my wife. I picked up my wallet and started walking out the door.  
 
      
 
    “Please be quick,” Michelle said sweetly to me. Before I closed the door, I saw Greg standing up, removing his jacket while my wife was sitting down on the sofa and expectantly looking up at him. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    The convenience store was only a mile away, and I knew I’d be back quickly, but why the hell did I agree to be the one to buy the beer? Now, I left my wife and my neighbor alone in the house. Our house. What had gotten into me? My heart was still beating hard from what I witnessed. It was so hot. I need to get back and fast. I need to be there. What will Greg do to my wife while I was gone? He will probably ask her to give him a blowjob. Michelle will just smile and agree then kneel on the floor. She loves giving head. 
 
      
 
    I turned the steering wheel of my car to the right and parked and quickly opened the door, and nearly ran inside the convenience store. The clerk was startled when I came inside, probably thinking I might be a mugger. Ten minutes had passed since I left our house. That was plenty of time for Greg to fuck Michelle. Will they wait for me to come back, or will Greg just get on with it? In my mind, I was picturing my pretty wife lying on the sofa, her long legs opened, still wearing that cute little black dress, while Greg plowed her again and again. Michelle was crying in pleasure as she was brought into another orgasm. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, man, are you ok?” the young clerk asked me.  
 
      
 
    “Oh. I’m good. I’m good. You know what? Just keep the change.” I said and hurried back to my car and put the cold six-packs inside. I was near the driver’s seat door when I noticed it. The back tire was flat! A flat? Out of all time and places! Damn it! I had this car for 5 years, and I never had a flat.  
 
      
 
    Why now, of all times? I looked in the direction of my house. It was just a mile away. I could jog or just walk fast there, and that would be no problem. But that would be a weird thing to do. It was just a flat tire, and I got tools here. What would Greg think of me if I told him I left my car here so I could rush to them because I was eager to bring the beer and watch them have sex? So, I decided to change the tire. 
 
      
 
    My phone rang in the pocket of my pants while I was taking out the wrench and the jack from the trunk. It was Michelle, probably a little worried about me, wondering what’s taking me so long. There was a possibility that Greg had already considered it a night and went home. Maybe he thought that fingering my wife was enough, and he had no more energy left to continue. Perhaps that was already enough for him. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, babe,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “W-where are you?” Michelle asked me from the other line. 
 
      
 
    “Uh. I got a flat. I already got the beer. But, I need to change the tire. I-is Greg still there?” 
 
      
 
    “He’s, uhhhh, yes, babe, he’s, umm, Greg, he’s still here….” 
 
      
 
    “Put it on speaker,” Greg ordered her from the other line. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhh…ok…here…ahhhh.” Michelle moaned. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Tom,” Greg said. “Hnngghh, fuck, hey, buddy, you got the beer? I’m not rushing you or anything, man. Ohhh! I mean, it’s your birthday. Take your time there. Fuck! Your pussy’s so fucking good, Michelle!” 
 
      
 
    “W-whats happening there?” I asked even though I know full well the answer. I steadied myself using the body of my car, gripping my phone tightly in my ear. My raging hard-on was back. 
 
      
 
    “Babe, we are, ahhh, ahhh, oh my god! Ahhh, ummmm!” all I heard from my pretty wife. 
 
      
 
    “It seems like Michelle is out of words. So, I’ll just answer that question. So, Tom. What happened was, uhh, after you left, I asked your wife to strip out of her clothes. Because even though I really love that sexy dress, I love it more when she’s out of it. She’s completely naked now.” 
 
      
 
    “You told me, uhhh, the heels..” Michelle said between her cries of pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Ah, yes.” Greg continued. “I told her to keep her heels on. It’s so sexy…. Fuck! So tight! So wet! So now we’re in the kitchen, and your amazing wife is bent over the sink while I fuck my dick into her pussy from behind  again and again like this!” 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhhhh!” Michelle gasps. 
 
      
 
    “That, my man, right there, is how she sounds every time I pound her cunt - balls deep!” 
 
      
 
    My breathing was uneven. This was another level from fingering her pussy. Now, Greg was fucking her and fucking her hard! I dropped the wrench, went inside the car, closed the door, put the phone on loudspeaker, put it in the car’s dashboard, and listened to them. I opened my pants and stroked my cock while listening to Greg screwing my wife. Jeez, my wife was getting fucked by another man, and I’m here in the parking lot of a convenience store.  
 
      
 
    I could imagine them. My beautiful wife bent over at the waist while Greg gripped her slender waist, probably making a slightly red mark there with his callous hands. Our neighbor thrusting his hips back and forth while her perky breasts swung deliciously. Michelle was probably moaning every time his dick thrust into her. The inside of my car was filled with the sounds of their sex from my phone, my wife’s sexy moans, and Greg’s guttural grunts as he plowed her non-stop, and I was furiously stroking with them. 
 
      
 
    “Ugh. I’m coming!” I heard Greg said from the phone. “Inside you. I’ll fill you up, Michelle.” 
 
      
 
    “Ohhh! T-that’s ok, I-im coming too, Greg!” Michelle said. 
 
      
 
    What? My wife is letting Greg come inside her? My god. We have not talked about this yet, but my wife already decided and gave him permission to fill her up with his cum.  
 
      
 
    “Babe, I’m coming!” Michelle exclaimed loudly, and I knew that was directed to me, that our neighbor would make her come hard. She mewled and gasped and moaned as the hurricane of orgasm took her. I could imagine her legs shaking and bucking and losing strength. But Greg’s firm hands held her tight, pumping like an animal, red-eyed, his jaw clenched, as he was also near his own climax. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck!” I heard Greg shouted as he emptied his balls inside Michelle. I remembered bringing her flowers every week when we were still dating in college. I remembered the light drizzle of rain and a few raindrops on her blushing cheek as I kissed her during our wedding. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    If there was an Olympic game about flat tire replacement, I would have won that competition with record time. I put back the spare tire and the tools in the trunk, then I started the engine and drove home. I turned the car towards our house, parked it carefully, quickly opened the door, and went inside. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, buddy.” Greg grinned at me. To my surprise, they were not doing anything sexual. They were just sitting on the sofa and talking when I came inside. Michelle got her little black dress back on, though her hair was a little messed up. She beamed at me when I entered. Michelle stood up and rushed at me like I’ve been gone the whole day when it had not even been an hour. 
 
      
 
    “I missed you.” She said and kissed me fully on the lips.  
 
      
 
    “You ok?” I asked her and looked directly into her soulful eyes. 
 
      
 
    “I’m perfect.” She said. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Tom. Where’s our beer?” Greg said while comfortably sitting on our sofa. He looked content, like this was his house, and he owned it.  
 
      
 
    “Oh. I forgot it in the car.” I said. “Let me get it for a minute.” 
 
      
 
    “No, no. I’ll do it.” Greg volunteered, which surprised me a little. “Need to get some fresh air and get some energy back.” He looked at this watch. I handed him the car key. “The night is still young, and I want to fuck Michelle some more. Be back in a minute.” 
 
      
 
    “He’s really confident, huh.” Michelle smiled at me. We’re still standing at the center of the living room, our hands around each other and looking at each other’s eyes. 
 
      
 
    “I wish I was there with you two in the kitchen earlier,” I said to her. “Your voice on the phone as he was screwing you, babe, it was so hot.” 
 
      
 
    “I wish you were there too. I told Greg we should wait for you, but he was so fast. He told me to take off this dress. Then, I did a little dance for him.” 
 
      
 
    “Uh. What?”  
 
      
 
    “Umm, Greg told me to do a little dance as I strip. To get him better on the mood, he said.” 
 
      
 
    “Babe, Greg’s in the mood ever since he laid his eyes on you on our porch.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle blushed and kissed me slightly. “So, yeah, I danced for him. I swayed my hips a little, flipped my hair, gave him my fuck-me eyes.” 
 
      
 
    “Then?” I urged her. 
 
      
 
    She cupped my bulge. “Someone’s interested.” 
 
      
 
    “Then?” 
 
      
 
    “He stood up and pointed to the kitchen. He said bend over the sink. So there.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm. Hot.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you liking your birthday so far?” Michelle asked me. I grabbed her round butt and pulled her closer to me. She was not wearing any panties. 
 
      
 
    “The best yet,” I replied. Then we kissed hungrily, slurping each other’s tongue. Michelle’s arms were around my neck, pulling my body closer to her, getting hotter. 
 
      
 
    Our eyes were closed, so we didn’t immediately notice that Greg was standing close behind her. She gasped audibly when he fondled her butt, but she didn’t stop kissing me. Greg was standing there, grinning like an idiot. Best ass, he whispered. Then his hands crawled up and cupped and fondled Michelle’s yummy tits. Greg started kissing and licking her neck. 
 
      
 
    Greg then pulled Michelle closer to him. Our hot and heavy kissing ended as Greg put a small distance between us. I was making out with my pretty wife, and he took her from me. Michelle’s expressive eyes looked at me, perhaps asking me to embrace her again and resume our kissing. She didn’t remove Greg’s large hands from her tits, though. Greg glanced at me and nodded. So I just stepped back. The back of my legs hit the sofa, and I sat down with a thud. Meanwhile, my wife and Greg were standing in front of me. Greg pulled down the strap of Michelle’s sexy little black dress, rucking it on her waist and exposing her luscious tits to us.  
 
      
 
    “Great tits, Michelle,” Greg said as he fondled them and caressed them in his large hands. My wife bit her lip while feeling the sensation brought about by Greg’s dexterous hands on her sensitive breasts. She looked at me seductively and then put her hands over Greg’s hands, encouraging him further. Wordlessly saying, “Yes, please, mash my sensitive tits. Tug on my pink nipples. Play with my tits in front of my husband!” Her hips were slowly grinding on Greg’s hard bulge, evidence that she’s turned on now. She leaned her head a little backward, and they kissed hungrily like what we were doing earlier. Watching the movement of their cheeks and mouth, I knew they were French kissing, trying their best to shove their tongues in each other’s throats. 
 
      
 
    It seemed hours had passed when they stopped their hot tongue-lapping activity. Michelle turned around and faced him, and they whispered to each other. I didn’t hear it. Greg smiled and said something to my wife, and she looked back at me and smiled demurely. 
 
      
 
    “B-babe, is it alright if we do it in our bedroom?” Michelle asked me with a horny and pleading look in her beautiful eyes. 
 
      
 
    Greg put his arm around Michelle’s waist like he was her husband and I was the third wheel. After a while, he moved it upwards and settled on squeezing her soft tits. 
 
      
 
    “Uh. I think… “I started to answer, but Greg interrupted me.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, Tom. I mean, I would love to continue this in your bedroom. Michelle here would be more relaxed if we fuck there. Huh? What do you think?” 
 
      
 
    You don’t mince words, do you? I thought. Greg wanted to drill my wife in the bed where we sleep. He already fingered her here on the sofa and fucked her in the kitchen. He already emptied his balls inside her sweet pussy once. Of course, our bedroom, where Michelle and I shared our most intimate moments, conversations, and dreams, would be the last frontier of this fucking session. “Uh, when you put it like that. Yeah. But you know….” 
 
      
 
    “Great! That’s settled then!” Greg exclaimed. He didn’t let me finish, not remotely interested in what I was going to say next. He gripped my shoulder, some sign of agreement between gentlemen. 
 
      
 
    He then held Michelle’s hand and led her towards the door of our bedroom. He walked confidently like he had been inside our room many times before. I stood up from the sofa, pretending to sigh and brush my knees, and started following them. Michelle looked back at me and blew me a kiss. My heart fluttered. 
 
      
 
    “Nice room!” Greg said. Our bedroom was not large, but it’s neat. It was cool during the night even if the windows were closed, and sunlight warms it nicely in the morning. Michelle knew some things about interior design. It was her that designed the look of our bedroom. I’m the one who decided on the bed, though. I purchased the most comfortable and sturdiest one available. I figure, as newlyweds, that bed would see a lot of activities. 
 
      
 
    I sat on the chair beside the wall. Since it was only the three of us in the house, we did not close the bedroom door.  
 
      
 
    Things moved quickly once we got inside. Greg removed all his clothes. Michelle’s dress was now on the floor. They were hot and in a frenzy. There was no need for more foreplay. Greg was already rock hard, and my pretty wife was already slick and wet. 
 
      
 
    “Time to fuck.” Greg grunted. Even though he was big and stocky, you realized all of those were really muscles once naked. Before our neighbor founded his logistics company, he used to do hard labor in construction and trucking. He has a worker’s body.  
 
      
 
    Michelle was now lying on our bed, fully naked, her amazing breasts a sight to behold. Her nipples are pointy and sensitive. She looked in my direction, and I winked at her. She bit her lip and smiled.  
 
      
 
    “Damn gorgeous,” Greg muttered again as he got on the bed – our bed. He held my wife’s legs and spread them.  
 
      
 
    “Please... I want it now.” Michelle said. 
 
      
 
    Michelle gasped in pleasure when he entered her. Her sexy body arched when his cock finally reached her innermost depth. Greg took it slowly during the start, letting my wife savor his long dick. Then he began pumping. 
 
      
 
    I let my cock out and began stroking. My eyes were hot. I would not miss any single detail of this. 
 
      
 
    The two sex-lovers started kissing again, their tongues hungrily dancing. Michelle moaned seductively as they were French kissing, her hands on his back while Greg was thrusting into her pussy, back and forth, in and out. The bed was groaning and dancing with them. I stroked my cock faster. 
 
      
 
    “Uhhh…ahhh…mygod…ummm…there….please….harder….Greg...” Michelle pleaded to him, their bodies undulating, fevered with desire for more fucking. 
 
      
 
    “Uggh…so tight…so good..here…ughhh...” Greg dug in harder, forcefully now. Michelle turned her head in my direction, her hair disheveled.  
 
      
 
    I started to mouth the words “I love you.” but I realized she was not really seeing me. Her eyes were unfocused, her sexy body savoring the long, hard cock pumping inside her. Her toes curled, and she started moaning and gasping louder, and her body trembled as she came in a very hard orgasm.  
 
      
 
    But Greg was not stopping nor slowing. Should I tell him to slow it down and let my wife rest? She just came, and she’s still floating. He didn’t care. He kept on thrusting again and again, even harder this time. I expected Michelle to tell him to drop it down a level or push him away, but instead, she gave in and embraced him again. She was on fire. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhh, ummmm, coming!”  
 
      
 
    My wife squealed in another toe-curling orgasm, then another and another again. But Greg was like a locomotor. The old bastard opened her legs further to get closer to her. Their upper bodies were now mashed together with my wife’s legs opened on his shoulder. My god, how deep was he in her? 
 
      
 
    “Best fucking fuck.” Greg grunted as he kept slamming into her. He gripped my wife’s hair in one hand as if to say, “You’re mine now. I won’t let you go. Here take my cock! Take it all!” 
 
      
 
    I thought he would come inside her again, but instead, he pulled his cock out at the last second and hosed her naked body with thick cum. He really showered her! His jizz reached her stomach and tits, even her face! Greg’s body bucked as he came and grunted. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhh..so much…” Michelle mewled like a horny kitten with Greg’s liquid warmth on her well-fucked body. Then Greg lay beside her, both of them breathing heavily. Michelle looked in my direction again, her appearance disheveled and her face damp with after sex perspiration, our neighbor’s cum still on her naked body. 
 
      
 
    “Babe, it was so good.” She said lovingly. She smiled seductively when she noticed that I also came, then she slowly stood up and walked over to me. She kneeled down in front of me and, while looking into my eyes, licked and slurped and cleaned my cock with her warm mouth and tongue. 
 
      
 
    It was 2 in the morning when we finished. After Michelle cleaned my cock with her lovely mouth, Greg pulled my wife up and said they were going to shower together. Michelle didn’t object. They went to the bathroom and closed the door, which means I could not see what would happen. They were in there for nearly 45 minutes, and I knew that what they did there was not limited to soaping and cleaning their bodies. I could hear the slurping of my wife’s mouth. She’s probably on her knees, cleaning Greg’s sticky cock like she did to me earlier. Greg was perhaps rubbing his wet cock into her pretty face right now. There was grunting and moaning and the sound of wet bodies smacking from the bathroom. I imagined my beautiful wife bent over, her palms on the tiled wall while Greg was pulling back her hair, his hard dick deeply impaled inside her pussy. Greg then began thrusting, pushing with all his strength using his knees and legs, squeezing all his cum from his balls, depositing its sticky warmth inside her pussy. Standing outside the bathroom and listening, I looked at the front of my cock and realized I was hard again. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my god!” I heard my wife cried in helpless lust from the closed door of the bathroom as she reached another orgasm. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    “Good morning.” I greeted Michelle while the warm morning sun lighted up our room.  
 
      
 
    “Heyyyy, good morning too.” She sleepily brushed her lovely hair and looked at me and kissed me, then smiled sweetly. 
 
      
 
    She then moved beside me, and we embraced, our bodies still naked. She put her head on my chest.  
 
      
 
    “That was one wild night, huh?” I teased her. 
 
      
 
    “It was, babe,” she answered. “Are you happy? Did you get jealous?” Michelle looked up at me. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I was jealous to death… but it also turned me on so much. Watching you get fucked by Greg, your body squirming as you came, it was so hot.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm. Really? You know I did all that for you.” 
 
      
 
    “I know, and you enjoyed it too.” I kissed her forehead. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes. I came so much. Greg made me come so much and, oh! Look whose hard again?” Michelle said seductively and slid out of the blanket, exposing her perfect, full breasts. She began stroking my cock and looked at me, and licked her lips. I looked outside the window of our bedroom as her eager mouth enveloped my hardness, and I know in my heart that everything will change now. A new and exciting world opened to us. 
 
      
 
    END 
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