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CHAPTER 1

I looked around. I was standing outside the door. It was seven fifteen in the evening. Justin and Mika chose a nice neighborhood to live in. It was already dark. The streetlights were on. There were a few cars passing on the road of Maple Hills. Some residents were doing their night jogs, complete with athletic running shoes and comfortable shirts. Some were walking their pets. It was cool, and the air was fresh. Green trees lined the sidewalk.

I looked at my watch. I was already fifteen minutes late. It was okay. Justin and Mika wouldn’t mind. I looked at the boxes of pizza in my hand. I brushed my hair back with my hand and stood straighter. I smoothed down the shirt I was wearing and then knocked on the door.

There was no answer. I knocked again and waited. It took another thirty seconds before Justin opened the door. Justin Rowe’s one of my closest friends. It is his twenty-seventh birthday today and he invited me to celebrate it with him and his wife, Mika. He chatted me up a week ago. He asked me if I could come to his house. He said we would hang out and eat and talk and catch up. I said yes. I missed my friends. I drove here after work. It was a half-hour drive from the office.

Justin’s eyes lit up when he saw me. He grinned at me and then gave me a hug.

“Hey, hey, man,” Justin said, patting his heavy palm repeatedly on my back.

“Happy birthday, man,” I told him, hitting his back harder with my closed fist. We continued hitting each other’s backs, waiting to see who would give up first. It was I who pulled back. Justin’s palms are bigger and heavier than mine. His back pats felt like an earthquake shaking my ribs. Justin had a broad grin on his face. I lost this round.

“You brought pizza? That’s fucking nice of you,” Justin asked even though he could clearly see the two big boxes I was balancing in my right hand.

“No, stupid. What I have here in my hand is a microwave and a flat screen TV,” I said, grinning. I brought two large boxes of Henry’s Hot Bread Pizza, our favorite during our time at BU, a few years ago. There used to be four branches in Brismont. The owner, Happy Henry, lost all of his money gambling and womanizing. All of the branches closed down except one. The last standing branch is along the way going from my office to here, so I bought two boxes. Henry’s Hot Bread pizza remains the best pizza in the whole damn state, in my humble opinion.

“Where’s your car?” Justin asked. I pointed at my car with my thumb. I parked it on the side of the road underneath the canopy of a dogwood tree. Justin smiled and nodded. “I miss that car of yours, Jim. Me and Mika had good times in that.”

“Is Andre already here?” I asked Justin. I was not seeing his bike.

“He’s on his way. He’ll be here soon. Come inside.”

“Finally,” I said, “I thought you’re just gonna let me stand here.”

“You know, I may still change my mind,” Justin said.

“Such a good friend you are.” I entered Justin’s home and closed the door behind me.

“Where’s Mika?”  I asked in a level voice as I placed the pizza boxes on top of the round, glass coffee table that was in front of the gray, L-shaped sofa.

“She’s in the kitchen, just finishing up,” Justin said. “Babe, Jim’s here,” Justin called his wife as he sat down on the couch. I remained standing. I took a deep breath and straightened my posture. Justin observed me from the corners of his eyes, a tiny smirk on his mouth.

“Oh, hi, Jim,” Mika said with a sweet smile when she came out of the kitchen. She was wearing a plain white shirt and high-waisted cotton shorts that really showed her long and slender legs. She was wearing a short, light pink apron. Her hair was tied in a messy bun, a yellow pencil holding it with some loose strands touching her neck and the side of her face. It had almost been a year since I last saw her, and she was still as gorgeous as ever—lovely eyes, cute lips, a slim waist, supermodel legs, and seductively perfect curves.

There was a cute blush on Mika’s cheeks as she approached me. Maybe it was from the heat of the stove. My heart fluttered and tumbled and flipped. There were excited butterflies in my chest, my heart pumping wildly. I kept it all in. Calm down, James Harper. Calm down. Mika’s married now. She’s the wife of your best friend.

“Hello, Mika,” I said. “God, you’re gorgeous!”

Mika’s blush deepened. She grinned cutely at me. “Um, thank you,” she said. We are face-to-face now. “I miss you, Jim,” Mika said. She hugged me tight, pressing her sexy body against mine. I hugged her back and I was reminded again of the happy times we had. Late-night coffees, video games, long drives in my car with her and Justin and Andre. Mika smells so good. Can she feel how hard my heart is beating?

Justin was relaxing on the sofa, sitting and leaning back, watching intently as me and his hot wife hugged for several seconds.

“Yeah. I can tell you really missed me,” I said with a grin.

The hug ended. Mika and I looked into each other’s eyes, my hands on her slender waist. “You should really visit us more often,” Mika said with a cute pout.

“Don’t worry, babe,” Justin said to his wife. “After this night, I’m pretty sure Jim here would do just that. He and Andre. They would always want to visit.” What does he mean by that?

“Oh, don’t mind my husband,” Mika said and then let go of me. Justin winked at her. She raised an eyebrow at him. He just grinned back. These two could have an entire conversation just by looking at each other’s facial expressions. I felt a slight prick in my heart.

“Oh, I have stopped minding him years ago,” I said and then sat back down. Justin grinned and gave me the middle finger.

“I’m done cooking,” Mika said to us. “I’m gonna have a quick shower first. Is Andre almost here?” she asked her husband. “When’s he arriving?”

“He’ll be here soon, babe –“ Justin said, and just before he finished his sentence, we heard the loud engine of a motorbike entering the pathway that led to the porch. The bike stopped. We could tell it was a big one, heavy with metal, powerful. Even the bike’s idling sound was loud, penetrating the front wall of the bungalow. Justin and Mika looked at each other. Mika bit her lower lip. Justin nodded at her. Andre is here.

“He’s here,” Justin said, again stating the obvious. He stood up from the couch and went to open the door. He gave Mika first a quick kiss on the lips. Justin opened the door, not waiting for Andre to knock.

Andre was there. He’s a big, black man. Taller than Justin and definitely taller than me. He’s an engineer and works for the Army. He plays football and he boxes. He was clad in a dark biker jacket and jeans, holding his black helmet in his right hand and a paper bag in his left. He grinned widely when he saw Justin.

“Hey, hey, here’s the man of the day,” Andre said, spreading his arms for a hug.

“You’re late, man,” Justin said, smiling. “Come here.”

“Only by thirty minutes. That’s nothing. Happy birthday, man.” Andre patted Justin’s back with his wide palm. He handed the paper bag to Justin, his gift to him.

“Jim’s already here. Come inside.”

“Jimmy!” Andre said loudly, placing his hand on my shoulder, squeezing it, smiling at me, nodding. He pulled me for a tight hug, but his eyes were on Mika, who was standing just behind me, looking at us, her hands clasped behind her back.

“Ah, hello, beautiful,” Andre said, stepping in front of Mika, placing his big hands on her waist and looking into her eyes. His eyes roamed over her sexy body. “Been a while, huh?”

“Hello, Andre,” Mika said, slightly blushing, touching his arms. Andre pulled her waist and they hugged. For a quick second there, I thought he was going to kiss her. The sudden action made Mika gasp. Andre hugged her tightly. He had to bend down a little to hug Mika properly. There is a lot of hugging going on tonight. Justin was behind them, watching calmly as the big guy embraced his wife. The size and height difference between Andre and Mika was obvious. His massive arms almost covered half of her upper body. Andre whispered something to Mika. She said something back. I sat back on the sofa.

“Were you stuck in traffic?” Mika asked him. Justin placed the paper bag that Andre handed to him on top of the coffee table, beside the pizza I brought. He sat on the sofa and Mika positioned herself beside her husband, sitting on his left side. Justin rested his long arm around her shoulders. Mika crossed her legs. Mine and Andre’s eyes automatically glanced at them. We tried not to be too obvious, but failed.

“Nah. Traffic was light from my apartment in Pioneer Center to here. This is a nice neighborhood you got here, by the way. Nice fucking job, guys,” Andre removed his jacket and placed it and his helmet on top of the lowboard, underneath the mounted flat-screen TV. “I was late because I broke up a fight.”

“You broke up a fight?” Justin repeated, smiling. He looked at me. I shook my head and grinned back. I shrugged. What on earth is this guy talking about now?

“Yeah,” Andre said, sitting down. The sofa creaked under his massive weight. “There were some guys fighting outside the gate of my apartment. Local guys. Some misunderstanding about something.”

“Did you know what kind of misunderstanding?” Justin asked.

“Someone had something going on with someone’s girlfriend or wife, maybe.”

“Oh,” Mika said, interested, looking at Justin and then at Andre. “That’s not good.”

“Now, Andre, let me ask you something,” I said, leaning forward, arms on my thighs. Andre was sitting on my right side, between me and Mika.

“Sure, man,” Andre said innocently.

“This fight that you said you stopped, was it you who started it?”

“Oh, fuck off, Jimmy,” Andre said, grinning back at me.

“That’s a good question,” Justin followed up, his left palm on top of Mika’s thigh. “Because from what I remember, all the troubles we had while we were in Brismont – it was you who started them.”

“Well, yeah. I won’t deny that. I started half of them, half was Mika’s idea.”

“That is not true at all,” Mika said, a bit of a tease in her voice, her eyes moving to Andre and me. Justin squeezed her thigh. It seemed he wanted to say something. He whispered in his wife’s ear.

“Well, anyway,” Mika said to us, standing. “I need to take a quick shower. I just finished cooking dinner. I smell like roasted chicken and garlic. I’ll shower and then change into fresh clothes.”

“Don’t take too long, babe,” Justin said as Mika entered their bedroom. “I’m starving.”

“I’ll be quick,” Mika said sweetly.

“If you’re not done in thirty minutes, I’ll come there and join you,” Justin said.

“Oh, that sounds fun.”

“Time starts now,” Justin said, winking at his wife. Mika closed the door of their bedroom slowly. She didn’t lock the door.


CHAPTER 2

“You’re one lucky guy, aren’t you, huh, Justin?” Andre said.

“That I am,” Justin said happily.

“Marriage suits Mika,” I commented.

“Huh?” Andre asked.

“She looks even more amazing now,” I said.

“Yeah. That is true,” Andre nodded.

“What can I say, guys? I’m an awesome husband,” Justin said.

“Eh, we’re not going that far, man,” Andre said, opening the box of pizza that I brought, which was on top of the coffee table. He nodded with satisfaction upon seeing the thick, freshly-baked slices of Henry’s Hot Bread Pizza. The three of us took a deep breath, savoring the mouthwatering smell of hot cheese, mozzarella, thick tomato sauce, and fresh herbs. We each took a slice and began munching.

“Oh, yeah! This is the best! I fucking miss this,” Justin said. “You’re the man, Jim.” I grinned at my friend. My eyes went to the closed door of their bedroom. Mika is in there, showering. Hot and sexy and naked.

“But back to the topic,” Andre said. “Mika looks even hotter now.”

Justin took a big bite of his pizza. “Prettier?” he asked, interested.

“Well, Mika has always been pretty,” Andre said.

“Yup,” I agreed. Always has been. Doesn’t matter what she wears or how she styles herself. She could be wearing a worn-out shirt with loose threads and no make-up and she would still be stunning.

“But it’s not just that. There’s something more. She still has the body of a supermodel, slim and slender. Perfect long legs. But she’s more luscious. Hotter.”

“Hmmm,” Justin said, nodding, finishing his pizza, licking his lips, listening as Andre described his wife. “Go on.”

“Now that she’s married, she looks even more fuckable now.”

I almost choked on my pizza. I pounded my chest. What the fuck are you saying, Andre? We are all friends around here, sure, but Mika is Justin’s wife now. And he’s sitting right there, just a few feet away from us, and today is his birthday. She’s more fuckable? Why would you say that to your friend’s wife? There are some lines you don’t cross, buddy, even in a joke. Now Justin’s gonna kick you out of his house and maybe punch you in the face, you stupid fool, and he's gonna kick me out and punch me too, even though I didn’t say anything.

I slowly turned my eyes to Justin, who was smiling. He wasn’t mad at all. He looked proud. “She’s sexier now, huh? Even more fuckable? Is that right?”

“What do you think, Jim?” Justin asked me.

“Yeah, of course. I agree. Andre’s right.”

“Some women become even hotter when they get married. That is true. That is a scientific fact. Or it could be just that I’m a great husband. Could be, right? A great husband makes his wife glow.”

Andre turned to me and then pointed at Justin with his thumb. “That’s just this stupid’s way of saying that he fucks Mika good.”

I looked down at the empty box of pizza. I’m happy for them. I’m happy that Justin turned out to be a great husband for Mika. Glad that Mika is having a good life.

A few years ago, I bought a half-bouquet of flowers for Mika. I couldn’t afford a full bouquet then. Flowers were expensive. It was ten in the evening. There was one open flower shop a couple of meters outside BU’s main gate, beside the laptop store. After buying the flowers, I drove to Mika’s apartment building on Milton Street. Her apartment was on the fourth floor. It was her birthday. There was something that I needed to tell her. I remember feeling nervous. I was excited. I had been practicing what I was going to say to her since the previous week. I had it all memorized. It was time to risk it all. I wore my new jacket and white sneakers. I got a new haircut. I parked my car in front of Mika’s apartment building. I checked my outfit and straightened my jacket, holding the half-bouquet of roses in my arm like it was the most important thing in the world, which at that moment, it was. I stood beside my car in the parking lot. I remember there was a full moon and it was windy and cool and the city was very much alive with the sounds of cars and the hum of a busy evening and the sound of pop music playing nearby. From where I was standing in the parking lot, flowers in hand, I looked up and saw Mika on the balcony of her apartment. She was locked in a kiss with Justin. I stood there for five minutes, then I got back in my car and threw the flower in the backseat and drove away. They didn’t see me.

“So when will you two settle down?” Justin asked us. He clicked the on button of the TV remote. The TV displayed an almost endless list of movies to stream, mixed genres of action, sci-fi, comedy and romance. “You guys have girlfriends?”

“Not at the moment, no,” I answered Justin, waiting for him to choose a movie or a show. He placed the TV remote down on the sofa without selecting anything. “There was this girl I dated for a while,” I said.

“Hannah, right?” Justin asked. “That is her name? A nurse in Saint Clement?”

“Huh? How did you know that?”

“I didn’t. Mika told me. She follows you and Andre on social media. She always updates me on what is happening with you two. She cares about you guys, you know,” Justin paused. “A lot.”

“That’s sweet,” Andre said. “I’m starving.”

“You ate half of the pizza, big guy,” I said.

“So what happened between you and Hannah?” Justin asked.

“We broke up two months ago.”

“Fuck, sorry to hear that, man. She seems like a nice woman,” Justin said, turning his head towards the closed door of their bedroom. He looked at his watch.

“So, you’re not fucking anyone at the moment then?” Andre followed up.

“Uh, nope,” I said.

“Same as me,” Andre said.

“Hard to believe,” Justin said with a smirk. “Last time we talked, you had a roster of hot women at your beck and call.”

“Oh yeah. I had something like that. Michelle and Janet and Bianca. They are all flight attendants at Crown Atlantic. All of them so damn hot. Not as hot as Mika, though.”

“What happened? They flew and never came back?” Justin asked.

“Something like that,” Andre leaned back, sighing. “They all found serious boyfriends. Michelle and Janet are engaged now. Bianca now lives in California. So, yeah, I’m not fucking anyone right now.”

“Do you wanna fuck my —" Justin whispered.

“Huh? What did you say?” Andre said. He glanced at me. Did you hear that, buddy?

I was looking at Justin. It seemed like what he asked was, do you wanna fuck my wife? Did I hear that right? No, I was wrong. He didn’t say that. I heard it wrong. Why would he ask Andre and me if we want to fuck Mika? What is going on here?

“Hey, you guys wanna watch something?” Justin asked, pointing at the TV.

“Eh, sure, man,” I said.

“There’s a boxing match going on right now,” Andre said. “Bracken versus Maddox. Both are brawlers. It's on ACN. Let’s watch that.”

Justin picked up the TV remote. He didn’t pick the channel that Andre was saying. He scrolled back, not selecting any movies or series. He selected the file folders of uploaded videos in the memory storage of the TV. There was a folder named Mika. My breathing slowed down when I saw that. I leaned forward in my seat. Justin clicked that folder and in it there were several video files, perhaps about twenty. Some files have names. Daytona. Santa Monica. Cape Cod. Hot Springs. Some file names were only letters and random numbers. What are in these videos? I looked at Andre. He was perked up, interested. There is something going on here.

“Two months ago, Mika and I had a two-day vacation in Pearl Moon Cove. It’s in East Obrego. Beautiful place. Warm. White sands. Perfect for swimming and surfing. Have you two been there before?” I shook my head, my eyes on the TV.

“I did a short project inspection in Obrego six months ago,” Andre said. “A small bridge construction. Didn’t see the beach, though. The team I was with was on a tight schedule. I plan on coming back, maybe with a hot new girlfriend next time. Watch her enjoy the water while she’s wearing a sexy two-piece.”

“I took a video of the place when Mika and I were there. It’s a short video. You guys wanna see?” Justin asked. His voice sounded casual, but the excitement in his eyes could not be denied. Andre and I were not really thrilled to watch a video of the beach and the palm trees and the ocean hundreds of miles from here, but hey, it’s our friend’s birthday today. We’ll give this to him. No problem.

“Sure,” I said, smiling, trying to look excited too. Yeah, man, sure, let’s see that beach video.

“You’ll love this,” Justin promised, clicking on the video file. Mika was still in the bedroom. Maybe she is done showering. Perhaps now she is blow-drying her hair, selecting what clothes to wear while a towel is wrapped around her sexy body.

The video zoomed full screen on the huge, high-definition, mounted flat-screen TV. They were in Pearl Cove. Justin was the one taking the video using his phone. White sand. Beautiful shore. Blue water. Warm sun. Beautiful beach with rock formations of different sizes. There are lots of palm trees with long, dark-green leaves. Very relaxing place. I have never been to Pearl Cove. I’ve seen some photos on the internet. I’m not really the beach-type of person, but now I want to visit the place, that is, if I could squeeze vacation days into my work schedule.

I know that Palm Cove is usually packed with tourists, but the beach in this video is empty. “We found a secluded area,” Justin said. “A half-hour drive from the main tourist spot. We found a local who guided us. Guy was smitten with my wife. He even drove us there. I paid him twenty-five bucks. He also asked for a kiss.”

“From you?” Andre asked, laughing.

“Fuck you, idiot,” Justin said, grinning, flipping him his middle finger. “From Mika, of course. He’s a local guy. Diego. That is his name. Lived in East Obrego all of his life, he said. He’s maybe about thirty. Toasted by the sun. An expert surfer. The man approached us and said, I know a place better than this that is not crowded with tourists. Only the locals know it. I’ll bring you there for twenty-five bucks . . . and a kiss from your beautiful wife.”

“You said yes to that?” I asked. I couldn’t believe it.

“Well, twenty-five bucks is damn cheap to have our own tropical paradise.”

“That’s not what I mean,” I said. “You’re telling us that Mika kissed this stranger?” Andre was watching Justin closely, checking if he was just messing with us. I don’t think so. Justin had that light in his eyes. I had seen that often enough. He is excited. This is a true story.

“Well, I asked Mika first, of course, you know, if she’s fine with it. At first, I thought she was going to say no. Diego was expecting that, of course. No way this pretty wife is going to agree, he was probably thinking. Just no fucking way. What he asked was impossible. Diego was shooting for the moon. There was no way Mika would kiss a random stranger. What if there were no beach, right? What if he was lying to us and it was just a racket to get money from clueless tourists? Mika thought about it for several seconds and then nodded at me. She stepped forward and the guy grinned and they kissed. After that, he drove us to this hidden beach.”

“How long?” I asked.

“The drive to the beach? Thirty minutes,” Justin said.

“No, the kiss. How long did the kiss last?” I asked, a different pitch in my voice.

“Oh, it was a short kiss,” Justin said. “Maybe around a minute? Two minutes. Three? I lost track of time.”

“This Diego kissed Mika on the lips for three straight minutes?” Andre asked. Justin nodded, a smile on his lips. He had paused the video.

“Yeah, about that long. It was quick. The guy was hot for it. He was very excited. There was a bit of tongue action at the end. Mika let out a few moans.”

“That wasn’t a kiss,” Andre said, slapping his thigh, grinning and shaking his head. “That was a full make-out session. You let Mika make out with a stranger in exchange for a better ocean view.”

Yeah. Andre summarized it properly. There were some things I wanted to say, but I kept them to myself. I didn’t want to get out of line. I looked at the TV. The video was still paused. I felt a ball of hot fire in my chest. Mika was the one who taught me how to slow dance. She told me the importance of using sunscreen. I finished my first marathon with her. She taught me how to play chess and she was the first woman who borrowed my hoodie. She used to send me encouraging messages and funny memes and videos. I held her hand once. I kissed her cheek once. That was it. My lips never touched hers, and yet this stranger from a beach miles away from here got to make out with her like it was the easiest thing in the world. I am burning with envy.

“Well, you know, Mika was happy,” Justin explained. “It was not a bad trade, she told me that night. A couple of bucks and a quick make-out section for our own tropical paradise. I asked her what she thought of Diego. Mika said that he was a gentleman and a good kisser. Maybe a bit wild, but it was okay with her. We spent all afternoon in that hidden beach.”

Why did Mika let something like that happen? That is the real question. Why did she make out with a total stranger? Just to see a hidden beach? Is that it? That doesn’t make sense. The Mika I know would not agree to that. Making out with another man in front of her husband? No, she wouldn’t do something like that. She’s fun, yes. She enjoys life. She brightens every room she’s in, but what she did on that beach crossed the line. That is not her. Wait. Wait. Maybe that is her. Maybe that’s who Mika really is. Maybe I didn’t know her that well. No. That is hard to accept. I know her. I have known her for years. Relax, Jimmy. Yes, you do know her. You like her a lot. You fantasize about her. Let’s not deny that. But maybe what you truly know is one part of her. Not the whole. You’re Mika’s friend. You were never her boyfriend. You are not her husband. If there’s someone here in this room who really knows her, that’s Justin right there.

“Let’s continue watching,” Justin said, clicking the button on the remote.

“This will not turn into a video of Mika having sex with this Diego guy, right?” Andre asked, laughing, but half-serious, hope in his face.

“Oh. It's not in this video. There’s another video for that. It’s forty-five minutes long. I took it. There’s this small shack near the shore, hidden by thick vegetation and palm trees. Mika and Diego fucked there that night. It was hot. Do you guys want to see it?” Justin asked us.

“W—what?” I asked, eyes wide.

Justin laughed. “Close your mouths, you bastards. Of course, there’s nothing like that. Mika wouldn’t just do it with any guy. She’s a married woman. You know her. Come on. This is just a video of the beach. Nothing else.”

The video continued playing. Justin was sitting on a beach mat when he took it. We could see his feet. The sun was high up in the sky. The water was generally calm with a few small waves. The video he took was of high quality. We could hear the waves and the breeze of the light wind and the chirping of the birds. We could imagine the warmth of the sun, almost feeling it while watching the video. The camera moved slowly from left to right.

When the camera stopped at Justin’s two o’clock, Andre grinned widely. My heart stopped for a bit. Mika was rising from the water, wet all over, smoking hot sexy in her white, two-piece swimsuit. Slim waist, long legs, luscious tits that wouldn’t quit bounced seductively as she walked, hips swaying like a swimsuit model. I memorized every second, every movement, the flirty look in her eyes, the smile on her lips, the sway of her hips, how her two-piece bikini clung sexily to her wet body. These are materials for fantasy I could tap into when the lights in my room are off and I am alone with my thoughts, lusting after her, missing her. Mika looked straight at the camera, a seductive smile on her lips as she walked towards her husband.

“Oh, fuck,” Andre breathed. “I’m getting a fucking hard-on, man.”

I didn’t say anything, even though the video had the same effect on me. My heart was pumping hard and fast. I was rock hard. I glanced at Justin. He wasn’t bothered at all that Andre just told him that Mika’s video was making him hard. Yeah. Justin wouldn’t get mad. This is his idea. What is he doing, though? Making me and Andre envious as fuck? Is that the plan? Why is Mika taking so long to finish showering? I miss her already. The video continued.

Mika kissed Justin’s lips. It was a long kiss. There was a bit of tongue action. Justin’s arm moved, and even even though it wasn’t captured in the video, I could tell he was squeezing Mika’s lovely tits. Mika looked at the camera and then gave her husband a sweet smile. Turn around, babe, Justin told Mika. Why? Mika asked softly. Spin slowly, Justin said, like you’re modelling that swimsuit. I already modelled it for you last night, Mika said, complaining but smiling while slowly spinning around. Andre licked his lips, leering at Mika’s round butt, long legs, and smooth thighs.

“Very fuckable, man,” Andre repeated. “This is the best video. I’ve never seen Mika wearing a two-piece swimsuit before in person. The four of us never went to the beach when we were still at BU.”

“Wasted opportunity, huh? What do you think, Jim?” Justin asked me. “There are stars in your eyes.”

“She’s hot,” I said. Now I’m the one pointing out the obvious. My eyes were fixed on the screen. Justin continued taking a video of his wife. There are several video files aside from this one. What is in them? I want to see. I’m desperate to see them all, but I can’t. I don’t have the right. Unless Justin offered. Unless Mika says it’s alright. Mika knelt on the beach mat beside her husband.

Do you still have enough memory on your phone storage? Mika asked her husband. Don’t worry about it, Justin answered, handing her a striped blue and white towel. Mika dried her lustrous hair with it, tilting her head to the left and then to the right, brushing it back. Her hair cascaded down the middle of her back, thick and wavy. Andre and I studied the amazing curve of her ass. When Mika was done, she undid the strap of her bikini top and then placed it on the beach mat. Mika’s back was on Justin. Andre and I were salivating to finally see her tits, dreaming, praying, but she didn’t turn around. She lay on her stomach to get a nice, even suntan on her back. She rested both arms near her chin. She raised her wonderful butt a bit. I sighed and cursed softly. Fuck. The world is just so unfair. Mika turned her head to the camera and smiled at her husband.

“I want to fuck you right here, babe, right now,” Justin said.

“Um, yes please,” Mika said warmly, arching her back teasingly, lifting her butt more. Andre and I were holding our breaths. Justin reached out and squeezed Mika’s butt and then gave it a gentle slap. Her firm, round ass jiggled. “But Diego’s right there,” Mika said. “He’s watching us.” She turned her head to the right and looked behind her. She gave Diego a cute wave.

“Where was the dude?” I asked.

“He’s in his truck several meters away, smoking a cigar and fucking my wife with his eyes,” Justin said.

He paused the video when we heard Mika opening the door of their bedroom. As if invisible strings were attached to them, our heads automatically turned towards our hot friend. Justin observed Andre and me, smiling, then he looked at his wife. Mika emerged from their bedroom, newly showered and wearing light blue cotton shorts and a white, summer crop top. Her hair was down and still a bit damp. She looked at the three of us and gave us a sweet, inviting smile. She closed the door gently behind her.


CHAPTER 3

“Sorry, that took a while,” Mika said while walking towards us. The blue cotton shorts fit snugly on her slim waist and gave us a yummy tease of her luscious buttcheeks. Andre rubbed his palms, smiling. The white crop top she wore was also made of cotton, but it was thick enough, making it hard for us to determine if she was wearing a bra underneath it. Wait. Is she wearing panties under her shorts? Andre was staring at Mika’s lovely legs.

“That’s okay,” I said, steadying my voice. No. I don’t think Mika’s wearing a bra right now. Her nipples were poking just a bit. I could see their shape now that she was closer. Andre noticed it too, of course. Maybe our dear friend Justin here told Mika not to wear a bra. And Mika, submissive wife that she is, followed.

“Are you guys hungry?” Mika asked. “Really sorry it took me a long time to finish showering.” Justin winked at her.

“Not really. We’re not that hungry,” Andre said. He said he was starving just a while ago. I guessed that seeing Mika wearing a tight bikini in the video satiated his appetite. His eyes focused on Mika’s round butt as she maneuvered towards her waiting husband, stepping over Andre’s long, stretched legs, and avoiding the coffee table. I could almost hear the gears turning in Andre’s head. He was stopping himself from grabbing Mika’s butt and squeezing it with his big palm. Justin watched Andre’s face, perhaps waiting for him to do something. Mika sat down beside her husband. Justin kissed her neck. He placed his left arm around her shoulders.

Mika smiled at me. Her eyes went to the TV. “What are you guys watch— oh,” Mika said, slightly surprised. The video was still paused. On the screen, Mika was lying on her stomach, sunbathing topless. We could see the side of her boobs, full and luscious. We couldn’t keep our eyes off the sight of her fabulous bikini-covered butt. I was there sitting on the couch and imagining fucking her from behind. Mika looked at her husband. Justin shrugged, smiling.

“I’m just showing Andre and Jim the beautiful beach we visited,” Justin said. “Right, guys?”

“Uh, yeah. That beach is, yeah, beautiful,” I said, my eyes bouncing from Mika’s pretty face and then to her yummy tits then to her slim waist and back to her pretty face again. Mika tucked a strand of hair behind her right ear, fully aware that Andre and I were lusting over her body. Both of us were leering at her. Some friends we were. I tried to be subtle about it.

“I’m almost naked in that,” Mika commented, looking at the paused video. She filled more than half of the large TV screen. Mika wasn’t mad. She didn’t ask Justin to turn the TV off or find a different video to watch, maybe a movie or a series. Justin placed his hand on her thigh.

“Andre and Jim have never been there,” Justin said.

“Really?” Mika asked. I realized that Andre was now sitting closer to Mika, just maybe two feet away. “Let’s go together. How about next summer?” Mika said excitedly. “You guys should bring your girlfriends.”

“These sad, pathetic guys are both single right now, babe,” Justin told Mika. He grinned at us and pulled Mika tighter to him. Her back was now resting on his chest. She was leaning back against him. “Both single. No girlfriend. Not getting any at all.”

“Even you, Andre?” Mika asked him. Andre inched a little bit closer to her.

“None at the moment,” Andre said, grinning.

Mika turned to me. “I’m sorry that you and Hannah didn’t work out, Jim,” she told me, her voice soft.

“Yeah. Well,” I shrugged. I am not thinking about Hannah right now. I am thinking about Justin’s hand on Mika’s upper thigh, just two inches from her pussy. I am thinking about Andre slowly moving closer and closer to her while I remained in my seat in the same position. Something is happening here. I can’t just sit here, acting like it’s just a normal evening. I should make a move or I would be left behind.

“Hannah seems nice. I have seen photos of you together online. She is very pretty. You looked good together,” Mika said, talking about my ex-girlfriend. “I’ve met her once. Hannah and I have common friends. She is sweet and smart.”

“Well, yes, she is, but, uh, she cheated on me,” I said, finally admitting the truth. Andre and Justin looked at me sadly. Justin shrugged. That’s life. What can we do, right, man? Andre shook his head. He stretched his long arm out and patted my shoulder. Women, he said, and then focused his attention again on Mika.

Mika gasped when I told them that Hannah cheated on me with a co-worker of hers — a doctor named Gary. The man is in his forties and married. Hannah was logging lots of overtime in the hospital. I found out that she and Gary were doing it in the storage room, in his car, in her car, in the X-ray room, everywhere. Everyone in the hospital knows it. Hannah’s affair with Gary had been going on for a month before I found out.

Mika stood up from where she was sitting and walked over to me. She sat beside me and held my hand and looked into my eyes. “I’m sorry, Jim,” she said gently, her concern for me sincere. I looked into her eyes. Her heart was breaking for me. She has always been like this, prioritizing the needs of others, of her friends, the people she loves. I was wrong. Mika didn’t change. The woman I fell in love with when we were in Brismont is still here. She squeezed my hands.

“You’ll get over her. You’ll find someone better. I promise,” Mika said. We looked at each other for several seconds, but for me it lasted a long time. I could stay in this moment forever. I glanced at her smooth legs.

I remember a time two years ago when a hurricane passed over Brismont. The hurricane wasn’t that strong, but it caused some flooding near the apartment where I used to stay. Ten blocks lost electricity. When Mika learned about it, she drove ten miles to get me and insisted that I stay in her apartment until the flood drains out and electricity returns. I stayed with her for almost a week. Her one-bedroom apartment was even smaller than mine, so I slept on the couch. I had a minor fever then. Mika took care of me and cooked for me. We ate a lot of cheap noodles and green lettuce that she grew in small pots placed beside the window.

“It’s my birthday,” Justin said. “Forget about your ex-girlfriend for now and let's have some good fun.” I didn’t look at Justin. I was focused on Mika. Her face was so close to mine. I want to kiss her right here, right now. Justin would kick me out of here if I did that. But no. I have a feeling he won’t. I don’t think he would even be mad if I kissed his wife right now. I have this feeling that Justin is waiting for me to do just that. But how would Mika react? Of course, it wouldn’t be okay with her. She has a husband. She’s a married woman now. This is the closest we could be together — her holding my hands. This is it. I should have admitted to her before that I love her. If I had the courage, my life would have been different. She could have been mine. It's late now. Too late for that now. Always too late.

Mika kissed me on the cheek and squeezed my hand one more time. She stood up and then went back to sit beside her husband. Andre winked at her. She smiled at him. I took a deep breath and tried to calm the rushed beating of my heart.

“Beautiful beach,” Andre said, nodding at the TV screen. The video was still paused. Mika’s sexy body filled the screen. All three of us guys here have a hard-on.

“It’s a hidden beach,” Mika said. “We found someone who showed it to us. There is a secret pathway covered by vines that grow on big rocks. It’s really hard to see unless someone points it out to you. We were lucky. Justin only paid twenty-five dollars for it.”

“He told us,” I said, my voice sounded different. It felt like I wasn’t the one speaking. I looked down at my hands, remembering how they felt when Mika was holding them just minutes before. Mika’s hands are warm and soft.

“Your awesome husband here told us that the man also wanted another kind of payment and you gave it to him,” Andre asked, leaning forward, looking at Mika’s face.

“Um, yes,” Mika answered. “Diego asked for something else. He wanted a kiss.”

“You made out with him,” Andre said.

“I didn’t know what I was thinking,” Mika said shyly. “I felt very confident. I noticed the way he was looking at me. It was okay with Justin. We were on a vacation far from here and I figured it was harmless. I was thinking, I’ll do this now. I will not see this guy again anyway. So, um, we kissed.”

“He’s your type?” I asked.

“Um, no. That’s the thing,” Mika answered. “He was not really my type, but I don’t know. I felt like doing something daring.”

“You found him cute,” Justin said.

“Um, a little. He’s not as handsome as you guys, but Diego looks good in a rough sort of way,” Mika said.

At this point, I was tired of hearing about Diego and that beach. It’s probably just jealousy, the intense kind. Maybe it was time to move on to another topic. Mika crossed her legs. The hem of her tiny shorts inched upwards, revealing more of her gorgeous thighs. I gulped. Andre licked his lips.

“So, Mika, how was, uhhh, work?” I asked, trying to steer the conversation away from Diego the wife-kisser.

“He put his tongue in your mouth?” Andre asked, steering the topic back. He wasn’t about to let it go. Justin squeezed Mika’s thigh. He was aware that Andre was very close to his wife now. He was not telling him to back off a bit. Mika smiled invitingly at him. The look she gave Andre made me feel jealous again. I should really stop feeling that — being jealous of every man that receives Mika’s attention. Well, Diego didn’t just receive her attention. She made out with him. That man received a taste of her tongue.

“Yes, Andre,” Mika answered, nodding, blushing. “It was only for a few seconds.”

“What were you wearing when you and this guy were making out?” I asked. Andre glanced at me and nodded with a small smirk. Oh, yeah, his face said, that’s right, my man. Good question. You can see where this is leading, right? I hope you’re finally getting it. You’re a smart guy. Maybe you finally figured this out.

Mika looked at Justin before answering, a wordless conversation between husband and wife. Mika shyly bit her lower lip and then nodded. When Mika turned her head to face Andre and me, Justin planted a kiss on the side of her neck and whispered something to her, too softly for me to hear. Andre was close enough. Maybe he heard what Justin said to Mika. Andre said something, too. He was sitting sideways. He was facing Mika and his back was turned to me. I didn’t hear what he said. All this whispering made me feel I was being left out.

“So?” Andre said to Mika. “Please answer Jim’s question. What were you wearing when you were making out with Diego?”

“I was wearing a yellow sundress,” Mika answered softly.

“Hmmm,” Andre said, inching even closer.

This was the moment when Andre made his move. Justin removed his hand that was resting on Mika’s thigh. She uncrossed her legs and then Andre placed his left hand on her right knee. He then wrapped his big right arm around her shoulders. Justin nodded. It looked like he was breathing through his mouth. Concentration on his face. He moved back from his seat so that he could fully observe what was happening. Andre’s hand moved up. It was now on Mika’s upper thigh.

“Andre?” Mika asked softly.

“Yes?”

“Um, your hand,” Mika said, blushing.

“Do you want me to stop?” Andre asked with a grin and a raised eyebrow.

Mika glanced at me and then looked at her husband, who already had a hard tent in the front of his shorts. Justin was focused on what was happening in front of him. The room was cool, but there was a sheen of sweat on his neck and forehead.

“No,” Mika said softly to Andre, her chest rising and falling, her heart probably racing. “Please don’t stop.”


CHAPTER 4

“You okay there, buddy?” Justin asked me. “You’re quiet over there.”

“Yeah, I—I’m good,” I said. I didn’t look at Justin. I was focused on watching Mika. Andre was saying something to her. Mika was nodding. His hand on her thigh moved up again. It was now very close to her pussy.

Fuck. What should I do? Should I just watch? Andre is touching Mika’s legs. I have never touched her legs in all those years I've known her. I’m dying of jealousy over here. I want to touch her legs too. I want to do what Andre is doing right now. But how? We are all sitting in an L-shaped sofa. They had the long seat. I was sitting on the shorter one. I want to sit beside Mika too. She gave me an inviting look just a minute ago, but the seat positions were wrong. Mika was sitting between Justin and Andre. Justin on her right side and Andre on her left. There is no space for me, unless Andre gives me his seat, which he would not do. Maybe I can ask Justin to move so I can sit at Mika’s right side. No. I can’t do that. Justin is her husband. This is his house. He can sit wherever he wants. There’s nothing I can do right now but watch with envy and yearning.

“Um, Andre?” Mika said, her cheeks red.

“Yes?”

“I’m not wearing anything under my clothes,” Mika said.

“Wow,” I said. Mika smiled shyly at me, and then looked at Andre’s face.

“I suggested to her earlier not to put on any underwear,” Justin said. “No bra, no panties.”

“Yeah, I can see you’re not wearing a bra, Mika,” Andre grinned. Mika bit her lower lip. “Your hard nipples are obvious. You’re turned on so bad, huh?”

“God, yes,” Mika said.

“So, uh, you and Mika are into this?” I asked Justin just to be included in the conversation. If I don’t speak, they’ll forget that I’m here.

“Into what?” Justin asked, not even glancing at me.

“You know, this type of thing,” I said. I sounded out of breath. Andre placed his hand behind Mika’s neck and pulled her to him. Their lips met. My heart stopped for a beat. Now they are kissing? Goddamn. Among the three men in this room, all have tasted Mika’s sweet lips, except me, and I have known her the longest. Mika and I have been friends for some time before Justin came into the picture. Andre arrived even much later.

“I don’t know about that,” Justin said, completely focused on the hot scene in front of him, watching his wife exchange saliva with Andre. “It’s fucking hot to watch her make out with another man. It's impossible to describe it to you, Jimmy. You’re not married. But this is something else. It’s the hottest thing in the world. Just the hottest. The best thing is that Mika is game for it. She has always been game for anything I want. Does that surprise you, huh? Look at your face, man. Don’t look too surprised. She has always been like that. You don’t believe me? Maybe you don’t know her as well as you think. That’s okay. Before we got together, I must admit that I was not fully aware of this part of her. Fuck. These two are really going at it.  I feel like I could come just from watching her.”

Andre’s tongue was now inside Mika’s mouth and she was sucking it hungrily. She was moaning while they were French-kissing. It was so hot. Andre is the biggest guy in the room. He’s very tall and wide. He has huge arms and big shoulders. Mika looks petite next to him. They were really sucking each other’s oxygen. Justin made a grunting sound as he watched. He squeezed his dick from outside his shorts. Andre slid his long fingers inside the hem of Mika’s shorts. Her moans became more urgent. Andre’s thick fingers were now touching her pussy. I’m sitting over here dying of jealousy while Andre was rubbing his middle finger on Mika’s wet clit.

“So fucking wet,” Andre said. Mika licked her wet lips. She stared into Andre’s eyes. Her mouth was half-open, panting. There was hunger in the way she looked at him. Andre is a handsome guy. If Andre came to the picture first before Justin, I wondered if the situation would be different. Perhaps Mika would now be married to him.

“She has a crush on you, man,” Justin said to Andre.

“Really?” Andre asked Mika.

“Um, yes,” Mika answered him, nodding while avoiding his eyes, her cheeks blushing intensely. Does she have a crush on me, too? Even maybe a little?

“That’s fucking sweet, Mika,” Andre said. He slid a thick finger inside her drenched pussy.

“Oh, god,” Mika let out a moan.

“I have to confess something,” Andre said, sliding another finger inside Mika’s delicious pussy, making her eyes roll back.

“Yesss?” Mika sobbed.

“Sometimes I fantasize about you while I’m fucking other women,” Andre said, his fingers now going in and out of her, not too fast, not too slow, yet making sure he was going deep and he was hitting all of her delicious spots.

“Oh, god,” Mika whimpered, her hands wrapped around Andre’s thick arms, holding on for dear life. She was close to coming.

I wiped with the back of my hand a drop of sweat off my chin. I was leaning forward on my seat. This is really happening. It's really happening right now. Andre is fingering Mika in front of us — her oldest friend and her husband. It came to me that they are newly married. Does a newly-married couple do something like this?

Can I kiss her, too, please? Can I touch her pussy like what Andre is doing right now? Can I sit beside Mika and also squeeze her yummy tits? I wanted to say something. Hey, Andre, man, come on, it’s my turn now. Move, please. Something like that. That seems like the wrong thing to say, though. Who determines whose turn it is? Are there turns? Maybe Justin would give up his seat for me.

Justin stood up from where he was sitting. Yes! Finally, an opportunity. He probably heard my thoughts. He’s my best friend after all. Justin didn’t look at me. He took a half step towards where the action was. My heart sank. Justin sat down closer beside Mika, who was whimpering and squirming from the pleasure Andre’s expert fingers were giving her. Justin grinned. He cupped Mika’s chin with his right hand. Mika turned her head to her husband, giving him a sultry look. Justin leaned down and kissed her. He slid his hand inside the hem of her crop top and squeezed her tits. Andre watched while he continued fingering Mika.

Now Mika was in the center of these two huge men. Her husband on her right side and Andre on her left. Justin was French-kissing her and fondling her luscious tits while Andre was fingering her pussy, making her sexy waist squirm, making her even wetter while I was sitting here a few feet away, watching with an aching hard-on.

“Ohhhhh,” Mika panted. “I’m gonna come!” Justin grinned. He grabbed her hair and slapped her cheeks. Andre increased the tempo of the movement of his fingers, sliding in and out of her stimulated pussy, moving up and down, circling, his thumb pressing on her clit. It was too much for Mika.

“Unngghhhh! Ahhhhh!” Mika came like a rocket. Her sexy body shivered. Tremor ran through her. Her eyes rolled to the top of her head. Andre continued finger-fucking her while she was having a delicious orgasm. Her legs shook. Her husband fucked her open mouth with his tongue and then grabbed her hair tighter. Justin watched her beautiful face while she was coming and then slapped her cheeks again.

“Mika likes it rough,” Justin said to us. “Ain’t that right, babe?”

“Yes, babe. Oh my god. That was — ummmm,” Mika was still shaking and gasping for air, a sheen of sweat on her neck. That orgasm was sharp and delicious and hard. She was looking at Andre like she had suddenly fallen in love with him. That look almost broke my heart. Andre, who has a different girlfriend every month, who will fuck any hot woman, single or not. Mika just admitted that she likes him a lot, and not just as a friend, but romantically. And now Andre just gave her a great orgasm with just his fingers. Mika wouldn’t be able to get over him now.

Andre pulled his hand out of her shorts and Mika shyly looked at his juice-coated fingers and palm. Andre moved his hand closer to Mika’s face. She knows what to do. Mika glanced at me and then she looked seductively into Andre’s eyes as she cleaned his palm and fingers with her tongue, licking and sucking them, tasting herself, even moaning as she did it.

“Fucking hot,” Andre said, licking his lips, watching Mika’s pretty face as she sucked his thick fingers.

“This evening is just getting started,” Justin said. “Right, Jim?”

“Uh, yeah, sure,” I said.

Mika looked at us. She brushed her hair back with her hand. She was still catching her breath. “Don’t you guys want to eat first. I cooked a delicious dinner. Aren’t you hungry?”

“You know what,” I said, trying to sound like the reasonable one, putting strength behind my voice. “Yeah, that sounds like a good idea, Mika.” She smiled sweetly at me. A giddy rush filled my heart. “That’s a good idea. Let’s eat first and then —”

“Nah. Let’s eat later,” Justin said. “Are you hungry, Andre?”

“Not at all, man,” Andre said, “but your wife is, so I’ll give her something to put in her mouth.”

Mika rolled her eyes, but she was smiling. “You guys are the worst,” she said, shaking her head. She looked at me again and gave me a kind smile. “Why can’t you guys be nicer — like Jim?”

“I’ll be the opposite of nice tonight, Mika,” Andre said. He stood up. Mika looked at him. Justin nodded at his friend. Andre took off his shirt. My eyes were on Mika. She bit her lower lip, impressed upon seeing Andre’s six-pack abs. I don’t have anything close to that. I’m a fit guy. I run. I lift. I drink protein shakes. I look okay, but far from how Andre looks. He tossed his shirt on the floor.

“Come on, babe,” Justin said to his wife. “You know you want it. Show our friends that you’re really a slut.”

A what? Why would you call her that? Mika’s the kindest and nicest woman I know. Why would you call her a slut? Why would you use such a term on her? I almost said something and then quickly realized it was not the place. If Justin wants to call Mika a slut or a whore and she’s okay with it, then there is no problem. Everything is good. Mika grinned at her husband and then she kissed him deeply while squeezing his cock outside his shorts.

“Get on your knees, Mika,” Andre said. “We’ll eat dinner soon, but you've got to have your appetizer first.” Andre realized that I was still there. He turned to me and grinned at me and gave me a thumbs-up. I grinned back at him and returned his thumbs-up even though my heart was being shattered into pieces.

Mika stood up and tied her hair back into a ponytail. Andre grabbed her waist and pulled her to him and kissed her mouth deeply. Andre fondled her butt while kissing her. Justin remained in his seat, watching. When the kiss ended, Andre placed his hand on the top of Mika’s head. She was blushing. She nodded obediently and slowly got down on her knees. Justin placed one of the soft couch pillows on the floor. Mika knelt on it. I inched closer. I wanted to see this clearly. I could hear my heartbeat.

“Go on, love,” Andre said to Mika. Mika nodded again and then started unbuckling Andre’s thick leather belt. She then unbuttoned his jeans and then unzipped him. Mika had never seen Andre’s cock before, but his huge bulge was obvious. She licked her lips and swallowed, realizing Andre was packing something big inside his worn-out jeans.

Andre’s enormous cock sprang out the moment Mika pulled down his underwear. It hit her chin, making her gasp. Mika blinked several times. Andre’s length and girth surprised her. Thick precum coated the head of his cock. Andre grinned at her. “Oh, yeah, that’s for you, Mika.”

“You’re so huge,” Mika said, mesmerized by our friend’s big black cock.

“Tilt your head up,” Andre told her. Mika looked up at his face while kneeling on the floor. Mika was doing everything that Andre and Justin were telling her with no complaints. She simply obeyed and she looked happy doing it. She likes making the people she loves happy. She likes pleasing them because it pleases her too. What turns them on also turns her on with twice the intensity. She is the perfect woman to love, the best kind of woman to marry. Hot, smart, kind, submissive.

“Put your tongue out, Mika,” Andre said. She did that immediately. Andre wrapped his right hand around the base of his thick cock and began slapping Mika’s pretty face with it, smacking her cheeks, her forehead, her nose, her tongue. Mika moaned while she was being slapped with Andre’s heavy dick. Her eyes were closed, accepting how it felt, enjoying it. I couldn’t breathe.

“Oh, fuck, you seeing this, man?” Andre asked me and Justin, who simply nodded and smiled. I am seeing it, yes. Seeing it and still not believing. Andre rubbed the tip of his cock on Mika’s soft lips, painting them with his precum. Mika licked her lips and then swallowed Andre’s sticky milk, smiling submissively at him.

“Is it my birthday or yours, man?” Andre asked Justin.

“Right now it’s mine and yours and Jim’s birthday,” Justin said.

“And I’m the gift?” Mika turned to ask her husband while stroking Andre’s thick dick, her soft hands moving back and forth, sticky now with precum.

“You are always the gift,” Justin said. I have to agree with that. Mika smiled, satisfied with the answer her husband gave her. She then returned her attention to Andre’s dick that was a mere centimeter from her mouth. She looked up at his excited face, her eyes half-lidded and seductive, a flirty smile on her lips.

Mika continued stroking his cock. She planted kisses on his big balls first, savoring their feel on her lips, giving them long licks. She focused on his cock, taking it all in, her cheeks puffing. She continued taking Andre in her mouth until the fat head of his massive dick hit the back of her throat. I was worried that Mika would gag due to the length and size of Andre’s dick, but she persisted and won. Her lips were now touching Andre’s thick pubic hair. Mika hadn’t moved yet. She stayed there, mouth full of cock, the tip pressed against her throat, tears forming in her eyes, saliva dripping down her chin.

“Fucking hell,” Andre grunted.

“Mika loves doing that,” Justin said. “Babe?”

“Mmmm?” Mika answered. She couldn’t form proper words as her mouth was full of cock.

“Just out of curiosity,” Justin said with a casual smile, “I’m just wondering, you know. Can you sing me the happy birthday song with our friend Andre’s dick in your mouth? Can you do that? I mean, no pressure.”

Mika blinked. Jeez, Justin. What on earth are you asking your wife? Mika nodded. She was struggling, but she seemed excited by the challenge. Andre placed a hand behind her head, pulling her closer. Mika hummed the happy birthday song while her mouth was full of cock, deepthroating her crush. Before the song was finished, Andre had already begun thrusting in and out.

“Thanks, babe,” Justin said when Mika was done singing. Andre paused fucking her mouth, giving her time to catch her breath.  

“You okay?” Andre asked Mika.

She looked up at Andre’s face. Instead of answering, she smiled at him and took his cock into her mouth again, sucking his veiny length. Her head moved back and forth. We all watched her. Justin squeezed his dick as he watched, enjoying the show. Andre grabbed Mika’s ponytail and started thrusting his hips, not too hard so as not to overwhelm her, but hard enough.

“Ummmm, arrrkk, urrrkkk, mmmm,” Mika moaned, her hands on Andre’s thighs. His dick glistened with her saliva. Tears rolled down her cheeks. Her lips and chin were wet. Mixed droplets of saliva and come dripped on the floor.

I was frozen, my cock hard as steel. It was impossible to look away. Mika looked so gorgeous slobbering on Andre’s massive dick. There was determination in her eyes. I can tell she likes it, loves it even. Mika loves giving a good, sloppy head. Andre is receiving it. Justin probably receives it daily, maybe twice a day, maybe more. I can imagine Mika washing dishes or working on her laptop or drinking coffee and Justin would simply call her and request for a blowjob. Mika probably accommodates his requests one hundred percent of the time.

God, I’m such a fool. I’m being left out right now. I feel so horny and betrayed and heartbroken. What should I do? Should I join them? How should I do that? Should I just stand and take my clothes and pants off and ask Mika to come over here and suck my cock too? Can I do that?

“You’re gonna make me come, Mika,” Andre grunted. Mika smiled at him with her eyes. She pulled back, strand of drool connecting her lips to his pulsing cock. She was panting, trying to catch her breath, cheeks red. Justin handed her a tissue and she wiped the saliva and precum from her cheeks and chin. There was also some precum on the tip of her nose and forehead, and she wiped it too.

“Um, sorry,” Mika said sweetly, batting her eyelashes at Andre. “Do you want me to slow down?”

Andre grinned at her. “No one’s slowing down, sweetheart.” He sat on the couch, cock hard and glistening. Mika stood up and brushed her hair back. There were droplets of saliva and come on the front of her shirt and thighs. She glanced shyly at me and then smiled at her husband. Andre leaned back on the sofa, legs spread, stroking his cock while leering at our goddess friend standing in front of him.

“Come here,” Andre said to Mika, “and start riding my dick.”


CHAPTER 5

Mika and I first met a few years ago. We used to work at Yama Brew — a coffee shop along Waymoore Street, just a few meters from Brook Lane, which is the main road that leads to BU. Yama Brew was a small café. There were only five tables inside. It didn’t even have free wi-fi. It had about four branches in Brismont. Mika worked the counter while I was the barista. I took orders, mixed the lattes and cappuccinos, brewed the coffee, cleaned the machines, swept the floor. We were struggling to pay for our degrees and our daily expenses and our rent payments, and the shop, which was owned by a man named Henry Jackson Chen, paid a decent salary for part-time workers like me and Mika. Henry was a kind man. We could make our coffee for free and we were entitled to two pieces of doughnuts per day, but only the regular kind, not those expensive ones with special flavors like vanilla or chocolate or strawberry.

Mika and I used to work the night shifts and close the coffee shop at nine-thirty every night. There were few customers, especially during those months when it rained a lot. Many times, when there were no customers in the shop, Mika and I would settle in one of the tables, sit on a chair each and talk and listen to music and read books. We would talk about our dreams and our plans in life once we leave BU. There were times when she brought her guitar and she would sing to me, and I would listen to her, marvelling at how talented and gorgeous she was while the glass windows of the coffee shop fogged and people walked outside with their wide umbrellas illuminated with orange streetlights.

I will marry you someday, I remember thinking, my promise to myself and her. Once, it seemed Mika had heard my thought. She paused playing and looked up from her guitar and smiled at me. We didn’t say anything. We listened to the drizzle of the rain. Mika looked outside the window. After a moment, she continued playing her guitar.

I was not able to fulfill that promise, of course, because now Mika was standing in front of Andre who was sitting on the sofa, stroking his big cock and waiting for her to ride it, while Justin, her husband, watched.

Looking into Andre’s eyes, Mika slowly pulled down her cotton shorts. The living room was silent. We all watched her. I was holding my breath. It felt like time moved in slow motion. I had never seen Mika naked before. I have seen her legs, her cleavage, but that was it. I held my breath as she took off her shorts. She wasn’t wearing underwear. Her legs are long and athletic and her butt is round and luscious and firm. Andre whistled and stroked his cock faster. Justin licked his dry lips. Mika turned to me and bit her lower lip.

“Take your top off too, love,” Andre ordered her. “I want to see your tits, Mika. I want to see them now.” Mika smiled and nodded and then took off her top. Her boobs are full and firm and luscious. Her nipples were pink and hard. Her tits did a cute bounce when she took off her shirt. She turned to me, smiled, and removed her ponytail. Her lustrous hair cascaded down her shoulders and back. I drank in the sight of her body. Oh yeah, I took the view of her all in. Sexy and gorgeous and slender. A hot goddess. Long legs, juicy pussy, slim waist, luscious tits. I leered at her like a helpless idiot.

This is my chance, I thought. I started standing up. My knees were slightly shaking. Come on, James. Move. Take your shot. It’s now or never. Walk over to her. Kiss her. Suck her nipples. Squeeze her perfect butt. Lick her pussy. You must make your move before Andre fucks her. She’s inviting me to make a move.

“Come on, Mika,” Andre said, his voice full and authoritative. Sorry, Mika’s soft expression told me. She then turned her head to look at Andre and his grinning face. She got on the couch and got on top of him. Andre rested both his arms on the back of the sofa and leaned back. Mika held the length of his hard cock and gave him a few hard strokes. Wait, I said, but it seemed no one heard me. Guys, wait. No one noticed me. Mika sat on Andre’s dick.

“Hnngghh,” Mika moaned, her eyes rolling back as she slowly glided down around Andre’s pulsing dick, her tight pussy engulfing him inch by inch. Andre licked his lips, his hands on her waist, his eyes focused on Mika’s lovely face, enjoying her reaction as he got deeper and deeper inside her.

“Ahhhhh, god,” Mika sighed deliriously when Andre was finally buried deep inside her. A shudder ran through her. A mini-orgasm. “A—Andre, hnngghh, you’re so big.”

“Ride his cock now, babe,” Justin told his wife. His own cock was out and he was stroking it. Justin’s dick was as big as Andre. I’m not in a competition with anyone here, but there’s no way I’m pulling my cock out, even though I’m now hard as a rock. These two guys are Mountain Everest, I’m that kind of mountain where you can reach the summit while wearing only a T-shirt and shorts.

I squeezed my dick outside my pants as Mika began bouncing up and down on Andre’s cock. Andre fondled her supple tits, squeezing them, pinching her nipples, squeezing them again. Andre couldn’t get enough of them. Mika’s awesome tits bounced freely.

“Ohhhh! Ahhhh! Andre! Uhhhh! Fuck — unngghh! Hnngghh!” Mika sobbed and moaned, gliding up and down, her tight pussy squeezing Andre’s dick, coating its veiny length with her hot juices. Andre slapped her butt several times. Justin slapped her butt too. He smacked her with his left hand while his right stroked his cock. Andre slapped Mika’s cheek. She looked at him, her mouth open like Andre’s slap to her cheek had surprised her. She looked into Andre’s eyes mischievously, and then she placed her hand behind his neck and pulled herself to him and kissed him hard. Mika continued pumping up and down, moaning, going even faster. We could hear how wet she was. She was squirting hot juices.

“Fuck! Happy Birthday to me!” Andre howled, grinning, grunting, his face sweaty.

“Happy birthday, man,” Justin said, jerking off faster. His face and neck were red.

“I’m gonna, unnghh,” Mika sobbed and whimpered. Her movement was frantic now, needy, desperate and fast, her neck and lovely breasts were shiny with perspiration, her damp hair sticking to her neck and the side of her face. “Unngghh, uhhhh, fuck, hnngghh, I’m gonna come! Guys, I’m gonna, ahhhh, coming, coming, coming!”

“Fuck you!” Andre yelled when he came. They orgasmed at the same time. My whole world collapsed as Andre shot a copious amount of thick sperm inside Mika. His balls pulsed and his dick contracted as it pumped hot sperm deep inside Mika’s married pussy. Mika was shaking, delicious tremor running through her sexy, naked body. She squirted almost nonstop as the eye-rolling orgasm deliciously wrecked her. Andre grabbed her hair and pulled her and kissed her lips again while fondling her boobs. They looked like lover. They looked like husband and wife.

“Let’s take this to the bedroom,” Andre said. His chest was drenched with sex sweat. Mika looked at her husband first. Justin nodded.

“That’s a good idea,” Justin said. He stood up and put his hard dick back in his shorts.

"Um, Andre, you’re still hard,” Mika said, surprised. She was still on top of him. Andre grinned at her. “Uh, let me just get off of you —” Mika began raising herself.

“No, just stay there,” Andre told Mika.

“Oh, okay,” Mika said, blushing. She glided back down, which made her moan.

“I’ll carry you to the bedroom in this position, with my cock deep inside your pussy,” Andre said. “Place your hand on my shoulders, babe. Yeah. That’s right. Like that.”

Andre stood up easily, his palms on Mika’s butt, carrying her. Mika wrapped her long legs around his waist. They kissed again. Andre licked her lips. Mixture of come and juices dripped out of Mika’s tight pussy, coating Andre’s balls, dripping down his thighs. Justin opened the door of their bedroom. Andre entered. Mika gave me a shy look before she and Andre disappeared from my view. I stood up from my seat. I should be in the room too. I need to see what will happen.

“You okay here, buddy?” Justin asked me. He was standing by the open door.

“Huh? What?” I asked him.

“We’ll be quick. If you’re hungry, man, there’s food in the kitchen. Mika cooked them, so you know they’re great. Alright, then. Thanks for coming to my birthday, buddy. Really appreciate it. You’re a good friend,” Justin said. He paused, thinking. Then he closed the door and I was alone in the living room.

What? I looked around. What should I do now? The video was still paused. Should I continue watching? Really, Jim? That’s what you plan on doing? They are in there and they are fucking Mika. You’re here outside. This is the consequence of hesitation. I rubbed my eyes.

I walked to the closed door of the bedroom and pressed my ear against it. I could hear voices, but they were faint and indistinct. This door is thick, made of solid hardwood, probably mahogany. Should I knock? Hey, guys, I’m here. You forgot about me. I leaned my back on it. I looked at my sweaty palms. I rubbed my eyes again. My heart was pumping in my chest.

Mika is getting fucked inside and I’m out here. Andre, my closest friend, is fucking her right now while Justin watches. Maybe he’ll fuck her too after Andre comes inside her again. Maybe they will double-team her. Mika likes it. I saw her expression while she was riding Andre’s massive cock. She was swooning over him, desperate and full of lust, turned on so much. She doesn’t look like the woman who used to sing to me inside a coffee shop during a rainy evening.

I closed my eyes and imagined Mika getting pounded inside the room. She’s on her arms and knees, face down-ass up as Andre rails her, sweat droplets forming on his face and neck. He grabs her hair and calls her a slut and then he slaps her butt. He grabs Mika’s slim waist and impaled her squirting pussy again and again, bringing her to another eye-rolling orgasm.

I came in a tissue and then threw it in the wastebasket. I washed my hands. It was time to go. I ate a roasted chicken leg that Mika prepared. I drank a canned orange juice from their fridge. I looked once more at the closed door of the bedroom where inside, Mika was being fucked by two men. Nobody opened it. It remained closed. It was time for me to go. I got out of the front door and walked the short pathway and got into my car and drove home. It felt like it would rain tonight.


CHAPTER 6

“Are you ok, Jim?” Gabbi asked me with slight concern in her voice. She is a colleague of mine. We work in the same office. Our desks are beside each other.

“Huh?” I said. I blinked several times and looked at her. Gabbi is a pretty woman. Today, she was wearing a white blouse and a red miniskirt. I glanced at her amazing legs. She noticed and she crossed her legs. The hem of her tight skirt inched upwards, blessing me with an added view of her smooth, athletic thighs.

“I asked if you’re okay. You’ve been staring at your computer, but you’re not doing anything. Just staring at it, like your mind is blank,” Gabbi said. She leaned forward. The shape of her tits is perfect. I have never seen them, but I bet they are a handful. “Everything okay?” Gabbi placed her hand on my thigh. HR would raise an eyebrow if they saw Gabbi with her palm on my thigh.

“Um, yes. Everything is good,” I answered her with a reassuring smile. “There are just some things on my mind at the moment. You know, personal things.”

“About your ex? Hannah?” Gabbi asked curiously with a small, cute pout. “She doesn’t deserve you. She’s a bitch, you know. I never liked her.”

“Oh, no, not her,” I said.

Gabbi leaned closer to me and squinted her eyes, studying my face. She looked so cute that it was impossible not to smile.

“Is it another woman?”

I took a second to answer. I couldn’t tell Gabbi about Mika, of course. I couldn’t tell her that I watched my married friend ride the cock of my other friend last night. I shook my head.

“Do you want to talk about it?” Gabbi asked. Oh, god, no. I don’t want to talk about it. I shook my head again, smiling.

“Alright,” Mika sighed, finally giving up. “You should get more sleep, James Harper. You look tired.”

“I’ll sleep early tonight,” I said. I didn’t admit that I looked tired because I jerked myself off thrice last night before sleeping and twice this morning in the office restroom while thinking about Mika and her gorgeous face and smoking hot body. The image of her riding up and down Andre’s thick cock is burned in my mind.

I looked at my phone. Since last night, I haven’t received any text messages from Justin or Andre or Mika. It is almost noon now. What time did they finish? Did Andre sleep over at Justin’s house? Is Andre still there? Maybe he’s still there. Maybe he and Mika are having sex again right now. Maybe they just woke up and Mika is giving Andre a nice goodmorning blowjob. Hello, Mika, good morning. That’s nice. I’m coming inside your mouth. Here’s your milk, you sweet-looking slut. Swallow them all. I’m breathing fast again, feeling a sting in my heart. Gabbi was watching me. Don’t worry, I’m okay. I’m just thinking about what my friends could be doing right now. Maybe Andre and Justin are double-teaming Mika at this exact moment.

I didn’t receive any text messages from any of the three the rest of the workday. I kept checking my phone every ten minutes and there was nothing. Why would they message me, though? There’s no need for that. They have their own private triangle now. Justin and Andre with Mika in the middle. There’s no more reason to include poor, heartbroken Jim. God, I miss Mika. I want to see her again. I want to talk to her.

Gabbi invited me to have coffee with her and I accepted. She was a perfect distraction from all these. We stayed and talked for an hour in Blue Brew, a coffee shop on the first floor of our company building. It was good to be with her, but by the time I got home to my apartment, Mika was in my mind again.

I was in the shower when I heard my phone ringing. Maybe it was Gabbi. I’ll call her back later. I finished showering and dried my hair with a towel. I put on a white shirt and black shorts and I combed my hair. I checked my phone and saw that it was Mika who was calling.

Alright. Okay. I have to call her back. I clicked on her number and pressed call back. My cock was suddenly hard under my shorts and my heart was pumping. That is the effect she has on me. What does Mika want from me? Why is she calling? Maybe to say she wants to see me. Hopefully that’s it. Perhaps to do what she and Andre did? I will do everything for that. I sat at the edge of the bed and pressed the phone against my ear.

Mika answered on the first ring.

“H-hey,” I said. “Sorry. I missed your call earlier. I was in the shower.”

“Um, that’s okay,” Mika said. Her voice was gentle. Where is she? What is she doing right now? Is she with her husband? Is she in their house? Maybe she’s in a hotel somewhere with Andre. Maybe in Andre’s apartment. Maybe she rode his motorcycle to go there and then she rode his dick after. Come on, Jimmy. What are these thoughts? Concentrate, man.

“So, um, what’s up?” I said, trying to sound calm and in control, my heart pounding in my chest. Mika and I used to talk a lot on the phone. But after last night, everything changed. Her effect on me multiplied tenfold.

“I’m just thinking about you,” Mika said. “You suddenly left last night. You didn’t say goodbye.”

“Oh,” I said. “I didn’t want to bother you guys. I ate a piece of the honey-roasted chicken you cooked. It’s delicious.”

“Um, thank you. I know that’s your favorite. I made that for you,” she said.

“So —”

“Ummm —”

“Where’s Justin?” I asked and then took a small pause. “And Andre?”

“Andre spent the night here.”

“Oh. Uh, he slept there?” I asked. There was a slight crack in the sound of my voice. I hoped Mika didn’t notice it. Yeah. Andre spent the night in Justin and Mika’s house, but I doubt there was much sleeping that happened. Did they fuck Mika all night long? Did Justin and Andre take turns with her? I’ve watched Mika enthusiastically sucking Andre’s thick cock. I’ve seen her riding him vigorously. I’m sure she enjoyed all the activities last night.

“Yeah, he slept over here,” Mika said. “It was almost noon when we woke up. But I’m alone right now. I’m the only one here in the house. Justin and Andre went out to meet their friends from the BU football team. You know some of them, right? Carlos Martinez and Mack Wright live nearby. I think they will watch a game. Mika paused. “So, yeah, there.”

“Uh, so you’re alone?” I asked.

“Yes. I’m thinking —”

“Yes!” I said excitedly. It was meant to be a question.

“Um, Jim, is it okay if you come here? In the house? We didn’t get much of a chance to talk last night. We were not able to catch up. I, um, miss talking to you.”

“Ah,” I said. Didn’t know why I reacted like that.

“Oh. Are you busy? You can’t come? Do you have a date now? Are you with someone? Sorry. I’m sorry,” Mika said in a rush. I realized that I wasn’t the only one who was nervous. I have to answer now before she takes back the invitation. This wouldn’t be like the previous night. No, man. This time, I will be acting lightning fast. No more hesitation.

“No, no! I’m not doing anything. I’m not busy. No dates. Sure! Of course, I’ll be there. Give me thirty minutes.”

“Oh. That’s good to hear,” Mika said, relief and happiness in her voice, also a bit of playful excitement. “I thought you were busy with something. I’ll wait for you, Jim. Um, see you when you get here.” There was a pause again. “I miss you.” And then the call ended.

I quickly stood up from the bed. I changed into a nice black shirt and put on my newest pants and heavy leather belt, like the ones in those cowboy commercials, the thick one with a silver buckle. I did ten push-ups. I ate an energy bar. I drank a half-liter of bottled water. I slipped on my shoes, grabbed the keys of my old car, got out of the door, slammed it shut behind me and ran down the stairs where my car was parked. I started the engine. The battery protested once, twice, but it eventually came to life. I reversed and then maneuvered out of the small parking lot. I almost hit my landlord’s car.

Adrenaline ran through me. My cock was as hard as that light pole beside the steel gate. Ten minutes later, I merged onto the main road. It was drizzling. The summer season is over and it rains more frequently now. It rains in the morning and afternoon and at nighttime. It’s alright. I love the rain. It brings back memories. As I was driving while rainwater was pattering my windshield, I remembered Andre slapping Mika’s pretty face with his come-covered cock, droplets of his precum flying in the air. I remembered Mika putting her tongue out, enjoying every single second of it while Andre smacked her gorgeous face with his dick again and again.

After thirty minutes, I arrived at Maple Hills. I passed through the main entrance and drove on the tree-lined road. This is really a nice place. I’m glad that this is the place Justin chose to live with Mika. It was only eight in the evening. Most houses had their lights on. I turned left on Olive Street and slowed down when I saw their house, where Mika was waiting for me. I parked in the same spot where I parked last night. I got out of the car and walked the short pathway that led to the porch and the door of their nice bungalow.

Andre’s big bike is still here, in the same place where he parked it yesterday. Justin’s car is gone. That’s what they rode in to meet their friends. I wonder what time those two will return. Doesn’t matter. I’m here now. I looked at my hands. My palms were sweaty again. I’m empty-handed. Really, Jim? You didn’t bring anything? Nothing for Mika? A snack? A food? A bouquet of roses? A box of cinnamon pretzels from House of Pineapples on Miller Street — her favorite pastry shop? You really just came here bringing only yourself and your hard cock? Who do you think you are? A gift for women? I took a deep breath and knocked on the door.

It didn’t take long before Mika opened the door. She was probably in the living room, scrolling through her phone while waiting for me. I waved awkwardly at her. “Hello, Mika,” I said with a big smile.

“Hi, hi, Jim,” Mika said, her smile as sincere as mine. I was going to say hello again, but she stepped forward and gave me a tight hug. I hugged her back. I wrapped my arms around her sexy waist. If I tell her to get on her knees and give me a blowjob right now, would she do it? Would she deepthroat my cock like she did to Andre last night? No. I can’t say that. I’m not like that. I can’t just ask my pretty friend to suck my cock out nowhere. Maybe next time? If there’s a next time.

Mika took a small step back and looked at me, a bit of curiosity in her expression, her hands clasped behind her, standing straight. She just looks so damn cute. So hot. So fuckable, as Andre said yesterday. Come on, Jim. Regulate your thoughts. You don’t know yet why she invited you. What? You think she invited you to come here so that you could have sex with her? Is that it? Just because she had sex with Andre last night doesn’t mean she would do it with you. That’s what you are thinking, right? That’s what you are desperately hoping. What is wrong with you? Mika’s your friend. She invited you here and all your thoughts are about fucking her? Come on, James. You’re better than this.

I can’t help myself from ogling Mika’s body. Believe me, it's impossible. She was wearing a black tennis dress. It was short and sleeveless. The hem reached a few inches above mid-thigh, displaying a lot of her yummy legs. God, I want to taste her pussy. I want to get my face inside that dress and just spread her long legs open and feast on her juicy pussy. The skirt of her dress had a pleated design. There was a zipper in front. The fitted top pressed seductively against her firm breast. I took a deep breath. I was already staring for too long. It was so obvious. Mika didn’t say anything. She turned her head to look at their neighbor’s house, her hands still clasped behind her back. She was letting me look and appreciate her. I was dreaming of unzipping her dress from the front and then squeezing her round and soft tits on my palm. I was imagining finally sucking her nipples, feasting on her delicious pussy, sucking her delicious tits. What else does a man need?

“Um, are you just going to stand there and stare at me the whole evening?” Mika asked sweetly. “Or do you want to come in?”

Mika grabbed my hand and led me inside the house. I closed the door behind me. It’s only the two of us here now. She walked in front of me. I licked my lips, watching the sway of her hips, the lovely curve of her ass. This black tennis dress really looks good on her. Is she wearing a bra? Is she wearing panties? Maybe she didn’t wear any. Mika sat on the sofa, in the same exact place where she sat last night. She patted the seat beside her.

“Please sit down,” Mika said. I sat beside her, my eyes focused on her delicious legs. I looked up and our eyes met. She was blushing a little.

“Are you hungry?” Mika asked, turning her head to look at the kitchen. “Have you eaten dinner already? Do you want to eat? I can make you something. There is still some leftover food from last night in the fridge. I can heat them up for you.” She started standing up before even hearing my answer. I placed my hand on her waist.

“No, I’m not hungry. I had dinner already. Thank you,” I said with a smile. Mika sat down beside me. Our legs were touching. Can she hear the loud pounding of my heart?

“Alright,” Mika said. There was silence. We were waiting to see who would speak first. She was looking at her hands.

“So —”

“You know —”

“Um, sorry?”

“What were you saying?”

“No, you go first.”

“No, you first.”

“So, uh —”

“I’m thinking —”

“I thought I’d go first.”

Mika and I stopped talking and we looked at each other’s flushed and confused faces. We laughed at the same time. It felt so good. I missed her laugh. She wiped a tear from her eye. I want to hug her, maybe kiss her. I placed my hand on top of hers. She looked at it and didn’t remove it.

“I miss you, Jim,” Mika said. I grinned at her. She squeezed my hand. I leaned forward and kissed her lips. She closed her eyes and accepted my kiss. God, her lips are so soft. I want to turn this into a torrid one, a deep kiss with lewd dancing of tongues like she did with Andre and her husband last night, but maybe this isn’t the time. Not yet. The night is still early. Mika placed her hand on my chest. Before the kiss ended, she planted a smaller kiss on my lips. She placed a palm on my cheek and smiled at me.

“Um, good?”

“Perfect,” I said.

Mika bit her lower lip. “Yes, it is. That’s my apology.”

“Hmmm?”

“About last night.”

“You don’t need to apologize.”

“Yes, I do. You were not expecting that to happen.”

I grinned at her. “You got that right. I was surprised.” To say the least.

“Um, I was surprised too,” Mika said.

“Really?”

“I thought Andre and I would just make out.”

“But you got carried away,”

“Yes. Andre and I got carried away. He’s, um, well, he’s good,” Mika said thoughtfully. My cock twitched, remembering her humming the happy birthday song while deepthroating Andre. Jealousy was slowly creeping inside my chest again, grabbing my heart, making my cock hard.

“You have a crush on Andre,” I said, trying my best to sound neutral. It was hard to hide what I felt.

“Um, just a harmless crush, Jim,” Mika said. Harmless crush, huh? He smacked your face with his cock. He stretched your pussy and gave you a hard orgasm. I saw how your eyes rolled back. You moaned his name. I felt like there was a lump in my throat. I leaned back on the comfortable sofa.

I feel horny. I want to kiss Mika again, this time with some tongue involved. I want to touch her tits and I want to slide my hand inside the very short hem of her black tennis dress and feel her smooth thighs and touch her pussy. I want to spread her legs open right here in this sofa and I want to lick her clit and eat her dripping wet pussy like I’m starving. I want to make her moan my name and then I want to slide my cock into her waiting pussy deep and hard. I want to watch her luscious tits bounce as she rides me like there is no tomorrow.

But there is something I want more than all of those, something that is turning me on so bad it was hard to concentrate. I want to know what happened last night when I left their house. Mika was looking curiously at my face. Can she read my thoughts? Am I that transparent? Are my desires so obvious?

“Um, you’re hard,” Mika said, biting her lower lip, blushing. I swallowed. Yeah. I’ve been constantly hard since last night. I’ve jerked off several times already and my dick still wouldn’t quit.

“Uh, yeah,” I said. I’m really not good with words. Andre would have said something naughty yet witty, full of brash confidence.

“Is it because of me?” Mika asked, tease in her voice. She knows the answer to that, of course. I grinned at her and nodded.

“So, uh, what happened last night when I left?” I asked. Mika was sitting straight, her body facing me, her right hand on my thigh.

“Um, well, you can imagine what happened,” Mika said, lowering her eyes, pink flush on her face. I looked at the shape of her tits and her smooth thighs. This tennis dress she was wearing was really doing something to me. I like her in shorts and simple shirts or in jeans and blouses. Mika is drop-dread gorgeous whatever she wears, but dresses enhance her beauty even more, specially short ones, specially the fit ones that hug her waist and the curve of her ass and her luscious tits.

“What happened?” I asked again, my voice low.

“Well, um, Andre carried me inside the room. You saw that.” I nodded. Yeah. I saw that and the way he carried you inside the room will stay in my mind forever. You were naked. You just orgasmed and you were breathing heavily. Your splendid legs were wrapped around his waist. He carried you so easily. He didn’t pull out. His big cock was buried deep inside you the whole time. Yeah. Mika. I saw that.

“I’m worried,” Mika said gently.

“About what?”

“I’m worried that what happened last night would change the way you think of me.”

“Ah. That would never happen, Mika,” I lied. What happened last night changed the way I see her. It made me even hotter for her. It made me see her in a new light. Under this light, she’s not just my longtime friend, the person I care about the most. Under this light, she’s the pretty wife who would fuck another man in front of her husband, the wife who would ride another’s man’s cock on her husband’s birthday, who would smile shyly when you call her a slut. That’s how I see her now, and it’s not a bad thing.

“Is that a promise?” Mika asked.

“Yup. Promise. Do you wanna shake on it?” I grinned.

Mika grinned cutely. She tossed her hair back and gave me a teasing look. “There’s something else I want to shake,” she said. She started unbuckling my belt. I sucked in my breath. Oh, fuck. Here we go. Here we go, Jimmy. My mouth was open. I stare at her face and her tits, mesmerized. With my shaking right hand, I reached and squeezed her tits. Mika looked up and smiled at me. Her tits felt firm yet so full and soft. It was taking her a long time to unbuckle my belt. Why the hell did I wear a goddamn belt coming here? It’s because I wanted to look nice and formal. You know, gentlemanly. I should have just worn my running pants. It's comfortable and easy to take off. I squeezed her tits again. Mika moaned.

“Oh, wait, I’ll remove it,” I said. I stood up. Mika remained seated, looking up at me, her hands on her lap, patiently waiting. I finished unbuckling my belt. As I was about to unbutton my pants, I heard the sound of the car in the driveway. No. No. No. It's Justin and Andre. They are already here. Why so quick? Mika was also looking at the reflection of the headlight of their car on the glass window. Do Andre and Justin know that I’m here? Did Mika tell them that she was going to invite me? Well, it doesn’t really matter now. My car is parked outside. They saw it. Those two guys would recognize my car from a hundred meters away with no problem.

I looked at Mika. It was hard to read her. I used to be able to read her easily. She smiled at me sympathetically. She fixed her hair and smoothed her dress. Sorry, Jim, her smile said to me. Maybe next time? I smiled back, hiding my disappointment even though I don’t have the right to be disappointed. Yes, Mika, maybe next time. I buckled my belt and zipped my pants up.

Mika stood up and gave me a tight hug. She didn’t say anything. She looked at my face and then we kissed. Her arms were wrapped around my waist. My palms squeezed her round butt. What if we just continue kissing? How would Justin and Andre react? I have a feeling they wouldn’t react negatively after all that happened here last night.

The kiss ended when we heard Justin turn off the car’s engine. The car door opened. We could hear Andre and Justin laughing. They had a good night with friends. Good for you, guys. I was supposed to have a good night too, but yeah, we can't always get what we want. Maybe next time, Mika said.

Mika gave me another quick kiss. She squeezed my hand. I squeezed her butt once more. I sat on the couch and I thought of slipping my hand under the hem of her skirt and touching her pussy, but she had already started walking towards the door. I leered at her butt and perfect legs.


CHAPTER 7

“Told you Jim’s here,” Andre said with a genuine, wide smile when he came in through the door and saw me. He kissed Mika first on the lips and gave her butt a nice squeeze. Justin also kissed his wife passionately. He gave her butt a smack. Mika said something to her husband. Justin smiled and placed his arms around her shoulders. I grinned back at my friends.

“Hey, guys,” I said.

“Have you guys eaten?” Mika asked.

“Yes. We’re good, babe. We ate some buffalo wings and burgers,” Justin said. He took off his cap. Andre took off his motorcycle jacket and hung it on the wall rack. He squeezed the back of my neck in a friendly manner before sitting on the sofa. His eyes were on Mika.

“You should have come with us, man,” Andre told me.

“Eh?” I asked, confused. They didn’t invite me. That’s okay. No problem. Football is not my thing anyway.

“We messaged you,” Justin said. We fistbumped. “You didn’t reply, dude.”

I checked my phone. There was no text message from Justin or Andre, but there was a notification that I missed in one of my messaging apps. It was a forwarded link of a game schedule. They did message me. They were telling the truth. Going to watch a game tonight, man. You coming? The chat said. They did inform me.

“Oh, yeah,” I said, apologetic. “You did, man. I didn’t see it.”

“There’s another game this Saturday. Come with us this time. You too, babe,” Justin said to Mika. “Carlos was asking for you.”

“I’ll think about it,” Mika said cutely, not entirely convinced. She is into books and music, not really into contact sports. We’re similar in that. “How was the game?” Mika sat on the sofa, on my left side. She was closer to me this time, unlike last night. There was only about a foot of distance between us.

“The Rangers lost,” Andre said. He was sitting where I sat last night. “I’m not happy about it.”

I shrugged. There was nothing for me to say. Mika was sitting with her hands on her lap. Andre’s eyes roamed all over her sexy body, clearly appreciating her dress and the way it clung around her seductive curves.

“All Andre could think about while we were there at Carlos’s house was you, babe,” Justin said. He sat on the couch. It was positioned across the sofa. It was a comfortable gray couch with no armrest. It wasn’t here yesterday. Where did they get it? Probably from one of the rooms. I realized that the glass coffee table wasn’t in front of the sofa. It was now placed against the wall, beside the bookshelf, out of reach from where we were sitting.

“You left us last night, man,” Andre said. Mika pouted cutely at me. I shrugged again. What was there to say?

I looked at my friends. “What time did you guys, uhhh, finish last night?” I asked. Mika looked at her husband.

“About midnight,” Justin said, looking at her wife.

“It was a marathon,” Andre said.

“Oh yeah. Mika enjoyed it a lot,” Justin said. I took a deep breath. “Right, babe?” Mika rolled her eyes at her husband, smiling. Yeah, it looked like she enjoyed it a damn lot. They fucked her for hours. A hand clutched my heart. I was smiling. No way I was going to show these guys how envious I was.

“It was wild,” Mika said, blushing. “You guys made me come so many times. I don’t know how many. I lost count after six.”

“Remembering last night is making me hard again,” Andre said, winking at Mika.

“Jim wasn’t there, babe,” Justin told his wife. Do you wanna tell him what we did?” Mika nodded. She turned towards me. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and rested her palms on top of her thighs. I glanced at the shape of her tits again. Justin and Andre had naughty smiles. This conversation was a warmup. They were leering at Mika’s body, planning already in their minds how they would fuck her. Andre adjusted his cock.

“Um, well, Andre fucked me first,” Mika said slowly, glancing at Andre’s smiling face. “He laid me down on the bed. His dick was still inside me and we kissed as he moved in and out me.” She fluttered her eyelashes at Andre, who was looking very proud of himself. “He felt so good. He’s really big.”

“Your pussy’s so hot and tight, Mika,” Andre said, wetting his lips. Justin looked at our friend casually. I couldn’t say something like that directly to Mika. She didn’t look offended at what Andre said.

“Yeah,” Justin said. “Mika’s pussy is the best of all.”

“Um, thank you, guys, I guess?” Mika said with a cute laugh.

“Then what happened next?” I asked. My voice sounded faint.

“Andre, um, really did me hard, Jim. He’s heavy. He’s heavier than Justin. But I didn’t mind. I’m attracted to big and tall guys.” I nodded and looked at the carpeted floor. I’m taller than average, but in this room, I’m the shortest man.

“Andre made me come again,” Mika said softly, a smile on her lips.

“Oh, yeah. I fucking did,” Andre said, nodding excitedly, already sporting a serious hard-on in front of his pants. Mika glanced at it, impressed by his huge bulge.

“You bastard,” Justin said. They fist-bumped.

“And, uh, did he, you know, come inside you?”

“He was near coming. I could see it on his face, but he pulled out, and Justin replaced him,” Mika said. Justin was nodding and grinning.

“Come here, babe,” Justin said. “Sit on my lap.”

Mika ran her hand over the short skirt of her tennis dress. She stood up and started walking towards her husband, who was sitting like a king on his couch.

“Wait,” Justin said.

“Hmmm?” Mika stopped.

“Give our friend Jim a quick kiss first.”

I blinked. I sat straighter. Mika turned and smiled at me. She bent down and placed a hand on my right shoulder and our lips touched. Her lips were so soft and she smelled so good. She closed her eyes as we kissed and then opened them again, looking at me for a few more seconds.

“Now, Andre next,” Justin told her.

“Come here, babe,” Andre said, rubbing his palms.

Mika walked towards him. I watched the sexy but classy sway of her hips. Even the way she walks is damn sexy. My eyes were glued on her long legs and the shape of her butt.

Instead of remaining seated, Andre stood up and grabbed Mika’s butt and pulled her towards him. Mika bit her lower lip and smiled shyly at him. It is undeniable that she really likes Andre. Justin and I can see it by the way she looks at him. Mika hugged Andre and looked up at him. I was reminded again of the difference in their height and size. Andre towers over Mika, making her look dainty and petite. Last night, this huge guy fucked her multiple times and she enjoyed every minute of it.

“Your husband told you to kiss me, Mika,” Andre said. Mika arched up and stood on the tip of her toes to reach Andre’s lips. He leaned down and they kissed. It was not a quick kiss. They opened their mouths and their tongues played with each other. Andre fondled Mika’s round butt. Mika moaned. Andre explored her mouth with his long tongue. It was a long kiss. They paused when they felt they were running out of air. Mika glanced at Justin, who was watching closely. He nodded. Mika turned to Andre and French-kissed him again. The kiss turned even hungrier. They looked like a couple who missed each other so badly. Justin squeezed his dick outside his pants.

If this continues, they’ll forget that I am here. This will be a repeat of last night. No. No more of that. I stood up. I took a deep breath. I steeled myself. I cough into my closed fist. No one looked. Andre’s big palms were now squeezing Mika’s firm butt under the hem of her skirt. Her hands embraced Andre’s neck. They were kissing like lovers, lost in their own lusty world.

Standing here and coughing on my hand to get Mika’s attention will do nothing. So, I walked over to them. Justin looked at me. He said nothing. He nodded and I nodded back. Mika felt me standing behind her. She ended the kiss and turned to face me, to Andre’s mild disappointment. He wasn’t done kissing her yet. Mika looked at me. Her smile at me this time was different. This is the same kind of smile she gives Andre and her husband.

“H—hi,” I said.

“Hello,” Mika said. I took another half-step and placed both of my hands on her petite waist. She looked at my face and closed her eyes, waiting for me to kiss her. My heart was about to explode in my chest. I pressed my lips against hers. Her lips are so soft, so sweet. She opened her mouth slightly and I slid my tongue in. She moaned when our tongues touched.

“Good,” Justin said. Andre stood behind Mika, watching us. He took off his shirt. I grabbed Mika’s round ass and pulled her to me, pressing her body against mine. She opened her eyes and smiled when she felt how hard I was.

“You look so hot in that dress, babe,” Justin said.

“So fucking hot,” Andre followed up.

Mika turned to her husband and then to Andre, a cute blush on her cheeks. “Thank you, guys.”

“You wanna fuck my wife, Jim?”

“What kind of question is that, man?” Andre answered for me. “Every sane man would want to fuck Mika.”

Mika’s attention was on me. She was looking into my eyes, waiting for what I was going to do next. We French-kissed again and I held her hand and led her to the part of the long sofa where I was sitting earlier. I pushed her gently, which made her gasp at first and then she smiled at me. She’s now sitting down. I knelt on the floor and spread her legs open.

“Jim,” Mika whispered, blushing fiercely. Andre sat beside her, watching her face.

“You’re not wearing panties,” I panted.

“Um, yes. Justin likes it when I’m not wearing any,” Mika answered shyly. She looked at her husband while talking to me. “He likes giving it to me several times a day. He said it’s easier if I’m not wearing any underwear when we’re in the house.”

“That’s right,” Justin laughed. “And you like it, don’t you, babe? You fucking love it when I slid my cock in you while you’re washing dishes or cleaning the table or when you’re answering calls from your boss. Its fucking hot, right?”

“Yes, babe,” Mika answered, breathing deep and slow. My face was inches away from her beautiful pussy. “It’s hot,” she said lovingly to her husband. “I’m wet every time because of you.”

“Fucking slut,” Justin smirked.

Jealousy pumped in my veins upon hearing their husband-and-wife exchange. You hit the lottery, didn’t you, Justin? No time to ponder that now because I was staring at Mika’s gorgeous pussy, and it’s waiting for me.

“Ahhh,” Mika moaned the moment my tongue touched her clit. I kissed her smooth thighs, licked them, gave them gentle bites, leaving kiss marks.

“Oh, fuck, Jim!” Mika gushed when I started devouring her pussy. She tastes so fucking good. I tongue-fucked her. I licked her clit, making her whimper and squirm. I lapped at her pussy, making her shiver and moan incoherently. She squirted in my mouth and face and as a response, I tongue-fucked her harder. I had been dreaming about doing this to Mika since the moment I first met her.

Andre was not content with just watching. He never was. That’s not how he rolls. So while I was feasting on Mika’s amazing pussy and slurping on her juices, he reached for the zipper in front of her tennis dress and zipped it down. Andre slid his hand inside and fondled her boobs. Like the previous night, Mika wasn’t wearing a bra. Andre kissed her neck, planting kiss marks. Justin watched us with intense focus.

“Oh, ummm, guys,” Mika moaned, looking at me and then at Andre’s grinning face. I slid my tongue deep inside her and she had a cute spasm. “You’re making me crazy!” I slid two fingers inside her dripping pussy as an answer, making her legs shake. Her waist clenched up. She squirted as I finger-fucked her greedily. “Oh, ahhh!” Mika cried as another sharp orgasm electrified her. Yeah, Jim, you’re doing a good job.

Andre pulled down the top of Mika’s tennis dress. Her luscious tits were now out, full and proud with hard nipples on top of them. Andre licked his lips. He kissed her hard and then gave her nipples a pinch. He squeezed her yummy tits again and then went to sucking them like a starving man.

“Guys, mmmm,” Mika whimpered. I stood up, fire in my eyes. My mouth and cheeks and nose were drenched with Mika’s juices. I watched as she squirmed and moaned while Andre played with her amazing boobs. Andre moved his hand down and cupped her shaking pussy. He quickly slid two fingers inside Mika, making her shiver. Justin had his cock out, stroking it.

“Fuck her now, guys,” Justin said.

“Yes, please,” Mika said.

“Oh, yeah,” Andre said, panting.

My hands shook as I unbuckled my belt. My pants had two buttons and a clip above the zipper. Why did I wear these stupid pants today of all days? It felt like there was a race between me and Andre on who would fuck Mika first. She was leaning on the sofa, breathing hard, face flushed and waiting to see who between me and Andre would finish removing their pants first. Andre beat me to it. He was wearing running pants. He pulled it down with his boxers and his massive dick sprang out. Mika breathed deeply, her eyes widening. She has seen his thick dick multiple times but it still impresses and make her gasp in surprise and amazement everytime.

“Fuck her hard, Andre,” Justin said from his sofa.

Andre was fully naked. Mika leaned forward and reached for his dick. She stroked its pulsing length. Sticky precum dripped from its tip. Man looked like he was already coming. Mika licked the tip of his cock. She tilted her head up and showed Andre the copious amount of precum she collected with her tongue, her eyes smiling at him. Mika played with Andre’s balls using her left hand while stroking him with her right. She glanced at me, gave me a seductive smile, and then took Andre’s cock in her mouth.

“Two times,” Andre said.

“What?” I asked him.

“On her face,” Andre said, grinning as he watched Mika slurping hungrily on his cock. Saliva and precum dripped from her chin.

“I think it was three times,” Justin corrected him.

“Huh?” I said.

Andre grinned at me. “I came on her face three times already since last night,” he said. Mika made a sound, perhaps in agreement, while she was deepthroating him. Tears formed at the corners of her eyes. Andre grabbed Mika’s head with both hands. He started thrusting back and forth, hitting Mika’s throat with the fat head of his huge dick. She half-gagged. She continued sucking him.

“Mika loves it when I come on her face,” Andre said like a sports announcer. He was drooling from horniness. “I mean, look at her, man. Look at her gorgeous face. She’s a fucking goddess. If I’m her husband, I’ll shower her face and body with my come every fucking day. Facial all day, right, man?” Andre said to Justin.

“Oh yeah. Mika’s crazy for that,” Justin said. “Time to fuck my wife now, man.”

“You heard that, Mika?” Andre said, grinning. He slapped her cheeks. Mika looked up at Andre. She continued sucking his dick, pretty lips gliding back and forth like a vacuum hungry for sperm. “Your dear husband wants me to fuck you now.”

“Yes,” Mika said after pulling back from Andre’s cock. Her cheeks were red and her chin was wet with a mix of her saliva and Andre’s precum. She wiped her cheeks and chin with a tissue I handed her. “Fuck me now, please, Andre,” Mika said in a teasing voice. She tossed her hair back and looked up at Andre, fluttering her eyelids, mouth half open.

I was standing beside Andre, hard cock in my hand, stroking myself. I watched as Andre gently pushed Mika back. Mika half lay on the sofa, breathing hard, anticipation in her eyes. She was still dressed. Her tits were out and her skirt were rucked up around her waist.

Mika was dripping wet. Andre aimed his cock at her slick pussy and he glided inside, stretching her. “Ahhhh,” Mika moaned, her body quivering due to his girth. Her abdomen clenched. She squirted. Her eyes rolled to the top of her head.

Andre pulled his cock back. He grunted. He slammed it hard back inside, balls deep.

“Hnngghh! Ahhhh!” Mika moaned. “Yes! Yes! Oh my god!”

Andre fucked Mika hard as Justin and I watched. He kissed her mouth. He squeezed her tits. He grabbed her hair and slapped her cheeks. Andre’s thrusts had all his weight behind them. The long sofa creaked. He was a machine. I stood two feet beside them, stroking my hard dick.

“You’re mine now,” Andre said to Mika. Her face was full of lust, panting, mouth half-open, moaning incoherently.

“Yes, Andre! I’m yours! I’m yours! Oh, fuck! Yes! God! Hnngghh!” My heart had trouble taking all of this.

“Yeah! Take it all! Take my big cock, you fucking slut! You’ve been dreaming about my dick for a long fucking time! Now, take it all!” Andre roared. His neck and back were wet with sweat, muscles and veins popping. Mika turned her eyes to me. I grinded my teeth. My precum was dripping on the floor. Mika was about to say something to me, but another deep and hard thrust from Andre brought her to a delicious, eye-rolling, toe-curling orgasm. Andre paused as he watched Mika shiver, face gorgeously contorted in lust.

“Your turn, man,” Andre said to me. He pulled his cock out of Mika’s tight pussy and it seemed like a long time before he was able to pull it all out. Mika whimpered from the sensation. Pussy juice leaked from her trembling pussy. Mika looked at me while catching her breath. She glanced at my hard dick. I’m hard as a diamond. My size is decent, but nowhere near as big as Andre’s gigantic cock.

“Jim, fuck me, please,” Mika pleaded sweetly. Words I used to only hope and dream about. Words that used to only exist when I was jerking myself off in my apartment when the lights were off. Here it is now.

“Wait,” Mika said. She turned around and got on her knees on the sofa. My heart made a somersault inside my chest. Her pussy and butt faced me, her arms on the back of the sofa. She spread her legs and arched her back. Her pussy juice was dripping down her smooth thighs. A sex goddess. “Now, Jim, fuck me, please.”

I grunted something, some random words. My heart was pumping hard. My hands were trembling. I was horny as hell. Mika watched me, waiting.

“Sexy as hell,” Andre muttered. He was standing on my right side, stroking his dick. He wasn’t done yet. Justin wasn’t in his chair anymore. He was sitting on the sofa, on Mika’s left side. He had his cock out. He was pumping it fast. Mika smiled at her husband. I slapped Mika’s firm butt and the lewd sound rang all over the living room. I licked my lips.

I touched Mika’s pussy from behind, making her moan. She’s soft and hot and soaking wet. I aimed my cock at her entrance and slid it in.

“Oh, Jim, mmmmm,” Mika moaned. Fuck. She’s so tight and so warm, my cock fitting nicely inside her. I slid all the way in. Her pussy deliciously clenched around me. God, jeez. Oh, hell. Jeez. I feel like if I move, I’m gonna come. Calm down. Get a hold of yourself, Jim. I held Mika’s waist and started pumping. Back and forth slowly. Yeah. Uhhhh. Just like that.

“Mmmmm, ahhhh,” Mika moaned. Justin kissed her hard while I continued fucking her from behind. After kissing Justin, she turned her head to her right and kissed Andre next. While she was kissing Andre, Justin caressed her tits.

“Fuck my wife harder, Jim. She loves it rough,” Justin told me. I grabbed Mika’s hair and pulled it back. I pounded her with all of my strength. Her pussy was glorious, tight and warm and so wet. She coated my dick and balls with her delicious juices. I slapped her butt. I pumped harder, putting all of my strength in every single thrust. I can’t stop myself anymore. I’m gonna come. Fuck it. I can’t! I’m gonna burst! I’m gonna explode. Coming now! Coming hard!

Mika looked back at me over her shoulder. Her mouth was open, her face flushed. Her eyes were rolling back. She looked like a slut.

“Come inside me, Jim! I’m your slut!” Mika said like she heard what was on my mind, and that was finally the last push that made me come, and I came fucking hard. My vision went orange and my body jolted. My knees shook. I grunted and growled. I ejaculated hard inside Mika, shooting spurt after spurt of thick sperm inside her pussy.

“Oh, fuck, Mika,” I groaned.

She glanced at me, biting her lower lip. She was shaking too. She brushed back the hair in front of her face. There was a thin sheen of perspiration on the back of her neck and shoulders. I pulled my semi-hard cock and a mix of my come and Mika’s juices leaked out of her gorgeous pussy.

“Good job, man,” Justin said, grinning and giving me a thumbs-up, and then he kissed Mika’s mouth while squeezing her butt. Andre patted me on the shoulder.

“Nice work,” Andre said. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” I said to him. “I just need to catch my breath. Just, uh, just give me a minute.” I felt my knees weakening, the room spinning. Am I losing my balance? What’s happening here? I’m feeling quite sleepy. I stepped back. I needed somewhere to sit. Here’s Justin’s couch. He was sitting here earlier, watching us. I looked at Justin. He’s on the sofa and now Mika was sucking his cock. I’ll sit on this couch and rest for a minute. Andre was aiming his cock at Mika’s pussy. I sat down on the couch. My eyelids felt heavy. My eyes were slowly closing. Andre slid his thick cock inside Mika’s pussy.

“Mmmrrrkkk,” Mika moaned as Justin pushed her head down deep on his cock, its huge head hitting the back of her throat. Andre howled as he began pounding Mika from behind, his big hands wrapped around her slim waist.

“Hhnngghhh!” Mika sobbed with lust, her cheeks bulging from her husband’s cock going in and out of her drooling mouth. Behind her, Andre pounded her pussy non-stop, smacking her round butt again and again, making her squirt from another delicious orgasm.

“Fuck,” I muttered as the tiredness claimed me.


CHAPTER 8

I didn’t know how long I was out. When I opened my eyes, the main light of the living room was off. The streetlights from outside the house gave a dim glow in the living room. I was still sitting on Justin’s couch. I had a nap. I guessed I was tired. I didn’t get a proper sleep last night. I spent the morning jerking off. I was on the edge all day.

I shook my head and then slapped my cheeks several times to wake myself up. I grinned at myself. I got to fuck Mika. I fucked her. I came inside her. Where is she now? She’s not here in the living room. Andre and Justin aren’t here. Where are they? I looked at my watch. What? It was almost midnight. I was out for several hours. I rubbed my eyes. That wasn’t a nap. That was a full sleep. Where are they? Are they in the bedroom? There was an unopened bottle of water on the coffee table. I’m sure it was Mika who placed it there. She left it there for me. She knew I would wake up thirsty. I stood up slowly. I still had a solid hard-on. I grabbed the bottle of water and drank it all and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

The bedroom door was closed. The light was on. I could see it seeping from under the door. Are they fucking Mika in there? What should I do now? They left me here? They didn’t wake me up. Were Andre and Justin fucking Mika all this time since I passed out? Should I go home now? Are they fucking in there or are they already sleeping? It’s already midnight. Maybe Andre is in the guestroom and Justin and Mika are already sleeping right now. I should go home now. That’s the reasonable thing to do.

But no. That’s what I did last night. This night should be different. I walked slowly to the closed door of their bedroom. It wasn’t locked. I took a deep breath.

I gently pushed the door open and saw them on the bed, the three of them. They were all naked. Justin was lying down with a pillow on his head. Mika was on her knees and sucking his cock. Andre was fucking Mika from behind, but he was doing it slowly, taking his time, savoring her pussy. The three of them were naked and drenched with sweat even though the AC was set to the max. Mika’s tennis dress was discarded on the floor, as well as the men’s pants and shirts and socks. There were half-empty water bottles on the bedside table, two one-liter energy drinks, half-eaten candy bars. There was a small plate of pineapple. There was an opened box of tissues, some crumpled ones tossed on the floor. Damp towels were draped on the back of a wooden chair. This is a room of endless fuckfest.

“Hey man, you’re awake,” Justin said with a grin. “We were worried there for a second.”

“Hey, man,” Andre nodded at me, smiling. He smacked Mika’s butt.

Mika pulled her head back, temporarily letting go of Justin’s cock. A thin line of drool connected her lips to his veiny dick. There was come on her chin. Her hair was messy. There were droplets of come on her hair, dried ones on her lower back. Her cheeks were red. Her buttcheeks were pink. “Um, hi, are you feeling okay now?” Mika asked me, concern in her sweet voice.

“Yes,” I said, fully aware how hard I was. “I’m feeling much better now.”

“We didn’t wake you up because you looked so tired,” Mika said while stroking her husband’s enormous dick.

“That’s okay,” I said. There was a couch beside the bed. I slowly sat on it.

“We’re at round four, buddy,” Andre said proudly.

“Looks like it,” I said. Round four!

“Why don’t you relax there for a bit and get your bearings?” Justin said casually. Mika was now licking and sucking his huge balls. “Or do you need to go back to sleep? There’s an extra bedroom. It’s small, but it’s okay. There are still boxes on the floor. We haven’t finished unpacking yet. But the room’s clean and the bed is nice. Mika prepared that one for you.”

“No, really. I’m okay,” I said. Mika’s eyes were on me as her tongue slowly moved from Justin’s sticky balls to the head of his cock. Fuck. My cock twitched. I gripped the armrest of the couch. I took a long, deep breath.

Mika glanced back at Andre over her left shoulder. She brushed the damp hair away from her eyes. There was a mixture of come and saliva on her chin. “Andre, fuck me hard now,” she said, “please.”

“Fuck,” Andre grinned, his whole face shiny with sweat, “you’re really one insatiable woman.”

“That was also my reaction when I first found out what a slut she is,” Justin said, grabbing Mika’s hair and making him look at his face. He slapped her right cheek.

“Do that again, babe,” Mika said. Justin grinned and slapped her again, on the left cheek this time. Justin rubbed the come-covered tip of his cock with his thumb. He coated his finger with it. Mika opened her mouth and sucked his thumb hungrily, moaning cutely as she did it.

“Uhhhh, ahhhh, fuck, Andre! Yes! Oh yes! Oh my god! Ohhhh!” Mika started sobbing as Andre railed her from behind. He slapped her round butt like he was mad at her. He did it several times, the sound ringing all over the room. Mika moaned even louder as her luscious ass was being smacked. She arched her back lower, pushing down her tits while lifting up her butt higher. It was fucking sensual, fucking luscious.

Andre’s big hands gripped Mika’s hips, pulling her to him while at the same time thrusting deep into her pussy. Andre is a machine. How many times had he busted his nut this night? Twice? Thrice? Four times? Five? Mika is moaning and squirting while gagging on Justin’s fat dick. Tears rolled down her cheeks. Justin pushed her face further down against his dick, Mika’s lips now kissing the thick hair of his pubic area. Mika’s eyes moved to me, they were out of focus, rolling back. She kept on squirting, her legs shaking. Mika was having another orgasm.

I leaned forward in my seat. I wasn’t in on the action, but I could feel sweat forming on my forehead. I pulled down my pants and stroked my dick while I watched, panting, breathing hard. Mika pulled her mouth back, panting. The bed was swaying hard now, creaking, protesting at the fast and hard way that Andre was fucking Mika’s pussy.

“Ahhhh! Hnnnghh! Hnngghh! So good! Anngghh! Uhhhh!” Mika’s knees gave up. Her lower body fell forward. Andre was prone-boning her now hard and deep. He was on top of her, behind her, his left hand on her shoulder, his right grabbing her hair, pulling it. Andre’s waist moved up and down, impaling Mika’s pussy, pressing her hot body against the bed again and again.

While Andre was fucking her senseless, Mika was staring into her husband’s eyes, her mouth open, her cheeks sticky with come, her long hair damp and disheveled. The look that Mika was giving her husband was making me so jealous, making my heart beat faster, making my balls and cock ache from being so hard. I want to fuck her again. I need to fuck her again.

“Cumslut!” Andre yelled, veins popping on his thick neck, muscles clenching on his arms and back. “From now on, you’re my cumslut, Mika!”

“Yes! Oh my god, yes! Fuck me harder, please! I’m your cumslut, yes? Yes? Yes! Hnngghh! Coming! Coming! Ahhhh!” Mika squealed, squirting madly again.

Andre was near the edge, too. He gritted his teeth and then pulled his cock out. He moved forward and aimed his cock at Mika’s luscious boobs. “Fuck!” Andre growled, pumped his cock, and then shot ropes of sticky load across Mika’s magnificent tits, his body twitching and jerking. Mika moaned as her breasts and nipples were coated with gobs of Andre’s hot sperm. Some jizz landed on her neck and cheeks. Andre’s knees buckled and he sat back down on the bed.

Justin lifted himself up from lying on his back. He knelt on the bed and aimed his hard cock near Mika’s gorgeous face. It didn’t take long for him. The sight of his beautiful wife lying on the bed with her hot body covered in another man’s come made him blast his load. Justin came on his wife’s pretty face and he came a lot. Mika opened her mouth and put out her tongue. She closed her eyes and savored the feeling of her husband’s warm come landing on her face. Justin jolted and grunted as he was ejaculating. It took him a long time to finish coming.

“God, I fucking love you, Mikaela,” Justin said. He stumbled back on his knees and leaned on the headboard of the bed, his chest moving up and down.

Mika wiped the come that landed on her eyelids and then opened her eyes and turned her head to me. She licked the jizz from her lips and swallowed it. I watched her throat move. Andre got off the bed and sat on a plastic chair near it. He looked like he had finally reached his limit, as well as Justin. He was tired but still grinning. He wiped his sweat-drenched face with a damp towel.

Mika stood up sexily from the bed. Our eyes were on her, ogling her body, a naked goddess. She brushed her damp hair back. Sticky jizz from Andre and Justin dripped from her cheeks and tits and landed on the carpeted floor. She wasn’t looking at her husband or Andre. She was looking seductively at me, a shy smile on her lips.

Mika kneeled on the carpeted floor, between the couch where I was sitting and the bed. Justin sat straighter on the bed. Andre moved his plastic chair closer. What is Mika planning now?

“Um, Jim?” Mika said softly while she was kneeling on the floor.

“Yes!” I suddenly stood up from the couch. I think I spoke too loudly and appeared too excited. Andre and Justin grinned at each other.

Mika fluttered her eyelashes at me with a naughty smile on her perfect lips. She slowly got on all fours, placing her arms on the floor, lowering her upper body, arching her back, and lifting her perfect ass. “We’ve been doing it all night on the bed,” Mika said softly. “How about this time, Jim, you, um, fuck me on the floor.” She brushed her hair back and looked into my eyes.

“Fuck yeah,” Andre said. Justin was smiling and nodding.

“Fuck me now please, Jim,” Mika pleaded, the girl of my dreams, face down ass up, waiting for my cock.

My whole body felt hot. I took off my pants and my shirt and rushed to get behind Mika. I slapped her butt. I squeezed it. I was breathing through my mouth. Fuck. Yes. Fuck her again. I wanna have sex with Mika forever. My cock was hard as steel. Mika was looking back at me, watching me over her shoulder. The woman who used to sing to me and rest her head on my shoulders when we were in that coffee shop in Brismont — she’s here now in front of me, fully naked, pussy dripping wet.

“Oh, fuck, ahhhh,” I moaned when I slid my cock inside Mika’s pussy.

“Yes, Jim, ummmm,” Mika moaned. She reached for her clit and played with it. I groaned in pleasure. Mika’s pussy felt so tight, so hot, so warm. I kissed her back. She turned her head and we kissed. I started going in and out. She sucked my tongue as I began fucking her.

“Yes, harder, please, Jim,” Mika panted. I grabbed her hair and pulled it hard. I pounded her pussy again and again and everytime I was going in or pulling back, I felt closer and closer to coming. Her pussy is the best.

“Hnnggh,” I groaned. I’m so close now. I’ll come if I stop. I’ll come if I slow down. There was no choice but to fuck her harder. I gave it all I have, all the strength from my back and my waist. Sweat was dripping down the side of my face.

“Hnnghh! Ahhh! Yes! Fuck me good, Jim!” Mika begged like a slut. She’s our slut now.

“Yeah, fuck her good, Jimmy,” Justin said, stroking his hardening cock. “Fuck my wife good!”

“God, I love her,” Andre said.

“I’m gonna come!” I announced to the whole room.

“In my face!” Mika said, lust and desperation in her voice.

“What?”

“Hnngghh! Come in my face!”

I pulled my pulsing cock out, my balls were already pumping sperm to my cock. Mika sat on the carpeted floor and looked up and waited for me. She really loves facials! I stood up, almost lost my balance, but I recovered. I held the base of my cock and aimed it at her face.

“Give it all to me, please,” Mika begged.

“Ah, damn!  Coming!” I snarled and then exploded on Mika’s face, showering her with spurt after spurt of my sperm. The world turned orange for a second, fireworks exploding. My knees buckled, my feet shook.

“Hmmmm,” Mika moaned, savoring my sticky jizz as it landed on her pretty face, on her hair, on her shoulders and tits. A few droplets ended on the floor. I was breathing hard. I sat on the edge of the bed, finally spent.

“Um, that was a lot, Jim,” Mika said with a sweet smile after I showered her with my come. She remained sitting on the floor, her butt resting on her heels, dripping with come, hair messy, face flushed from continuous sex. She licked her lips and looked at each one of us. She scooped a thick gob of sperm from her tits using her fingers. She put it in her mouth and sucked her fingers while giving each of us a teasing look.

It was almost nine in the morning when I woke up. I didn’t know where I was at first, but after seeing the cardboard boxes on the floor, I realized I was in the other guest room of Justin and Mika’s house. These were the boxes they hadn't finished unpacking yet when they moved here from their old apartment. I was still feeling sleepy. I stood up from the bed and opened the door. The doors of Andre’s guestroom and the main bedroom were still closed. Are they all still sleeping? Did I wake up first?

Mika was already awake and she was in the kitchen, making coffee. She was wearing a yellow mini-dress. It was short and sleeveless and teased a bit of cleavage and showed a lot of legs. I know she wasn’t wearing anything underneath it. My cock sprang to attention.

“Hey, sleepyhead,” Mika smiled at me. “Good morning.”

“Hey, hello,” I said happily.

“I’ll fix you a cup,” Mika said. Her hair was still a bit damp. She just finished showering.

“Um, let me do it, please. I’ll make coffee for both of us,” I grinned. “I used to be a barista, remember?”

Mika walked over to me and placed both hands on my shoulders. “Of course, I remember,” she said.

I looked at the living room. Outside, it was raining heavily. It rains almost every day now. “Where are the other guys?” I asked. I openly glanced at Mika’s cleavage. She smiled, noticing how hard my morning wood was.

“They’re still sleeping. We finished very late,” Mika said. “It was already four in the morning, I think.”

I looked up from the coffee maker. “Four in the morning?” I asked. It was past two when Andre and I went to our rooms to sleep, leaving Justin and Mika in their bedroom. I was tired. I took a quick shower. I got on the bed. In thirty seconds, I was deep asleep.

“Um, Andre came back for another round,” Mika said. “He said he was still horny. He and Justin fucked me again for more than an hour. I checked on you, but you were already sleeping. Justin decided not to wake you up.” Mika inspected my face. “You should really eat healthier, Jim. Working out and running are not enough, you know.”

“Uh, sure,” I said. The coffee was done. I slowly poured them into the cups. Sweet aroma filled the kitchen.

“Thank you,” Mika said. She took a small sip. “Delicious.”

I looked at Mika. She smiled back at me. She placed her cup on top of the countertop. She licked the cream from her lips. Both of us were standing, looking at each other without saying anything, waiting. My hard-on was obvious. Mika took a step forward. Our faces were now centimeters away. We were breathing deeply and slowly. I touched her left thigh and she didn’t move my hand. My hand moved up slowly and reached the hem of the skirt of her yellow mini-dress.

“Jim,” Mika whispered.

My hand on her thigh moved slowly further up until I touched her pussy. Mika wasn’t wearing any panties.

“Mmmm,” Mika purred, placing one hand on the edge of the countertop, leaning on it, her other hand on my shoulder. Her pussy felt so soft and she was getting wet fast. I pressed her clit using my middle finger. I grinned as she got even wetter. I was discovering new things about. One is that she gets wet easily. Kiss her, play with her boobs, cup her pussy. Those easily get her hot. As I said before, a perfect wife.

I slid two fingers inside her. She moaned and then we kissed passionately. Mika wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me to her. I finger-fucked her as we kissed. We were breathing fast now, hungry for each other, the coffee steaming on the countertop forgotten. Mika grinned cutely at me and reached down and slid her hands inside my pants, grabbing my hard cock. I hurriedly pulled down my pants.

“Mmmm, so hard,” Mika said and started stroking me. She squeezed my balls and rubbed her palm on the precum-coated head of my dick. She wrapped her soft hand again around my cock and started stroking it back and forth.

“Uh,” I groaned. We French-kissed again, sucking each other’s air. Mika continued stroking me while I kept on finger fucking her, three fingers in her pussy now. She was drenched. Mika pulled down the shoulder straps of her small dress. She wasn’t wearing a bra. I devoured her tits, sucking her hard nipples. I pressed my face against her luscious tits. This is fucking heaven.

“Uhhh, Jim, I’m gonna come!” Mika moaned and I finger-fucked her harder, hitting all the delicious spots inside her pussy, my hand a blur, moving back and forth, in and out. It didn’t take long. “Oh, fuck! Ahhhh!” Mika orgasmed on my hand. Her knees shook and she almost lost her balance, her delicious juices dripping down her thighs. She pressed her lips against mine while she was coming. I pulled my fingers out of her pussy and she sucked them eagerly, enjoying the sweet taste of herself on me. I slapped her cheeks after she finished sucking my fingers. She licked her lips and smiled at me. God, she loves being slapped during sex.

I grabbed Mika’s waist and turned her around. She knows what I’m planning to do. She leaned forward, lowering her upper body and placing her arms on the counter. Mika tossed her hair to the side and looked seductively at me over her shoulder. I looked at the empty living room. Andre and Justin were still sleeping. We need to rush. I need to fuck Mika now before those two wakes up.

Mika spread her legs and arched her back. I bunched her skirt around her waist with my shaking hands. She was dripping wet. Her pussy was waiting for me. I slapped her round butt. I cupped Mika’s pussy and she purred.

“Babe, fuck me now, please,” Mika said.

This is the time when Andre and Justin would show themselves, interrupting us, taking over the situation, fucking Mika before me. But this time they didn’t. I slid my cock inside Mika. Her pussy was so warm and tight and perfect.

“Ahhh, yes,” Mika cooed. There was no time to waste.  I grabbed her sexy waist with both hands and started pounding, thrusting back and forth, harder and faster each time.

“Fuck, Mika!” I grunted. “Fuck!” I grabbed her hair and pulled it back. I squeezed her butt. I grabbed both her arms and pulled them and I pistoned her vigorously. I had enough sleep. I have recharged my energy. I let go of Mika’s arms and held her waist again, railing her with full effort, using every strength of my knees and back.

“Hhnngghh! Yes! Ah! Fuck me, Jim! You’re so good!” Mika moaned loudly. I pulled her hair again. Her legs shook and her arms gave up. Her body fell forward and her luscious breasts were now lewdly flattened against the countertop. “Don’t stop, please!” Mika cried, begging me to continue pounding her.

Fuck! I wouldn’t be able to last like this. “Mika, I’m coming!” I told her while gritting my teeth.

“Come inside me, Jim, please. Together! Hnngghh! Uhhhh! Let’s come hngghh together ahhhhh!” Mika and I came at the same time. Her eyes rolled back and her whole hot body shuddered. I jerked as I shot spurts of my thick sperm deep inside her hot pussy. I blinked away the sweat from my eyes. My knees buckled. My cock continued pumping sperm for several seconds. I didn’t pull out until I was sure that the contents of my balls were empty.

I pulled my cock out and some come leaked from Mika’s well-fucked pussy. She faced me. Her face was flushed and she was panting. I grinned at her. She brushed her hair back and then got on her knees and kissed my balls. She licked them and then sucked them lovingly. She planted sweet kisses on every inch of my cock and then she put it in her mouth, making sure she sucked everything, every remaining drop.

Mika gave another sweet kiss to the head of my cock when she was finally done cleaning it. She opened her mouth and showed me the last spurt of sperm she had collected. She rolled it in her tongue, tasting it. She swallowed it while looking at me. It was just too fucking hot. I watched the movement of her throat. She smiled at me while licking her lips. God, help me. I’m in love.

Mika brushed her messy hair with her hand and put back the straps of her sexy dress. She smoothed her dress and pulled down her skirt and stood up.

“The coffee’s still hot,” Mika said.

“Let’s drink it outside,” I said. Mika nodded. She placed her palm on my chest, leaned forward, stood on her toes, and gave me a gentle kiss.

We carried our cups and went into the porch. It was raining hard, strong droplets pelting the road and the leaves of the trees and the green grass. Mika and I sat beside each other and sipped our coffees and watched the rain in silence. She rested her head on my shoulder.
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