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    Chapter 1 
 
    “Oh,” Ana said in a soft voice while looking at her phone in her hand.  
 
    She looked at me for a second, then bit her lip, then looked back at her phone. She seemed surprised at the message she had just received. 
 
    I was driving, and she was sitting beside me in our car. We were on our way to our offices.  
 
    The traffic in the central hub of Saint Michael City was heavy. Long lines of private cars, buses, and taxis filled the road. All of these contain workers like us going back to work. It was thirty minutes past seven in the morning.  
 
    “Baby? What is it?” I asked Ana. She was blushing and looking straight outside. Her phone was in her hand, and she placed it on top of her legs. It was facedown, so I couldn’t see the screen.  
 
    My wife looked at me. She looked a little embarrassed.  
 
    We have been married for a couple of years already, yet my heart still skips a tiny beat every time I look at her. Ana is pretty and kind and smoking hot. She is tall with supermodel legs, fantastic ass, and spectacular tits that just don’t quit. She was wearing a tight vintage grey polyester miniskirt and a white semi-casual blouse. I put a hand on the top of one smooth thigh. 
 
    “Uhhh. I’ll tell you,” Ana said. “But promise you won’t get mad?” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow, then smiled. I couldn’t remember a time when I was mad at my wife. I squeezed her leg. She smiled back at me and then spread her legs a little. I looked outside. The windows of our car were only lightly tinted. The driver of the car beside us was stealing glances at Ana. I couldn’t blame him.  
 
    I raised my left hand. “I promise I won’t.” 
 
    “My boss sent me a picture . . .” Ana said. 
 
    “All right?” I said. She was referring to Jevon Horton, her manager at Zalltech-Falmer.  
 
    I looked at the traffic light. Sixty seconds more before the red light turned to green. “A picture? Something about work? A screenshot?” I asked her. I had an idea what my wife was going to say next. I gripped the steering wheel a little harder. I could feel the tiny hairs at the back of my neck standing up. I could also feel the tightening at the front of my pants. 
 
    “No, love, ” Ana said to me. She looked at the traffic light and tapped her fingers at her phone. Then, she stared back at my face to gauge my reaction. 
 
    “My boss sent me a picture of his dick,” my wife said softly but clearly.  
 
    I coughed. “W-what? Jevon sent you a dick pic?" 
 
    “Yes, he did. Just a minute ago,” Ana said. 
 
    I’ve met her boss, Jevon Horton, a couple of times. He was in his late thirties. Jevon was a lean black guy who wore thick glasses. I had met him several times during family events in my wife’s company. He was a nice enough guy. He seemed like a serious man of a few words. Even a little awkward. We talked about sports scores and the rising cost of real estate and petroleum. Nothing too deep or serious. He was unremarkable and a little boring. This guy is harmless was my initial thought when I first met him. He wouldn’t make moves on my wife.  
 
    Certainly, he wasn’t the type of man who would send dick pics. 
 
    But Jevon Horton did. 
 
    “Has he sent you a dick pic before?” I asked Ana. This was a stupid question, I knew. If her boss had sent her a picture of his dick before this moment, my wife would have already told me. Ana wouldn’t keep a thing like that a secret. 
 
    “No, baby. This is the first time,” she said. She wasn’t looking at me when she answered. She was looking outside the car’s window. Her reaction was hidden from me. “Maybe Jevon didn’t mean it,” Ana said and turned her face back to me. 
 
    “Huh?” I said. The red light had turned to green, and we started moving again. Her office was now only two kilometers away. I looked at the perfect shape of her tits before stepping on drive. 
 
    “Maybe Jevon didn’t mean it. Maybe he sent it by accident,” Ana said. She unlocked her phone, looked again at the picture for three seconds, then locked it back.  
 
    “I’m not sure if that’s possible, babe,” I said. 
 
    Ana crossed her arms and pouted and tapped her fingers to her chin. “Maybe Jevon was chatting with his girlfriend, Melanie, and then he was supposed to send this picture to her. But he sent it to me instead? What do you think, Martin? I mean, he’s my boss. We always chat and call each other regarding work tasks, so I’m sure I’m on the list of his frequent contacts.” 
 
    “Uhhh, well, that could happen,” I said. But, I believed that the possibility of that was very low. A man is always careful about sending a picture of his cock. He would check twice or thrice before finally hitting the send button.  
 
    “Should I talk to Jevon about it?” Ana asked me. I maneuvered the car into the parking lot of her office building. It was already half full. Other employees were also arriving.  
 
    By now, her boss knew that he had sent the picture to the wrong person. That is, if it was really an accident and not deliberate. 
 
    “Well, maybe. Or you can go straight to HR. I can accompany you if you want, babe. I can come with you right now to the office and punch your boss in the nose. That is part of the options. It’s an ethical issue in the workplace. It’s a big thing,” I said. 
 
    Ana pouted. She looks adorable when she does that. My wife unlocked her phone again and looked at the picture for at least ten seconds. She bit her lower lip. 
 
    “Yes,” she said, “it’s really a big thing.” 
 
    “I really think I should go in there with you, babe. Or perhaps you can take today off or until this thing is settled. Don’t go to work today, Ana.” 
 
    I was holding my wife’s left hand when her phone started ringing. She let my hand go and looked at it. “It’s Jevon. My boss. He’s calling me. Should I answer?” 
 
    “Errr. I’m not sure. Maybe it’s better to just . . .” But before I could finish what I was going to say, my wife accepted the call and put the phone to her ear.  
 
    I leaned back on the seat while looking at her reaction. I listened to their conversation. While listening, I put a hand on her left leg and rubbed it. She opened her legs a little wider. Her already short miniskirt inched a little further upwards. The security officer of the building who was standing at the entrance was staring at us. Though, he wouldn’t be able to see my hand that was already under my wife’s skirt.  
 
    “Uh-huh. All right. Sure. No worries,” Ana said to her boss. She should be offended or at least turned off from receiving an unsolicited dick pic, but she was smiling as she talked to Jevon. Ana brushed her hair behind one ear. She was actually blushing, like a woman talking to a new crush. Something about this whole dick pic situation was escaping me, but that thought left me when my hand finally reached my wife’s pussy. 
 
    Her panties were already wet. I slid it to the side and slid two fingers inside her. We looked at each other. Ana breathed deeply and shook her head, but she didn’t push me away. Her eyes were hot and seductive. She put a finger to her lips, which told me that it was all right to continue what I was doing but that I should keep quiet while she was talking to her boss on the phone. 
 
    “Yes, Jevon, sure,” Ana said on the phone while I was sliding my fingers in and out of her. She leaned further back on the seat. Her chest was moving up and down. Fuck, you are so hot, baby, I muttered. My wife closed her eyes and didn’t answer. She let out a sexy moan.  
 
    The security at the entrance was still looking at our car. I’m pretty sure he could see our upper bodies clearly from the lightly-tinted windshield. He seems like a decent-looking man. Perhaps Ana would like it if I asked him to come inside the car and watch her as she gets fingered. I shook my head. What was that? Where did that thought come from? 
 
    “Yes, Jevon. Yeah. Ummm. I already sent the vendor contract last Friday. Ohhh. No. It’s fine,” she said. I wondered why they were not talking about the picture. My wife should be expressing her disappointment, and Jevon should be begging for her forgiveness. He should not be calling her on the phone to discuss work like nothing happened. Instead, her boss should be on his knees, begging my wife not to tell HR that he sent her a picture of his dick. 
 
    Ana looked at me with heavy-lidded eyes. I could hear the sound of Jevon’s voice from her phone, but I couldn’t understand what he was saying. Ana continued talking to him while I continued fucking her with two fingers. “Yes. Let’s talk about it in the office later. Yes. I’m with Martin. I'm near the office now.” Her overheated body was twisting and squirming in the car seat. “No, Jevon. Yes. I’m coming today. Don’t worry about it, boss. I’m coming. Yes. Ohhh. I’m coming.” 
 
    And she came. Ana shuddered violently when her orgasm hit her like lightning. She gripped my arm as she whimpered and twisted on her seat.  
 
    “My god . . . that was amazing . . .” Ana said to me, panting. “Let me, ohhh, let me suck your fingers clean.” 
 
    I looked at the security guy again. He had his phone out, and he was taking pictures of us. I simply gave him a thumbs-up, and he nodded and put the phone back in his pocket. The man knew that the fingering party inside the car of Mrs. Ana Hallet and her husband was over. The man went back to his duty. 
 
    “Was Bobby looking at us?” Ana asked me, referring to the guard. 
 
    “He was. But I’m sure he didn’t see anything. He had an idea about what was happening, though.” I grinned at her. I adjusted the front of my pants.  
 
    “T-that’s embarrassing . . .” Ana said to me. Her face was still flushed. “God, I wouldn’t be able to look him in the eyes again.” 
 
    “Ah. Don’t worry about it too much, babe. He didn’t see me fingering you. He only saw when you orgasmed and while you were sucking my fingers.” 
 
    Ana looked at the tent in my pants and started rubbing my legs. “Did that turn you on?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “When Bobby was watching as I came . . . did that turn you on?” Ana asked me in a slow, sultry voice. 
 
    I looked outside the window. I was not ready to answer that question. “Uhhh. Let’s get back to the picture that your boss sent you, baby. What did he say?” 
 
    Ana didn’t answer immediately. She removed her soaked panties and fixed her skirt. “Jevon said it was a mistake, and he was supposed to send it to Melanie. He told me to just delete it. He was, ummm, actually sweet about it.” 
 
    Sweet about it? “Did, uhhh, did he apologize at least?” I asked my wife.  
 
    Ana looked at herself in the car’s vanity mirror and brushed her hair with her hand. When she was finished, she faced me and put a hand on my leg. “No, baby. Not really. He finds it funny that he accidentally sent me the picture. He told me to just forget about it and that it wasn’t a big deal.” 
 
    Why is your boss the one deciding if it is a big deal or not? I thought of saying to her. “All right. I mean, if you are okay with it . . .” 
 
    “I asked him not to do it again,” Ana said softly. 
 
    “That’s good.” 
 
    “Jevon said that he’ll try his best,” my wife said, smiling. 
 
    What? What kind of answer is that? “He’ll try his best not to send you any more pictures? That really doesn’t mean anything. I still think you should go to HR.” 
 
    “I’ll think about it. Jevon and I will talk about the picture later in his office. He promised me. He said it will be a closed-door meeting,” Ana said gently. 
 
    “All right. I guess.” A closed-door meeting with your boss after he sent you a picture of his cock?  
 
    “I should delete the photo now.” 
 
    My wife unlocked her phone again and looked at the picture. There was a particular curiosity and wonder in her eyes. She looked at it for quite some time, like she was memorizing it, while her thumb hovered above the delete button. She sighed then put the phone in her bag.  
 
    Ana kissed me on the lips and got out of the car. We said “I love you” to each other before saying goodbye. I would pick her up later this afternoon.  
 
    Bobby, the security guy at the entrance who saw what we were doing earlier, greeted her a good morning. He had a wide grin on his face. Ana smiled, but she didn’t look at him directly. She was looking down as she walked past him, still embarrassed. Bobby stared hungrily at my wife’s fantastic ass as she entered the building. When she was inside, Bobby looked in my direction. This time, he was the one who gave me a thumbs up. 
 
    As I exited the parking lot of Zalltech-Falmer, I realized that my wife didn’t delete Jevon’s dick pic.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    I first met my wife when we were still in college. But, we didn’t attend the same university. I took engineering at Bracknell, and Ana majored in business at McGrady. 
 
    I used to live in the university apartment with two other guys - Joey Ramos, who was also taking mechanical engineering, and Terrel Carter, a black literature major who had a full athletic scholarship. Terrel was one of the most brilliant guys I have ever met. He was a football player, the campus sports god.  
 
    And Ana was his girlfriend.  
 
    I still remember the first time that I saw her. I just finished one of my classes, and I had a headache, so I decided to walk back to our apartment for a quick nap.  
 
    Ana was standing outside our apartment door, waiting for Terrel to arrive. I said hello to her and told her that it was our room and I was her boyfriend’s roommate. My headache immediately disappeared when I saw her. I opened the door and let her in.  
 
    Ana was wearing a simple white shirt and skin-tight blue jeans. She had a yellow backpack. Her hair was shorter then, just two or three inches past her shoulders. Her tits are full and perky, and her tight jeans highlighted her long legs and round ass. She is as tall as me in her walking shoes.  
 
    Terrel arrived late. So, Ana and I sat on the sofa in the living room while she was waiting for her boyfriend. She was pleasant and intelligent, and easy to talk to. We talked about our favorite books and movies and our favorite places to hang out in Saint Michael. I made her an orange juice, and we ordered pizza while waiting. We exchanged college stories. I learned that her mother is a theater actress from France while her dad is a lawyer from the United States. I learned that she is into soccer and backpacking, and mountain climbing. I think I fell in love with her during the three hours we talked in the living room while waiting for her boyfriend. 
 
    When Terrel arrived, he was in a bad mood. His team just lost a game. He looked at the two of us. He said, “what’s up” to me. There was no need for him to introduce his girlfriend to me because we were already talking. Terrel grunted, took Ana’s arm, and led her to his room. He closed the door and fucked Ana until early in the morning.  
 
    The apartment walls were made of thick wood, but it was still wood. I listened as Terrel pounded Ana. Terrel grunted while Ana moaned. I could hear the sweaty sounds of their naked bodies slapping and smashing at each other. Ana, my future wife, came at least five times. I listened to them fuck like horny rabbits while lying on my bed and stroking my cock. I was jealous. I remembered thinking that I had no chance with a woman like Ana. I am a basic guy. Women like her would always choose the tall, sporty, confident man. That was simply the nature of things. 
 
    From then on, Ana visited our university apartment every weekend. We would talk and hang out in the living room. Sometimes, Joey Ramos, our other roommate, joined us. We would order pizza or stream movies. Sometimes Ana cooked for us or helped in cleaning the apartment. She brought plants and flowers and put them on the balcony. Ana also brought cheap paintings and hung them on the apartment wall. She made our apartment decent-looking. She was the best college girlfriend that Terrel had. He was fortunate with her, Joey and I agreed. 
 
    Terrel wasn’t always in a bad mood. That only happened when the football team lost a game, which was rare. The four of us strolled in the park during early evenings, visited coffee shops, and watched concerts. Sometimes Brandy Grice, Joey Ramos’ girlfriend, joined us. I was the only one who didn’t have a girlfriend among the three of us. 
 
    Terrel and Ana’s relationship lasted for half a year. Joey and I were devastated when they broke up. We missed her sweet company and her delicious cooking. I hadn’t told anyone yet that I was in love with her during that time. 
 
    A few months after we all graduated, I saw Ana again. It was a rainy night. She was having dinner in a restaurant on Meadow Avenue with a female friend. Her face lighted up when she saw me. We hugged, and she said how much she missed Joey and me. She asked me how Terrel was doing, and I said he was taking his master’s at Belmont. We started dating, and three years after that, we are married. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
    “How did it go?” I asked Ana that night when we were in our bedroom. We just finished fucking. We were both naked and lying on our bed and still sweaty. The windows of the room were open. The night summer air was moving the curtains. Her head was resting on my arm, and her right hand was on my chest, feeling my heartbeat. She had that contented afterglow look on her face that I love. Using my fingers, I brushed her damp hair from her face. Her cheeks were still flushed. 
 
    “My legs are still trembling,” Ana said, still dazed. I smiled, but that wasn’t the question I was really asking. “You fucked me real good tonight, baby.” 
 
    “I always fuck you good,” I said. Ana didn’t answer me. She put her right hand on my face and rubbed my cheek lovingly. She has gorgeous eyes. A man could easily get lost in them. 
 
    “You fucked me for five hours, non-stop. We forgot to have dinner,” my wife said seductively. “I can still feel your cock inside me.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said proudly. When was the last time we fucked for several hours straight? We used to do that every day during the first year of our marriage. But then we slowed down. Or, to put it more accurately, I slowed down while my gorgeous wife remained to be the insatiable vixen.  
 
    I didn’t know what triggered me today. While I was in the office earlier, I imagined my wife going into the restroom of her office with her phone in her hand. I pictured her locking the door and then looking at the picture of Jevon’s black dick. I haven’t seen it yet, but she muttered earlier when we were in the car that it was “a big thing,” so it was probably massive. I imagined her pressing her legs together and breathing through her mouth as she looked at her boss’ picture. I pictured Ana squeezing her tits as she imagined Jevon’s thick cock going in and out of her. It turned me on to imagine my wife pleasuring herself in the restroom while looking at a picture of another man’s cock. 
 
    She also told me earlier that Jevon and her would have a closed-door meeting to discuss the dick pic he sent her. To discuss the dick pic? I told Ana to talk to HR regarding the unsolicited picture. But instead, she chose to discuss it with her boss in the privacy of his office? 
 
    “How did it go? You know. The talk between you and Jevon about the picture?” I asked her gently. 
 
    Ana put a long leg over mine and pressed her body to me. “Oh. That. Well, nothing much happened. He called me to his office, and he repeated that the picture was meant for his girlfriend.” 
 
    “He still didn’t apologize to you?” 
 
    “Hmmm. Jevon isn’t really the apologetic type, babe.” 
 
    “He should, though.” 
 
    “He asked me what I thought of it.” 
 
    “Of what?” I asked her. 
 
    She giggled. “Of his dick, silly.” 
 
    I’m sure that some company rules are being broken if a boss asks his female subordinate what she thinks of his dick. “Really? Uhhh. What did you say?” 
 
    “Mmmm. I said that I think it’s really big. One of the biggest I’ve ever seen. If not the biggest.” 
 
    Baby, that was not the proper approach to that situation. “And?” 
 
    “Jevon laughed and then asked me if I wanted him to send more. I smiled and said, “no, thank you.” And, that’s about it.” 
 
    “All right,” I said in relief.  
 
    “I’m going to shower,” Ana said. She stood up, fully naked. She looks like a goddess. Her nipples were still hard. I left kiss marks on her cleavage and between her breasts. “Do you want to join me?” she asked me. 
 
    “Of course, babe. I’ll join you in five minutes. Let me just rest a little bit longer.” 
 
    Ana looked at my cock, which was making a tent under the white blanket, and smiled. “You’re getting hard again,” she said in a sultry voice before entering the bathroom. I watched her perfect ass.  
 
    Nothing much happened, my wife said. She and her boss just talked, and that was it.  
 
    When I picked her up after work at her office earlier, however, I noticed that her blouse was missing its two top buttons.  
 
    I had an image in my mind of Jevon and Ana fucking in his office. I imagined Jevon ripping the front of the white blouse that my wife was wearing. The buttons falling and bouncing on the office floor. Those buttons were probably under Jevon’s desk at this moment. 
 
    These thoughts were inappropriate. Ana has never cheated on me. She has always been loyal, and I know that she loves me deeply. She had never flirted with another man since we got together. 
 
    Except for that one time. Remember that? No, that wasn’t really cheating. She had a quick dinner with Terrel, her ex-boyfriend from college, and my former roommate. This happened a week before our wedding. She told me about it after we got married. Ana told me it was just a simple dinner and dessert and nothing happened. They were simply two friends catching up with each other. 
 
    I heard the shower starting from the bathroom. Ana didn’t fully close the door because she was waiting for me to join her. She left her phone on the bed. I stared at it for a full minute. Looking at her phone would confirm or invalidate my suspicion between her and her boss. The seed of suspicion. Not really a fully-grown one. Not yet.  
 
    I looked at the partly opened door of the shower. I could smell my wife’s shampoo. It smelled like mint and lavender. I reached for her phone and unlocked it. I have a face and fingerprint access to it. I also knew her password because she told it to me.  
 
    I checked her text messages first. Most of them came from me, others from her parents. Some from friends and colleagues, and co-workers. There were also a lot of messages from Jevon, but they were all related to work. There were some hellos and good mornings and good evenings, but nothing that would suggest anything more than a manager and subordinate relationship. 
 
    I went to the messaging app she uses for work and then checked the message thread between her and her boss. I scrolled down. I looked at the door of the bathroom again. There was no dick pic in the message thread. She has deleted it. I sighed in relief. 
 
    I thought that’s about it. My suspicion was unfounded. Ana wasn’t having an affair with her boss. I decided to check her photo gallery. It contained pictures of assorted things. Food and wine and coffee. Beach pictures that she took when we spent the weekend in Sudbury. Candid photos of me. Pretty selfies she took before going to work. Cute pictures of cats and dogs. Some wholesome but funny memes that she downloaded from the internet. Ana has a habit of downloading memes and sending them to me.  
 
    She created a folder recently, and I opened it. Jevon Horton’s dick pic was in the folder. She downloaded the picture first and saved it here before deleting the message. And, yeah, her boss was packing. Horton is massive. But I was only mildly surprised. I understood that there’s a valid reason for keeping this picture. Ana probably wanted to keep this picture as evidence if she ever complained to HR. But the dick pic wasn’t the only picture in this new folder. There were a lot of selfies too.  
 
    Now, my wife is a gorgeous woman, and she takes a lot of selfies and uploads them in her daily stories on her social media. Most of the time, she shows me the pictures first before uploading them. But these are not those types of selfies. These are not the types a  career woman like my wife would upload for her friends and co-workers to see. These are the ones a woman would send her boyfriend to seduce him to come over to her house and fuck her brains out. 
 
    I checked the date of the photos. The earliest was from three months ago.  
 
    There were photos of her standing in front of our bedroom mirror. Ana was not wearing anything except her pink panties. She was covering her luscious tits with her arm. There was a photo where her back was facing the mirror. The focus of the shot was her fantastic ass. There was a selfie of her lying on the bed. She was wearing a white tank top with no bra. Her nipples were hard. None of the selfies showed her pussy or the entirety of her amazing breasts, but still, she was not close to being decent in any of them. I grabbed the front of my shorts. I was hard. These selfies were not for me. This was the first time I was seeing them. 
 
    Maybe these selfies were not for anyone. Perhaps Ana took these because she felt sexy and hot at that particular moment. That was a valid explanation. Or she took them and sent them to her boss. That could be another explanation. But there was no basis for that. It was simply my imagination trying to reach for something that would turn me on. 
 
    “Are you coming, love?” Ana called sweetly inside the bathroom. “I’m feeling lonely in here.” 
 
    “Yup. I’m getting out of bed.” 
 
    I went back to the messaging applications that she frequently uses. I scrolled upwards to all the messages from the last three months. Nothing. She didn’t send any of these pictures to Jevon. I checked all the icons on the home screen of her phone. There was one messaging app that I hadn’t checked yet. I opened it, and there was only one contact in the inbox. Someone with the initials JH. I know most of Ana’s friends, and I tried to remember who had similar initials and couldn’t identify one. Except for her boss, of course. JH. Jevon Horton. I swallowed before I clicked on his name to see their message exchanges. My heart was beating fast. This was the evidence that I was looking for. My cock was hard, and my balls were pulsing.  
 
    But there were no message exchanges between her and JH. It was empty. I was so sure there was something, but there was none. I sighed. My cock was still hard. Am I happy that there was nothing, or was I disappointed? I breathed deeply and wiped the sweat at the back of my neck.  
 
    I looked at the messaging application again. I know this one. Some of my workmates were using it. This was one of those apps where you could send messages anonymously. There was no need to confirm phone numbers or email addresses. You could set the messages or photos you sent to self-destruct once the recipient read them. Maybe that was what Jevon and my wife were doing. Sending each other’s messages and then deleting them immediately.  
 
    Jevon probably felt he was the luckiest guy in the world every time he received Ana’s sexy selfies. They are jerk-off materials. But there was really no proof of that. There were no messages. It is hard to conclude something from nothing. 
 
    I stood up and took my shorts off, and rushed to the bathroom where my wife was waiting for me. 
 
    Ana was under the shower, and her back was to me. I looked at her wet hourglass body and the perfect shape of her ass and her long legs. She turned her body to me. 
 
    “You took your time, and wow, you’re already hard,” she said happily. She brushed her wet hair with her hands and then walked towards me. She started stroking my cock. 
 
    “Hmmm.” Ana moaned while stroking my dick. Even I was surprised at how fast I got hard. Usually, it took me at least four hours to recover. I have never been this hard this fast before. Not even when I was still a young man. I was hard as steel.  
 
    Ana knelt on the floor and gave me a nice, sloppy blowjob. She caressed my balls while her warm mouth went back and forth on my cock. I leaned against the bathroom wall and watched her. She was looking at me. Her sultry and pretty and begging eyes were making me even hotter. I put my hand on her hair. She put her palm on my hand on her hair and squeezed it. She was telling me not to just put my hand there but to grip her hair. She wanted me to be rough. 
 
    I  grabbed Ana’s head with both hands and started fucking her mouth. Does Jevon fuck her face like this too? I saw the picture of his dick that he sent her, and I know that he is bigger than me. Way bigger. He would choke Ana if he fucked her like this. 
 
    Droll was falling down my wife’s chin, but I continued fucking her. When I felt that I was on the brink of coming, I grabbed her arms and pulled her up, and then I bent her over. I told her to support herself on the wall using her palms. I fucked her furiously. I gritted my teeth.  
 
    “Oh. Yes, baby. Faster, please. Harder,” Ana pleaded. I grabbed her hips and fucked her like there was no tomorrow. 
 
    “You slut!” I said. 
 
    “Ah yes. Yes. Say that again, please!” Ana cried. 
 
    “You fucking slut. You fucking bitch!” I said while I kept pounding her hot and slick pussy. She was gripping me. 
 
    “Oh god. Yes. More, please. I’m a slut. I’m your slut. I’m your . . . oh no no why are you slowing down?” 
 
    I pulled back my waist, leaving only the head of my cock inside. Ana moved her lower body backward, chasing my cock. But I put my hand on her back to stop her. I licked the back of her neck and then whispered in her ear. “Your boss dreams about fucking you. I am sure. Any man, given the opportunity, would want to fuck you, babe.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” Ana moaned. We were still not moving. I could feel her pussy clenching on my cockhead. 
 
    “What do you think of that?” 
 
    Ana looked back at me with deep lust. “Jevon is big. He has a huge dick, baby. I’m not sure I can handle that.” 
 
    I fully buried my cock inside my wife’s pussy again. I stopped moving when I was entirely inside. Ana made a sexy circular motion with her waist. She was breathing through her mouth. 
 
    “But do you want to?” I asked Ana, and then I reached and pinched her hard nipples. “Do you want your boss’ large dick inside your slutty pussy? If Jevon asks to fuck you, will you say yes?” This is not me. I am not speaking these things. 
 
    “I don’t know. You’re the only man for me, but . . .” 
 
    “But?” 
 
    “But if you want me to. Then, oh god, yes, I will do it,” Ana said. “Now, please fuck me. Fuck me, please.” 
 
    Fuck. I fucked Ana with all of my might. I clutched her shoulder with one hand while my other hand gripped her waist. The bathroom was filled with the lewd sound of our wet bodies smacking into each other repeatedly. I felt like I had an unlimited amount of cum in my balls. 
 
    Ana would fuck her boss if I asked her to. I am sure of that. In terms of sex, there was nothing that she wouldn’t do. I know that. She has always been like that. My problem was that I didn’t take too much advantage of it. I kept our lovemaking vanilla. My wife is the hottest woman I’ve ever known, and I had put a limit on her. 
 
    “Kiss me,” Ana said. She turned her head to me, reached for the back of the head, and pulled my face closer to her. We kissed torridly. Tongues dancing and saliva mixing. My wife tastes so good. I kept pounding her while we were kissing. I was on the edge. 
 
    But would it be all right if I asked Ana to make love with Jevon? That would be so fucking hot. I know that countless husbands fantasize about watching their wives fucking another man. Countless. That is the second most prevalent fantasy of men.  
 
    But that could destroy our relationship. Am I willing to risk that? No, I couldn’t. The fantasy was already hot enough. There was no need to turn it into reality. I should stop thinking about my lovely wife getting pounded by men with humungous dicks. 
 
    “He’d break me,” Ana moaned in my ear.  
 
    Oh god. I’m goddamn close. “What?” 
 
    “Jevon. My boss. If he fucks me, I’m afraid he might break me,” my wife said. She was delirious with lust. Her eyes were unfocused. “He’s just so big.” 
 
    I groaned. I started fucking Ana wildly now. There were no more patterns in my movements. I grabbed her bouncing tits from behind and squeezed them tightly in my palms. 
 
    “Fucking hell. I’m coming,” I grunted.  
 
    “Yes. Together. I’m coming too, baby,” Ana pleaded.  
 
    We came at the same time. I grabbed her face and pulled her to me as I came into her trembling pussy in rhythmic spurts of thick warm cum. 
 
    Ana and I fucked two more times before we slept. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
    It was time to meet Jevon.  
 
    Well, I’ve already met my wife’s boss a couple of times before. I wanted to talk to the man. Not to ask him to fuck my wife, of course. That was simply a fleeting fantasy. I wanted to talk to him regarding the dick pic he “accidentally” sent Ana. I wanted him to know that I knew about it and that it wasn’t okay. Sure, Ana may already have forgiven him. But I hadn’t. The matter may have already been settled between them. But I wanted to intimidate him. Put the fear of God in him. Sending a dick pic to a man’s wife, accidentally or not, is a grave matter. He should know about that. 
 
    It was five in the afternoon when I left my office and drove to the building where my wife works to pick her up. I drove to the parking lot, turned off the engine, and got out of the car. I arrived earlier than usual. I usually timed my arrival when the employees were leaving their offices so that I just had to wait for my wife in the car. But this time, I left the car to wait for my wife in the lobby. 
 
    Ana has her own car, but she loves it when I drive and pick her up at her office after work. It was a sweet routine, and we stuck to it. It was not inconvenient because my own office was only three kilometers away from her. 
 
    I was still outside the building when I saw Ana. The lobby walls were made of transparent glass that was light blue in color, so everything happening inside was visible from outside. There were several people there. Some visitors and employees were hanging around, discussing work-related matters, or just office gossip. 
 
    Ana hadn’t seen me yet. She was standing and talking to a big black man that I didn’t recognize. I entered the lobby and looked around for Jevon Horton. Some of my wife’s co-workers smiled and nodded at me. Being intelligent and drop-dead gorgeous, Ana was quite popular. They recognize me as her husband. 
 
    I sighed when I didn’t see Jevon Horton, so I just walked towards my wife. She still wasn’t looking in my direction. She was beaming and smiling while talking to the big man I didn’t recognize. The man said something funny, perhaps a joke or a hilarious story. Ana laughed and covered her mouth. She hit his shoulder lightly. My wife was blushing. She and this mysterious new man was standing comfortably close to each other. 
 
    I walked slowly towards them. My wife looked fantastic, as she always does. She was wearing a white slim-fit blouse, a high-waisted red pencil skirt, and pointed-toe pumps. The short tight skirt showed the enticing curve of her round and firm ass. Her perfect hair was down and cascaded beautifully past her shoulders. I noticed that some men were also staring at her.  
 
    When I was only a couple of meters away from them, I finally recognized the man my wife was talking to. It was Jevon Horton. Her boss. The man that I was looking for. 
 
    He is bigger now. He looked enormous, like a goddamn mountain.  
 
    But, I only saw him a couple of months ago. I remembered what he looked like then. He was thin with messy hair, and he was wearing thick glasses. He was a little hunched over like he was tired and carrying something heavy on his back. He looked like a nerd.  
 
    This Jevon Horton, who was talking to my wife, looks like he does five sets of two hundred kilograms benchpress before breakfast. His broad shoulders and monstrous arms were stretching the outfit he was wearing. His head is shaved, and he has a thick beard. It looks like his muscles have their own muscles. A man can’t change so drastically in just a few months.  
 
    I jogged my memory, remembering the last time I met my wife’s boss. It was only four months ago. No. That wasn’t it. The last time I met the man was during their company’s Christmas party held in Sudbury. It was more than a year ago already. I remembered Ana mentioning something about Jevon hitting the gym. She sounded impressed. She said he shifted to a healthier lifestyle. I don’t know if you can call this healthy. Jevon has the appearance of a man who was eating red meat five times a day then drinking five liters of protein shake after.  
 
    Jevon Horton grinned and nodded at me when he saw me approaching. Ana turned to me and smiled.  
 
    “Hey, babe,” I said when I was finally beside her. We kissed, and I put an arm around her shoulders.  
 
    “Hey, babe. You are a little early,” Ana said softly. She kissed my lips again. 
 
    “Yeah. The traffic was a little lighter this afternoon.” 
 
    “Hey, Martin,” Jevon said confidently. 
 
    “Hey, Jevon,” I said. “You look a little, uhhh, different,” I told him. 
 
    “Yeah, man. Just gained a little weight,” he snickered. “Nice to meet you again, man. We were just talking about you.” 
 
    “Really?” I said. “What about?” I looked at Ana. She was looking at her hands and blushing a little. 
 
    “You know just . . . things,” Jevon shrugged, like Martin Hallet as a topic was not really of much importance.  
 
    “Oh, All right. Well, you know, I’m just here to pick my wife up. So I guess its time for us to go and . . .” 
 
    “Hey, man. How are you?” Jevon asked me, oblivious that I was already trying to end the conversation and leave. He was looking at my wife’s tits.  
 
    “I’m good, man. Everything’s fine.” 
 
    “Really? Everything’s good?” 
 
    “Uhhh. Yeah.” 
 
    “That’s good to hear,” Jevon said. He looked around and smiled at Simone, the pretty receptionist. Simone smiled back at him. She tucked her hair behind one ear. Using her fingers, she tapped her phone on the desk, and Jevon nodded. He winked at her. 
 
    “Oh,” Ana said suddenly, and we both looked at her.  
 
    “What is it, babe?” I asked her. 
 
    “I forgot my phone at my office. I’m just going to get it. I’ll be quick,” Ana said. She didn’t open her bag. 
 
    “Oh. All right. Do you want me to come with you?” I asked my wife. 
 
    “No, it’s fine. It will be just a minute, and I’ll be right back.” She kissed me again. She and Jevon exchanged a quick glance, and then she went inside the elevator. Her office was on the fourteenth floor. Jevon watched her ass as she entered the elevator. 
 
    “Fucking fantastic,” Jevon said with a smile. I didn’t say anything. “In everything she does, Ana is amazing.” 
 
    “Yes, that is true.” 
 
    “Everyone in our department loves your wife. Even the directors. Mike Traugott and Jonas Calvert. They talked to me two weeks ago, and they said they want me to accelerate Ana. Mike and Jonas invited her to dinner, and then the day after that, those two guys talked to me about fast-tracking your wife’s career. Imagine that.” 
 
    “Dinner?” I looked at Jevon’s face. “Ana told me it was a work meeting.” 
 
    “Well, it was both. I’m sure work was discussed,” Jevon smirked. “My point is, Ana is so fucking easy to like. She’s smart. She’s a knockout and looks absolutely ravishing. Every man in the department fantasizes about her. Every man. So, you’re a lucky guy, Martin, but the thing is . . .” 
 
    “Hey . . .” I started saying. I stood straighter and pumped my chest out. This was now the proper time to talk about the dick pic he sent and express my disapproval. 
 
    “But the thing is,” Jevon continued, uninterested in what I was going to say. “Do you know how lucky you are?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I said, do you know how lucky you are?” 
 
    “About Ana? Yes. Of course. I know how lucky I am.” 
 
    “Do you? Really?” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow. Why is he asking me these things? “Yes,” I said. 
 
    “She’s the one who asked for it, you know,” Jevon said with a grin. 
 
    “What are you talking about.” 
 
    “Your wife,” Jevon continued, “asked me for a picture of my dick.” 
 
    “I don’t . . . I don’t believe you.” 
 
    “Ana asked to see my dick, so I sent her a photo.” 
 
    I stared at Jevon’s face to see if he was serious. 
 
    “Yeah, man. You know I am telling the truth. We were talking inside her office. It was just the two of us. Ana was sitting on her chair while I was standing and discussing something with her. I already forgot what it was, but I remember that she was always glancing at my cock,” Jevon sneered. “So I asked her if she wanted to see it.” 
 
    “What did my wife say?” 
 
    “She said no . . . at first. I thought that was it. Then while I was leaving, she told me that it had been a long time since someone sent her a dick pic,” he said with a grin.  
 
    “So she didn’t directly ask you to send a picture then,” I said. I was partly relieved. My wife’s words were suggestive, but it didn’t sound as bad as Jevon wanted me to believe. 
 
    “If you say so, man,” Jevon said with a shrug. “The day after receiving the picture of my dick, Ana gave me a blowjob under my desk.” 
 
    My head snapped at him. “What did you say?” 
 
    “Damn, you always want me to repeat what I’m saying, huh. I said, your wife gave me a blowjob after I sent the picture. The following day. It was during lunchtime. Ana was wearing that cute pink dress. She went to my office, closed the door, then went under my desk. She tied her hair into a ponytail first. Ana was fucking hot with my dick in her mouth. She blew me straight for an hour. I guessed my cock really impressed her, huh. So, your beautiful wife ate my cum for lunch. And, hey, man, look at my face. Tell me I’m lying." 
 
    I didn’t look at his face. I was looking at the floor, trying to gauge how I felt about this. I was jealous and a little mad. I imagined my wife, the love of my life, slobbering on this man’s huge cock, choking on it while small tears formed in her eyes. The thought, oh god, the thought was making me hard. 
 
    There were a lot of people now in the lobby of the building. Employees were going home. Some of them greeted Jevon. Some asked him quick questions about matters related to work. I was standing beside him. I felt like the ground would eat me up. Jevon didn’t talk to me for the next five minutes. He was letting me digest what he had just said, letting me do my own assessment if there was truth in it. Or if he was simply being a sadist and playing mind games with the husband of the hottest woman in this company. 
 
    “Did . . . did you fuck her? Did you fuck my wife?” I finally asked him.  
 
    He smiled broadly. “Well, there’s the good news,” he said. 
 
    The good news? How could there be good news in all of these?“After she gave me a blowjob, I pulled her up and ripped the blouse that she was wearing. She was so fucking horny already. I could see it in her eyes . . . but she stopped me. She said she wasn’t ready to go that far. Not yet. She said I couldn’t fuck her unless. . .” 
 
    “Unless? Unless what?” I asked. 
 
    “Unless you gave her your permission,” Jevon said seriously. “So, I ask again. To have a wife like that, do you know how lucky you are?” 
 
    I wasn’t able to answer Jevon because by that time, the elevator had already opened, and there was Ana. She was smiling while waving her phone. “Found it,” she said to us happily. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
    “Hey, you’re a little quiet,” Ana said when we were in the car on our way home.  
 
    I looked at Ana. There was a look of curiosity and concern on her face. Should I tell her what Jevon told me? Was he telling the truth, or was he just having fun with me? I didn’t really know the man. I didn’t know if he was a good man or a bad one. The best course of action here was to trust my wife. 
 
    I smiled at her lovingly. “Am I? Well, I was just thinking about work.” 
 
    Ana reached and rubbed the back of my neck and my hair. Her hand was soft and gentle. The gesture was calming. “Is Arturo giving you a hard time? Is this about the Hudson project?” 
 
    “Hmmm. A little. But don’t worry about it, babe. I can handle it,” I said to her. I rubbed her legs. “What do you want for dinner? Would you like to cook, or should we just order something from Chicken Joe’s?” 
 
    “Hmmm,” Ana said. She tapped her cheek with her finger. “I’m a little tired today. Just a little. I think it will be a Chicken Joe’s night tonight.” 
 
    “Chicken Joe’s it is then,” I said lightly. 
 
    Was she tired today because, aside from her work, she was also giving Jevon his daily dose of blowjobs? I asked myself this question when we were finally in bed and after we had just finished three rounds of intense fucking. I looked at my pretty wife. Ana was asleep beside me. 
 
    Yes, Jevon told me they hadn’t fucked yet, which was reassuring, at least. That was something I could believe. But blowjobs are not off-limits. But, then, what else is not off-limits?  
 
    Their offices are beside each other. I could picture Jevon calling my wife to come to his office. He would close the door and lock it, and then he would ask Ana to take off her clothes, and then he would begin to play with her luscious tits. I could see that happening. That was a real possibility. 
 
    Fine, you beautiful slut, Jevon probably said to her, if you don’t want to have sex, how about giving me a nice titfuck instead. You have the tits for it. And my wife, agreeable and gullible woman she is in regards to sex, would readily agree. She’d kneel down on the carpeted floor and take Jevon’s massive cock in her tits, and then she would begin moving her body up and down. I could picture Jevon showering her tits and face and hair with his thick cum. 
 
    How did it start? It is easy to lust after Ana. It wouldn’t matter to most men even if she’s married. A man will desire her the first moment he sees her. And Jevon sees her almost every day at work. I could imagine him undressing Ana with his eyes every time he talked to her. Following the sexy sway of her lips when she was walking. Staring at the perfect shape of her tits. Licking his lips at the sight of Ana’s long legs, especially when she wore her short pencil skirts. Smelling her hair while pressing his hard dick on her butt.  
 
    Jevon probably seduced her. He was seducing her even before he sent the dick pic. Ana sees the good in everyone. Jevon was probably making moves, and Ana was unaware of his intentions until it was too late. The dick pic, however, was the one that sealed the deal. 
 
    I looked at my wife sleeping beside me. She looked like an angel. I imagined Jevon slapping her pretty face again and again with his humongous cock. I imagined him telling her to swallow.  
 
    Ana was wearing a pink cotton nightie. Thinking about what Jevon was likely doing with her at the office made me hard again. I faced her and started rubbing her legs. Her eyes were still closed. The nightie had a very low neckline. I could see one of her nipples. 
 
    I moved my hand upwards slowly, feeling her smooth thighs with my fingertips. I slipped my hand inside her nightie. My wife wasn’t wearing any panties. I moved my hand slowly, and I cupped her lovely pussy. Using my thumb, I ran circles on her clit. 
 
    “Hmmm, baby . . .” Ana said with a smile. Her eyes were still closed. She moaned when I slipped two fingers inside her. My wife gets wet so easily. I pulled down my shorts, and she smiled when she saw how hard I was. She reached down and started stroking my cock. “Hello . . .” she said softly while looking at my dick.  
 
    “I want to fuck you,” I grunted.  
 
    “Yes, love, please,” Ana said to me. Lust had already replaced the sleep from her eyes. I love how easy it is to get her turned on. I turned her to one side and slid my dick inside her warm and soaked pussy. Sliding into her is heaven. I started moving in and out of her while squeezing her marvelous tits. 
 
    “Yes, babe, just like that,” Ana murmured. 
 
    Jevon would stretch her. If I gave Jevon my permission to fuck Ana, he would stretch her pussy to the limit, which would make her crazy. She'd be addicted to his cock. I kissed her neck and started fucking her faster. I remembered Ana standing beside her boss in the lobby the other day. She looked petite and vulnerable beside him. He towered over her. His arms were as big as her body. I should not give them my permission. Jevon would own my wife if I allowed them to fuck even for a single time. Since they work in the same building, Jevon would just fuck her anytime he wanted. She wouldn’t be able to escape his charms. Jevon would make sure that she’d spend most of her working days bouncing on his cock or on her knees, diligently sucking his cum from his full balls. 
 
    “Yes, deeper, please,” Ana whimpered. 
 
    I came as an image flashed through my head. An image of my wife bent over her boss’ oak office table wearing nothing but her red heels and wedding ring while getting fucked again and again like a slut. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
    “Hey, babe,” Ana said to me from the phone. It was five in the afternoon. My work in the office was already finished for the day. I already emailed our affiliate in Singapore the technical specs for the hydroelectric dam project. I had some other documents on my plate that I needed to review, but that could wait until the next day. 
 
    “Hey, baby,” I said. “I’m finished here. So, I’ll be there in a couple of minutes to pick you up. I’m thinking. For dinner, let’s try that newly-opened French-themed restaurant at Summer Street.” 
 
    “Oh yes. I’d love that. I think its called la Feuille de la Comete. Stacie told me the other day that the food there is delicious,” Ana said happily, then she paused. “But, I’m sorry, baby, I have to do some overtime tonight. Jevon told me that we have to present the Redmond proposal tomorrow, so we have to finish the presentation tonight.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said. I looked at the wallpaper on my laptop. It was a picture of me and Ana taken during our honeymoon in the Maldives. “But, you didn’t bring your car. What time do you think you’ll be done? I can pick you up then.” I suggested. 
 
    She paused again. Her background was silent. She spoke after five seconds. “I’m not sure. Jevon and I might be here until midnight. But we’ll try our best to finish by ten. He said he would just drive me home when we're done.” 
 
    An image flashed again in my mind. I imagined Ana kneeling on the floor while Jevon was standing. He was gripping my wife’s hair while she was licking his balls. 
 
    “Babe?” Ana said. 
 
    “Yes. Yes. I’m still here. So, your boss will just, ummm, drive you home? He said that?” 
 
    “Yes. I mean, you can pick me up if you want. But, you’ll have to drive back again, and I’m worried that you’ll be too tired,” Ana said gently. 
 
    Our house is only half an hour away from her office. Traffic is usually very light after rush hour, so picking her up wouldn’t be tiring for me at all.  
 
    “Uhhh, sure. I guess I’ll just wait for you at the house. I’m going straight home. But, you know, send me a text every hour.” 
 
    “Will do, love. Jevon’s already calling me back to the office. I’ll text you again in a little bit,” she said softly. 
 
    It was hard to concentrate after that. I didn’t want to go home. By eight in the evening, most of the employees of Zalltech-Falmer, my wife’s company, would have gone home already. This meant that Ana would be alone with the man who sent her a dick pic, the man who would very much love to fuck her.  
 
    I shook my head. I stood up and drank a glass of water from the pantry. I went back into my office and turned my laptop on again. I’d rather stay in my office than wait for my wife at our house. I’d finish some work scheduled for tomorrow to pass the time. I’d wait for her message, then when Ana was done with her presentation, I would pick her up. I didn’t want to let Jevon drive her home. 
 
    I remembered when we were still in college, and she was dating my roommate Terrel Carter. Terrel Carter would fuck her all night while I was in the other room listening to them. They would start at around nine or ten, and they would finish at about four in the morning. There was a time that Terrel fucked her so hard she couldn’t walk properly after. But she never stopped coming to our apartment. Ana was addicted to my roommate’s cock. It took a long time before she could move on from him. I was worried that Jevon might have the same effect on her. I shook my head. What am I thinking? I trust my wife. She wouldn’t fuck Jevon. 
 
    Unless you let her, Jevon’s snickering voice in my mind said. 
 
    I didn’t receive any message from my wife after an hour. Maybe she was just busy. She told me before that their department was prioritizing the Redmond account. Ana sounded sincere when she was calling me earlier. I could picture my wife sitting on her swivel chair, entirely focused and editing and reviewing data on her laptop. I could also imagine my gorgeous wife on the office couch with her legs open while Jevon’s tongue was licking her sensitive clit, making her whimper and squirm. 
 
    I waited for another hour, and I still didn’t receive any message from my wife. Another hour passed, there was still nothing. She was probably busy, I thought again. She’s the kind of woman who gets lost in her work. 
 
    Then suddenly, my phone vibrated on the table. I stopped what I was doing and immediately looked at it. The message that arrived wasn’t from Ana. It was from Jevon. The message simply said, “Ana’s Dinner,” and a picture was attached to it. I hesitated to open the photo. I looked at the phone in my hand for a full minute. I breathed deeply, and then I stood up and looked at the window. It was a clear night. Cars filled the streets. People were walking around, going to their homes, having dinner, or looking for the nearest bar. Saint Michael is an old city. Its design and architecture can be considered classic. It is not as modern as Arkport or as industrialized as Vridpool. Still, it is the loveliest city in the whole country. 
 
    I went back to my seat, took my phone from the table, and clicked on the picture. My heart stopped at what I saw. It was a picture of my wife with Jevon’s cock in her mouth. I couldn’t breathe. I looked at it again. The image was cut from the bridge of her nose up. So, it only showed her pretty red lips being stretched by Jevon’s thick black cock. But was it really her? I couldn’t see Ana’s eyes, and the photo was a bit grainy. I assumed it was my wife. Why else would Jevon send this photo if it wasn’t Ana? What was he playing at? It could be Ana, though. Or it could just be a picture that Jevon downloaded from the internet and sent to me. Still, her lips resemble Ana’s. This is what her lips look like every time she’s eagerly sucking me off. What the hell am I doing convincing myself that the woman in this photo is my wife? 
 
    No. This has got to stop. I couldn’t be here while my wife was alone with her boss in her office. I stood up, put my phone in my pocket, closed my laptop, and put on my jacket. I would go into her office and wait for her there. If something was happening, I wanted to see and stop it. I went down the elevator and got into my car.  
 
    There were less than a dozen cars in the parking lot of the building where my wife works. Most of the employees had already left. I chose the parking space near the entrance. I looked at the photo that Jevon sent before exiting my car. The security guy recognized me, and I told him that I was there to pick up my wife. 
 
    “Ana Hallet,” he beamed. 
 
    “Yeah. That’s my wife. Ana Hallet,” I said. 
 
    “She’s nice and kind,” the security, whose name is Dominguez, said. 
 
    “Yes, she is.” 
 
    “She gives me a gift every Christmas. She also gives one for my wife.” Dominguez said while typing my name on the computer, registering me as a visitor. 
 
    “Really? Well, I’m not surprised,” I said proudly. 
 
    “Also,” Dominguez said before I entered the elevator, “your wife has the most fantastic ass I have ever seen." 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
    I pressed the elevator button for the fourteenth floor. The elevator moved up smoothly. I was alone inside it. I turned right when I exited and walked into the hallway. My wife’s office is near the end of the hallway, beside the corner office. I walked past through the cubicles. These are the ones being used by the analysts and the support staff, but it was empty. It was already late, and the employees had already left, at least on this side of the building. 
 
    I paused when I reached the gray door of my wife’s office. It was slightly open. I looked at the door of the office beside it, which was Jevon’s office. It was fully closed. I breathed deeply. I readied myself for what I was about to find behind this door. I opened it slowly and found Ana and Jevon. 
 
    They were, well, they were sitting on the office sofa and talking. They were fully clothed. Jevon was holding some documents while Ana was pointing something at her laptop, which was on top of the glass table. They were working. 
 
    “Errr . . . hello,” I said. 
 
    They looked at me standing by the door. They look surprised. Then, Jevon grinned at me, and then Ana smiled. She stood up and walked to me, and embraced me. “Hey, baby. I miss you. Why didn’t you text me that you were coming?” 
 
    “Yeah. Right. Sorry. You’re still working?” I said. “I could come back. Or I’ll just go down and wait for you in the lobby or at the visitor’s lounge,” I said to my wife. 
 
    Ana didn’t answer immediately. She hugged me tightly. She looked at me, studying my face. Then, she looked at Jevon quizzically. Like the answer to my question would depend on his decision.  
 
    Jevon stood up and walked to me, and patted me on the shoulder. His hands were heavy. “No. No. We are nearly done,” Jevon looked at his watch. “Actually, we are already done.” 
 
    I looked at my wife. “So, we can go home now?” 
 
    “Maybe a little later, buddy,” Jevon said to me. Why is he the one answering questions that I asked my wife?  
 
    “I still have some minor things to discuss with Ana here,” Jevon said. He put a hand below her waist, very close to her round butt. My wife was wearing a short red skirt and a pink blouse. She looked at him. Then Jevon let go of my wife’s waist and then sat on one of the office chairs near the sofa.  
 
    “Please come inside, Martin, and close the door. Lock it if you want. But nobody will bother the three of us. I already told Dominguez below not to let anyone on this part of the building if you arrive. He owes me. So, yeah, no one will bother us here. No janitors, no security, no maintenance men. Just the three of us,” Jevon said. 
 
    What is this guy talking about? I thought. I sat on the sofa, and my wife sat beside me. Ana shut her laptop down and closed it. Jevon put down the papers that he was holding earlier on the table. He stood up and took a light blue paper bag from under his desk. 
 
    “This is no big deal,” Jevon said. “Ana and I, we’ve already finished the presentation for the Redmond account. And I think the client will be very impressed with what we’re going to show them tomorrow. What do you think, Ana?” Jevon asked my wife. He sat down on the couch, and it creaked upon receiving his enormous weight. He put the paper bag that he was holding between his feet. I looked at the blue paper bag. There was no logo outside it. It looked plain. It was hard to determine what was inside that bag. 
 
    My wife clasped her hands on top of her thighs. She looked very professional sitting beside me. She looked heavenly. She also stared at the paper bag, but only for a second. “Yes, Jevon. I agree. I think we really did a good job tonight,” she said softly. 
 
    I coughed and looked at my wife’s office. It is nearly perfect in its square shape. There is a large glass window to see the city below, but the shades were closed. My wife’s office is clean and organized. There is a small bookshelf on the side filled with marketing and sales books. The largest piece of furniture was the office sofa where Ana and I were sitting. I leaned back. This sofa was very comfortable. I wondered if Jevon and Ana had already made out on this sofa. 
 
    “You should be proud of your wife, Martin,” Jevon said to me. 
 
    What? Why was he sitting there like a marriage counselor and giving us marriage advice?  
 
    “Uhhh. Yes. I am proud of my wife. Always,” I said. Ana looked at me, gave me a sweet smile, and squeezed my hand. She had a red mark above her cleavage. It looked like a kiss mark. Was it from me? Did I give her a kiss mark last night when we were fucking. I looked at the red mark again. This one looked fresh. Were they making out before I arrived? I looked at my wife longer. She was blushing a little. Her hair also looked a little messy. She saw me staring, and she brushed her hair with her hand.  
 
    Did Dominguez, the security guy, call Jevon when I was going up in the elevator. If my wife and Jevon were really making out, then there was a big possibility that the photo Jevon sent me was authentic. My lovely wife, who was sitting beside me and holding my hand, really sucked this man’s cock. No. I wouldn’t believe that. I had no solid evidence. 
 
    “But, I think we should go now,” I said politely. “It's already late . . .” I started to stand up.  
 
    “So, to show my appreciation for all of your wife’s hard work, I bought her a gift,” Jevon suddenly said. 
 
    “Oh. That’s nice. Is that it?” Ana cutely pointed at the paper bag. 
 
    I sat back down. What is this? Giving a gift for a job well done? Was that normal office practice? If an employee is performing well, then appreciating her hard work should be shown by giving her higher ratings during a performance review, or promoting her, or increasing her salary and bonuses. Not buying a gift, putting it on a paper bag, and giving it to her while her husband was sitting beside her inside her office at ten o’clock in the evening. 
 
    “What is it?” Ana asked her boss, excited. 
 
    “Open it,” Jevon said. 
 
    “Is it full of cash?” I asked Jevon. 
 
    “Yes, man. Fifty thousand dollars, to be exact,” Jevon answered. Then he smiled and crossed his legs. “I’m kidding, buddy. Just open it, Ana.” 
 
    It was a little black dress.  
 
    Ana put the paper bag on the floor. She then stood up and held the black dress on her body. The dress looked expensive, and it also seemed very short. “It’s gorgeous,” Ana smiled. In her closet at our house, she already has dozens of dresses like these. Yet her smile to Jevon and her appreciation of his gift was genuine. “It’s gorgeous. Thank you, Jevon,” she said. 
 
    “It’s a dress,” I commented.  
 
    “Amazing power of observation you have there, buddy,” Jevon said to me. 
 
    I shrugged. I appreciated Jevon giving a gift to my wife. But why a dress of all things?  
 
    “What do you think, baby?” Ana asked me.  
 
    “It looks, errr, it looks beautiful, I guess,” I said, then looked at my watch. It was already late, and it was time for me and Ana to go home. I stood up from the sofa. Jevon and Ana looked at me. 
 
    “Why don’t you try it on?” Jevon said to my wife. He subtly licked his lips. “Wear it and see if it fits nicely.” 
 
    “Here?” Ana asked Jevon. 
 
    “Yes, here, Ana. Go to the restroom and wear it, and Martin over here and I will check if that dress really looks good on you.” 
 
    My wife didn’t say anything. I looked at Jevon. He was grinning. He was sitting, relaxed, and fully confident.  
 
    “I don’t think that’s really needed, man,” I said. 
 
    “Let's ask your wife,” Jevon said with a smile. He was hungrily looking at my wife’s body. “What do you think, Ana? Try it on? Wear it for us?” Jevon was turning on all the charms.  
 
    "Babe?" Ana asked me.  
 
    I sat back down. I looked at the closed door and the window shades. The room was well-lighted. I could hear my breath. I could feel the familiar heat building inside my pants.  
 
    "I guess it's all right," I heard myself saying.  
 
    "Good, man," Jevon said. My wife stood up and hurriedly went to her office's restroom, clutching the dress on her chest. She looked back at me before entering, and then she closed the door.  
 
    Five minutes passed before I spoke. "Is it her?" I asked Jevon. He was looking at his phone, watching a basketball clip. 
 
    "Huh?" Jevon looked up. 
 
    "The woman on the picture you sent me earlier. Is it really Ana? Is it my wife?" I asked him, trying to keep my voice calm. I was looking at the door of the restroom. 
 
    "The one who was giving me a blowjob, you mean." Jevon grinned at me and then put his phone back in his pocket. "Well, what do you think?" 
 
    "I don’t know what to think," I said, looking at my hands. 
 
    "I think you already know the answer to that. What will happen tonight will just simply be a confirmation." 
 
    I didn’t answer him. 
 
    “Listen,” Jevon said. “I am the least important person in this room tonight. Everything that will happen going forward will be for her,” Jevon pointed at the door of the restroom. “She will thank you for what you are going to allow to happen. Ana will not say it to you, but she will be thankful all her life. And she will love you more,” Jevon said seriously. His elbows were on his thighs. 
 
    “She already loves me,” I said. 
 
    “Yes, and she will love you more. How about that?” Jevon grinned.  
 
    “So you are saying that Ana will thank me if I let you fuck her?” What kind of reasoning is that? 
 
    Jevon didn’t answer my question because Ana finally opened the restroom’s wooden door. She did it slowly. I was breathing hard. I noticed that Jevon was also breathing hard. She was staring at my wife with intensity. The walls of this room are thick as well as the windows. No one would hear us from outside. Aside from our breathing and the sound of the restroom door opening, the room was silent. 
 
    “So,” Ana asked shyly, “how do I look?” 
 
    “Fucking sensational,” Jevon said with a wide grin. He licked his lips and took off his suit. 
 
    “Babe?” Ana looked at me. She was blushing intensely. “What do you think?” She did a little twirl. 
 
    “Jeezus,” I murmured. The little black dress was very little indeed. It was a backless mini dress that was so short and so tight. It clung seductively to her hourglass-shaped body. The dress highlighted every sexy curve, from her yummy tits to her narrow waist and firm ass. Her lustrous hair was down, cascading on her back. She also put on her large, silver hoop earrings.  
 
    Ana started walking towards us. I swallowed, staring at her long, supermodel legs.  
 
    “My god, you’re stunning,” I said.  
 
    “Come here, Ana, sit on my lap,” Jevon ordered her. 
 
    My wife didn’t move immediately. She just stood there looking at me with her hands behind her back. She looked so heartbreakingly innocent. She was waiting for me to decide. The three of us here knew what it would mean if I didn’t stop this right now, if I allowed her to sit on her boss’ lap. Our relationship as husband and wife would change forever if I gave her my permission to sit on Jevon’s lap.  
 
    “Sit on your boss’ lap, Ana,” I heard myself saying. My heart was beating so fast now, and my fingers were slightly shaking.  
 
    She smiled at me and mouthed I love you and then she walked enticingly to Jevon and sat on his thick lap. Jevon looked like a giant with his massive arms and upper body. Ana embraced his neck and looked back at me with teasing eyes. 
 
    My beautiful wife looked so petite and vulnerable beside him. 
 
    Jevon grinned at me and then started rubbing Ana’s flawless legs. His palms are big and rough. Ana inhaled deeply. I couldn’t say anything. My body felt hot, my throat was dry, and my cock was iron-hard in my pants. 
 
    Jevon grinned wider when his hands finally reached under the very short hemline of the little black dress that she was wearing. Ana moaned lightly and closed her eyes.  
 
    "Man," Jevon said to me, "your wife is not wearing any panties, and she's already soaking wet. She's basically dripping." 
 
    "Really?" I said in a low voice. 
 
    "Yeah," Jevon said, then whispered to Ana. "Open your legs a little, baby."  
 
    She did as she was told, her arms still wrapped tightly around Jevon's thick neck.  
 
    "Ohhh . . ." Ana moaned and then bit her lower lip when Jevon slid his big middle finger inside her. He let it stay there for a few seconds, then he pulled it out and put it on her mouth. Ana opened her eyes and sucked his finger while staring at me. I rubbed my cock while watching them.  
 
    When Jevon was satisfied, he put it again inside her pussy. But this time, he slid two fingers inside her. He started fucking her with them. My wife couldn’t do anything but moan and squirm. Her juices were dripping down between her thighs and wetting Jevon's pants. She began thrusting her hips while still sitting on his lap. Jevon wrapped his other arm around her body so that she wouldn’t fall. 
 
    "Oh. Oh. I'm coming," Ana cried. And while she was coming and her sweet body was shaking, Jevon grabbed her hair, pulled her mouth to his, and ravenously kissed her. Ana opened her eyes and met his hungry tongue. They kissed until she was almost out of breath.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
    Jevon fucked my wife so hard that they broke the office sofa. When that happened, I was sitting on the office chair, sweat dripping down my neck and forehead while furiously stroking my cock. 
 
    But before that, Jevon fucked her mouth. And he fucked her mouth hard. 
 
    After making my wife come with his fingers, Jevon told Ana to kneel on the carpeted floor. She was still shaking from her orgasm, but she immediately followed what he said.  
 
    "Are you all right, baby," I asked my wife. She was still wearing the dress, but the thin strap had fallen down her shoulders. Her glorious tits were out. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Ana looked at me, smiled shyly, and nodded.  
 
    She started to say something, but then Jevon grabbed her hair and suddenly slapped her beautiful face with his enormous cock. I thought Ana would get mad, but she just looked at her boss, and then she closed her eyes and put her tongue out. He slapped her face again and again, and Ana accepted it. She was even moaning while his cock was hitting her cheeks and tongue and lips.  
 
    I stroked my cock as I watched Jevon give my wife a furious mouthfuck.  
 
    He grabbed her head with both large hands, and he just went all the way. He fucked her mouth like he was fucking her pussy.  
 
    “Look how she loves it,” Jevon said to no one in particular. 
 
    My wife’s tears and drool fell on the carpeted floor. After ten minutes, I stood up from the sofa to finally stop him. But Ana opened her eyes, looked at me, and shook her head. Jevon simply grinned at me.  
 
    My wife was still reeling from the face-fucking that she had just received when Jevon carried her to the sofa where I was sitting. I transferred to another seat while holding my cock.  
 
    Jevon laid Ana on the sofa, spread her legs, and devoured her pussy. 
 
    “Oh my god! So good!” Ana cried in pleasure, arching her back while grabbing his shaved head. She looked in my direction, but her eyes were unfocused. Jevon ate her like she was his last meal on earth. He mouthfucked her for ten minutes, so he ate her pussy for twenty. Ana came again and again. She came so violently at one point that her feet involuntarily hit Jevon on the face. Jevon laughed, wiped his chin, and resumed feasting on her pussy.  
 
    “You know I’ve never fucked Ana,” Jevon said. He was fully naked now. He was standing with his hands on his hips while my wife was kneeling on the floor, stroking his large cock, and sucking his balls.  
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “I’ve never fucked her. I told you that a couple of days ago, buddy,” Jevon smirked at me. Then he looked down at my wife, who was sucking his pre-cum, “Ana, tell your husband Martin that we haven't fucked yet.” 
 
    My wife nodded and then looked at me. Her hair was a mess, and she was blushing. Her cheeks and chin were wet with Jevon’s precum and her own saliva. She looked like the world's prettiest slut. I stroked my cock a little faster.  
 
    “Baby, Jevon hasn’t fucked me. Not yet,” she said softly to me. She kept stroking Jevon’s cock while she was saying this to me. It was so big that her hands couldn’t fully wrap around it. Then she resumed sucking. She looked mesmerized and utterly addicted to it. There was longing in her expression. She couldn’t fully fit all of it inside her mouth, of course. Yet, she sucked his dick like her life depended on it. 
 
    Jevon pulled away from her and took one step back. She looked sad when his cock left her mouth. She didn’t move, following him with her eyes.  
 
    "I'll fuck you, Ana," Jevon said. He looked gigantic, like he was sucking all the oxygen in the room. Jevon looked at me and winked as if he was saying, "Hey, Martin, watch this." 
 
    "I'll fuck you," Jevon repeated, "but you'll have to beg for it first, Ana," he said to my wife. 
 
    None of us spoke for a few seconds. Ana glanced at me. She was panting, and her mouth was partly open.  My wife looked in love with her boss' cock. She looked in love with him.  
 
    "If you want this cock, then you'll have to beg for it, baby," Jevon said, directly looking at her eyes. "You have to beg like the slut that you are." 
 
    Ana got down on the floor in her hands and knees. She turned her back to Jevon, offering him her fantastic ass and dripping pussy. She brushed her hair back with her hands. She looked at me first, then looked at Jevon's grinning face. 
 
    "Fuck me, please, sir? I need your cock inside me. Right now. Please?" Ana pleaded.  
 
    "Well, you got me convinced, baby. I mean, who in the whole world can fucking resist you? Turn towards your husband. Let him see your face while I'm fucking your brains out," Jevon ordered her. He went down on the floor and lined his veiny cock at the waiting entrance of her pussy. "Watch every second of this, buddy. I'm gonna fuck your wife," he said to me. "I'm gonna fuck her hard." 
 
    He did fuck her hard.  
 
    "Oh my . . . baby," Ana looked at me when Jevon began sinking into her and started stretching her. "God, Martin, baby, he's sooo big. He's filling me up. Ohhh . . ." 
 
    I was breathing fast and hard. This moment would be etched in my brain forever.  
 
    "Slowly, man," I said to Jevon. 
 
    "Hey, Ana," he asked my wife. "Do you want it slow?" 
 
    Ana didn’t look at me. She was looking down. She shook her head. "No, Jevon, do it hard, please. Do me hard." 
 
    "See?" Jevon looked back at me, then he reached out and grabbed my wife's lustrous hair and pulled it back. 
 
    He slammed into her. Ana cried loudly in pleasure when Jevon's massive cock completely filled her pussy. 
 
    "Perfect. Just fucking perfect," Jevon grunted. "Honest to god. Your wife's pussy is the best. It's even better than my girlfriend's pussy," he laughed. 
 
    Jevon gave my wife a solid pounding while I watched. At one point, he even told me to take out my phone and video record, which I did with my left hand while I kept stroking my cock with my right. 
 
    Jevon fucked her in all positions. After pounding Ana from behind, he spread her legs and went on top of her. My wife embraced him, and they kissed. The kiss made me jealous as much as the actual fucking. Jevon was so massive that it made her almost disappear when she was under him. He pinned my wife to the bed, and there was nothing she could do but mewl and moan and writhe under him. He squeezed her glorious tits and sucked her hard nipples hungrily. The office was filled with the slurping sound of his thick cock fucking Ana's sopping pussy. 
 
    Then, without pulling his cock out of her, they changed position. Ana was now on top of him. Her perfect tits bounced wildly as she rode him. Jevon grabbed her hips and moved her up and down, rocking her back and forth faster and harder. Ana was out of control now. Jevon moved her body like she weighed nothing. Ana held tightly on his large arms for support. I looked at my pretty wife. She looked wrecked, disheveled. Her eyes were fluttering and hazy due to countless orgasm. 
 
    "Fuck yeah!" Jevon said. Then he slowed down. He was breathing fast and hard, and then he looked in my direction.  
 
    "Get behind her, buddy," he told me. "Let's get this party started." 
 
    What? I thought that the party was already starting? 
 
    But I know what he meant. My wife brushed her hair back weakly and smiled at me. She reached out for me with her hand, motioning for me to join them.  
 
    She rubbed my cheeks first and then gave me a quick kiss before I entered her. 
 
    "Oh yesss," Ana moaned. "You guys are so good to me. I could get addicted to this." 
 
    Jevon and I fucked Ana with all our strength that night. She came countless times when we pounded her at the same time. We kept fucking her even while she was coming. I grabbed her hair and pulled it back and kissed her neck while Jevon mashed her tits with his large palms.  
 
    We stood up. The restroom had a small shower stall, and we went inside it without pulling our cocks from my wife. Ana moaned while we walked and carried her. We could barely fit inside the stall, but we made it work. Jevon turned on the shower, and then we resumed fucking my wife in the same position.  
 
    “Oh god. Oh god. Oh god,” Ana kept moaning while we pounded her. Though my wife’s pussy is marvelous, Jevon and I didn’t have unlimited energy. Every time I felt myself near the edge, I would slow down and begin kissing the back of her neck. Jevon did the same thing. He would rest for a minute and play with my wife’s tits. Jevon and I didn’t say anything to each other, but we treated fucking Ana as a competition to find out who would last longer and who would blow the first load. 
 
    We were in that tight shower stall for half an hour. In all that time, Ana’s feet didn’t reach the floor. We carried her between us. Jevon’s hands supported her thighs, and I was holding her butt. We railed her again and again. All of us were panting and wet from the water and our sweat. 
 
    “Fuck! I’m coming!” I said.  
 
    Sadly, I didn’t win the unspoken competition.  
 
    “Yes, babe, come inside me. I love you. I love your cock,” Ana said to me breathlessly. I unloaded inside her. My knees trembled, and I shut my eyes. I clenched my teeth as I filled her up.  
 
    Jevon grinned at me and raised his hand, and gave me a high-five. “You’re done, buddy,” he said to me. “Good work. Now leave us.” 
 
    I wanted to say to Jevon that no, I wouldn’t leave my wife here alone with you. But he was right. The three of us could barely fit in the stall. So, I sighed and left the two of them. 
 
    I exited the stall, leaned on the sink, and watched them, but Jevon closed the door. They were kissing each other hungrily when the door shut. I stood there and listened as Jevon fucked my wife. 
 
    They stayed there for an hour. I couldn’t believe it. I stood there and listened to Jevon's grunts and Ana's moans and whimpers. I could hear the shower and the lewd slapping sounds of their wet, naked bodies. 
 
    "Hey, buddy, you all right there outside?" Jevon called to me. "You still there?" 
 
    "Yeah, errr, I'm still here," I answered him.  
 
    "Good. Good." Jevon said pleasantly. "Ana's on her knees and sucking me again. Your wife really loves my cock, huh," he said. "Hey, Ana, stop doing that for a second and tell your husband outside how much you love my big black cock." 
 
    "Hi, babe," Ana said shyly from inside. "I love my boss' cock."  
 
    Then, the slurping sound resumed. 
 
    "Sweet wife you got here, buddy," Jevon said. "I think I'm gonna come on her face. Hey, Martin. I just remembered something. Do you know who Mike Traugott is?" 
 
    What? Why is he asking me if I know some random person's name? "No. I don’t know who that is," I said. 
 
    "Yeah. That's understandable. Mike's actually one of the directors here. He's my boss. Older than me by five years. So the other day, he came to my office and asked me for some updates on one of the projects we have on our plate. Was it something about the Lynch account, Ana? I kinda forgot. Oh sorry. You couldn’t answer because you have a cock in your mouth. But, yeah. So that’s it. Mike Traugott is my boss." 
 
    "All right. He's your boss." Is that it? 
 
    Jevon continued. "The thing was, while Mike Traugott was in my office talking about the project, Ana was under my desk and sucking my cock. It was fucking amazing. Ana didn’t even slow down. She was wearing that tight red dress. Mike and I talked for quite some time, and he had no idea that your wife was deliciously sucking me like a whore. Anyway, it's just something that I remembered." 
 
    "Oh. All right." I said. 
 
    "Oh hell," Jevon said to Ana. "I'm so near now, baby. Just keep sucking. Yeah, that’s right." 
 
    Jevon opened the door. "Watch as I give your wife a good facial, buddy," he said to me. "Here it comes!" 
 
    My wife looked at me first, then she turned back to Jevon, who was stroking his massive cock, aiming it at her beautiful face. I will never forget this moment. My wife kneeling on the floor. She was fully naked now except for her red heels and hoop earrings. Her dress was on the floor. She was wet all over.  
 
    "Fucking hell!" Jevon groaned when he started blasting. He hit Ana's face with endless ropes of cum. He jolted and grunted, and Jevon kept ejaculating. My wife accepted all of it. She opened her mouth and put her tongue out. He was showering her with his come. It was endless. Rope after rope of cum hit Ana's face and hair and tits and neck. It wasn’t just a facial. It was a full-on shower of sperm. Fuck. 
 
    When it was done, Ana licked him clean while looking at me with sultry eyes. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    It was Wednesday, and traffic was heavy again on Saint Michael City’s central hub. I was driving, and Ana was sitting beside me. She was reading some emails from her phone. 
 
    What happened that night flashed in my head.  
 
    After coming on my wife’s face inside the shower stall, Jevon took a thirty-minute rest and fucked her again. He even asked me to buy three energy drinks in the convenience store outside the building. Dominguez, the security guy, grinned at me when he saw me going back up the elevator with energy drinks and power bars in my hands. 
 
    Jevon was fucking my wife on the sofa when I came back up. He was fucking Ana so fast and hard that two of the legs of the sofa gave up. Yet, they continued fucking. They were both sweaty and naked. I handed Jevon the energy drink while he was plowing my wife.  
 
    At around two in the morning, Dominguez knocked on the office door. Jevon looked at me and asked me seriously if I wanted to let him in. Ana didn’t say anything. No, I said to Jevon and shook my head. 
 
    Jevon told Dominguez to go away. He stopped knocking, and then he was gone. Then, Jevon told Ana to wear her dress again. Her body was still shuddering due to the tremors of her multiple orgasms. I gave her an energy drink, and she finished it quickly. She thanked me, hugged me, and kissed me again. She whispered, “I love you." 
 
    Then Jevon carried her to his office and then locked the door. It took a full hour before they finally came out. 
 
    “What are you thinking?” Ana asked me sweetly. She put her phone inside her bag and then put her hand on my thigh. 
 
    “Nothing, baby,” I answered with a smile. "I’m just thinking about how gorgeous you look today." 
 
    Ana looked hot and stunning. She was wearing a white shirt, blue blazer, and a tight miniskirt. Her hair was tied in a ponytail, and she was wearing thick reading glasses. 
 
    “You know I love you, right?” I asked her. 
 
    “Of course,” she said sweetly and then kissed me torridly on the lips. The driver of the car beside us was looking.  
 
    While we were stuck in red light, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I took it out and unlocked it, and looked at the message. 
 
    The message from Jevon simply said “Yesterday,” and there was a picture attached to it. I tried my best to regulate my breathing and looked at Ana. She was looking outside, oblivious that I had just received a message from her boss. I stared at her perfect legs. I haven't opened the picture yet.  
 
    There were still sixty seconds remaining before the red traffic light turned green. I clicked on the photo, and of course, it was a picture of my wife, taken in her office by Jevon yesterday. My cock immediately hardened while looking at the image. My throat felt dry, and I swallowed.  
 
    In the high-quality photo, Jevon was fully naked on the floor, and my wife was riding his cock. She was wearing a mint-colored office minidress. The hem of the dress was rucked-up around her waist. Her panties were on the floor. Her mouth was slightly open. Jevon was sweaty, and Ana was blushing from her face to her luscious tits. Based on the photo, it looked like they were fucking for hours already. Somebody took this photo, a voice inside my head said. Someone in the room with them. Could it be . . ? I shook my head. I didn’t want to think about that. Not yet. 
 
    Ana looked at me and noticed my reaction. "What is it, babe?" she asked me softly. 
 
    I smiled at my wife, the love of my life, and put the phone back in my pocket. I will look at the photo later. 
 
    "Nothing," I said and kissed her. 
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