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CHAPTER 1

“Do I look alright?” Jenna asked me while we were in the car.

I looked at my wife. “You are absolutely stunning,” I said.

“Thank you,” Jenna said, smiling.

Jenna ran her hand through her hair and checked herself in the small mirror in her hand. She was excited and a bit nervous. She straightened the hem of her outfit.

Duncan Walker, her boss, the man she is having an affair with, invited her to have dinner with him tonight. And, well, being the good husband that I am, I volunteered to drive her to the restaurant.

I looked at Jenna again and was again amazed by her hotness. She was wearing a little black dress with a thin spaghetti strap for the dinner date with her boss. The ruffled hem reached down to the middle of her smooth thighs. Her hair was down, and she was wearing black, fashionable high heels. My wife looks like a walking wet dream like she came out of every man’s deep fantasy. The dress fit her so well. Hot but not slutty. Elegant, innocent-looking, angelic, and desirable. Just looking at her arouses me to no end. This black dress really highlighted all her spectacular curves.

And this is all for her boss. For Duncan Walker.

“What are you thinking?” Jenna asked me softly.

“I’m just thinking that . . . ummm . . . you are the best thing that ever happened to me.”

“You’re always so sweet,” Jenna said. She put one hand on my right thigh and gently squeezed it.

“That dress looks so good on you.”

“Is it? It is, right? I’m quite nervous, actually.”

“Nervous about meeting your boss? Why? You work in the same building. Your office is beside his. And also with the other things . . .” Jenna looked at me. She was slightly blushing. She knew what I meant.

“I mean, yeah, but this is the first time he invited me on a date. On an actual date.”

“A romantic date?” I said with a slight grin.

“Uh, stop that, please,” Jenna said about my teasing.

I understood her meaning. I wasn’t aware of their affair before. I had no knowledge of the matter until the moment Leo Doyle and Harry Whitman told me about it. Jenna and her boss were doing it secretly. But now that I know and consented to it, they have no more reason to hide it. Of course, they still have to keep the relationship secret from other people since Jenna is a married woman. But from me, they are now having this affair openly. Now Duncan Walker can invite my wife to a dinner date with my knowledge.

And what will happen on this evening’s date? I had several ideas. Graphic ideas. Most showed my wife on all fours or on her back, taking Duncan Walker’s huge black cock. I saw that happen last week in our apartment. My wife’s hot reaction as Duncan entered her was still marked in my mind.

“It’ll be just a wholesome dinner, I think. Probably nothing will happen,” Jenna said, though I noticed the hopeful tone in her voice, wishing that something might happen. “I mean, Duncan is probably tired.”

“Uh-uh.” I’ve seen Duncan Walker fuck my wife several times. That man doesn’t look like he ever gets tired. He has the stamina of a professional athlete.

Jenna and Duncan hadn’t seen each other after that revelatory all-night sex session in our apartment six days ago. Duncan was called for a weeklong sales workshop in Edenton City and hadn’t been back at the office since. And what did Duncan do the moment he returned to Arlow? He texted my wife and instructed her to meet him in some restaurant for dinner. To catch up, he said.

I feel like a third-wheel chauffeur in this setup. While my wife was dressed to impress (not that she needed to), I wore a regular black shirt, jeans, and walking shoes. I glanced at my wife’s tits again. I reached out and squeezed them, feeling their softness and firmness in my right palm. I wanted to park the car somewhere and just fuck the living daylight out of her.

“Heyyy . . . babe . . .” Jenna said, still blushing. I kept squeezing her perfect tits from outside the dress.

“Ah, your boobs are perfect. They are just so perfect.”

“He’s staring.”

“Who?” I asked her and noticed the truck beside our car.

“The driver of that truck is looking,” Jenna said, a bit embarrassed. I removed my hand from her breasts. She looked at the truck driver for a second, then fixed the front of her dress and smoothed its hem.

“What does he look like?”

“Ummm . . . I only glanced at him. I’m too embarrassed to look. He saw what you were doing to me.”

“He probably sees a lot of things like that,” I said. “Though I doubt that driver ever saw someone as pretty as you.” I slowed the car slightly, matching the truck’s speed. Now the truck was beside our car again.

“What are you doing?” Jenna asked me, her eyebrow raised.

“Let him see more of you,” I told her.

“You’re such a bad husband,” Jenna said, though she didn’t tell me to speed up and leave the truck.

“Come on,” I said with a grin. I didn’t know what I was thinking. We had never done anything like this.

“You’re bad,” Jenna said teasingly, shaking her head. “The things you are making me do . . .”

The things that I am making her do? She’s the one who got involved in an affair with her boss. I didn’t tell her to do that.

The truck was still beside our car. Perhaps asking my wife to flash the truck driver was too much. There are limitations to these. I was pushing it. My wife is open to an extramarital affair but not about showing her glorious tits to strangers. So, I began accelerating to leave the truck behind.

“Wait, babe,” Jenna said to me gently. She put her hand on my arm. “Slow down a bit. Yeah. Here. That truck driver can see me now just fine. He looks like a good guy,” Jenna said, smiling and slightly blushing.

“I was just, ummm, joking,” I lied. “I am not serious,” I told my wife. Is she really going to show something to the driver? I couldn’t see what he looked like. It was hard to tell if he looked like a good or bad guy. It was impossible to tell.

“I’ll turn on the light,” I said. “So he can see you better.”

“He’s smiling,” Jenna said. “Drive carefully, babe.”

“I am,” I looked forward. The vehicle in front of us was far, and there was no traffic. Cars were passing smoothly.

It only lasted for just a few seconds. Jenna pulled down the shoulder straps of the little black dress that she was wearing. I licked my lips when I saw her magnificent boobs again. They are perfect. Perky, soft, full. Her pink nipples were already hard. Jenna wasn’t wearing a bra, and the little black dress was quite good at hiding it. She looked at me and bit her lower lip. Then Jenna looked up at the truck driver shyly. She gave him a cute and embarrassed wave and then put the straps back on lightning-fast.

“Damn,” I said, impressed. My wife was now staring ahead, her cheeks pink. I carefully stepped on the gas to add speed, leaving the truck behind. The driver honked at us twice, a way of saying thank you.

Thank you, kind stranger, for showing me your woman’s fantastic tits.

“He seems satisfied,” I commented and grinned at my wife.

“Oh god,” Jenna smiled and shook her head. “What are we doing?” she asked – a rhetorical question with no clear answer.


CHAPTER 2

Yes. What are we doing? I am driving my wife to meet the man she is having a sexual affair with. Her boss. Of all people, her boss. Office romance is never a good idea. But there wasn’t much romance going on, was there? They are just fucking. Jenna and Duncan are just two good-looking people physically attracted to one another. I should be happy that there wasn't much romance going on. The thought made me nervous. Jenna took out her phone from her handbag and was now texting someone.

“Who are you messaging?” I asked her gently. I put my hand on her exposed thigh and rubbed her smooth leg.

“Oh. It’s Duncan,” Jenna answered without looking up from her phone. She was smiling. “Duncan says he’s already near the restaurant. He stopped for gas but said he’s just a few minutes away.”

“He’s fast,” I said. “He probably took Governor’s Route. But traffic there is usually heavy during Friday nights.”

“Right. But you know Duncan. He has his ways,” Jenna said while typing on her phone.

He had his way with you, I almost blurted out as a joke but decided to stop myself.

“What is he saying?”

“Ummm, he wants a selfie,” Jenna put the phone on her lap and looked at my face. “I mean, is it alright if I send him one?”

Duncan had already fucked her multiple times, came inside her, sucked her nipples, grabbed her hair, came on her face. And yet she was still asking me if she could send him a selfie.

“Ehhh . . . you’ve sent him several selfies before, right, babe?”

“Ummm . . . that’s true. He often asked me to send him a selfie, and I always obliged. But, babe, now that you already know of our secret, I feel the right thing to do is ask you first, right?”

What she said warmed my heart. I wanted to fuck her right there and then, and for a quick second, I almost decided to park the car on the side of the road and do just that.

“It’s alright. You can send your boss a selfie.”

She didn’t need to be told again. She raised her phone, ran her fingers through her perfect hair, shook them, seductively looked at the camera with her gorgeous eyes, smiled, and took several snaps. I’m sure all of them are perfect, yet it took her a few minutes to select what she thought was the best one, and then she sent it to her boss. “Sent,” Jenna chirped.

My wife is sending her selfies to another man. I’m her husband. In a normal relationship, I should be the only man receiving selfies from her. When was the last time she sent me a picture of herself? Months already, I guess. But there was really no need for Jenna to send me pictures of herself. We live in the same house, and my eyes enjoy her beauty every single day. And yet when she sent that picture to Duncan, I felt slight envy. Sending regular selfies, at least for me, is something only lovers do. It is a sweet way of updating each other. I shook that thought away.

Hey Nathan, Jenna is now my wife, too; Duncan told me exactly a week ago with a confident grin on his face. This means that my rights as a husband are now also his rights. He can ask Jenna for a selfie, ask her to join him for dinner, ask her for a blowjob if he feels like it.

I glanced at my wife. She was sitting properly on the passenger seat, looking straight. She looked at her phone and then put it down. She turned her head to me when she felt my eyes on her and gave me a loving smile. I love you, you know that, her eyes seemed to say.

Traffic was slowing at the expressway near Thayer Exit. I carefully crossed the car to the rightmost lane and lined up at the toll booth. It was a Friday night, and many people were entering West McKenzie District.

“Are you nervous?” I repeated the question that I had asked her earlier.

She shook her head. “Well, maybe still a bit. But maybe more excited than nervous. I mean, Duncan’s my boss, but I also consider him a friend, and I can’t wait to see him again after a week. When we are in the office, we talk a lot. About everything – not just the sexy stuff. He’s such a sweet guy to me.”

“Right. I understand.” Sweet guy? I slowly followed the car before me and didn’t say anything. I nodded. That’s how they get you. By being a sweet guy. These guys – like Duncan – they listen to you, tell you stories, make you laugh, appear charming, and all the while, their primary objective is for pretty married women – such as my wife Jenna - to sit on their hard dicks. These guys are experts at these things. I, however, have always been a hopeless romantic. I like giving gifts, nice dates, and all those sweet gestures.

“But you are sweeter, Nathan,” Jenna said as if she read my mind. She leaned in my direction, put her hand under my chin, and kissed me on my right cheek. She just smelled so good. Innocent and sweet.

“I know,” I answered, grinning. “So does that mean I can get a blowjob now while I’m driving?”

“You’re naughty,” Jenna laughed cutely and toyed with her hair. “I want to, but I’m all fixed up. After this dinner with Duncan, I promise to give you one when we get home,” she said seductively.

“This dinner might take all night long,” I said in a low voice, but she heard me. “I’m pretty sure he has other, ummm, other plans for you.”

“I don’t know about that. I have a feeling this will only be a catch-up dinner. Maybe Duncan will only ask me for updates about the office or some news that happened while he was gone? And, ohhh, he replied to my selfie.”

We passed the toll booth finally, and I looked at the map on the dashboard screen. We were only a few minutes away from where we will meet her boss. “He saw it? Duncan messaged you? Uhhh, what did he say about the selfie?”

Jenna didn’t say anything for a moment. She was hesitating. She pursed her lips cutely. “His reply was quite naughty,” she said with a hint of a smile.

“Can you read it to me?” I said in a regulated voice, trying to steady my breathing.

“Ummm, Duncan said, “You look so fucking hot in that dress. I can’t wait to fuck your hot pussy while you’re still wearing it.”

I noticed Jenna was rubbing her knees together while reading his message to me. I can’t help but think that Jenna’s pussy was already thrumming from a single smutty message from her boss. She put her palm on the back of her neck like she was measuring her temperature and then held her phone again in both hands. “He sent another message again,” my wife said in a slightly pitched, excited voice. “Ummm . . . he’s asking me to do something.”

We are close now to The Sunset Capital, the restaurant where Duncan invited my wife to have dinner. “What does he want?” I asked her lightly.

“He wants me to come in there wearing, ummm, wearing nothing underneath,” Jenna said. I looked at her. “I mean, I’m not wearing a bra. So, should I remove my panties? What do you think, babe?”

A deep voice in my mind was saying to me No, Nathan. Say no. This has already come too far. Your wife will do what you tell her. She loves you a lot, and you know it. If you ask her to end this affair right now, she’ll do just that. Ehhh, probably? You can see the restaurant from here now, but there is still time. You can turn this car around and go home. Take Jenna with you. You are her husband, and she is your wife. You should stop sharing her with another man.

That would be the right decision, but another part of me was saying Remember what happened in your apartment last time? Remember how much Jenna enjoyed it? Remember how much you enjoyed watching her? You were denying it at first. Jenna licked her lips when she pulled down her boss’ pants. She worshipped Duncan’s giant cock. She licked it and sucked it like there was no tomorrow.

In my mind, I still remember Jenna’s perspiring face, unfocused eyes, and partly-opened mouth as she bounced on top of him. She threw her head back, and her eyes rolled on top of her head when she came. She cried Duncan’s name while she was deliriously orgasming. She did that: this woman sitting beside me – the woman I married.

I looked at my wife. Nobody would think that she’s having an affair with her boss. No one would think she’s addicted to his long, angry cock. Here sitting on the passenger seat, wearing her sexy black dress, she looked prim and proper, like she didn’t have a slutty side at all.

“So, babe? Should I take them off?” Jenna was genuinely asking me.

“Ehhh . . . sure. You can take them off.”

“We’re near. Can you park first?”

We reached The Sunset Capital restaurant, and I turned left and entered their parking area. There were two large palm trees at the entrance. The place's name was in large block letters of neon green color displayed at the top of the entrance. I’ve never been to this place before.

There were probably around fifteen cars in the parking space. The whole place was square-shaped and bordered by expensive wooden fences seven feet tall. The parking area was in front of the restaurant.

As I parked slowly and carefully, Jenna took off her panties. It was also black. She carefully put it inside her handbag. I breathed through my mouth. Now my beautiful wife will meet her boss in there wearing nothing except her heels, her earrings, and this sexy black dress.

“Hey, why are you looking at me like that?” Jenna asked teasingly.

“You just look so hot. You’re like a gift for him,” I said. My heart was beating with love and jealousy.

“A gift?” Jenna laughed cutely. “I don’t know. He’s already there. Duncan’s waiting for me. So . . . see you later?”

“Alright, babe,” I said. Part of me didn’t want her to go. I already knew this wouldn’t just be some formal romantic dinner. Duncan ordered my wife to take her panties off. She’ll meet him like she was a dessert ready for tasting. I could see the sparkle in Jenna’s eyes. She hadn’t seen him yet, but Duncan already turned her on.

“Kiss me before I go?” Jenna said adorably. We kissed for a full minute. Our tongues danced with each other, and we kissed with urgency. I didn’t want the kiss to end. I touched her smooth thigh, and she opened her legs a little. I slid my hand up. She was warm and wanting. But before my hand reached her pussy, Jenna held my arm and gently stopped me.

“Oh, if we start, we might not be able to stop,” Jenna said, slightly panting. She looked at the entrance of the restaurant. “Duncan,” she paused and arranged her dress. “Duncan is waiting for me.”

“Yeah,” I said. Jenna gave me one final kiss and then opened the car door. She stepped out, but she didn’t close the door yet.

“So, babe? What’s your plan? This dinner might take a bit of a while . . .” Jenna asked me unsurely.

“What did your boss say? Will he drive you home after your dinner?”

“He didn’t actually say anything about that,” Jenna said. “I guess I’ll ask him?”

I looked at my hand on the steering wheel. “In that case, maybe I’ll just stay here. Or I’ll drive around for a bit or have coffee somewhere and wait for you.”

“Thank you, babe,” Jenna said sweetly. I’ll message you in a bit. I love you,” my wife said, closing the car door before I could reply. She was in a hurry. Jenna waved at me, and I waved back, and then she entered the restaurant. I watched the alluring sway of her hips as she walked further away from the car. She always walks confidently.

So now what should I do? It is comfortable here in this parking lot. I was thinking I should just wait here for my wife until they are finished. I leaned the chair backward and rested my body. I wasn’t tired at all. My heart was beating faster than usual. I am familiar with this feeling now.

I was looking at the restaurant entrance, imagining what was happening there. Jenna and Duncan hadn’t seen each other for a week. I could imagine Duncan’s appreciative grin as Jenna walked in his direction, wearing her sexy black dress and fashionable high heels. Other men would also be looking at my wife, leering at her, devouring her sexy curves with their hungry eyes. They would be wondering. Who is this gorgeous woman? She’s so fucking hot. Is she an actress? A model? She doesn’t look familiar. I could imagine their eyes following my wife’s movements, memorizing the shape of her butt, her long legs, her hourglass figure.

Then these guys would watch her as she approached Duncan, and they would be jealous. Lucky bastard, they would think. In my mind’s eye, I could see Duncan standing and kissing her on the cheek. Not on the lips since we are still in Arlow, and this place is not that far from their office. Someone might recognize them. It is best to be careful. The kiss on the cheek would be longer than usual, his large palms would be placed on my wife’s butt. Another man’s hand on my wife’s perfect ass.

You look so fucking hot tonight, Duncan probably whispered. I'm sure this is all for me. So, did you do what I told you? Jenna would be a bit shy and wouldn’t be able to look him in the eyes. Yes, sir, I am not wearing anything under this dress.

And where is Nathan? Where is your husband?

Oh. He said he’ll wait for me. He’s probably still in the car. Maybe he’ll drive around while waiting for me. I feel bad leaving him, Jenna would say gently.

Come here and sit beside me, Duncan would tell her. My wife would immediately obey, and she would sit down beside her boss. I imagined Duncan placing his hand on Jenna’s thigh, squeezing it. They’d look at each other wordlessly, eyes burning with desire, like lovers who missed each other so much.

Fuck, I muttered. My phone vibrated in my pocket, and I took it out. Jenna sent me a message from inside the restaurant. It was a photo. I breathed deeply and braced myself before opening it, even though I knew it was probably something innocent. Jenna just arrived at the place. I was sure that nothing had happened yet. Maybe nothing would happen. Yes, Nathan, nothing will happen. Convince yourself that. Being a husband in a situation like this is confusing. Part of me was excited that they would do something, and part of me was still praying that my wife would say no and come back to me.

It was time to open the photo. What Jenna sent was harmless enough. It was a photo of them. Jenna took it. They were sitting together in what looked like a booth. There were large plants and small palms behind them. Urban forest was the theme of The Sunset Capital. Jenna and Duncan were smiling and sitting close to each other. Their bodies were touching while they were sitting on the maroon-colored booth sofa. Duncan’s right hand was on my wife’s exposed thigh.

My phone vibrated again while I was looking at the photo. This time it was a message from Duncan. Thanks for bringing Jenna to me, he said in the text. I missed your wife; he said in the following message. At the end of the sentence was a smiling emoji – a round yellow face wearing shades.

I used to smoke when I was in college. I would love to have a smoke now. I exited the car and walked around the spacious parking lot of the restaurant. There were tall and bright lamp posts on every corner. I rested my back on the side of my car and massaged the bridge of my nose. Another vehicle parked, and the driver and his date exited their red car and entered the restaurant. They were in their twenties. The woman was tall, even taller than me. Her blonde hair was long and tied in a nice ponytail. I looked at my watch. Jenna and Duncan had been inside for twenty minutes.

What are they doing there now? Talking eating? Is my wife giving Duncan a secret handjob under that table? It is a long table made of polished wood. That was what I saw in the picture. They are eating in the booth surrounded by ornamental vegetation – ferns, small palms, and decorative vines climbing pergolas. The booths in this restaurant are adequately covered to give a sense of privacy to guests. This place is perfect for meetings, intimate dates, secret discussions.

Jenna messaged me. Hi, babe, are you ok there? she asked me. Hello, I’m good. Don’t worry about me, I replied, just enjoy your night with Duncan there. I walked around the car. I drank the bottled water I placed on the driver’s door. The air wasn’t cold, but it was comfortably cool. I looked up and marveled at the tall, bright buildings lining the skyline of this modern city. I have always loved these structures. For me, they are signs of progress, of industry. I grew up far from here, in a town where there are lots of apple trees and grapes and there is a beautiful lake.

My phone buzzed again, and I looked at it. The next message made me sweat at the back of my neck. It was a photo sent by Duncan. He took a photo of my wife. Jenna was smiling, but she was not looking at the camera. She was flashing her tits in this picture, the same way she did with the truck driver earlier. She pulled the strap of her dress down at the front. I licked my lips. Her pink nipples were hard. Her tits are as glorious and full as ever. I should have fucked Jenna at the house before coming here. Now I have a hard-on, and it seems it would take some time before I can fix this problem. I gave the picture a virtual thumbs up. What was Duncan doing with my wife there? Why was he exposing my wife to the public? This wasn’t part of the arrangement at all. Is it?

Don’t worry, my man, nobody saw us, Duncan texted. Lots of plants cover us here. I can do anything I want with Jenna, and nobody will notice. Exciting, right?

What should I reply to that? I just replied Ok, man. I looked at the photo again. Jenna was looking at her side, maybe checking if somebody could see her while her luscious tits were out. She was smiling, though, because she knew she was doing something naughty. I got back inside my car and closed the door.

What did Duncan do after snapping that photo? Did he grab my wife’s boobs and play with them? Fuck, probably. He wouldn’t be able to help himself. Did he suck on Jenna’s nipples while fondling her lovely tits?

Sir, someone might see us, my wife would say, worried but highly aroused. Her hands would be on her boss’ shoulders, but she wouldn’t be pushing him away. Jenna loves the feeling of her pink nipples being deliciously sucked.

I don’t fucking care, Duncan would say. I told the waiter not to bother us. Open your legs. Fuck, you’re already soaking wet.

Oh my god . . .

I miss this perfect pussy. Do you miss my big black cock, Jenna?

I do, oh god, I do! I miss it so much!

Then open your mouth and suck it. It will be your dessert for tonight.

I wanted to jerk off with all these thoughts running through my head, but I stopped myself. I could picture Jenna now licking the length of Duncan’s cock, tasting her boss’ sticky pre-cum, rolling it on her tongue. Duncan would run his fingers through her fair. My wife would be moaning while she was slurping him. No. Nothing like that would be happening. It would be too obvious. My wife had always been careful.

I shook my head. It was highly possible. Duncan already took a picture of my wife with her tits out. Also, they were sufficiently hidden in the booth that they selected. Duncan was right. He could do anything he wanted with Jenna, and she would accept it without a second thought. My wife has always been easy to convince. She could be riding his cock right now. That would be so easy since she wasn’t wearing any panties.

I imagine my wife on top of her boss, the hem of her little black dress rucked on her sexy waist. His thick cock would be inside my wife’s wet and tight pussy, stretching her. Jenna would be biting her lower lip. She is a moaner, but she can’t moan loud there. They might be hidden well in their booth, but my wife moans so loudly while having sex. So, she would try her best to control herself. Jenna would be silently sobbing in pleasure. I imagine them doing it slow but deep, like an obscene dance. Jenna wouldn’t be slamming into her boss’ enormous cock. She would slowly move up and down, deliciously dragging his cock in and out of her. They would be kissing hungrily, like a couple in love who misses each other very much.

You’re just ohhh so big, my wife would whisper to him as she bounced slowly on him. Duncan’s large hands would be on her firm butt, guiding her, supporting her. The booth sofa would be wet with her love juices.

You’re such a slut, Duncan would say boldly. Nathan is just nearby, and you’re here riding my cock. Did you tell him we're gonna fuck here?

Ummm . . . ahhh . . . no. I will apologize later oh oh oh yesss!

I was hard as a rock now. I rolled up the car window, relaxed on the reclined driver seat, and closed my eyes.


CHAPTER 3

I fell asleep inside the car. I didn’t know how long. There was a knocking sound, and when I opened my eyes, I saw Jenna smiling at me and knocking at the driver’s window of the car. I rubbed my eyes and looked at my watch. Two hours had already passed. Their dinner took more than two hours? That was not a quick dinner.

I rolled down the window. “Hey there. Sorry our dinner took so long. Duncan and I discussed a lot of things,” Jenna said gently. She was still standing outside the car. She didn’t look like to be in any hurry. I rubbed my forehead. I was still sleepy. I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes and drank from my bottled water.

“Come here inside the car, babe,” I told her. “It’s a little cold there.” And all she was wearing was this sexy dress, no underwear beneath it. I took a long look at my wife. She looked the same as earlier. There were no kiss marks on her cleavage or her shoulders or neck. It seemed she and Duncan didn’t really do anything. Maybe they just talked. Talked? Duncan sent you a photo of your wife with her tits out, man.

“It's not really that cold,” Jenna said slowly. She was standing and looking at the restaurant entrance like she was waiting for someone. “Also, ummm, Duncan said he wants to go to the office. He’ll come out soon. He’s just having a chat with the owner. I told him I’ll just wait for him in the parking lot.”

“Oh, alright?” I was still a bit groggy from that short but deep sleep. I didn’t understand fully what my wife was trying to say.

Jenna looked down at the handbag she was holding and then at me. “Duncan wants the three of us to go to the office,” she said gently.

“But why?” I asked her. I was still inside the car. I noticed the pointed shape of my wife’s hard nipples poking at the front of her dress. Maybe it was the cool air, but I knew that wasn’t the reason. The reason was still inside the restaurant.

“Ummm . . . he said there's some email he needs to check on his laptop. You know, work stuff?” my wife answered uncertainly. Jenna and I both knew that didn’t make sense at all. Duncan could easily check and reply to emails on his phone. There was no need to go to his office. “He’s coming out,” my wife said in an eager and cute voice. Her boss walked over to us.

“Nathan Hill. My man,” Duncan Walker said with a confident yet friendly grin. He was wearing a blue polo shirt, black jeans, and basketball shoes.

“Duncan,” I nodded at him. I smiled at the man who fucks my wife at the regular. “Nice to see you, too. How’s the workshop at Edenton?”

“Ah, it was alright. I was expecting it to be boring, but it wasn’t. Lots of learning. I was telling Jenna about it while we were having dinner inside. I recommended her for the next set of workshops next month. She would be attending it.”

“Oh. In Edenton? With you?” I asked rather quickly.

“Possibly,” Duncan answered.

“Thanks, Duncan,” Jenna said. “I am really looking forward to that. Sounds exciting.” She and her boss were still standing outside my car. Duncan’s arm was wrapped around my wife’s waist.

“Nice weather we have tonight,” Duncan stretched his arms and then placed his left arm around my wife’s shoulder.

“I’m planning to go to the office to check some emails. Night is still early. So I asked Jenna if it was alright if you two could join me. We can hang out in my office and talk. It is a comfortable place. My office isn’t that large, but it has a great view of the city and Arlow Park. So what do you say? We can go there and hang out for a while. Unless you two have other plans tonight.”

“Ummm,” Jenna looked at me. “We have no other plans, right, babe?”

Duncan quickly kissed my wife’s exposed shoulder. If another person was looking at them, it would look like they were husband and wife standing in the parking lot talking to their friend.

“Uhhh . . . no, babe. Not really. I was thinking we’ll go home after this and . . .”

“Ah, that settles it,” Duncan said. “So let's go to the office. I’ll ride with you guys.” He opened the left side door of the car and got in before I could say anything.

“Okay,” I said. “Where’s your car, man?” I watched as Jenna got around the car, opened the door, and sat in the front seat. I looked at her and wordlessly asked her if she was okay with going to the office. Jenna squeezed my hand, smiled, and nodded at me. It's fine, babe.

“I didn’t bring my car, Nathan,” Duncan said while making himself comfortable in the back.

“Jenna said you stopped at a gas station before arriving here.”

“Ah. That wasn’t my car. A friend drove me here. She went to some party in Farline. I just told her to pick me up when we're done.”

“Ah. Alright,” I said. When we’re done? Man sounded like he planned all this. I started the engine of my car.

“You know,” Duncan began saying, “Nathan, I will appreciate it if your wife sits here in the back beside me. Is that alright?”

I looked at Jenna. She raised her eyebrow cutely and innocently. Where she would sit in the car would be my decision. This would be up to me. I looked at the clock on the dashboard. It was still early in the evening. The drive to the FutureCraft building where they work will probably take around thirty minutes. The place isn’t that far, but there are a lot of stoplights from here to there. Thirty minutes. I swallowed. Lots of things can happen in thirty minutes.

“Alright, Jenna,” I told my wife lightly. “You can sit with him.”

“Thanks, babe,” Jenna quickly kissed me on my right cheek, and she opened the door and got inside at the back of the car beside her boss.

“Ready?” I asked them as I steered the wheel towards the parking lot exit.

“Yeah,” Duncan answered. “We are ready.”


CHAPTER 4

“I think somebody saw us,” Duncan said while I was driving. Traffic was stop and go in Meyer Avenue.

“I’m sorry?” I asked him.

“In the restaurant. I think somebody saw us when I asked Jenna to show me her tits,” Duncan said. I could hear his smile even if I wasn’t seeing his face.

“Ummm . . . I don’t think so, Duncan,” Jenna countered shyly. She was pressed against him. Duncan seemed to be sitting very relaxed with his big arm around her. “It only happened briefly, then I immediately covered myself.”

“I am perfectly sure that the waiter saw you, Jenna,” Duncan said happily. “It was hot, right? Hey, Nathan, you gave me that idea, you know.”

“Uhhh, I am not sure what you mean,” I said. Cars were moving a bit faster now. I kept our car perfectly inside our lane.

“Jenna told me what you made her do earlier. You told her to show her tits to the truck driver.”

I coughed, scratched my neck, and tried to steady my breathing. I looked straight at the road and the red and orange lights of the cars in front of me. “Yeah, we were just fooling around.”

“Is it alright that I told him that, babe?” Jenna asked me from the backseat. She touched my shoulder gently. “I mean, we were waiting for the food and talking and Duncan asked me what we did while we were on the road . . .”

“Hey, babe, it's fine. It’s alright,” I said.

“Yeah,” Duncan said. “Did that turn you on, Jenna? Showing your hot body to strangers, to other men?” Duncan asked my wife.

There was a pause after he asked that question. The green traffic light turned to yellow and turned to red. A light rain began. People walking on the pedestrian looked for a temporary cover. Some walked faster and some opened their umbrellas.

“Ummm . . . yes, Duncan. I think it's hot. I’ve never done something like that before, but yes . . . it turns me on when other men that I would probably never see again . . . like my body, I guess. Oh god, is that weird? Am I weird?”

“Not at all!” Duncan and I answered at the same time.

“Oh, thank you, guys!” Jenna chirped.

“Yeah, your husband and I think it's hot too. You don’t have to worry about it, Jenna. We’ll do more of that in the future.”

I looked at the digital map of the city in the dashboard, and it showed that we were still fifteen minutes away from their building. What are we supposed to do there, actually? Hang out? In their office? I have an idea what is on Duncan’s mind, but really? In their office, in the place where they work? He could have invited Jenna to his home, a hotel, or our apartment again. Well, I don’t know. This man is unpredictable and impulsive and creative. These are characteristics that attracted my wife to him.

My worry is that this situation between my wife and her boss is moving too fast. It seems to me now that they are fucking every time they meet, like those new couples that are always horny for each other, always thirsty for each other’s bodies. I am Jenna’s husband. Yes, I allow this to happen, but maybe I should also try my best to regulate it and slow it down. I still have the final word, right? Right?

I was about to say something, but I was interrupted by Jenna’s moans. Her voice was low and sweet like she was stopping herself from making too much noise. I slowed the car and stopped at another red light.

“Ohhh . . . Duncan . . .” my wife whimpered. I wanted to look at what they were doing, at what her boss was doing to my wife, but for some reason, that felt like it would be interrupting their privacy. Their privacy? This is your car, Nathan.

“You’re so wet, Jenna,” Duncan muttered from behind.

“Ummm . . . yes. Just like that, please, oh yes . . .”

“Hey, Nathan,” Duncan said in a serious voice. “Eyes on the road, man. Eyes on the road. Fuck. Jenna, tell your husband what we’re doing,” Duncan chuckled. “He can’t watch us, but I’m sure he wants to know.”

“Oh, alright . . .”

“Are you alright there, babe?” I asked my wife. What else was there for me to say? Thirty seconds more before the traffic light turned green, yet it felt like an eternity. What are they doing now? I should park the car somewhere and watch them like I did in the apartment a week ago. But they haven’t invited me to watch, and, fuck, I am too proud to ask. 

“Jenna?”

“Oh . . . I’m good. Duncan is rubbing my clit. It feels so nice. Mmmm. So nice.”

“Your wife is so wet right now, Nathan. Tell him more, Jenna. Give your husband a blow-by-blow. Since he’s our driver, he should be rewarded for his kind heart.” Duncan said in a normal voice. I could sense there wasn’t an insult to it, like he was just stating matter-of-fact, being kind, friendly.

“Duncan’s right, babe. I’m so wet right now. Ohhh . . . ummm . . . he’s got two fingers in me right now going in and out, making me wetter. His fingers are so big. He’s fucking me with his fingers. Oh my god . . . ahhh!”

It was cool in the car, but I could feel my back sweating. I glanced at the rearview mirror and saw Jenna embracing her boss, her head pressed against his massive chest. Her legs were open and her right foot was stepping on the seat. Access was so easy for Duncan because she wasn’t wearing any underwear.

“Hey, Nathan. Keep your eyes on the road, please. And Jenna, suck my fingers. Taste your juices.”

“Ummm, yes, sir,” my wife said obediently, and then I heard sweet, sucking sounds. Ah fuck.

“Now get on top of me,” Duncan told my wife. We were reaching another traffic light. It turned yellow, and now it was red. The digital countdown started. Based on the number displayed on top of the traffic light, it would take one hundred twenty seconds before the red light turned green.

“Duncan, others will see,” Jenna said, looking at the cars beside us. The windows of our car are only lightly tinted. The one on the right was a small delivery van, and the one on the left was a pickup truck. The drivers of these vehicles were all grown men.

“They’d see you,” Duncan assured my wife, “but they won't recognize you. They don’t know you, Jenna. All they would see is a gorgeous woman having fun.”

“Ummm . . . alright,” Jenna said and moved on top of her boss. The cars were not moving.

“You’re just so big,” Jenna tossed her hair back as she got on top of him. I couldn’t see her face, but I could imagine her licking her lips.

“They are watching,” I said to them. The drivers of the van and the pick-up truck were staring at our car.

“Let them,” Duncan said with a confident swagger. “Ahhh,” he groaned. “Ahhh, Jenna, you’re just so tight! Now ride me. Give them a good show.”

“Ummmphhh . . . ahhh . . .” Jenna gasped when she finally was able to take Duncan all in. She held on to his broad shoulder, looking into his eyes. She didn’t move immediately. She made sure she was comfortable first and that Duncan was all hard and nice and fit inside her. Then she started going up and down on him. My wife mewled and moaned. The hem of her dress was rucked up around her waist. Sixty seconds more before the red light turned green. I looked at the car in front of me and pictured in my mind what was happening behind me. I squeezed my hard dick.

“Ohhh . . . ohhh . . . mmmphhh . . .” Jenna sighed and sobbed in pleasure as she continued bobbing up and down above her boss. I ran my palm on my forehead as I listened to the slapping of naked flesh. Duncan’s pants were on the floor of the car. His large hands were wrapped around Jenna’s slender waist, guiding her, controlling her, bouncing her faster and faster. Thirty seconds more. The drivers of the vehicles beside our car were openly watching now. Their windows were already rolled down.

“Yeah, babe. That’s right,” Duncan groaned. “You fucking slut.”

His words had their intended effect. It made my wife hotter, more turned on, if that was even possible. She kissed him. Duncan opened his mouth, and their eager tongues searched for each other hungrily. They didn’t care anymore. They were so horny for each other that I doubted if they were still thinking about the two strangers watching them.

“Oh god . . . oh god . . . I’m coming . . .” Jenna whimpered. “Babe, I’m coming.” I couldn’t tell if she was telling that to her boss or to me. “Oh my god! I’m coming!”

“Fuck!” Duncan growled and squeezed my wife’s waist tighter. He slammed his cock deep inside her, and they both came at the same time. Jenna shuddered and reeled. She was catching her breath, and she continued riding his cock while she was coming, milking every last drop of her boss. She was panting, her eyes hazy from the pleasure of orgasm.

The red light turned to green, and we started moving. I drove a bit slower, and the van and the truck moved ahead of us. The driver of the van grinned at me and gave me a thumbs-up before he passed me.

“That was something,” I said. No one answered from the back.

“Huh?” Duncan said after a few seconds. “Right. Right. That was something. Who knows Jenna has that side of her? It was amazing. Oh, sorry she can’t answer you right now. She’s busy cleaning my cock with her mouth.”


CHAPTER 5

I parked near the main door of their office building. There were only six cars in the open parking lot. Almost all of the employees had already left the building. It was Friday night, and they all had places to be.

“Uhhh . . . guys, we are already here,” I said to my wife and her boss.

“Oh, we're here?” Jenna raised herself, fixed her hair, got a tissue from her bag, and wiped her chin, cheeks, and mouth. I turned off the engine of the car. Duncan went out first. He was fixing his belt when he got out of the car. I noticed that his neck was sweaty, and he had that familiar satisfied grin on his face.

Duncan looked around. The parking lot here was well-lighted. My favorite coffee shop across the street was still open. Another car was leaving the parking lot. Some people were walking on the sidewalk. They were wearing casual clothes. They were probably Duncan and Jenna’s co-workers because they smiled and waved at Duncan when they saw him. Duncan grinned and waved back. He is a superstar here, a salesman who always closes, the one who brings the best clients, an excellent project manager.

“That’s Regina and Martin,” Duncan said to me. He was standing relaxed with his hands in his pockets. “They are married, but not to each other, and they are fucking. Regina’s husband is currently working overseas – in London, I think. So they will go to Regina’s condo, where they’ll fuck like rabbits. I’m sure of it. Regina looks cute and innocent, but there’s a rumor going around that she’s a bit insatiable.”

“Rumors seem to go around your office quite often, huh?”  I said. I admit Jenna’s co-worker is pretty, but my wife has always been on another level.

“I know what you mean, pal.” Duncan smiled. We both watched as my wife got out of the car. Duncan whistled. Jenna had that gorgeous, freshly-fucked look on her. Her hair was down, and she brushed it absentmindedly using her hand. We watched as she fixed the strap of her dress. She smoothed it down using her palm. And Duncan and I watched with admiration and desire as she fixed herself up and removed the impression that she had just gotten fucked inside our car. She looked at the both of us. She still had that innocent blush on her cheeks.

“I can’t wait to get that dress off you and fuck you in your heels.”

“Oh, Duncan,” Jenna said. I thought she would reach out for my hand or arm, but she placed her palm on Duncan’s chest and gave him a quick kiss on the lips. I looked around and hoped nobody saw that – a married woman kissing her boss in the parking lot.

“Let's get inside,” Duncan said. It was only a few steps to the entrance, and Duncan walked in front of us. I took Jenna’s hand and squeezed it. She looked at me and smiled at me.

“That was hot back there in the car,” I whispered, and she giggled.

“Yeah, it is,” Jenna whispered back. “We haven’t done that in the car for some time now, babe. I kind of miss it.”

“Is that why you rode his dick so hard back there?” I teased Jenna.

An embarrassed blush rose to her cheeks. “I didn’t ride him that hard. There wasn’t much space in the car, and besides, those guys from the other cars were watching.”

“Which turned you on,” I said.

“A bit,” Jenna admitted, and this time she gave me a kiss on the lips.

“Hey, Robert,” Duncan greeted the security at the main entrance – a tall and fit middle-aged guy wearing white with a small radio attached to his belt. “We’re just going up. Need to check something at the office.”

Robert smiled and nodded. Sure, Mister Duncan, the security said. You could see the respect he has for him. His face lighted up when he saw my wife.

“Hello, Robert,” Jenna greeted him sweetly. “This is my husband, Nathan. You know him, right?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Robert answered, but he only gave me a quick, not really that much-interested type of glance. His attention was focused entirely on my gorgeous wife. He was memorizing the full swell of her cleavage, her long legs, and the stunning, hourglass shape of her body. This bastard looks like he is in love with my wife. I bet most men in this office are.

“When Robert goes home after his shift tonight,” Duncan said with a grin when we were in the elevator, “he will jerk off so hard thinking of you, Jenna. Right, Nathan?”

“Duncan!” Jenna said, smiling and shaking her head.

“Uhhh . . . yeah, I think he will,” I said with a grin.

“Oh, you guys,” Jenna said. I still was about to say something funny when Duncan held my wife’s waist and made her face him. He then kissed her on the mouth. Jenna was surprised for a quick second. She stood on her toes and returned the eagerness of her boss’ kiss. Her hands were on his shoulders.

The building where they work has four floors, and their office is on the top floor. When the elevator doors opened, they were still kissing, their tongues dancing. Jenna was making small moans. I remember the time when I didn’t know about their affair. Jenna was lost for words while trying her best to tell me about it. I remember the look of guilt and worry on her pretty face. And now here she is, fervently and passionately French-kissing her boss.

I was watching them as I held the elevator doors open. Jenna was making those cute, lustful moans while they were kissing. Duncan was now caressing my wife’s butt. I could imagine my wife’s pussy wet and quivering now, excited again to feel this man’s long and thick cock.

I stepped outside the elevator while still holding it. I was worried that people might come, some employees that were doing overtime. I looked in the hallway. I coughed on my closed fist.

“Guys,” I said. Duncan wasn’t massaging my wife’s butt now. His hands were on her wet pussy, rubbing her folds and clit, eager but not rough, not yet. “Ummm . . . guys,” I repeated. “Let's go to your office. Someone might come.”

It was Duncan who broke the kiss. Jenna had her eyes closed, and when he broke the kiss, her lips followed him, asking for more.

Jenna smiled at me adorably and made a cute shrug as if to say, sorry, babe, my boss is such a good kisser. Can’t really help it.

We walked in the short hallway which led to the cubicles. At the end of the cubicles was another hallway where the offices of the managers and the other bosses were located. While we were in the hallway, Duncan stopped and opened a door. It was a large storage room. Inside were tables, some computers, chairs, cabinets, and some tools.

“This is the storage room,” Duncan said to me. I glanced at my wife. Jenna was looking inside the room.

“Yeah? Alright?”

“Jenna and I do it here a lot. There’s a camera there in the corner, but I make sure to cover it every time we enter here. It's no problem. The security in charge of the cameras and I are close. Harry Whitman, our maintenance guy, told you he caught Jenna and me fucking here, right? I just wanted you to see it. So here it is – our private area here in the office when we want to do a quickie.”

What is this? Why tell me this? Now I can visualize it. There is a wooden table in the middle of the room. I can imagine Jenna lying there with her legs open, twitching and quivering while Duncan’s massive dick is sliding in and out of her sopping-wet pussy. It was a typical day in the office, and they were on a twenty-minute afternoon break and just needed to get it out – the hunger and craving for each other. In my mind, they were fucking furiously, greedily, both forgetting that she is married.

“Are there still people here, or everyone already went home,” I asked.

“There are probably several people still in the building but on other floors,” Jenna answered.

“I’m craving for a coffee,” Duncan said. Let's go to the pantry. “And after that, we’ll go to my office.”

The pantry is located on the western side of the building. We turned left before arriving at the cubicles and walked in a short corridor. Jenna and I walked slowly. She reached for my hand.

“Have you and Duncan ever done it in the pantry?” I asked, close to her ear.

“Ummm . . . no, no, babe. Duncan wanted to do it. He told me. But it was just impossible because many employees come and go in there. They make coffee, eat their snacks, talk office gossip. You know, the usual things. So even if we wanted to do it there, ummm, we couldn’t.” Duncan was ahead of us by a couple of steps. The pantry doesn’t have a door, and Duncan walked inside.

“Hey, Duncan,” a voice from inside said.

I stopped for a moment and looked at my wife. There is another person here, on this floor. I thought it was only the three of us. Jenna didn’t look at me, but she seemed unbothered. She ran her hand through her hair, brushing it. She tucked a strand behind her ear.

There was another man in the pantry when we entered. He was a tall, black man with a neat crew cut. He was slim, and he had a swimmer’s body. This man looked like an actor. I immediately knew who this person was.

Jenna had always had a crush on Duncan Walker. But Duncan was only number two on her list. This confident-looking man, leaning on the wall beside the coffee machine, and drinking a steaming cup of coffee, was her number one. My wife had mentioned Eric Foster’s name to me several times, often in admiration. They started working for FutureCraft at the same time. They were batch mates and used to hang out and talk a lot about many things when they were still junior staff. While my wife’s role is in marketing and advertising, Eric Foster’s is in operation. Jenna said that he has always excelled at his job, and because of this, he climbed the promotion ladder rather fast. Handsome and smart and kind. Those were the words that she used to describe him.

I was never jealous and did not give it too much attention. Infatuation in the office, especially between attractive people, happens all the time.

“Hello, Eric,” Jenna said. She brushed her hair again. She looked smitten. Seeing him here was something unexpected. Or is it?

“Hey, Jenna,” Eric answered with a smile. He drank from his cup and looked at my wife. He was checking her out, openly admiring her attractive face and her stunning figure. “It's already late. What are you guys doing here?” he asked. I was still standing near the door. “Hey, man, Nathan, right? You’re Jenna’s husband?”

“Errr . . . yeah. Hey.”

“We haven’t met. I’m Eric Foster.” He walked over to me and shook my hand.

Duncan started making his coffee. “Ah, the three of us had dinner. We had a good time. After dinner, we decided to come here to hang out in my office.”

“Huh?” Eric Foster raised an eyebrow and looked at the three of us, reading our faces. He took another sip of the coffee in his hand. Arlow is a lovely and active city. There are hundreds of cool places to hang out where friends can spend their Friday nights. And yet we three decided to spend it here in the office. Who does that? Eric could understand it if it were only Duncan and Jenna. Maybe they really needed to finish some work task, some important project that needed to be presented early on Monday. But why is the husband also here? That doesn’t make sense at all. I could almost hear Eric thinking, gears turning in his head.

“Yeah. It's quiet here, especially at this time . . . and private. But you, man? Why are you still here?” Duncan asked him.

“Yeah, Eric,” Jenna said. She walked over to him and leaned on the wall near him, holding her small handbag in front of her using both hands. “Don’t you have a date or something?”

I saw Eric quickly glance at my wife’s legs and then look at the cup of coffee in his hand. Jenna and Eric’s eyes met, and they smiled at each other. It was Eric who looked away first. That was the moment I realized that this man also had a massive crush on my wife. This is a man who likes my wife not just for her stunning looks and breathtaking sexiness. This is a man who likes her as a person. I wondered if Eric Foster ever admitted his feelings to Jenna.

“Well, not, really. Sandra and I broke up a month ago. So, no dates for now.”

“Oh, sorry to hear that,” Jenna said gently, placing her hand on his arm. It was a sweet gesture. Duncan was watching all of these with interest. “Are you alright?” Jenna asked Eric softly.

“Oh. I’m fine. It was a good breakup. Friendly. We parted ways with no hard feelings.”

“That’s the best kind of breakup,” I said. I opened the refrigerator and took a bottle of cold water. I opened the bottle and stood beside the glass window. This place has a nice view. Trees with orange and yellow flowers lined the wide streets. Cars and motorbikes and some bicycles passed by. I could see the city park from here.

“Yeah, man, that’s right,” Eric said. “I’m almost done with my task for tonight. So, I’d be going home in maybe half an hour.”

“Would you like to join us then?” Duncan asked him. The pantry was silent.

“Yeah,” Jenna said after a pause. She looked at Duncan first and then at me.

Maybe if we invite Eric to join us, nothing will happen. Maybe that’s a good thing. But if nothing happens tonight, Nathan, won't you be disappointed?

“Ummm, I think that’s a good idea,” my wife said. She and Eric were standing close. This office pantry seemed a lot smaller. “Come, spend the evening with us.”

“Oh, I mean, sure. Thank you,” Eric said delightedly. “If that’s alright with Nathan too.” The three of them looked at me. Duncan had that mischievous look in his eyes. Jenna was looking at me expectantly. She already said yes. This was already alright with her. She is a smart woman, and she had an idea where this all could lead, and the hopeful look on her face said that she was welcoming it, excited about it. Please, babe, her eyes were saying.

“Sure,” I smiled. “It's fine with me. The three of us can hang out in Duncan’s office.”

“Then let's fucking go,” Duncan said.


CHAPTER 6

Duncan Walker has a large office. Large glass windows. A bookshelf filled with literature about management, sales, and law. Green and lush indoor plants. Carpeted floor. Duncan’s expensive desk is made of glossy, polished oak. At the front of this desk is a glass table surrounded by two gray sofas on the left and right sides. Completing the setup is a plush armchair positioned across the desk.

Eric Foster finally had a clue of what was going on when he saw Jenna sat beside Duncan instead of me. I saw the curious look on his face. Eric Foster awaited my reaction, but I didn’t say anything. He grunted something in a very low voice. I couldn’t understand it and I didn’t ask him to repeat himself.

It was Eric who opened the conversation when we were all seated. “I heard you attended a convention in Edenton,” he asked Duncan. “That’s a big deal, right? Rubbing elbows with the regional bosses.”

“It was alright,” Duncan answered thoughtfully. “At this level, work is now mostly politics. You know this, man. Like Jenna here, you have always been a fast riser.”

“Well, I try my best,” Eric said humbly. He crossed his arms and leaned on the back of the sofa.

“This is a nice office,” I said. “It's big. Bigger than I thought.” Duncan simply made a pleased grunt. Eric looked around the room as if seeing it for the first time. His eyes settled on my wife. Jenna seemed to be a few inches closer to Duncan than before, and Eric noticed this. Jenna gracefully brushed her hair using her hand and then tied it into a lovely ponytail. The three of us watched her movement, mesmerized.

“Could we let some air in here?” Jenna asked Duncan. Her boss nodded, and she stood up. She walked towards the window. We watched her. Eric, Duncan, and I were outright staring as Jenna sashayed gracefully. Our eyes were roaming up and down her spectacular body, barely covered in her black dress. Jenna grabbed the window latch, twisted it, and then opened it. She closed her eyes and savored the cool breeze. “That’s better,” she said, looking at the three of us, smiling.

She returned to the sofa where Duncan was sitting and sat beside him again. This time, her body was now pressed gently against him, their skins touching. That sofa can fit four people easily. Duncan and Jenna are workmates. He is her boss, and yet they were sitting like lovers. I watched Eric Foster inhale deeply. Several emotions passed through his face. Bewilderment, curiosity, understanding, jealousy, maybe acceptance. And lust. Lust for my wife most of all.

“Do you guys do this thing often?” Eric asked me.

“Well, last week we, ummm, hung out in our apartment,” I answered him.

“In your apartment, huh? You, Jenna, and Duncan?”

“Yeah,” Duncan answered for me. “We are close friends now. This creates a good working relationship for me and Jenna.”

“Is that right?” Eric looked at me, then at my wife.

“It's all casual,” I said. “Friendly. We sit down. We talk about everything to pass the time. It's relaxing.”

“And who else is in this circle?” Eric asked, his hands on his knees, surveying the room. He is asking the questions without asking the questions.

It was Jenna who answered him. “It's just me and Duncan and my husband. The men I trust the most.” Duncan looked proud. His arm was still around Jenna’s shoulder. His hand was dangerously close to her boobs. That didn’t escape Eric’s gaze.

“How about me?” Eric asked. He had that movie-star confident smile on his face. He sat straighter. Do you trust me?” Even with a smile, that was a serious question.

Can I join this circle, was what Eric was really asking. Can I participate in this arrangement? I have a crush on you for a long time, Jenna. Ever since I first laid my eyes on you. And I know you like me too. It is so obvious. I didn’t make a move because you are married. But back then, I didn’t know about this. I didn’t know that you liked this stuff. These were the things that Eric Foster, the company’s hardworking straight-shooter, was probably thinking. Jenna, I’d like to have a taste too. If you’ll let me.

Jenna didn’t answer immediately. She looked at me, and I gave her a subtle nod. I was nervous, my heart was beating fast, and there was a warm ball of nervousness and anticipation in the middle of my chest. Looking at my pretty wife is enough to turn me on.

She smiled shyly at me. We were communicating with our eyes, as only husband and wife can do. Duncan’s palm was on her tits now, but he wasn’t squeezing them. He said something to Jenna, and she looked at his face. He nodded and grinned at her, then whispered something again to her. Jenna bit her lip, blushing.

“Hey, Jenna,” Eric said. “You haven't answered my question yet.”

“Well,” Jenna tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “The truth is I like you, Eric. A lot. And you have always been kind to me. And yes. I trust you. I do,” Jenna said affectionately.

“Thank you, Jenna. I appreciate that. That is so sweet of you,” Eric said.  He leaned back on the sofa. He looked more relaxed now. The tension from his body was gone. There was no more doubt or anxiety.

“That settles it then,” Duncan clapped. I didn’t react from my seat. I’ve seen that gleam in his eyes before. I already know what it meant. I tried to relax my breathing and prepared myself for what was to come.

You can still stop this, Nathan. Nothing happened yet. You’re the husband. Just tell them you’re not in the mood for these things, and you and Jenna are going home. Sure, I could do that. But I wanted to see this. Jenna and I had never done something like this before, even when we were still in college.

“Jenna looks hot in a dress, huh?” Duncan asked us.

“Definitely,” Eric answered. He was rubbing his palms on his pants like he was trying to light them on fire.

“She is hot whatever she wears,” I said.

“Come on, you guys,” Jenna said, cutely amused.

“You are. You are. Now, get over to my desk and sit on it,” Duncan told my wife. Eric and I were silent, completely focused on Jenna, watching her every reaction, every little body language.

Jenna looked at me first and then did what Duncan told her. She sat on the top of his expensive wooden desk and then crossed her legs. She did it deliberately, gracefully. She leaned back a little bit, her hand on top of the desk. Jenna looked like a goddess.

She tossed her head slightly and playfully, making her long ponytail sway. She looked at the three of us. Her eyes were sultry, beckoning us to do whatever we wanted with her. She held her ponytail, placed it in front of her, and began innocently playing with it. “Like this, sir?” Jenna asked Duncan, her cheeks blushing.


CHAPTER 7

But it wasn’t Duncan who made the first move. It was Eric. He stood up. He turned his head towards me first as if asking if this was alright. I nodded my head. It's all good. I was still about to say something, but Eric had already grabbed Jenna’s waist and started French-kissing her.

“Nice,” Duncan said, watching them.

Jenna’s arm embraced Eric. They kissed like lovers – hungry, passionately, like she wasn’t a married woman, like they were the only two people in this room. Jenna moaned hotly as they kissed. I could see how much she likes this guy, and that made me slightly jealous.

Eric removed the thin straps of my wife’s little black dress, pulled them down, and started licking her hard, pink nipples. He was wetting them with his saliva, licking and sucking them like candies that would run out soon. Eric was feasting on my wife’s glorious tits aggressively.

“Oh, Eric,” Jenna moaned. “You’re good at that.” He grabbed her luscious boobs in both his hands, fondled them, squeezed them. Jenna couldn’t do anything but moan and tossed her head back. Her pussy, I was certain, was already soaking wet.

“I’ve dreamed of doing this for a long time,” Eric said while taking half a second pause to suck oxygen. “For a long fucking time, Jenna.”

“Oh . . . I am all yours,” Jenna said, her eyes closed, her hands gripping Eric’s hair. Eric took several minutes enjoying my wife’s perky boobs.

“Oh my . . .” Jenna closed her eyes and squeezed them tightly. She bit her lower lip, and I watched as her body shook. Delicious tremors covered her for a full minute. My wife had her first orgasm at this office tonight, and Eric was too busy to notice.

Eric’s mouth went down further. Jenna automatically opened her long legs. She was waiting for him. She was panting, her fingers still holding onto his hair. Eric looked up at her and smiled when he saw that my wife wasn’t wearing any underwear.

“Ah, fuck, such a perfect pussy,” Eric exclaimed. Jenna blushed. Damn, she’s just too cute when she does that.

Duncan’s office was filled with my wife’s delicious moans. Eric ate her well. He licked her overheated clit, sucked it, then licked it again.

“Oh, oh, oh . . .” Jenna sighed, looking down at her crush, who was having a banquet on her pussy. “Eric, my god, I’ll come in your mouth!”

Eric didn’t answer. He couldn’t. He extended his long tongue and slid it inside her. It moved like it was hungrily searching for something – a prize, the center of her universe. His tongue pushed my wife to the edge.

“Cominggggg!” Jenna screamed, pulling hopelessly at Eric’s hair. Her pretty eyes rolled to the top of her head. Eric didn’t stop eating her pussy. I think my wife squirted because Eric’s cheeks, chin, and neck were wet and dripping with my wife’s love juices. My wife lost control of her body. Carefully, deliriously, she let her back fall to the table.

“That was hot,” Duncan said to me. Both of us were focused on what was happening, watching the action. Is he also feeling a bit of jealousy like me? Are we doing the right thing in introducing another man in this . . . arrangement. I don’t know. Maybe. All I know is that this is turning me on more than ever. My eyes felt hot, and my dick was hard as a diamond inside my pants.

“This is,” Eric said, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, “the best-tasting pussy of all.” Then he dived back in. Jenna quivered when his mouth plundered her pussy again. Her bountiful chest was heaving. She began turning her head left and right. She was lost, and she was on the edge again.

“Careful saying that,” Duncan said, amused, “or she would fall in love with you.”

“Please . . . please,” my wife sobbed in incomparable bliss, “I am, ahhh, I am coming again!”

Eric slid two thick fingers inside Jenna and began fucking her with them. He fucked her hard with his fingers while he was licking her clit. Jenna couldn’t do anything. She closed her eyes and writhed and twisted on top of her boss’ desk. Happy tears rolled down her cheeks when she came again. She orgasmed for a full minute. Her toes curled, and her whole body shook.

Eric grabbed both my wife’s hands and pulled her up. She was still reeling. Jenna was now sitting up again, her chest moving up and down in shuddering breaths. Eric put his hand behind her head and started French-kissing her again, sliding his tireless tongue inside her mouth. After the kiss, he whispered something to her. They locked eyes together like lovers, like husband and wife on an altar before kissing. Their foreheads were touching.

“Babe?” I asked my wife.

“I’m alright, Nathan. Ohhh, that was good. Just sooo good. I came so hard,” she said to me. Her eyelids were fluttering. Eric was beside her. They were not kissing anymore, but he was fondling her soft, perky tits.

“I want to fuck you now, Jenna, if that’s alright,” Eric asked my wife. Jenna looked at me, and she smiled when she saw the approval and lust on my face. She was all for it. She also wanted Eric Foster for some time now. I could smell their craving for each other.

“Hey, guys,” Duncan said loudly. “I just want to remind you that we are in my office.”

Duncan was standing now, and his top was off, revealing a hard, granite body. He still had his pants on, but his enormous, black dick was out. He was stroking it while looking at my wife. “Since it's my office, I make the choices, the first pick, the first crack at it,” Duncan said, smiling. “Right, Jenna?”

“Yes, sir,” Jenna said in a sweet voice. Her face lit up, and her eyes danced in anticipation when she saw her boss’ cock. She licked her lips. I noticed Eric frown, but he knew that Duncan was right. He was a newcomer to this group. Duncan Walker will always be the priority. Wait, Nathan, a voice inside me said. You are the husband. You should be the priority. I am, another voice answered. I am here, watching them, letting it all happen. I’ve never been turned on so much in my life. I would be lying if I denied that I am reaping the benefits of this arrangement that we have. Well, secondary only to Jenna, of course. All this is for her – to make her happy. To have her fantasies fulfilled. Her fantasies and mine. I am a little jealous, yes. I can’t deny that. But I can still handle it. Sure, man, the first voice answered, if you say so.

“Come here, Jenna, kneel on the floor. Time for your dessert.” Duncan said in an assertive voice.

Eric gave my wife’s nipples a final flick before letting her go. He sat on top of the desk. Eric and I watched as Jenna walked over to her boss. She fixed herself first. She put back the strap of her sexy black dress, and she smoothed the short hem down. My wife just looked so pristine and enticing.

“God, I want you so badly,” Eric said to my wife, lovestruck now.

“You’ll have your turn, man,” Duncan said. “We have all night.”

“You’re one lucky man,” Eric said to me.

“Yeah, I know,” I said with a grin.

“He knows,” Jenna smiled at me and blew me a kiss.

Then she blew her boss.

The room was silent. We were on the fourth floor of the building. The window was open, and we could hear the cars passing outside, but we didn’t really notice them. What Eric and I were fully aware of was the view of Jenna giving her boss an enthusiastic blowjob. She was kneeling on the carpeted floor, her long hair still in a cute ponytail. Duncan’s hand was on her head.

“Ah yes, Jenna, that’s right,” Duncan groaned. Eric left the desk and sat on the sofa so that he could see better. Jenna licked Duncan’s balls while stroking his cock. She opened her mouth and put out her tongue. Duncan slapped her tongue with his enormous cock.

“Put it in my mouth again, please . . .” Jenna pleaded. Duncan didn’t need to be told twice.

“Damn,” Eric muttered after watching my wife take Duncan’s length. He was impressed by the way Jenna slobbered on Duncan’s cock. A strand of drool hung on my wife’s chin. The whole room was filled with the sound of her eager slurping.

“Yeah, you really should get some of this,” Duncan said to Eric. “This might be the best you’ll ever have.” Jenna looked pleased because of her boss’ compliment.

With her boss’ dick in her mouth, Jenna turned her eyes towards Eric. She nodded at him and looked at him with her best inviting eyes. Eric understood quickly. He stood up and unfastened his belt buckle. Jenna followed him with her eyes while not missing the rhythm of her blowjob.

My wife’s eyes widened, pleasantly surprised when she finally saw what Eric Foster was packing. His black cock is massive, as big as Duncan’s. It was veiny and angry and seemed to pulsate like it was hunting my wife.

And so I watched as Jenna began stroking two massive cocks. She was kneeling while Duncan and Eric were standing, her hands moving back and forth lewdly. She would look at their faces and then lick her lips. She kissed the tip of Eric’s dick first, sucking it, tasting his precum. After Eric, she then went to Duncan. She licked his big balls. She opened her mouth wide and then tried to put them in. It was not easy, but she was able to do it for a few seconds.

“God, she’s so sexy,” Eric said.

“You okay there, buddy?” Duncan asked me. I had already moved to the sofa near them so I could see better.

I didn’t know how to answer that. I was still thinking of what to say when Jenna said something.

“They are just so big, Nathan,” she said, thoroughly amazed. “I can’t fit them in my hands.”

“You can have our dicks every day, Jenna,” Duncan said, beaming.

“Yeah, we’re just here in the office. Every day,” Eric said.

“Maybe I should work in this office, too,” I joked. Jenna didn’t respond to my joke because she was now busy giving them alternate blowjobs. She would suck Eric’s cock until she was running out of air, then she would let it go, gasp, and then concentrate on Duncan’s dick and give him the same treatment, all the while not losing any rhythm or speed in stroking the cock that wasn’t in her mouth.

Has she done something like this before? No, probably not. I don’t think so. Then why does she seem so good at it?

“I’m gonna come,” Eric groaned. Jenna’s mouth was sliding back and forth hotly on him. She was looking into his face, urging him on.

“I’m coming,” Eric repeated, his voice almost breaking.

“Don’t rush it, man,” Duncan said to him.

“Fuck! I can’t stop it! I’m coming!”

And he came. He came a lot, and my wife swallowed all of it. Eric came for a long time. Jenna watched his reaction as he filled her mouth with his thick, sticky cream. Her throat was bobbing up and down, taking it all in. She closed her eyes, savoring his juice, rolling it on her tongue, loving its texture and warmth. She didn’t let Eric’s cock go until she was able to milk every drop of him. Some of his come escaped her lips and dripped down her chin. The three of us watched as she scooped those with her fingers and then sucked them. She licked her lips while locking eyes with Eric.

“Thank you,” she said lovingly to him.

Eric slumped on the sofa. He was breathing heavily. He looked at me again, and he gave me a thumbs-up. I give him a thumbs-up in return. And now that Eric was currently recuperating, Duncan had Jenna for himself. Sucking Eric’s dick is just Jenna’s dessert. Duncan would be the main meal.

“My turn,” Duncan said. “I’ll show you guys how’s it done,” Eric grumbled something. He wanted to be the first for tonight, but he needed his strength back first.


CHAPTER 8

They did it on top of the desk. Duncan told my wife not to remove her dress and her heels. She was still wearing them as she rode Duncan’s thick cock.

“Ohhh! Ahhh! Yes! Yes!” Jenna moaned deliriously. Her hands were on his stomach. She looked so petite compared to her boss. It was a good thing that his office desk was also massive and sturdy. The whole room was filled with the sound of their fucking. Hot flesh against hot flesh. She kept pounding herself to him, her overheated pussy creaming his cock, glistening its body.

“You’re riding me like a slut,” Duncan said, smiling mischievously. Jenna was moaning and breathing through her mouth. She was perspiring, but she wasn’t slowing down. She always uses the treadmill, and she swims and plays volleyball regularly. Her leg strength is always impressive. “What do you say to that?”

Jenna closed her eyes and tilted her head back. She squeezed her eyes shut and started shuddering lusciously. She was coming. “Ahhh! Yes!” She almost screamed. “I am a slut, Duncan! I’m your slut!”

“Did you hear that, guys,” Duncan asked us with a grin. I let his words flow through me. I heard that clearly, but it was okay. As long as my wife is happy, I am certainly happy too.

Eric didn’t seem too happy. He had the look of a jealous man. He wanted to get inside my wife, wanted to fuck her too, to slip his hard dick inside Jenna’s perfect pussy. So Eric stood up from the couch, opened the door, and left the room. Where is this guy going? Duncan looked at me and raised an eyebrow. I shrugged. How the hell am I supposed to know?

Eric returned after a full minute with a large energy bar and a coffee-in-can in his hands. He opened the plastic wrapper of the carbohydrate-concentrated chocolate bar and began chomping on it. We all watched him, even Jenna, who was lying on top of her boss’ naked body. After Eric devoured his energy food, he gulped down all the coffee in just seven seconds. Then he dropped to the floor and started doing pushups. Jenna laughed adorably and covered her mouth. She found Eric’s initiative sincere and cute.

“Hey, Jenna, who says we are done?” Duncan asked my wife. He stood up and carried Jenna to the sofa. My wife squealed excitedly, her arms wrapped around his neck for support. She was still wearing her figure-hugging dress and high heels while Duncan was fully naked, his cock wet and fully erect. She kissed his neck.

“Yes, more, please, Duncan,” she said. Duncan was carrying my wife easily with zero effort at all.

He placed her on the sofa. She positioned her knees on the sofa seat while her elbows were on the top of the back. “Spread your legs, Jenna.”

“Yes, sir,” Jenna did as she was told. “Like this?”

I stood up and positioned myself near them so I could see better. Eric was munching on another energy bar, and at the same time, he was stroking his cock.

“Babe . . .” Jenna said to me, looking into my eyes with familiar love. “Duncan is going to fuck me again.” I almost came when she said that.

“I envy you guys,” Duncan said sincerely while lining the fat head of his cock at the entrance of my wife’s dripping wet pussy. “Finding true love. Getting married. I mean, those are good things to have.”

“They are the best things to have,” I said to Duncan. Jenna felt him entering her. She looked at me, and she bit her lower lip. I love you, her eyes said.

“Oh yes,” Jenna moaned. Duncan did it slowly at first. He didn’t move immediately. He just let his thick dick marinate inside her for a few seconds, stretching her pussy walls. “God, you’re so big,” she said breathlessly. “Fuck me, Duncan, please,” she almost cried at him. “I need it.”

Then Duncan began going in and out of her, deliciously dragging the walls of Jenna’s pussy, making her eyes roll, making her toes curl every time he moved backward. He started with a sensual rhythm which he abandoned just as quickly. My wife’s pussy was just too good for a slow fucking. He pounded her harder and harder. Duncan grabbed her ponytailed long hair and pulled it.

“Damn!”

“Oh, oh, ahhh, yes! Right there! Yes! More!” my wife cried with tears of ecstasy, her fingers gripping the sofa, legs wide open, her back arched, curvaceous butt rippling as Duncan’s body kept hitting it again and again.

“Man, it's my turn,” Eric said, determined. He was now standing beside them, fully naked and sweating from all those pushups. His cock was out, and it was hard as steel.

Duncan wasn’t finished yet. He leaned forward and asked Jenna something, his lips almost touching her ear. Jenna nodded and smiled. Yes, sir, it's alright, her lips seemed to say. They kissed, and then Duncan pulled his cock out.

“She’s yours, man,” Duncan said. He took a step back. “For a while.”


CHAPTER 9

For several hours, I watched as two men took turns with my wife.

And Jenna loved every second of it.

They did it on the sofa while my wife was bent over. Eric pulled her hair as he was pounding her hard. He grabbed her tits with one hand and squeezed them. He played with her pink nipples. They kissed – another hungry, passionate, oxygen-sucking kiss like there was no tomorrow. They kissed like lovers, which again made me slightly jealous.

Duncan got in front of her, his hard dick pointed at her face. Duncan was stroking it. Jenna knew what to do. My beautiful wife didn’t need to be told. She opened her mouth and took him in. This picture will always stay in my mind: my wife on all fours taking two enormous cocks – one in her pussy and one in her mouth.

“Mmmphhh!” That was the only sound that came from Jenna’s mouth when she came. She couldn’t curse or scream because her mouth was full of cock. I saw the sudden delicious tremor cover her body, making her toes curl and making her fingers grip the seat tighter.

Duncan and Eric exchanged a high-five. The room was cool, yet the three were sweaty, their bodies glistening. I looked at my wife. She looked like a mess. Her hair was down now, disheveled. The tie she used to make it into a ponytail was gone. Her cheeks were blushing. Her butt had the pink marks of Eric’s palm.

After exchanging a high-five, the two men changed positions. This time Eric was the one with his cock inside Jenna’s mouth, and Duncan was behind her, sliding in and out of her pussy. They slowed down. They were taking their time, enjoying my wife’s willing body. I sat on Duncan’s office chair and watched them.

“Tight,” Duncan grunted. “I’m gonna come!” He came a lot. He was gripping my wife’s sexy waist when he came. While he was coming, he continued pumping, depositing every drop of his load inside her. He even slapped Jenna’s butt several times – the sound echoing all over the room. Jenna’s eyes lighted up when she felt Duncan’s come spurting inside her. As a response, she doubled her effort in sucking Eric’s cock.

When Duncan pulled his cock out of Jenna’s pussy, his come and her juices lewdly gushed out of her and dripped down her thighs.

Duncan sank onto the sofa. He was catching his breath. He wiped the sweat on his forehead. His cock was still semi-hard. In a few minutes, this man would be ready again.

“Get on top of me,” Eric told Jenna. “We’ll do it on top of the desk the way you and Duncan did it earlier.”

“Alright, Eric,” Jenna said submissively. “Should I keep my dress on? I’m drenched with sweat.”

“You can take it off now, Jenna. But keep your heels on,” Eric said sternly. He lay on his back on Duncan’s polished office desk.

“Hold my hand, please,” Jenna said. Eric helped her get on top of him. Except for her black high heels and gold hoop earrings, Jenna was completely naked.

“You have the body of a goddess,” Eric said.

“Damn right,” Duncan stated.

“Thank you, guys,” Jenna said, a bit embarrassed by the compliment of her co-workers.

“Now sit on my cock,” Eric commanded.

Duncan and I watched as Jenna bounced up and down Eric’s huge dick the way she did earlier with Duncan’s cock. Eric appeared mesmerized by her bobbing tits. He sat up and put them in his mouth, sucked her nipples. Jenna embraced him, pulling him tighter, trying harder to press his face against her generous tits. Jenna paused and they kissed, their tongues dancing.

“Oh my god, Eric,” Jenna panted. “I love your dick inside me.” Eric grabbed Jenna’s head, pulled her to him, and kissed her again. The desk was wet from Jenna’s juices.

From time to time, Jenna would stop her bouncing and then lean down and kiss Eric on the lips, cheeks, and neck. She would do this several times when she was resting her legs, and when she felt her legs were okay again, she would resume riding his cock. My wife already came several times, but she continued what she was doing with determination.

Duncan was fully hard again. He stood up. He didn’t do some push-ups like Eric, but he did some stretching motions with his arms. He had his game face on again. He was ready to go. Can't let Eric have all the fun. This is his office, and he outranks Eric and Jenna.

Jenna felt that her boss was behind her. She stopped moving and looked at him, watching his expression. She licked her lips and fluttered her eyes at him when she saw he was iron hard again. These men, she was probably thinking. They are insatiable. They are just so good to me.

But there was something different about how Duncan looked, like he had a different idea in his mind. Jenna’s eyes widened when she realized what it was.

“Hey, man,” I said to Duncan. I stood up.

Jenna looked at me and motioned for me to stop where I was. She brushed the damp hair away from her face. She smiled at me. “Babe, I want to do it. It's alright.”

“Sure, babe,” I said to her. My heart was racing. My cock was so hard, it wanted to jump out of my tight pants and fuck my wife. But there wasn’t a space for me. This was a threesome between Jenna, her boss, and her office crush. I would have my time when we were finally alone, maybe in our apartment.

Eric also understood what was happening. He adjusted himself so that his lower body was on the edge of the table, making Jenna’s lovely butt accessible to Duncan.

Duncan was now standing behind my wife. He grabbed her luscious tits from behind and squeezed them with his large hands. He kissed the back of her neck, sending her shivers.

“Are you ready, Jenna?” Duncan asked her.

She was looking at me when she answered him. “Yes! Fuck me now, please.”

Jenna came the moment Duncan entered her from behind. The feeling of having two large cocks inside her was too much. Duncan hadn’t even started fucking her yet when her orgasm came to her like thunder.

“Ahhh fuck!” Jenna screamed in delight. “Guys, fuck me, please!” she told Duncan and Eric.

Eric was lying on the desk with his long dick buried inside Jenna, so Duncan did most of the work. He began pumping in and out, slowly at first, gently, then faster and faster as my wife got used to him.

“God, I’m going crazy!” Jenna exclaimed in between thrusts. “Babe,” she said with lust-filled hazy eyes, “they are making me go crazy. Oh, god, I think I am coming again!”

And she came again . . . and again. And while she was coming, Duncan continued fucking her from behind, deeper and wilder. His arms were around her, embracing her body, playing with her tits, gently holding her neck. Jenna sucked his fingers, her eyes closed, hungry.

Eric’s hands were on her waist. He licked his lips, his whole face and body wet from perspiration, muscles bulging from his neck and chest. It looked like he was snarling. His eyes were focused entirely on my wife’s face, her delirious reactions, her lovely bouncing tits. The harder Duncan fucked my wife, the deeper she got impaled on Eric’s dick.

“Oh fuck!” Jenna sobbed. “Eric, I love your cock!”

Duncan is a very competitive man. What Jenna said to Eric made him hammer my wife harder. His stroked accelerated. The sounds of the meaty slap every time his body slammed against Jenna’s buttcheeks became louder. The desk was now slightly moving forward. It was very expensive-looking. I was hoping it doesn’t break.

“I’m near, goddamnit!” Eric said.

“Fucking slut,” Duncan grunted. “I’m coming!”

“Yes! Yes!” Jenna was looking at me, her face flushed, her hair disheveled. With two cocks in her and at the edge of another world-shattering orgasm, our eyes locked together. I remembered when we got married. I was holding her hand. We looked into each other’s eyes before we kissed, silently promising we would love each other forever.

“Coming!” Jenna cried. The three of them came at the same time. Duncan and Eric grunted as they filled her with their cream. They had that focused looked on their faces. They came spurt after spurt, their bodies jolted. Jenna’s body trembled. If their hands and arms weren’t supporting her, she would have fallen from the table.

Duncan was breathing through his mouth, sweat dripping from his face to Jenna’s back. “Not yet,” he said with determination. “One more.” He was still hard and still deep inside my wife. He wasn’t pulling out yet.

“Yes, oh yes, please,” Jenna answered him, still shivering deliciously. “Guys, fuck me more.”

It lasted even longer this time. No need for energy bars and pushups for Eric and Duncan. The feel of my wife’s yummy pussy enveloping their cocks was enough. Duncan’s hand was now gripping Jenna’s waist. Eric’s hands were on her tits, fondling them greedily.

I was sitting near them in Duncan’s comfortable office chair, just a half-arm’s reach. I stood up and leaned forward and kissed my wife. She opened her mouth, and our tongues played with each other. But it only took a few seconds. She couldn’t concentrate on kissing me, not with two massive cocks sliding in and out of her. Her eyes were hazy, unfocused, her mouth partially open. So I sat back down, watched them, and listened to the slaps of flesh and their moans and grunts.

“Ahh, ummm, yes, yes,” Jenna chanted. There was rhythm in the way they were fucking her. It wasn’t as wild as earlier. They were taking their sweet time. Duncan was kissing Jenna’s neck, whispering words in her ear, making her blush more. Eric had his hands full of her tits like he couldn’t let them go. He sat up and nibbled on her pink nipples hungrily.

I stamped this moment in my mind: my wife having sex with two men. With their huge bodies, Jenna looked fragile and petite, yet she was able to handle them. She was able to make them come multiple times.

But what is next after this? Will the three of them be regular fuck buddies in this office? They will probably fuck every day. Maybe Duncan will have my wife on Mondays and Wednesdays, and Eric will fuck her on Tuesdays and Thursdays. Then every Friday will be a threesome. The three of them having wet, furious, exquisite sex. Maybe Eric will drill her from behind next time, with Duncan at the front. Damn, I can’t deny that it will be hot. Ah, Jenna and I should talk about that first.

Duncan was pumping faster now, harder. He was gearing up, bolstering his strokes, my wife’s long hair wrapped around his fist, his other hand gripping her shoulders. Eric also seemed to be on the edge again. Veins were popping up on his neck and arms.

“Yes! Yes! Just like that! Mmmm!” Jenna begged. She was breathing hard. Her mind couldn’t focus on anything else except the unforgettable feeling of their cocks bringing her closer and closer to a frantic orgasm.

“Oh my god! Oh my god! Again! I’m coming again!” Jenna gushed and spasmed. Her whole body trembled, tears rolling down her cheeks. And while she was coming, Eric and Duncan ejaculated into her. The two men couldn’t form words anymore. They just grunted, their teeth clenched, their hands holding my wife’s shoulders and waist so hard that it would probably leave marks later. Their bodies jerked, spurting into my wife every last drop.

Jenna collapsed on top of Eric, the three of them breathing heavily. Eric brushed her hair using his hand. There was a contented and proud smile on his face. This had always been his primary goal – to fuck my wife, and now he had done it, and it was the best. A new world opened to him.

“Ummm, you guys took all my strength away. I can barely move,” Jenna said. “I’m a mess. I’m still shaking.”

“Let's go,” Duncan said. He was the first one to recover. He has his own shower room in his office. He carried my wife there. Eric lifted himself up from the desk and followed. I heard the shower open. Eric entered the room after Jenna and her boss, then closed the door, leaving me alone in the office. They didn’t invite me, so I didn’t follow.

I looked outside the window. It was a beautiful night. Calm and cool. I returned my eyes to the closed door of the shower room. What are they doing there now? Are you seriously asking yourself that, Nathan? What do you think they are doing? Duncan and Eric are probably soaping my wife’s naked body, kissing her, squeezing her tits, running their hands on her pussy while the warm water of the shower cleans their bodies. Maybe while they are touching her hot naked body, she is stroking their huge cocks. That is probably what's happening.

I looked at my watch. Fifteen minutes had already passed. The door of the shower room is thick. I couldn’t hear anything. I could imagine those two taking turns with my wife again. Jenna had her palms on the bathroom wall, back arched, legs open, while Eric or Duncan had their hands on her slim waist, their cocks going in and out of her again. And when Duncan felt that he was already near, he would pull out without coming yet, and Eric would replace him, and he would do the same thing. They were taking turns fucking my wife. Jeezus. Jenna couldn’t get enough of those two.

Eric came out after thirty minutes and closed the door behind him. “Hey, man,” he greeted me with a satisfied smile. He put on his pants and his shirt.

“Hey, they are still in there?” I asked him, which was a stupid question. Of course, they were still in there. Where else would they be?

“Yeah, yeah,” Eric said. His hair was still wet. “I’m beat, so I told them I’ll be going first. They didn’t even notice me. They were still going at it when I left them.”

“Ah. Alright. Alright,” I told him.

“Yeah. But hey, Nathan. I just wanna say thank you, you know, for letting me . . . uhhh . . . join this small group of yours. And your wife, man, she is a firecracker. A wonderful woman. I’ve never met anyone like her.”

“Ahh yeah. Yeah, of course,” I said.

“See you around, man.” And just like that, Eric opened the door and stepped out of the room. That is one lucky bastard, I thought to myself.

I sat back down on Duncan’s office chair. It was large and comfortable. I opened another window to let the cool night air in. It was another thirty minutes before they came out of the bathroom.

“Sorry, babe, if that took a while,” Jenna said. She walked over to me and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. A white towel was wrapped around her naked body. Her hair was still damp. Duncan was fully naked. He picked up his clothes and started putting them on.

“Eric already left,” I told them.

“Well, he’ll be back here on Monday,” Duncan said.

Jenna bent over to pick up her black dress on the floor. Duncan and I watched her, our eyes following her every movement. She removed her towel, put it on the back of the sofa, and then slipped her little dress on. Jenna sat on the couch and strapped her heels on. There wasn’t a hair blower in Duncan’s bathroom, so Jenna walked near the open window and let the cool air dry her hair.

I looked at Duncan. Unlike before, I can read him now. His eyes were focused on my wife. He was thinking of taking her home and perhaps resuming fucking her there all night. He was thinking of asking both of us. I am pretty sure that Jenna would agree if Duncan asked her, but this time the final decision would depend on me. Well, perhaps they can do that. I might allow it. But not tonight. Duncan and Eric already had their fun. Now, I am going to take Jenna home, and we're going to fuck like rabbits. I’ve been watching her get passed around all night. Now it's my turn to be with her.

I shook my head at Duncan, and he understood. He just grinned at me, nodding. It's husband and wife time.

We said goodbye to Duncan. He French-kissed Jenna first for three minutes and grabbed her butt before letting her go.

“See you next week, sir,” Jenna said after that long kiss, her cheeks blushing pink.

** ** **

“Are you okay? You and Duncan took very long in the shower,” I asked Jenna, smiling. We were in the car going home. I was driving, and Jenna was sitting beside me.

“Oh, sorry about that,” Jenna said lovingly. She kissed me on the cheek.

“Hmmm? What’s that for?” I asked her.

“It’s a thank you,” Jenna said adorably. “Doing it with two men. Every woman has that fantasy, and you just fulfilled mine. You are the best husband.”

“Of course. But why did you take so long to finish showering?” I asked her again. I wasn’t going to let the subject go. I put my hand on top of her exposed leg, rubbing it.

“Ummm, well, Duncan asked for one more blowjob,” Jenna said. She opened her legs slightly, daring my hand to go further up. She still wasn’t wearing any panties.

“And you gave it to him?” I asked her. We turned left, finally leaving the expressway. We were now only ten minutes away from our apartment.

“Well, you know my boss. He is, ummm, very convincing,” Jenna said. She embraced me and planted kisses on my cheeks and neck. “I’m still feeling horny, babe. I want you to fuck me when we get home. Please?”

“Well,” I said, grinning. “Let me think about it.”

END
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