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CHAPTER 1

“They are looking at you,” I teased Jenna when we entered the conference room.

“No, they are not,” my wife answered, smiling.

We were on the fourth floor of her office building in the city of Arlow. It was around seven in the evening.

My wife’s company had a profitable year and they organized a small, intimate party. The wives and husbands of the employees were also invited. That was the reason why I was here, with my gorgeous wife beside me, holding hands as we scanned the room.

“All the men here have a crush on you,” I grinned at Jenna. “That is so obvious.”

She looked at me and smiled back and squeezed my hand. “No, that is not true. Most of them here are married.”

“That wouldn’t stop them from falling for you,” I said in a low voice. “I mean, just look at you, babe. You’re so hot. You’re the hottest woman in this room. Every man here would love to have a taste of you.”

Jenna shook her head and gave me a gentle kiss on the cheek. “You’re bad.” Then she walked around and greeted her friends and co-workers and bosses with me in tow. Jenna has always been charming and kind and they gravitate around her, like eager planets around a warm, beautiful sun. I wonder how they would react if they saw her on her knees, licking her boss’ cock.

I am not a big fan of parties and gatherings but I maintained a smile and genuine interest.

The conference room had a comfortable space for people to interact. It was a celebration party for the upper management of the company. The rank and files had their party the other day. There were about thirty employees currently in the room. They were all managers and supervisors.

There were food and drinks. People were eating and talking and smiling – all in good mood. It was all casual, relaxing. A large screen showed a video about the history of FutureCraft, the name of the design company where Jenna works.

Two wireless speakers were playing soft jazz music. Through the floor-to-ceiling glass wall, people could see outside the building. The weather was good and we could see the cars driving on the road, the boutique shops, and the flowering trees of Arlow Park.

“This is my husband, Nathan,” Jenna introduced me to her colleagues with a smile. I know most of them already. I have attended several gatherings like this here before.

“Hey, man,” Gabriel Bennet said to me and shook my hand. I think he works in accounting or procurement. His wife, Charlotte, was standing beside him. I also shook her hand. Jenna gave her a light hug and lightly kissed her cheek as a greeting. “So glad you came,” Gabriel said to me while subtly glancing at my wife’s luscious cleavage.

“Hey, there he is! The man, the legend. Nathan Hill!” Connor Anderson, the logistics manager, greeted me with a wide grin. His eyes moved on to memorize my wife’s long legs.

Connor gave me a bear hug. We’re not really that close. We met maybe twice or thrice during other company events like Thanksgiving and Christmas parties. Yet, here he was, patting my shoulder and shaking my hand like he was my long-lost best friend.

His petite girlfriend, Lily Davis, was standing beside him. Jenna and Lily talked for a while about The Espresso Corner – a new coffee shop that opened two blocks away.

“Let's go check it together – the four of us,” Jenna said to the couple.

“Of course, of course. Sure, I’m game. Let's go,” Connor Anderson said eagerly. He licked his lips and rubbed his palms together, raring to go. He was the tallest and biggest man in the room.

“I mean, not tonight,” Jenna laughed cutely. “Maybe next week?” Lily Davis nodded also excitedly, charmed by my wife.

“Jenna here is just amazing!” Alexander Reed, the general manager of the FutureCraft Arlow operation praised my wife. He’s a short man in his sixties. He was wearing thick glasses. He doesn’t look remarkable or impressive physically, but he has that piercing, no-bullshit smart eyes. “Just impressive.”

“Thank you, sir, for the kind words,” Jenna said sweetly.

“No, no,” Alex Reed continued. “These are not merely kind words. I know the hard work you and Duncan did to close the Renovall account. They are tough, spoiled bastards over there in Eastway, but you two were able to impress them. You and Duncan worked hard on that. I heard you two did lots of overtime. Hard work deserves credit.”

I turned my head slightly to look at Jenna’s face. She was nodding and listening to her boss, flattered, grateful. I saw the blush adorably creeping on her cheeks. Lots of overtime? Right, you are. If only this man knew what other things Jenna and Duncan did during those nights they were on overtime.

An image flashed in my mind: Jenna bent over the desk, her skirt raised, panties gone, legs spread while Duncan was pounding her from behind, his fingers gripping her slim waist. Her laptop was open and her boss was telling her to compute the figures. Jenna was moaning. It was a challenge for her to concentrate on checking graphs and numbers when a long, massive dick was going in and out of her tight pussy.

Alex Reed and Jenna were still talking. They were discussing work stuff now. They were talking about the details of a product launch of a new brand of tennis shoes for women. Someone from the quality assurance team arrived and joined the conversation. The local head of finance also joined in. They started exchanging ideas.

I excused myself and went to the restroom and splashed water on my face and washed my hands. I returned to the party and saw that Jenna was talking happily with another group of co-workers. I didn’t go straight back to her. I took a small chocolate cupcake from the table, put it in my mouth, and drank a glass of orange juice. I leaned on the glass wall and looked down at the peaceful city. I returned my gaze to my wife and reminded myself how lucky I am.

I watched as Jenna engaged in light conversations with her colleagues. I couldn’t hear what they were talking about from where I was, but I could see how much they enjoyed her presence. A friend made a joke which made her laugh adorably. Wendy from finance asked her where she bought her dress. Jenna took her phone from her handbag and sent her the link to the online shop. She thanked my wife and another workmate joined them and asked her where she bought her heels.

All the men at the party were trying their best to steal glances at my wife. They had to be subtle about it because their wives and girlfriends were beside them. Doing their best to hide it, their eyes kept roaming up and down her body, appreciating her assets, salivating at her stunning legs, leering at her perky tits.

Jenna was wearing a classic, sleeveless white dress with a straight neckline and tank straps. The curve-hugging dress reached just a few inches below the knee. The slit hem gave a sultry glimpse of her smooth thighs. One guy from the planning department was openly staring at her cleavage while listening to her.

“I mean, who can blame them, right?” Duncan Walker said to me. He appeared out of nowhere. He was eating an apple slice and he stood beside me and leaned his back on the glass wall, one hand in his pocket. He looked like he had all the time in the world like this party moved at a pace of his choosing. His colleagues saw him and greeted him and he nodded at them.

“What?”

“I mean, who can blame these men, right? Jenna is perfect. Look at her body. She’s a gift to humankind. God probably took his time creating her. I think that she was made to tempt the world, to make these married men commit sin,” Duncan was smiling.

“I agree with you on that,” I said.

“That dress is sexy. Casual, innocent. Professional with a bit of a tease. Is that a new dress?”

“Yeah, she bought that yesterday at Roux’s.”

“I haven’t fuck her in that dress yet.”

“Because it's new.”

Jenna glanced in our direction and saw Duncan and me talking. She cutely waved at us and then she resumed talking with her friends.

“Yeah, I like fucking your wife while she’s wearing a dress and high heels.”

“I kind of notice that, Duncan. You already told me something like that.”

“I did, right?” Duncan laughed. He looked around the conference room. “We haven’t done it in this room yet.”

“It’s risky. Too many doors, too much open space. Not enough cover.”

“Yeah. Whenever I see your wife, I want to do it with her. It’s a wonder we are getting work done with all the sex we’re having.”

“I do wonder that, too,” I said after a short pause. My glass was empty. “Alexander Reed said that you and Jenna are his top two performers for this year.”

“That is true. Me and your wife, we have great teamwork,” Duncan answered. “So, how are things at home?”

“Huh? At home? Everything’s good.” Actually, everything’s perfect.

“Jenna said that this arrangement that we have really improved your relationship. Is that right?”

What the hell? You’re a marriage counselor now? “Ehhh . . . yeah,” I answered him truthfully.

“I’m glad I could help,” Duncan said with a genuine smile.

You serious, man? Is that what’s on your mind when you’re pounding my wife? I'm doing this to improve Nathan and Jenna’s marriage!

I looked around. “Where’s Eric Foster? He’s a supervisor like Jenna, right? Wasn’t he invited to this event?”

“I told him not to attend. He needs to cool down a bit.”

“What do you mean,” I asked Duncan.

“Just what I said, he needs to cool down a bit, to slow down. Eric’s getting too attached and we can't have that.”

“Jenna didn’t tell me anything like that,” I said, looking at my wife. She was talking to Andrea Smith from marketing – the host of this small party.

“That’s because Jenna is a good woman. But yeah. Eric’s falling in love with her. That’s something serious. That complicates things. So, I told him to back off.”

“Well, I can't say I disagree,” I said. Did you tell Eric to back off because you're getting jealous of him? We both know that Jenna always has a massive crush on Eric and vice-versa.

“Too bad, right? Jenna will miss him,” Duncan said with a grin. “Your wife really likes getting tag-teamed.”

“Uhhh . . .” I snapped my head around, ensuring no one was near us. “Lower your voice, man, please.”

“Ah. Sorry about that. But look at your wife, man. Look at her. She is so pretty, so professional, so charming. Everyone here likes her. Aside from the two of us, nobody here knows she’s obsessed with getting fucked out of her brains.”

I took a deep breath. Duncan, crude he might be, was telling the truth.

“You’re here alone?” I asked him, changing the subject.

“No,” Duncan said. “I brought my girlfriend.”

“Huh? Jenna didn’t tell me you have a girlfriend.”

“Well, this one’s fairly new. We started the same time Jenna and I began doing it.”

Doing it behind my back, you mean. You should complete that sentence. Ah, never mind. That’s all in the past. We’re all in this together now.

“Where is she?”

“She is in the restroom, freshening up. She gave me a blowjob in the car on the way over here. She’s a nice woman. You know her.”

“I know her?” I looked in the direction of the restroom. “Is she also an employee here?”

“Ah, no. Well, here she is.”

My eyes widened when I saw Duncan Walker’s new girlfriend. I do know her. She smiled as she walked towards us.

Priscilla Hayes used to work in the same company where I am currently working. She started as an intern and worked her way up as an associate. For about eight months, we worked in the same department.

We know each other, but we were never that close. Priscilla was kind and friendly but was a bit introverted. She had her own group of friends. She resigned and now works as a flight attendant for Stellar Air. We are friends on social media though I am not really active there.

“Hey, babe,” Duncan said, wrapping his massive arm around her shoulders. “This is Nathan Hill. Jenna’s husband. You used to work together, right?”

“Oh. Yes. Hello, Nathan. It's so nice to see you again,” Priscilla said with a genuinely warm smile.

“Hey, Priscilla. Uhhh, I didn’t know that you and Duncan were together.”

“Well, our relationship is quite new.”

Now, Jenna is still the most beautiful person in the room, but Priscilla Hayes is a close second. A very close second. They might even be tied for that position.

I remember when Priscilla was still my workmate. She always came to work wearing thick, loose shirts and jeans. She had that bookish look with her oversized glasses and ponytail-tied hair. But even with that choice of outfit and look, most men in the office had a crush on her. No amount of long sweatshirt was able to hide her yummy, perky breasts. Her jeans can't conceal the fact that she has long, spectacular legs and a round, firm butt. There was a smoking hot woman under all those layers of thick cloth.

I stared at her the way other men were looking at my wife. I couldn’t help it. Priscilla was wearing a sleek, eye-catching black dress with a V-neckline that displayed a sufficient amount of cleavage. The hem of the dress reached just several inches above her knees. The dress hugged her sexy body. It was professional and casual yet showed perfectly the full shape of her tits, her hourglass figure, her round butt.

“Nathan,” Priscilla said to me, “I’ll melt if you keep looking at me like that.”

“Oh, sorry,” I said, a bit embarrassed. Duncan shook his head and grinned. I then remembered he told me that Priscilla gave him a blowjob while they were on the road. What a lucky bastard, this guy. I also had a crush on Priscilla when we were still working together. I will admit that. I couldn’t help but feel a little bit of jealousy. I tried to shake that feeling away.

Duncan stretched his arm. “Guys, I got to socialize more. Part of the job. This might be a party, but technically I’m still working.”

“He wants to be head of sales,” Priscilla said to me.

“I want to be head of sales,” Duncan said. “You wanna come with me and meet all these wonderful people?” he asked her. “The men are asking me who you are.”

“In a while, babe,” Priscilla answered.

“Right. And Nathan,” he pointed at me, smiling broadly. “Don’t do anything to my girlfriend. Ah. I’m kidding. Go do some catching up,” Duncan said and then he started greeting and talking to the people in the room.

Duncan left the two of us. Priscilla stood closer to me. We are standing, our backs leaning on the glass wall. Our shoulders were a mere centimeter away from each other.

“It is actually nice to see you again,” Priscilla said, smiling.

“Did you miss me that much?” I said, teasing her.

“A little bit,” she said to me. “You were very kind to me when I was still working in Morrison,” she touched my arm. She tilted her body to face me, her left shoulder still leaning on the glass wall, black handbag in her hands. One of the company managers leered at her butt.

“Ummm . . . Thanks for saying that.”

“Jenna is really pretty,” Priscilla said.

“Yes, she is,” I said. “You are pretty.”

Priscilla blushed, looked at her hands briefly, and then thanked me.

“Look at Duncan. He’s in his element,” I said. Priscilla nodded with a smile. Duncan Walker was talking to a group of men. His voice was loud and confident. He made a joke and they all laughed. He was the tallest man in the group.

“Have you met my wife?” I asked Priscilla.

“Yes. Many times,” she paused. She turned her head towards me, reading my face. I looked into her eyes.

“Many times?”

“Yes,” she paused again. Her voice was gentle. “Occasionally, after work, and when I’m not on duty, we have dinner. The three of us. Me and Jenna and Duncan. Your wife didn’t tell you this?”

Priscilla knows. “Ummm . . . no, not really.”

“You should always be asking your wife how her day went,” Priscilla said with a cute smile.

I do ask her that. Everyday. It’s just that my mind has a specific focus. I am always more interested in asking Jenna the details about what she and Duncan did, the details of their lovemaking – what they did, what position, where they did it.

Did he come inside her? Did she swallow? Did Duncan fuck her from behind? Did he make her come again and again? These were the details I always ask my wife when she gets home and when we are finally in bed.

Jenna always describes to me (in full, sexy, descriptive detail) what she and Duncan did in the office. She usually tells me these while she is on top of me, riding my cock, or while she is giving me a handjob.  

I don't always ask her about the other stuff – their dates, their dinners, the friends they meet. I didn’t even ask Jenna if Duncan has a steady girlfriend. It turns out he does and it is no other than Priscilla Hayes, the woman I used to have a massive crush on.

“Jenna is probably the sweetest and kindest woman I’ve ever met,” Priscilla said. “She’s coming this way.”


CHAPTER 2

“Hello,” Jenna greeted Priscilla first. They hugged like best friends and complimented each other on how pretty and sexy they looked tonight in their dresses and heels.

“I see you two are catching up,” Jenna said with a smile. She held my hand. I gave her a quick kiss on the lips. She and Priscilla are tall, both the same height. Two gorgeous goddesses. One on my right, one on my left. I imagined them French kissing after sucking my cock.

“We are,” I said.

“Sorry, babe, I forgot to tell you we know each other,” Jenna said shyly.

“Ah, it's alright, babe. Don’t worry about it.”

“We have met a couple of times. We’re basically best friends now,” my wife said happily.

“Ummm . . . that’s true,” Priscilla said.

Did Jenna really forget to tell me this important detail, or is something going on here that she doesn’t want me to know yet? Another arrangement with only the three of them involved? I felt my balls tightening, the warming of my heart, some flicker of jealousy.

“Let's have a double date next time,” Duncan said. I didn’t notice him walking toward us. He was now standing beside his girlfriend. He wrapped his large arm around her slim waist. I imagined his large hand gripping Priscilla’s gorgeous hair, pulling it back.

“Yes, Duncan,” Jenna said. “That sounds fun. Right, babe?” she asked me.

“Uh-uh,” I said. Priscilla smiled at me.

Some of the people here were looking at us. There was a rumor before that Jenna and Duncan were having an affair. We were able to stop that rumor before it spread like wildfire, but there were still some remaining traces of it, embers.

Jenna and Duncan are attractive people. Their offices are beside each other and they are close and they always work together. Something could happen – this is what the people here were thinking.

So, it was brilliant that Duncan brought his girlfriend here to this party. Maybe this would give the impression that everything is good, that no office romance is happening, that there are no blowjobs from my wife under the table, no fucking in the storage room, no sweaty sex happening behind the closed door of Duncan’s office. Nothing to see here, guys. Everything is fine. If only they knew.

“What are you thinking?” Jenna asked me.

“You, of course. I’m thinking about you and how beautiful you are tonight,” I said to my wife. Jenna blushed.

“And Priscilla?” Duncan asked with a grin. The three of us looked at him.

“I’m sorry?” I asked him.

“And Priscilla. Do you think she’s also pretty?”

What is with this question? I already told Priscilla she was pretty earlier when the two of us were alone. Jenna raised an eyebrow at me, a twinkle in her eyes, teasing me. Priscilla was the one blushing now. She didn’t say anything, but now she was looking at me, waiting for me to answer. Duncan pulled her closer. Priscilla held his hand that was on her waist.

“Oh yes, of course. Priscilla is gorgeous. She always has been.”

“Thank you, Nathan,” she said to me after a pause.

“She had a crush on you when she was still working in Morrison!” Duncan said.

“Duncan!” Priscilla slapped him playfully on the chest. Duncan simply laughed and Jenna seemed to be cool about it. They were having fun. I realized that the three of them had talked about this topic before, maybe during one of their after-work dinners. They are already close friends, and I felt left out.

The host of the party began calling the attention of everybody. We went to our tables and sat on our chairs. Duncan sat beside Priscilla and he put his arm behind her seat and I sat beside Jenna. I put my palm on her left thigh and squeezed it. She kissed me and whispered, “I love you.” I kissed her lips. Let all these men melt in envy.

Andrea Smith, the host of the FutureCraft party, thanked everyone for coming. She is a tall and slim blonde woman with a bubbly personality. She introduced Alex Reed, the General Manager of the Arlow operation. Alex expressed happiness and pride at the good numbers of the previous year. It was very profitable. He thanked everyone for their hard work and contribution. He said that there would be a bonus and everyone cheered and clapped.

There was an award ceremony for the best performers of the previous year. Five people were called on the small stage and Duncan and Jenna were included in that number. They were called one by one. Alex Reed shook their hands and he handed them certificates like it was a college graduation. Later, I learned that their bonuses were three times higher than those without awards. The loudest claps and cheers were given to my wife. She even turned to the audience after she received her award and waved shyly. The applause became louder. The loudest came from the men.

“Damn hot,” a male voice said. I turned my head around and side to side to look for the person who said that, but I didn’t find him. A man raised his phone, zoomed in on my wife and took a photo.

“I’d do anything to fuck her,” a male voice said again. I turned my head like a snapping whip to look for the man, but I was unsuccessful. Did someone really say that, or am I just imagining things? A man raised an eyebrow at me as if to ask what was my problem.

“Are you okay?” Priscilla asked me. She put her hand on top of mine. I looked at it. Her hand was warm and soft and I secretly hoped she would just let it stay there for a few more seconds.

“Ah yeah. I’m good. I just thought I heard something.”

“I see,” she removed her hand. “You must be so proud of her.” Priscilla looked at the stage. Reed was praising the awardees for their dedication and hard work.

“I am. Yes. Your boyfriend did well, too,” I said.

“Duncan loves this job. He doesn’t say that, but I can feel it. He works harder than anyone I know,” Priscilla looked at me thoughtfully. “In some ways, he is like you.”

“Uhhh . . . I’m not so sure about that.” The only similarity we have is that we are both fucking Jenna. Still, I can't tell that to Priscilla unless, of course, she already knows. She probably knows already. The three of them met several times. They talk, they hang out, they tell stories.

“Well, that’s something I can see. Jenna sees it too, I believe,” Priscilla said gently.

I smiled at her. One of the company managers walked to our table and introduced himself. I forgot the name he gave. His eyes were focused on Priscilla’s legs and cleavage. Duncan was up there on the stage, so this man was taking his shot. The man asked for Priscilla’s number, but she shook her head politely and then the man left and returned to his table.

“I’m sure that always happens to you,” I said, grinning.

Priscilla smiled back. “It’s okay.”

“Jenna has the same problem. A couple of times, men tried to hit on her even when she was with me.”

The awarding ceremony had ended and it was now time for dinner. While the food was being served, a promotional video of the company’s upcoming projects was shown on the screen.

Duncan and Jenna didn’t immediately return to our table. They went to the back of the room with Alex Reed and Andrea Smith. They seemed to be discussing something. Alex had his arms crossed. There was seriousness on his face. Jenna was listening and Duncan was nodding. They were discussing business-related topics. At this party, the executive team was still working.

Duncan looked in our direction. Priscilla smiled at him and he winked back at her. My wife was focused on what her boss’ boss was saying. It seemed like Alexander Reed was giving them instructions.

“They are launching a new product. That is why they are so busy,” Priscilla said to me. She drank cool water from the glass. The waiter served salad and organic meat with garnishes of basil and tarragon and other unknown herbs. The food smelled like burnt lavender. I looked at Priscilla’s lips and I imagined myself kissing her and I looked away. Our eyes met and she smiled at me and we both began eating.

Connor Anderson, the logistics department manager, sat down at our table and joined us. He was smiling. He had that certain charm and gravity similar to Duncan.

“Hey, man,” he said to me.

“Hey Connor, where’s Lily?” I asked him. Lily is his wife.

“She went home. Migraine. She left me alone. So, can I sit here with you guys?” Connor asked us. He was already on the chair. His chair was beside where Priscilla was sitting.

“Hi,” Priscilla said sweetly to the big man.

“You’re Priscilla, right? Dunc’s wife?”

“Ummm . . . no, not his wife. His girlfriend,” she said.

“Is that so? Walker is moving a bit slow, huh?” Connor said. Priscilla laughed softly. I watched them across the table that was covered with pristine white cloth, a perfect contrast to the sexy black dress that Priscilla was wearing.

Connor is the biggest man in this room physically. He is even bigger and taller than Duncan. His arms and shoulders are huge. Priscilla is a tall woman, yet Connor makes her look small and fragile beside him. He could easily carry her, pin her against the wall, open her legs, and fuck her until she passed out from the pleasure of his massive cock.

“Duncan should be more like this guy,” Connor pointed a thick finger at me.

“I agree,” Priscilla followed. She was looking at me differently. Her eyes were sultry, seductive.

“Huh? I don’t understand,” I asked them.

“You met a great woman and you married her immediately. You did not linger,” Connor said in a solid, full voice like he was making a motivational speech.

“Uhhh . . . well, I didn’t marry Jenna immediately. I courted her and got to know her first. I met her friends and her parents. We went on lots of dates. The usual things.”

Connor wasn’t looking at me anymore. He had zero interest in my courting history with Jenna. His entire body was tilted towards Priscilla and he started engaging her in conversation. Man is charming and eloquent and I could see he was impressing her. Connor Anderson would be an excellent salesman.

I looked around and saw that Alexander Reed, the head of this whole thing, was at his table. He was talking with a different group of people. Where are Jenna and Duncan, then? I looked around again, turning my head slowly, calmly. I didn’t want the people here to see that I was looking for my wife. I didn’t want them to notice that Jenna and Duncan were gone at the same time.

I looked at Priscilla. She hadn’t noticed that her boyfriend was gone with my wife. Connor was talking to her, marveling her with his tales about his adventures, his travels, the people he met, the girls he flirted with.

Jenna and Duncan are just around here somewhere. I mean, where would they go? They might be in the pantry and drinking coffee, or they might be in Duncan’s office. Maybe there is something urgent that they need to finish, some important document they need to check, an email that can’t wait until tomorrow.

I looked at my hand and rubbed the back of my neck. I knew what they were up to. They probably sneaked away to have sex somewhere, most probably in Duncan’s office. But I was not sure. That seemed very risky. There were a lot of people here. Someone could walk in on them, a boyfriend, a wife, a husband of one of the employees.

I looked at my empty plate. I was still hungry and I was feeling alone. Connor was now a few more inches closer to Priscilla. Connor was talking about how cool it is to work in FutureCraft. He was making jokes, some of them bordering on being indecent. Priscilla took it all in. She sat straight, hands on her lap, nodding at him, urging him to continue. Priscilla’s eyes and mine met and she smiled at me and then she returned her gaze to Connor Anderson.

Sorry, I said to her mentally, I’m really not that great in conversation. But I’d really like to talk to you more. Perhaps after this asshole leaves.

“So, you guys used to work in the same company?” Connor asked me.

“Yeah. In Morrison. We were in the same department.”

“And did you two . . . ?”

“Oh no, we didn’t,” Priscilla and I answered at exactly the same time. Our eyes met and she laughed cutely while covering her mouth.

“And then what happened?”

“She left,” I said.

“You resigned? But why? Morrison is a big deal.”

“I fell in love,” Priscilla answered, a bit embarrassed by the admittance.

“She fell in love.”

“You did?” Connor asked her.

“Ummm . . . yes. There was this pilot. He’s great and handsome and I just wanted to be always near him, so I applied as a flight attendant for Stellar Air,” Priscilla said.

“When she did that, she broke the heart of every man in our department,” I said, teasing her.

“No, I didn’t,” Priscilla said.

“And what happened with you and this lucky pilot?” Connor asked. His large palm was spread on the table, eyes focused on Priscilla. I looked at Priscilla’s beautiful face too. I wanted to know what happened.

“We broke up,” she said. “It was his birthday and I went to his place to surprise him. I was still in my flight attendant outfit. I just finished a duty – a flight from Singapore. I brought him a gift, an expensive sports watch. And when I opened the door of his condo, I saw him in bed with another woman. So, well, ummm, that’s what happened. I broke up with him a week after.”

Why didn’t you break up with the guy the same day you discovered him fucking another woman? Why did it take you a week? I thought about asking Priscilla this, but I kept silent.

“What an asshole,” Connor said. The pilot in the story, it seemed, made a good impression on him. She and Priscilla continued talking. The staff served the dessert.

I felt my phone vibrate in my pocket and I pulled it out and looked at it and saw that Duncan sent me a message.

Hey, buddy, his message said, take care of my girlfriend for a bit longer. Jenna and I are just busy on something. We’ll be back with you guys there in a few.

Sure, Duncan, I typed on my phone. What are you guys up to?

Duncan sent a photo of my wife kneeling on the floor and looking up at the camera. My heart skipped a beat and my breathing turned slower and deeper. I looked up and then down at my phone again. I held it carefully in my hand. Jenna had that innocent smile on her lips. Her cheeks were blushing and she had that eagerness in her eyes. They were in Duncan’s office.

Duncan sent another photo after thirty seconds and this time, it was a photo of Jenna licking the head of his cock. My wife’s tongue was out and her right palm was cupping her boss’ balls.

Her appetizer, Duncan messaged.

“Hey, man, everything good?” Connor asked me?

“Yeah. Yeah. Everything’s great, man.”

“Did they tell you about where they are? Is everything okay?” Priscilla asked me gently.

I coughed to clear my throat and pressed the lock button of my phone and looked up at her. “Ah, yes. They are in Duncan’s office. Alex asked them to double-check a document, some work that needed to be rushed. They’ll be back in maybe ten, twenty minutes.”

“Those two really work hard,” Connor said. He turned his attention back to Priscilla. “Now, Priscilla, like I was asking earlier, what are the things that attract you to a man?”

I unlocked my phone and saw that Duncan sent something again. It was a short video. I rubbed the back of my neck and pressed the volume button of my phone to mute it before I pressed the play button. My hand holding the phone was near my thighs, below the side of the table, hidden from anybody’s eyes.

I pressed the play button with my thumb and watched the short video of my wife giving her boss a loving blowjob. It was not wild and fast. It was slow, like she was tasting it, enjoying it, taking her sweet time. It wasn’t an appetizer for Jenna. It was dessert.

If Duncan sent this video while I was at home or alone in my office, I would be jacking off while watching. The video only lasted fifteen seconds. The video ended with my beautiful wife with her tongue out, licking her boss’ precum. I long-pressed the video and saved it in my phone gallery.

The dinner was done and the staff collected the plates. Connor and Priscilla were still talking. He was asking him about her job as a flight attendant. He asked her what she looked like in her flight uniform. Priscilla opened her handbag and took out her phone and she showed him pictures of herself wearing her Stellar Air uniform.

“You’re hot,” Connor commented. “She’s hot,” he said to me as if that wasn’t already obvious.

“Of course, she is,” I answered him. Priscilla seemed satisfied with my answer.

“So, how did you two meet?” I asked her. “You and Duncan?”

“We met at a bar in Collin Street. I was there with friends, most of them flight attendants like me. We were having fun and dancing and Duncan just approached me. He didn’t even dance with me. He just stood there and he told me he thinks I’m gorgeous and he asked for my number. He was very casual about it.”

“And you gave it to him,” Connor urged for her to continue.

“Well, he’s handsome, right? He’s charming. He’s tall and he carries himself well, and he has the confidence to approach me even with all my friends around me. I was flattered, to be honest.”

“Lucky bastard,” Connor Anderson said.

“Aint that the goddamn truth,” Duncan Walker said. He suddenly appeared behind Connor. For a man of his size, he moves quickly and silently like a cat. Jenna wasn’t with him.

“Where’s Jenna,” I asked him.

“Oh, she’s in the restroom freshening up.”

“Hey, babe,” Priscilla said.

“You’re in my seat, Connor,” Duncan said to Connor Anderson.

“Right, right,” Connor stood up. “Goodnight, guys. Thanks for the time.” He shook my hand and Priscilla’s hand. He backed up and went to another table, where he joined another group of employees.

Duncan sat down and drank cold water. His neck was sweaty. Priscilla was looking at him and then turned her head to look at me curiously. “Where have you been,” she asked her boyfriend.

“Me and Jenna were in the office. I texted Nathan. Alex Reed gave us instructions to finish something urgent. Damn, I’m thirsty and hungry.” Duncan began cutting the meat in front of him with a steak knife. He put the pieces in his mouth, chewed them, and then drank sweet pineapple juice.

“Were you able to finish it,” Priscilla asked him.

“Oh yes. It was a quick one. A quickie,” Duncan smiled. Priscilla raised an eyebrow at him. Duncan swallowed what he was eating, drank water and pulled Priscilla’s chair closer to him. He whispered something to her. She asked Duncan something and he answered her in a low voice.

Are you sure? Priscilla asked him, Duncan answered and she nodded. Duncan grinned at her and they kissed for a second. Priscilla put her hand on the back of his neck like she wanted to make the kiss last longer, but Duncan pulled back and shook his head. There were a lot of people here.

“So . . .” Duncan started saying. But just then, I saw Jenna walking towards us. She came from the direction of the restroom. The men followed her with their eyes. They gave her lingering glances even though they were sitting with their wives and girlfriends. Some were outright staring. The white dress Jenna was wearing was casual and covered her modestly but it couldn’t hide her round butt, slim waist, perky tits, her long legs. Men were committing to memory the graceful movement of her hips, the shape of her back and shoulders, the slight sway of her hair. I noticed the extra spring on her steps. She just got fucked. Duncan fucked her inside his office. It wasn’t just a blowjob. It was full-on quickie sex.

Jenna smiled at me with her eyes and she sat on the chair next to me. Duncan winked at her. “Hello, babe,” she said softly.

“Hi,” I answered my wife. “Have you eaten?”

“I’m not really that hungry,” Jenna said.

“You guys left Nathan and me,” Priscilla said with a pout, arms crossed, teasing.

“Sorry, Pris,” Jenna said to her. She reached out and touched her hand. She smiled back at her. There was communication in their gaze, an understanding. There was playfulness in the mood of the table.

I looked at my wife. She gave a blowjob and got fucked just minutes before. At closer inspection, I could see that she still had that afterglow. And is that a small kiss mark on her cleavage?

“Anderson didn’t bother you too much?” Duncan asked Priscilla, his arms on the back of her chair, telling everyone that this gorgeous woman was his, telling everyone in this place that she would be taking his dick tonight, all of it, balls deep.

“No, not really,” Priscilla shook her head. “Connor’s actually quite nice. He kept us company while we were waiting for you to return.”

“Come closer,” I said to Jenna. She looked at me and then she moved her chair closer to me. This was now a double date. I put my arms around her, also reminding everyone here that this goddess is my wife. She kissed my neck and placed her palm on my thigh.

Duncan had a delighted look while watching us. Our eyes met and he nodded at me as if he was thanking me because I let him borrow my wife for a bit, let him sneak her into his office and then let him fucked her fast and hard. Her legs were probably still shaking a little.

“So? This event is winding down. Wanna go someplace after this?” Duncan asked around the table.

“I don’t have any duty tomorrow, so, ummm, I’m game,” Priscilla said.

“Babe?” I looked at Jenna.

“I’m okay with it,” my wife said softly. “It's Saturday tomorrow. We don’t have work. We can stay late. But what do you think?” She was reading my face, hopefully. “I go where you go . . .”

So where will we go? I’ve known Duncan for some time now. He will suggest something nice and private for the four of us. And what will happen then? Lots of possibilities. There was anticipation in the air.

“How about we go to my place,” Duncan said like that was the only logical suggestion. Priscilla looked at Jenna. My wife squeezed my hand, waiting for me to answer.

“Sure, why not?” I said.


CHAPTER 3

Jenna and Duncan went around the room one more time to say goodbye to their workmates for the night. Connor Anderson looked sad and he asked Duncan if he could come. Maybe some other time, Duncan answered him and they shook hands. Alexander Reed talked to them again at the back of the room. Duncan said something funny and Reed laughed. Jenna shook her head, smiling. I saw Reed looking at my wife’s perfect tits. Jenna and Duncan were standing close together and his palm was on the small of her back, just a few centimeters from her sexy butt. Someone who didn’t know them would think they were husband and wife.

“They look good together,” Priscilla said to me.  I turned my head to her. That was a curious thing to say. We were near the door, waiting for them. She was leaning on the wall. She took a strawberry-flavored bite-sized tartlet from the dessert table and ate it. She closed her eyes for a second, savoring the sweet taste, then she licked her lips. “Right?”

“Huh? Yeah, I guess. They are tight work partners,” I answered.

Priscilla looked at me with interest. “You really are not the jealous type . . .”

“Oh, I get jealous a lot,” I said honestly. “You?”

“I guess we are the same. But for some reason, I can't get jealous of your wife. She’s just too sweet and she’s a good friend.”

I smiled and rubbed my chin. “You are sweet too.”

“When I was still in Morrison, I felt like you’re the only one who could see through me,” Priscilla said, still looking ahead at our partners.

“Thank you for saying that.”

“It’s the way you looked at me,” Priscilla said.

“The way I looked at you?” I grinned. “Like I wanted to take your clothes off?”

For a split second there, I was worried Priscilla would find what I said offensive. Instead, she just laughed adorably. “Yes, exactly that.” She moved closer to me. She smelled so good. She makes my heart thump a little bit faster. I wanted to kiss her at this moment.

Jenna and Duncan joined us. “Sorry about that,” he said.

“It’s alright,” I answered. I saw him squeeze Priscilla’s butt. It was quick and lasted only for a moment. She smiled at him and gave him a sultry look as if to say, not here, later. I held Jenna’s hand and we walked out of the room.

“So, we’ll go in separate cars,” I told Duncan when we got inside the elevator. “You go with Priscilla. Jenna will be with me.”

“Sure, of course,” Duncan’s arm was around Priscilla’s shoulder. The elevator door was a mirror. When it closed, mine and Priscilla’s eyes met. While we were looking at each other, Duncan kissed her neck and said something to her. Maybe he was telling her how hard he would fuck her tonight. I looked away and lifted my right hand, which was holding my wife’s left hand and kissed it.

“I love it when you do that,” Jenna said to me in a soft voice.

The elevator opened on the ground floor. There were several people in the lobby of the building. Some of them were employees and their partners lounging around. Like the four of us, they were done with the party and were now preparing to go home or maybe go someplace else.

“Hey, Duncan,” one of the men in the lobby greeted him and then turned his eyes to Jenna and Priscilla. He looked bored and sleepy, but that disappeared when he saw the two women with us.

“Hey, George,” Duncan said.

“Where are you guys going?”

“Just somewhere to wind down.”

“Wind down? That’s great. Can I join? I mean, I have no place to go after this.” He looked sad.

Jenna took a step closer to him. George looked at her cleavage and then looked at her eyes. My wife touched his elbow. “Next time, George,” she said gently. “I promise.”

The automatic glass door slid open and the four of us walked out of the building. The night was warm and humid. It hadn’t rained for at least a month.

We walked on the sidewalk in the direction of the parking lot. Duncan said something funny to Priscilla and she giggled. They walked in front of us. The sidewalk was lined with crape myrtle and dogwood trees with their green leaves and purple and white fragrant flowers. Cars were passing on the road and tall street lights illuminated our path.

My favorite coffee shop across the street was still open. A group of friends on their bicycles stopped in front of it and left their bikes outside and went inside to have hot chocolate or coffee or tea. We passed several couples on a date. Some were holding hands like us. Residents of the condominiums were walking on the sidewalk with their dogs on a leash, taking a relaxing stroll.

“You’ll go first and I’ll follow,” I said to Duncan when we reached the parking lot. “I’ll stay close so we won’t get lost.”

“There’s no chance of that,” Duncan said, opening the driver’s door of the black pickup truck he brought. Priscilla had already got inside. “You won’t get lost. Jenna knows where I live. She’d been there several times. Right, Jenna?”

My wife looked at me shyly. She looked down at her hands. “Yes, sir,” she answered Duncan.

Duncan took three steps towards us. My wife was beside me and now Duncan was in front of my wife, their bodies half an arm’s length away. I looked at Priscilla, who was already inside the truck. She wasn’t looking at us. She was doing something on her phone. Maybe she was scrolling or texting someone.

“Damn, you look good,” Duncan said to my wife. I looked around. There were other people in the parking lot, but they were at least ten cars away. The moon was not hidden by the clouds and everything was clear.

“You already said that to me at the party ten times already,” Jenna said, tucking her hair behind her ear.

“Doesn’t your wife look hot?” Duncan asked me while he was looking at Jenna’s face.

“Of course, she does,” I said, looking at their car. Priscilla was still looking down at her phone.

Duncan then slid his left hand inside the front of my wife’s dress and squeezed her tits. His hand was fast. His hand was inside his pocket and when I blinked, it was now fondling my wife’s perky melons.

“Hey, man . . .” I began saying. But what was I supposed to say exactly? Uhhh, stop touching Jenna’s boobs? Was that what I was supposed to say to the man whom I let fuck my wife several times already? Duncan looked at me and raised an eyebrow and then resumed doing what he was doing.

“Perfect tits,” Duncan groaned silently. “Makes my dick hard.”

“Duncan . . .” Jenna moaned. She didn’t remove his hand. I felt her hand squeezing mine. So, that was what happened in the parking lot under a clear sky. I held my wife’s hand while another man played with her tits.

“I can play with these all night,” Duncan said to us. I was standing there, watching, breathing deeply and slowly. “Your nipples are already hard, Jenna,” Duncan said. He looked at me, grinning, mischief in his eyes. “I bet she’s still wet down there. I’ve been warming her up all night at that party.”

“Babe?” Priscilla called from inside their truck. She was looking at us, but Duncan’s back was turned to her and Jenna was in front of him, so she couldn’t see what her boyfriend was doing.

Duncan flicked my wife’s nipples. Jenna bit her lip, her breathing fast. Her face was blushing. She was turned on to the max. My wife wanted to find a private place already so she could sit on his long, angry dick.

“Coming,” Duncan said to Priscilla. He finally let go of my wife’s tits and entered his vehicle. He closed the door loudly and winked at my wife. He started the engine of his truck. Jenna and I went inside our car and after half a minute, our vehicles were moving out of the parking lot.


CHAPTER 4

“Uhhh, so you and Duncan did it inside his office earlier?” I asked Jenna, who was sitting beside me in the car.

She looked at her hands and then at me. “Ummm, yes, babe. It was quick . . .”

“A quickie,” I said lightly.

“Well, yes, you can say that. After Alex talked to us, Duncan told me that there was something he wanted to discuss inside his office.”

I shook my head. I was slightly grinning. Jenna continued her story. “I thought he was serious, but on the way to his office, I realized he meant something else. I didn’t stop him. I was already turned on. He let me walk ahead of him and he slapped my butt. Duncan pinned me against the wall and kissed me in the hallway. I was worried someone might see us, but . . . well, Duncan kisses so well. My knees became weak and it felt like I was melting. I returned his kisses.”

“You were not worried that someone might walk by and see you and Duncan hotly making out in the hallway?” I asked Jenna. I adjusted my pants with my right hand. My dick was straining against it.

“I wasn’t. He, ummm, ripped my panties off in the hallway,” Jenna said.

“Uhhh. I’m sorry?” I looked at her.

“Babe, you’re losing Duncan.”

“He ripped your panties off?”

Jenna wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed my cheek while I had both hands on the steering wheel. I could feel her breath on my neck.

“Yeah, he did. It was quick. He ripped it like it was made of thin paper. We were still making out in the hallway when he did that.”

I cough. “And then?”

“Ummm . . . he put it in his pocket. And when we were finally in his office, he put it in the small drawer under his desk.”

“I see.”

“I think we're near Duncan’s place now.”

“I thought you’ve been in his place many times already?” I asked Jenna, smiling.

“Ummm . . . just a few times.”

“But you’re not yet familiar with the way?”

“Well,” Jenna said sweetly, “I wasn’t exactly always looking at the street signs when I’m in the car with him and he’s driving. Sometimes I’m, ummm, busy doing something else.”

We left the expressway and then drove up the ramp and entered Fourth Sunset Boulevard, where there are lines of large bright billboards telling everyone to book a flight to some island where the sand is white and the ocean is as blue and as transparent as the tropical sky.

“Maybe we should go on a vacation,” I said to my wife.

“Oh yes, please. I’d love that. Let's schedule something early next year?”

“Yeah. We can relax, swim, read a book on the beach. We can fuck under some palm trees at night,” I said. We did that twice before. “A ten-day vacation would be good. I’d like to see you in a bikini again.”

“Yes!” Jenna said, excitement in her voice. “But, babe, you know we don’t need to go on a beach for you to see me in a bikini. I can wear it in our apartment or in our bedroom. You just need to ask. I have new ones. I’ll model them for you.”

“Maybe,” I paused. “Maybe we can ask Duncan to come with us with, ummm, Priscilla.”

We stopped at a red light and I watched the pedestrians cross while my two hands were on the steering wheel. I rolled down the driver’s window a little to let some night air in. Jenna looked at me and read my face, thinking about my suggestion. She was thinking earlier that the vacation I was suggesting was only for us two – husband and wife. Yet, now I was also proposing to ask her boss and his beautiful girlfriend to come. “I mean, they are your close friends, right?”

“They would like that,” Jenna said softly.

“Yeah?”

“Yes. I am sure. We were having coffee the other day at Bean Dreams. Priscilla was there also. Duncan mentioned that the four of us should organize a holiday getaway,” my wife said. Duncan already beat me to the idea, it seems.

Duncan’s car was slowing. We were near. We entered Darrington Hill, a hilly urban estate. We passed several houses and newly-built apartments and condominiums. There are cafes, small restaurants, and boutique shops. We passed the clubhouse, and outside that, there was a pool, a basketball court, and a tennis court. We parked our car on the side of the road under the canopy of the red maple tree outside Duncan’s house.

“Nice place,” I said with a bit of envy. Duncan Walker isn't living in a large mansion or anything like that, but his place looks well-built and expensive, like one of those popular modern houses you see online owned by some tech entrepreneur. It is a sleek, single-story rectangular house with gray and black monochromatic colors. Large, square glass windows give a nice view of the well-trimmed grass and small bushes and trees in the yard.

“How many times have you been here?” I asked Jenna.

“Ummm, just a couple of times,” Jenna said, not looking at me.

The door of Duncan’s pickup truck opened and he got out, followed by Priscilla on the other side. I watched Priscilla adjust the hem of her dress and comb her hair using her hand. She looked at us and smiled and Jenna and I opened the door of our car and got out.

“Amazing place, man,” I said to Duncan.

“Ahh, it's alright. Let's go inside.”

“How many times has Jenna been here?” I asked him lightly as we walked on the concrete, square pavers. I was looking at the perfectly-cut lawn when I asked the question. I didn’t know why I kept asking that question.

Duncan and I walked on ahead. Jenna and Priscilla were a couple of meters behind us. They were walking slowly and whispering to each other about something, like they were sharing secrets. They were smiling and giggling as if they were planning something mischievous.

“Couple of times. About five or seven times, maybe. I fucked Jenna once while she was facing that glass window there. Her palms were on the glass and she was only wearing a short blue tight skirt and heels. That was goddamn hot. She was so loud. I pulled her hair as I pounded her hard. She came several times and yet she was still begging me to just fuck her, just keep fucking her.”

“Did anyone see you guys? I mean, that window seems to be very transparent from here.”

“Ah, no. It was night and I dimmed the light inside. But while we were in the middle of doing it, Colt Manning – my friend from the basketball team, rang the doorbell, so Jenna and I had to stop.”

Duncan unlocked the door of his house and opened it and the four of us walked inside.

“What were you and Duncan talking about?” Jenna asked me when we were finally in the spacious living room. She sat beside me on the leather sofa. She put her handbag on the coffee table. Duncan and Priscilla disappeared into the kitchen after telling us to relax and be comfortable.

“Oh, nothing much,” I smiled. “We were just talking about the architecture of his house. And you? What were you and your best friend talking about?”

Jenna laughed gently and she shook her head and looked at me seductively. She patted the sofa and said, “Priscilla and I kissed here on this sofa. Once.”

I could feel my body warming up. I looked at my wife. “Oh, right, ummm, you and Priscilla kissed?”

“Just several days ago. After dinner, Duncan invited the two of us here and the three of us hung out for a short while. We talked and watched Priscilla’s favorite series. Duncan requested to see us kiss. He was a good host that night, so we gave him what he wanted.”

“Oh. I see,” I said.

“I’m sure you’re already imagining what happened in that mind of yours,” Jenna said playfully. She leaned forward, her arms on my right thigh, her pretty face close to mine, eyes twinkling, looking deep into my soul and desire. Her eyes flickered down and she looked up at me, impressed. “You are already hard, babe,” Jenna said softly.

I leaned back and spread my arms on the back of the large dark gray sofa. I calmed my breathing. I didn’t want to look too eager to hear this story. I looked at the kitchen entrance. Duncan and Priscilla were still in there. I could hear them talking casually. Duncan made a joke and Priscilla laughed. It was a sweet sound.

“Don’t be too excited, babe,” Jenna said to me, watching my reaction, giggling. “Nothing happened. It was just a kiss. Nothing happened after that, though Duncan wanted it to continue and maybe develop into something else. He seemed a bit disappointed.”

“So, it was just a short kiss, just a peck on the lips?” I asked my wife. Well, alright, that’s fine. Wholesome. A harmless kiss between friends that probably only lasted half a second.

“Well, the kiss lasted ten minutes,” Jenna continued. “It was hot and heavy French kissing. Priscilla’s a good kisser.”

“Make yourself comfortable, Nathan,” Duncan repeated. He came out of the kitchen carrying two cold bottled water. He gave Jenna and me one each. He winked at my wife. Jenna smiled back. Priscilla followed him, carrying a small plate with slices of pineapple and avocado. We just ate dinner about an hour ago and none of us were really that hungry. I like fruits, so I took several slices of avocado, dipped them into the thick, sweetened milk and ate them.

Priscilla and Duncan sat on the same gray-colored leather sofa opposite us. I looked around, appreciating the place. Darrington Hill is a prime area. It's not the most expensive in Arlow, but it's far from cheap.

There’s a wall-mounted bookshelf with books about geography, law, and history. All the lighting fixtures seemed to be energy efficient. The large flat-screen smart TV is also wall-mounted. Paintings of the sea and blue mountains on the wall. Large glass windows where one can see the green lawn and the small trees and the road outside. I know Duncan is earning well in FutureCraft, but he needs more than an employee salary to afford such a place.

“I have some businesses on the side,” Duncan told me once, but he didn’t exactly elaborate. I am pretty sure that Jenna knows what those businesses are, but I never asked her.

“So,” Priscilla began with a smile, “are the four of us just going to sit here and eat fruit slices and look at each other?”

I don’t mind looking at Priscilla, though. I can stare all night long at her hot body and pretty face. She looked fantastic in the black dress she was wearing. Except for her earrings, she wasn’t wearing any jewelry.

While I was sitting across her, I imagined her bent over the leather sofa, Duncan behind her, his long, fat cock buried deep inside her, stretching her, his length going in and out of her pussy hungrily, making her eyes roll, making her squirt all over. And he probably did the same thing to Jenna. Many times. I was looking at the man who already had his way with these two goddesses in the room.

“We can play a game,” I said. I had no idea what game that would be. A game seemed to be the obvious choice for an activity. Jenna and I play video games at our place when we are not busy or when we are trying to destress ourselves from the pressure of the corporate world.

We play shooter games. We solve puzzles, go on digital adventures. I know that Priscilla is into video games too. I looked around the sleek, modern living room but saw no videogame console. Duncan is a sports guy. He’s a man who relishes contact sport, the brawl, the speed, the physical exertion.

“Sounds like a good idea,” Jenna said, her hands on her lap. She looked at Priscilla and the two of them looked at Duncan like he was the man to make the final decision, the arbiter of the events that would happen this evening. I could suggest, but Duncan would have the last word.

“Truth or Dare,” Duncan said. “I am quite exhausted from the party, so let's play a simple game for tonight.” Duncan leaned back and wrapped his heavy arm around Priscilla’s shoulder. “Truth or dare. How about that? I’m sure that is something that you will like, Nathan.”

I didn't know what he meant then, but I eventually got it. I had lots of questions about their relationship - the three of them, and truth or dare is a game that would give me answers. I could ask Jenna direct questions when we are alone and I know she wouldn't lie, but having the three of them here will give different points of view.

“I don't know, man. It seems we're a bit old for this game. Don't you think?” I said, relaxed. I didn't want to appear too eager. I wanted to appear the mature one in the group.

“I think it will be fun,” Duncan said in his usual tone, unbothered by the comment I just made. “What do you guys think?” He turned his head to Priscilla and Jenna.

“I like it,” Priscilla said. “Won't you join us, Nathan?” she asked me, all doe-eyed, pleading cutely. “It's boring just sitting here and talking and doing nothing.”

“Uhhh, I’m the one who suggested we play a game,” I told her.

“I think Truth or Dare will be fun,” Jenna said beside me. “Remember, babe, when we did it once with Tristan and it was . . .” she stopped. “Oh.”

“What is it?” Priscilla asked curiously.

“Tristan is Jenna’s ex-boyfriend. Isn't that right?” Duncan said.

“Yes,” Jenna and I said at the same time. Tristan Gibson, the tall college varsity athlete. The first man I shared Jenna with. That man fucked Jenna like she was his fucktoy and he was a jackhammer with boundless energy. Yes, we once did a game of truth or dare years ago at Jenna’s college apartment. There were few truths but lots of dares. As a result of that game, Jenna couldn't walk properly for a week after.

“So shall we play then?” Duncan asked me.

“Alright. Alright,” I finally said. “Who goes first?”

“You go first, man,” Duncan said. “It is your idea that we play a game.”

Everybody relaxed in their seat. Duncan rested both of his arms on the back of the sofa. Priscilla moved closer to him and put her palm on his thigh. She leaned on his wide body. Jenna did the same thing. She moved closer to me and leaned back and crossed her legs. I ate an orange slice, tasting the sweet, juicy pulp. I drank from the bottle of water. Jenna tucked her hair behind her ear, waiting.

Duncan took his phone out of his pocket and scrolled through the screen, looking for an icon, an application. He tapped twice and his state-of-the-art sound system started playing light rock music mixed with rap. It wasn't loud or noisy. It was actually a soothing sound. We couldn't understand the lyrics, but we could hear the beat. It filled the whole living room. Duncan subtly licked his lips while looking at my wife. They were all waiting for me to begin the game. A game that, it turned out, we would never forget.

“Alright,” I looked at Priscilla. My heart was beating fast. “Truth or dare?” I asked, hiding the nerves in my voice.

Priscilla looked at her boyfriend, who simply shrugged at her.

“Hmmm,” Priscilla Hayes paused, finger on her chin as if my question was a complex one. “Truth for now,” she finally answered, smiling kindly.

I breathed deeply, strengthening my chest. I hoped I was reading the room right. “I dare you, Priscilla, to take off your dress.”

Duncan smirked. My wife looked at me and Priscilla laughed cutely, covering her mouth with her hand.

“I said truth, Nathan,” Priscilla said.

I breathed out and laughed, too, lessening the tension in the living room. “I was just kidding.”

“She was about to do it,” Duncan teased her girlfriend.

“No, I wasn’t,” Priscilla said lightheartedly.

“You were,” Jenna was the one teasing her now. My wife’s cheeks were blushing slightly.

“If I strip,” Priscilla said to my wife, “I’ll dare you to strip too.” She looked at me. “But I said truth, not dare. So please, mister Nathan Hill, ask your question.”

I knew what I was going to ask. I paused. “Is it true that you and Jenna kissed? How was it?” I flexed my fingers and maintained the calmness in my voice. Jenna was leaning on me. I could feel the sudden change in her breathing.

“Jenna, you told your husband?” Priscilla asked my wife.

“I told him little,” Jenna answered her in a naughty voice. She lifted her legs and lay them on the sofa. Her position pushed the short hem of her dress upwards. I glanced at my wife’s smooth legs and then turned my eyes to her friend.

“Ummm . . .” Priscilla was hesitating. “I’m still not used to this,” she said in a barely audible voice. She looked at Duncan’s face for guidance. When their eyes met, I felt slight jealousy. Duncan nodded at her girlfriend. I was envious of his effect on her, like he was the sun and she was a planet orbiting him, giving her life.

“Yes, we kissed,” Priscilla said. “Duncan asked us to kiss. Ummm . . . he ordered us to kiss . . . and Jenna and I couldn't resist him. So, we kissed and he watched us do it. The kiss was . . .”

“Perfect,” my wife continued her sentence.

“Perfect and amazing,” Priscilla looked into my eyes and then at Jenna’s face. “Your wife has the softest lips. That was only the second time I kissed a woman.”

Jenna sat straight on the sofa and put her right hand on top of mine. “I wish you were there to see us.”

I wetted my lips. My mind was aching for that image. “Thank you, Priscilla,” I said, like a true gentleman.

“My turn,” Duncan said.

“Is it your turn, or is it Pricilla’s turn since she’s the one who answered the question,” I asked him. “Aren’t we supposed to spin a bottle for this game?”

“Nathan’s right,” Jenna said, my supporting wife, as always.

“I conjured a bottle in my mind,” Duncan said. “I spun it and the top end stopped in Jenna’s direction. This means I will ask the question and it will be Jenna’s turn to answer.”

“Seems unfair that the turns will be determined by the spinning bottle in your head, man,” I said to Duncan, shaking my head, smirking, trying to make the two women see the logic.

Priscilla looked at Duncan. “Babe,” she said.

“Yes, babe, Nathan’s right . . .” Jenna said, using the same endearment as her friend. Priscilla didn’t even blink. She had no issue with the word that my wife used.

“Ah. All right,” Duncan said, slightly frustrated. He shook it off and stood up and he went into the kitchen. Priscilla and my wife smiled at each other. We heard sounds coming from the kitchen. Duncan was opening and closing a wooden cabinet. When he came out of the kitchen, he was holding a clean, empty soda bottle. He was grinning at us like finding that bottle was a major achievement. Jenna clapped once. Priscilla was smiling too.

“Here you go, Nathan,” Duncan said to me.

“Alright, put that on top of the coffee table.”

“Let me remove my handbag first,” Jenna said.

Duncan put the bottle on top of the coffee table.

“You provided the bottle. Then I guess it will be your turn then,” I said to him.

“Sure. Ready, guys?”

“Yes!” the two women said excitedly.

Duncan spun the bottle and he put some push into it. The bottle spun for a long time. My wife and Priscilla watched it intently. Perhaps they were hoping it would point at them? Priscilla was clasping her hand and Jenna was breathing a bit faster than normal.

The rock music in the background turned into soft, seductive jazz. I didn't notice when Duncan changed his playlist. I looked outside the living room through the square glass windows. It was a calm night. I saw Duncan’s trimmed lawn, the bushes, the pathway that led to the road. A couple was walking with their dog. A car passed by. The house across the street was bigger than Duncan’s. It had a green gate and a red sports car was parked outside it.

The spinning bottle was slowing down. I looked around Duncan’s clean and spacious living room. It is apparent that a bachelor lives here. Duncan probably has someone that cleans his place from time to time as he is always busy, like Jenna told me.

“Oh . . .” Jenna said when the bottle stopped spinning. It was pointed at her and the bottom stopped in Duncan’s direction.

“Well, well,” Duncan grinned at me. “It seems that the bottle in my mind and this one agrees. It still ended pointed at your wife.”

“Yes, uhhh, you’re right,” I said. Of course, in the end, this man gets what he wants. Duncan Walker is like a personification of gravity and time, inevitable. Everything works out in his favor. He just needs to think and desire it. I smiled at myself. This was stupid. Don’t use philosophy to explain the outcome of a spinning bottle. There are only four of us here. Always, there’s a twenty-five percent chance, it will end up pointing at Jenna. The main thing now is what Duncan will ask or make my wife do.

Duncan licked his lips and rubbed his hands. He suddenly looked bigger. It looked like he was filling the room.

“Truth or dare, Jenna?” he asked her. We were all looking at my wife. She put down her handbag on the floor at the side of the sofa. She sat up straight, tits proud, and brushed her hair back using her hand, determined eyes locked at Duncan’s. She was so beautiful.

“Dare,” my wife said softly. Even with the soft jazz song in the background, I could almost hear my heart beating.

“Are you sure, babe?” I whispered to her.

“She is sure,” Duncan answered. “So, dare?” Jenna nodded.

“Stand up,” Duncan ordered Jenna. “Stand there in the middle.” Jenna uncrossed her legs and smoothed the hem of her dress and then stood up on the floor between the two sofas, hands behind her back. She looked at Duncan innocently. Priscilla was looking at her boyfriend. The anticipation in her eyes told me she already knew where this was going.

“Jenna,” Duncan said in a solid, authoritative voice, “I dare you to makeout with Priscilla.”


CHAPTER 5

“Have you kissed a woman before, babe?” I asked Jenna before we got married. We were still in college then and we were lying in bed in her apartment. The windows were open and the wind was cool. There were books on the floor and books on the table beside her open laptop. She was wearing a white shirt and blue shorts and I was wearing pants and nothing on top. We just finished making out.

“Where did that question come from?” Jenna asked me sweetly. She rolled over and placed her elbows on the bed, facing me.

“Uhhh, just something that crossed my mind.”

“Just something that crossed your mind while we were making out?” Jenna said, teasing me.

“Something like that? So, have you made out with a woman before?”

“I thought your question was if I had kissed a woman before? Jenna said, smiling, reading my eyes.

“It's an evolving question.”

“Hmmm, let me think. Yes. Several times. I made out with Andrea and Luna from the history class. I also made out with Stephanie and Ana and Emily from the Spanish class. Also, I did it with Gina Kinsey. She works in the student affairs building.”

I grinned at her. “Oh, stop kidding around. But, ummm, really?”

“Of course not, silly. I’m just playing with you . . .” Jenna lay on her back and looked at the leaves of the trees outside her apartment window, “. . . but there are times I think about it. I wonder how it will feel like . . .”

“I dare you to make out with my girlfriend,” Duncan told my wife.

Priscilla turned her head in my direction after Duncan said that, her palms open on top of her thighs. Is she asking my permission? I smiled at her and nodded. Priscilla smiled back and stood up. She took a step closer to Jenna.

They were the same height, sexy, tall slim. They were elegant and hot in their casual dresses. Jenna was wearing white and Priscilla was wearing black. They were face-to-face. Priscilla whispered something to Jenna and she nodded. My wife said something in return, which made Jenna giggle. They turned to look at me and I saw the pink blush on their cheeks. I gave them an encouraging smile. This night could turn out to be the best night of my life.

Duncan dared my wife to make out with Priscilla, but it was Priscilla who made the first move. She put both her hands on my wife’s sexy waist, looked her in the eyes, and then kissed her lips. It was a gentle touch of the lips at first, sweet like a friendly welcome. Then, Jenna opened her lips just a little and Priscilla took it as an invitation for more.

“Watch this,” Duncan said to no one. He was watching them with laser focus. His right hand was on the top of the front of his pants, grabbing his cock from outside. “Watch this,” Duncan repeated, “and stamp this moment in your mind.”

Priscilla slid her tongue inside my wife’s partially opened mouth, and Jenna returned the favor. They began licking each other’s lips, tasting each other’s tongue. Jenna grabbed Priscilla’s waist and pulled her body closer to her, their round boobs touching now, soft and warm against each other.

“Mmmm . . .” they both moaned, a sweet sound that almost made me come.

The kiss became hotter, more eager, hungrier. Their eyes were close now. The shyness, the friendly back-and-forth teasing was done. Their tongues were inside each other mouth’s now, dancing hot and heavy. Their mouths opened and closed like they were trying to suck each other’s oxygen and soul.

“More,” Duncan said.

Jenna and Priscilla gave us more. Priscilla was now licking and softly-biting Jenna’s neck. She went down and her face was now on my wife’s cleavage. She continued kissing it, tasting her, leaving cute little kiss marks. She grabbed my wife’s ass. Duncan had already turned off the music. There was no more sound in the living room except the sounds of their kissing and aroused breathing and the sounds of urgency. My cock was iron inside my pants, hard as a diamond.

“Look at these sluts go,” Duncan said. I raised my eyebrow at the language he used, but the two women didn't take any notice, didn't care.

“You taste so good, Jenna,” Priscilla said. My wife moaned, her hand on the back of her friend’s neck, pulling her close to her magnificent tits.

“Suck her nipples,” Duncan said. Priscilla didn't need to be told twice. In the blink of an eye, Jenna’s pink nipples were in her mouth. She started with her left tits, then went to the right, then to the left again. She would suck a nipple, bite it gently, lick it, and move to the other one. Jenna closed her eyes and bit her lower lip. Her boobs have always been super sensitive.

“Oh, god,” Jenna moaned softly.

“Uhhh, guys, truth or dare?” I said from where I was sitting. No one heard what I said. Jenna and Priscilla were French-kissing each other again. Their lips were so wet. A trail of thin saliva connected their lips when they stopped and looked at each other’s eyes, breathing through their open mouths, chest moving up and down.

Then, while standing close together, their hands on each other’s waist, they turned their heads to me. Their looks were seductive, sultry. It was an invitation. Come join us here, babe, my wife’s eyes seemed to say. I love you and I want you to feel good and you can do it with the two of us.

Nathan, Priscilla said wordlessly. Please don't just watch. This is what you have been waiting all night, right? You’ve been good to me. I know you like me and I like you too. You can have me now. You can have both of us at the same time. Priscilla’s gaze was enticing, irresistible. Will you join us, or are you just going to sit there?

I exhaled deeply. No way I was just going to watch. I never had sex with two beautiful women at the same time. Now, there is an opportunity. Who knows if this will happen again. Two gorgeous goddesses asking me to fuck them? No way I was going to say no.

I put my hands on my knees and started standing up. I was already half-standing, but halfway was too late. Duncan Walker beat me to it. He was quick as a goddamn thunder. Duncan was now standing between Priscilla and Jenna, towering over them, one hand on Priscilla’s shoulder, one hand on Jenna’s, a big grin on his face and a massive tent in the front of his pants.

“Sorry, man, I just couldn't resist,” Duncan said. “You’ll have your turn. Just sit there and watch us for a while.”

I had no choice. I was too late and I couldn't join them. I sat back down. I couldn't relax, so I just sat straight. The three of them were standing in front of me and I was sitting down watching them, waiting for what would happen next. Jenna and Priscilla both gave me a sympathetic look. Sorry, Nathan, their beautiful eyes seemed to convey.

“I’ve been waiting for this,” Duncan said.

“Is this still part of the game?” Jenna asked him.

“It is now,” Duncan said.

I leaned forward as I watched the event before me. Duncan took turns kissing his girlfriend and Jenna while his large arms were wrapped around their shoulders as if telling them that they were both now his. He would kiss Jenna hungrily, sucking her tongue, and then he would turn his head and do the same thing to Priscilla, then he would turn back to my wife again. Jenna and Priscilla closed their eyes as they tasted Duncan’s lips, as if his kisses were the most delicious thing in the entire world. Duncan’s hands moved down from their shoulders to their waists, pulling the two hot women closer, tighter against him.

I could see Jenna and Priscilla’s reaction, the arousal in their eyes, their desire, their love for him. Their knees were getting weak. His kisses, his hard body, his aggressiveness - they were turning them on so bad, melting them, soaking them. And I am here, sitting – a spectator.

Duncan’s hands were squeezing their round butts. They were moaning. His hands were inside the hem of their cute dresses, fondling their asses, squeezing their pussies from behind. I saw Priscilla’s knees buckled, eyes shut tight for several seconds. She almost fell. I think she just had a mini-orgasm.

I should be the one giving her that. Jenna already gave me a pass to do it with her. Did they invite me to just watch and not join? Well, is that really a bad thing?

“You two are just so fucking gorgeous,” Duncan said. “Your pussies are so wet. I can feel it in my fingers.”

“What are you doing to us?” Jenna asked Duncan in a teasing voice, looking up at him with alluring eyes.

“Whatever I want.”

“He’s just so good, isn't he?” Priscilla asked my wife. “Oh, ummm, he slipped a finger inside, ohhh, my pussy . . .”

“So tight,” Duncan said with a broad smile. “You're wetting my hand with your juices. Here, I’m sliding another finger in, babe. Jenna, kiss her while I make her come like the slut she is.”

“Yes, sir,” Jenna said. She looked at me shyly for a second and then she started hungrily kissing her friend. Duncan focused on his gorgeous girlfriend, my former work crush. He had his arm wrapped around Priscilla’s tight body, facing her, while his hand was busy inside her dress. I couldn't see his hand but it was easy to imagine what he was doing from its furious back and forth, up and down delicious movements.

“Oh, oh, oh,” Priscilla moaned. She would fall if Duncan’s arms were not supporting her. Jenna’s face was on her tits, kissing her cleavage, wetting her hard nipples, licking them with her tongue. Priscilla was in threesome heaven at the very moment.

“Coming!” Priscilla cried when her first intense orgasm of the night hit her. It came suddenly as if Duncan’s fingers hit a delicious switch inside her, which lighted her up, making her pussy come like a rocket. It was too much and her body fell on the sofa, still shaking. Priscilla covered her eyes with her left arm, her mouth open, chest heaving. The gentlemanly part of me wanted to ask if she was okay, but that would be a stupid question. Of course, she was okay, she just had a body-shaking, toe-curling orgasm, and she hadn't been fucked yet.

“Suck my fingers,” Duncan told my wife. Jenna, always eager to please her boss, did what he wanted. She took Duncan’s hand and put his fingers in her mouth, the ones still wet from Priscilla’s pussy. She licked them, her eyes closed, savoring the taste, and then started sucking, slowly then hungrily. Jenna opened her eyes and looked at me seductively while in the middle of sucking his fingers.

“That's enough,” Duncan growled.

He bent my wife over. She placed both of her hands on the armchair of the sofa. Duncan had always been a horny guy, but this was the horniest I had ever seen him. Fire was in his eyes. He was breathing through his mouth and nose and he was snarling. He lifted the hem of my wife’s dress and gave her ass a loud smack, making Jenna bite her lower lip, the slap making her blush more, her eyes soaked with lust and anticipation.

“Spread your legs. Yes, like that,” Duncan said as he unzipped his pants.

“Oh, sir, ohhh!” Jenna quivered when she felt his thick cock sliding into her, her pussy clenching his veiny length, soaking him.

“I fucking love this pussy,” Duncan said in a deep, hungry voice. He began pounding my wife. He pounded her hard, fast and deep and all my lovely wife could do was to take all of it. The spacious, modern room, every corner of it was covered by the sound of their fucking, of Duncan’s hips hitting Jenna’s bubble butt, lewd flesh sounds that made me even harder. My throat was dry and I swallowed and licked my lips. I began unzipping my pants. I needed to stroke my cock while watching my wife’s delirious, heavenly reaction.

As I was pulling my zipper down, I noticed that Priscilla was looking at me. She was still lying on the soft sofa, her head turned to me. Our eyes met and she finally completely learned who I am. Nathan Hill is a guy who likes watching his wife get fucked by a big, black man.

“You’re so hot,” Priscilla said to me in a gentle voice. Did I hear her right? Did she just give me a compliment? Priscilla lifted her hand and motioned for me to come to her. I stood up quickly. Priscilla sat up on the sofa and brushed her hair with her hand and fixed her dress. She watched Jenna and Duncan for a bit – her boyfriend fucking my wife.

“Wow,” Priscilla said to me when I sat beside her. “They are really going at it, Nathan. Ummm, aren't you jealous?”

“I am,” I answered her, “extremely jealous. How about you, Priscilla? Aren’t you jealous that your boyfriend is, ummm, having an affair with my wife?”

Duncan winked at Priscilla, sweat dripping from the side of his face.

“To be completely honest. Not at all. Duncan does what he wants, how he wants. It’s one of the reasons why I like him,” Priscilla answered me gently. She took my hand and placed it on her boobs. I began squeezing her tits. Her nipples were tight and hard.

Duncan and Jenna moved to the dining area, perhaps to give us more space here on the sofa. They walked over there while his long cock was still inside her. Duncan’s cock is long enough that it can be done. I think Jenna came twice while they were shuffling.

“Yes . . . ohhh . . .” Priscilla moaned as I slid my hands inside the front of her dress and continued fondling, playing with her soft, wonderful melons. They are a handful. Big, bigger than I thought.

“I’ve fantasized about this for a long time,” I whispered to Priscilla’s ear, which made her giggle.

“Why are you whispering?”

“Jenna might get jealous,” I replied, deliciously pinching her pink nipples.

Priscilla laughed adorably again. “You're just so cute, Nathan.”

“You look so damn hot in this dress,” I said. I pulled it down and licked my lips when her round, splendid tits were finally exposed to me.

“Suck my nipples, please!” Priscilla said in a begging voice and I complied. I put her hard nipples in my mouth and licked them and sucked them like there was no tomorrow.

“Ohhh,” Priscilla sighed and pulled my face tighter against her soft tits. I was in boob heaven.

“Harder, Duncan, please!” I heard my wife half-cry, half-beg.

“Fucking slut!” Duncan roared in a wild voice.

My hand went down. I caressed Priscilla’s warm, soft thighs. She spread her legs wider, urging me to go on, to touch her, to finally feel her.

“Ummm, I used to be so jealous of her,” Priscilla said.

“Who?”

“Of Jenna. Of your wife, Nathan, ohhh.”

“You’re soaking wet,” I said to her. I looked at her beautiful face.

I ran my fingers on Priscilla’s warm, smooth pussy, making her even wetter. She fell back on the sofa and now I was on top of her, watching her reaction as I fingered her, as one finger, now two fingers, now three, greedily fucked her slutty pussy, making her squirt, making her wet the sofa, drenching my hands.

“Fuck me, Nathan, please, please, please,” Priscilla pleaded.

I took down my pants, face sweating, hands shaking. My cock was like a flag pole, hard as steel, ready to fuck Priscilla Hayes.

“Babe,” I heard Duncan say. He said something else, but it didn't register. He said something again and I looked up at him, my cock already millimeters from the entrance of Priscilla’s warm pussy. He was sitting on a chair beside the table and Jenna was in front of him, on her knees, licking his hard cock, cleaning it, wrapping its thickness around her mouth, savoring its taste.

“My boyfriend’s calling me, Nathan,” Priscilla said in a kind, slightly regretful voice.

“Uhhh, what?” I stood up, giving Priscilla space.

“Come here, babe,” Duncan said. He was talking to Priscilla. “I fucking exploded. Help Jenna here clean my cock.”

“Sorry,” Priscilla said to me shyly. She looked at the floor and then at me and tucked strands of hair behind her ear. She turned her back to me and walked towards her boyfriend, who was smiling, eyeing her tits as she approached.

I pulled my pants back up and zipped it. It wasn't easy because my cock was still hard. I followed Priscilla to the dining area. I had no choice. It felt wrong to just stay in the living room area while Duncan was having his way with the two women, one of them my wife. I sat on a chair and watched them.

“You comfortable there, man?” Duncan asked me.

“Sure,” I answered him without looking at him. My full attention was on Jenna and Priscilla, who were both on their knees licking Duncan’s hard cock like it was the world's most delicious lollipop, and they were excited to get to the center. Jenna met my eyes as she licked fresh pre-cum. She swallowed it. Priscilla was lovingly stroking her boyfriend’s cock, her hand moving up and down, slowly, gently, while she licked his balls.

“This is heaven, man!” Duncan said proudly. “Priscilla Hayes and Jenna Hill worshipping my dick! Nothing will ever beat this!”

Another gush of thick pre-cum flowed from the tip of Duncan’s overexcited, lucky dick and Jenna scooped it using her tongue. Priscilla held Jenna’s chin and turned her face to hers and they kissed, their tongues dancing, swapping, tasting Duncan’s sperm. They closed their eyes as their tongues played, savoring his come like it was a nectar from heaven, a honey from god, the yummiest cock-cream.

“Duncan,” Jenna said in her cutest, tempting voice. “Can you stand up, please?” Duncan stood up.

Priscilla looked at me. “You too, please, Nathan. Here, come a bit closer.” I stood up without being told twice. I had an idea what these two gorgeous sex-nymphs were planning and I’m here for it.

Priscilla removed the top button of my pants and unzipped me. She did it slowly while looking into my eyes. She pulled my pants down and my cock emerged like a happy rubber-steel, finally ready to have some action. The tip of my cock hit Priscilla on her cheeks and she smiled and giggled.

Jenna and Priscilla gave us the best blowjob. Jenna sucked her boss’ cock and Priscilla sucked mine, their heads sensually moving back and forth.

“Uhhhh . . .” I moaned, looking down, watching Priscilla’s face, watching the way her hands played with my balls, squeezing them gently as her head moved back and forth, her saliva dripping down her lips. She looked up at me and she gave me a wink and she continued what she was doing, sucking, enveloping my hard cock with her mouth that was very eager to please.

I have a decent-sized cock, but Duncan is larger, thicker. Jenna tried to look at my face, but it was not easy. Her mouth was filled with Duncan’s girth. Duncan wrapped his fist in her hair, and he began moving his hips back and forth. There was no gentleness in the way he did that. Duncan was grinning, his eyes full of lust. Jenna’s hands were on her legs. Tears were rolling down her cheeks and her saliva was dripping down her chin to her thighs. Duncan was fucking my wife’s beautiful face and she was perfectly alright with it. Every thrust from Duncan hit Jenna’s throat, making her close her eyes, yet she persevered, her nipples as hard as marbles, her pussy juice dripping down her thighs.

“Switch,” Priscilla said, wiping her chin with the back of her hand.

Jenna and Priscilla switched places. “I love you, babe,” my wife said to me before she put my cock in her used mouth. She knew what she had to do. She gave me a blowjob so many times before. She knew the strokes, the licks, the flickers of the tongue that made me even harder, the moves that would make me come in an instant. She licked my balls and put them in her mouth while she continued stroking my cock, her eyes on me. I am your slut, her lovely eyes seemed to convey to me.

“You’re Nathan, right?” Priscilla asked me on her third day at work. We were in the break room of our office building. I looked up from the book I was reading. She sat beside me. She was wearing a white blouse and a long black skirt. Her long hair was tied in a bun and she was wearing glasses. I was mesmerized by how pretty she was that I was lost for words.

“You’re Nathan Hill, right?” Priscilla asked again. She looked self-conscious and a bit nervous. She was a new employee and I wasn't making it comfortable for her by sitting there and looking like a dumb idiot.

“Uh, yes, right, right. Nathan Hill. That is me. That's my name,” I said. I put the book that I was reading on the table. “Priscilla Hayes, right? Hello, hello. I’ve seen you already when they introduced you on your first day along with the others. Welcome. Uhhh, how can I help?”

“Ummm . . . can I ask you about a couple of things . . . about these new processes. Marcella said I should approach you if I have questions since you’re the one who made these guidelines . . .” Priscilla said in a low voice.

“Oh yeah, of course. I mean, what do you want to know.”

“About this . . .” Priscilla opened her laptop and we discussed the workflow that she needed to understand. I talked and she listened diligently and then she asked me questions. We were sitting on a small red couch. Our legs were touching and we were so close I could smell her perfume. I couldn't stop looking at her.

I remembered thinking, “If I met this woman first . . .”

When we were done, she thanked me and closed her laptop and I thought she was going to stand up now and leave me alone so that she could return to her cubicle. But Priscilla didn't do that. She remained on the couch, sitting beside me. We began talking as if we were friends. She was easy to talk to when she finally got warmed up. The nervousness disappeared. We talked about the job, our background. She even asked me if I had someone and when I said yes, she was silent for a moment.

Some of the employees in the break room were looking at us. Priscilla expressed how excited she was for the job. She talked to me about her experiences in college, her favorite books, the new places she would love to visit in Arlow City. There was a moment when she absentmindedly put her hand on my knee. Our talk lasted for an hour.

“Oh, I’m very sorry, Nathan. I took a lot of your time,” Priscilla said. She quickly stood up. I noticed that her cheeks were pink, blushing. She covered her mouth cutely with the laptop on her hands and then she turned around and started walking fast back to the office.

“Just ask me again if you have questions!” I called out to her. Priscilla stopped and turned around and smiled at me, which made my heart skip a beat.

Duncan didn't skip a single beat while furiously fucking Priscilla’s mouth. He had both hands on her head, his cock almost deliciously choking her. Duncan’s hips were moving back and forth, pounding her throat, and Priscilla was loving it. Duncan pulled out his cock from her mouth and slapped her cheeks and tongue and whole face with it.

“Do that to me too, babe,” Jenna said to me and I did the same thing to my wife. I pulled out my wet cock and slapped her face with it, a mix of her saliva and my pre-cum flying and splashing in the air.

After all the cock-slapping, the two women returned to what they were doing. It was Duncan who came first and I watched as Priscilla hungrily swallowed all of his come, her throat moving up and down, determined not to waste a single drop. Duncan slumped on the chair, breathing heavily, sweat dripping from his face.

Priscilla didn't stand. She remained kneeling on the floor. She moved closer to closely watch Jenna as she slurped and slobbered on my throbbing cock.

“Wow,” Priscilla said to my wife. “You’re so pretty.

“I’m close,” I gritted my teeth. “I’m gonna come soon, babe.”

Jenna’s eyes smiled at me, took my cock out of her mouth, yet continued stroking it with her expert hand. She could read my face. She knew I was going to blow my load any second now.

“Come here, Pris,” Jenna said to Priscilla. Priscilla shuffled on her knees until she was kneeling beside my wife. They looked up at me with naughty, hopeful, loving eyes, my cock just mere centimeters from their beautiful faces.

“Fuck!” I shouted when I came, my whole body jerking, but I didn't close my eyes. I came hard and I watched as rope and rope of my warm, sticky come landed on Jenna and Priscilla’s beautiful faces. They closed their eyes and put out their tongues and my come hit their mouth, their cheeks, forehead, hair, neck, and their tits.

“Fucking hell!” I just kept coming like there was no end to it. They licked their lips and opened their eyes and swallowed the sperm that landed on their tongues. My knees lost their strength and I sat down heavily on the chair and I leaned back, breathing hard.

“That's a lot!” Priscilla said, impressed.

“My husband comes a lot,” Jenna replied proudly. They looked at each other and a naughty understanding passed between them. They kissed. They shared and swapped my come that was in their mouths. I watched as their tongues danced. Priscilla licked my cream on my wife’s cheeks and neck and cleavage and when she was done, Jenna did the same thing to her.

“Ummmm . . .”

“Mmmm . . .”

They made sure everything was clean. Priscilla kissed Jenna’s breasts and she sucked her nipples. She gently ran her fingers on Jenna’s pussy which made her tremble lusciously. They kissed again. It was softer this time, gentler. Jenna played with Priscilla’s long hair. Priscilla lovingly fondled my wife’s soft tits.

Duncan whistled, impressed. I was leaning forward. Just watching them, I felt my strength returning, my balls getting hot again. In a few minutes, I knew my dick would crave more action.

“How was that?” Jenna asked us, smiling. They were still kneeling on the floor and now they were facing us, their beautiful hair disheveled, full tits out, kiss marks on their cleavage and neck, sticky skin from all the come they received.

“Did you guys like that?” Priscilla followed up the question, a playful smile on her lips.

“Damn right,” Duncan said.

“Uh-huh,” I said. I had no words.

They looked satisfied. Jenna stood up first. She took Priscilla’s hands and helped her stand. Her knees were slightly trembling. We watched them as they went to the bathroom to have a shower.  


CHAPTER 6

Duncan has a pool at the back of his house, and that was where he and I rested while waiting for the two women to finish showering.

The pool wasn't that large. Like the house, it has a modern design. The pool area was surrounded by cypress trees and boxwood shrubs to make it private and hidden from the neighbors. There were two lounge chairs on the deck and two open umbrellas above them. Duncan and I closed the umbrellas and sat on the chairs and rested our backs. We looked at the trees and the water like we were lounging on a beautiful tropical beach somewhere. It was a warm, relaxing night.

“So,” Duncan said, “who do you think is the hotter one? Your wife or my girlfriend?”

“You know my answer to that, man,” I said to him.

He smirked. “Of course. Of course.” He paused. “But you really do like her.”

“Who?”

“Priscilla.”

I looked at the glass sliding door that led back to the house. He was asking me if I liked his girlfriend, who just gave me a blowjob thirty minutes before. “Of course, I like her. She’s nice and pretty and kind . . .”

“Yeah. I know. Priscilla’s actually the silent type, a little bit introverted. She likes books and board games and she paints. I mean, Priscilla and I go out and party too and we meet lots of people. She can be very sociable when she wants to or when she needs to. She is quite perfect.” Duncan said. He put his arms on the back of his head. “I’m quite jealous.”

“Huh?” I turned my head to him.

“Priscilla likes you a lot,” Duncan said, grinning, unbothered. He didn't seem to be jealous at all.

“I don't know about that. We were friends, but not really that close.”

Duncan chuckled, completely ignoring what I said. “The thing I like about Priscilla the most is that she would do whatever I asked her to do. She’s easy to convince. I think that turns her on, like Jenna. Your wife will do anything that makes you happy, right?”

“I think so, and that's because she loves me.”

“Yeah, and that's also because she is happy when she’s making you happy. If you’re turned on, she’s turned on. That is what started this adventure of ours. So, I have an idea.”

“Huh?”

“How about we swap partners? What do you think? Let's do a trial run. One week. Priscilla will be yours and Jenna will be mine.”

“Have you talked to them about it?” I asked Duncan. A week with Priscilla? Who could say no to that? But in exchange, Jenna would be with Duncan. My wife would practically be Duncan’s wife. I can imagine the things he would do to her. He’d fuck my wife day and night. I could feel my cock growing again inside my pants, excited, agreeing already to this proposed arrangement.

“Nah. Not yet. I haven't told them yet. Maybe tomorrow or the next day. But I have a hunch they will fully agree. I have a feeling they are already expecting us to suggest it,” Duncan said confidently.

“Where are they?” I asked. It had been nearly an hour and they hadn't joined us yet at the pool deck.

Duncan and I stood up from the lounge chairs and left the pool and went back inside his house. The two women were not in the living room or in the kitchen. It turned out that they were still in the main bedroom. The door was ajar and I pushed it open slowly.

Priscilla and Jenna were on the bed and they were scrolling on their phones. They were showing each other some posts and pictures and they were smiling and giggling. They were done showering and they were wearing short, comfortable cotton sundresses with thin spaghetti straps and low necklines. Priscilla was wearing a yellow one and my wife was wearing a mint green colored one. It took all of my willpower to stop myself from jumping into that large, spacious bed and commence fucking their brains out.

“Where were you guys?” Jenna asked Duncan and me. “We’ve been waiting for you?”

“We were outside,” Duncan said. He sat on a blue couch and put his arm on the armrest and leaned back. “We were at the pool and we expected you two to join us there.”

“Ummm . . . well. Jenna and I are just here . . . waiting for you. We are already done showering.”

I stood near the glass window and leaned on the wall and looked outside. It was a good night. It was warm outside, but it was comfortably cool here. I looked around Duncan’s room. I used to dream of having a bedroom like this. It isn’t too large, just enough, and it is obvious that a bachelor owns this. Large flat-screen TV, new sound systems, a wide closet, plush armchairs, a designer desk. He even has a good workstation that faces the glass window, which gives him a refreshing view outside during the day.

“You two were in the shower for quite a time,” I teased them. I was still standing, leaning on the wall, looking at them. Jenna sat up and leaned on the headboard. Priscilla did the same thing.

“It took a bit of a while,” Jenna said, smiling, “to wash you and Duncan’s come from our bodies.”

Duncan chuckled from his seat. “Don't worry. We’ll replenish that,” he said.

“Really?” Priscilla said. She stood up from the bed and smoothed her short pink dress on the front and its hem. She arranged its thin strap. Her hair was down and she was wearing no makeup and she's one of the two hottest women I have ever seen. Priscilla walked towards me and gave me a kiss on the lips. I put my hand on her waist, feeling the soft cotton texture of her dress, feeling how slim and sexy her body is. The kiss lasted for thirty seconds and when it was done, she looked me in the eyes.

She looked like she was going to say something. She stopped herself, smiled, and shook her head gently. She took a step back which made me remove my hand that was on her waist. She then walked towards her boyfriend, who was sitting on the couch waiting for her and watching her every move.

“Come here, babe,” Jenna said gently to me. “Sit beside me.” She was now sitting on the side of the bed with her bare feet on the floor. The skirt of her mint green dress was hitched up, generously showing her smooth thighs. Meanwhile, on the couch, Duncan and Priscilla had been hotly making out. Duncan’s hand was inside Priscilla’s skirt and she was moaning softly.

I kissed Jenna the moment I sat down on the edge of the bed. While I was tasting her soft lips, her tongue hungrily dancing with mine, I wondered where they got these matching dresses and when they bought them. Were they planning this all along? I rubbed my wife’s inner thighs, feeling her softness and warmth, and found out she wasn’t wearing any underwear. She grinned cutely at me. I knew that Priscilla wasn’t wearing any too. I touched her pussy and she was soaking wet already. I had a good feeling that showering wasn’t the only thing she and Priscilla did inside Duncan’s bathroom.

“Ummm, yes,” Jenna moaned when I slid two fingers inside her. She was warm and waiting. I looked in the direction of the couch. Priscilla was on top of Duncan, going up and down. She was riding his cock. I couldn’t see his thick cock sliding in and out of her pussy because the skirt of her yellow dress was covering it.

“Oh yes, yes!” Priscilla huffed and groaned as her sexy body bobbed above Duncan. Her back was turned to us, so I couldn't see when Duncan sucked on her bountiful tits.

Jenna unzipped my pants while she was kissing my neck. I helped her. I stood up and unbuckled my leather belt and pulled down my pants and underwear. My cock sprang out, hard and eager, ready for a night of anticipated wild fucking. Jenna smiled when she saw my hardness and the hunger in my eyes.

I took her hand and she stood up from the bed. I sat on the couch beside Duncan, a foot distance between us. Jenna already knew what she had to do. She flipped her hair like a supermodel and then she got on top of me. She held my hard cock, stroked it a few times, her hand going up and down while she was looking deep into my eyes, seeing my lust there for her and her friend.

“Ohhh ummm . . .” Jenna moaned and closed her eyes when she sat on my cock. She went at it slowly, savoring the length of my dick, inch by inch. Then she started riding me, slower at first, then faster and faster, as if she was in a race against her friend. I held her waist, but she shook her head and I removed my hands.

Duncan’s hands were squeezing Priscilla’s butt and she also removed them. The two women looked at each other for a while and they both smiled and nodded like they agreed on something.

“Lean back and relax, babe,” Priscilla said to Duncan and he just grinned, following what his girlfriend said.

“Yes, babe,” Jenna said to me, huffing, “Let us, ummm, let us do all the work for now.”

And they did all the work as promised. Duncan and I high-fived. The bedroom was silent except for the continuous and delicious slaps of wet flesh.

“Oh god, oh yes, yes!” my wife cried, throwing her head back as she rode me.

“Oh my god, so good, ah ahh ahhh!” Priscilla chanted beside Jenna, her hands on Duncan’s massive shoulders, her sexy body rising and falling.

And then Duncan’s right hand reached out, not to touch Priscilla, but to grab Jenna’s exposed tits. Jenna looked at her boss, shyly smiling at him, allowing him to do whatever he wanted. She continued riding my hard cock as Duncan played with her tits. I wanted to also extend my hand and squeeze Priscilla’s boobs that were so temptingly rising and falling, but Duncan’s arm was in the way.

From my wife’s round tits, Duncan’s hand went up and he told her to open her mouth. He made her suck his fingers. Jenna didn't slow down. She continued bobbing up and down above me as she held Duncan’s wrist and sucked two of his fingers lusciously.

“Switch!” Priscilla exclaimed after she came. Jenna knew what to do. She gave me a quick kiss and pulled herself off my cock, her pussy shaking and dripping. They switched places. Priscilla was now on top of me, smiling lovingly at me, staring at me with desire and longing like we hadn't seen each other for quite some time.

“Ummm, hello, Nathan . . .” she said to me, not immediately looking at my eyes. And then she sat down, and my wet and hard cock sank gloriously inside her, filling her, stretching her waiting pussy.

Duncan had his large hands tightly wrapped around my wife’s waist. He had no plan of taking it slow with Jenna. He immediately slammed his fat and long dick inside her, hitting all of her delicious spots in one go, making her eyes roll and making her come like a rocket.

“Oh, my goddd!” Jenna cried in delight as her hot body shuddered and trembled as the intense, soul-shaking orgasm hit her. Duncan snarled and gritted his teeth and sat straighter, putting all of his strength in his arm. He didn't wait for Jenna to finish coming. With his hands tight on her waist, he bounced my wife on his cock, moving her fast, up and down, impaling himself on her repeatedly, fucking the beautiful woman I married like a fuck doll. That made Jenna come again, which made her almost pass out.

“Oh, Nathan,” Priscilla said to me in a pleading voice. “Please, please fuck me like that too!”


CHAPTER 7

We moved to the bed. The bed was large enough to accommodate the four of us. There was even some extra space. It was like Duncan purchased this bed specifically for activities like this.

I got on top of Priscilla and slid my excited dick into her welcoming pussy. It was heavenly going inside her. She embraced me and closed her eyes.

“Mmmm,” Priscilla moaned as she savored me inside her. I went balls-deep and when I finally got there, I pulled it out, leaving only the tip of my cock, and then I plunged inside again with all the force I could muster.

“Fuck!” Priscilla cried and spread her legs wider. “Fuck me more, please, Nathan.” I pulled my waist and tightened my back muscles and slammed into her pussy again. Priscilla’s back arched upward, her eyes closed, her body started shivering deliciously, her embrace became more eager, tighter as if she wanted me to continue, to do this forever to her, with her. As she was coming, I continued fucking her, my face drenched in sweat, my thighs and my back slightly shaking, but I didn't mind. I glanced at my wife, who was also on the bed beside us.

“Ohhh ummm ahhh,” Jenna’s head turned left and right, her hands gripping the white sheet. Duncan’s face was between her legs, feasting on her pussy, licking and sucking her sensitive clit. We all could hear him slurping on my wife’s soaked pussy.

“Coming!” Jenna cried, her hot body trembling, her back arching upwards. She squirted on Duncan’s face and yet he just continued what he was doing.

“Oh, that's hot,” Priscilla said in a gasping voice, her pretty face blushing. “Do that to me too, Nathan. But fuck me more, please . . .”

The room was comfortably cool, but all the sex warmed our naked bodies and made us perspire, making our bodies glisten from all the vigorous fucking we were having. No one even bothered to lower the temperature of the room.

“Oh, your cock feels so good!” Priscilla exclaimed. She was bent over and now I was fucking her from behind. I wiped the sweat from my eyebrow and concentrated hard on fucking this amazing woman. Beside us on the bed, Duncan was doing the same thing to my wife. Jenna was bent over, her elbows on the bed, her ass up as Duncan plows her ravenously, his heavy balls slapping her clit.

“Your wife’s pussy is just so perfect,” Duncan said without looking at me.

“Your, uhhh, your girlfriend’s pussy is perfect too,” I said and I slapped Priscilla’s round butt to emphasize that. Duncan also slapped Jenna’s ass which made her moan. After he slapped my wife’s ass, he reached out and slapped Priscilla’s ass, the sound ringing all over the room.

“Harder, Nathan, please,” Priscilla pleaded to me. Duncan was pacing himself, savoring the feel of Jenna’s pussy. He was doing it slow, taking his time, making my wife gasp and moan softly every time he pulled and buried his veiny length into her.

But Priscilla was asking me to fuck her harder and so that's what I did. I held her slim waist tight around my hands and slammed into her again and again, faster and harder, with all the strength of my lower body. Duncan and Jenna paused what they were doing. They watched us.

“Damn, man,” Duncan whistled. He sounded impressed. Jenna brushed the hair that was covering her eyes and she looked at my face and then at Priscilla’s and back at my face again.

“Oh, my. Wow,” my wife said in a low voice.

“Yes, yes, Nathan, oh my god!” Priscilla cried, urging me on, more, please, more.

I was so hard, so turned on, my balls boiling. My breathing was ragged. Somebody should really open the window or adjust the air conditioning. I smacked Priscilla’s generous ass again and again and then I reached out, wrapped her long hair around my fist and pulled it, lifting her head from the bed. Her back was glistening with sweat. Both our bodies were.

“Yes, Nathan, please make me come!” Priscilla said to me between sobs. She was completely at my mercy. I gritted my teeth and brushed back my wet hair with my hands and then grabbed her hips and gave her all I had.

“Fuck! Fuck! Goddamn!” I snarled, spit coming out of my mouth, sparkling white spots covered my vision. I ejaculated long and hard inside Priscilla, my body jerking, veins popping on my shoulders and arms and neck, my face covered in sweat. My body was jolting, thick sperm pumping almost endlessly from my balls to my pulsing dick, deep into Priscilla’s hot pussy.

“Coming! Ahhh!”

Priscilla came exactly the moment she felt the furious contraction of my cock. The moment I exploded and filled her pussy with my thick cream, a soul-deep, all-consuming orgasm hit her like a truck and her naked body shuddered and her hands gave up and her face fell on the bed. Her perfect ass remained up in the air.

Her whole body was shaking, her toes curling, her fists grabbing the bed sheet as if her intense orgasm would blow her somewhere and she needed to hold on for dear life. Our juices mixed together and when I finally pulled out of her, our sex juices trickled lewdly down her inner thighs and pooled on the bed.

I felt that the world had stopped and when my vision finally cleared, I found myself sitting on the sofa facing the bed. My breathing was ragged. My cock was still semi-hard. I leaned back and watched them. Priscilla was lying on her front, her eyes closed, and she was still slightly shaking, still riding the yummy post-orgasm wave. She slowly opened her eyes and brushed her hair back and looked at me with eyes that were both tired and seductive. She smiled at me and I smiled back.

Duncan, however, wasn't done yet.

He looked at me. “You rushed yourself, Nathan,” he said. “Pacing is important when you have two gorgeous women available to you. But, I mean,” Duncan slapped Priscilla’s butt. She turned her head and looked up at her boyfriend and smiled at him. “Who can blame you? Pussy as good as this? This is the first time you did something like this and you did an impressive job. But you can rest there now for the night, Nathan. You’re my best friend, so I’ll finish this for you.” Duncan said this long speech while his massive cock was deep inside Jenna, who was still bent over on the bed. My wife nodded gently, agreeing.

So, I sat there and watched as Duncan Walker fucked the two women that are very dear to me. I even moved the sofa closer so that I would have a better view.

Duncan resumed pounding my wife from behind. I could see how wet her pussy was. Her slick juices were coating Duncan’s orange-sized balls, her pretty face pressed on the soft bed.

“Your wife’s a real slut, man,” Duncan said with a confident smirk. He slapped Jenna’s round ass several times and then reached for her beautiful long hair, twisted it around his fist and pulled it back. He let her hair go after a minute and then he told my wife to kiss Priscilla, who was now on her back, watching them.

“Come here, Jenna,” Priscilla said gently. She was fully naked, a goddess. Her pink nipples were hard and tight, her delicious pussy still wet. I pulled the heavy couch closer until my knees were almost touching the bed. I could have just sat on the bed, but my turn was finished already. Sitting on the bed felt like invading their space.

Jenna French kissed her friend while Duncan pounded her from behind, his large hands gripping her sexy waist. He was smiling.

“Mmm . . . mmm.” The two women were moaning as they kissed. Jenna squeezed her friend’s waiting tits. She gently pinched her nipples, put them in their mouth, and started sucking them. Priscilla closed her eyes and placed her hands on Jenna’s shoulders.

One deep, perfectly angled thrust from Duncan made Jenna come, and Priscilla kissed her again while she was coming. Priscilla embraced her. My wife closed her eyes, tears rolling down her cheeks, and moaned at her friend’s mouth while letting her orgasm subside. It took quite a while.

Jenna was catching her breath and rested her head on Priscilla’s flat stomach. Her eyes were hazy, unfocused, still recovering. She was looking at me but not really seeing me. Look, Nathan, I said to myself while stroking my newly-hardened cock, look, another man did this to your wife. Another man just fucked her brains out. What do you say to that?

Duncan was now slapping Priscilla’s face with his wet cock. He got on top of his girlfriend and placed her face between his massive, hairy legs. He began fucking Priscilla’s open mouth. She just let him. Her pretty eyes encouraging him to fuck her mouth down to her throat even though she was nearly choking. Priscilla didn't care. Duncan Walker is her boyfriend. She loves getting her mouth fucked with his huge, veiny cock - the largest she has ever seen.

“Mmmphh . . . ummphhh . . . mmmphhh . . .”

They changed position. Duncan was now on his back while Priscilla was on top of him, riding his cock. Jenna was still recovering, her head resting on his chest, watching her beautiful friend ride her boss like there was no tomorrow.

I wiped the sweat rolling down my chin as I watched Priscilla’s perfect tits bounce up and down. I felt again the familiar tinge of jealousy brushing my heart as I watched Priscilla’s sexy body, impaling herself again and again on Duncan Walker’s cock, the act making her gasp, making her cry and throw her head back.

As his girlfriend vigorously rode him, Duncan started squeezing Jenna’s tits.

I guess this is our life now. The four of us. I remember that day Jenna told me that she was having an affair with her boss. We were in the car and I was hurt and jealous and I was unsure what to say. But I remember being turned on when I learned that Jenna was having sex with her boss. And that conversation led to this. An unforgettable sex party. But is this really a sex party if there's only the four of us? I don't know, but it feels like it.

In the beginning, I felt it was unfair to me that Duncan could screw my wife anytime he wanted. I didn't stop them, but at the back of my mind, I felt there was a lack of fairness in that arrangement. But now Priscilla is here and I had just sex with her. Does that mean that the scales are balanced now? I don’t know, but I am not complaining at the moment.

I smiled to myself and continued watching Priscilla as she bobbed up and down.

It seemed that she felt my gaze on her and she looked in my direction. She flipped her hair to one side. She continued riding her boyfriend, perfect tits bouncing up and down, hard pink nipples on top of them, her body glistening. She was still looking at me, not breaking eye contact. She bounced faster and faster as if she was in a race and she needed desperately to win.

“I’m going to come!” Priscilla cried while her eyes were on me. She was breathing through her mouth, her face flushed. She leaned backward and placed her palms on Duncan’s thighs.

“I’m coming,” she chanted. “Oh my god, I’m coming!”

Priscilla’s naked body shivered and her arms gave up. She fell backward, still trembling, her eyes tightly shut. She was moaning as she fell on the bed. Her body landed between Duncan’s legs.

Duncan grabbed Jenna’s hair and he pushed her face to his slick cock. She understood what her boss was asking her to do. She looked at me for a second and then she began licking his wet and sticky cock that was inside Priscilla’s pussy just seconds ago. She stroked his soaked dick with her left hand while licking his balls, cleaning him and tasting Priscilla’s juices on him.

“Your mouth is absolutely made for cock sucking, Jenna,” Duncan said happily. Jenna’s tempting eyes were on me, silently telling me to watch the excellent job that she was doing. Watch your wife clean another man’s hard cock, her tempting eyes seemed to say. My elbows were on my thighs. I was leaning forward, my breath slow and heavy. I love my boss’ dick, Jenna’s tempting expression said. Look at the way I lick it. Look at the way I slap it on my tongue. Look at the way this giant thing fills my cheeks. Look at the way it makes your wife cry in delight as it hits her throat and gags her.

I stole a glance at Priscilla. She was on her back and her chest was going up and down to catch her breath and her eyes were closed. She was finally tapped out.

Duncan, however, was revving up. He sat up and got behind my wife, who was bent over. She was facing me while Duncan was kneeling behind her, the tip of his enormous cock pointed at her cute butt.

“Ass up,” Duncan ordered and slapped her fabulous butt, “move your butt higher. There, right there. Look up, Jenna. Look at your husband’s face as I fuck you. Show him what a whore you are.”

“Yes,” Jenna pleaded softly, looking into my eyes while fully surrendering herself to her boss. “Yes, sir. Please fuck me like a . . . ohhh goddd!”

Duncan thrust deep into Jenna from behind and she immediately squeezed around him, taking him all in. Duncan let his thick cock marinate inside her for three seconds and then pulled it back, dragging her sensitive walls deliciously, making Jenna’s eyes roll, giving her an electrifying mini-orgasm that struck her hot body like quick lightning.

Duncan thrust his hips forward again, full force, his hands tightly gripping her waist which would leave marks later. Duncan rotated his hips while his cock was deep inside Jenna and then pulled it back. Then, he slammed into her again. Jenna almost passed out from the pleasure, but my wife’s determination was unmatched and she held on. She wanted more. Yes, sir. Please, more, please.

Duncan continued pounding Jenna without pause or rest. His whole body was drenched with sweat, the veins and tendons on his neck and chest and arms were bulging, a testament to the seriousness of his effort. Duncan fucked my wife with all the force he could muster. He kept pounding and pumping, balls-deep every time, without pause, making my wife sob and tremble and beg for more.

“Yes, yes, ohhh, yes! Harder, please, sir!”

My cock was hard and I was stroking it furiously. Stamp this moment in your mind, Duncan said earlier, and that was what I was doing. I licked my lips and blinked the warm sweat dripping down my eyes.

“Hot . . . fucking . . . slut!” Duncan groaned. He slapped Jenna’s fabulous butt once, twice, thrice, ten times until it was pink.

“Ahhh, ahhh, ahhh,” Jenna couldn't form proper words anymore. Her damp, disheveled hair stuck to her back and fell past her shoulders. Every deep thrust from Duncan was making her squirt. Her arms finally gave up and she fell face-first on the bed. Her hands gripped the bedsheet like she was clinging for life.

“I’m coming!” my wife cried, tears rolling down her cheeks, her vision turning pink and orange, her pussy clenching and spurting. Jenna screamed like she was announcing the best orgasm of her life to the whole world. “Oh my god, I’m coming! I’m coming!”

“Fuckkkk!” Duncan screamed like a warrior fully victorious in battle when he finally reached his limit. He threw his head back, howling at the world. His whole body jerked and jolted as if his soul was trying to escape. He continued fucking my wife while he was ejaculating into her, filling her up messily with his hot sticky load, milking his balls to the last drop.

Duncan sat on the bed, breathing heavily, smiling and fully satisfied. He was done for the night. Jenna’s legs were still trembling. She slowly rolled onto her back and met my eyes and smiled at me contentedly. Her hair was in disarray, her skin flushed pink, her eyes dreamy. She looked wrecked yet blissful.

“Ummm, that was amazing,” Jenna said softly to everyone, her eyes half-closed. “Can we do it again tomorrow, please?”


CHAPTER 8

I knew I was alone in the room before I woke up. Jenna was not in the bed beside me. We made love one more time before we slept. It was a quick one. Jenna fell asleep before me, her arms around my chest.

“You’re really the best,” Jenna told me before closing her eyes. She was tired. It was a wild night for all of us.

It took me a couple of seconds, but when I opened my eyes, I realized I was still in Duncan’s house. This is his guest bedroom and my wife was not beside me. This is what happens when you are sharing your wife with another man. Sometimes you will wake up and find that she is not beside you.

I stood up and put on my pants. There was a bottled water on the table beside the bed and I drank it. I was thirsty. I looked at my watch. It was already ten in the morning.

Where is my wife? Did she wake up and decide to go to the main bedroom where Duncan and Priscilla were sleeping? Maybe she was craving a threesome before breakfast. I drank the water again. I pictured Jenna and Priscilla giving Duncan a double wake-up blowjob.

I opened the door and went out of the room. I was still shirtless. Maybe I could join this threesome. As evidenced by what happened the previous night, it is not easy to handle two insatiable goddesses at the same time.

My dick was already hard. I wanted to see Jenna and Priscilla’s sexy naked bodies again. I wanted to taste them, fuck them, come on them, shower them with my sticky juices. I could still remember Jenna and Priscilla torridly French kissing, their tongues dancing, hungry for each other, their lips wet and soft and sweet. My cock nodded at the image, hard as steel this Saturday morning.

I saw that the main bedroom was open halfway. An open door is an invitation. I rushed to it. Maybe they are already doing it. Maybe Priscilla is on top of Duncan and riding his dick while Jenna kisses him. We had enough sleep. We had enough energy for another whole day of fucking.

I opened the door and saw that the room was empty. The bedsheet was disheveled. Three of the pillows were on the floor. There were empty bottles of water on the bedside table. Jenna’s sundress was hanging neatly on a chair. Priscilla’s dress was on the bed. They removed their clothes here and had sex while I was sleeping. Jenna did not wake me. Maybe she wanted me to rest longer. She is always like that and I appreciate her concern, but I was left out. The room smelled of fucking.

I left the room and heard voices coming from the swimming pool at the back of the house. They were already there. I slid the glass door open and saw Jenna and Priscilla swimming in the pool.

They were both wearing sexy one-piece swimsuits that hugged every delicious curve of their stunning bodies. My wife was wearing a black one and Priscilla was wearing a red one. I watched them for a full minute. They were enjoying the water and the sun. Jenna was swimming back and forth. When she stopped, Priscilla playfully splashed water at her, laughing. Jenna splashed water back at her.

They both noticed me at the same time. They wave at me to come to them. I stepped on the pool deck and walked towards them, smiling. I am sure they noticed the hard tent in front of my pants. Jenna grinned cutely at me.

“Good morning, babe,” Jenna greeted me and swam in my direction.

“Hey, you,” Priscilla said and followed Jenna. They rested their arms on the edge of the pool deck, looking up at me.

I sat on the lounge chair and looked back at them – their bodies glistening from the water, full cleavage exposed, sultry looks, irresistible smiles, inviting me.

I looked around. “Where’s Duncan?”

“He left about half an hour ago,” Priscilla answered. She wrapped her left arm around my wife’s waist. “He said he’s going to meet a friend. He said it's about some business he wants to get into. He’ll be back in a couple of hours.”

“Uh-huh,” I answered, my eyes leering at these two goddesses in the pool.

“So, it's only the three of us here for now,” Jenna said, smiling, reading my thoughts. “We have Duncan’s house for ourselves.”

“Right,” I said with a grin.

Priscilla was seducing me with her eyes. She gently kissed my wife’s neck while looking at me. Jenna let out a moan. “It's only the three of us here,” Priscilla repeated what my wife said in a tempting voice.

“So, babe,” Jenna asked me playfully with a teasing, innocent look, “what do you want to do today?”
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