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Chapter 1

“Hey, man. Don’t be mad. But there’s a rumor going around the office,” Leo Doyle said to me.

I stared at my wife’s co-worker, who seemed to appear out of nowhere and suddenly sat on the thin metal chair across from mine. Leo is a short, bulky man with thick hair and a sharp jawline. He is about my age.

I was sitting inside my favorite coffee shop. Outside its transparent glass window, I could see the entrance of the yellow-red four-story building where my beautiful wife, Jenna, works. I was waiting for her. I was done with work at the office, and I drove here. This commercial coffee shop is where I usually wait for Jenna. She would be out in less than twenty minutes. It was quarter past five on a warm afternoon.

“Eh. Hello, Leo,” I said. “Rumor?”

Leo and I are not really what you would call friends or buddies. We met several times, of course, during Christmas parties and family events and celebrations at the office where Jenna works. We exchanged pleasantries and talked about the weather and the previous night’s soccer score – the usual things men discuss with each other. He’s all right, I guess. Jenna once said Leo is a sweet and amazing guy, though I never noticed that.

Leo was wearing a gray polo shirt, and his neck was a bit sweaty. He put his elbows on the table. I’m taller than him, but he is wider than me.

“Yeah. A rumor. I know you always sit here in the afternoon and wait for Jenna.”

I took a sip of my coffee and scratched my neck gently. I turned my head to the right and looked at the entrance of my wife’s building again.

“Uhhh. What is this rumor?”

Leo looked around. There are a dozen tables in this coffee shop filled with customers. A pretty blonde lawyer met my eyes and gave me a gentle smile.

“It’s about Jenna.”

I smiled and relaxed, and leaned back on my chair. This is probably about my wife’s next promotion. Gossip about that moves like wildfire in an office. Jenna works in brand advertising. Six months ago, she was promoted to lead a seven-man team. I’m absolutely proud of her. Gorgeous and sexy and intelligent. She’d probably be promoted to manager of her whole department this time. I know that the directors love her.

“What rumor did you hear about her?” I asked Leo, a slight smile on my face.

Leo looked around again. He grinned quickly, and his eyes flashed wickedly. He looked a bit sad, or he pretended to be sad. He clasped his huge, callused hands on top of the table. For a quick second, I imagined those hands caressing Jenna’s long legs. I didn’t know why I imagined that. I was not relaxed anymore, and I could feel my heart beating faster. There was no reason for these internal reactions, but my instincts were telling me that something was up.

“There’s no easy way to say this, man,” Leo continued. He seemed more relaxed now, while I was the one getting more and more anxious.

“What is it?”

“A man from the office saw Jenna making out with our boss.”

“Uhhh. What?”

“Yeah. Jenna was making out with our boss Duncan Walker. Someone saw it.”

“Yeah. I know your boss’ name. I don’t believe it. Making out?”

Leo continued, leaning back on his chair, his hands in his pockets. He didn’t seem to be slightly sorry at all for bringing me this unbelievable news. “Yeah. Making out, man. Sorry, Nathan. This happened last Friday night. Walker’s office door was slightly open, and someone saw them.”

“Someone saw Jenna making out with Duncan?” I repeated the question. My lovely wife, the sweetest, kindest, and hottest woman I have ever been was having a sexual relationship with her boss? Cheating on me? That is impossible. Never.

Some little voice in the back of my mind, something from the past, whispered and expressed doubt. I ignored it.

“Harry saw them. Harry Whitman. He’s the overall maintenance man in the office. Electrician, painter. Anything that needs fixing in the office.”

“Ah. So, Harry spread this rumor? He told other people?”

Leo shrugged. “Well . . .”

“Well?”

“He hasn’t really told anyone. He came to me first and told me,” Leo said slowly.

I breathed a sigh of relief. “So, it isn’t a rumor yet that’s going around. Since only you and Harry know at this point.”

“And you, buddy,” Leo said, grinning.

“I still don’t believe you.”

“Jenna was really into it. Harry said to me the other day. We were in the smoking area. Harry and I are sort of friends since he always bums cigarettes from me. That was when he told me what he saw.”

My heart was beating a bit faster now. Jenna was really into it?

“What,” I coughed softly on my fist, “exactly were my wife and her boss doing?”

Leo rubbed his palms together, placed them on his thighs, and looked me straight in the eyes. “Harry saw Jenna kneeling on the floor of Duncan’s office, and she was happily slurping on his cock.”

“Jeez,” I said. My cock twitched. This is just word-of-mouth—a secondhand story. There is no evidence to support it but the word of this man Leo Doyle who is not even my friend. Slurping?

“Yeah,” Leo continued, dark sparks in his eyes like excited fireworks before the start of a new year. “Harry watched for quite some time, he said. The boss and Jenna didn’t notice him at all.”

A single cold sweat rolled down my neck, and I wiped it with my palm. I balled my fist under the table. I looked at my coffee cup with zero interest.

“So, Jenna was on her knees?”

“Yeah, she was.”

“Sucking her boss’ cock.”

“That’s what Harry said. He said that she really seemed to be enjoying it. Like a good little slut, those are the words he used. Not mine.”

“That can’t be true.” My dick was straining against my pants. My breathing turned deep and slow.

“You’re turning a shade of pink there, Nathan. Are you sure you’re fine?” Leo was trying to sound concerned. “Of course, you’re not fine. Heh. Well, I’m just relaying to you what Harry told me. It’s better that you’re the one to hear it first.”

“You heard it first,” I pointed out. Leo simply shrugged and gave me that quick grin.

“Damn, I wish I saw it too,” Leo said while looking outside the glass window of the coffee shop. He seemed content sitting across from me like he had all the time in the world.

“What?”

“No. Honestly. I wish I had seen it too. Saw Jenna on her knees, sucking Duncan’s thick dick. She probably gagged, you know. You’ve seen Duncan, right? The boss is a huge man. It goes to reason that his dick is huge, too.”

“The hell are you saying, man?” I asked him, but I couldn’t raise my voice. My dick was hard, but my voice felt so weak, like all energy was taken from me.

“Hey, hey, don’t be mad, buddy.” Leo raised his palm. “Your wife is gorgeous and goddamn hot. I think every man and most women in the whole building would want to fuck her. And you’re one lucky husband, you know.”

I’m not sure how to reply to that, and I just murmured the word “Thanks.”

My mind turned back to last Friday. I have a good memory. I remember watching Jenna in our bedroom, carefully putting on her light red lipstick and tying her beautiful hair in a cute but professional ponytail.

“You have any more questions?” Leo asked me.

“What?”

“Details, you know. I figure you want to know every little thing that happened.”

I swallowed and started to open my mouth, but that was the moment I saw Jenna coming out of the front entrance of the building. I saw the guard smile at her, and I saw her smile back. She had a red handbag, and she was wearing a white blouse and a blazer, and a pink skirt. The tight skirt was snug around her sexy hips. Her long hair billowed behind her. Jenna is tall and graceful. After college, she used to work as a swimsuit model. She also used to be in one of those pop music videos where she was the onscreen partner of the artist. The security guard, the people walking, and the other office workers watched her – all giving Jenna appreciative looks.

Leo was also looking in her direction. He leaned back and whispered. “Fuck, what I wouldn’t give to fuck your wife, man.”

“Hey, Leo. Take it easy, man.”

Jenna saw me inside the coffee shop. She smiled and waved at me. She walked faster and crossed the street. We continued watching her as she opened the door of the coffee shop. Most customers paused sipping their coffees and stopped looking at their phones. They lifted their eyes and watched her. The male customers concentrated on her shapely butt as she walked past them. She walked towards our table.

“Hello, Jenna,” Leo greeted her.

“Hi, Leo,” Jenna smiled and looked at the two of us curiously. Then she turned her attention to me.

“Hello, babe,” she said sweetly and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. The picture of my wife on her knees while deepthroating Duncan Walker flashed again in my mind. There was really no evidence that supported it, except for the words of Leo Doyle. He looked like an asshole sitting across from us. He was undressing Jenna with his eyes.

Jenna put her bag on the table and sat on the chair beside me. She just came from a whole day of office work, yet she looked as fresh and pretty as when we left the apartment earlier this morning.

“How long have you been waiting?” Jenna asked sweetly, then looked at Leo, who was still comfortably sitting there. “What are you guys talking about?”

“Oh. Nothing much,” Leo said. “Just catching up with your husband Nathan here,” he said smugly.

Jenna raised her eyebrows at him, and Leo simply shrugged. He then slapped his palms on his knees and stood up. “I guess I will leave you two alone now.” He looked at my wife’s perfect cleavage for quite some time. I noticed Jenna blushing a bit. She averted her eyes from Leo and focused on me.

“See you later, buddy,” Leo patted me heavily on my left shoulder. Both of us are sharing secrets now.

“Uhhh. Yeah. Thanks, man.”

“See you tomorrow at the office, Jenna.” Leo winked at her, and his eyes lingered on her splendid legs.

“See you, Leo,” my wife answered him sweetly.

“Do you want to order coffee?” I asked Jenna as I put my arm around her and quickly kissed her neck.

She giggled. “Some of the customers are looking.” She gave me a short kiss again on my lips. She tastes and smells so good.

“Don’t mind them.”

“Hmmm,” Jenna’s eyes darted down, and she noticed the bulge in the front of my pants. “Seems like someone is excited.”

“Well, I am just excited to see you.”

“You really know all the right words. Let us go home, and I will see what I can do to fix that, babe,” Jenna whispered alluringly.

We stood up and left our table, and got into our car. As we walked, my right arm was around Jenna’s sexy waist, pulling her tight against me, telling everybody looking that this gorgeous woman was my wife. Mine.


Chapter 2

“So, what were you and Leo really talking about there in the café?”

We were sitting on the sofa in the living room of our apartment. The light was dim, and the TV was open, and we were watching the seventh episode of Sweet Love Café – her favorite romantic comedy series. Jenna’s long legs were on my lap, and I was caressing them, squeezing them, and running my hand on them. She was wearing a spaghetti-strapped pink sundress.

Does her boss Duncan Walker do this to her too, when they are alone in his office? Rub her legs? Jenna usually wears a skirt in the office. On casual Fridays, she wears jeans or pants, but she is more comfortable wearing short, tight skirts that highlight her curvaceous hips and her lovely butt.

I could picture Duncan licking his lips whenever he saw Jenna enter his office. He would stand up from his expensive swivel chair, walk to my wife, squeeze her butt, and pull her to him to French kiss her. Then he would place his large hands on her shoulders and then gently push her down. Jenna would look at him with her innocent doe eyes, kneel on the floor, then put the thin metal zipper of his pants between her teeth and slowly drag it down. Good fucking slut, I imagined Duncan Walker saying to Jenna. Her eyes would flicker obediently in appreciation.

“Hey, babe?” Jenna asked me softly, curiously.

“Hmmm?”

“You seem to be deep in thought.”

I smiled at her. “No, no. I’m simply thinking about these amazing legs of yours.”

“You have a hard-on again, babe. I can feel it on my legs. What got you turned on so much today?” Jenna said in a soft, seductive voice.

“You, as always.”

“I know that.” Jenna sat properly, moved closer to me, and looked me straight in the eyes. “So, will you finally tell me what Leo Doyle told you in the café earlier?” she asked in an alluring, loving voice that she knew I could never resist.

Should I tell her? We have always been honest with one another. But if what Leo told me was the truth, why did Jenna keep it a secret from me that she was having a sexual affair with her boss? No, that wasn’t the question. The question was: why would she start something like that? What led to it?

I’ve met her boss Duncan Walker several times. He is a tall and confident man who regularly hits the gym. Bastard is good-looking too. Women line up to him, and I know for a fact that Jenna admires him and is highly impressed with him. So, is it really hard to imagine what led to the affair? Duncan probably made the first move. My wife is a total babe. What hot-blooded man could ever resist her?

I feel jealousy in my heart. Of course, Jenna wouldn’t tell me the circumstances that led to the affair. It is wrong, and it is cheating.

But the thing is, when Leo told me the news, I felt jealousy and a bit of betrayal. But I didn’t feel mad. I didn’t feel any anger toward Jenna or her boss. My cock was as hard as steel under that coffee shop table while picturing Jenna slobbering on her boss’ long and veiny black cock. I could imagine Duncan’s fist gripping my wife’s hair as her saliva dripped down her chin. This woman I love so much was on her knees sucking the cum out of another man’s balls.

I looked at her. “Uhhh. Well, Leo told me that there is a rumor going around in your office.”

“Hmmm? What rumor? I am not aware of any.” Jenna’s hand was on my arm, and her gorgeous face was close to mine. I wasn’t looking directly at her and struggling for words.

“It’s, ummm, a rumor about you, babe.”

“Really?” Jenna said quietly. She searched my face and then looked at her hand. Then she looked up at me. It felt like she knew what I was going to say next, and she was bracing herself. She sat straighter. I glanced at her firm tits.

“Leo told me someone saw you and Duncan, err, together.”

“Hmmm? Really?”

“Yeah.”

“Together? What does that mean? You know Duncan and I are together most of the time. Our offices are beside each other. He is just one knock away. And he calls me most of the time to come to his office to discuss, ummm, work-related matters.”

“Yes, right,” I said. I held my wife’s hand. “It’s just that this guy told Leo that he saw you giving Duncan a blowjob. You were on your knees and blowing him.” I said this gently while tightly holding her hand, softly and with no accusing tone. Jenna bit her lower lip, and guilt flashed through her eyes.

“Really? Someone saw me giving my boss a blowjob? Leo told you this.”

“Yeah. Leo told me. He said Harry Whitman told him. He’s the maintenance man in your building.”

“Oh, I know Harry. He’s nice to me. He’s old, but I find him cute,” Jenna said with a smile.

That wasn’t the response I was expecting. Part of me was hoping that Jenna would deny the story outright and tell me that Harry made a mistake or that he fabricated the story. I was thinking that she’d be mad at Leo Doyle and Harry Whitman. Instead, she was silent. She kept holding my hand while searching my face thoughtfully.

“So, this is the reason why you’re so hard?” Jenna asked me with a cute slight grin. She had not denied the story. Instead, she swung her legs and got on top of me. She did that in a slow and sexy way, giving me ample time to watch the movement of her long legs and the captivating flip of her luscious hair. Her inviting eyes were looking straight into mine.

“Well . . . so babe? Is it, ummm, true?” I asked her.

“Who else did Harry Whitman tell? Aside from Leo?”

“Only Leo, as far as I know, and Leo hasn’t told anyone else, I think.”

“That’s good, babe,” Jenna said. “They should keep that between themselves. It is not good to spread gossip like that.”

“Unfounded gossip, right?” I followed up. I started moving my hands inside her pink sundress. She wasn’t wearing any kind of underwear underneath her dress.

“Hmmm. Your hand is so warm,” Jenna moaned softly.

“Fuck,” I reached for her braless tits first and squeezed them in my eager hands. Her pink nipples were hard and waiting.

Jenna reached and pulled the thin, cotton strap of her pink dress down her shoulders. Her tits were full and luscious, and I began hungrily sucking her nipples.

“Ohhh, babe,” Jenna moaned while she ran her hand through my hair.

“You slut,” I whispered.

“I’m your slut; you know that. Always yours, Nathan.”

I removed my shorts, lay her on the sofa, and aimed my cock at her overheated pussy. I had not touched her pussy yet, but she was already so wet, creaming. Her eyes were pleading.

“Come, baby. I miss you. Fuck me, please,” she begged me.

Fuck me, please! Did she say the same thing to her boss? I had not seen Duncan Walker’s desk, but I imagine it is a large, solid one, made of old, polished wood.

I could picture Jenna bent over that desk, her light-colored skirt rucked around her waist, and her panties on the floor or inside her boss’ pocket. I imagined my wife blushing and panting, her mouth slightly open, her hazel-colored eyes shining, waiting for that thick cock to stretch her dripping wet pussy. My wife was utterly at Walker’s mercy.

“Oh, yes,” Jenna sobbed in delight when I entered her. She was warm and tight and waiting. I felt how tight and how welcoming she was. She cried in pleasure when I went balls-deep into her. I started fucking her hard, making our soft sofa sway with each hard thrust.

“Fuck,” I groaned.

“Oh yes. Oh god, yes, babe. Harder, please. Oh. Faster. Faster, please.”

I looked at her beautiful eyes as I rammed into her. Her tits were out, and I watched them bounce lusciously in sync with my fucking.

I imagined Duncan Walker gripping Jenna’s hair, pulling it back, fucking her while gritting his teeth. He was calling my wife a slut, his slut. His office door was closed, and the walls were thick, so no one could hear them. I was in my office making presentations, reading graphs, and interpreting data while Jenna was crying in pleasure as another orgasm hit her, her tight pussy squeezing her boss’ veiny cock.

I was staring at Jenna’s gorgeous face when I came inside her. We came at the same time. I watched her bit her lip and trembled as her warm and wet pussy squeezed around me. I gritted my teeth and continued pumping in and out of her. She looked into my eyes lovingly, urging me on. I already came, and yet I was still rock hard. Sweat was dripping down my eyebrow.

“Yes, oh yes. Right there. Don’t stop, babe,” Jenna panted, her long, graceful legs around my hips. She put her hands on my shoulders and pulled me closer, and we kissed, our hungry tongues playing.

Does Duncan Walker kiss her like this? Does he shove his tongue inside my wife’s mouth, taking the air from her lungs? Kissing her while grabbing her butt with his big hands, pulling her hot body tight against him. Does Jenna moan when they kiss?

“Fuck,” I groaned when I came inside Jenna again, filling her with my come. She continued kissing me as I came, running her palms on my back and the back of my neck and at my face, whispering how much she loves me.

“Hmmm, I miss that,” Jenna said softly. I lay on our bed, and she got on top of me and then gave me a quick kiss. She licked my lips, and then her mouth went down to my chest and stomach, tasting me. Her warm mouth reached my semi-hard cock, and her pretty eyes smiled at me and put my sticky cock in her mouth. She started sucking me, her palms on my legs as she licked my hardness, tasting our mixed juices, cleaning me up.

When Jenna was done, she licked her lips seductively and lay beside me. She lay her head on my left arm, faced me, and put her palms on my chest, feeling my heartbeat.

“Babe,” I muttered, eyes half-closed, spent.

“Hmmm?” Jenna was looking at my face, her long legs on top of mine. “You are exceptional tonight,” she said contentedly.

“Your boss? Duncan Walker? Is it true?” I asked her in a soft voice. My eyes were closed, and my words were slow. I was getting sleepy. I always get sleepy after sex.

Jenna put her head on my chest. “Hmmm. That really turned you on, babe,” she said. “Right?”

My eyes remained closed. I started playing with her soft, gorgeous hair using my fingers. I could sense the little nervousness in her voice when she asked me the question, and I could feel the fast beating of her heart. I remained silent.

Jenna looked up at me and put her palm on my cheek. “Babe?” she asked hesitantly, “you didn’t answer my question.”

“Uhhh, yes,” I finally said, opening my eyes. “A little bit,” I said with a grin.

Jenna pouted. “Only a little? You came twice, and you came a lot.”

“I did, babe.”

“I’m happy.”

Jenna kissed me again, then stood up and walked towards the shower. My eyes were following her round and perfect butt as she walked. I am a lucky man. She stopped when she felt my eyes on her, looked back at me, gave me a loving smile, and blew me a kiss. I grinned at her. Jenna went inside the bathroom and closed the door but didn’t lock it.

I watched the closed door of the bathroom and then put my arms behind my head and stared at the ceiling. Jenna didn’t answer my question directly. The uncertainty, the guessing, and the lack of confirmation had an effect on me. Perhaps Leo Doyle was right. Perhaps his friend, the maintenance man Harry Whitman, really saw her giving her boss a blowjob. I looked at the closed door again. I wanted to rush in there and fuck my gorgeous wife again. I could feel myself getting hard. I was seething with jealousy and burning with arousal. My wife is having an affair with her boss.

Years ago, something like this happened. We were in college, and Jenna was already my girlfriend. My class finished early because one of the professors had a fever, so I rushed to Jenna’s apartment to surprise her. I bought her flowers. I forgot the name of the half-bouquet flowers I bought on the way to her apartment inside the university. I had a key to the door of her place, and when I opened the door, there she was, the woman I first fell in love with. She was wearing a white shirt. Her long hair was down, and she was drenched in sweat. She was still wearing her glasses. She wasn’t wearing anything below her waist. Jenna was on top of Tristan Gibson, her ex-boyfriend, and a varsity in the basketball team.

I was hard again. I sat up from the bed and tried to calm myself. The room was cool, but my body felt warm. I could hear the sound of the water from the shower. Jenna was humming the tunes of a currently popular pop song.

Maybe I should confront my wife to get some real answers. But what if Jenna confirms the rumor to be true? Yes, Nathan. I’m sorry. But Leo Doyle and Harry Whitman are right. I am having an affair with my boss. He just turns me on so much. I know I promised that nothing like that would happen again, but Duncan Walker is just so good. We fuck in his office three times, sometimes four times a day, babe. His dick is so huge. He fills me up completely, and he always comes a lot. He always makes me come. He fucks me on his desk, his chair, and sometimes on the floor. Some mornings, I suck his cock while he is drinking his coffee. There was even that one time when Duncan called one of the staff to his office while I was on top of him, and the two of them . . .

I shook my head. I was hard as a rock. Jenna left her phone charging on the white wooden table beside the bed. I removed it from the charger cord and unlocked it. I know her password because she told me when we were still dating, and she never changed it. I looked at the closed door of the bathroom and listened for the sound of the water. I felt guilty for spying on her. Jenna takes a long time in the shower. I breathed deeply and opened the messages on her phone.

There were a lot of messages from Duncan Walker, which is to be expected since he is her boss. Messages asking her to revise a presentation. Polishing talking points with their clients. Streamlining of processes. These messages were all related to work.

There was one interesting message, however. It was a selfie that Jenna had sent to Duncan. She sent it just four days ago. I rubbed my neck. This photo was taken in our living room, and she sent it thirty minutes before eight in the morning, before I drove her to work. Jenna was sitting on the sofa, and she had that innocent yet teasing smile. The picture was taken from above. She had her phone above her head so the photo could fully capture her well-shaped body.

She sent this to Duncan Walker. In this photo, my wife was wearing an elegant, black and white, short-sleeved, slim-fit dress. The pencil-shaped hem of the dress only reached mid-thigh. The dress had a white collar. Her luscious breasts pressed deliciously against the front of her dress.

There was a message attached to the photo. What do you think? Jenna asked, and there was a blushing smiley after the question mark. Duncan Walker replied with only two words. Fucking hot, he texted.

Fucking hot? What kind of reply was that? That isn’t something you say to your staff. Well, Jenna is really fucking hot. It is true. But that wasn’t the point. So, this exchange of messages confirms that there really is an affair going on between my wife and her boss. Or maybe Duncan Walker was just being flirty.

Come on, Nathan. There is no point in denying what is already obvious. Leo Doyle told you that someone saw your wife giving Duncan Walker a blowjob. When you asked her about it, she avoided directly answering the question. Your wife didn’t give any clear answers. Jenna seemed a bit guilty and nervous – like she was hiding something. You could see it on her gorgeous face. And now, you find these flirty exchanges on her phone. It’s as clear as daylight at this point. The woman you married is fucking her boss. So, Nathan Hill, what will you do about it?

The bathroom door opened slightly, and Jenna’s head and shoulders came out. Her hair was wet, and she had that perfect combination of a naughty and innocent smile on her lips.

“Babe,” she said invitingly, “how long will you make me wait? Come inside here and join me, please?” She bit her lower lip and looked at me with those irresistible pleading eyes. I put her phone down and almost ran toward her.


Chapter 3

I was in the same coffee shop the following day. I was there early. It was only four in the afternoon. I finished my work quickly at the office, got into my car, and drove there. It was hard to concentrate because of the knowledge that my wife was probably cheating on me. But can you still consider that cheating? Is it cheating if I already know something is happening, and yet I have made no serious effort to stop it. Instead, here I was, sitting in the same coffee shop filled with people, most of them young employees. Some were entrepreneurs, networkers, salespeople, designers, and programmers. Some were couples that were dating. Some were meeting each other for the first time. Foreign jazz music was playing in the background.

I was sitting, facing the large, transparent glass window. My laptop was on the table in front of me to give the appearance that I wasn’t just here waiting but was actually busy with something. I wanted people to see that though I was sitting alone, I was productive. The screen of my laptop was open, but my mind was elsewhere. My thoughts were inside the building I was facing, the building where Jenna was working right now.

I took out my phone from my pocket and texted her. Hey, babe. I’m already here at the coffee shop, waiting for you. I finished early at the office. How’s work? I sent the text message and put the phone back in my pocket. I leaned back in my chair and continued looking at her building. I was hoping that she would reply immediately.

But is she really working at this moment? What if she’s doing something else? I steadied my breathing. Jenna is a busy person, but she’s also a fast worker. What if, like me, she was able to finish her work early, and now she is inside Duncan Walker’s office, and they are making out at this very moment? She had not yet replied to my text. What if she was currently on her knees, her eyes closed, and her tongue out as she is getting blasted on the face with Walker’s thick come? While I was in this coffee shop, my lovely wife was getting showered with another man’s sticky sperm.

I could picture the victorious grin on Walker’s face while painting Jenna’s beautiful face. I could picture him coming a lot, hitting her forehead, her cheeks, her neck, her hair. Jenna could still be wearing her glasses. Gobs of his come sticking on them. I could picture my wife looking obediently at her boss while licking her lips, tasting his load.

Fucking hot, Duncan Walker would say. Thank you, Jenna would reply like a submissive slut. Then Walker would take out his phone.

I wanna take a picture, babe, Duncan probably said, I wanna remember you while you are covered in my come. Jenna would simply nod meekly and smile.

Where’s Nathan?

In the coffee shop across the street. He texted me that he is already there. Earlier than usual. He’s waiting for me.

I imagine Duncan walking over to my wife and grabbing her hair. Jenna is a tall woman, but Duncan is taller. She’d look up at him. Does your husband know that you are such a slut?

I pictured Jenna avoiding her boss’ gaze, blushing, and biting her lower lip.

Couldn’t answer, huh? No matter. We still have a lot of time. Go to my desk. Bend over. Take off your panties first. No, keep your skirt.

Sir, you’re hard again. You just came.

Shut up. We still have an hour. I’m gonna fuck you until you can’t walk. I want you to meet your husband in that coffee shop with your pussy fucked properly and your legs shaking.

I closed my eyes for a minute and massaged the bridge of my nose. I opened my eyes, closed my laptop, and sipped my coffee. I want to fuck Jenna. I want to fuck my wife. We’ll go straight home, and I’ll rip off her blouse and pull down her panties and open and legs and fuck her on the floor. She’d love that. She loves it when I’m being aggressive and taking charge. Her boss seems to be the kind of man who is bold and takes control.

“Hey, Nathan,” Leo Doyle said to me. Like the other day, he just appeared suddenly. Beside him was a man I didn’t know. He was a man in his fifties. He is slightly taller than Leo, and his face has a serious look. His hair was white, and his beard and mustache were red-brown. He looked like he was taking a measure of me. It seemed I didn’t pass this man’s standard. He looked annoyed, and then Leo Doyle and the man he was with sat on the two wooden chairs opposite mine.

“Hey, Leo,” I said. Leo was smiling at me like we were best friends now. The two joined me at my table without asking me first.

“This is Harry Whitman,” Leo said.

“Ah.”

Harry Whitman shook my hand. His face was serious. He was a busy man and had no time for this. That was how it appeared to me.

“Harry, this is Nathan Hill. He’s my friend and the husband of Jenna.”

A slight, quick grin appeared on Harry’s face. Then he became grumpy again.

“I told you about Harry the other day, right? He’s from the maintenance department. He’s the one who saw your wife,” Leo said.

I swallowed and looked around. Why is Leo Doyle here, and why did he bring Harry Whitman? What is going on here?

“Can’t believe you’re Jenna’s wife,” Harry said. “You? With a woman like that? The world is a fucking mystery.” He shook his head.

Now, what exactly do you mean by that? I thought but didn’t say.

“So, ummm, how’s it going, guys? Anything I can help you with?”

Leo shrugged. “We figure you’re the one who needs our help. You know? To sort out the details.”

“Errr . . . what details?” I asked Leo, and I looked around again. I knew what he was talking about, but I still needed to ask.

“Leo here told me that you want the firsthand details of what happened. Correct?” Harry said.

I looked at Leo, and he simply smiled and shrugged. He was enjoying this. I coughed on my closed fist and looked at my watch. It would still be another thirty minutes before Jenna finished her work.

“I’m not really sure if I want to hear the specifics,” I said with low confidence.

“I saw them again, you know,” Harry said.

“He did,” Leo said with a smile.

“What do you mean?” I leaned forward and lowered my voice.

Harry looked me straight in the eyes. The annoyance and grumpiness were gone. “I saw Duncan Walker fucking your wife. Saw it with my own eyes.”

“When was this?” I breathed.

“Just this morning.”

“What? This morning?”

“Yes.”

“You saw them having sex in his office? In her office?” I asked, the words quickly coming out of my mouth. I could feel the back of my neck getting warm. I could also feel the familiar sensation in my balls.

“Hey, man, slow down,” Leo said to me. He was also leaning forward and looking at Harry Whitman. “Let’s listen to Harry’s story. I haven’t yet heard this one myself. I told him you’d be here at this coffee shop because you always wait for your wife. I figure this way, he will only have to tell the story once.”

“Alright. Alright,” I said, regulating my breathing, trying to calm myself.

“No. It wasn’t in any office. I saw Walker fucking Jenna in the storage room,” Harry Whitman said.

“Fuck,” Leo grinned. “Those two really will do it anywhere. But I mean, can you blame the boss? I’d fuck Jenna in any place possible if I was him, too. I would take any opportunity. Tell us more, man.”

“You found them fucking in the storage room when you opened the door?” I asked Harry.

“No. I was already there. I was smoking my cigarette. It’s not allowed to smoke there, but there’s a ventilation shaft that sucks the smoke. The storage room is filled with all kinds of things. Office chair. Cabinets. Office materials. Laptops and desktops in boxes. So, I was sitting on a chair and smoking while watching something on my phone when Duncan and Jenna opened the door and walked inside,” Harry Whitman told us.

“What was Jenna wearing?” I asked Harry. It’s easy to create a story like this, but I needed exact details so that I would know that this man who I was meeting for the first time wasn’t lying to me.

Harry grinned and looked at me. “That’s fucking easy. Your pretty wife was wearing a sleeveless pink dress. That’s the detail you want? Jenna’s hair was down, and she was wearing her reading glasses. The thin, black ones. The glasses were not the rectangular kind. They’re large and round. Her office dress really showed her curves, you know. Your wife is like a walking wet dream. Nathan, right? You are so goddamn lucky you get to bang a woman like that every night.”

“I am,” I said proudly.

“As is Walker,” Leo smirked, pointing to the obvious. “Damn, I want to be lucky, too.”

Everyone wants to be lucky with my wife. This is the truth I knew and accepted before I married Jenna. But now that I was confronted with the reality that someone was actually getting lucky with her, the sting of jealousy in my heart couldn’t be denied.

“Please,” I said in a weak voice to Harry Whitman, “continue.”

Harry Whitman leaned back and took out a cigarette from his pocket. He also took a lighter from his rust-colored polo shirt’s front pocket. He was starting to light his cigarette when a staff of the coffee shop came to our table. The pretty staff, who looked like a student with her glasses and curly purple hair, told Harry that the smoking area of the café was outside.

“I’m sorry, sir. But you can’t smoke in here,” she said. Harry grunted and put his lighter and cigarette on the table.

“So, I was there,” Harry continued. “I was in the back of the room. The light was off on that side, and it was dim. Also, the metal shelves hid me. Those two lovers didn’t notice me when they entered. Duncan immediately locked the door the moment they were inside. The light was on their part of the room, and I could see them clearly. It wasn’t a large room, and I could hear everything. I could hear their heavy breathing.”

“Your wife was blushing, and her mouth was slightly open. I thought they probably already fucked in Duncan’s office before coming to the storage room. She had that freshly-fucked look on her angelic face.”

“Are you sure no one will come here?” Jenna asked. She was a bit worried. She brushed her hair with her hand. She then checked again to make sure that the door was locked.”

“Duncan simply smiled at your wife. He unbuckled his belt, took out his massive cock, and began stroking it with his right hand. He cupped Jenna’s chin, and she looked into his eyes.”

“At that point, I was also standing and rubbing my cock. I already know what’s about to happen,” Harry continued with a small smile.

“I’m sure,” the boss said. “Only two people have a key to this room. Me and Harry. And I haven’t seen Harry around. He’s probably outside and smoking with Leo. But we have to hurry. I have a meeting in fifteen minutes, so I need to blow my load before that. You have to work fast, Jenna.”

“I have to work fast?” Jenna said with a light, teasing smile. She put her hands behind her and leaned her back on the door. Her eyes were on Duncan’s hard, veiny dick.”

“Yes, Jenna, you do.”

“But I’ve been working fast,” your wife said. She was smiling innocently. “I have always been diligent in my work, sir. I submit all my reports and presentations on time. I always do whatever you ask me to.”

“She said that?” I asked Harry. Leo was listening intently.

“She did. And then she took Duncan’s cock in her hand and began stroking it up and down. She was biting her lower lip, and she was blushing again. While your wife was pumping Duncan’s cock, she also played with his balls. Squeezed them, rolled them on her palms lovingly. Your wife looked impressed,” Harry continued. Leo and I are both leaning forward now. We didn’t want to miss a single word of this account.

“Duncan released a lot of pre-cum on Jenna’s hand. It was thick and sticky, and there was a lot of it that it seemed he had come already. Jenna continued what she was doing. Her hands were drenched with Duncan’s pre-cum. So, while looking into Duncan’s eyes, she let go of his cock and balls. She licked the pre-cum in the front and back of her hands like a fucking horny slut. Your wife really made sure she tasted all of it.”

“Fuck,” Leo groaned in a low voice. I was hard as steel under the table. My coffee was already cold.

All the tables in the coffee shop were occupied. People were coming and going. Leo, Harry, and I were huddled together like we were discussing confidential business strategy.

“And what happened next?” Leo Doyle asked in a breathy voice.

Harry Whitman grinned and played with his lighter on the table. “Here’s what happened. Duncan was in a rush, so he turned Jenna around and made her face the door. She gasped at this sudden movement. Her lips were wet from all the pre-cum she tasted. And then he lifted the hem of her pink dress and rucked them around her waist. I was still hiding behind the shelves, and my dick became even harder at the sight of your wife’s perfectly-shaped butt. She wasn’t wearing any panties, Nathan. Did she go to work without panties? No? Then it’s either she took them off before entering the storage room, or they already fucked before coming there.”

My hands were slightly shaking. I tried to control them, and I succeeded.

“So, Duncan aimed his big cock at the soaked entrance of your wife’s pussy. Jenna looked back at him with pleading eyes, and he moved as if he was going to kiss her. Then he withdrew the kiss and grinned at her. Your wife pouted. It was all so sweet.”

“Hey, watch this!” Duncan said.

“Watch what?” I asked Harry.

“That was what the boss said before entering your wife,” Harry continued. “I was still hiding behind the metal shelves in the darker portion of the room. When Duncan said that, Jenna looked back at his face. Then he whispered something to her. Her eyes widened, and she looked where I was standing. I knew she wouldn’t be able to see me. Then Duncan whispered something to her ear again, and she nodded and arched her back sexier. Fuck, your wife looked so gorgeous.”

Leo Doyle wiped the sweat on his forehead.

“And then what happened?”

“You know what happened next,” Harry told me. “Duncan Walker fucked your pretty little wife like there was no tomorrow. One hand was on her shoulder, and his other hand was pulling her long hair. He really did go at it. Full force. The whole storage room was filled with the sound of their fucking, and your wife’s pretty moans made me jerk my cock faster and faster. Your wife was crying in pleasure as our boss’ big cock pumped into her. She looked at him, and they kissed. Duncan didn’t even slow down. Didn’t miss a single beat. He slapped her ass several times, again and again, until it turned pink. This made Jenna’s moans louder. Duncan Walker’s phone rang while he was furiously pumping your wife, and he ignored it. He just continued. Nothing was going to stop him. Jenna squealed “I love you” when she was coming, and then . . .”

“What?” I asked. I felt my heart folding on itself. “She said she loves him?”

“That’s what I heard, man. I’m just telling you what I heard and saw. Nothing more.”

Leo Doyle looked at me and then resumed listening to Harry.

“They both came at the same time. Your wife’s body shook, and she whimpered and sobbed at how good that felt. She almost fell, but Duncan held her up by grabbing her arms and continued thrusting into her. The boss was like a machine. He was sweaty and growling. He already came a lot. His come was dripping down your wife’s legs and into the floor. He looked in my direction and even gave me a quick thumbs-up. I continued jerking. I didn’t want your wife to see me. But now I realize that may have been a mistake. I should have shown myself, and maybe they would have allowed me to have a little taste.”

“Yeah, man. That’s a missed opportunity right there.” Leo agreed. “I mean, getting the chance to fuck Jenna?”

Harry leaned back and shook his head and then smiled. “Who knows, right?” He looked at me seriously. “Maybe there will be another chance.”

I shrugged. My body was feeling weak though I was still hard as a rock. These two were talking about screwing my wife. My best friend, the woman I married. I didn’t say anything and looked outside the café. I imagined these two fucking Jenna. In my mind, they were in a seedy motel somewhere. A place where the door was made of cheap wood and the carpet was fake, and the room smelled like cigarette smoke. In there, they were fucking Jenna. The three of them were on the bed. Her mouth was full of Harry’s cock while Leo enjoyed her from behind. Savoring her. Pumping in and out of her while holding her hips. Taking it slow while watching my wife’s tight and wet pussy grip his long cock.


Chapter 4

“Hey, babe? Why are you looking at me like that?” Jenna asked me sweetly when we were inside the car.

Half an hour earlier, after she was done with work, she saw me leaving the coffee shop with Leo and Harry behind me. She greeted them, and I watched as their eyes roamed her body. She couldn’t look directly into Harry Whitman’s eyes. We said goodbye to her two co-workers. Jenna had this warm flush on her cheeks when she entered the car.

Traffic was slow going to our favorite grocery store. It was that day of the week when we had to buy things for the apartment – milk, coffee, toothpaste, soap. Common, regular home supplies like that.

“Hmmm? I’m just admiring your dress. You look so stunning in that.”

“I do, right?” Jenna sat straighter, brushed her hair, and tilted her body towards me. We were waiting for the traffic light to turn green, so I turned my head toward her and admired her sexiness. She really looks like a goddess.

This is the pink dress she was wearing in the storage room. She was wearing this while she was bent over while taking Duncan Walker’s huge dick earlier. She was wearing this as he filled her with his thick, warm come.

This is the dress she wore when she said she loves him.

Jenna looked me in the eyes and then touched my thigh. “Kiss me, babe,” she said softly, love and care in her eyes. “The light will turn green in a few seconds.”

We kissed, and while we were kissing, I placed my hand on her legs and then ran it upwards her sexy hips. She wasn’t wearing any panties. She didn’t put one on. And when the kiss was done, we continued looking at each other, and an understanding passed between us. She took my hand and squeezed it, and I squeezed back. I didn’t say anything. I didn’t ask any questions. She was blushing, and she looked away for a second. She then looked back at me while biting her lower lip. She had never been more beautiful. She nodded without saying a single word. I nodded back. I understand now completely. I felt jealousy and relief at the same time. There was no heartbreak or anger or any feeling of betrayal. Only lust and desire. This was the horniest I have ever been in my entire life.

“So, it’s true then?” I asked Jenna when the cars started moving again.

She read my face. Her hands clasped in front of her timidly. She nodded, but she didn’t say sorry.

“You and Harry and Leo,” she started softly. “The three of you were discussing me?”

“Yes, babe,” I said. I didn’t want Jenna to worry. I held her hand and squeezed it. “Harry saw you again with Duncan Walker this morning.”

“Oh,” Jenna gasped cutely. “Where? In the office or the pantry? Or in the storeroom?”

“Uh, that’s a lot of places.”

Jenna smiled at me. “Mmmm. It’s a big building.”

I looked at the road. “But why?” I finally asked. Jenna looked straight, calm, and thoughtful. She didn’t answer my question immediately. She was finding the right words.

“It’s just something that happened one day. I know Duncan likes me, and I like him in return. He’s sweet, confident, and strong. Every woman in the office has a crush on him. I don’t know. I never intended it to happen. I know it is wrong, and it is cheating, and I wouldn’t have done it except . . .”

“Except?” I asked.

Jenna put her hand on my thigh. She was smiling with an innocent but flirty light in her eyes. “Except there is a hope in me that you’ll like it, too.”

I held my breath for a moment and then exhaled. There was no use denying the truth.

Jenna kept her hand on my thigh as I drove. “Remember Tristan Gibson in college and the day that you, ummm, found us?”

“Yes, of course. I remember that.” I remember that like it happened yesterday. I remember surprising her at her apartment, and in turn, I was the one who was surprised. I remember the rosy flush on her face and how she whimpered deliciously as she bobbed on Tristan’s fat and long cock.

“I know,” Jenna said gently. “You were so turned on. And I love it when you are turned on. You watched Tristan and me, and you let us continue, and it was so hot. And then the things that happened afterward. . . You agreed for Tristan to also be my boyfriend at the time. You shared me with him until we graduated and . . .”

“It was the best,” I said.

“Yes, babe,” Jenna said. “It was the best. And I was missing it. These past few months, while I was at work or at our place, I kept thinking about it. I daydreamed about what we used to do. I kept missing it, wishing that something like that would happen again. But I was not really sure if you were still into it. So . . .”

“So you decided to find out by having sex with your boss?”

“Ummm, well. I wasn’t really planning on doing that. It just happened,” Jenna said.

“It just happened?”

“Yeah. It started just a few months ago,” Jenna said self-consciously. A few months?

“It was Thursday,” Jenna continued. Duncan and I were the only ones remaining in the office. We were in a rush because we needed to finish the pitch deck for the Renovall account. That was the first time it happened.”

“So, how did it start?” I asked, my heart pumping quicker than usual.

Jenna tapped me on my arm and pointed outside. “Hey, babe, slow down, or you’ll pass the grocery store. Oh, we’re here. Let’s buy what we need first.”

“Right,” I said. I slowed down the car and parallel-parked it between a van and a pickup truck. While I was parking, I noticed that Jenna was texting. When she was done, she put the phone inside her handbag.

“So you’ll tell me everything that happened between you and Duncan once we are in the apartment, right?”

Jenna smiled seductively at me and opened the door. “We’ll see,” she said and then got out of the car.

Male pedestrians slowed their walks and checked her out. I got out of the car and followed her. I was two meters behind her, and I maintained our distance, noticing the people giving my wife appreciative looks. Her body is a phenomenon. This tight but professional pink dress really highlighted her perfect curves. It hugged her round ass, and her full breast pressed so deliciously against the cloth.

She looked at me and made a cute show of flipping her hair. I winked at her, and she smiled and gave me a sultry look. There was a little bounce and excitement in her steps. It was happiness brought by freedom. She was happy because she finally told me the truth and I was not mad about it. I was pretty sure she was worried that I would be angry at her cheating. There was guilt and worry, and now these are gone from her.

And what does that say about me? My wife confessed to having sex with her boss, and I simply accepted it. Even got mightily aroused about it. Even now, walking into this store, I was hard, my balls throbbing. Jenna was buying some snacks and putting them on the cart. I stood there, watching her.

A tall man wearing a dark jacket and red cap approached Jenna and tried to chat her up. She looked at me, but I merely hung back and didn’t interfere. She spoke kindly to the man and said she was flattered but not really interested. The man nodded, took out his phone, and handed it to her. Jenna thought about it and, after a few seconds, decided to type her phone number. The man said something to her in a low voice that I couldn’t hear. She looked at him. It looked like she was agreeing with what the man was saying. Then she gave him back his phone, and the man put it back in his pocket and walked away.

“Hey,” I said to her calmly. “What was that about?”

“Oh. Nothing,” Jenna said sweetly. “Just a stranger. He asked for my number. Let’s just finish this, babe. So we can go home.”

I studied Jenna’s face and looked at the cart she was pushing. “You seem to be in a rush. And, ummm, why are you buying a lot of energy drinks and power bars?”

“I’ll tell you once we’re in the car, babe?” Jenna said gently and touched my arm. We then went to the counter, and I took out my card and paid for the items she bought.

The man at the counter scanning the items gave my wife appreciative looks. He was glancing at her while scanning what we had purchased. His nametag said Arthur. He wasn’t being too obvious in how he ogled Jenna because I was there. His eyes were focused on my wife’s heavy tits.

When all was in the bag, we went out of the grocery store and put the things in the backseat. We got in the car, strapped our seatbelts, and I started driving. I gave her boobs a quick squeeze first.

“So?” I asked her. I noticed that she was excited about something, and she was trying her best to hide it. It was adorable.

“Hmmm?” Jenna looked at me with a raised eyebrow. “Yes?”

“So, what are you hiding?”

“Nothing, babe.”

“Really? Come on. What is it?” I said happily. In fifteen minutes, we will be at our apartment. She promised she would tell me how her affair with Duncan Walker started. I plan to get all, even the smallest, details from her. When and where, and what they have done. How many times did she come? Did she deepthroat him? Did she give him a titfuck? Had he come on her beautiful face? Had he come on her tits?

“Do you really want to know?” She said, teasing. I looked at her tits and at her smooth legs.

I placed my hand on her left leg and squeezed it. I put my hand under the hem of her pink dress and moved it slowly upwards. I wanted to touch her, feel how aroused she was.

“Hey,” Jenna slapped my hand playfully. “I thought you would wait until we reached our apartment.”

I grinned at her, stopped what I was doing, and concentrated on the road. Jenna took out her phone from her handbag, unlocked it, and read a text message. Her eyes lighted at what she read.

Another red light, and we stopped. “So, how did it start? You said you and Duncan were alone in the office, and it was late at night . . .”

“Babe, I was thinking . . .”

I looked at her. Still a minute remaining before the light turns green. She looked embarrassed about something. She also seemed very excited. What was there to be shy about? She had already admitted that she was having an affair with her boss. There were no more secrets to keep.

“Yes? You were thinking what?” I asked her.

“I think it’s better if Duncan tells you all the details,” Jenna said gently.

“Huh? What?” What is she saying? Does she want me to meet Duncan? I imagined the three of us sitting in the same coffee shop. Duncan sitting beside Jenna, her arms around her, while I was sitting opposite them. Duncan telling me how he fucked my wife senseless. How he fucked her again and again like a slut. Blasting his come on her face and sexy body. Filling her pussy with it. Making her beg and making her . . . fall in love with him?

“Yes. Duncan also wants to apologize. I texted him earlier and told him that you already know. So he’ll come to our apartment to apologize.”

I’ve seen Duncan Walker several times before. He looked like a man who had never apologized for anything in his life.

“Uhhh . . . Walker will come to our place to apologize about having an affair with you? That’s what he said?”

“Mmmm, yes, babe. That’s what he texted me.”

“I don’t know. When will this be? Did he say?”

Jenna looked at her hands. “I told him to do it this weekend to give everyone time to process this,” she paused. “But Duncan insisted that he wants to talk to you tonight to settle this.”

He insisted? He wants to meet tonight to settle things? What does that even mean? But I am Jenna’s husband. I should be the one making these decisions.

“Oh, all right,” I said. So, we will meet with your boss tonight?” I glanced at the digital clock on the screen of the car. It was only eight in the evening. It was still early. “So, where will we meet him?”

Jenna didn’t answer. Her eyes suddenly lighted up. She was staring ahead. She sat straighter and brushed her hair using her hands. I followed her eyes and saw Duncan Walker standing outside our apartment, leaning on the side of his car and looking at us. He was smoking while patiently waiting.

Our apartment is located in a quiet and relaxed community. Chestnut and oak trees with green and light-red leaves lined the side of the road. Electric lamps illuminated the streets, and several people were walking. I saw a few women wearing casual outfits slowing down and glancing at Duncan Walker. As I was parking the car beside his, Walker took a final drag of his cigarette, threw the cigarette butt on the street, and stepped on it.

He really came. Jenna and I were discussing her affair with him just moments before, and now he’s already here. How did that happen? Was he expecting things will progress this way today? I turned off the car’s engine when I was finally done parallel parking. I looked at my wife. She was so beautiful. She was slightly blushing, her eyes twinkling. Though she was trying to hide her excitement, it was apparent she was turned on by him, like a schoolgirl seeing her crush again. She had never been so beautiful. I felt worry and jealousy wrapping around my heart. I breathed deeply, and Jenna and I stepped out of the car.

Duncan Walker is a tall man. Taller than me and bigger than me. Large arms, massive upper body. He is very successful in the advertising field and a good salesman. Successful and confident and has the structure of a competitive athlete. He used to play basketball and football professionally. This is the man who fucked my wife in the storage room earlier this day. The man who pumped his balls empty inside her. He was wearing a dark-blue shirt and black jeans.

When we got off the car, Duncan’s eyes immediately focused on my wife, like a hunter seeing a game, a conqueror seeing his conquest. He was undressing her with his eyes, leering openly at her without shame or reservation. Running his eyes over her body, her curves.

I saw the hunger in his eyes. This man didn’t come here to apologize. There will be no “Sorry, man, about what I did. In my heart, I sincerely apologize. It will not happen again. I promise.” There will be nothing like that. This man wanted another taste of Jenna. Duncan wanted to secure his claim on my wife. For a quick second, I almost told Jenna that we needed to get back in the car and drive away. We’ll find a hotel and return in the morning when the tension is a bit lower. Mornings always brighten perspective and make everything clearer. Maybe that was the right course of action. But Duncan Walker was like gravity. I could see the contained lust in Jenna’s eyes. He was pulling her to him.

Something will happen tonight that will change our relationship forever, and I was not sure if I was ready for that.


Chapter 5

“Hey, babe,” Duncan said to Jenna. Babe? That is our term of endearment. They hugged briefly, and I noticed him whisper something to her. I didn’t see my wife’s reaction because her back was turned to me. Now, my wife is tall for a woman. She has the height of a swimsuit model. Yet, with Duncan’s massive arms around her, she looked small and vulnerable.

Duncan cupped her chin, raised it, and kissed her. What? Here on the street? Now? Outside our apartment? My heart was beating fast, and I was worried. I looked at the doors of the neighboring apartments. They were closed, and their windows were covered with curtains and some pretty ornamental plants. That’s good, at least for now.

What would they think if they saw this scene? Here is Nathan Hill, our polite neighbor, standing on the side of the road with his hands in his pocket while a large man is making out with his wife. And he is just standing there, watching, not doing anything. What kind of man allows that to happen. Duncan’s large hands were now squeezing Jenna’s round butt.

I coughed politely, which seemed to break the spell – at least for a moment. Jenna placed both palms on Duncan’s chest. Not really pushing him away but merely telling him to pause.

Not here, babe, her eyes told him. Duncan nodded, understanding what she was trying to say. This whole act didn’t bother him the least. Why would he care if anyone sees him hooking up with a gorgeous woman? Jenna looked back at me shyly. Duncan’s hands were still grabbing her butt. He looked around. He noticed my discomfort and smirked at me.

Jenna’s lips were slightly open, and I noticed her breathing was faster than usual. She was already aroused as hell. Seeing her like this was rare, and I felt jealousy again in my heart.

Duncan Walker walked over to me and raised his hand. I looked at it for some time, reached for it, and took it. “Hey, Nathan,” he said. “It’s been a while since we last saw each other.”

“Yeah, Duncan,” I replied. “Couple of months ago.”

“Office Christmas party?”

“No. It was during the launching of a product by one of your clients – Zigforrdd. Jenna was part of the team working on it and invited me to see it. You were there, and we talked a bit during lunch.”

“Uh-huh. Right, I remember,” Duncan said. It was apparent that he had zero recollection of what I said. He finally let my hand go. I resisted the urge to wring it. Duncan’s grip is strong.

Jenna stood beside me, and I wrapped my left arm around her waist, pressing her body to mine. You may be fucking Jenna, but she is still my wife. Duncan stood in front of us with one hand in his pocket. He looked relaxed. He had a half smile. He said he came here to apologize, but he was not saying anything. He leaned on his car and crossed his arms. He had all the time in the world. For one minute, the three of us silently stood on the street. I couldn’t hold his gaze. Jenna looked at my face and then at Duncan’s. Then our eyes turned to the closed door of our apartment.

“Guys,” Jenna began in a gentle voice. “It’s getting a bit cold here outside. Nathan,” she looked at me with loving hope in her eyes. “Ummm, maybe we should invite Duncan inside the apartment?”

“Yeah, buddy,” Duncan said. He had already turned his body towards the door and started walking. Jenna gently removed my arm wrapped around her waist and followed him. It was only a few steps. “Let’s go inside,” Duncan said, “so we can warm up.”

Jenna unlocked the door, and she looked back at the two of us. Duncan’s hands were in his pockets when he entered our place. He stepped inside like he owned the apartment.

I entered last, and before closing the door, I looked outside. I saw Mia Ward, our pretty single neighbor walking towards her apartment. She was carrying a large paper bag of groceries in her left arm. She probably saw Duncan earlier kissing my wife, his large hands around her. She looked at me curiously. I smiled and waved at her before closing the door. She smiled in return, but she didn’t wave back.

I turned the lock of the doorknob and stared at it. I let it go and looked at my hand, which was slightly sweaty.

“Nice place you got here,” Duncan said. “It’s bigger inside.”

“Thanks, man,” I said back. The three of us were standing in the living room. I wiped my sweaty hands on my pants and put both in my pockets, imitating Duncan Walker’s posture. Jenna was looking at me, slightly blushing. We invited this man to our apartment. I looked around. This is my home. I should be comfortable here, but everything felt new to me at this moment.

“This is the first time you’ve been here?” I asked my wife’s boss. I was trying to keep my voice casual.

Duncan Walker looked at my wife and smirked. He shrugged. Jenna looked down quickly at her hands.

Duncan shrugged. “Yeah,” he said. It was hard to tell if he was telling the truth. I chose to believe him.

“Hey, babe,” Duncan turned to Jenna. My wife looked up at him. She was clasping her hands, and there was a light blush on her pretty cheeks. “I’m quite thirsty. Can you get me a glass of cold water, please?” Duncan asked her with perfect charm.

“Oh. Yes. Of course. Sorry.” Jenna said. The spell seemed to be broken at the moment. She put her handbag on the round glass table and walked towards the kitchen. Duncan sat on the sofa, and I sat on the chair opposite it. We both listened to the sound of my wife’s heels and watched the sexy sway of her hips. Duncan whistled softly. He stretched his large arms on the back of the sofa.

“So, Nathan,” Duncan started. “I’d like to thank you for inviting me to this beautiful place of yours.”

“Hey, no problem. You are Jenna’s boss, and you are very much welcome.”

Duncan looked at the floor and the windows, and the ceiling. His eyes roamed the bookshelf and the indoor plants. “This is a cozy place you and Jenna have. Nice, warm color. My place is larger, but yours is much more comfortable. I could get used to hanging out here.”

“Errr… sure,” I answered him. What the hell is this guy talking about? I am only inviting him here this one time. I have zero plans of inviting him here again.

“What did you say, Nathan?” Duncan’s eyes regarded me.

“I said yes, sure. You are very much welcome here.”

“Good to hear,” Duncan said. “This is a nice sofa,” he said. “Soft and comfortable to sit.”

I nodded. What is his problem? Commenting on everything about our apartment. He’s a salesman, not an interior designer.

“I’m pretty sure your place looks better,” I said. I looked in the direction of the kitchen. I was still sitting. The kitchen door was open, but I couldn’t see Jenna. The position of my chair was wrong. I could see the sink and the kitchen counter, but the fridge was out of my view. Why is she taking so long? She was only supposed to get a glass of cold water for Duncan.

“Nice sofa,” Duncan said again and patted the sofa where he was sitting. I ignored him. “I have the same sofa in my office, you know. Same color but larger.”

“Uh-uh,” I replied.

“That’s the sofa where I first fucked your wife,” Duncan said. “Or was it on top of my desk? I forgot. But I fucked her on both. On the sofa and on my desk.”

I tried to calm my breathing. My head was still angled towards the open door of our kitchen. Maybe Jenna was preparing coffee. Maybe she was mixing orange juice. I slowly turned my head towards Duncan. He was also looking in the direction of the kitchen. From where he was sitting, he could see my wife. He smiled and then looked at me.

“Your wife and I were in the office doing overtime the first time we fucked. She already told you this, right?” Duncan asked me, smiling.

“She did. Just the beginning. She didn’t tell me any details,” I answered slowly.

Duncan laughed. “Details, huh?” He paused. “Harry Whitman told me you like hearing details.”

“What?”

“Ah. You know Harry, right? I believe you’ve already met him.”

“Yeah.” I coughed. “We’ve met.”

Duncan looked towards the kitchen again. He then put down his arms from the back of the sofa and loudly smacked his thighs. He stood up. “You know Jenna’s taking too long in there. I wonder what she’s doing. I’ll go over there and help her. See what’s up.”

What? I place my hands on the armrest of my chair. I started to stand up, but Duncan motioned for me to stop. So I sat back down again.

“No, man, stay here. Give us a few minutes. I’ll just check on your wife. I’m the guest here. I should help. Just wait here for a few minutes.”

I returned to my seat, my slightly sweaty hands still gripping the armrest. I watched Duncan enter the kitchen. He disappeared from my sight. I didn’t transfer to the sofa where Duncan was sitting earlier. From there, I would be able to see what was happening inside our kitchen. But I didn’t move. I stayed where I was. I rubbed the bridge of my nose and eyes and then looked at my watch. The living room was silent.

I could hear Jenna and Duncan talking, but they were talking in a low voice, so I couldn’t make out what they were saying. I should stand up and walk over there to see what was happening, but I felt I couldn’t move. My cock was hard.

No. I should be there with her. With my wife. I should stop this before this goes any farther. I shouldn’t have invited this man into our place. We should have met him in a coffee shop or a restaurant, or somewhere public. I looked at my watch again. Five minutes have already passed. They were really taking their time in there.

“Ohhh… ummm…”

I squeezed the armrest tighter the moment I heard Jenna moan. It was a familiar moan. It was sweet and full of lust. It was a quick moan which made my heart skip a beat. Maybe she bit her lip or covered her mouth with her hand so I wouldn’t hear.

“Fuck.” A few seconds after my wife’s short, stifled moan, I heard Duncan’s deep, guttural grunt. I inhaled and exhaled deeply.

I leaned forward in my seat. I wanted to be there, to check what was happening, to see what they were doing. But I stayed where I was sitting. I leaned back on my seat, my head turned in the direction of the kitchen.

What is happening there? Maybe Jenna was on her knees, sucking her boss’ enormous cock. In my mind, I could see my wife’s pretty face, her mouth open, saliva dripping down her chin, tiny drops of tears rolling down her eyes, the tip of Duncan’s massive cock hitting her throat, sweetly choking her. Jenna, my wife, is on her knees, sucking another man’s cock in our kitchen.

I began to stand up. My knees felt weak, so I sat back down again. I heard another deep grunt from Duncan and then another soft, lovely moan from Jenna. They were fucking, I was sure. The grunts and moans continued, but they were keeping their voices low. Maybe Jenna was bent over the sink, her pink dress hiked up around her waist, her panties slid on one side. Duncan was rutting into her. Pumping his long and thick and hard cock, wet now with her juices. His large hands wrapped around Jenna’s waist. I strained my hearing, and I could hear the controlled but deep and non-stop percussive slap of flesh. Duncan is screwing my wife. He is in there, fucking her, while her husband is here in the living room, alone, listening to them.

The sound eventually ended. There were a few minutes of silence after that. They were probably kissing, their tongues dancing with each other. Jenna’s arms were probably wrapped around her boss’ thick, sweaty neck. They were kissing hungrily and passionately. I couldn’t hear, but I could imagine their deep breathing. I could see in my mind the tightness of Duncan’s palm around my wife’s slim waist. A few hours ago, this affair was something that was forbidden, something they hid from others and kept secret. Now they were doing this inside our apartment. They were now doing this with my permission.

I stood up. I had to do something about this. I was about to take my first step when Duncan came out of the kitchen. He gave me a friendly smile while he was tightening his belt buckle. He ran his right hand through his hair and blew air out of his mouth. Smirking, he went to the sofa across from me and sat down, and then crossed his legs and spread his wide arms on the back of the sofa.

“Damn,” he said to me. “I really needed that.”

“What?”

“That cold glass of water. Sit down, Nathan. Jenna’s gonna come out soon.”

I sat down. My knees were weak, and my body was heavy. I leaned back. I was looking towards the kitchen. Duncan swayed his foot up and down while sitting cross-legged, relaxed.

After three minutes, Jenna came out of the kitchen. Duncan and I turned our eyes toward her. She looked at Duncan first with a slightly embarrassed smile, and then she looked at me. She was blushing. She bit her lower lip for a few seconds.

“Hey, babe…” I said.

“Hello,” she said sweetly to me. Duncan was casually sitting with a relaxed smile. My eyes roamed at Jenna’s body. She was still wearing her body-hugging pink dress, which displayed her mouthwatering curves. She was breathing a bit deeper, and there were beads of perspiration on her neck and the top of her cleavage. Her hair was slightly tussled. I looked back at Duncan Walker, who was fucking my wife with his eyes at the moment. I looked at his large hands. The thick hands that pulled Jenna’s luscious hair as he pounded her to a hard, toe-curling, eye-rolling orgasm just a few minutes ago.

“Hey, Jenna,” Duncan said. “Why don’t you go up to your room and then shower and change. You look a bit sweaty. Nathan and I will just be down here waiting for you. We’ll watch TV or something. Right, buddy?”

Jenna smiled at Duncan and then turned her eyes to me, waiting for me to say something. What does she want me to say? Does she want me to stop this, or does she want me to give her permission to continue? Duncan Walker was also looking at me. This is up to you, my friend, he seemed to say. You are still the husband. I am just the guy fucking her. If she goes up and showers, that’ll be the final sign that you approve all of this, and I’m gonna fuck her all night. And not just this night, but the night after this and the many nights after that. Here in your home, in the office, in a hotel someplace. I’ll fuck her so hard she might forget she is married to you. She might get addicted to my dick; she’ll crave it. She is craving it now, but she will crave it more. Look at her eyes, man. Look at the desire in them, the longing, the thirst. At this moment, she is now our wife.

“Nathan?” Jenna was now standing in front of me. I looked up at her. Her eyes are filled with hope. “Would you want me to shower and change?” she said in a kind and timid voice.

“Ehh...sure, babe,” I answered.

“Alright,” Jenna nodded and leaned down, and gave me a kiss on the lips. It turned into a hungry French kiss. My tongue searched for her, and her tongue danced with mine. She closed her eyes, and I closed mine. She was moaning as we kissed, and both of her hands were on my shoulders.

The sound of her moans became different. It became lustier and hungrier. Her eyes remained close. I opened my eyes because I wanted to see her. Her mouth opened, and our kiss broke. Jenna was still bent at the waist and was now embracing me, her hands wrapped around my neck. I couldn’t see her face, but I could hear her fast breathing. I was sure she could feel my heartbeat.

“Ummm. . .”

Jenna was positioned in the middle of Duncan and me. Duncan was sitting on the edge of the sofa, and his left hand was squeezing my wife’s ass while his right hand was up her skirt. I couldn’t see his hand, but what he was doing was obvious.

“Oh, babe,” Jenna moaned again. She spread her legs a little. She looked so goddamn hot in this position – bent over with the hem of her dress raised.

“Fucking hell, you’re soaked again, you slut,” Duncan Walker said to my wife. “My middle finger is deep inside her, man,” Duncan said to me. He grinned. “Her pussy’s sucking my finger in. I fucked her many times already, but she’s still so tight.”

Duncan continued playing with my wife’s pussy while she was embracing me. Her embrace became tighter. My palms were on my thighs. I was like a rock, sitting straight and watching what was happening.

“Oh, yes,” Duncan said.

“Mmmm, ohhh,” my gorgeous wife moaned. “I love you,” she whispered. I felt her hot lips touch my ear. Jenna was trembling now, and I could her panting.

“Oh my god!” Jenna sobbed.

“Buddy, I have two thick fingers inside her now. She’s slick as fuck.” Duncan was fingering her and squeezing her soft and firm ass simultaneously.

“Do you want to hear a story?” Duncan asked me.

“What?” I asked him back. “A story?”

“Yes! It happened during a video call meeting. It happened in the office. Jenna and I were in that meeting.”

“Oh god!” Jenna quivered. Her knees shook. She climaxed. It was quick but intense. Her knees almost gave up, and she almost fell to the floor, but she held on. I raised my arm and held her at the waist, supporting her. She raised her upper body and put both her palms on my shoulders. She spread her legs wider, giving her boss better access to her pussy.

Jenna and I looked at each other. I could now hear Duncan’s eager fingers going in and out of her. She was sopping wet. She was so gorgeous. Her cheeks were blushing, her mouth was partly open, and she was panting. She was looking at me, but her gaze was partly unfocused.

“Tell your husband, Jenna, what we did in that meeting,” Duncan ordered my wife.

“Oh, oh my god! Do you want to hear it, babe?” Jenna asked me between moans. I didn’t say anything. I only nodded.

“Oh! It was during a video call meeting. Mmmm. Duncan and I were in the office. He was in his office, and I was in mine. It was a meeting with some of the regional directors and some managers, and, oh no, I’m coming again!”

“Not yet,” Duncan Walker told her in a stern voice. “Not yet until you finish the story. Your husband would like to hear all the details.”

Jenna looked at me with hazy eyes, and I nodded back at her.

“Alright, ummm, God, I’m really close. Can’t I come first, please, Duncan?” Jenna begged him.

“No, babe. Go on with the story,” Duncan replied, amused.

“Ummm. Okay, okay!” She looked at me and wetted her lips first using her tongue. “Duncan and I presented at the meeting. He presented first, and I was next.”

“All the bosses were very impressed with your wife, Nathan.”

“Uh-huh.”

“After I presented,” my wife continued. “I noticed that Duncan was not in the meeting anymore. His camera was off, and I couldn’t see him. He disconnected from the meeting. They asked me what had happened to him, and I answered that he might be having connection problems. This didn’t make sense because we were connected to the same Wi-Fi, and mine was working fine. Oh, yes.”

Jenna was slightly shaking her hips side to side like she was doing a slow dance. How many fingers are inside her now? My wife bit her lower lip and exhaled, and continued.

“Just a few seconds after disappearing from the meeting, Duncan opened my office door, and then he entered and closed it. He was grinning at me. Oh fuck, yes, he didn’t even bother to knock.”

“Your wife’s door is always open for me, Nathan. I can enter her office anytime,” Duncan smiled. “I, buddy, can enter her anytime.” He laughed quickly. It was a crude joke. I looked at Jenna. Her eyes were closed. She whimpered and sobbed, and I watched as her sexy body shook. She came again.

This time her legs gave up, and she fell forward. Her knees dropped to the floor, and she rested her upper body between my legs. She still had her eyes closed, and she was catching her breath. A few seconds passed, and then she looked up at me with a guilty yet innocent smile.

“Sorry, babe,” she said to me in a low voice. “I couldn’t, ummm, finish the story.”

“It’s fine.” It was Duncan who answered. I kissed my wife and ran my slightly shaking hand through her hair. “Stand up and go to the bathroom. Clean yourself up. Evening is just starting.”

She looked back at Duncan, who was sitting on the sofa. His cock was still inside his pants, and he was rubbing it. She gave him a cute smile. Jenna stood up on shaky legs. I held her arms. She kissed me again, and then she started walking towards the stairs. Our eyes were on her.

“Wait,” Duncan said.

“Hmmm?” Jenna stopped and turned back to look at her boss. Her cheeks and cleavage were pink. She was still riding the after effect of her orgasm.

Duncan stood up and took two steps toward my wife. The height difference was obvious. She looked so petite and delicate and angelic beside him. My wife was all smooth skin and sexiness and the look of innocence, while Duncan was all muscles and horny intent and roughness. I was watching them from my chair. I didn’t say anything.

“Suck my fingers first,” Duncan said to her. Jenna looked at me first and then nodded at her boss. She did as he asked. She opened her mouth. Duncan raised his right hand and placed it near her face. He didn’t move it; instead, Jenna held his right hand with both her hands, and she moved her head a bit forward and down and began sucking his fingers, the ones that had been inside her just a few moments ago. She sucked her juices, and then she stopped, and then she licked them, and then she sucked his fingers again.

“Hot,” Duncan smiled. “Go on now, babe.”

Jenna went up the stairs, and we watched her steps and the mesmerizing sway of her hips.

“I’ll finish the story,” Duncan said to me.

“Alright,” I said. Now that my wife was in our room and hidden from Duncan, the beating of my heart was starting to calm down. Duncan was talking about the story that Jenna wasn’t able to finish.

He leaned back on the sofa. “I fucked her during that meeting. That’s the summary, Nathan. I fucked her while the meeting was ongoing. I didn’t fuck her immediately, of course. I opened the door of her office, and I saw her sitting on her office chair, her laptop was open in front of her. Your wife was wearing a light green blouse and a skirt. It was a white one, almost looked like a tennis skirt. It was so short and really showed her delicious legs. This reminds me, some of our bosses – Nick Morrison and Francis Toledo – asked us to join them in a tennis game next week in Lakewood. They have the hots for Jenna. It's fucking obvious. I’ll ask your wife to wear her sexiest tennis skirt and her smallest panties. Or maybe I’ll tell her not to wear anything underneath the skirt. Imagine her running around the tennis court, skirt swishing. Jenna will pout and complain but will do what I say in the end. What do you think, Nathan?”

“I don’t know. Uhhh, Jenna and I have to talk about it.”

“Right, man. Talk about it. Anyway, back to the story. So Jenna was there at her office. I grinned at her, and her eyes widened when she saw me. She gave me that naughty smile. She knew why I was there. So, I walked over to her. I mean, who could resist that smile, right? I stood beside her. She was sitting on her chair, and I was standing on her right side. She looked up at me. I said silently to her that she should turn the camera off. She frowned at me cutely, though. I told her again to turn off her camera.”

“And that’s what my wife did?”

“Yes, man. That’s what your wife did. The moment her camera was off, I unzipped my jeans and then put my cock in her mouth. Ah, not immediately. I slapped her face with it first—just a couple of times. I was already raging hard. After slapping your wife’s beautiful face with my cock, I put it back again in her mouth. Her mouth was so warm.

I ran my hand through my hair and closed my eyes for a split second. I pictured this man slapping my wife’s pretty face with his thick, heavy cock. I imagined the lust in Jenna’s eyes. Her eyes probably widened in surprise as the first slap hit her cheek. Then she smiled at him, partly opened her mouth, and urged him to continue.

“The meeting continued. The bosses didn’t ask Jenna why her camera was off. They continued speaking. They were discussing the budget for this project, whose name I had forgotten. None of the bosses knew that the prettiest woman in the building, or maybe in our whole company, was sucking my cock at that moment. My hand was grabbing her hair, and I was watching her. My cock was so wet, and her cheeks were pink. Your wife has that look. She looked like she was in love with my cock. And my cock loves her back.”

“Please, don’t use that word.”

“What word?”

“Love.”

Duncan smirked and continued his story. While Jenna slobbered on my cock, I reached down and played with her tits. Her pink nipples were already hard, and even without touching her, I knew she was already soaking wet. So, I pulled my cock out of her mouth. She didn’t want to let go. She wanted to continue sucking. Her eyes were begging me. Just let me suck you some more, they were saying. I laughed, and I slapped her face with my cock again. I slapped her face while my hand was grabbing her hair. Her cheeks were wet from her saliva and my pre-come.”

“So, what did I do? I bent her over her desk and fucked her. I fucked your wife like that. I pulled her hair back and just went to work on her. She was so tight and yet so wet I sank easily to my balls. I gave her a solid pounding. She bit her lip because she wasn’t on mute, and the meeting was still ongoing. I fucked her as hard as possible while trying not to make too much noise. This was hard, Nathan, because your wife’s pussy is heavenly. It was gripping me tight. Your wife’s a slut.”

“What?”

“Your wife’s a fucking slut, Nathan.”

I didn’t answer Duncan, so he resumed talking. “One of the directors – Wilfred Lang – asked her a question, something about the budget. Jenna didn’t even tell me to stop or slow down. So, I continued fucking her. I gripped her slender waist and thrust hard. I grabbed her hair and pulled it back. That was how she looked while answering our boss’ question. She gasped when I pulled her hair, and they asked her if she was alright. She tried her best to control her moans. Jenna said it was nothing, and she was feeling a little under the weather. All the bosses like her, so they agreed to cut the meeting early and continue it another time. I came inside her, and then I told her to clean my cock. So that’s what Jenna did, Nathan. She knelt on the office floor and cleaned my cock using her tongue and mouth. She made sure there were zero drops of my sperm left.”

“Ah, alright,” I said, my voice weak and my cock hard. I don’t know what else to say.

“All the rumors are true, Nathan. The things you heard from Leo Doyle and Harry Whitman in that coffee shop are true.”

“I don’t know,” I said. I was looking at the floor.

“You don’t know? Jenna said that you and she did something like this before when you guys were still in college. There was this guy, Tristan Jameson, right?”

“Tristan Gibson. He was her ex-boyfriend.”

“Yeah, yeah. Jenna told me that you let her ex-boyfriend borrow her for a while when both of you were still in college.”

“Ummm, yes. It just happened. I caught them having sex. . .”

“So, you thought that the best thing to do was share Jenna with him, right?”

“That was a long time ago.”

Duncan laughed, “That was only a few years ago. My point is that you did that for her because you believed it would make Jenna happy. That’s really not much different from what is happening now. You’re being a good husband, Nathan. You’re giving what your wife needs.”

“And she needs you?” I tried to be sarcastic, but I failed. I sounded defeated and petty.

“Me and my dick, to be specific, man,” Duncan said.


Chapter 6

Another fifteen minutes had passed when Jenna opened the door of our bedroom on the second floor of the apartment. Duncan and I looked up. She only opened the door a little. “I’m done showering,” my wife said sweetly. It was not too loud but loud enough for us to hear.

“Alright, babe. Nice,” I said. I was sitting on the couch. Nice? What the hell was that? Jenna’s tone meant she was now ready for some sex. I’ve heard that many times. I heard the lust and want in her voice. I’m done showering means I need some love from my husband.

What the hell am I supposed to do now? I should stand up from this goddamn couch and walk up the stairs to our room and fuck my wife, who was waiting for me. But is she really waiting for me? Maybe her announcement is directed to Duncan rather than me? It probably is.

Duncan was looking at me patiently. He then called Jenna, “Come down here and join us,” he said. His voice was loud and commanding and heard in every corner of the apartment.

“Yes, babe. You can come down and join us, please,” I said. I needed to say something. “I mean when you’re finished dressing.” Duncan smiled.

I was half-expecting my wife to come down wearing her shortest and sexiest lingerie. Instead, she came out of the door of our room wearing a pink, high-waisted casual summer shorts and a short-sleeved, square-necked white t-shirt. Her hair was down and still slightly wet from the shower. As Jenna was walking down the wooden stairs, our eyes were glued to her sexy figure, her long bare legs, her full cleavage, her lovely face. She stopped in the middle of the stairs for a quick moment and gave Duncan and me a shy and sweet smile. Duncan whistled.

“You’re so pretty, babe,” I told my wife. For a split second, I thought of telling Duncan to simply just get out of our apartment and go home. This woman I married is mine tonight. You can come some other time. We’ll do this wife-sharing some other day. I seriously thought of saying that to him. But I didn’t. What would Jenna think of me if I said that? Would she be disappointed, or would she respect me more?

“Thank you, babe,” Jenna said.

“You’re ravishing. I get a hard-on just by looking at you,” Duncan indecently said. In his mind, he was already ripping off my wife’s shirt and shorts, and panties.

“Duncan, you’re bad,” Jenna said kindly. She was now at the bottom of the stairs, just a few feet away from us. Duncan was still on the sofa, and I was on my couch.

Jenna walked towards us. The couch where I was sitting was only good for one person. Either Jenna sat on the armrest of the couch, or she sat on my lap. These options didn't seem to be practical. However, the sofa where Duncan was sitting still had enough space for two other people. Jenna looked at me as if she was asking for permission. I nodded and smiled at her. She sat beside her boss. Her hands were on her lap. Duncan wrapped his burly arm around Jenna's shoulders like my wife was his girlfriend. Jenna looked at me demurely.

Duncan played with my wife’s damp hair. He tucked her hair behind one ear, and then his face moved closer to her, and he whispered something I didn’t hear. It was only a few phrases. Jenna looked at her hands and smiled sheepishly. Her cheeks turned slightly rosy. Duncan kept playing with her hair and then smelled the side of her neck. He licked it quickly. Jenna stole a glance at me, watching my reaction.

“Your wife smells so good, buddy.”

“She always does,” I said.

“Thanks, you guys,” Jenna said. Then we were silent again. Jenna leaned back on Duncan’s muscular arm that was around her. She put one hand on the middle of his right thigh. I think she did it unconsciously.

They really look like a couple, a gorgeous one. I looked like a third wheel here, a friend they brought along because they felt responsibility and pity for me. No, Jenna’s my wife. I shook that negative thought out of my head.

“Babe,” Jenna asked me softly, “are you comfortable there?”

“Here? In my seat? In this couch?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, I’m good here. This is my favorite couch.”

“He’s alright there, Jenna,” Duncan said. Using his fingers, he held my wife’s chin, tilted her head towards him, and kissed her. It was a sweet kiss at first. Then it turned into a hungry one. Their quick tongues danced with each other. I swallowed. Duncan’s hand was now gripping Jenna’s hair, pressing her lips tighter against him.

It took four dates before Jenna finally allowed me to kiss her. I remember that night clearly. There was a full moon, and I just walked her home. We were standing outside the door of her apartment on Lawton Street. It was across this French-themed coffee shop owned by this kind and soft-spoken guy who doesn’t know a single French word. Our first kiss was there, on the street. It was only a few days before Christmas, and it was cold. There were a lot of taxis on the road, it was noisy, and many people were doing their shopping. It was a quick kiss. It didn’t even last seven seconds. She tiptoed and reached for my lips with hers. One of her hands was on my shoulder, and one held mine. After the kiss was done, she squeezed my hand and opened the door of her apartment. She took one final look at me, smiled, and said nothing. When she was inside, I stood in the street for a full minute, dumbfounded at my luck. I finally found my destiny, the woman I would marry, my wife. I held back from pumping my fist in the air, like a basketball player who made a tie-breaking three-point shot twenty seconds before the game ended. Finally, I thought I had found her, the girl I’d always dreamt about.

And the girl of my dream right now was on her knees on the carpeted floor of our living room and giving her boss a sloppy blowjob.

“Oh yeah. That’s right, babe,” Duncan Walker said. “You really give the best head.”

Jenna licked the body of his cock, from balls to tip, and then looked at her boss and gave him a proud smile. “Thanks, sir,” she said.

I was still sitting on my couch, my favorite couch, watching them. Both were still fully clothed. Jenna simply unzipped Duncan and pulled down his jeans down to his knees. Bastard wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Jenna continued worshipping his cock. I leaned forward to see better. I couldn’t see her expression fully from where I was sitting, but I could see the side of her face. Based on the way her tongue and mouth worked, it was evident my wife was really enjoying it, already an expert on it.

“Tuesday is always the most stressful day for me at the office,” Duncan said. He had a fistful of Jenna’s hair. His cock was shiny with my wife’s saliva.

“What are you talking about?” I asked him.

“I’m just saying that Tuesday is my most stressful day of the week. Monday not so much. Tuesday is when I consolidate sales, when the heads ask me for updates, when I need to submit presentations, things like that. You know this, buddy.” Duncan said. “So, to lessen my stress, I’d call your wife into my office, lock the door and ask her for a blowjob.”

Jenna looked up at her boss, seemed to shake her head, but Duncan only grinned at her and pushed her head down. She deepthroated him. She stayed that way for a while with her eyes close, enjoying the feel of the head of his cock on her throat.

“Sometimes, she would give me a blowjob while I was having my morning coffee. This would be around eight, nine in the morning. Your wife here would just be under my desk sucking my cock. Many times, I didn’t even have to call her at the office. She’d be there immediately after Lisa Mayfield, my secretary, finished delivering my coffee. Jenna would knock at my door, very professional-like, her hair in a cute ponytail and wearing glasses. Then she would approach me and kneel on the floor and take my cock in her mouth. After I came in her mouth – and I come a lot – the stress of the day would be way less. She swallows every fucking drop. Hey, babe, suck the tip. Right there. Good. Ah. Fuck. I don’t want to come yet. The night is long, babe. Get up here and sit beside me.”

Jenna stood up on shaky legs. She went to the kitchen first and drank a cold glass of water, and returned to us in the living room. She sat beside Duncan, and he put his arm around her again. The apartment was silent except for the sounds of the few resident’s cars passing by outside. Except for those, only the sounds of our breathing can be heard inside our place.

“Hey, man, there’s a space here. Why don’t you sit beside your wife?” Duncan offered.

“Please, babe. Sit beside me,” Jenna said.

I stood up from the couch. My cock was already hard inside my pants, and Jenna smiled sweetly at me when she noticed it. The sofa was not that small, but it wasn’t huge either. I was able to fit nicely. This sofa was very comfortable for two people but a bit tight for three.

Jenna was sitting between us. Her hair a bit disheveled because Duncan grabbed it when she was giving him head earlier. Jenna ran her hand through her hair, fixing it. Her body and legs were tilted in Duncan’s direction, but she angled towards me when I sat down on the sofa.

“Hey, babe,” she said in a low, pleasant voice full of love, like this was the first time we met today. Her tone of voice said that she loves me and misses me. “How are you?” She put her palm on my face.

How am I? How do I answer that? Well, your boss is here in our home, and I’ve been sharing you with him all night. He fucked you earlier in the kitchen, and then he fingered you, and now you just finished giving him a blowjob. Now the three of us are on this sofa. This sofa where we watch TV and scroll social media. This sofa where we play around and where you update me about your day at the office, where you share with me the latest gossip about your friends. This used to belong to only two people – us, and now it belongs to another. I’ve seen how you look at Duncan, babe. I realize that you like him a lot, obsessed with him, maybe you’re really in love with him. I don’t know. All I know is if I let this continue, your boss might now become a permanent part of our lives. We closed this door before, and now it's open again. Wide open, and I can see that you're enjoying it. My only fear is who else might enter this door. Harry Whitman, that rough old man? Leo Doyle, your coworker who leers at your body every day. How about Tristan Gibson? I heard he’s just around Edenton. He’s close by. I am jealous, that’s how I am, but I am also turned on beyond imagination. My cock is steel inside of my pants.

“I am good, babe, and I love you,” I said to my wife.

“I love you more,” Jenna said to me.

We kissed hungrily. My palm was on the back of her head, pulling her to me. She didn’t wrap her hands around my neck, though. Her right hand was on my thigh, and her left was on Duncan’s. He was watching us. He was relaxed and confident, taking his time. He had this look that I should be thankful to him because he was allowing me to kiss my wife. Jenna’s tongue and mine danced with each other. We were hungry and excited, sucking each other’s oxygen. I didn’t want to let go.

“Mmmm,” Jenna moaned in my mouth. The kiss broke off, and I began kissing her neck, licking it, tasting her. I put my hand inside the shirt that she was wearing. Jenna wasn’t wearing a bra. I caressed her luscious tits with my right hand and ran my palm on her erect nipples. Jenna’s eyes were closed, and she sighed deliciously when she felt me gently pinch her nipple. She’s very sensitive in that part of her body. She arched her back, making her boobs stand out more.

“Oh god,” Jenna trembled. I was about to slide my hand inside her shorts, but Duncan’s left hand beat me to it. His hand was large, wider, and thicker than mine. He started unbuttoning Jenna’s shorts, and now he was sliding his hand inside them. She spread her legs a little wider, giving him better access. Should I tell him to remove his hand from my wife’s pussy? No, we are in this together now. Jenna belongs to him as much as mine now. Equally. I felt something grip my heart again.

She was French-kissing him now. Their kiss was wilder, hungrier. I leaned down and sucked her nipples, gently biting them, tasting them. They are pink and pointy and aroused. Jenna’s hand was on my head, pulling me tighter against her luxurious tits.

“Mmmm,” Jenna moaned again.

When I came up for air, Duncan immediately replaced me. He was the one sucking her nipples now, licking her tits, tasting her boobs. Jenna finally took off her shirt. Duncan was leaving kiss marks on her cleavage. Those marks would take some days before disappearing. Now Duncan had her tits and her pussy at the same time.

“Wet,” Duncan groaned. “Wet like a needy little fucking slut.”

“Ummm . . .”

“I have two fingers inside your wife now, buddy.”

“Oh fuck, babe,” Jenna sobbed, her eyes half-closed.

Duncan had my wife’s tits and pussy all to himself now. I wanted to kiss Jenna, but she was not looking at me at this moment.

“Buddy,” Duncan said, “can you move a bit. We need some space.”

There wasn’t space anymore on the sofa I could give, so I had no choice. I stood up and then sat back down on the couch where I was sitting a few minutes before. Jenna still had her eyes close.

When she opened her eyes, she immediately searched for me. Our eyes met, and I smiled, and I shook my head. It's fine, babe.

Duncan laid Jenna on the sofa, pulled down her pink shorts, and then spread her legs. I could see how wet she was. She was really soaking, and she was breathing fast. Her glorious tits were moving up and down. She looked excited and nervous. Duncan was fully hard now, and he was thick and huge.

Can she really take that? Jenna looked at me again, then her eyes went to Duncan’s dick, and she licked her lips.

“This is going to take all night long. Are you ready?” Duncan asked Jenna in a stern voice, but he could also be asking me.


Chapter 7

Duncan Walker, Jenna’s manager and now lover, was true to his words. He fucked my wife all night long while I watched.

He began by feasting on Jenna’s juicy pussy while she lay in bed fully naked and her legs wide open. Duncan spent some minutes licking her clit, which made her squirm. I think Jenna came immediately the first time Duncan’s tongue touched her clit. She came at the first lick. That was how hot my wife was. Jenna moaned and thrashed as his expert mouth plundered her. I was watching her reaction while rubbing my cock outside my pants, squeezing it.

For some reason, I didn’t masturbate while watching Duncan have his way with my wife. Getting my cock out of my pants and jerking off seemed like a complete surrender. I was contented with rubbing my dick with a layer of cloth between it and my hand.

I had an idea, though. Jenna’s mouth was empty while Duncan was tongue-fucking her. I stood up and started unbuttoning my pants. I would fuck her delicious mouth instead. Jenna saw what I was planning to do. Her eyes twinkled at me, welcoming my approach. Her look said, “Come, babe. I want to taste you. Fuck my mouth, please.”

My dick was already out, but Duncan stopped me with a wave of his hand. He looked at me, his whole face wet from my wife’s love juices. “Hey, man, sit down. Jenna is mine for the night. You can have your turn with her after I’m done. In the meantime, buddy, just watch, alright?”

Jenna looked at me and said, “Sorry, babe.” She licked her lips and then focused her attention on her boss, who was still between her legs and was now eating and fingering her pussy at the same time.

Duncan, inspired by what I was planning earlier, stopped devouring my wife’s pussy and stood up near Jenna’s head. My wife followed his movements with her eyes. Her hair was messy, and her cheeks were blushing in a healthy rose color. Duncan then grabbed Jenna’s hair, aimed his cock at her face, and then began fucking her mouth.

Jenna was surprised at first and then started loving it. She placed her left hand on his waist and played with his balls with her right. The position was hot but uncomfortable, so Jenna raised herself and sat on the sofa while Duncan stood. She didn’t remove his cock from her mouth when she changed position. This time, Duncan fucked her mouth while his hands grabbed her head. I saw my wife’s eyes roll once to the top of her head, yet she continued receiving the unbelievably huge dick hitting the back of her throat.

“I’m thinking,” Duncan started saying. He didn’t look at me. His eyes were closed. “I’m thinking maybe next time we should invite Harry Whitman here. Maybe he can watch, you know. So good, babe. Maybe Harry can watch. Fuck. I mean, he’s the one that spread the rumor, right? Harry’s, ahhh, Harry’s a good man. Fuck, your wife’s mouth is so good. Yes, Jenna, that’s right, lick my balls. I know you like that.”

I wasn’t sitting anymore. I was standing at the side of the sofa. I wanted to have a better view.

“Uhh, Harry Whitman told Leo Doyle. He should have just kept what he had seen to himself,” I said.

Duncan chuckled. “Jenna doesn’t seem to have any problem with it, though. Right, my slut?” Jenna couldn’t answer, of course; her mouth was full of her boss’ veiny black cock. She made a sound. It was hard to tell if it was affirmation or denial.

“Hmmmphh . . . mmmphhh . . .”

“I think that’s confirmation enough,” Duncan said. My neck was sweating as I watched my wife slobber on another man’s girthy cock, her hair swinging back and forth.

Soft, hot, slurping sounds filled our living room when Duncan began fucking my wife. It was a doggy-style position. I thought he would fuck her on the sofa first, but he didn’t. He told Jenna to get down on all fours on the floor. And that was what she did.

“I own you now,” her boss said. “Say it.”

Jenna looked up at me with half-opened eyes. Her hair was damp and was sticking on the side of her face. She was flushed and perspiring. Her mouth was partly open. The three of us were sweating. The air-conditioning was on, but it seemed to have no effect. Our bodies were too aroused, too hot.

“Say it, Jenna. Let your husband hear.” Duncan slid his fat cock deep into my wife, balls-deep.

“Yes! Yes, Duncan!”

“What did you say?” Duncan gripped my wife’s hair and pulled it.

“Yes! Yes, sir! You do, oh god! You do own me now! Fuck me, please!”

Duncan slapped Jenna’s buttcheeks several times as he plowed her repeatedly, harder and faster each time. When her arms gave up, he fucked her face down. Her body trembled again as she came loudly. I sat on the sofa, my arms on my thigh. I focused on watching them, my breathing hard and deep.

“I’m gonna come! Fucking hell, I’m coming!” Duncan groaned loudly, almost screaming. And he came. He came a lot. He didn’t stop. He continued pistoning my wife’s pussy as he spurted his thick, warm come inside her. He was filling her, spurt after spurt after spurt. His sticky come trickled into our carpet.

“Babe,” Jenna said to me in a soft, slightly trembling voice after a full minute. She was still reeling. “Could you get me a glass of water, please,” she asked with a smile.

“Sure, babe,” I leaned down and brushed back her hair that fell down on her face. I then walked in the direction of the kitchen.

“Hey, Nathan. I need a glass of water too. I’m thirsty,” Duncan called to me.

“Alright,” I said. I filled two large glasses with cold water. I drank a glass first, then I drank another full glass again. My heart was beating fast, and my knees were feeling weak. My cock, however, was still hard as iron inside my pants. What am I doing? What are we doing? What have I done? I leaned on the closed fridge, closed my eyes, and tried to steady my breathing. After five minutes, I balanced myself on two feet, grabbed the glasses, and walked back to the living room.

The living room was empty. Jenna’s shirt and shorts and Duncan’s pants were still scattered on the floor. I looked up and saw that our bedroom door was half open. They went up and entered our bedroom. Duncan is in there, in the room where Jenna and I sleep, where we talk about our dreams and plans for the future, where we make love.

I was still holding the glasses when I came up the stairs. The water was cold, and it was moistening my hand. I took my steps slowly, carefully. I was taking my time. There was no need to rush. They were probably in the shower, probably cleaning up, washing themselves.

I heard them before I saw them.

“Ummm! Ahhh! Ohh, sir! Duncan! So good!” I rushed when I heard my wife’s moans, still holding the glasses in both hands. I took the stairs two at a time. I gently kicked the door of our bedroom fully open. And they were there.

They weren't on the bed. They were on the floor. Duncan was lying on the floor, his hands beneath his head, while Jenna was on top of him, riding him reverse cowgirl. Why are they on the floor? This is probably Duncan’s idea. They have a perfectly comfortable bed here, and they are fucking on the floor? And I fucking cannot believe this. Duncan just came, and now he’s hard again. What's up with this guy? Is his stamina unlimited?

“Sorry, buddy, we started without you,” Duncan said to me with zero hints of apology in his voice. “Ah, fuck!”

“Ummm, hey, babe,” Jenna said to me. She tucked a strand of hair behind her right ear.

“Hey, move faster,” Duncan told my wife.

“Oh, alright, sir,” my wife answered. She grinded back and forth, faster this time. Duncan slapped her buttcheeks. The sound was heard all over the room. He slapped her again.

“Such perfect ass,” Duncan said. “Hey, man, can you please hand me that glass of water?”

“Right,” I walked two steps towards them. Duncan lifted his upper body up by placing his elbow on the floor. He drank his water and then wiped his mouth with the back of his palm.

“Me too, babe, please,” Jenna said to me. She was still moving back and forth when she said that. She stopped when I gave her the glass. It was obvious she was thirsty.

“Thank you, love. Kiss me, please.” I kissed her. She resumed grinding on her boss’ giant cock while I kissed her. I wanted to squeeze her boobs, but both of my hands were carrying the glasses.

“Oh god, I’m coming again,” Jenna said when the kiss ended. She’s the one who broke it off. She couldn’t concentrate on the kiss anymore. Her body leaned forward, her hands on Duncan’s thighs. I took a step back. I was now standing there, watching my wife riding another man. Jenna’s eyes were hazy, and her face was flushed. She was surfing on the threshold of another intense orgasm.

“Oh yes! Oh yes! I’m coming!” My wife came like a rocket while riding Duncan’s cock; teardrops ran down her cheeks. She fell back on top of her boss, her back on his broad chest. Duncan was all smile. I was standing near the door, watching them.

“Oh god,” my wife whispered, her naked body still experiencing tremors, her eyes half-closed. They kissed while they were in that position, my wife on top of Duncan. She was still shuddering, breathing hard. Duncan reached from behind, cupped her tits in his rough hands, and pinched her nipples. Jenna moaned in his mouth.

Eventually, they both stood up and then went to bed. Jenna was able to give me another kiss before Duncan reached for her arm and pulled her to bed. They lay there together like husband and wife.

“Hey, man, could you give us some privacy here. Jenna and I are gonna sleep. We're quite tired,” Duncan said to me. I looked at Jenna. Her eyes were already sleepy. She gave me a sweet smile. Her head was on Duncan’s chest, and her arm embraced his flat stomach.

“Uh? You’re gonna sleep? Here?” I looked around the room and at the glasses in my hand. The bed was only good for two people.

“Yeah, I’m beat. I played basketball before coming here, you know. I need some rest. Me and Jenna. You got another room here, right? The one for visitors? Maybe you can sleep there. It’ll only be for tonight, man,” Duncan yawned.

I looked at Jenna. Her eyes were already closed, her head comfortably resting on her boss’ chest. “Eh, sure, I guess. Until tomorrow morning, then.”

“Close the door, please,” Duncan said.

“Right. Goodnight.”

“Hey, Nathan,” Duncan called to me as I was closing the door. I looked back at him. “You’re a good husband. A better husband than most. Remember, you’re doing all these for her.”

I nodded, and he gave me a lazy thumbs-up. I closed the door, and then I went down the stairs. I went to the kitchen and placed the glasses in the sink. Jenna will wash them tomorrow.

When I was in the living room, I looked up at the closed door of our bedroom. Are they fucking again? Spooning maybe? Maybe Duncan’s long dick is sliding into my wife’s pussy again at this moment? I looked around the apartment. Now where would I sleep? Sure, we have an extra bedroom on the second floor, but we currently use that as a stockroom. It was filled with boxes of clothes, books from college, some appliances, a few game consoles, and some gifts Jenna and I received during our wedding. There was no place to sleep there. I guess I’d be sleeping on the sofa tonight.

I sat on the sofa and reviewed my life decisions that led up to this moment. You’re doing all these for her, Duncan said. You’re a good husband. I removed my shirt and lay on the sofa, my head on the small pillow. This is happening so fast. Tomorrow morning, Duncan will leave, and maybe Jenna and I can sit down and have a longer discussion about it.

I closed my eyes and tried to sleep, but I was still on edge. I was still horny. Fuck. The realization again hit me. My wife is up there with another man. In our bedroom, no less. They are both naked on our marriage bed, and I am here alone on this sofa. I should go up there and tell Duncan I want to sleep with my wife. So, please, go home. Instead, I went to the bathroom and jerked myself off while imagining Jenna’s hot expression earlier when she was coming. I opened the shower and took a cold bath. I dried myself, put my pants back on, and went to the sofa. I looked up at the door of our room. It was still closed. I lay back, feeling better now, and closed my eyes.

It was three in the morning when I was awakened by familiar sounds. I underestimated how tired I was and emerged from my sleep slowly, heavily, like a man swimming to the shore, fighting the sticky waves. I knew what the sounds were before I opened my eyes. It was the sweet percussive slap of flesh slapping, like obscene music. I could hear Duncan’s deep grunts and my wife’s moans.

I jolted, fully awake now. I sat up, looked up, and saw that our bedroom door was half open. Someone opened it so that I could hear what was happening. It was probably Duncan. Or maybe Duncan told Jenna to open the door so that poor Nathan Hill, alone in the living room, could hear.

“Oh my god! Yes! Yes! Yes!” Jenna chanted from inside our bedroom.

I stood up immediately and rubbed the sleep out of my eyes. My cock was already wide awake. I ran up the stairs, almost panting, and stopped when I was near the half-open door of our bedroom. Duncan told me to give them some privacy, that I’d see them tomorrow, and here I was, rushing into our bedroom. I stepped back. I didn’t peek inside. I felt it would be impolite if I entered. They were having their moment inside. I heard Jenna gasp. Duncan hit something sweet and deep inside her.

Would it be wrong if I came inside? I mean, this is our apartment, I am the one paying for it, and Duncan is just a visitor. I mean, I already watched them having sex, already saw Duncan’s massive cock going in and out of my wife’s sopping pussy. There shouldn’t be privacy anymore. There should be nothing to hide. The three of us are already in this together. Fuck. But coming inside felt wrong, like I am breaking a gentleman’s agreement. Right, Nathan. The other gentleman is there right inside your bedroom, pounding away.

So, there was nothing to do. It seemed weird to stand beside the door, so I sat down on the last step of the stairs. It was beside the open door of our bedroom, and from here, I could still hear them clearly. Low light was coming from the room. It was a warm yellow light. Not that bright, but bright enough for Duncan to see my wife’s smooth skin, her curves, her every reaction.

“Fuck!” Duncan grunted, followed by my wife’s moan.

It was hard to know what they were doing in there, what Duncan was doing to my wife. I leaned my back on the wall while I was sitting and put my arm on my knee.

The moans stopped, and it was replaced by soft, sloppy sounds that were familiar. Jenna was giving her boss head again. This man really loves my wife’s mouth sucking his cock. I wonder what position they are in, and do they know that I’m just here, listening to them? Probably. They opened the door. To be clear, they half-opened the door – an invitation to listen but not to come in, not to join them. I slid my hand inside my pants and squeezed my dick, and began slowly stroking.

The blowjob sounds continued, and I could hear them clearly. It was like they were doing it beside me, and I realized they probably were. Duncan was probably standing near the door, his back to the wall, while Jenna was on her knees, taking him all in, tasting him.

While still sitting on the floor, I inched my way closer to the open door. I could hear Duncan’s moans. I could picture both of his hands on my wife’s head. She was not just giving him a blowjob; she was having her mouth fucked. I imagined the force of Duncan’s thrusts, the large tip of his cock hitting Jenna’s throat again and again, almost choking her, making her gag, and still, she was able to take it. Jenna’s tears were rolling down her cheeks, and her saliva was dripping down her chin. She could taste his pre-come now.

Duncan wouldn’t come yet. He’d still want to fuck Jenna some more, many more, until the morning light breaks.

“Oh yeah,” I heard Duncan say. “I really love slapping your pretty face with my dick. Yes, that’s right. Put your tongue out. Yes!”

In my mind, I could see Duncan’s dick like a wet, thick, heavy flesh-rubber hitting my wife’s cheeks, tongue, forehead, his pre-come dripping, flying all over the place.

“On your hands and knees,” I heard Duncan order. I inched closer to the door.

“Yes, sir,” Jenna answered after a few seconds. She was probably still on her knees and swallowing the pre-come he gave her. I imagined her brushing a strand of hair away from her eyes so she could see better. In my mind, I could see her looking at her boss, her mouth slightly open, panting, licking her lips, and getting her game face on for another few hours of fucking. I was still stroking my cock.

“Hey, Nathan!” Duncan’s voice was booming. “Stop jerking around there. Come inside, buddy. You need to see this.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. With my right hand inside my pants, I entered our bedroom. And the moment that I entered the room was the exact moment that Duncan entered my wife.

“Babe, ahhh!” Jenna looked at me with unfocused eyes when I entered. They were both fully naked. My wife was on all fours with her elbows on the floor. Duncan was not kneeling. He was half standing. One of his hands was on my wife’s sexy hip, and the other was pulling her long, gorgeous hair.

“Balls deep, man,” Duncan said. “Balls deep in your wife!”

And then he just started pounding away with full abandon, making my wife reel and whimper and sob in countless pleasure. I wanted to say that I made her experience the same thing, but that would be lying. I’ve never seen her like this before, not when she was my girlfriend, not when we were engaged, and not during our married life. I might have seen her like this when she was having sex with Tristan Gibson when we were still in college. But now, I was envious of Duncan’s performance.

Thoughts of joining them left my mind. There was no way I could compete with this. I remained standing on the side of the room, my angry cock in my hand, stroking it faster and faster. Sweat dripped down my neck and the side of my face.

“Oh, sir, you’re so good! Oh fuck! Fuck me, please!” Jenna sobbed. Duncan continued slapping her butt until it turned pink.

“Tell your husband how good I’m fucking you!”

Jenna looked in my direction. I really didn’t think that she could see me. Her beautiful eyes were hazy with lust. Duncan was not pausing or slowing. He’s fucking my wife like a machine. He was focused. Veins were popping from the side of his neck and his shoulders.

“He’s fucking me so good, Nathan! His cock, ohhh, his cock feels so good! Oh, yes, sir! Fuck me, please! Fuck me more!”

Duncan suddenly pulled out his cock and then turned my wife over. Her back was on the floor now. She was panting, and her eyes were following his cock. Duncan spread her legs open and then slammed into her. Both their bodies are covered with a light sweat. My wife’s long legs wrapped around his waist, telling him to continue by pulling him into her. Jenna looked helplessly aroused, her pink nipples pointed and tight, and her pussy was receptive and dripping, sucking him in.

“Please, please, please,” Jenna yelped and moaned and cooed.

Duncan slowed down and kissed her, and I felt the warm hard of jealousy again squeeze my beating heart. Jenna welcomed his tongue as he slid it into her mouth. My wife’s alluring eyes darted to me seductively. As if she was saying, “Watch as he claims me. Sorry, my love, but can you see how much I like him? Even his kisses are making me wet.”

Duncan’s hungry tongue licked her neck, her cleavage, then slid back again inside her mouth. They looked good. They looked perfect for each other. Jenna and Duncan seemed like a newly-married couple that couldn’t get enough of each other – horny all the time.

Duncan’s mouth went near her ear, and he whispered something to her. I wasn’t able to hear it. It was a short phrase, composed only of three or four words. Jenna looked at his face intimately, her palm on his cheek. She kissed him and then embraced him, and she whispered something back, which I also didn’t hear. I had an idea what they were whispering about. It made me more jealous, and at the same time, it made my cock harder. I was stroking faster and faster.

He fucked her doggy again, and this time, they were on the bed. Jenna was bent over on the edge of the bed while Duncan had his feet on the floor. Duncan was not slowing down. As he pounded my wife, he grabbed her tits from behind and kneaded them, pinching her nipples, making Jenna moan harder.

I sat on the edge of the bed with my dick in my hand. I wanted to kiss Jenna, but one deep thrust from Duncan made her come again, and her body shook, and her arms gave up. Her face fell on the bed, and Duncan continued plowing her while she was facedown.

“Oh, oh, yes, yes, fuck me more, please, sir. Make me come again!” Jenna cried and begged her boss.

Immediately after Jenna came, Duncan spurted his warm sperm inside her. He made sure he filled my wife with his cream. I kept stroking as I watched another man unload inside my wife. Duncan jolted and jerked, gritting his teeth in intense pleasure as Jenna’s tight pussy milked every last drop.

Duncan was still semi-hard when he pulled out. He was naked and drenched in sweat. He sat down heavily on the chair. Jenna was facedown on the bed, her perfectly round butt in the air, still slightly trembling. I think she was having a mini-orgasm from feeling Duncan’s warm and sticky come inside her and dripping out of her.

“Babe,” I said in a low voice. “Ummm, are you alright?”

“That was, mmmm, that was so good,” my wife said as if she was in a dream.

After a while, she looked up and saw me sitting on the bed, stroking my still-hard cock. I hadn’t come yet. Jenna looked at my face and then looked at my cock again. She then turned her head and looked at her boss, who was sitting on the chair. Duncan didn’t say anything. He just nodded at her.

“Let me, ummm, let me take care of you, babe,” Jenna sweetly said to me and crawled to me and took my cock in her warm hand. I’ve wanted this all day. She began stroking my cock.

“You’re so hard. You’re so turned on, love,” my wife said. She looked amazed at my dick. Her hand moved up and down in constant motion, lovingly stroking my cock. Jenna looked at me and then kissed me without slowing her hand down.

“Uhhhhh,” I groaned. Jenna smiled at me.

“Are you near?” she asked me softly, still giving me that loving smile a wife only gives to her husband.

“You know Jenna gives me a hand job during work breaks at the office,” Duncan said while lazily sitting on the chair.

“Uhhh . . . what?”

Jenna didn’t say anything. She leaned down and put my cock in her mouth. She licked my balls first and sucked my sticky pre-come before taking me all in. I’m not as big as Duncan, but I’m respectable. Jenna’s lips began gliding on my dick.

“You call her during work break, right? Most of the time you were talking on the phone, she was giving me a handjob. Imagine. One hand on my cock and one hand on her phone against her ear, talking to you. And you had no idea at all what was happening.”

“Jeez,” I groaned. I was so near. Jenna’s head was moving up and down, faster and faster now. She knew I was close. She could feel me pulsing.

“There were also lots of times,” Duncan continued, “when you and your wife were talking on the phone, she was sitting on my dick.”

“Fuck! I’m coming!” I said, and I gritted my teeth, and I saw stars. Jenna’s head continued bobbing up and down. She swallowed all of my come hungrily, slurping down every single drop.

When my vision cleared, Jenna was sitting on the bed like a naked goddess, smiling proudly and lovingly at me, with a strand of my come dripping down her chin. She wiped it gently with two fingers and sucked it while looking into my eyes.

“God, I’m so in love with you,” I said to her.

“I know,” Jenna answered fondly. She put her hand on top of mine. Duncan chuckled at the back.


Chapter 8

“Hey, man, you know. I sincerely want to thank you,” Duncan said to me. It was already morning, and the two of us were in the kitchen drinking coffee. Jenna was still in our bedroom. She was still sleeping.

“Uhhh, what?” I said, rubbing the sleep off my eyes. When they were done having sex last night, I went back to the living room and slept on the sofa. The sofa was not really that comfortable. I missed sleeping on our bed. I had a slight numbness in my back, and I still felt a bit out of it.

Duncan grinned. “I said I wanna thank you for making this happen.”

“Uh-uh.”

“For sharing Jenna with me. Last night was fun, right?”

“Uhhh, I mean, it was something.”

“Unforgettable.”

“Hey man, can I ask a favor,” I said. “Let’s keep all these between us. You and me and Jenna. Nobody else, if that’s alright.”

Duncan nodded seriously. “Sure, no problem, man. But let’s not forget that Leo Doyle and Harry Whitman already know.”

I drank my coffee. It was sweet and strong. “Sure, man. But you are their boss. You can talk to them, keep the rumor from spreading, right?”

“Yeah, I could. Of course. I’ll talk to those two.”

“Thanks.”

“It seems you had a good sleep,” Duncan said.

“I don’t know. My back hurts. That sofa wasn’t as soft as I thought. It feels soft when I’m sitting on it but sleeping on it is another story.”

“We heard you snoring.”

“Alright?”

Duncan stretched. “Yeah. You were soundly sleeping. So, Jenna and I decided to fuck quietly. We woke up around five. We’ll it was Jenna who woke me up with a good blowjob. I opened my eyes, and her head was going up and down on my cock.”

“Oh, really?” was the only thing I could say. There was no need for me to drink another cup of coffee. I was completely awake now.

“Yeah, man. Jenna was sucking slow and deep, really slurping. That’s really the best way to wake up. Her lips on my cock, man. It is such a sight to see. Her perfect lips were gliding on my dick. She almost choked three times. My fist was wrapped tight on her hair, and I controlled her head's movement.”

“I see . . .”

“Then I got on top of her and pounded her really, really hard. I kissed her as I fucked her. I told her to keep it down. We didn’t want you to hear the noise. You seemed to need the rest, so we let you sleep. And while you were sleeping, I was balls deep inside your wife. I was well-rested by that point, so I gave it my all, all my damn strength. Your bed almost broke. Man, your wife is just so pretty, so innocent-looking. I really love watching her gorgeous face as I fuck her. Her reaction, man. Open mouth, sobbing, moaning, urging me to go faster. Saying my name. Saying how much she loves me.”

I looked at Duncan’s smiling face and then looked down at my hand.

“Hey, man, cheer up. We have a good thing going here,” Duncan stood up. “We’ll have more of these things. I have several ideas in my head right now. Jenna will enjoy them, I’m fucking sure. But, hey, I need to go. Thanks again. Tell Jenna I will see her at the office on Monday. Tell her to wear that little black dress. She knows what I mean. See you, man.”

And just like that, Duncan Walker, the man who fucks my wife, happily walked out the door.

I stood up and looked at the cups on the table, fully aware I was hard again. Duncan is now part of our life, and he would be coming and going into this house as if he owned it. He’ll take my wife whenever it pleases him, and I’m sure Jenna would like that, would be excited about it. She wouldn’t make it too obvious, but it would be there in the spark in her eyes and her shy smile.

“Babe?” Jenna called me. I rushed outside the kitchen and saw my wife standing at the top of the stairs. She was wrapped in a short, pink, thin bathrobe. Her long hair was messy, and she still looked slightly sleepy, making her eyes appear more seductive. Her deep cleavage was out. The bathrobe was so short that I could fully appreciate her long, smooth legs.

“Hey, hello,” I said, smiling. “Good morning. Duncan, your boss, uhhh, he left already.”

“Oh,” my wife said. She looked at the door. “I see.” She brushed her hair back with her hand and looked at me invitingly. “So, wanna join me in the shower?”

“Sure, babe. But, ummm, can we talk first?” I asked my wife. She nodded and smiled at me.

We sat on the top of the stairs, on the place where I sat alone last night, listening as Duncan Walker had sex with my wife. Jenna reached for my hand.

“So, that was something, right?” I said. I was looking down at our living room. I opened the curtains earlier, and now the warm morning sunlight penetrated the window, lighting the place.

“Yes, babe. Did you enjoy it? I mean, he was so good last night, and I really enjoyed it. But I hope you did too,” Jenna asked me.

I nodded and squeezed her hand. There was no need to lie. Jenna could see through my soul. “Before this, you know, after college, I didn’t think we’d do something like this again.”

“Yeah, me too,” Jenna kissed my hand and searched my face. “But maybe this is good for us, for our relationship. I think it is. I mean, Duncan, even in all his cockiness, is really a good man. I, well, ummm, I like him. I like him a lot,” my wife said.

“Yeah. I saw that. It just made me a bit jealous, I guess.”

“Just a bit?” Jenna asked cutely.

I grinned at her and then I kissed her. I slipped my right hand inside her open robe and squeezed her tits. Jenna moaned and arched her body forward, urging me to play with them more. She bit her lower lip when I gently pinched her hardening nipples.

I stood up and I carried her like I did on our wedding night. Jenna wrapped her arms around my neck, giggling.

“Now, let's shower together,” I said.

END
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