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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    “Ashley’s really fucking hot, huh?” I overheard one staff say to his friend as I was coming out of the office pantry. I was thirsty and needed a glass of water. The two men were leaning on the wall outside, near the door. They seemed a little drunk from the champagne. They were talking about my wife. I stopped near the door and listened to them. I leaned on the thin wall from the other side and put my ear close to it. 
 
    It was Thursday night, and there was a small celebration party in my wife’s office, and she invited me to come with her. They were celebrating the success of the release of the new book of one of their famous authors. The publishers and editors and the office staff were all there. They were chatting and drinking mild alcohol. There was cool jazz music in the background. It was a lovely evening. I whispered to Ashley that I needed a glass of water. My beautiful wife held my hand and said she would walk with me to the pantry. I whispered back that I’d be fine and I’d be back in a minute. She kissed my lips quickly and said, hurry up. 
 
    I looked like an idiot listening to the conversation of other guys about my gorgeous wife. 
 
    “Do you think I have a chance?” one guy asked. 
 
    “Of what?” his friend said. 
 
    “Of fucking her. Ashley.” 
 
    “Don’t know, Ray. Probably not. Her husband is with her.” 
 
    “Yeah. Ashley looks like the loyal kind. She looks sweet and conservative. What do you think, huh, Joey?” 
 
    Yeah, Joey, what do you think? I thought to myself. I sincerely hoped they don’t suddenly decide to go inside the pantry to continue their conversation. I didn’t want them to find me here eavesdropping.  
 
    “I’ve fucked sweet and loyal women before,” Joey answered. They both sounded drunk. I wondered if it was only office champagne they were drinking. 
 
    “Her tits, though. Top-notch!” 
 
    “And her ass! Makes me lose concentration every time she passes by my desk.” 
 
    “Her husband is one lucky guy, huh,” Ray said. “Imagine getting to fuck that every night.” 
 
    “If I ever get to fuck Ashley, I plan on coming on her face.” 
 
    “Yeah. I get you, man. She looks so fucking pretty.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Joey said. “She’d be prettier once I gave her a facial. Covered her innocent face with my cum.” 
 
    Rey chuckled. “I mean, Sandra and Lyza are hot too.” 
 
    “They are. Yes. But Ashley looks like a goddess. A wet dream come true.” 
 
    “I can try to make moves. But I feel like my chances are low.” Ray said and sighed. 
 
    “Jamar fucked her,” Joey said. 
 
    “Jamar who?”  
 
    “Jamar Mitchell.” 
 
    “The author? Our author? The one we’re celebrating right now?” 
 
    I put my ear closer to the thin wall of the pantry. What are these two talking about? Ashley had sex with her client? 
 
    “Yeah,” Joey lowered his voice down, but I could still hear him. “You know that Ashley was the one who brought him to our publishing house. They are close.” 
 
    “I mean, yes. She’s his editor. Jamar likes her work. He trusts her.” 
 
    “I’ve seen him a couple of times visit her office.” 
 
    “Well. They were probably working on the manuscript of his book. That’s normal. That happens with every editor and author.” Ray said, dismissing his friend’s story. 
 
    “Ellington saw them fucking,” Joey paused and said. 
 
    “Ellington? The janitor?” 
 
    “Yeah. That was two weeks ago, I think.” 
 
    “No way,” Ray said. 
 
    No way, I thought. I was breathing slowly. Suddenly, I was thirsty again.  
 
    “So the janitor saw them fucking?” 
 
    “Ellington said it was already late. Probably past eight in the evening. He was vacuuming the floor. They were in Ashley’s office. Her door was slightly open.” 
 
    “And they were fucking?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “Let me finish. So Ellington took a peek. Ashley was kneeling on the floor. She was topless. Jamar was sitting on the office chair, and she was happily sucking his dick.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Ashley was happily sucking Jamar’s dick,” Joey said. 
 
    “That can’t be true. Who told you this? Ellington?” 
 
    “Nope. Henry told me.” 
 
    “Henry from accounting?”  
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Didn’t Henry once try to make a move on Ashley? She was already married by then. So, she said no to him. Rejected him.” Ray said thoughtfully. 
 
    “Well, yes. That’s true.” 
 
    “So, Henry said Ellington told him that he saw Ashley giving Jamar a blowjob in her office. Ellington didn’t tell you about this personally? Right?” Ray asked. 
 
    “Ehhh. Right.” Joey said.  
 
    “I doubt if that story is even true, man. I mean, coming from Henry? He’s probably just trying to get back at her.” 
 
    “Well. You have a point there.” 
 
    “Ashley doesn’t seem to be the type of woman who sleeps around or cheats.” 
 
    “Uh-huh. I wish she sleeps around, though,” Joey said and then chuckled. 
 
    “Yeah,” Ray said. “Me too.” 
 
    “Time to go back, man. Frank wants all his underlings to socialize.” 
 
    I heard Joey cough and then the sound of their footsteps as they walked away, going back to the party. I opened the pantry fridge and took a cold bottle of water again. My heart was starting to beat fast, and I could feel my balls getting hot.  
 
    Ashley, my wife, sucked her client’s dick in her office two weeks ago? That was probably not true. Ray even said it was simply a case of her workmate spreading rumors to get back at her. There was no evidence, only Henry’s word. Ray and Joey didn’t even seem to believe that and dismissed it. Should I believe it? 
 
    An image from a few days ago flashed in my mind. Ashley kneeling on the floor of the PE building while our friend Marcus blasted her face with his thick cum. Marcus’ thick black cock fucking Ashley again and again, making her eyes roll in pleasure as I sat and watched them. I could feel myself getting hard at the memory. I shook my head. The rumor about my wife and her client was probably untrue. I walked out of the office pantry and returned to the small party. 
 
    “Hello, Phil,” Melanie Meier, one of my wife’s pretty workmates, smiled sweetly at me. She was on the way to the pantry. She was wearing a cute body-fit pink office dress. My eyes were automatically drawn to her lovely tits. I said hello back and turned my head as she passed me. Her ass is fantastic, full and round. My wife’s butt is perfect, and Melanie is running very close to second.  
 
    “Hey, buddy, Phil,” Frank Grubbs, the head editor, Ashley’s boss, greeted me. He looked to be in a slight hurry. I smiled and nodded at him. He also went inside the pantry, and I looked back when he entered. He closed the door. I just shook my head and smiled. 
 
    Nightingale Publishing, where Ashley works as an editor, is a moderately-sized operation. But, they are growing fast. All of their books are bestsellers. Their authors are being interviewed left and right. They invest heavily in marketing and promotion. Ashley told me that they hired three additional editors in the past six months. The owners were planning to move their office to a bigger building near the central hub of Vridpool City. My wife was promoted to senior editor, and I am proud of her. 
 
    Some of her colleagues greeted me, and I stopped and talked to some of them. They were talking about food and families and sports results. The women were complementing each other’s hairstyles and heels. The younger staff and interns were telling stories and laughing at each other’s jokes. It is a good company. A pleasant working environment and I am happy that my wife works here. 
 
    I saw Ashley at the far end of the room, beside the window. She was holding a glass of champagne and talking to Jamar Mitchell – the bestseller author, the man who received a loving blowjob from my gorgeous wife, according to the circulating office rumor. 
 
    I stopped for a moment and looked around. I looked at the faces of her colleagues. They were not looking at Ashley and Jamar. There were no quick whispers and side glances. I realized that very few of them actually gave weight to that rumor. Ashley’s reputation in this company is immaculate. She’s diligent and a professional. A superb editor, workmate, and wife. Whatever story was floating couldn’t be true.  
 
    They did not see her, however, while she was being fucked out of her mind by her black ex-boyfriend.  
 
    I did.  
 
    There’s a massive difference, Phil, I said to myself as I walked towards my wife. Marcus fucking her was not cheating because I allowed it. I was there. I watched them. Jamar fucking her without my knowledge would definitely be cheating, and I know Ashley would not do that deep in my heart.  
 
    Ashley smiled and cutely waved at me when she saw me. I was gone for just a few minutes. Her expression seemed like I left her for a full day. She can melt my heart with her smile. 
 
    Ashley was wearing an off-shoulder, blue and yellow, fitted dress, and black heels. She tied her hair in a cute ponytail, and she was wearing her nerd glasses. The dress highlighted her alluring figure. The hemline reached the middle of her thighs. Ashley looks adorable and fuckable.  
 
    Jamar Mitchell also looked at me. There was curiosity first in his face, and then he grinned. He is one of the world’s top writers of thriller books. Top five. He used to be a truck driver and a professional boxer. He invested in some food chains, which made him wealthy. He entered politics for a few years. Now in his late fifties, he’s writing books. What can’t this man do? 
 
    “Hey, Philip, my man. Ashley here told me so much about you. Nice to finally meet you!” Jamar said while shaking my hand. He’s a huge man. He’s not tall, not very fit either. He’s got a big belly. But, you could still feel the confidence and strength in him. His nose was once broken from a boxing fight. There were old scars above his eyes. He has the arms of a man who could lift a man and throw him several feet away. I looked at his huge hand, which was shaking mine. Did he grip my wife’s hair while she was sucking him? I resisted the urge to flex my wrist when he let my hand go. 
 
    “Really?” I said. I put an arm around Ashley’s sexy waist and pulled her a little closer to me. “Anyway, congratulations, Jamar. Ashley told me that your book Fast Track Chicken is on its way to being the top bestseller of the quarter.” 
 
    “Have you read it?” Jamar asked me curiously. He stole a glance at my wife’s shapely tits. Ashley ignored him. Her focus was on me. 
 
    “Oh. Yes. Yes. Good book. Great book, in my opinion. I didn’t see the double twist at the end.” I answered him. I’m taller than Jamar, a little fitter too. I was looking down at him, trying to intimidate him subtly. It didn’t work, so I took a small step back. Jamar just smirked at me. 
 
    “You like the twist, Phil?” 
 
    “Yeah. It is brilliant.” 
 
    Jamar looked at Ashley’s face. She smiled at him.  
 
    “Credit goes to my editor here. Your beautiful wife, Phil.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Yeah. The final twist at the end of the novel was Ashley’s idea.” 
 
    “Oh. You’re too much.” Ashley answered sweetly. My arm was still around her narrow waist. “I simply gave minor suggestions to the plot.” She looked at her author. “The success of the novel is because of your creativity, Jamar.” 
 
    “I’m creative?” Jamar spread his massive arms. It seemed he was a few feet closer to my wife than before. When did he step forward? 
 
    Ashley looked at his face and looked at me and then at the floor. He was intimidating her. “Yes, Jamar. You are, ummm, very creative.” 
 
    I felt like there was a hidden message in their conversation about creativity. Jamar patted me on the shoulder. “We worked together for that book to succeed. We worked for months. The readers were asking for a novel that could surpass the first book, and we gave it to them. We spent many nights working in her office. Many nights. You should be proud of Ashley, Bill.” 
 
    “It’s Phil.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “It’s Phil. But yes,” I looked at Ashley and gave her a quick kiss on her lips. She blushed and giggled slightly. “I am proud of her.” 
 
    Jamar spread his arms again, smiling widely with the confidence of a prizefighter and a politician. “You know, I earned millions from the royalty of my books, and yet it seems I am only the second luckiest man in this room.” 
 
    “Oh, Jamar. Stop it,” Ashley teased him.  
 
    “Yes, princess,” Jamar was really turning on the charm. “I see Frank Grubbs over there. The big man. He looks drunk. Drunk on champagne or drunk on pussy? I am not sure. What can I say? I am an old man myself. So I will leave you two for a while,” Jamar said. “Enjoy the evening. Let’s chat again next week, Ashley. Right? And Phil, it is truly fucking nice to meet you.”  
 
    Jamar patted my shoulder again, and he put a little force on it. Just a little more, and he could have fractured my shoulder blade. We watched as he walked towards Frank Grubbs. Melanie Meier, who was standing beside Frank, had a newly-fucked look on her pretty face. Jamar put his arm around her shoulders. Ashley and I watched the three of them disappear. They were probably going back to the pantry or some office to discuss literature-related matters.  
 
    “All right.” I grinned at my wife. 
 
    “You pervert,” Ashley whispered to me. We were facing each other. Her sexy body was pressed against mine. Some of the male office staff were looking at us. It’s fine. Let them get jealous. 
 
    “I’m a pervert?” 
 
    “You were thinking about perverted things,” Ashley teased me.  
 
    “About what?” I pretended innocence. 
 
    “About Frank and Melanie and Jamar.” 
 
    “No, babe,” I said.  
 
    “No?” Ashley grinned. 
 
    “I mean, no. I do not think that they probably went to a spare room somewhere for a threesome. Definitely, I am not thinking that. Cross my heart.” I grinned back at her. 
 
    “Hmmm,” Ashley tilted her head. Wicked thoughts running inside her head. 
 
    “I like it when you look like that,” I said. I hugged her. Pulling her closer to me. My hands were on the small of her back. The jazz music in the background turned slower. Sweeter. Two couples started dancing slowly. 
 
    “Like what?” Ashley looked into my eyes.  
 
    “The naughty girl look,” I replied. I pulled her closer. We started swaying. Slowly. 
 
    “Do you think that I’m a naughty girl?” Ashley asked me. 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    Ashley kissed my cheek and whispered seductively, “Let’s go to my office.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes later, I was lying on the carpeted floor of her office. The door was locked, and the shades were down. Nobody could see us here.  
 
    Ashley was on top and riding my dick. She simply hiked her pretty dress up and slid her panties to the side. She was hot and slick.  
 
    “Good. Good. Ummm,” Ashley moaned while looking at my face. She bit her lip. She was still wearing her nerd eyeglasses. 
 
    “Fuck, babe,” I groaned as I went deep into her.  
 
    “You, ummm, look so handsome in that suit, Phil. Oh.” 
 
    “And, fuck, you look so hot in that dress you’re wearing.” 
 
    Somebody knocked on the door. We ignored it. Ashley continued bobbing up and down on my hard cock, doing all the work.  
 
    “So good.” 
 
    I looked around the office while my dick was in heaven. Is it true? The rumor? Did Jamar fucked her here? Was the janitor – Ellington – telling the truth? 
 
    “Oh,” Ashley blushed. “You’re getting even, uhhh, harder.” 
 
    I gripped her waist and moved her faster. I arched my back and met her, hitting her deeper. We reached climax at the same time, and Ashley covered her mouth when she orgasmed.  
 
    We both lay on the floor, panting.  
 
    “You came a lot,” Ashley whispered. 
 
    “Yeah, babe,” I looked at the office chair. I imagined Jamar sitting there while my wife sucked his thick black dick and played with his balls. I pictured Jamar slapping her cheeks with his veiny cock. Internally, I shook my head. That was just a rumor. 
 
    She lay in my arms, and we looked at the ceiling of her office. We were both smiling as we slowly caught our breath. 
 
    My phone started ringing, and I took it from my pants on the floor beside me. 
 
    Ashley embraced me and kissed my neck. “Who is it?” she asked me. 
 
    “It’s, well, let me see. It’s Marcus, babe,” I answered, fully focused now. Marcus still had a few days left here in Vridpool before returning to Arkport. Marcus - my friend and former soccer teammate and my wife’s ex-boyfriend who fucked her a few days ago. 
 
    I knew that I should answer it, but instead, I stared at my phone for a few more seconds. Ashley buried her face on my neck. She was not saying anything. She embraced my chest, and I could feel her heart beating fast. We heard footsteps outside, but I was not worried. The room was locked properly.  
 
    I took a deep breath. Some kind of mental preparation was needed before you talk to the man who screwed your wife, friend or not. 
 
    “Hey, Marc,” I greeted. 
 
    “Hey, hey, brother,” Marcus said from the other side of the call. He was probably in a club somewhere. I could hear dance music in the background and some guys talking and girls laughing. 
 
    “How’s it going, Marc? It looks like you are having a good time.” I said. Ashley quietly laid her head on my chest, and I realized she was trying to listen to our conversation. She didn’t look at my eyes. 
 
    “Oh yes!” Marcus said. “I am having a good time. But not as good as the other night. Not as good as the one that I had inside the PE building with Ashley.” I couldn’t see his face, but I knew he was grinning.  
 
    Ashley was looking down. I couldn’t see her reaction because she was hiding it from me, but I could tell that what her ex-boyfriend said made her smile. I played with her hair. I closed my eyes and remembered as Marcus’ dick stretched my wife’s waiting pussy while I was sitting down on a wooden chair, watching them and stroking my cock.  
 
    “I bet,” I replied to Marcus. 
 
    “Yeah. Yeah. So, I am thinking, how about we hang out tomorrow? The three of us. Again,” Marcus said. The background noise from his side faded. He probably exited the bar so that we could hear each other better. 
 
    “Tomorrow?” 
 
    “Yeah. Tomorrow. It’s a holiday. No work. Right?” Marcus said. I could hear the sound of vehicles in the background.  
 
    “Yeah, Marc. I’m not sure. But, yeah. That could work. I guess.” 
 
    “Great, man. Great. I only have a few remaining days here in your beautiful city. My boss at Arkport is already begging me to get back. So, let’s take advantage of the time.” 
 
    Marc, you just want to take advantage of my wife, I thought but didn’t say. 
 
    “So, umm. What’s the plan? Are we going back to GU? Visit the PE building again? Or in your hotel?” 
 
    I heard him chuckle in the background. “No, no, Phil, my man. Nothing like that. I mean, of course, I would love to slide my dick again in Ashley’s pussy. Balls deep. But I am thinking of something a little bit more wholesome this time. You know. We could have coffee. Talk about old times again. Watch a movie. Things like that. Relive the college days. What do you think? Huh? Phil?” 
 
    Ashley looked up at me, waiting for my decision. Her nipples were getting hard again. 
 
    “Ummm, sure, Marc. We’re in. Tomorrow then. I’ll tell Ashley.” 
 
    “Good man. Good man.” 
 
    “Just the three of us, right? You, me, and Ash?” 
 
    “Sure. Sure. Hey, Phil. I need to get back inside. See you tomorrow. And your pretty wife.” Marcus cut the call. 
 
    “Umm, so?” Ashley looked at my face sheepishly. 
 
    I shrugged, but my dick was getting hard again. Wholesome is the last thing Marcus Robinson is.  
 
    “Marc said he wants to have coffee with us tomorrow.” 
 
    “Hmmm. I mean. That’s fine,” Ashley said, avoiding my eyes again. “We don’t have any plans tomorrow anyway, so….” 
 
    I’m sure he has plans for you, babe. 
 
    “Hmm, babe,” Ashley smiled at me. “You are hard again.” 
 
    “Ehhh. Yup. But we should get back to the party, I think.” I said and started to get up from the floor. 
 
    “Oh. In a while. But first, let me….” 
 
    It took another twenty minutes before we finally exited Ashley’s office. She swallowed my load when I came in her mouth, and, to return the favor, I ate her soaked pussy while she was lying on her back on her office table. She came thrice. I fingered her before we went out of the door one last time. She came again.  
 
    Ashley went to the restroom first to fix her dress and her hair, and her lipstick. She removed her soaked underwear. She used a tissue to wipe some drops of my cum on the front of her dress. I held her hand as we returned to the party. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    While Ashley was sleeping in our bedroom, I went to the living room and opened my laptop. I logged in to my personal email address, where I sent the pictures I found from her phone a few days ago. I looked at the picture again, taken when my wife was still in college, and felt my dick standing up in attention. She still didn’t know that I had this photo—a photo of her and a mysterious guy. 
 
    They were both standing in front of the mirror. It was a selfie, and both of them were naked. Her partner’s face was cropped, so it was hard to identify who it was. The first time that I saw this photo, I assumed it was Marcus. But upon closer inspection, I realized that I was wrong. The man has a wolf tattoo on his upper right bicep. Marcus doesn’t have one. Based on the soccer uniform scattered on the floor, the man with her was also a member of the GU Kickers, like Marcus and me. Who among the team has a wolf tattoo on his arm? 
 
    But the real question was, why am I still obsessing over this? This happened several years ago. Ashley wasn’t my girlfriend then. It is really none of my business if she slept with other guys during that time. That was in the past. I am the guy that she married.  
 
    My eyes focused on her naked body in the photo. The photo was a little dark, but…. goddamn. She has always been a goddess. Spectacular tits. Legs for days. Smooth skin. And above all, a sweet and kind personality. I sighed and stared at the picture again. Ashley was smiling while holding the man’s long black dick in her left hand. Their bodies were still shiny from hard sex.  
 
    I closed the laptop. I was already hard. I leaned back on the chair and looked at the small minimalist painting hanging on our living room wall. I bought this one at Belmont City. The memory made me smile. 
 
     We had just graduated college, and I was still a new engineer at Blue Moon. My boss during that time, Gregory Parker, asked me to attend a technical seminar in Belmont. Ashley and I were already dating. On the last day of the workshop, I caught a fever. Some cold virus that was going around. I was in the hotel bed the whole day. My joints were aching, and I had a cough. When Ashley learned that I was sick and alone in the hotel, she drove one hundred and fifty miles immediately to Belmont. She took care of me and stayed with me until I felt better. I remembered when I opened the door of my hotel room. I was wrapped in a thick blanket, and Ashley was outside, wearing a pink sweater, carrying a huge overnight bag, concern and love and sweetness on her face.  
 
    “Hey, babe? What are you doing here? Come. Come to bed.” 
 
    Ashley woke up and noticed that I wasn’t on the bed with her. I looked up, and there she was. The light of my life. Wearing an oversized green t-shirt with nothing inside. She approached me and hugged my neck lovingly while I was sitting.  
 
    “Oh. I’m just finishing up some work,” I said. “I’ll be right with you,” I kissed her cheek. 
 
    “No. no. no. no. I can’t sleep without you,” Ashley muttered and burrowed her face cutely on my neck. 
 
    “All right, babe,” I stood up and hugged her. She was still sleepy.  
 
    “Carry me to bed,” she said softly. 
 
    I kissed her forehead and carried her like we were newlyweds. She hugged me all the way. 
 
    Marcus texted me that he would be busy all morning and scheduled the meet-up for the afternoon. 
 
    Ashley and I made love when we woke up, and then we had coffee and went for a run. I wore a simple shirt and cotton shorts and my trusty rubber shoes that I had since college. Ashley wore a lightweight purple tank top and black high-rise running leggings which highlighted her long legs and the perfect curve of her round butt. She tied her hair in a long ponytail and wore a white cap. Men looked back at her every time we passed them. A cyclist almost hit a palm tree when Ashley smiled at him. I bought her a Papa Jimmy’s ice cream when we reached the park.  
 
    While we were sitting on a wooden bench under a Japanese Lilac Tree, a Golden Retriever on a leash ran to her and asked for a belly rub. She laughed adorably as the dog wriggled on the grass as she played with its tummy and ears. 
 
    The couple – Alex and Maya -  who owned the dog introduced themselves to us. Alex is a tall, awkward man, while his wife Maya is a petite brunette with curly hair and cute tits. While his wife was not looking and busy with the dog, he tried to ask Ashley for her number. I just scratched my head and looked at the cyclists. Ashley smiled and shook and her head, letting him down gently. The man simply nodded and put his arm around his cute wife, and they continued playing fetch with their dog in the middle of the park. The dog barked at her when it saw us leaving. Ashley waved at the couple, and they waved back.  
 
    After running, we returned home and changed clothes. We made love again in the shower. There was a particular frenzy in the way that we fucked. I could tell that Ashley was excited about meeting her ex-boyfriend again this afternoon, though she was trying her best to hide it. She blew me like she was sucking the life out of me while looking directly into my eyes. I almost came in her face, but I gritted my teeth, stopped myself, bent her over at the bathtub, and railed her while slapping her perfect butt.  
 
    She came when I slapped her ass too hard. Her pussy walls clenched on my cock. I grabbed her hair and pulled it back, and then slapped her butt again and again until it turned pink. She came again while I was smacking her. We finished on the bathroom floor while I was on top of her. I came deep inside her, and she orgasmed again while I was spurting warm cum in her warm and tight pussy. I watched her reaction. Her whole body shook, and she cried in pleasure and then closed her eyes and bit her lip. Ashley put her hands on my shoulder and wrapped her legs around me, and didn’t let me go until I was entirely spent.  
 
    “My god. That was so good,” Ashley muttered when I finally pulled out. I turned my attention to sucking her hard nipples. 
 
    While we were dressing, Marcus texted Ashley. 
 
    “What did he say?” I asked my wife. Ashley was still blowdrying her hair while wearing a short pink towel.  
 
    “Marcus is asking for a selfie,” Ashley answered. 
 
    “A selfie?” 
 
    “Should I send him one, do you think?” She asked me tenderly.  
 
    “I’m not sure. Can you read his text for me, please, babe?” So Marcus is now texting my wife, asking for a picture of her like she is his girlfriend? 
 
    “Oh. Okay. He said, “Hi, Ash. I’m hard just thinking about you. Please send nudes. Cheers. I fucking miss you.” 
 
    “That is quite very direct to the point,” I said. “You said Marcus was asking for a selfie, babe.” 
 
    “Ummm. Well,” Ashley looked at me innocently. “A nude is a selfie. Right?” 
 
    “Uhhh. Not exactly.” 
 
    “Soooooo?” Ashley turned her body to me and crossed her long legs. The towel wrapped around her sensuous body was so short. Long, smooth legs and full, ripe cleavage on display. I swallowed.  
 
    “Sure,” I finally said. “Send Marcus a selfie. I think it’s fine. But no nudes, babe. All right?” 
 
    She beamed when I finally agreed and immediately took a photo of herself. She stood up and faced the full-length mirror, and backed a few steps. She took a photo of her mirror reflection. Then, she made a side-view pose and took another one. She made a slight arch of her back to further emphasize her spectacular ass. She then lifted the phone above her head and snapped another one. This final picture highlighted her deep cleavage. I simply stood watching her. She was smiling and giggling a little. She looked like a schoolgirl texting a crush. 
 
    “How many photos did you send, babe?” I asked her. 
 
    “Just three. Or should I send more?” 
 
    “Oh,” I thought she would only send one. “Well. I think three are enough.” 
 
    I stepped towards her when she finally put her phone down, and I slipped my hand between her thighs. She looked down, avoiding my gaze.  
 
    “Ash, you are soaking wet,” I groaned, and my wife blushed. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    After breakfast, I accompanied my wife to CILEC or the City Immigrant Learning and Education Center. Basically, it is a non-profit center that gives free seminars or workshops to legal immigrants that just arrived in the country. The classes help upgrade their skills that help them find better jobs and adapt quickly to their new country. 
 
    Ashley volunteers as a teacher during holidays and weekends. She teaches English. I bought coffee and bread and assisted the other NGO staff in food preparation and reading materials distribution. 
 
    Ashley is the darling of this event. Her classes are always full. Some of the male staff even sit at the back every time she is giving her lectures. I also sit with them. I scanned the room. It seemed that the majority of the learners were male. Some of them came from the Middle East, some from Southeast Asia and South America. Taxi drivers, construction workers, electricians – mostly blue-collar jobs. Different people from different races all unified in their desire to hear Ashley’s lessons and feast their eyes on her sexy figure. 
 
    Ashley dressed a little sexier than usual because we would be meeting her ex-boyfriend later. She wore a flirty blue curve-hugging off-shoulder minidress which moderately showed her deep cleavage. The hemline of the dress barely reached the middle of her thighs. Her outfit looked professional and slutty at the same time. A dozen men took out their phones and video recorded her lecture. From time to time, there was a brief flash from someone taking a quick photo. When Ashley dropped a pen and bent at the waist to pick it up, the classroom temperature increased by ten degrees. 
 
    “I love this country,” A fat, bearded man said. “I’m happy that I immigrated.” He adjusted his pants while looking at my wife. She was writing on the whiteboard about examples of past and present participles. 
 
    After her classes were over, three men surrounded her and asked for clarifications about her lectures: two large black men and a Latino with long hair and tattoed arms. They seemed so sincere. The two men facing her were staring at her tits, and the Latino guy was memorizing her ass. She smiled as she answered their questions. Ashley takes this volunteer work seriously. She loves helping people. She was oblivious that they were undressing her with their eyes. I was on the back of the classroom munching on a chocolate doughnut.  
 
    “Is she married? What do you think, man?” The fat, bearded guy who was sitting beside me earlier asked me. “Tiago” was written on his name tag. He told me that he’s from Brazil. 
 
    “Ehh. There’s a ring on her finger. A wedding ring,” I answered him as I tasted the coffee. 
 
    “In Brazil,” Tiago said. “There are many beautiful women. So many.” 
 
    “I bet,” I said. 
 
    “But not like her.” 
 
    “Ashley?” 
 
    “Ashley. Yes. No one like Ashley. She is, how do you say this? You-neek?” 
 
    “Unique. One of a kind,” I said. “That she is.” 
 
    “I would love to fuck her,” Tiago said.  
 
    I didn’t answer and looked at my wife. The three men were very close to her now. The Latino almost had the bulge of his pants pressed at her butt. She was writing something on a piece of paper. Was she writing her phone number? Probably not. The tallest black guy whispered something in her ear. She looked at the floor and bit her lip, and nodded. I saw his hand move towards her breast. 
 
    Thankfully, the facilitator – Janina Huber – finally asked everyone to settle down for the next set of classes. I went to my wife. The three men eventually left her. The tall guy who was whispering to her grinned and nodded at me. 
 
    “What was that?” I whispered to her as I kissed her neck quickly. Her sexy outfit was turning me on. She wouldn’t admit it, but she wore this body-fit dress for Marcus. 
 
    “Oh? Those three?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “They are diligent students,” Ashley grinned at me.  
 
    Out of all the words I would use to describe those guys, “diligent students” would be the last. 
 
    “They are diligent at something, all right,” I grinned back at her. I looked at my watch. It was almost four in the afternoon. Time to meet Marcus for a quick “catch-up and coffee.” 
 
    “Is it time?” Ashley asked me when she saw me checking my watch. I nodded and said yeah. She looked away from me and breathed deeply. I could see that she was nervous and excited at the same time. Marcus’ effect on her couldn’t be ignored. She came multiple times the last time they fucked. I remembered Marcus blasting thick semen on her gorgeous face. I gritted my teeth and could feel my knees getting weak. She held my hand, and I saw that she was blushing. Her eyes looked like they were pleading. Is she asking for me to stop this? Tell Marcus that we changed our minds and decided to cancel? Or is she asking me to please understand her?  
 
    I touched the phone in my pocket and at that moment decided to message Marcus to say that, no, this afternoon is canceled. Ashley is my wife, and I am done sharing her, thank you very much. You are my friend, Marcus Robinson, but this remarkable woman is mine now. College is over, and we have already graduated. She is not your girlfriend anymore.  
 
    But, as I was pulling my phone out, Ashley squeezed my hand and kissed me quickly on the lips and said, “Let’s go, Phil. Marcus is waiting.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    We said our goodbyes to Janina Huber and the staff, and the other volunteers. The male staff looked depressed as they watched her exit the Immigrant Learning building. An intern tried to have one last long look at her cleavage. The security guard licked his lips. 
 
    We got inside our car, and I drove to the Vice and Virtue Café, a diner and coffee shop located at the central hub of Vridpool, where Marcus was waiting for us. While driving, I put my left hand on Ashley’s leg and caressed it. I tried to calm myself. This was the second time we would be meeting Marcus since he arrived from Arkport. The first time we met resulted in him fucking my wife in the restaurant and inside Garnett University. I looked at the time on the car’s dashboard. It was half-past four in the afternoon. It was still early. Maybe that was a good thing. Early might mean that nothing would happen. Maybe the meet-up would be just a wholesome event. 
 
    It started raining while I was driving. Traffic was stop-and-go. Ashley sneezed, and I turned down the air-conditioning. I smiled as I watched her cutely wrinkle her nose and shake her head. She also sneezes in a charming way. It sounded cutely like “haw-tsu!” 
 
    “Why are you smiling, babe?” Ashley asked me. We were waiting for the traffic light to turn green. 
 
    “Oh. Nothing. You are adorable,” I replied. 
 
    “And you are sweet, and I love you,” she said. And I love you too, Ash, even though there’s a high possibility that this night would end with you coming intensely while riding your ex-boyfriend’s big black dick. 
 
    Marcus was already waiting for us at the coffee shop when we arrived. He was sitting on a beautifully-designed bamboo chair, wearing a black shirt and jeans and basketball shoes. He put his phone down when he saw us enter. He waved at us, and we walked towards his table.  
 
    “Hey, man,” Marcus greeted me, beaming. He patted my shoulder and shook my hand. “Thanks for coming.” I looked at his thick arms. The arms that carried my wife easily as he fucked her with her back against the wall of the PE Building equipment room.  
 
    “Ah. Sure, Marc,” I said. “I hope you were not waiting for too long. Sorry that we are a little late. We just came from the Learning Center, and it was quite busy today, so….” 
 
    “And Ashley!” Marcus said, not letting me finish, and took a step towards my wife. I took a small step back to give him space. “Damn. You look gorgeous. So hot. Did you wear that sexy dress for me, baby, huh?” 
 
    “Umm. Maybe,” Ashley said, a little embarrassed. Some of the customers were looking at us. Marcus had both his large hands on my wife’s shoulders. His eyes were eating her, crawling over her legs and her pretty face and her cleavage. 
 
    “Let’s sit down, Marc,” I whispered. Two men on a nearby table drinking tea were staring at my wife’s beautiful legs. One guy pretended to drop a spoon to look up the hemline of her dress. 
 
    “Give me a hug first, Ash,” Marcus said, and they hugged. With her body pressed against Marcus, Ashley looked small and vulnerable. Marcus whispered something in her ear, but Ashley didn’t answer. She just looked at me and smiled. 
 
    We sat down and ordered coffee. I sat beside my wife and put my arms around the back of her chair.  
 
    “He just went to the restroom. He will be back in a minute,” Marcus said, his eyes still looking Ashley over, savoring the gorgeous view in front of him. 
 
    “I’m sorry? What did you say, Marc?” I asked him. Maybe I heard him wrong. 
 
    “He just went to the restroom for a piss. He is excited to meet both of you. It has been a long time.” Marc winked at my wife. She looked at her hand in front of her. What is he talking about? 
 
    “Hey, guys,” said a raspy voice behind us. A voice that we are familiar with. I turned around and looked at the man. Ashley didn’t look immediately, as if she already knew who it was Marcus was talking about. 
 
    Cain Moreland walked to the seat beside Marcus. Like Marc and me, he was also a member of the Garnett Kickers – our college soccer team. I was a midfielder, Marcus was the ace and the striker, and Cain played the goalkeeper. He graduated at the same time as us. He was the serious, grumpy type, but he did his job well on the team. 
 
    “Hey, Cain, man,” I said, smiling. It is always a good thing to meet an old friend. I shook his hand. We had not seen each other for a few years, but Ashley and I follow Cain Moreland on social media. We are online friends. 
 
    “Phil,” Cain grunted. But his eyes lighted up a little when he saw Ashley.  
 
    “Hey, Ashley. You look beautiful,” Cain said.  
 
    “Umm. Thank you, Cain. You look good, too.” Ashley stood up, and Cain kissed her on the cheek as a greeting. She was slightly blushing. Cain’s thick beard rubbed on her smooth cheek.  
 
    Like Marcus, Cain Moreland is a tall, black man. His head was shaved, and he had a long beard. Even though all of us here are of the same age, Cain looked like ten years older. His eyes are intense. Even though Marc and Cain have the same height, Cain is wider in all aspects. Wide shoulders, wide hips, broad chest. This characteristic made him one of the best goalkeepers in the state. The Northern Wall, they called him in college. It was next to impossible to score a goal when he was in front of the net. But, unfortunately, he got injured in a motorcycle accident during the last semester. Without him, the performance of the team was not optimal. Marcus tried his damned best during the championship game, but it was not enough.  
 
    I remembered that critical game, and it absolutely broke my heart when we lost. Ashley consoled me by giving me the best blowjob ever. She wore a sexy nurse uniform that she purchased online. I came buckets on that outfit. 
 
    I looked at Marcus suspiciously, then at Cain. The table was small, which made them look like giants. “It’s been some time, Cain,” I said, “I thought you were overseas. That last picture you posted online, you were in where? Panama? Mexico?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Cain answered without really answering. I looked at Marcus, and he just smiled and shrugged. Ashley put a hand on my thigh and raised her eyebrows at me. Cain Moreland has always been different. A man of a few words. He is a good person, don’t get me wrong. But it is hard to get an interesting conversation out of him. If Marcus is all charm and friendliness, Cain is the polar opposite of that. 
 
    Marcus coughed and patted Cain’s shoulder. “Cain works in a company that creates navigation software. OmegaNav. Right? The morning after we had that fun activity in the PE building, I attended a short meeting with some of our contractors. I was surprised when I saw Cain there. I mean, who would have thought? Right?” 
 
    “His company and mine are working on a project,” Cain said, then he looked at Ashley’s tits and then looked outside the glass window. He crossed his arms.  
 
    “So after the meeting, we hung out like old times. Went for a beer. I told him that I met both of you and we have this scheduled meet-up today, and I asked him to come. Old friends. Right?” Marcus said, spreading his arms. 
 
    Cain looked at Ashley without moving his head. He was studying my wife. His intense eyes stared at her lips and her pretty face, her sexy shoulders, and her mouth-watering cleavage. 
 
    “Old friends. I’m excited,” Cain said without any change in his facial expression.  
 
    “Yeah. We are happy to see you, too, Cain,” I said sincerely. But the thing was, Marcus told me last night that it would be just the three of us meeting today. He didn’t mention Cain. He didn’t mention him by call or by a follow-up text message. Did Marcus tell him about Ashley? About my wife? Did Cain know that I allowed Marcus here to fuck Ashley while I encouraged and watched? It was hard to read Cain’s face. He’d be an exceptional poker player. 
 
    I looked at Ashley while she was sipping coffee. Does he want to also fuck my beautiful wife? Is that the reason why Cain came? Why he joined us today?  
 
    I looked at Cain’s biceps. Does he have a wolf tattoo there? Was he the guy in the photo that I found on Ashley’s phone? I couldn’t see because his sleeves were covering his upper arms. 
 
    I was imagining a conversation between Marc and Cain, while they were at some bar drinking beer. 
 
    “Hey, Cain, buddy. Remember Ashley? Yeah. Yeah. My ex-girlfriend. The hottest babe in Garnett when we were students. She’s here in Vridpool.” 
 
    “I know Ashley,” Cain would say. “Tight body. Perfect tits. She’s married now, right? To Philip Thompson?” 
 
    “Yeah, man. To Phil. Good guy. I met them yesterday. And guess what? Phil’s got this thing.” 
 
    “What thing?” 
 
    “He’s willing to share. He gets off on that.” 
 
    “Share his wife? Share Ashley?” 
 
    “Yep, man.” 
 
    “Come on, Marc. You’re fucking drunk.” 
 
    “I fucked her last night. Cross my heart. Inside the PE Building in Garnett.” 
 
    “Fuck off.” 
 
    “No. Really. I fucked Ashley to kingdom come while Phil was there, sitting on a chair jerking off.” 
 
    “Fuck. Ashley? Damn,” Cain probably said while taking another swig of an ice-cold beer. 
 
    “Yes, man. And listen. I’ll see them both again, maybe tomorrow or the day after that. I’ll schedule something. Do you want to join? See what happens.” 
 
    I could picture Cain grunting and nodding, hard at the thought of pounding my lovely wife. 
 
    “Earth to Phil. Are you there, buddy?” Marcus asked me, smiling. “You looked like you were gone for a minute there, man.” 
 
    Ashley held my hand and searched my face. “Are you all right, babe? Is everything okay? What are you thinking?” 
 
    “I know what he’s thinking,” Marcus said to no one. Cain just shrugged.  
 
    “I’m fine, babe,” I said to Ashley and squeezed her thigh.  
 
    “You look tired, Phil,” Cain said. 
 
    “I’m all right,” I said. But in truth, I was a little tired. We slept late last night because of Ashley’s office party. Then we went for a run this morning, something I rarely did, though I promised myself many times that I would be more committed. After that, we went to the Learning Center, where I helped set up the venue by moving heavy tables and chairs. Ashley was still full of energy, I could see.  
 
    Cain and Marcus’ coffee cups were already empty. I looked at my former teammates. They still look fit and strong. They kept themselves in shape after college. They still look like capable athletes. I have a “dad bod” now, even though I’m still far from my thirties. I used to be in the same league as Cain and Marcus in terms of physical appearance. I used to have large shoulders and iron calves and thick chests and abs. Hell, I beat Marcus twice in arm wrestling when we were in our senior year. 
 
    I tried my best to hide the tiredness in my body and fully joined the conversation. The four of us remembered our college years.  
 
    The four of us, even Cain, laughed as we remembered the funny moments. Ashley snickered in the background. We remembered the time when James Jackson, an engineering major and GU’s centreback, fought three mascots after a game. A dolphin mascot, a shark mascot, and the clown mascot of the university. It turned out that James slept with the girlfriend of one of the men inside the mascots. The three mascots came out of nowhere and charged at him like hot-headed bulls. James tried his best to fight them. He was already a little drunk. The whole team was there. We couldn’t stand because of how hard we were laughing, but we eventually helped him. The entire soccer team against three mascots under the moonlight. We had all the advantages, but all of us were drunk out of our minds after a recent victory. We lost the Great Mascot War. 
 
    We also talked about Penelope Monjeaue, a French biology major that Cain dated for a while. She was hot. As hot as Ashley. Penelope was also very extroverted. She was always the life of every party. Her father was a politician, and her mother was an actress. We remembered when Penelope and her parents visited our soccer practice to finally meet the tall, handsome, black computer science major their pretty daughter was dating. The whole team watched on the sidelines as Cain grunted one-syllable answers to every question Penelope’s parents asked. Conversation was not his thing. We tried to keep ourselves from laughing as we watched Cain’s face turn redder and redder. We thought it was over for him. But Penelope’s parents liked Cain and called him “son” when the meeting was over.  
 
    “Penelope’s back in France now,” Cain said. “She works for her dad.” 
 
    “And also doing some commercial modeling,” Ashley added proudly. She and Penelope were close. They still call each other from time to time. 
 
    “She’s got the looks for it. Yeah,” Marcus said thoughtfully. 
 
    “You did some modeling too, right, Ashley?” Cain asked my wife. 
 
    “Oh. Just for a short while, Cain,” she answered sweetly and then looked at me. “Before we got married, I was into print-ads.” 
 
    “She modeled some swimsuits for Stellar Outdoor,” I said proudly. 
 
    “I know,” Marcus said, grinning. “I used to jerk off at those pictures of yours, Ash.” 
 
    There was silence at our table after that statement from Marcus. We could hear the sound of indie music in the background and the customers talking to each other. We could hear the sound of the passing cars outside the restaurant and the sound of rainfall. 
 
    “Yeah,” Marcus said again. “Your bikini pictures are jerk-off materials, Ash.” 
 
    Marcus leaned on his chair. He was smiling and very relaxed. Ashley held my hand under the table. She couldn’t look anyone in the eyes. Marcus was staring at her face and perfect breasts. Her dress highlighted her cleavage. My wife looked at the table.  
 
    But Cain was looking at me. He was waiting for my reaction. Nobody was talking.  
 
    If I told Marcus to fuck-off and apologize, then that would confirm to Cain that everything Marcus told him about me sharing Ashley with him was untrue. That would be the manly thing to do. That is what a husband would do.  
 
    If I laughed and took what Marcus said as a joke, then that would be fine too. Cain would simply see that Marcus is a close friend, and we are comfortable with these types of conversations, but nothing more.  
 
    Ashley also looked at me, waiting on what I would say next. My reaction would decide how this evening would go. Should I show anger and offense, or should I take what Marcus said as a joke? Any of those would be fine.  
 
    But instead, I looked down at my cup and said, “Uhh. This is good coffee.” 
 
    Marcus grinned like a cat and then started undressing my wife with his eyes. I could hear the gears turning in his head. Ashley held my hand tighter. She was blushing deeply now. I saw Marcus’ body shifting towards my wife. Is he doing something under the table? Here? 
 
    Cain Moreland simply nodded at me. He finally understood. Marcus was not lying to him, and he finally realized that this would be an interesting evening. He looked at my wife with that eternally intense eyes of his. His face was expressionless and hungry. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    There was no more talk about the good college memories after that. No one ordered another cup of coffee. I looked at the clock on the wall of the diner. It was still early for dinner. Cain was tapping his fingers on the table. 
 
    “I’ve always liked you, Ashley,” Cain said out of nowhere. “You’re smart and pretty and hot. A good woman overall.” 
 
    “Ummm. Thank you, Cain,” Ashley said softly.  
 
    “Right,” Marcus said, slapping the table. “Should we go somewhere?” 
 
    “It’s a little early for dinner,” I said. “Do you want to find a different place to hang out?” 
 
    I sucked my breath in. This was the point where Marcus would suggest that we take Ashley somewhere nice and quiet. Maybe at his hotel, or maybe he wanted to go back to Garnett and find another empty building. 
 
    “I want to watch a movie,” Marcus said, surprising everyone. Maybe he didn’t have anything planned after all.  
 
    “A movie?” Ashley asked him. Cain shrugged. He isn’t a movies type of guy. 
 
    “Yes, Ash. Remember when we were still students? Phil and you and me and Katy Holt, we used to go on double dates. We’d watch a game or a concert or go to a movie theater and watch the latest releases. 
 
    “Hmmm. Yes, I remember, Marc,” Ashley said, smiling. “Phil and I really enjoyed those double dates. Katy loved going on amusement rides.” 
 
    “You do, too, Ash.” 
 
    “Well, yes,” Ashley beamed.  
 
    “So, where do we want to go?” I said. “There’s StarMax, the Harold Blue Movie House, MSC, Cinema Alley,” I suggested, listing all the nearby movie houses from our location. 
 
    “Cinema Alley has the best popcorn,” my wife said. 
 
    “Cain?” Marcus asked. Cain just shrugged. He would go for whatever we decided. 
 
    “I’m thinking RedFox House,” Marcus said. 
 
    “Uhh. I’m not sure, Marc. That place is a little shady,” I said. Ten years ago, RedFox House was one of the best moviehouses in Vridpool City. It was part of RedMart Mall. The proliferation of online shopping killed the mall slowly—shops inside closed down. The owners didn’t focus much on maintenance. Only a few stores remained in the mall, the food court, and RedFox Movie House. Unemployed people hung around there. Couples that couldn’t afford a hotel. Kids running around with their skateboards.  
 
    If a movie was released worldwide today, RedFox House would play that movie only after two months. They were not in a hurry. I didn’t know what their business plan was. They play fantastic indie films, though, and their tickets and popcorn are pretty cheap. Generally, the mall remained a safe place. But, it isn’t the first place people think about when selecting a place to watch a movie. 
 
    “What do you think, Ash?” Marcus and Cain turned to my wife. 
 
    “Ummm. I’m not sure,” Ashley said while looking at me. “But I think it’s fine. Babe?” 
 
    “Ummm. Well. I mean. Sure. Why not?” I said, changing my mind immediately. If there were any trouble, Ashley had three big men to protect her.  
 
    “Good man. Let’s go,” Marcus said, and we all stood up. Cain stared at my wife’s spectacular legs. The male customers watched the soft bounce of her tits as we walked towards the exit. Ashley looked forward and tucked her hair behind her ear. She looked like a supermodel or an actress.  
 
    “Fuck, I’m hard,” Marcus muttered. He thought we didn’t hear him. 
 
    Cain and Marcus brought their vehicles. Cain rode a dark blue pick-up truck, and Marcus drove a rented sedan. Ashley and I followed them in our car.  
 
    “Babe? Is this fine? Are you comfortable?” I asked Ashley as we turned left on Blossom Avenue. 
 
    “Hmmm? Oh. Yes, babe. It has been so long since we watched something in a movie theater together,” my wife answered. 
 
    That wasn’t what I was asking, but I just let it go. I stared at her beautiful legs while in a red light. Her body-fit dress certainly highlighted her inviting curves. 
 
    “I like Cain,” Ashley said. 
 
    “Hmmm? Yeah. He’s a good man beneath all the grumpiness,” Ashley said, and then I imitated how Cain grunted. Ashley laughed cutely and playfully hit my arm. 
 
    Was it Cain, Ash? I thought. Was it Cain who was on the photo on your phone? Was he the guy with the wolf tattoo? 
 
    The parking lot was far from full. We parked our vehicles just a few feet away from the main entrance. I squeezed Ashley’s hand first before I turned off the engine of our car. The rain had stopped, and it was already dark.  
 
    The mall parking area was not entirely empty. This was still a functioning mall. There were several people with grocery bags. A short line of people on an ATM. The fast-food on the first floor was busy. Mall music was being played loudly by a speaker.  
 
    The movie house was on the third floor, and we rode the escalator to get there.  
 
    “Hey, Phil,” Marcus stood beside me. “Is it okay if I talk to Ashley here for a second? You know. Just the two of us. Something important.” 
 
    Ashley looked at me. I answered, “Ehh. Sure. Marc.” 
 
    So I went to the front of our little group with Cain while Ashley and Marcus discussed something on the back. I looked back at them while we were walking. Cain had his massive arm around Ashley’s waist while whispering something to her. They looked like a couple. Marcus towered over her. 
 
    “She’s even hotter now than in college,” Cain said to me. 
 
    “Yes. I think so, too,” I replied. 
 
    “My dick aches just by looking at her,” Cain said with a poker face. We stopped when we reached the ticket area. He was looking again at my wife with deep intensity.  
 
    I didn’t reply to what he said.  
 
    “She looks so hot in that dress she’s wearing. I want to rip that off her,” Cain said again.  
 
    The blue color of her off-shoulder minidress complimented the color of her beautiful eyes. She looks like a very fuckable goddess with her innocent-looking face, stunning legs, and full tits. She untied her ponytail earlier, and now she was wearing her luscious hair down that reached the middle of her back. Marcus gripped her beautiful hair last time as he pounded her squirting pussy. 
 
    I had a brief image of Ashley sandwiched between Marcus and Cain’s large bodies. I shook my head to kick that image. I was not ready to go there. 
 
    Ashley walked towards me and gave me a quick hug when she and Marcus were finished talking. I asked her if she was fine, and she simply smiled and nodded. She was flushed and turned on.  
 
    I bought the tickets for the four of us. The movie we selected was titled Goblin in the Woods. We had no idea what this movie was about. Marcus said he saw a trailer months ago about a group of friends fighting a robotic goblin inside a cabin. It was like a game, he said, and shrugged. 
 
    “A robotic goblin?” Cain asked Marcus. 
 
    “Well, that was what the trailer showed. There was a scene where they played soccer in the woods.” Marcus answered.  
 
    “What? Soccer in the woods?” I said. 
 
    “Hey, guys. No spoiler, please.” Ashley said. My wife seemed to be genuinely interested in the movie. It was clear that Marc and Cain had other interests. 
 
    Ashley and I walked ahead, and as we were walking towards the cinema entrance, three guys approached us. They looked to be in their early twenties. They had nose rings and motorcycle jackets. They grinned when they saw Ashley. One man rubbed his pants, and the other rubbed his palms like he saw a delicious dish.  
 
    “Hey, baby,” the oldest of the three guys said. He had a face tattoo. That probably helped him a lot regarding his employment prospects. “Leave your boyfriend there. The party is over here. With us.” 
 
    “Babe,” Ashley whispered in my ear with concern.  
 
    I planned just to ignore these guys, but they were standing in the doorway. I walked a step ahead of Ashley while still holding her hand. The three punks were smiling. I was about to say something to them when we heard Marcus’ voice from our backs. 
 
    “Fuck-off, punks,” Marcus said calmly. That made the three guys pause. The confidence on their face disappeared. Marcus overtook us and stared down at the three guys. They took a step back and hit Cain, who suddenly appeared behind them. He looked like a mountain. Cain looked down at the three men. He gritted his teeth. His eyes were telling them that if they didn’t leave immediately, he’d start breaking their bones and then proceed on chewing their souls. Marcus clicked his tongue, and the men finally lost their spirit and left with their heads down, muttering their apologies. This was not their day. 
 
    “Where do we sit?” I asked them when we entered the movie theater. I looked around first. The movie had not started yet. Four people were sitting in the front row. A guy was sleeping in the middle row. Another guy was playing with his phone. That was it. Including us, there were only ten people in this place. Well, the theater was showing a movie that was released two months ago. The viewers’ interest probably expired at this point. 
 
    “In the back row. Last seats. Up there,” Marcus said. I looked around again. Does this place have hidden cameras? I was not sure. The place was clean, which was surprising. There were no popcorns littered on the floor. There were no empty soda cups. The seats looked to be well-maintained as well.  
 
    “Let’s go here first,” Cain said when we reached the back seats. He was pointing at a door at the back of the cinema. That door probably leads to the projection room. 
 
    “Uhh. Why?” I asked. Ashley was silent. I looked at Marcus, and he just shrugged. He genuinely had no idea what Cain was talking about. 
 
    “What time is it?” Cain asked me. I knew that Cain had a phone in his pocket, so why didn’t he just pull that out and look at the time. I told him the time. It was nearly seven in the evening. We’d be watching the last show. This theater closes early. 
 
    “He’s up there. Let’s go.” Cain went towards the door and opened it, and we all entered. I had no idea what was happening. 
 
    We went up on a short flight of stairs. This place smelled like concrete and metal and cigarette and coffee, and it was a little hot. There was another door at the top of the stairs. The door had a sign saying, “No unauthorized person allowed.” This was the projection room. 
 
    “Cain, what are we doing here, man?” Marcus asked him. 
 
    “My uncle works here. Well, we are not really related. He’s my dad’s best friend. He taught me how to play soccer and to fish. I just call him uncle. He’s the cinema projector operator here. I just want to say hi.” Cain said. 
 
    “Oh,” Ashley said, “That’s, ummm, sweet.” 
 
    “All right. Sure, man,” I said. You could have told us that earlier. But I remembered that this was Cain Moreland, so I just let the thought go. Marcus just smiled at us. He squeezed Ashley’s butt when he thought that I was not looking.  
 
    Cain knocked at the door. At first, no one answered. Then, he knocked again, and then a voice said, “Who’s there?” Marcus and I looked at each other because the voice coming from inside was quite familiar. Ashley held my arm.  
 
    “It’s Cain, Uncle.”  
 
    We waited for a full minute before Cain’s uncle opened the door of the projection room.  
 
    Cain’s uncle, much to our surprise, is Tony Johnston. He’s the janitor and equipment custodian at the PE Building at Garnett University. We met him last week. He let Marcus borrow the key to the building’s equipment room, where he fucked my wife. 
 
    “Cain!” Tony hugged his nephew. He was visibly happy. “Why didn’t you call me? Should have told me earlier that you’re back in the city. Huh? Treat you to a few beers. You look taller.  
 
    “Well. The same. We’ll drink later, Uncle. We’re here to watch the movie. I just want to say hello. And also, these are my friends. You know them, right? Marcus…” 
 
    Tony grinned when he finally focused his attention on us. He grinned even wider when he saw Ashley. “Oh. I know them. Marcus the Machine. Relief Johnson. And, of course, Ashley. We met last week.” 
 
    “It’s Philip Thompson,” I corrected him. Again. We stepped inside the movie theater’s projection room. The room wasn’t very spacious. There was a computer. There was a laptop on a wooden table. There were notebooks and logbooks. The digital projector, the largest piece of equipment, was in the center of the room. There were steel boxes on the floor where the encrypted hard drives containing the movies were stored. There were two office chairs. Air-conditioning cooled the room, but not enough. A white mattress was rolled up nicely beside the wall. I looked at my wife in her sexy body-fit dress. I tried my best to ignore the mattress.  
 
    “Hey, Tony.” Marcus smiled at him. “So, you also work here?” 
 
    “As a sideline. During weekends and holidays. Like today. Don’t play smart with me, Marcus. You still owe me. Remember?” Tony said. Marcus just smiled and stared at the ceiling. 
 
    “And, Ashley. Come here. Give me a hug,” Tony said, spreading his arm. Ashley looked down at the floor for a second, then let go of my arm and hugged Tony. Tony put his large palms on the small of her back. I could see it moving slowly down towards my wife’s round butt. But then, he stopped. 
 
    “Movie will start soon. You guys should go back to your seats,” Tony said. “Oh. You can leave Ashley here. With me.” 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “I’m kidding. I’m kidding,” Tony laughed. He patted me hard on the shoulder. Cain said nothing, measuring the seriousness in his uncle’s eyes. Marcus smirked, and Ashley held my hand again. For ten seconds, no one moved. 
 
    But we eventually went back to the theater and on our seats.  
 
    However, Marcus talked to me before that. He asked me if it would be all right if Ashley sat between him and Cain. Ashley was already in her seat in the back row. Cain was sitting on her left side. He was whispering something to her. 
 
    “Umm. What?” I said. 
 
    “Come on, man,” Marcus said. He had an arm around my shoulders. My best buddy. “I mean, you’ve been with Ashley here all day.” 
 
    “Well, Marc. That’s because she’s my wife.” I said. The title screen appeared. The movie Goblin in the Woods was starting. 
 
    “Exactly, my friend. Exactly. But she’s also our friend. So what do you say? Let her sit between us. There’s really nothing about it—just a simple sitting arrangement. Huh? What do you think? Just for the duration of the movie?” 
 
    “Eh. I guess. Sure,” I said, finally giving up. I just wanted to sit. I was tired and confused, and horny. I felt like my legs had lost all their strength. 
 
    I noticed that my wife was a little surprised when Marcus started occupying the seat on her left side. She looked over at me. I just smiled at her while I sat beside Marcus. She was now in the middle of Marcus and Cain. We were on the last row, at the leftmost. I was on the last seat beside the aisle. 
 
    “This will be a good movie,” Marcus said.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    The movie Goblin in the Woods started. Characters, who were college students, were introduced one by one. They were planning to go to an abandoned cabin in the mountains. I believed that was where they would encounter the mechanical goblin, the main monster of the story. Ashley sitting between my two big black friends made me hot. That was the first thing on my mind. The second thing was my curiosity about seeing this mechanical goblin. What even is a goblin? Some kind of troll, maybe? Or an ogre? Why was the goblin in this movie a robot? Is this movie horror or science fiction? The movie had a slow start. The other six viewers sitting on our front ignored us. One guy was still sleeping. 
 
    “I’m hungry,” Cain said from Ashley’s right.  
 
    “Do you want some food, Ash?” I leaned forward to ask my wife. 
 
    “Not really, Phil,” She said to me sweetly. She leaned forward too. Marcus is big and wide. He looked like a wall between my wife and me. 
 
    “I’m hungry,” Marcus said. “Phil, man. Could you buy us some popcorns? Maybe a hotdog?” 
 
    I started to protest, but then I thought that would be petty. I was a little hungry too, and I was the one sitting near the aisle.  
 
    I stood up and went outside the theater and bought the ultra-expensive popcorns and hotdogs and drinks. They are always expensive in theaters. The three guys wearing motorcycle jackets were still there, hanging around and smoking cigarettes. They ignored me. Without Ashley by my side, they were not interested. Or maybe they were just totally spooked by Cain and Marcus. 
 
    I rushed back inside. I breathed deeply, calming myself while balancing the plastic cups and the food. I could imagine Marcus finally making his move on my wife. Putting his large arms around her. Rubbing her smooth legs. Cain would probably join too. Holding her chin, and sliding his tongue down her throat. I walked faster. 
 
    I sighed in relief when I saw nothing of that. They were looking at the screen and were focused on the movie when I returned to my seat. Ashley smiled at me when she saw me with the snacks. I passed them around. 
 
    “Did I miss anything?” I whispered to Marcus, even though there wasn’t much point in lowering my voice too much. The guy that was sleeping was snoring, and the guy that was playing with his phone earlier had already left.  
 
    “You missed the Goblin,” Marcus said. 
 
    “What? Really? No way.” 
 
    “Yes, babe. Sorry. You missed the Goblin.” Ashley said. 
 
    “They showed the Goblin for five seconds. Just a flash.” Cain said helpfully. “It was a robot.” 
 
    “Damn it,” I said. I noticed that Ashley tied her hair in a ponytail again. I didn’t say anything about it.  
 
    I sat back and continued watching the movie. The friends were on their way to the cabin now in the mountain riding the main guy’s four-wheel-drive SUV. The characters were looking into an old map. Since they were still students, they spent the next fifteen minutes arguing about capitalism, inequality, and the price of avocados. I relaxed further on my chair. The seats of this theater are soft, which was nice. I could feel sleep coming into me. This may turn into a long night, and I needed energy and enough stamina for that. 
 
    “Babe, are you all right?” Ashley asked me. “Would you like me to sit beside you?” 
 
    “Hmmm? Oh. I’m fine, babe. Just a little tired. No. no. Stay there.  Don’t worry. I think I’ll have a short nap. Man, could you please wake me up when they show the monster again?” I asked Marcus. 
 
    “Sure. Sure. Rest, man.” Marcus said while grinning. While slowly closing my eyes, I saw that he was putting his arms at the back of Ashley’s seat. I saw Cain start to say something to Ashley. His arms were moving too. I let tiredness and sleep take me.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    I slept for quite a long time, and when I woke up, the screen was already showing the end credits. The movie was over. I made a mental note to download this movie and watch it when we’re home. I really wanted to see that mechanical goblin. 
 
    “Hmmm,” Ashley moaned on my right, in between Cain and Marcus. Maybe it was better to close my eyes again. I was still looking straight, not moving my head at all, trying to regulate my breathing. My wife’s moan made me hard. 
 
    I turned my head in their direction eventually. The activities on the seats beside me made me even harder. 
 
    “Uhmmm,” Ashley moaned again. 
 
    “Uh. Guys,” I said.  
 
    Ashley and Marcus were French-kissing, torridly and hungrily. Their jaws were moving, sucking each other’s tongues. Cain had his big palm on my wife’s tits outside her blue dress, caressing them, fondling their roundness. Cain was licking her neck. Ashley moaned again. 
 
    I looked around. Aside from the guy who was sleeping and us, the theater was already empty. The four who were sitting on the front were gone. The scrolling of the end credits on the screen was finished. The theater lights were not yet turned on. I guessed Tony had something to do about that. He was probably watching us from that small window above, jerking off while watching my two black friends make out with my wife.  
 
    “Guys,” I said again. 
 
    Marcus turned to me. His left palm was on my wife’s thigh, just below the hem of her sexy dress. “Hey, man,” he said. “Sorry, we didn’t wake you up. You looked so tired sleeping over there. You can continue resting if you’re still not one hundred percent. Cain and Ashley and I won’t bother you. We will just.….” 
 
    “Perfect fucking tits,” Cain grunted. “I want to see them. Where are the buttons?” 
 
    Ashley bit her lip. Her nipples were already hard, and I knew that she was soaking wet at this point. “Ummm. There are no buttons, Cain,” Ashley said in that lovely and gentle voice of hers. “Just pull the lace. Yes. Right there. Ohhhh.” 
 
    “Your bra. Remove it,” Cain ordered. He was impatient. 
 
    “Oh. Wait. The clasp is at the front. Here. Let me pull it a second. Ohhhh.” Ashley said. 
 
    Cain was not into waiting. He grabbed Ashley’s bra and pulled it quickly, and threw it away several rows in front of us. Cain was not looking and almost hit the sleeping man. He was still snoring, probably drunk. Probably a homeless man. 
 
    Cain sucked and licked and sucked my wife’s yummy tits when they were finally out. He looked famished. When was the last time he slept with a woman? He started tugging at Ashley’s hard nipples with his teeth. 
 
    “Ohhh. Cain. Gently, please,” Ashley moaned again. She looked at me with burning desire. She looks so pretty while in a state of high arousal.  
 
    While Cain was feasting on her delicious breasts, Marcus kissed my wife again. He grabbed her ponytail with one hand. His other hand went inside the hem of Ashley’s beautiful dress and then pulled her panties down. Well, Marcus ripped her panties apart. That was the correct statement. I heard the tearing of the flimsy material.  
 
    “My god!” Ashley gasped when she felt Marcus slide two fat fingers inside her. Her back arched forward.  
 
    “Phil, your hot wife is fucking wet. Soaking fucking wet!” Marcus exclaimed.  
 
    “Is she?” Cain asked in garbled words while a nipple was in his mouth. 
 
    “Listen to this, man,” Marcus said proudly and then started fingering my wife. Marcus fucked her with his thick fingers, moving them in and out, then up and down, and then repeating. Non-stop. I could see the veins from Marcus’ hands and neck. The light coming from the white screen reflecting the light of the projector above gave us sufficient illumination. The sound of Marcus’ fingers ravaging my wife’s overheated and sopping pussy could be heard inside the theater. 
 
    “Oh my god!” Ashley cried in pleasure at her first orgasm. She shook violently. She almost fell off her seat, but Cain and Marcus held her in place.  
 
    “My turn,” Cain said. 
 
    “Sure, man,” Marcus said. He now went for her breasts while Cain slid his right hand quickly inside the short hem of her dress.  
 
    Ashley had not recovered yet from her first intense orgasm. She was still out of it and shaking when Cain slid his two long and thick fingers inside her quivering pussy. Her eyes opened when she felt them stretching her. I rubbed the front of my pants. My full attention was on them. 
 
    It was now Cain’s turn to finger her, and he did it enthusiastically. With a purpose. He watched Ashley’s face as she cried and moaned in pleasure. Her back arched every time he fingered her deep. She almost rose once from the seat, but the two men held her in position. She had no choice but to accept the neverending pleasure from Cain’s thick digits.  
 
    “Oh! Oh! I’m coming!” Ashley came again. Her seat was so wet. I guessed that she probably squirted. While she was still shaking from her second orgasm, Cain pulled his wet fingers out from her wet pussy and put them into her mouth. She sucked on them hungrily while looking at me with hazy eyes.  
 
    “Ash,” I muttered. 
 
    While she was sucking Cain’s fingers, Marcus fingered her again, and then after a minute, he put those same fingers in her mouth, which she also sucked. Then, it was Cain’s turn again. Ashley came two more times. Her legs were jelly when they were through fingering her. 
 
    “You’re fucking amazing, Ash. I want to fuck you again,” Marcus groaned. Ashley nodded. She was red in the face from several orgasms. 
 
    “Not here, Marcus,” Cain stood up. “Any time now, the security will come to do a sweep. Let’s go somewhere,” he suggested with his raspy and horny voice. 
 
    “Hotel?” I suggested.  
 
    “Too far from my hotel,” Marcus said. “I’m too horny to change location.” 
 
    Ashley turned around slowly and looked up without saying a single word. She was looking at the projector room. Then she turned in my direction and then stared at her hand for a second as if embarrassed. 
 
    “Let’s go to Tony’s room above,” Marcus said. He stood up and bent down and carried Ashley like she weighed nothing. Wait. I’m her husband. I should be the one taking her. Marcus carried my wife the way a husband does on the night of their wedding. 
 
    “Great idea. What do you think, Phil?” Cain asked me. 
 
    “Ehhh. I’m not really sure. Is your uncle still there?” I asked. “Is it okay if we bother him? Maybe Tony’s doing something there right now. Equipment maintenance or something?” 
 
    Cain just shrugged, the way he always does. Marcus had already entered the door and was already climbing the stairs on his way to the second floor, where the theater projector room is located. My wife on his arms. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    One thing I love about Ashley is that she is always happy to see me. Every time I pick her up from work, her beautiful eyes will widen when she sees me, and she will bounce and cutely run to me and hug me. If I go for groceries or have my oil change and then return to the house, she’ll do the same thing. Whatever she was doing at the time – reading, cleaning, cooking, working on her laptop – her eyes would always show pleasant surprise, like I am the best thing in the world that happened to her.  
 
    Right now, my gorgeous wife was kneeling on the mattress on the floor of the projector room. She was stroking two big black cocks. She was still fully dressed, with her luscious tits out. I was sitting on a swivel chair, watching them and stroking my dick. 
 
    The room’s door was open when we went up here earlier, but Tony was gone. He left the lights and the air conditioning on. We knew that Tony was still around because his bag was still here. Maybe the man just wanted to give the three of us solo time, like he did at the PE building. I stared at the corners of the wall when we entered, looking for security cameras. There were none, it seemed. 
 
    Ashley didn’t immediately give them a blowjob. She smiled at me when she saw me sitting there, and then she let go of the two big cocks in her hands. She went on all fours and crawled seductively to where I was seated while looking straight into my eyes. I heard Cain groan as he stared at her breathtaking ass. The two men were naked from the waist down. 
 
    Ashley blew me first, licked my balls, and sucked the full body of my cock. She did all this while looking deep into my eyes. Ashley’s mouth was warm, and she was so eager. She put both of her hands on my thighs and moved her head up and down. She sucked me with no rest, resisting her gag reflex, trying to vacuum all the warm cum from my balls. 
 
    I was on the edge, but Cain couldn’t wait any longer. He grabbed Ashley’s ponytail and made her crawl back to the mattress. Well, that was a little disrespectful, but I was too horny, so I didn’t say anything. While she was crawling, Ashley looked back at me. Her eyes looked like they were asking for permission. I nodded, and then she smiled and then licked her lips. 
 
    Cain’s dick is so big that Ashley couldn’t wrap her hand around it, but she did her best. When she tried to put his entire length in her mouth, a tear fell from her eye. Ashley gagged and pulled back and coughed repeatedly. This was the biggest dick she encountered. Probably. Cain just grunted as if disappointed, and Marcus shook his head and grinned.  
 
    But Ashley has always been committed. So, she tried again. She has always been competitive. She held Cain’s rock-hard cock. She opened her mouth and took it in. Ashley moved her head forward, one centimeter at a time, taking his full length. Tears fell from her eyes again, but she fought her gag reflex with the determination of a war goddess. Everyone in the room was truly impressed when her lips finally reached Cain’s pubic hair. At that moment, Cain Moreland fell in love with her, I think. 
 
    Cain was the first to fuck her mouth. He gripped Ashley’s hair as he gave her the most intense mouthfuck. Saliva was dripping to the floor. I stroked my cock as I watched the love of my life nearly gag and choke on Cain’s veiny black cock. She had a mini-orgasm while sucking. Her nipples were hard. She was not yet fully naked, and her sexy minidress was sticking to her body seductively. 
 
    “Fucking slut. Yes. Take all of that,” Cain groaned. Sweat was dripping on his face. The old air conditioning was not enough to adequately cool this room.  
 
    “She sucks like a slut, huh?” Marcus said, his waiting dick on his hand.  
 
    “She does, man. She does,” Cain grunted. 
 
    Marcus didn’t fuck Ashley’s mouth immediately as Cain did. He slapped her cheeks with his hard cock first. He held his long dick and smacked her cheeks again and again until they turned pink. Ashley loves that. She put her tongue out, and Marcus also slapped it several times. Traces of pre-cum were stuck on her cute face. She already had some experience deep-throating Marcus, so she managed better with him. 
 
    However, Marcus, the former captain of Garnett University’s soccer team, didn’t want to lose to Cain. Yes, he gave my wife a mouthfuck a week ago, but this time he decided to increase the intensity for the second round. He held my wife’s head and fucked her mouth like the world’s angriest jackhammer. Ashley supported herself by placing her hands on his thighs. Tears fell from her eyes freely now. The hair tie holding her cute ponytail broke, and her beautiful hair cascaded freely behind her back. My wife was gasping for air when Marcus decided that it was enough.  
 
    “Ohmygod!” Ashley came multiple times when Cain started eating her pussy like his favorite dessert. She was lying on the mattress with her legs open while Cain’s very long tongue danced inside her. She was still wearing the off-shoulder dress, but it was rucked up on her waist. Cain held her thighs wide open. She squirmed relentlessly as she gasped and moaned in pleasure, but Cain’s broad hands, the hands of a goalkeeper, held her steady. 
 
    While Ashley was lying on the mattress and getting eaten, Marcus decided to kneel near her head and give her a leisurely-paced mouthfuck. She came from the delicious double assault. Her moans were incoherent sounds because her mouth was full of dick.  
 
    My wife came again. And, while Ashley was shuddering from another heavenly orgasm, Cain moved on top of her. He spread her long legs wide. I held my breath. Ashley’s eyes widened when Cain entered her. He was filling her to the limit. Ashley bit her lip but didn’t make any move or gesture to slow Cain down.  
 
    Cain grinned as he sank to his balls. “You’re mine, Ash,” he grinned. Marcus gave me a thumbs up. Ashley looked in my direction with a dreamy look in her eyes. I realized that she came when Marcus finally fully entered her.  
 
    “Ashley,” Marcus said, staring into my wife’s soulful eyes. “We are going to fuck you all night.” 
 
    “Like a whore,” Cain said with a deep groan, tensing his muscles like a tiger before jumping on its prey. 
 
    Ashley looked at me again and then looked at Marcus and finally at Cain, who had his thick dick deep into her creaming pussy.  
 
    “Please,” Ashley said in a sweet and inviting voice.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Ashley likes astronomy. She reads books and watches online videos about the subject. Sometimes when the night was clear, we’d go outside and put wooden chairs in our front yard. We’d look at the sky, and she’d point the visible constellations for me. That’s Ursa Major, babe, Ashley would say. Or, that’s Cassiopeia, or that’s Pegasus. Most of the time, I simply look at her, stunned by her beauty and intelligence. That one looks like a horse or a hawk or a rabbit, I’d say. Ashley loves a good long kiss under the stars. 
 
    I watched as Cain and Marcus took turns with my wife. The three fucked like insatiable rabbits. They took off Ashley’s dress. Aside from her sexy black heels, wedding ring, and necklace, my wife was fully naked. She was huffing and groaning as she rode Marcus’ cock. He eagerly played with her bouncing tits as she bobbed on top of him. And, while Ashley was riding Marcus, Cain stood beside her and ordered her to suck his cock. Cain ran his fingers on her hair as she slobbered on his black dick.  
 
    “Oh yessss,” Ashley moaned in helpless lust when they took turns fucking her while she was bent over, face down, and ass up. Cain and Marcus plowed her with the unrelenting energy of bulls. I stroked faster. They slapped her inviting ass repeatedly until it turned pink. Ashley came again after one hard and loud ass-smack from Cain. Marcus pulled her hair. She was facing me but not really seeing me. She had that far-away look on her face.  
 
    “Fucking slut!” Cain groaned, her hand gripping my wife’s hair. 
 
    Cain came first. He spurted thick sperm in her mouth, and Ashley swallowed it all. She swallowed every drop, and she licked his balls when it was over. Cain then sat on the other office chair. He took a bottle of water from the fridge and drank it. Ashley licked her lips while looking at Cain, who was resting. His eyes were still on fire. He was not yet done. 
 
    “Phil,” Ashley said to me and motioned for me to come. She pointed at the mattress. “Come here, babe. Lie down,” she said softly. 
 
    I was rock hard when she sat on my dick. Her back arched as I filled her. She was sopping wet and deliciously hot.  
 
    “Ash,” I moaned. 
 
    “Thank you,” Ashley whispered to me. She didn’t move at first, letting my cock marinate inside her wetness. I fondled Ashley’s perky tits with my hand when she repeatedly bobbed on top of me, her hair swishing wildly. Ashley bit her lip as she rocked back and forth. Marcus replaced Cain’s position and stood beside us, and fucked Ashley’s mouth. 
 
    “Ash, you look so pretty with my big cock in your mouth,” Marcus said. He slapped her cheeks. This made my wife hotter. Marcus slapped her cheeks again, and I could feel her pussy tighten.  
 
    “Phil,” Marcus said to me with a smirk on his face. “You married a slut.” He slapped her again until Ashley’s cheeks turned pink. She moaned on his cock. She was deepthroating him, and tears were falling from her eyes. Her eyes moved to me, and she started pumping harder on my dick, her breasts bouncing wildly, slamming into me now.  
 
    “Fuck, I’m coming,” I said and gritted my teeth. My whole body tensed as I emptied my balls into my wife.  
 
    “I love you,” Ashley mouthed when she finally let my cock go. Marcus lifted his open palm in my direction. It took me a few seconds to realize he was waiting for a high five. I stood up on shaky knees and gave him a high five. 
 
    “Good man. Good work, Phil,” Marcus said. I went back to my swivel chair and sat down.  
 
    Ashley was still kneeling on the mattress with Marcus’ wet cock in her mouth. He was not fucking her mouth, though, just enjoying the blowjob that she was giving him. Ashley took her time worshipping the black veiny cock in front of her. She licked and sucked his balls. She made her tongue dance at the tip of his cock, tasting his precum.  
 
    “Yes. That’s right,” Marcus moaned while running his fingers through Ashley’s long hair. After a few minutes, Marcus lay on the mattress. 
 
    “Get on top of me, Ash,” he ordered my wife. 
 
    Ashley looked at me with hazy eyes as she held Marcus’ big angry dick and lined it in her waiting entrance. She was breathing through her mouth, and her legs were shaking a little as she moved on top of him. She already came multiple times. The three of us already fucked her. Cain and Marcus fucked her several times. She was still highly aroused, though, and we all could see that. I was breathing deeply, too, trying my best to recover. I saw Marcus motion something to Cain, and he nodded back. 
 
    “Hnnnghhh,” Ashley reeled as Marcus' dick filled her again, sinking deliciously into her and filling her up. 
 
    “Don’t move, baby. Stay there,” Marcus said. Ashley looked at me with wonder in her eyes. My heart almost stopped beating when I saw Cain moving. He was hard again. He recovered in a very short time. He stood behind Ashley with his dick in his hand. 
 
    “Marc,” Ashley said to her ex-boyfriend, whose dick was buried into her at the moment. She looked back at Cain. She bit her lip. The temperature in the projection room, it seemed, kept increasing, and all of us were drenched in sweat. 
 
    “Hey, guys, maybe….” I tried to say something. My dick was slowly getting back up.  
 
    “Let's ask her, Phil,” Cain said in a low voice. 
 
    We all looked at my wife. She was blushing. A drop of sweat from her chin fell to Marcus’ naked body below her. She sat straight, and we all noticed her hard nipples. She brushed her hair back with both hands, clearing her pretty face. She looked back at Cain, who was standing behind her. His thick cock was iron-hard. 
 
    “Cain,” she said slowly and in an alluring yet begging voice, “Fuck me, please?” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    It was nearly midnight when Cain and Marcus finished fucking my wife. The mall was closing by then. Actually, the mall was already closed, but Cain knew the night security, a friend of Tony’s, so he unlocked the door and let us exit. 
 
    Cain and Marcus fucked her at the same time inside that theater projector room. Ashley came immediately when Cain slid inside her. She came again when they started moving. She almost fainted once or twice, but she was able to handle both of them in the end. I came once more as I watched them while jerking off.  
 
    They carried Ashley, and three of them entered the small shower room, where they continued fucking. I followed them. They didn’t close the door. Cain turned on the shower, and the lewd sound of wet, furious sex filled the whole room. Ashley was lost. Her hair was messy and sticking to her body. Her appearance was disheveled.  
 
    “Coming!” Ashley cried as another intense orgasm took her. She gushed and spasmed and embraced Cain, who was now fucking her from the front. Marcus was now at her back, kissing and licking her neck. They carried her easily between them. Her shaking legs were off the ground. Her color was in direct contrast to their shiny black bodies. She looked so petite and vulnerable between Marcus and Cain’s massive figures. 
 
    When Cain took his shirt off, I noticed that he didn’t have any tattoos on his arms. He was not the guy in the photo. I sighed. I thought that I could get my answer tonight, but it still eluded me. I continued stroking.  
 
    I watched and listened as my two friends grunted and groaned like animals while pumping in and out of my beautiful wife. The space in the bathroom was limited, but they managed. 
 
    “Fucking hell. I’m coming,” Marcus gritted his teeth. 
 
    “Together?” Ashley pleaded to the two men. 
 
    “Fuck yes,” Cain said. 
 
    It was like fireworks exploded inside Ashley’s body when the three of them came at the same time. She shuddered uncontrollably. She bit Cain’s shoulder, and then she cried and whimpered and mewled while they came long and hard inside her.  
 
    “Ash,” I said, a little worried. She looked in my direction, panting and face-flushed. She smiled weakly at me. She mouthed, “I love you” again to me. 
 
    Cain and Marcus were catching their breaths, too. They were still carrying Ashley between them, their cocks still buried deep inside her pussy. Cain nodded at Marcus. It wasn’t over. I saw the eyes of the two men. I have seen this before. They looked like this when we were still in college playing soccer, and time was running out, and we needed a goal. The muscles on their arms and necks tensed.  
 
    “Uh, guys?” I said. 
 
    Ashley gasped when she felt them moving again. Her gasps turned to moans as they accelerated faster and faster. She didn’t stop them. Cain and Marcus held her body tighter as if they didn’t want to let her go.  
 
    This time, they fucked my wife with wild abandon. I stood near the door, stroking while watching my wife’s delirious reactions. 
 
    Ashley’s head tilted back when Marcus pulled her hair, snarling at her like a wild, horny animal. Cain was focused, baring his teeth, his eyes intense in concentration. His fingers were gripping her ass while supporting her that it left marks later. They fucked her with all their might. Pumping with full force. Ashley couldn’t do anything but moan and squirm and clench and spurt endless love juice on their thick, black cocks. 
 
    “Oh my god!” Ashley moaned loudly and cried like a slut when she reached her final orgasm of the night. Her body arched forward like she was trying to escape the onslaught. She was trembling. This orgasm seemed to be non-stop. She held Cain’s face and kissed him deeply.  
 
    “Goddamn!” Cain and Marcus cursed and groaned as they ejaculated into her. They emptied their balls into my wife’s pussy as their bodies shook.  
 
    When they were finally finished, they let Ashley down gently, and then Cain and Marcus took a short shower and left the bathroom.  
 
    “Your wife’s the best, man,” Marcus grinned at me while putting his shirt back on.  
 
    “Luckiest fucking guy,” Cain mumbled at me. I looked at his upper arm again just to make sure there really was no wolf tattoo in there. There was none. So, the man in the picture wasn’t Marcus, and it's not Cain Moreland either. The list got a little smaller.  
 
    Ashley was in the shower, washing her hair. She looked at me with her alluring eyes and motioned for me to come and join her. She had a dreamy and contented look on her face.  
 
    “Are you all right, babe?” I asked her as I began soaping her lovely tits. 
 
    “Hmmm?” she cooed. “What do you think?” 
 
    “I think you are amazing.” I kissed her lips. 
 
    “My legs are still shaking,” Ashley hugged me. “You are still hard,” she grinned. 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    “Hmmm. Let me see if I can do something about that,” my wife said sweetly.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    We said our goodbyes in the parking lot of the mall. There were still some people hanging around. The night was clear, and the full moon illuminated everything. We could hear music in the background. Some party or an event was happening somewhere. Fireworks lighted up the night sky every thirty seconds. 
 
    Ashley was standing beside me, and I had my arm around her sexy waist. Her hair was still a little damp. She was wearing her minidress, but she didn’t have any underwear on. Earlier, Cain threw her bra somewhere inside the theater, and Marcus ripped her panties apart. The chill air was making her nipples hard. Cain couldn’t keep his eyes off them. 
 
    “So. I guess this is it,” Marcus said. He was smiling, but there was a little sadness in his voice. “I’ll be going back to Arkport the day after tomorrow. Fuck. I'm going to fucking miss you guys.” 
 
    “We will miss you too, Marc,” Ashley said, and she hugged her ex-boyfriend. Marcus squeezed her tits one final time. 
 
    “Hey, thanks, Phil. For this. You are a good friend.” Marcus said to me. I smiled. He patted me on the shoulder and gave me a brotherly hug. 
 
    “Hey. Take care in Arkport, Marc,” I said. “We’ll hang again when you visit us here in Vridpool.” 
 
    Marcus stared at Ashley with light in his eyes. “Oh. You can be sure of that. I’m thinking of inviting James Jackson and Grady Davis next time. Maybe Crispo Tyers also. They would love to meet you again, Ash.” 
 
    Ashley blushed and then held me tighter.  
 
    “I want a titfuck.” Cain said in a deep voice. He was just standing there, not moving, his large arms crossed in front of his chest. 
 
    “Uh. What?” I asked. 
 
    Cain stared at Ashley’s blushing face. “I want to fuck Ashley’s tits. We haven't tried that yet. Those things can take my cock. They are big. I want to come on her tits.” 
 
    All of us looked at Ashley. She walked over to where Cain was standing, looked at his face, and then hugged him.  
 
    “How about,” Ashley said in her submissive yet seductive voice, “We save that for next time, Cain?” 
 
    Cain grunted but eventually nodded and then kissed my wife’s forehead tenderly. Cain also gave me a brotherly hug, which surprised me. For a second there, I thought he would break some of my ribs.  
 
    There were no words left to say after that. Ashley and Marcus had one long final French kiss. When they were finished, we finally entered our vehicles and drove away in separate directions.  
 
    “That was, well, one for the books,” I said to my wife while I was driving. I looked at her when she didn’t answer. She was sleeping comfortably in her seat. I smiled. I parked my car and then put a blanket over her. She smiled without opening her eyes.  
 
    I didn’t wake her up when we reached our house. I parked quietly in the garage and then carefully carried my wife to our bedroom. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    Ashley woke up before me the following morning and prepared a delicious breakfast-in-bed. We showered together and made love again. We spent that day resting. I downloaded Goblin in the Woods, and she gave me a blowjob while I was sitting on the sofa and watching. She also gave me a sensuous titfuck. I came on her tits at the same time the main characters defeated the mechanical goblin. It was a little underwhelming. The goblin, not the titfuck. Ashley’s titfuck was out of this world.  
 
    We spent the rest of the day making love and reading books, and napping. We went stargazing in our front yard. When the cloud covered the sky, we returned to our porch, and then I took out my guitar, and Ashley sang beautifully as I played the chords. 
 
    On Sunday morning, we went for a run in the park. It was a beautiful day. Families and couples, and friends were sitting on the grass. There were a lot of cyclists and joggers. Some were walking their pets. Others were playing frisbee.  
 
    Ashley and I finished four laps. She attracted a lot of male attention in her running outfit. She was wearing a body-fit white tank top, orange sports shorts which displayed her long supermodel legs, and black running shoes.  
 
    “Want ice cream, babe?” I asked her while we were resting under the shade of a Red Maple Tree when I saw her favorite ice cream truck parked beside a bookstore. 
 
    “Hmmm? Sure, babe.” Ashley said sweetly.  
 
    “All right. Wait here a sec.” I said and jogged towards the truck. There was a small line of customers in front of the ice cream truck, and I waited until it was my turn. I bought a chocolate chip for myself and a black peanut raspberry for Ashley, her favorite. 
 
    I slowed my walk when I saw that a man was talking to my wife. He was black, tall, and middle-aged, wearing a t-shirt and walking shorts. The man had big shoulders and a beer belly.  He had a German Shepherd on a leash. He was probably walking his pet when he saw my wife there, standing alone and waiting for me. Looking hot and delicious in her sexy running attire.  
 
    I walked a little slower. Ashley hadn't seen me yet. The ice creams were slowly melting in their cones, making droplets in my hands. I saw the man take his phone out of his pocket and start typing something. I hoped my wife was not giving her personal number to some stranger in the park. I was worried and a little excited too. Their bodies seemed so close together.  
 
    The man moved a little closer to her and whispered something in her ear. I saw her eyes widen a little, and then she bit her lip and looked at her hand clasped in front of her. The man whispered something again, and Ashley nodded. She brushed her hair behind one hear. Her face was a little flushed when the man left her. Her face lighted up when she looked in my direction and saw me with the ice creams. We sat on the bench, and I put one arm around her. 
 
    It was a beautiful morning.  
 
    END 
 
    

  

 
   
    Click to see the author’s other works at: 
 
    Duke Kent’s Author Page 
 
      
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg





