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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    I love watching my wife work in the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    It was a weekday morning, and we were both getting ready for work. I was sitting and reading some emails while Ashley was frying eggs for breakfast. She was already wearing her office uniform. I put down my device for a minute and watched her. 
 
    Ashley was wearing a white blouse and a black pencil skirt. Her office outfit always makes me hot. The short skirt displayed her long legs and the perfect shape of her butt. I leaned back on my chair and enjoyed the perfect view.  
 
    As I watched her, my phone buzzed, and I saw that I had received a message from our friend Marcus.  
 
    “Babe,” I said to my wife. “Marcus messaged me. He said it’s confirmed and that he will arrive this week.” 
 
    “Hmmm. Really?” Ashley said sweetly while putting the sunny side-ups on the plate. I noticed her pause for a quick moment when she heard Marcus’ name. 
 
    “Yeah. Let’s invite Marcus to dinner. I mean, it has been ages since we last saw each other. The last time the three of us were together was during our college graduation,” I suggested. 
 
    Ashley walked over to the table and put the plates down. My eyes were automatically drawn to her luscious tits. She was wearing a white apron. “Hmmm, well, sure, babe. That’s a good idea.”  
 
    She’s so perfect, I thought. How did I get so fortunate? Ashley and I met in college. I pursued her relentlessly until she finally accepted me as her boyfriend. Our relationship continued until we graduated and started working. And now, I am married to a goddess.  
 
    She sat down beside me, and we ate together. I was subtly observing her. She was a little silent, probably processing the news that Marcus was coming to town. After we finished, she took the plates to put them in the sink. I started to stand up to help her, but Ashley sweetly said that it was fine and that it would be my turn tomorrow morning. She kissed me quickly on my lips. 
 
    My eyes again followed her perfect butt and then down on her long legs. We fucked for nearly three hours last night, but I just couldn’t get enough of her. I put my phone on the table, stood up from the wooden chair, and walked towards Ashley.  
 
    I brushed her hair from behind and softly kissed the back of her neck. She giggled when I did that. 
 
    “Hmmm. I love when you do that. Do that again, please,” Ashley said. 
 
    We were still standing. I was hard, and I was pressing the front of my pants to Ashley’s butt, making her feel me. She bit her lip. 
 
    I kissed the back of her neck again, and she moaned a little. Ashley is the kind of woman who gets easily turned on. I rubbed the front of her thighs using my hand. Her legs are so smooth. I slowly moved my hands up to her waist, and finally, I cupped her full, round tits. They are so perfect. Then, I whispered in her ear. 
 
    “Are you excited to meet Marcus again?” I said to her. We were both still standing. Ashley’s hand was holding the kitchen towel. We were both facing the sink. I could hear her deep and slow breathing. She turned off the faucet. 
 
    “Hmm? Why are you asking me that?” Ashley asked me. I couldn’t see her face, but I knew she was blushing.  
 
    “Nothing really. I mean, you two had history.” 
 
    The thing here is that Marcus and Ashley dated each other during college. That happened before she became my girlfriend. They only dated for a few months, but still. 
 
    She was wearing a thin, sexy bra. My palm could feel her nipples getting hard inside her blouse. 
 
    “Umm, that was years ago, Phil,” she answered softly. 
 
    I closed my eyes for a moment. I was imagining what happened just four years ago when Marcus and Ashley were still dating. My wife is a tall and long-legged woman, but Marcus Robinson dwarfs her. I squeezed my wife’s tits a little harder this time. I breathed deeply. I imagined my wife riding Marcus’ long dick while they were inside his apartment. 
 
    Ashley has always been beautiful. Outside, she looks all sweet and prim and proper. In college, Ashley liked wearing baggy shirts and jeans and large reading glasses. She looked like a nerd, but she could never hide her spectacular figure and beauty even with all that. Gary Martinez, one of my best friends at Garnett University, had the hots for her. Every time Ashley passed us by in the library, Gary would always comment about the shape of her full tits and her round ass. Gary fantasized about coming into her beautiful face.  
 
    It was Marcus who introduced me to Ashley. Gary Martinez and I qualified for the soccer team, where Marcus was also a member. The GNU Kickers did not win any major championships during our time there, but we were always one of the top teams. It was Marcus who carried the team. The whole team just rode on his back.  
 
    But eventually, Ashley and Marcus broke up. Ashley told me that he discovered Marcus in his apartment fucking her best friend, Katy Holt. Katy was bent over while Marcus plowed her. When Marcus saw Ashley standing at the door, he didn’t stop fucking Katy. Marcus didn’t even slow down. Instead, he just wiped the sweat on his face, grinned at her, and invited her to join them. My wife said no and, heartbroken, walked out of there.  
 
    That day, I found her sobbing on one corner of the library. I gave her a tissue for her tears and put my arm around her. She became my girlfriend a week after that. She eventually forgave Marcus, and the four of us became friends – Ashley, Me, Katy Holt, and Marcus. We went on trips to the beach, watched movies together, visited coffee shops in the afternoon.  
 
    After we graduated, Marcus transferred to Arkport, where he now works for a company that specializes in creating stabilizing software for jets and planes, and rockets. He became a rocket scientist. I became an engineer for a solar energy company, and Ashley started working as a book editor. 
 
    Ashley faced me and put her hands around my neck, and then we kissed. Her lips are so soft. Our hungry tongues danced around each other. She loves French-kissing. Was it Marcus who taught her how? 
 
    She looked at the time from the clock on the wall. “Hmm. We’re a little early.” 
 
    “Yeah. We have fifteen minutes to spare, babe. So?” 
 
    “Sit down, babe,” Ashley said gently. I sat down on one of the chairs near the dining table. I knew what she was planning. “You are already hard.” 
 
    “Thinking about you.” 
 
    “Hmmm.” 
 
    Ashley took out my already hard cock and stroked it with her hand, slowly at first. She looked at my eyes while she was doing that. Ashley was moaning, and her mouth was slightly open as her warm hand moved up and down on my shaft. I knew that she was already wet.  
 
    Ashley looked at my face and gave me another sweet smile. “This is going to mess up my lipstick….” 
 
    She started licking the head of my cock while she kept stroking it, making me even harder. Ashley was breathing fast. She started licking my balls and then moved on to the base of my cock and then moved on higher. My wife was doing it with a bit of tease, leaving trails of saliva. I ran my fingers in her soft hair when she began thoroughly sucking my dick. I opened my legs wider to make her even more comfortable. She put both of her hands on my legs, letting her mouth do all the delicious work.  
 
    Ashley started slow, but now she was eagerly sucking me off, slobbering me fully. Her lipstick became a mess, but she didn’t mind.  
 
    “Goddamn,” I panted. “I’m near, babe.” 
 
    She just continued what she was doing. Her warm mouth was sucking my dick like it was the best thing in the world. I gripped her hair tighter, and then I came in her mouth. Ashley hungrily swallowed it all. She looked up at me after that. Her eyes were shining, and her face was blushing. Then, she licked her lips slowly. She teased me by emphasizing the swirl of her tongue. 
 
    My mind went back to the past. Did Ashley also suck Marcus’ cock like that when they were inside his apartment in Archer Street? Did my wife give him a full-mouth, no hands, deepthroat slobber? Did Marcus come on her throat, and did she swallow it all? 
 
    “That was a lot,” Ashley grinned at me, her eyes sparkling. Her lips and chin were still wet. She stood up and walked to the bathroom while fixing her short, tight skirt. I leaned back on the chair and looked outside the window.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Ashley re-applied her lipstick in the bathroom for a few minutes. She came out looking fresh and beautiful. Ashley fixed her hair nicely. It was like she didn’t even give a blowjob. She opened the refrigerator and drank a cold bottle of water. She licked her lips after.  
 
    “Are you okay, babe?” Ashley asked me. “Do you want to maybe rest for a few minutes?” 
 
    “No. No. I’m fine. I’ll rest at the office.” I answered her and then squeezed her butt. She giggled cutely. 
 
    “Pervert,” she said, smiling. 
 
    We opened the door and went outside. Our neighbor, Rick Hooks, waved at us and said good morning, and we waved back. He watched my wife closely. Rick was always there every time Ashley left the house. Rick pretends he’s fixing his car outside every time my wife waters the plant. Our neighbor enjoys watching her in her shorts and cute tank top. He's always there when Ashley is sitting on our porch reading her favorite thriller or romance book.   
 
    Sometimes Rick will be there with his old buddy, Mario Duerr, and they will watch Ashley as she warms up for a run. I sometimes caught them with their phones out, subtly taking pictures of her. I just let it go. I’m used to guys like these leering at my beautiful wife. Ashley has no idea what they are doing. For her, they are pleasant and kind neighbors and not older men who want to ravage her. 
 
    Though she has her own car, Ashley usually rides with me. Sometimes, we fool around in the car on the way to our offices. She blew me once during traffic. A policeman saw us and gave us a thumbs-up. 
 
    It was not particularly busy at the office today. There was a short video meeting with some of the guys in Singapore. One of our pretty junior engineers, Andrea Wilson, asked me to approve the procurement of three batches of insulators. I stole a quick look at the front of her blue dress. She has fantastic tits. 
 
    I closed the office door when Andrea left. I opened my laptop and scrolled through Ashley’s social media photos.  
 
    The latest on her gallery was a group photo of Ashley and her workmates in a restaurant. This was an after-work event - a birthday party of one of the book publishers. My wife has beautiful colleagues. There’s Melanie Meier, who has one of the most attractive fuck-me eyes. Beside Ashley on the picture was Laura Bergmann, a former print-ad model. I’ve met her twice already in person, and she has one of the best asses I have ever seen. But even with all these gorgeous women, Ashley ranks above them all in terms of beauty and figure. She was wearing a tight black dress in this picture which showed the perfect curve of her body. The front displayed her full cleavage, and the dress also emphasized her narrow waist and her long, supermodel legs. If you show this picture to any man and then ask him who he would like to fuck first, my wife would be the answer. In a group of beautiful women, she’s a damn goddess.  
 
    The following picture from her social media was taken on a beach in Sudbury. In this picture, she was wearing a red one-piece swimsuit. She is smoking hot. The picture she posted was the one where she was looking at the sunset. Her back was on me. This picture showed her luscious curve and her round butt. Ashley is the better swimmer of us two. When she was swimming a little further from the shore, a young lifeguard rushed to her and tried to save her because he thought that she was drowning. But in reality, the man just wanted to see her up close or maybe squeeze her butt or tits a little in the most apparent display of horny-induced heroism. The lifeguard apologized to her with a red face. I fucked her hard that night in the hotel while she was wearing that one-piece red swimsuit. I came on her tits. 
 
    I scrolled down further and reached the picture gallery containing the ones taken in our last year in college. I stopped for a moment and looked outside the office. I relaxed and resumed looking at the photos. This was taken during a music festival in Garnett. Four of us were in this photo – Me and Ashley and Marcus, and Katy. This was a month after Marcus and Ashley broke up. They were on good terms already. The light was good, and there were a lot of students in the background standing and listening to the concert of a semi-famous pop group.  
 
    I had my arm around Ashley’s shoulder, and Katy Holt was embracing Marcus’ waist. We were all smiling. Ashley was wearing a simple white t-shirt and a short blue skirt. The skirt showed her spectacular legs. I looked at Marcus, black and tall – the soccer hero of the Garnett Kickers. I am a tall guy, and Ashley is only just a little bit shorter than me. When she is wearing heels, we'll be at the same height. But in this picture, Marcus still towered over us. This is the man who fucked my wife before me. I looked at Ashley again in the picture. Her hair was loose, and the heat of the mid-afternoon sun was making her blush a little. I looked at Marcus again. With his long arms and athletic legs, he probably lifted my wife quite easily, put her back against the wall in his apartment, and fucked her sweet pussy until her eyes rolled back in mind-breaking orgasm.  
 
    I know that they did several study sessions also in Ashley’s apartment. I could picture Ashley on all fours in her soft bed while Marcus’ thick palms were on her shoulders and pulling her back while digging his fat and long cock deep into her. I pictured Ashley biting her lip but taking it all. I heard some of my friends whisper then that she was madly in love with him. If that was true, then I am sure that Marcus took advantage of that. He had some reputation. If Ashley was deeply in love with him, then she would have done everything Marcus wanted.  
 
    All these thoughts from probable events of the past were making me hard. I looked at the picture again. Marcus had his long arms around Katy’s shoulders. Marcus has big hands. I saw him once palm a basketball and dunk it like it was the easiest thing. The basketball team also tried to recruit him, but he chose soccer. I imagined those hands pulling Ashley’s hair, making her look up, as he kept pounding her. I could picture his large hands squeezing my wife’s soft breasts, tugging at her nipples. I rubbed my cock outside my pants. 
 
    The last picture looked very innocent. This was also taken inside the university. In here, Ashley was wearing a red sweater and jeans. She was wearing glasses, and her hair was tied cutely in a bun. She was smiling. Behind her was a blossoming Japanese Cherry Tree with its deep pink flowers. Some students were walking behind. Ashley was embracing two thick books – Danielle Campbell’s Modern Guide to Story Structure and one other I couldn’t discern from this photo. This photo is special because this was the time when Ashley was still dating Marcus. After this photo was taken, did she go straight home, or did Marcus pick her up and take her to his apartment to have sex? In this picture, Ashley had a large backpack. Did she plan to have an overnight stay in Marcus’ place? Were they going out of town for a short weekend vacation full of fucking. I focused on my wife’s pretty face. She looks innocent and kind. I imagined Marcus gripping her hair to steady her while slapping her face with his cock. 
 
    God, what am I thinking? My imagination kept running wild ever since Marcus messaged me that he would be returning to Vridpool and that he would love to have some catching up with Ashley and me. Just like old times, Marcus said in his message. My phone rang while I was thinking about this and I took it out of my pocket. It was Marcus who was calling. I closed all my PC browsers, and I leaned back on my office chair and accepted his call. 
 
    “Hey, man!” Marcus’ voice came happily from the other line. “How are you? Good?” 
 
    “I’m good. How are you there in Arkport? I received your message earlier today. So, it’s confirmed?” 
 
    “Ah yes, man. I’ll be there by Friday morning. I’ll have a meeting first with some of our engine designers there, which will probably take the whole day. But after that, perhaps we can have dinner. You know, the three of us. You, Me, and Ashley. What do you think, Phil? Huh?” Marcus asked, but it didn’t sound like he was asking. He said it in a way like that statement was already carved in stone. He always has the confidence of a leader.  
 
    I paused for a moment. “Eh. Sure, man. We are also thinking about inviting you to dinner. But, yeah. That works. Friday night, then.” 
 
    “Oh. Nice. Nice. I really miss hanging out with you and Ashley, man.” 
 
    “Yeah. I know. I’ll tell Ashley that it will be Friday.” 
 
    “Oh. No need for that. I already told her. I called her before I called you.” 
 
    “Uh. You already called Ashley?” 
 
    “Ah. Yes, man. You know, we message and call each other from time to time. Very rarely. But I mean, we are old friends, right?” 
 
    “Eh. Yeah. I know. Old friends.” 
 
    “So Friday then. Please tell Ashley to wear a dress.” 
 
    “Uh. I’m sorry?” 
 
    “Yeah. A dress. Ah. Never mind, Phil. I’ll tell her myself.” 
 
    “Yeah. Yeah. Sure.” I said. 
 
    “Hey, man. My boss is here. So I’ll have to cut this call. Take care. See you, Friday.” 
 
    “Okay, man. Bye.” 
 
    “Yup.” Marcus hung the phone. 
 
    Well, that was a weird call, I thought. Why would Marcus request Ashley to wear a dress? Where did that idea come from? It should be Ashley’s choice what she is going to wear and not Marcus’. But, he made it sound very normal, like it is very common to tell your friend to ask his wife to wear a dress. I never requested Ashley to wear anything of my preference. She can wear whatever she likes and whatever she is comfortable with. But yes, a dress looks perfect on her, especially a short one. 
 
    Also, Marcus said that he was in constant communication with my wife through calls and messages. Ashley never told me anything about that. I remembered she mentioned something about having a short chat with Marcus months ago, but I just let it go and didn’t ask her more about it. I was not jealous or anything. What else did they talk about? Did they reminisce the times when they were together? I rubbed the bridge of my nose. I also rubbed the front of my pants. I have to stop myself from thinking about these things. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    I picked up Ashley at her office at around 6 pm. She was already in the lobby waiting for me. I parked near the front entrance and got out of the car. One pretty employee smiled at me as she was getting inside her red car. Ashley didn’t see me immediately. She was talking with two of her co-workers. It was a happy conversation. Melanie Meier was beside her. They looked like they were exchanging office gossip. Beside her also was Frank Grubbs. He was the head editor. A tall guy who looks like he workout every day. He’s already in his late fifties. I tilted my head when I saw them. The three seemed to be standing very close to each other. Frank Grubbs whispered something in Melanie Meier’s ear, and she said something softly to my wife, which made her blush. 
 
    I was already inside the building when Ashley saw me. Her face lighted when our eyes met, and she quickly walked towards me, and I reached for her hand. I kissed her lips. She squeezed my hand tighter. 
 
    “Ah,” Frank Grubbs said loudly from behind her. “To be young, good-looking, and newly married.” 
 
    “Hey, Frank,” I grinned at him. I shook his hand.  
 
    “Hey, Philip.” 
 
    “Just Phil. Hi Melanie,” I said. 
 
    “Hey, Phil. How are you?” 
 
    “Oh. Good. Just picking up my pretty wife here. Take her on a date,” I replied. I saw Ashley blush. 
 
    “Just when will the honeymoon stage end for you two?” 
 
    “Never, I guess,” 
 
    We said goodbye to them. Melanie would wait for her boyfriend to pick her up. Frank would go back to the office to finish proofreading a draft of a novel from sci-fi writer Raymond Chang. Ashley and I held hands as we walked over to the car. 
 
    I asked her how her day went as I drove. Our house was less than twenty kilometers from the Nightingale, and the traffic was light. Ashly suggested that we go to the mall first, and I agreed. It was still early. We went to the mall, and she bought some food and snacks. She also purchased some bathroom products and a new book. I bought three new pairs of socks. Aimlessly walking at the mall while my arm was around Ashley’s sexy waist is considered a mini-date for us.  
 
    “So…” Ashley began when we were back at the car. “Marcus texted me, and he said he will arrive on Friday this week.” 
 
    “Yeah. He called me too when I was in the office.” 
 
    “Hmm. Have you decided where we will go?” Ashley asked me gently.  
 
    “Oh. Not yet. I think we should just wing it when he arrives. Marcus is a spontaneous guy.” 
 
    “Yes, babe. He is,” my wife said while looking at the passenger window.  
 
    “So? How was your day? Anything new from the office? Have you met any bestselling author today?” 
 
    She smiled and looked at me. “Actually, yes. Roland Towne was in the office earlier. He dropped a new draft of his next book. He stayed for an hour.” 
 
    “Ah. Yes. I remember Roland. Wasn’t he the author who commented on how great your breasts are?” I grinned at her. 
 
    “Umm. Yeah. But not in those exact words.” 
 
    “I remember he used the words, “spectacular tits.” Am I correct?” I teased my wife. 
 
    “Hmmm. No comment, babe,” Ashley smirked at me cutely. 
 
    “He was not lying, though,” I said and reached out with my right hand and squeezed Ashley’s perfect tits. 
 
    “Hey. Hey. Please focus on the road, good sir, and not on my beautiful breasts, please.” 
 
    I concentrated on the road for a minute. It was rush hour. But I knew that the traffic would lighten up in ten minutes or so, and we could finally exit the central hub of Vridpool City. 
 
    “Hey, babe, look at that,” Ashley looked at where I was staring. The car beside us had a light-tinted window. The driver and his pretty passenger were kissing. Torridly, it seemed. The man had his hand on the woman’s hair. He was pulling her face closer to his. If they rolled their window down, I am pretty sure we would hear the sound of their long and very enthusiastic kiss.  
 
    “God, babe. They are really going at it.” Ashley gasped, but she watched them intently. The traffic was not moving yet. I put my right hand on her thigh and started rubbing it. I slide my hand inside the hem of her skirt. 
 
    “Have you done something like that with Marcus before, babe?” I said slowly. 
 
    Ashley looked at me curiously; then she looked at the road. She seemed a little shy. “Ummm. Yes, babe. We did something like that.” 
 
    “Making out in the car?” 
 
    “And, well, some other things, too.” 
 
    “Like what, babe?” 
 
    She hesitated for a second. “Umm. We also made love inside Marcus’ car, babe.” 
 
    “Oh. Nice.” 
 
    Why am I asking these questions? I am already pretty sure that Marcus fucked her before. But Ashley confirming it made me harder than simply by my imagination. 
 
    She looked at me and put her hand on mine, which was on her leg. “We had sex inside Marcus’ car many times, babe. But that was before I was your girlfriend.” 
 
    I looked at her and patted her head gently. Ashley likes that. “It’s alright, babe.” She giggled like a kitten. Did she notice that I was hard? 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    We fucked that night. I was full of energy, and Ashley was receptive. We were on fire. I kept imagining her with Marcus. He was not her first boyfriend. There was another one – a man named Henry Hurricane. Seriously, that was the man’s name. But I didn’t know anything about this guy. So, in my fantasy, it was always Marcus fucking my wife.  
 
    We made love in his car several times, Ashley said to me earlier. That was what I was picturing in my mind. It was hard for me to imagine the structure of that, though. Marcus’ car was small, and he was huge. They probably did it in the backseat. Marcus was lying on his back, his upper body curved forward and his knees elevated, while Ashley bounced on him. As I fucked my gorgeous wife, I imagined her beautiful face as she rode him, making that small car sway. I imagined her full tits bouncing, her lustrous hair swishing as she bounced on his thick and long cock, tiny beads of sweat in her forehead. Her bag and books were in the front seat. The car was probably parked behind the large economics building of GU. There is a lot of tree cover there, and at night, that particular area is invisible. 
 
    I sucked Ashley’s tits. I caressed their softness in my palm. I turned her over then I fucked her from behind. I closed my eyes again. Did Marcus curse Ashley while he was fucking her? Did he call her slut or whore or fucking bitch? I never used any of those words to my wife, but I could imagine Marcus doing that. Did she like it? 
 
    “Babe, harder. Yes! That’s so good, babe.” Ashley said to me. Her long legs were wrapped around my waist. I was on top of her and holding her head, pressing my body into her. I could feel her quick breaths in my neck.  
 
    “Fuck,” I muttered. The TV in our bedroom was open, but it was on mute. “Did, uh, did he fuck you like this,” I asked Ashley as I plowed her. I was already on the brink of coming. I didn’t mention any name, but she knew who I was talking about. She didn’t look at me. Ashley’s face was facing her right side, and her eyes were closed. Her arms that were wrapped around my neck slightly tightened. She moaned louder. 
 
    “Did he, babe? Your pussy is so good. Did he fuck you hard when you two were together?” 
 
    “Oh, babe. Faster, please! A-and please don’t ask me that….” Ashley begged me. Her eyes remained close. Her waist started arching forward, meeting my thrust. I could feel her pussy gushing.  
 
    I added force to my hips to dig further into her. We are going to break this bed, I thought. “Answer me, you, uh, you slut!”  
 
    Ashley moaned louder when I called her that. “Answer me! Did Marcus fuck you hard?” 
 
    She finally answered. “Yes. God. Yes, Phil. Marcus fucked me hard. In his car. Oh. In his apartment. Inside the PE building. Oh god. When we were dating, he fucked me oh so many times.” 
 
    I came hard. I emptied the warm content of my balls into her soaked pussy. Ashley came as I was coming into her. Her whole body trembled. I frenched-kiss her as that was happening. We laid beside each other on the bed after her orgasm. We were both panting. She put her arms around me and embraced me.  
 
    “That was sooooo good….” Ashley whispered. Her eyes were slightly open, and there was a smile on her lips. 
 
    I took her hand on mine and kissed it. She put her left leg on me.  
 
    “Did you really fuck in the PE building?” I asked her after three minutes.  
 
    “Hmmm. Yes, babe. A couple of times,” Ashley answered softly. This was the first time we talked about her previous sexual relationship with Marcus. I used to think there would be hesitation from her, but she was comfortably answering my questions. 
 
    “Where in the building exactly?” I asked her. 
 
    She hugged me closer. “Hmmm. Inside the gym equipment room.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Yes, babe. Marcus also played basketball from time to time with the varsities when they were practicing. He's friends with them. He would message me when he was there. If my classes were done, I would go to the gym and watch him. After the game, Marcus would go to the shower, and after, we would sneak into the gym equipment room and….” 
 
    “Hmmm. That’s hot, babe.” 
 
    “Yes, babe,” Ashley closed her eyes. “That was before we started dating. Mmmm. I’m sleepy.” 
 
    It was midnight when I woke up. I felt thirsty, so I drank the bottled water on the bedstand on Ashley’s side of the bed. My wife was still sleeping soundly. I looked at the table and noticed her phone beside some of her books. I looked at her again. Her phone probably had the conversations between her and Marcus if she had not deleted them yet. I know her phone password because she told me about it before. I also have fingerprint access on her phone. I swallowed and reached for the device and walked slowly into the bathroom, careful not to wake her up. My wife is a sound sleeper.  
 
    I silently closed the bathroom door and turned on the lights, and unlocked her phone. What am I doing? 
 
    There were several call logs from Marcus from the last two months. Some lasted for ten minutes, and others lasted for a little more than an hour. I checked the time, and learned that these calls happened during Ashley’s snack or lunch break at work. I leaned on the bathroom door. These didn’t mean anything. They were in a relationship, and they are still friends. It is just normal that they talk and get updates from each other from time to time.  
 
    I should just let this go. Return to the bed and put her phone back on the table. I checked the phone’s folder gallery. There was a music folder, documents, some screenshots, and work-related ones. Then, there is another work folder. I opened this one, and there is another folder inside it. This folder was password-protected. I tried her phone password, and it didn’t work. I sighed. Without knowing her password, it was impossible. I tried her birthday and our wedding date, and it said still said error. Then I typed “mmlapierre,” her favorite author’s name, and I smiled as her phone granted me access to her folder.  
 
    The folder contained a lot of pictures. Every one of the pictures is synced to the internet. There was a picture of Ashley with her sister. There were pictures from when we celebrated our anniversary the previous year in Saint Michael. There were a lot of images from our wedding. These are basically photos that Ashley treasures and don’t want to lose. I scrolled down. There were some when we got engaged, when she got hired for her first job, when we graduated college. I scrolled further down, and there were photos where we were both still students and dating. 
 
    Then I reached the pictures when she was still dating Marcus. One photo was taken on a beach in Sudbury. Ashley and I have visited this place a couple of times. I am familiar with the background. My cock reacted as I viewed the photo. Marcus’ muscular arms were around Ashley’s shoulders. He was topless. She was wearing a lemon-colored two-piece swimsuit. Ashley’s body has always been mouthwatering. Perfect curves, bikini-stretching tits, flawless legs. They were both smiling in this photo while looking at the camera. I wonder who took this. My cock was hard as I stared at the picture. This was the moment before she was mine. Marcus owned her. Marcus is a giant beside her. His dark skin is a direct contrast to her. There are several hotels in Sudbury. I’m sure they stayed in one of those. This picture was probably taken during summer vacation or weekends or holidays. Marcus and Ashley were both diligent students, and they would never miss school lessons for a quick getaway. 
 
    After enjoying the beach and basking in the summer sun, the two lovebirds would return to their room. I’m guessing that they took their sweet time with each other. I could imagine my pretty wife kneeling on the floor while Marcus rubbed his dick on her face. His pre-cum sticking on her cheeks. I started stroking my cock. Stop this, Phil. I could imagine her giving him a sweet and enthusiastic blowjob while she was still wearing that sexy bikini. I imagined Marcus blasting thick sperm on her innocent-looking face, painting her cheeks and eyes and nose and forehead. Showering her hair and her neck and her tits. 
 
    I scrolled down until I saw a picture that I will never forget. This was taken inside a hotel room. The image was a little dim. They were both standing, naked, beside each other. They were facing a large, full-length mirror. The photo was their reflection. It was Marcus who was holding the phone – a selfie with two people. The picture was cropped, but it was apparent this was Marcus and Ashley. The cropping was done so that if ever her files were hacked, they would still be unrecognizable. The reflection showed their side profile so that I couldn’t see my wife’s tits and pussy. On her left hand, she was holding Marcus’ hard cock. With their naked bodies pressed together, Marcus is a giant compared to her. I breathed deeply. I imagined Marcus lying on the bed with Ashley on top of him, slowly easing that long, thick cock inside her soaked pussy. I zoomed in on the grainy photo. Their bodies were shiny with sweat. Fuck, this is an after-sex photo. 
 
    I looked down at the lower part of the photo. The bedsheet was crumpled, pillows were on the floor—evidence of the aftermath of hard sex. Ashley’s light blue sundress was hanging on one of the hotel chairs. Marcus’ light green soccer uniform was on the floor. How many rounds did they do before taking this picture? And why did Ashley keep this? Should I be mad at her? My cock was already angry at her, that’s for sure. I was rock hard. I couldn’t blame her. I had a girlfriend before – Sandra Watson – who sent me a selfie with a full view of her magnificent tits. That picture is still in my drive. I never deleted it after all these years. So, I can understand her reasoning for keeping this picture. But, still. 
 
    The next photo made my heart stop. It was a picture of Ashley giving Marcus a blowjob, taken by him. But, like the image earlier, this was cropped to protect her identity, just in case a leak happened. I couldn’t see her eyes, but I’d recognize her anywhere. Lord, his cock was really stretching her lips. Her mouth was halfway from the base, but she was trying her best.  
 
    I scrolled down again, and there were still many photos but none in the same category as the previous two. The last set of pictures were wholesome ones. So, I went back to those two pictures. I sent them to my email address and deleted them in her sent items. I slowly opened the bathroom door, put her phone back on the bedstand, and then lay beside her. 
 
    I looked at Ashley, and she was still calmly sleeping. Not a worry in the world. I couldn’t sleep immediately. I am pretty sure there are other pictures like that. Probably many more, and they are all on Marcus’ phone. There’s no way Marcus would delete pictures of her. I looked again at those two pictures from my phone before I went to sleep. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    We met Marcus at Pancake Avenue. It is a mid-sized restaurant just outside Garnett University. It is more than forty kilometers from our house. We passed through the expressway, so we reached it in less than an hour. We suggested somewhere close to Marcus’ hotel, but he calmly countered that this place would be better. We had a few dinners here when we were still students. We have some good memories here. 
 
    It was nearly eight when we arrived. There were only two vacant parking spaces at the front of the restaurant, so we took one. There is a pretty garden outside the place with some knee-high flowering shrubs and some concrete seats. There were students with books talking to each other. Some employees of the university were also outside and smoking cigarettes. Some frat guys were talking about climate change and economics. The place was clean and well-lighted. Some soft jazz music was playing in the background. 
 
    The frat guys and the old professors suddenly stopped talking when Ashley got out of the car. Their eyes followed her. She looked at me, and I reached for her hand – my gorgeous date for the night.  
 
    Ashley was wearing a form-fitting, spaghetti-strapped black minidress. The dress showed her bare legs and highlighted her lush cleavage. Her elegant hair cascaded nicely up to the middle of her back. A man whistled while watching the sway of her tight and firm butt. I put my hand on her waist.  
 
    We saw Marcus talking with two young women, probably students, just outside the restaurant’s front door. The women were all smiles, charmed by the tall, muscular black guy in front of them. One of them gave him her phone, and he typed his digits on it. He was wearing a suit. The two women giggled at each other when he handed the phone back to them. Marcus grinned and waved when he saw us walking towards him. 
 
    I grinned back at him and offered him my hand to shake, but he embraced me like a long-lost friend. His happiness was genuine. “Hey, hey. Phil, man. Good to see you again.” 
 
    “Nice to see you, too, Marcus,” I said. I patted him on the back. “So how was your….” 
 
    I didn’t finish what I was going to say because he had already turned his attention to Ashley, who was smiling and blushing and standing beside me.  
 
    “Umm, hi, Marcus,” she said slowly, a little shy while looking at his eyes.  
 
    “Hey, Ashley. My fucking god, you are gorgeous,” Marcus said to her, grinning. He hugged her tightly, and she hugged him back. With their bodies pressed together, she looked tiny. I watched them as the seconds ticked. From her back, Marcus’ hands moved lower, now nearly touching her butt. I looked away and coughed. Two frat guys walked past beside us and subtly took a photo of my wife. 
 
    “I miss you,” Marcus said. “I know you sent me a lot of your gorgeous selfies, but nothing can match seeing you in person.” He put his hand on my shoulder without looking at me. “Married life suits you, Ashley. I didn’t think it was possible, but you look even more beautiful than before.” 
 
    I tilted my head and looked at my wife, but she wasn’t meeting my eyes. Selfies? She sent selfies to Marcus? When? 
 
    “Thank you, Marcus. You look good yourself,” Ashley said and put one hand on his solid arm.  
 
    I held my wife’s hand. “Let’s go inside. Dinner?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Marcus said. “I’m fucking starving.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    “So, how is it, being a rocket scientist in Arkport?” I asked Marcus while we were waiting for the food to arrive. Ashley was sitting beside me. Her hand was on my leg. Earlier, the pretty waitress flirted with Marcus as she was taking our order. It was evident in the way she smiled and made teasing eyes with him.  
 
    “Oh. Yeah. A lot of projects. But you know me. I love math and physics,” Marcus said. He graduated cum laude in college. I remembered the many times he was an insufferable asshole and a bastard, but he had always been brilliant. 
 
    “So, Marcus,” Ashley followed up my question. She smiled at him. “Will you be staying in Vridpool for good now?” 
 
    Marcus beamed at her. He spread his arms on the back of his long chair. “If that means that I’ll be able to see you more frequently, then sure.” 
 
    What the hell? Are they flirting with one another? In front of me. Her husband? 
 
    “Umm, be serious.”  
 
    “I’m not sure yet, Ashley. Wind Aerotech has two large departments here. So, there’s a possibility. Depends on my boss. But he’ll approve that if I ask him,” Marcus answered confidently. “But enough about me. How are you guys? Newly married and all?” 
 
    “Ah. Happy. Very,” I replied. I squeezed Ashley’s leg, and we looked at each other and smiled.  
 
    “Yes,” Ashley said. Everything is perfect.” 
 
    “Do you have a woman in Arkport, Marcus? Are you dating someone?” 
 
    “No. No one. I’m dating. But no, serious relationships. After my breakup with Katy, I decided to just go easy. For now.” 
 
    “Hmmm.” 
 
    “I’m sure there are a lot of gorgeous women in Arkport,” Ashley said.  
 
    “Oh yes, babe, lots,” Marcus said and grinned at her. Calling my wife babe now? “Pretty, sexy women, with bodies to die for. But it is hard to find someone as hot as you.”  
 
    Marcus looked at my wife with such seriousness and intensity, which made her squeeze her legs. She put her hands on her lap.  
 
    “Ehh. Bro…” I started to say. Maybe this flirting was beginning to get a little serious. Maybe I should tell him to cool it down—just a little. 
 
    “Yeah. I mean, look at your wife, man. It’s rare to find a woman as fuckable as her.” 
 
    I was going to say something about that when the food finally arrived. The conversation turned to normal while we were eating. The waitress gave Marcus a small piece of paper with her digits on it. Marcus put it in his pocket while I just grinned and shook my head. Some things truly never change. Ashley looked jealous. 
 
    While we were eating, we talked about our college days. A few months after settling in Arkport, Katy Holt broke up with Marcus. We didn’t ask him the reason for the breakup, but I already had an idea. Chances are Marcus was womanizing again.  
 
    “She’s living in Hongkong now. Engaged to a British businessman there, I think.” Marcus said in the middle of eating his rib-eye steak. His order was good for two people. It seemed like he was storing energy for heavy physical activity. I ordered pasta and chicken, and Ashley ordered a Mediterranean salad.  
 
    Marcus asked about Ashley’s job at Nightingale publishing, and she told him about her daily work.  
 
    “Basically, I’m staring at manuscripts all day,” Ashley said. “Proofreading, editing. From the outside, I guess, it looks boring, I guess. But I love it.” 
 
    “It sounds fantastic, Ash,” Marcus bit a large chunk of meat again. His eyes were focused on my wife’s cleavage. He was not hiding it.  
 
    “I miss the old team,” Marcus said when he finally finished eating. He ate enough for three people, and yet he finished before us. 
 
    “The Kickers?” I asked him.  
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Yeah. Those were great times.” 
 
    “Yeah, man. You know, I met Grady Davis and James Jackson at Arkport last month.” 
 
    “Really? I thought they went overseas. Working for some giant oil company.” 
 
    “They did,” Marcus said. “They are back now. They formed a company with Crispo Tyers. Remember him? They are now into crypto and stocks. Still small. They asked me to join them. You know, to capitalize on my math skills. I said I’d think about it.” 
 
    “Uh-uh.” 
 
    “Also,” Marcus leaned forward and stared at my wife. “They were asking about you, Ashley.” 
 
    “Oh,” Ashley said. She looked at her hands on her lap for a moment. She bit her lip. “Say hi to them for me, ummm, I guess.” 
 
    I looked at her reaction and then back to Marcus’ smirking face. There was something that I was missing here. Ashley knew Grady and Crispo and James, of course. They are Marcus’ friends. They probably hung out together when we were all students. But Ashley and I never talked about them. She rarely mentioned them aside from passing conversations. Were they close? But how close? It’s probably nothing. Ashley probably knew the girlfriends of the soccer team’s other members. 
 
    “Will do. I’ll tell the guys next time I meet them. They are also asking about you, Phil,” Marcus said, and I could tell he was not serious. 
 
    “Ehh. Sure,” I said. 
 
    Ashley stood up suddenly. “I need to freshen up, babe,” she said to me. I said okay, and then she walked towards the restaurant’s restroom. 
 
    Marcus tilted his body towards her and followed her perfect figure with hungry eyes. Not just him, though, but also most of the male customers. 
 
    “Very fuckable, indeed,” he said, licking his lips. “You are lucky, Phil, my man. You won. What I wouldn’t give to have Ashley on my dick again.” 
 
    I scratched my head. “Hey, Marc. Maybe we could dial it down a little. I mean, she’s already my wife and….” 
 
    “I fucked her here once. In this restaurant,” Marcus said. He winked at the waitress. 
 
    “I’m sorry. What?” 
 
    “Ah,” Marcus scratched his chin. “I remember now. I didn’t really fuck Ashley here. I think it was Kate who I fucked here. Here, on this same seat. I mean, you see that it is possible, right?” 
 
    I looked and nodded. The table and seats have wooden divisions for privacy. Japanese-designed. We selected the one on the back of the restaurant, beside the wall. There were hanging plants on top of us. If a customer wants to see the occupants of the next booth, he would have to stand up. The wooden dividers reach shoulder height. 
 
    “Yeah. I fucked Kate here. I had to cover her mouth because she’s a fucking loud moaner. That was a month before graduation.” 
 
    I sighed and imagined Kate Holt. I could feel my cock hardening. Like Ashley, her best friend is gorgeous and sexy. I pictured her slowly bouncing on Marcus’ dick. 
 
    “I didn’t fuck your wife here, though,” Marcus wiped his mouth with a tissue after drinking the cold water. Ashley was still in the restroom. 
 
    “Uh. Good to hear, man.” I didn’t know what the proper response to that was. What would you say to a man that said that he didn’t fuck your wife?  
 
    “I didn’t fuck her here. But, I fingered Ashley here, though,” He said seriously. 
 
    I almost spit the water. Some went to my nose. “What?” 
 
    He smirked at me. “Yeah, Phil. Your wife likes doing it in public places. Didn’t she tell you?” 
 
    I remembered the blowjob in my car and the quick spooning on the beach in Sudbury, but that was it. “Y-yeah, I know. I, ummm, know about it.” 
 
    “Yeah. That was my birthday. Ashley gave me a blowjob first. She was wearing a black skirt. I came on her mouth then I fingered her. She came twice. I also had to cover her mouth. Good times, right? I think you already knew her by that time. She was still my girlfriend, but I already introduced you to her.” 
 
    “I’m not sure what to do with that, uhhh, information,” I said. It was cool inside the restaurant, but I could feel my palms sweating. 
 
    “Don’t think too much about it, man. It was all in the past. But,” Marcus paused, “you know what. We could try that here. Now.” 
 
    “Try what?” 
 
    “Finger Ashley.” 
 
    “What? No? You want me to finger Ashley here?” I asked him.  
 
    “Huh? No, man. I’ll finger her. You can watch,” Marcus answered. 
 
    “I don’t think. I’m not sure. My wife….” 
 
    “Oh. She’ll be okay with it. Trust me. She loves things like that. But, you already know that. I mean, you are married to her. You support the things she wants.” 
 
    “Ehh. That goes without saying.” 
 
    “That goes without saying. Goddamn right!” 
 
    “But, man, I’m really not….” 
 
    “Hey, Phil, my man. Look. We can make this a memorable evening, or we can just eat and drink and then say goodbye to each other. Just another night. Nothing remarkable. Or we can make it special. Something wild,” Marcus said to me. “A night you and Ashley would never forget. Makes your relationship better. Break barriers, all those things. I don’t know. I’m not married.” 
 
    “Maybe. Maybe,” I remembered the picture on Ashley’s phone. Their selfie where she was holding his cock. The smile on her face. I shook my head. We didn’t have any alcohol, but I felt drunk. I leaned to my left and saw Ashley coming out of the restroom from the other side of the restaurant.  
 
    “She’s coming,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah. Yeah. So it’s game time? Don’t worry, man. Just sit there. Pretend nothing’s happening. Let me do all the work.” 
 
    “Pretend nothing is happening?” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    “What are you guys talking about?” Ashley asked, smiling when she reached our seat. “You look so serious.” 
 
    Marcus winked at me. “Hey, Ashley,” he said. “Would you mind sitting beside me? It’s been a long time, you know. Can I borrow you for a second from Philip here?” 
 
    Ashley looked at me, but I didn’t say anything. I just nodded and gave her a small smile. 
 
    There was doubt in her face. “Babe? Are you sure it’s okay?” Ashley asked me. 
 
    “It’s okay, Phil, buddy? Right?” Marcus asked me.  
 
    “Yeah. Yes. It’s fine. Please, babe. Go ahead. Marcus misses you. That’s all.” 
 
    Ashley bit her lip and nodded at me. An unknown conversation seemed to pass between us. She gently put her bag on the table and then tucked her hair behind one ear and slid on the seat beside her ex-boyfriend. Marcus put his left arm behind her seat but not around her shoulders. I was barely breathing, watching their every move. 
 
    We continued talking normally. Like it was the most common thing in the world for a wife to sit beside her ex-boyfriend and not her husband, who was also sitting across them. 
 
    Marcus told us the details of his current job at Wind Aerotech. His body was semi-facing Ashley, and Ashley’s body position was also towards him. Both of her hands were on her lap. She was listening intently to him. Marcus dominated the conversation, and we just listened. I kept saying, uh-uh. If Marcus emphasized something – a technical word or some interesting details – he would look at Ashley, and she would smile and nod. He impressed her. I was watching the movement of his left arm. 
 
    The drinks arrived after five minutes – light beers for Marcus and me and wine for Ashley. Marcus watched the movement of the pretty waitress, whose name is Bianca, based on the small, rectangular black tag in the upper left side of her uniform. Bianca was probably a student, and this was just a part-time job. She was the one who gave Marcus her numbers on a piece of paper. Nice, Marcus whispered while watching the curve of her back while she was putting the drinks on our table. 
 
    “Hey, honey,” Marcus said to Bianca. He was turning all the charms. “We’re all good here. Thanks. Could you give us some privacy for the next thirty minutes? My friends and I here are just going to do some private business talk. Will that be alright?” 
 
    Bianca looked at us. She finally noticed that the seating arrangement had changed. She saw us enter this restaurant earlier with me holding Ashley’s hand. Her initial impression was that she was my wife or possibly girlfriend. But now, she was sitting next to the handsome black guy. Their bodies were close together. She could feel the sexual tension between them. Ashley was looking at her wine.  
 
    Bianca smiled. “Sure. I will leave you to it then. Just signal me if you need something.” 
 
    “Thank you, honey,” Marcus said, but his attention was on my wife. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said to the waitress.  
 
    I watched her walk away, and when I turned to the couple across me, I noticed that Marcus’ left arm was not on the table anymore. I saw Ashley looking down. His hand was on her leg. I couldn’t see it from where I was sitting. I saw her gasp. 
 
    We could hear people talking and laughing and telling stories from the other seats that we couldn’t see. I couldn’t see Marcus’ hand from the movement of his arm, but I could see that it was on her thigh.  
 
    “Marc….” Ashley said. I put the bottle of beer on top of the table and relaxed on the chair. I adjusted the front of my pants. Ashley looked at me. She was biting her lip. Her eyes were inquiring about something. She already knew what was happening. The trajectory of this night suddenly ventured into something unexpected. Or was it? Was this unexpected, or was this already planned?  
 
    “Babe? Phil?” Ashley said softly. 
 
    “I-its alright.” 
 
    “Hey, man,” Marcus said with a slight but smug look on his face. “Alert me if somebody is coming. Maybe some other restaurant staff might come or whatever. I’m going to a higher gear with pretty Ashley here.” 
 
    “Ehh. Yeah. Sure. Sure. Marc. I’ll tell you when someone’s near.” 
 
    “Okay, Phil. Whatever, man,” Marcus moved his hand higher, and now I could tell it was inside the hem of Ashley’s sexy short dress. 
 
    “Damn. I miss this pussy,” Marcus breathed. He pulled down her tiny, black underwear and tossed it at me without looking. I looked at it and then quickly put it in my pocket.  
 
    “You are fucking soaked, Ash,” Marcus grinned, and my wife just nodded, embarrassed. “Here, put your left leg up on the seat. Yes. Yes. That’s right, baby. Let me play with your clit.” 
 
    “My god. Ohhhh,” Ashley moaned in sweet pleasure when Marcus finally slid not one but two fingers inside her waiting pussy. She was wetting the seat with her love juice. “I’m, oh god, I’m coming!” 
 
    Marcus looked at me and chuckled. “See that, Phil? I just slid two fingers, and now she’s coming. It’s not even a minute yet. I’m not even moving them.” 
 
    I nodded. Marcus’ fingers and arm were steady. It was my wife who was slightly moving her hips back and forth. She was fucking herself on her ex-boyfriend’s thick fingers! But slowly because any sudden movement would alert the customers sitting on the other side of the wooden division. 
 
    This was not the time for pretensions, so I leaned forward to see better what was happening. I was rock hard. Marcus had both fingers deep in her beautiful and wet pussy. She was slick with juices.  
 
    “Come here, babe, Marcus said, and with his long arm, he reached for the back of her neck and pulled my wife to him, and gave her a torrid kiss. Their eager tongues played with each other, breathing deeply. There was a deep sense of urgency in the way they kissed, like two destined lovers who missed each other. This was not merely fingering, as we discussed earlier. They were making out.  
 
    Marcus moved his fingers inside her cunt, like he was searching for a deeply-buried exquisite treasure. This made Ashley come again. The kiss broke, and she looked at me with hazy eyes as her second orgasm of the night took her. She writhed and twisted on his arms as her pussy clenched and squirted on his fingers.  
 
    “Mmmmm, so good,” Ashley muttered, looking down. She was still shaking. 
 
    Marcus continued fingering her. Now his thick and rough fingers were moving inside and out with a lewd rhythm. His thumb played expertly on her clit, slowly making her feel and savor it. 
 
    My god! My wife looked so sexy with her bare legs up on the seat and opened. Her alluring face concentrating on the intense pleasure she was feeling. Lustrous hair down on her back. Her heels making her slutty and elegant at the same time. She was breathing hard. Her cleavage going up and down with every deep breath.  
 
    “Oh. Oh. Marcus. Babe, I’m coming again. Hold me, please,” Ashley pleaded.  
 
    Her whole sexy body shook when she came. She embraced Marcus tightly. She bit his shoulder to prevent herself from crying aloud in intense pleasure. She rode the delicious orgasm with closed eyes. 
 
    She was still shaking slightly when she lay on her back on the seat. “Umm. L-let me rest for a minute, Marc. That was intense.” 
 
    I looked outside of the booth. The waiters and the staff were busy, and no one was coming to check on us. But, it was better to be extra careful. It would be hard to explain to them if they discovered our beautiful companion lying and panting on the seat with the hem of her dress rucked up on her waist. Or maybe the staff are already used to seeing such things. This restaurant is just outside the university. And, majority of the students are horny. 
 
    I stood up and started unbuckling my belt. The scene was just too hot. More than anything at this moment, I wanted to fuck her. Ashley turned her head and looked at me with inviting eyes. Her cheeks were blushing, the aftermath of three consecutive orgasms.  
 
    But, before I reached her, Marcus was already between her legs. His cock was out. His eyes were intently focused on my wife’s gorgeous pussy. He was lining his cock on her waiting entrance. What? No. Wait.  
 
    “Ah. Fuck. I couldn’t wait, man,” Marcus said to me, but he was not looking at me. He held Ashley’s leg, arranging her position in a way that would be comfortable for both of them.  
 
    Ashley looked at me again, perhaps waiting for me to do something. Her ex was going to fuck her in front of me. Marcus and I did not agree to this. We have not talked about it. Marcus was just going to finger her. He already did that.  
 
    But the moment for me to do something already passed. I sat back down and just leaned forward to watch them. I still had my cock in my hand. Ashley seemed to understand. She mouthed, I love you to me. Marcus saw that, and he just chuckled.  
 
    “You are mine tonight, Ash,” Marcus said. He licked his lips. My wife was his delicious dessert after the evening dinner. 
 
    My wife waited for him. Marcus rubbed the head of his cock on her wet entrance, circling her clit, wetting her more with his pre-cum. Ashley moaned and her back arched when he finally slid his huge cock inside her. He was long and thick, and he didn’t stop until he was buried to the hilt. Ashley bit her lower lip. She closed her eyes. She was in heaven. 
 
    “Marc…” 
 
    “Still so fucking tight,” Marcus gritted his teeth. “You’re so fucking hot, Ash. So fucking wet.” 
 
    I stroked my cock under the table as I watched them. 
 
    Marcus is a big guy, and the seat was not really designed for fucking, but they maximized it. Marcus started fucking my wife. His motions were quiet and smooth, ensuring that he was hitting her right spots.  
 
    “Oh. Oh. Mmmm. Fuck. Please. Marcus, don’t stop,” Ashley moaned, trying her best to keep her volume low. God, she was gushing.  
 
    Marcus pulled down the front of her dress, and her beautiful tits came out in full glorious view. Marcus licked his lips again and tugged at her hard nipples. He caressed her tits, squeezing their softness in his large palms.  
 
    “Yes. Yes. I love it so much when you play with my tits, Marc,” she said.  
 
    It seemed that the whole world had stopped. The restaurant noise faded in the background. A serious business discussion was happening in the booth beside us. The occupants were preparing for a work presentation. I could hear some people singing happy birthday in a booth near the restaurant’s entrance. There was a sound of some students drinking and laughing, enjoying their youth and freedom. In our booth, my wife was getting fucked. Marcus’ large hands were gripping Ashley’s hips. Veins were sticking out from his neck because he wanted to fuck her hard, but he needed to contain it. Ashley looked at me and reached out with her right hand, and I held it across the table with my left as I watched them. Under the table, I was furiously stroking. 
 
    They came together. Marcus’ muscles tightened, and he gritted his teeth as he emptied his balls on my wife’s pussy. He kept pumping his cock as he came.  
 
    “Oh, coming! Coming! Ahhh!” Ashley chanted in pleasure. This time, she couldn’t stop her moans, and it was apparent that some occupants of the other booths heard us. She shuddered violently as her pussy spurted on Marcus’ cock. She almost fell from her seat. I held her hands tighter to support her. I came under the table. One of the customers in the booth beside us stood up to check what was happening in ours. The man who looked immediately went back to his seat, but not before taking a few seconds to look at my wife lying there panting with her gorgeous tits out.  
 
    Bianca, the waitress, suddenly appeared to check our booth, and when she saw the position Marcus and Ashley were in, her eyes widened, and she covered her mouth with the menu. She quickly left us alone. 
 
    I put my cock back in my pants and then stood up and helped my wife, who was still recovering from her recent intense orgasm. Marcus sat down and emptied his beer bottle, and wiped his forehead.  
 
    “A-are you alright, babe?” I asked her while helping her get in the proper seating position. She kissed me quickly on the lips and arranged the hem of her dress. Her panty was still in my pocket, but I didn’t return it to her. She tied her disheveled hair. She still had that after-fuck glow which made her even sexier in my eyes.  
 
    “I-I’m fine, babe. You are so sweet.” 
 
    “I think we should get out of here, Marc,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah,” Marcus said. He stood up and fixed his suit. “Let’s move this party somewhere else, man.” 
 
    We took a moment to clean ourselves up. Marcus went to the counter to pay for the bill, and he left a generous tip to Bianca. I held my wife’s hand as we exited the restaurant. Some customers were looking and undressing her with their eyes. Some of the restaurant’s staff knew what happened in our booth. Perhaps Bianca told them. Ashley was embarrassed and walked looking down until we reached the exit. 
 
    “That was wild, huh?” Marcus exclaimed when we were finally outside. He was grinning. He inserted himself in the middle and put his arms around my wife and me. Just three best friends walking and enjoying this beautiful night. 
 
    “Y-yeah, man. It was,” I had to admit. I already came, but my cock was still hard. 
 
    “Ummm. Yeah, Marc,” Ashley said, finally looking up now that we were outside. “T-that was risky, though,” she smiled shyly. 
 
    “But you like it, baby,” Marcus said. “You came several times, you slut.” 
 
    My eyes widened at what he said. You slut? I was about to say something about it, but then I saw Ashley smile back at Marcus. She was not offended at all. His words turned her on even more. Marcus knows her buttons, and he is an expert in pushing them. 
 
    We stood next to my car. Marcus didn’t bring his. He left it at his hotel so he would ride with us.  
 
    “So guys, where are you bringing me next?” Ashley asked us with a seductive look in her eyes. She was standing a few feet away, giving us the chance to marvel at her stunning looks and figure. She flipped her hair. With her heels, she’s as tall as me. She looked like the world’s hottest supermodel. 
 
    “Ehh. We could go back to our house or maybe at Marcus’ hotel?” What am I saying?  As a husband, the sensible thing to do here was to say goodbye to Marcus at this point and take my wife home so we could rest and evaluate what happened tonight. Instead, I was making suggestions on how Marcus could continue fucking my wife. 
 
    Ashley looked at Marcus. She put her hand on her waist. She was waiting for what he was going to say. The decision was his. 
 
    Marcus scratched his chin and looked around. He grinned. From where we were standing, we could see the large concrete entrance of Garnett University. 
 
    “I have a better idea,” he said. “Let’s go inside.” 
 
    “Inside GU?” I asked him. I looked towards the university where the three of us graduated. There were still a lot of people there – students, staff, teachers, other workers. I looked at my watch. It was still early in the evening, but I knew that all the classes were already over. The classrooms and the laboratories would be empty. The people would be having dinners, or driving to their homes, or getting drunk in their apartments and dormitories. 
 
    “Yeah, man. What do you think? It’ll be fun.” 
 
    Ashley was standing beside me. She seemed to like the idea. But how would this work? 
 
    “There are no hotels inside GU, man. I mean, we could try the frat house. I’m sure many of them will still recognize you. You are a soccer hero. I know that Otto Fleischer is still there. He has not yet graduated,” I said. I went inside the car and started the engine. They both followed me. Ashley sat on the passenger seat beside me, and Marcus positioned himself on the back. I saw him squeeze my wife’s tits before we entered. Ashley kissed him quickly. They were getting more and more comfortable. 
 
    “Fuck Fleischer. He’s a wimp. Let's go to Everharts. The PE Building,” Marcus decided. I saw my wife smile.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    The Everhart Building, popularly known to everyone as the PE building, is named for Alexander Lee Everhart – an Olympic boxing champion who also became a billionaire. He was also a philanthropist, a pilot, and the world’s most prolific penguin breeder.  
 
    The building is just five hundred meters away from the front entrance of Garnett. We took the car. While I was driving, Marcus reached out and did a quick squeeze again of Ashley’s tits. Ashley simply slapped his hand away while looking amused. 
 
    We parked at the front of the PE building. It was not very large. There is a small pool outside and a basketball court and tennis court inside. There are rooms where theoretical classes are done. I noticed that some basketball players were already leaving when we arrived. Tall guys drenched with sweat. Some with their girlfriends.  
 
    Marcus got out of the car first, followed by Ashley. He stretched his arms. Some of the basketball players stared at my wife. One of them whistled at her while staring at her tits. Ashley looked at Marcus, trying her best to ignore them.  
 
    “Nice ass, sweetheart!” a player with a number ten jersey said. Marcus angled his body towards the player, and when the student saw Marcus approaching, he raised his harm as if to say, sorry, man. No harm done.  
 
    God, what are we doing here? I thought. Marcus already fucked Ashley back there at the restaurant. We could all just go home. I looked at the front of my pants. I was still turned on. All three of us were. I stared at my wife’s spectacular figure again. This dress truly highlighted her delectable curves. I walked over to her and hugged her waist, and then I brushed her hair from her back and kissed her shoulders. She smells so good. She put her hand on my neck.  
 
    “Lovely evening so far, babe?” 
 
    “Yes. Thank you, Phil,” Ashley answered pleasantly. She faced me, and we kissed. I groped her round butt. 
 
    “Lovebirds, let’s go inside,” Marcus said. She reached for Ashley’s arm, and he took her away from me. We were not yet finished kissing. Marcus gave me a thumbs-up and then put his arms around my wife. From a stranger’s perspective, it looked like I was the third wheel and Marcus was the husband.  
 
    Ashley looked back at me and mouthed I love you again. I smiled at her, giving her my permission for what was about to happen once we were inside the building. 
 
    There was no one inside the building but the janitor. We noticed that some of the lights were already off. He was mopping the floor. The janitor had the key. He is the custodian for this building – making sure every piece of equipment is safe and clean and secure and that every door and window is closed during the evening. 
 
    “So, what now, Marc?” I asked him.  
 
    “Come, follow me,” he said confidently as we walked towards the janitor. Ashley was wearing her blazer, and she removed it then put it on the top of her handbag, which she carried in her right hand. I was not sure why she did that. Maybe she wanted the janitor to have a view of her generous cleavage? Maybe all these fucking and driving and walking was making her hot? I looked at her tits again. 
 
    The janitor stopped mopping when he saw us approaching. My wife’s heels made loud clicks on the floor. I recognized the man. He was the custodian when we were still students. As part of the soccer team, Marcus and I spent much time inside this building together with the other players like Grady Davis and James Jackson, and the others. We used to do pre-warmup here before the actual warm-up on the main ground. 
 
    The man grinned when he saw my wife. He leered at her, watching Ashley’s movement – starting from her pretty face to the bounce of her cleavage and the alluring sway of her hips and her delicious legs. 
 
    “Hey, Tony,” Marcus greeted the janitor. 
 
    “Hey. Hey. If it isn’t the Marc the Machine. Marcus Robinson, how are you? Thought you graduated already,” Tony said, grinning back at him. I looked at Tony – a black guy in his late fifties with a thick and coarse beard and jet black hair. He was wearing a blue jacket and green rubber shoes. He looked the same as he was before we all left the university. He looked younger than his age, though. He looked fit, probably because one of his main jobs was to move and store all the heavy gym equipment when the day was over. 
 
    “I’m just in the neighborhood with some friends, and we decided to drop by,” Marcus said. He put his long arm around my wife. She just smiled at him and then looked at Tony. 
 
    “Really now?” Tony said and stared at my wife. “And Ashley, how are you? Still looking hot as ever, I see.” 
 
    “Hi, Tony,” she answered demurely. She clasped her hand in front of her and looked at the floor, then at Marcus, and then at me. Tony was undressing her with his lustful eyes. I was not too fond of the look of this man. Also, how did he know my wife’s name? 
 
    Tony turned his head at me, and it was as if he had read my mind. “These two were my regular visitors here when they were still students. They would wait until everyone left, and then they’d approach me to ask for the key to the storeroom. And then, well, they’d fuck like rabbits,” he said while grinning and shaking his head. He inspected my face. “I remember you. You were also on the soccer team together with Marcus here. Right? You’re Relief Johnson? Correct?” 
 
    “It’s Philip Thompson.” 
 
    “Yeah, man. Whatever,” Tony said and then turned his attention back to Marcus. He made a single step forward. He already dropped the mop. Tony was only an arm’s length away from Ashley. I didn’t particularly appreciate that he was too close to my wife. 
 
    “So, what are you really here for?” Tony crossed his arm. He was shorter than the three of us, but the muscles of his arms and shoulders are even bigger than Marcus. He looked like he ate barbells for breakfast. 
 
    “You know,” Marcus scratched the floor with his shoes. He took out fifty bucks from his pocket and put it on Tony’s front jacket pocket. “We really miss that storeroom. If it’s fine with you, we want to see it again one last time.” 
 
    “Uh-uh,” Tony stared again at my wife’s tits. I doubt if he even realized that she is my wife. “But you know, Marc. I’m still a little bitter about that championship game with Saint Michael. You were the captain of the team. I put five hundred bucks on the Kickers, and I lost all of it. So, yeah, I’m still a little bitter. This fifty bucks won’t cut it,” Tony said. 
 
    Marcus shrugged and spread his arm as if to say, what could I do? Tony didn’t say anything. He started ogling my wife again. He was very obvious about it. Ashley looked at me and then turned her attention to a soccer ball on the corner.  
 
    “Fine. Fine. Come here,” Marcus and Tony walked a few steps away from us and whispered to each other. Tony looked back at Ashley, looked at me, and then smiled and shook his head as if he heard an inside joke.  
 
    I stepped forward and held Ashley’s hand. “Are you alright, babe?” I asked her sincerely. I put my arm around her waist. “Just say the word, and I’ll take you home.” 
 
    She beamed at me and faced me, and also put both of her hands on my shoulder. “Hmmm. I’m alright. You’re so sweet. I’d love to go back to our house and make love with you at our bed, but since we’re already here….” Ashley said.  
 
    “I’m so turned on right now, babe,” I admitted to her. She didn’t say anything but held me closer and kissed my lips.  
 
    Marcus returned to us a minute later. He seemed very pleased with himself. He had the storeroom key in his fingers, playing with it.  
 
    “Hey, Marc? What did you two talk about? How did you make him agree? Did you promise Tony something?” I asked him. 
 
    “Uh-uh. Let’s go,” Marcus towered over my wife. “I’ll fuck you harder this time, Ash. Much, much harder,” he promised. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    “Fuck!” Marcus said when we were on the stairs going to the second floor where the storeroom was located. 
 
    “What is it, Marc?” Ashley asked him and put her palm on his arm. She seemed concerned. 
 
    “Oh. It’s no big deal. I think I left my phone in your car, Phil,” Marcus said and looked at me sheepishly. There was no seriousness on his face. “Man, could you be a brother and get it for me? Ashley and I will just wait for you at the storeroom. You know where it is, right?” 
 
    “Errr….sure. I guess.” 
 
    “Thanks, man!” Marcus said and gave me a pat on the back, then playfully slapped Ashley’s butt. “Hurry up, or you’ll miss the fun.” 
 
    “We’ll wait,” Ashley whispered to me. I held her hand, and then I hurried back to our car.  
 
    I quickly found Marcus’ phone. It was on the car’s floor at the back. I took it and put it in my pocket, and locked the car. Then, I rushed back to the PE building. I noticed that the small door at the front entrance was closed. What? No. No. No. Ashley is inside there with Marcus and Tony. I ran to the door. This was probably what Marcus promised Tony. Tony agreed to lock me out so that he could also have his turn with my wife. I charged at the door. I fell face-first on the building’s floor. I rubbed my forehead and looked at the open door. It wasn’t locked at all. I realized I was the one who absentmindedly closed it when I went out. I saw Tony standing up and holding his mop while laughing. I scratched my head and stood up; I felt a little off-balance. I tried to stand up again, and I made it. Tony was still laughing, howling with laughter. He gave me a thumbs up when he saw me running up the stairs. 
 
    When I opened the storeroom at the last door of the second-floor hallway, I saw nothing. I was sure that this was the equipment room. I’ve been here many times before. The light of the room was off. I went outside the room and stood in the hallway. There were three doors on each side. The back of my neck was sweating. Inside one of these doors, Marcus was alone with my wife. I opened the second door, and I found it empty again. I turned on the light of the room. They might be fucking in the dark. But no one was in this particular room. I moved to the next room and repeated the process, and it was empty again. Maybe I should shout, but I didn’t want to sound too desperate. I breathed deeply before I opened the last door, the one nearest to the stairs. I opened it with desperate force….and found it empty. What? 
 
    I ran down the stairs and almost slipped. Tony was sitting in a chair and smoking a cigarette.  
 
    “W-where are they?” I asked him while trying to catch my breath. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Marcus and my… Marcus and Ashley,” I said. 
 
    “I gave Marcus the key to the storeroom, so they are in the storeroom,” Tony said like it was the most obvious thing in the world. The ashes of his cigarette dropped to the newly-mopped floor.  
 
    “All the rooms above are empty.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Right. You didn’t know, of course. The management renovated this place after you guys graduated. Someone with common sense finally figured that putting all the heavy equipment on the second floor was stupid. I mean, I like carrying weights up the stairs. It was a good workout, but I didn’t want to do it every night. So they moved the storeroom to another.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “Ten bucks.” 
 
    “Here’s twenty.” 
 
    “Good man,” Tony pointed behind him. “Open that blue door, then once you are inside, enter the middle door on the left. All right. Better hurry. Marcus is not known for his patience.” 
 
    “Fuck.” 
 
    “Yep. That is probably what those two are doing right now.” 
 
    I ran as fast as I could to the storeroom. I stopped outside of the door to compose myself. I tried to steady my breath, then I turned the doorknob and entered. 
 
    Six pairs of fluorescent bulbs illuminated the place. There were several boxes with balls – basketballs, volleyballs, footballs, tennis, soccer. There were boxing gloves. There were barbells and dumbells., treadmills, stationary bikes. There were a lot of unopened boxes. I could detect the very faint smell of new paint. The windows were open, and a cool breeze was coming from outside. The room was not yet fully finished, it seemed. There were some unused wooden panels and planks stocked on the floor. 
 
    I completely stopped when I saw them. I wiped the sweat that was rolling down my chin. I walked a few steps towards them. Marcus was lying on his back on top of half a dozen layers of large pink exercise mats. He was already fully naked. And, on top of him was my wife. Ashley was bouncing eagerly on his dick. 
 
    “B-babe,” Ashley looked at me. There was an indication of slight guilt on her beautiful face, but she didn’t slow down on her riding. “S-sorry. I know we promised to wait for you but….” 
 
    “Yeah, It’s just….” 
 
    “Fucking hot pussy,” Marcus groaned. He put both of his large hands on my wife’s narrow waist, controlling her bouncing speed. My knees were feeling weak, so I slid and sat down on a plastic chair and watched them.  
 
    Ashley’s beautiful dress and bra were on the floor. Her bra was torn. It looked like Marcus ripped it off her.  
 
    Her sexy body was moving up and down like an ocean wave, not too fast and not too slow. She bit her lip and closed her eyes every time Marcus’ cock hit her deep. Marcus’ hands guided her body, fully savoring her. I was sitting less than five meters away from them, so I could see his cock glistening from my wife’s juices every time she went up. 
 
    “Play with your tits, babe,” Marcus ordered her. “Play with your tits while you’re riding my cock.” 
 
    “Hmmm. Yes, Marc.” 
 
    The sight of my beautiful wife caressing her amazing tits while riding deliciously made me harder than ever. I couldn’t say a word. I unbuckled my belt and took out my hard cock, and started stroking.  
 
    Ashley looked at me, smiled lovingly, and then resumed bouncing. Her palms were on Marcus’ stomach. There was perspiration on her neck and shoulders. They were getting faster and faster. 
 
    “Oh god!” 
 
    Marcus’ grip on her waist was tight, controlling her. His large hands were bouncing her up and down in almost dizzying speed, yet Ashley was not stopping him or telling him to slow down.  
 
    “Oh. Oh. Marc. Oh!” Her perfect breasts bounced wildly with each thrust. Marcus met her, making sure he was drilling deep, arching his lower body each time she came down. She was squirting, her earrings dancing, and her beautiful hair swishing with her movements. The sound of the lewd meeting of their bodies was loud, filling the entire room. I stroked faster while I watched my wife ride herself to an intense orgasm. 
 
    “Fuck. That was good,” Marcus grunted.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    She fell on his chest after she came, and then Marcus stood up and lifted her. She was still panting and unfocused. Marcus put her back against the wall and slid his long and thick dick inside of her still-soaked pussy. I saw Ashley’s eyes roll back when he slid it inside her. Her arms around his big shoulders.  
 
    He fucked her hard in that position, grunting as he pounded her pussy with force which just made Ashley moan louder in pleasure.  
 
    “Fucking bitch!” 
 
    Oh, Marc. Please,” she begged. I kept stroking my cock.  
 
    Marcus fucked her so hard that the wooden walls moved like an earthquake was happening. He kissed her as he was pounding her, deep and hungry, tongues dancing with each other. Marcus’ large arms had no problem supporting her. In that second, I felt that I was missing something important. But, I couldn’t pinpoint what it was exactly. 
 
    “Hey, man, look at this,” Marcus called me. He was grinning. 
 
    While still holding her thighs open, he moved her in my direction, and now she was facing me. Ashley was in the air, her long legs were open, and Marcus’ massive dick inside her. Her juices were dripping into Marcus’ balls. 
 
    She gasped when she understood what Marcus was doing. I leaned back on the chair. My breath was getting faster. Ashley looked at me. She was blushing intensely. She averted my gaze after a few seconds and looked down. Ashley was still wearing her high heels. 
 
    Marcus fucked her in that position for a long time. She was clenching and squirting. He didn’t slow down. He fucked her in a comfortable rhythm which he increased when he felt that Ashley was on the brink of coming. My wife came three times. 
 
    After she came, Marcus slid her down from his body slowly. She knelt on the floor facing Marcus. They were a meter away from me. 
 
    “B-babe,” I asked her. Are you all right?” 
 
    “Oh, she’s fine, Phil. She used to take more than that. In college, we could go until early morning. Me and….”  
 
    Marcus stopped what he was saying and grabbed Ashley’s head, and pulled her face toward his dick with a smirk on his face. 
 
    “Hmmmphhh…”  
 
    I saw Ashley’s cheeks bulge, and she almost choked when Marcus’ black cock reached her throat. A single tear fell down her eye. But Ashley had always been a woman of determination, so she powered through it. She fought her gag reflex until he got the entirety of Marcus’ length in her mouth. 
 
    Then, Marcus began fucking her mouth. He gripped her lustrous hair. It was hot – the vision of my pretty wife with her lips wrapped around her ex-boyfriend’s big black cock. He was the one controlling her, moving her head in his pleasure.  
 
    “You know, man,” Marcus began. “Ash here used to blow me every day when we were still dating. Had she told you that? No?”  
 
    “Uh. No, not really.” 
 
    Marcus leisurely continued fucking my wife’s mouth. “Hmmm. Yeah. I would just text her, and she would come to me and give me the best head. Right, Ash? After soccer practice, after my class, in my car, in my apartment, in the library. If I needed to blow my load, she would be there. Her pretty mouth was always available. And she loved every second of it. Just like now.” 
 
    “In the library?” 
 
    “Oh yeah. Several times. She’d blow me under the desk if there were few people. Sometimes, between the bookshelves. I think you saw us once, man.” 
 
    I remembered now. One time, I was on the library’s third floor studying for an exam, and then I saw Ashley and Marcus walk inside. He had his arm wrapped around her sexy waist. She was wearing a sweater and jeans and glasses. Her hair was tied in a bun. She saw me and smiled and waved at me, and I smiled back. Then, they went deep between the tall bookshelves. They came out after half an hour. They just passed me. Ashley didn’t look at me. She seemed a little embarrassed. She was not wearing her glasses, and her hair was not in a cute bun anymore. She was blushing.  
 
    “Ah,” Marcus said. He pulled out his wet cock from her mouth and slapped her cheeks with it multiple times. Ashley put out her tongue, and Marcus also slapped it. Then, when he was done, he continued fucking her mouth again. 
 
    “Also, Phil. Did you remember the day when she broke up with me?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I replied. My eyes were focused on my wife’s pretty face as she tried her best to pleasure Marcus’ dick. “I-I saw her in the library. She was crying silently. She said she found you having sex with her best friend Katy Holt in your apartment. I took her to a coffee shop and stayed with her and comforted her.” 
 
    “Ah yes. Yes,” Marcus grunted, staring at my wife’s innocent-looking eyes. “What she didn’t tell you was that after talking to you, she went back to my apartment, and we fucked. The three of us. It was a threesome. Me, pretty Ash here, and Katy Holt.” 
 
    I stared at my wife’s tits and stroked a little faster. Imagining both her and Katy Holt with Marcus. Blowing his cock. Taking their turns to ride him. Even when she was broken-hearted, she couldn’t resist Marcus.  
 
    “Right, Ash?” Marcus said. 
 
    Ashley’s eyes moved to me, and then she nodded shyly. The look on her face made me even harder. 
 
    “Okay,” Marcus was moving faster now and breathing deeper. He was fucking her throat. Tears were falling down my wife’s face, but she made no move to stop him or even slow him down. Marcus’ right hand gripped her hair, controlling her head movement. His other hand was on his waist. My wife put both of her palms on his thigh. 
 
    “Fucking hell! I’m gonna come, Ash. Gonna come on your face,” Marcus grunted. From the side of her tear-filled eyes, my wife looked at me, and I nodded. I was also on the brink. 
 
    “I’m fucking coming!” Marcus shouted. 
 
    For some reason, her wedding ring caught my attention. I remembered when I proposed to her. I saved six months of my salary so that I could take her to Paris and purchase that ring. I knelt down with the Eifell tower in the background. Ashley covered her mouth and cried when she saw the ring. When she said yes, I knew then at that moment that my life was complete. 
 
    “Fuck!” Thick gobs of Marcus’ sperm hit my wife directly on her face. She was able to close her eyes only a split second before it hit her. Marcus came long and hard. There was so much cum from him, and Ashley accepted them all. He showered her face, her cheeks, her lips, forehead. A lot went on her tits, and some thick ropes went on her hair. Many drops went to the floor. I noticed that Ashley was shaking. She was having a mini-orgasm while Marcus was blasting her. 
 
    “Fucking slut,” Marcus groaned when he was finally spent. 
 
    I stood up and aimed my cock at Ashley’s face. “Come on my tits, babe,” she said to me, soft and seductive. She held her magnificent tits as I jerked off near her face. She put out her tongue when she saw me near the edge.  
 
    “Ugh, coming,” I ejaculated hard, also hitting her pretty face and tits. She licked her lips and smiled at me when I was finally finished.  
 
    “Ummm, guys. You messed me up,” Ashley said, flirting. I slumped on my chair, breathing hard. Marcus was sitting on the floor. We were both looking at her. Ashley was a glorious sight while covered in ropes of thick cum. She collected some cum from her tits using her fingers and sucked them while looking innocently at both of us. 
 
    “Goddamn,” Marcus smiled. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    Ashley went to the restroom to clean up, and we waited for her on the first floor, in the middle of the indoor tennis court. 
 
    “Unforgettable night, huh?” Marcus asked me. He stretched his arms.  
 
    “Ah. Yeah. That was a little unexpected,” I answered. 
 
    “Was it?” 
 
    “Eh. Yeah.” 
 
    “Sure, man. Your wife is really something. Ashley is goddamn perfect.” 
 
    “She is.” 
 
    “Listen, Phil. I will be here in Vridpool until Wednesday next week. So what do you think? Let’s have some dinner again. Go to a bar. You know, do the things that we did in college. Bring Ashley. Some of the guys from the old soccer team are here in the city – James, Gary, Crispo. I checked. I messaged them before I arrived. We could meet them. Hang out like old times. What do you think?” 
 
    I scratched my chin, thinking. I saw my wife coming out of the restroom. She was wearing her sexy dress, and she tied her hair into a ponytail. She smiled when she saw us and went to me and held my hand. Marcus and I were silent as she was walking towards us. It was hard to concentrate on anything if you were looking at her. 
 
    “So, what do you think?” Marcus asked me. 
 
    “Sure. Sure, Marc. We can do that,” I answered him. 
 
    “Do what?” Ashley asked us as we were talking towards my car. There were still some students walking outside the PE building. A couple was walking their dog. A group of guys was tossing a football to one another.  
 
    “Oh. Marcus asked me if we could schedule a dinner again.” 
 
    “Hmmm.” 
 
    “I said yes. Maybe we could also invite some of our old friends. You know, the soccer guys. James, Crispo, maybe Grady.” 
 
    Ashley didn’t immediately answer me. She looked at Marcus, who was looking ahead and whistling. He grinned at my wife. Then, Ashley turned to me and smiled. “Ummm. Sure, babe. I think that’s a good idea. I’m excited.” 
 
    I dropped Marcus first at his hotel before I drove us home. Marcus asked Ashley to sit with him in the backseat. The traffic was light, and we were able to reach his hotel in twenty minutes. But before we reached the place, Marcus made my wife come twice with his fingers. It was hard to focus driving on the highway when you could hear your wife’s delicious moans and soaked pussy being fingered in the background. A large truck drove beside my car. The driver’s partner, who was sitting beside him, rolled his window down and took a picture using his phone, then gave me a thumbs up. Marcus made my wife lick his fingers. 
 
    We said goodnight to Marcus. He shook my hand before he left and slammed the top of my car happily. My wife transferred to the passenger seat beside me. I noticed that her legs were shaking a little. Marcus gave her an intense farewell orgasm. 
 
    “Well, that was, ummm, wild,” Ashley said when we joined the freeway. I looked at her for a second, and she smiled cutely at me. 
 
    I grinned and shook my head. “It was so hot, babe,” I said. I had no other words to describe what happened tonight.  
 
    Ashley put her left hand on my thigh. She tucked her hair behind one ear. We were still so horny, and we fucked like horny rabbits as soon as the garage closed. I fucked her on top of my car, and then we continued it to the living room. I fucked her while we were going up the stairs and then while we were taking a shower. I came deep in her pussy. When we were finally on the bed, she embraced me and whispered thank you in my ear. I squeezed her butt as an answer before sleep finally took us. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    It was three in the morning when I suddenly woke up. My earlier thought that I was missing something important came back to my mind. It was like an itch that I couldn’t scratch. I moved out of the bed quietly and saw my wife soundly sleeping. She looks so beautiful. I moved silently to her side of the bed and quietly took her phone, then I went to the bathroom and carefully closed the door. My heart was pounding in my chest. I wanted to see that picture again where Ashley was naked with Marcus. I know I already have a copy of that photo on my phone, but I wanted to see it again in its original quality. 
 
    Oh. There it was. The photo where Ashley was with Marcus - the one taken in front of the mirror where they were both naked, and Ashley was smiling while holding Marcus' cock. But the picture was cropped so that I couldn’t see Marcus' full face. My hand was shaking as I zoomed the photo. There it is, the important thing that I was missing. The little detail that kept avoiding me. The man in the picture has a small wolf tattoo on his upper right arm. It was small but impossible to miss once you zoomed in. Marcus doesn’t have any tattoos. And now that I looked at it a little longer than before, I realized this is not Marcus. The man in the photo has longer arms and is a little taller than Marcus. But, there was a soccer uniform on the floor, which means that this guy, whoever he is, was also a member of the team – like me and Marc. Who is this? Is this Grady Davis or James Jackson? They are both tall. Or maybe it’s Cain Moreland?  
 
    I went back slowly to our bed and lay down beside my gorgeous wife. I put my arms behind my head and stared at the ceiling. I was hard. I wanted to wake up Ashley and fuck her again, but I decided to let her rest longer. She had a wild night. I turned and looked at my wife, the love of my life. She looks like an angel. 
 
    END 
 
    

  

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





