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    Chapter 1 
 
    “I am always excited to see what your wife will wear,” Malik said to me with a grin.  
 
    I looked at my friend who was living in our apartment. It was Monday morning, and the three of us needed to get to work. Malik and I were in the living room of our apartment, and we were waiting for my wife, Tiffany, to finish dressing. She was upstairs in our bedroom. Once she was done, I would drive them to their workplaces before driving to mine. Malik worked at the airport. I work in finance, and my wife works in a media company. 
 
    “What do you think?” Malik asked me. He was sitting on the sofa. He’s relaxed and looking past the stairs to the door of our bedroom. 
 
    “About what, man?” I said. I was standing near the door and looking at my phone, checking some emails. I would answer these emails once I reached the office. 
 
    “Why do you think Tiffany is taking too long to prepare? Maybe she wants to make herself extra pretty for me,” Malik said.  
 
    “Or for me. I mean, I am her husband after all,” I said. 
 
    “Right,” Malik said, still smiling.  
 
    I put my phone in the pocket of my pants and looked at my friend, “So, how’s your work at the airport going, man? Everything good?” I asked him.  
 
    “Yeah, man. It’s pretty good. The pay is all right. Moving luggage is a good workout, and most of my time is spent waiting for the planes to arrive. Plus, those gorgeous flight attendants, damn, walking around all dolled up and wearing those tight skirts. Almost all of them look like models or something,” Malik answered me. He stretched his arms and rested his feet on the table. “But none of them is as hot and gorgeous as Tiffany, of course,” he said seriously. 
 
    I nodded and grinned at Malik. I crossed my arms in front of my chest as I leaned on the wall near the door. What Malik said about Tiffany made me proud. My wife is the hottest woman Malik and I have ever known. And even though Malik is taller than me, more good-looking, and more muscular, Tiffany chose me. I am the man that my wife loves. 
 
    But Tiffany loves fucking Malik more, a voice in my head said. I looked at the door of our bedroom. I tried my best to ignore the voice in my head, but it persisted. Your wife loves fucking your friend more. Else why would she lie to you when you were still courting her in college? Tiffany is addicted to his big dick. 
 
    I have a big dick too, you know, I countered that thought. Eh, the voice in my head was unimpressed. Maybe you do, Eugene, but not nearly as big as ol’ Malik Baker over here.  
 
    “So, dude,” I breathed deeply before asking the question. I had rehearsed this, “Have you found a new place to stay? I mean, you can stay here in our apartment as long as you need, man. No problem with that at all, with Tiffany or me. But maybe it’s better if you find a place to rent, an apartment near the airport. I’m sure there are a lot of available places there. What do you think, man?” I was speaking faster now. “If you haven’t found a new place yet, we can do apartment hunting this weekend. What do you think? It’ll be fun, and we can . . .” 
 
    “Tiffany and I fucked yesterday, you know,” Malik said before I finished what I was saying. 
 
    “What?” I uncrossed my arms. 
 
    “We fucked yesterday, Eugene.” my friend said again. 
 
    “No, you didn’t,” I said after a short pause. I looked at Malik’s proud and happy face. It was hard to tell if he was telling the truth or just playing with me. “No, you didn’t. We started the day early yesterday. There was no chance for you and Tiffany to fuck. I drove you to your workplaces. You finished early and commuted home on your own while Tiffany and I worked overtime at our offices. We ate dinner at a restaurant and then we went home and slept. There was really no opportunity for you to fuck her. Yesterday was quite hectic, and we were both tired when the day was over. I was with her during the morning and at night.” 
 
    “Right. That is correct,” Malik said. “We fucked during lunchtime.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You heard me, man. I told you earlier that I have a lot of free time in my job at the airport. All those free times waiting for the planes from Japan and Singapore to arrive. So, at about lunchtime yesterday, I borrowed Sydney Pomerleau’s car and drove to Tiffany’s office. Sydney’s a flight attendant, and she has the best tits of them all. Second only to your wife, man. Round and perky and proud. Tits that don’t quit. The kind that stops traffic. The drive was only fifteen minutes away from the airport, you know.” 
 
    “Thirty minutes,” I said.  
 
    “Well, I drove fast,” Malik answered. 
 
    “Then what happened?” I asked him.  
 
    “Really want to hear the whole story, huh? I mean, I can understand that. For a beautiful woman like your wife, I would be curious to hear all the hot stories about her too,” Malik said. “So, I drove to her office, and then I texted her when I was in the parking lot. The one at the back of the building where she works where there are a lot of trees and shades.” 
 
    I sat down on the couch while listening to him. It is hard to stand up while listening to your friend tell you how he screwed your wife. 
 
    “So, I parked there,” Malik continued, “and then I texted Tiffany. Well, I called her, to be more exact. She whispered that she was in a meeting and would see me in the parking lot in ten minutes. So, I waited inside the car for her. I rolled down the window but didn’t turn off the engine. And exactly after ten minutes, Tiffany was there. So precise and diligent, your wife. I saw her getting out of the backdoor of the building. I flashed the lights so she could easily see where I parked. I chose the parking spot under a large tree with a broad canopy. It was the middle of the day. The sun was high up in the sky. So, the shadow of the leaves and branches was on the car. From someone outside of the car, it was hard to see if something was happening inside.” 
 
    I rubbed the back of my neck. I was already hard. I looked at the door of our bedroom again. My wife hadn’t come out yet. “She left her meeting for you,” I said. 
 
    “She did. But many women left their meetings or whatever they were doing to have a taste of my dick,” Malik laughed. “Tiffany was excited. She walked quickly to my car. When I looked at her, I noticed that your wife was wearing the same red heels I made her wear when I fucked her in her cheerleading uniform two weeks ago. She looked around the parking lot as she walked. She didn’t want someone from her office to realize that she was on her way to a lunchtime quickie,” Malik said happily. 
 
    I looked at the floor and at my feet as Malik told the story. My arms were on the armrest of the couch. I then lifted my head and looked at my friend’s grinning face. 
 
    “Want to hear the rest, buddy?” Malik asked me. 
 
    “Sure. Sure. We can pass the time while waiting.” 
 
    “Pass the time. Right. If you say so. Tiffany was happy to see me. She was smiling, and she was blushing. She entered my car quickly and then closed the door. She had to get back to her meeting, and I had to return to the airport, so we started quickly. But she asked me first if I had already eaten lunch. Your wife is really thoughtful. Aside from having the face and body of a sex goddess, she is also considerate and good-hearted. You are one lucky sonofabitch, Eugene. I looked at Tiffany when she entered the car. She was wearing a light blue blouse and a short gray skirt that hugged her sexy hips and showed the shape of her perfect ass. And, of course, those red fuck me heels.” 
 
    I slowly rubbed my sweaty palm on the armrest of the couch. 
 
    “There was no time for foreplay,” Malik continued. “It was not needed. Tiffany and I were already hot. I noticed that her right fist was closed, and I asked her what she was holding. She kissed me first and then opened her fist. It was her tiny pink panties. She already took it off before coming to me. When she left her meeting, she immediately went to the restroom and took her panties off. Can you imagine that?” 
 
    “I can imagine,” I said slowly.  
 
    “I mean, Tiffany took off her panties before exiting her building. I didn’t tell her that I was there to fuck. For all she knew, I was there to bring her lunch or to borrow some quick cash. She just assumed we were going to fuck. No doubt in her mind. She was anticipating it like a slut in heat. She probably thought, “Malik is here to fuck me. God, I want his big dick for dessert.”  
 
    I scratched the back of my neck and then put my hands on my thighs. My sweaty palms left a mark on my pants. 
 
    “Tiffany had her hair on a ponytail. She went to work with her hair down, I remembered, and when she met me in the parking lot, her hair was tied in a ponytail. She was probably hungry for a blowjob, eager to suck my cock and to swallow my thick load like what she was doing for the last two weeks since that cheerleading uniform party in your bedroom,” Malik grinned at me. “But there was no time for that. My boss was already calling me. I didn’t answer him, but he was looking for me and texted me to get back immediately at the airport.” 
 
    “I took Tiffany’s panties from her hand and put it in my pocket, and I told her to sit on my cock. I slapped her cheek first with my left palm while holding her cute ponytail with my right. Just a mild slap. It left a pink mark. She looked surprised when I did that, but it turned her on even more. Your wife was looking hungrily at me, and her mouth was partly open, and she was panting. I mean, I was fucking her daily, and she was still as horny as a sex-starved whore.” 
 
    “I adjusted the seat backward and pushed it down so that Tiffany and I would have enough space. My cock was already out at this point, and she reached out and stroked it. She licked her lips. She was mesmerized by my dick. She used her right hand, and then she added her left hand so that she could fully envelop my cock. Her hands moved up and down, making me even harder. She leaned down forward and sucked the flowing precum from the tip of my cock, and then she went on top of me.” 
 
    “And nobody saw you guys?” I asked Malik. I crossed my legs, ankle over the knee, to appear casual.  
 
    “Sydney’s car was lightly tinted, and two men walk past the front of it. Tiffany, however, was already facing me at this point. She was holding my cock and lining it at the entrance of her pussy. The two men who were walking outside probably didn’t recognize her. They only saw her from the back.” 
 
    I rubbed my knee. My wife was popular at work. She was the hottest woman working in that building. Everybody knew her, front or back. 
 
    “So, the two men actually stopped walking, and they tried to take a closer look inside the car.” Malik continued. “I glared at those two losers, and when they saw me, they walked away,” he smiled. “Anyway, back inside the car. The main event. Tiffany was breathing fast and hard. She was so horny that if those two men chose to stay and watch, I think she wouldn’t mind. Tiffany would just let them. She simply lifted her tight skirt and rucked it on her waist. Your wife was dripping wet, and her eyes were hazy. She held my cock and started easing it inside her pussy, a centimeter at a time. But as I said before, we did not have the luxury of extra time, so I grabbed her hips and just pushed her down into me, fully impaling my thick cock into her sopping wet pussy. She threw her head back and moaned loudly. She was so turned on already that she immediately came once I fully buried my dick. And while her body was shaking from her orgasm, I began bouncing her tight body up and down on my cock.” 
 
    Malik looked at the ceiling as he continued to tell me what happened yesterday. 
 
    “It was goddamn hot. Fucking inside the car. It was a small car, and even with the driver’s seat adjusted to the limit, it was still a tight fit. I mean, look at me, man. Look how big I am. The car was swaying, I was sure. A tall, black man wearing an expensive suit was smoking under a tree just a few meters away from the car. I’m pretty sure that he saw the car bouncing, and he probably guessed what was happening. I unbuttoned Tiffany’s blouse and pushed down her bra, and sucked on her tits. Her nipples were hard. She came again while I was hungrily sucking her nipples.” 
 
    “We fucked wildly. Tiffany wrapped her arms around my neck, and we French-kissed while she was bouncing on top of me. She moaned in my mouth. Our tongues played with each other.” 
 
    “Did Tiffany say anything while you two were fucking, or was it mostly moans?” I asked Malik. There were droplets of perspiration at the back of my neck. 
 
    “You really are a details guy, aren’t you, Eugene? That’s the advantage of having a college education, I guess.” Malik laughed. “But yeah. Tiffany said, “I love your big cock. I love the feel of it inside me.” 
 
    “Your wife also told me that she plans to leave you, Eugene, and that she wants to run away with me,” Malik said seriously. 
 
    “No, she didn’t.” 
 
    “No, she didn’t,” Malik said with a grin. “I was kidding about that last part. While she was going up and down on my cock Tiffany said, “Promise me that you will fuck me every day and that you will never leave me.” That was what she said. I couldn’t understand the other things. She was coming again, and only incoherent words came from her mouth. I slapped her butt, but I couldn’t slap it hard because of the lack of space in the car to move my arms. I played with her clit and ran my palm on my slick cock and balls and her wet pussy. And when my palm was wet enough from my precum and her juices, I put it in front of Tiffany’s face, and I told her to lick it.” 
 
    “So, she grabbed my hand that was wet with our juices and licked it greedily. She ran her tongue on the front and back of my hand and sucked every one of my fingers. She looked seductively into my eyes while she was sucking my fingers. She was still bouncing on my cock as she did this. Not as fast as when we started because she was taking a moment to rest while cleaning my hand. That was so hot.” 
 
    “Tiffany came again, and she bit my right shoulder near my neck. Here, let me show you.” Malik pulled the collar of his shirt a few inches and showed me Tiffany’s bite mark. The one my wife gave him while she was orgasming. 
 
    I leaned back on the couch and tried to slow my breath down. I pictured Malik’s massive hands wrapped around Tiffany’s sexy waist. The space in the front of the car was tight. They fucked during lunchtime yesterday when the sun was highest in the sky. The windows of the small car were closed, and the air conditioning was turned on, but it was probably still a little warm inside. I imagined sweat dripping on the side of Malik’s face as my blushing wife bobbed above him, her unbound tits bouncing freely. 
 
    “I came inside Tiffany, of course,” Malik said. His story was winding down. Tiffany would be finished dressing by now. She would be coming out of our bedroom in a few seconds. “I came a lot, and Tiffany came again while I was filling her tight pussy with my cum. I came a long time. She pulled me to her and kissed me deeply while both of us were coming. Her sexy body was shuddering. When I was done spurting my cum deep inside her, your wife looked into my eyes and told me that she loved me.” 
 
    “No, she didn’t say that,” I said. 
 
    Malik didn’t say anything for a few seconds. His eyes were on the glass door that led to the balcony. “Right. Sure. You are right,” Malik smiled. “When we were done, Tiffany didn’t wear her panties back. She kissed me again on the lips and on my cock. I watched her as she went out of the car, my eyes on the shape of her ass. That short gray skirt was really tight.” 
 
    “So,” I followed up. “Tiffany went back to the building and . . .”  
 
    “Yeah, man,” Malik said happily. “Tiffany went back to her meeting without any panties on and my thick cum dripping down her soaked pussy and the insides of her thighs. Imagine your wife answering questions and making suggestions at her meeting, her colleagues sitting beside her. There were probably men there, and all of them probably had a crush on her. Who wouldn’t? Tiffany looked intelligent and professional. All the while, these guys didn’t know that she was newly-fucked. Tiffany was probably blushing a little still. You know, that after-sex glow. That’s really hot. It’s making me hard right now just thinking about it again. I want to fuck your wife again, Eugene. What do you think?” 
 
    “Errr. . . I mean, you had sex with her a lot of times already these past few weeks,” I said.  
 
    “Not enough, man. With your wife, it will never be enough.” 
 
    “Also, hey, I have to tell you something. Our anniversary is coming,” I said to Malik. 
 
    “Yeah, I know, buddy. Tiffany told me the other day. Congratulations. I was not at your wedding. I really wanted to go.” 
 
    “We sent you an invitation,” I said. 
 
    “The invitation that you sent to my email said that the wedding was in Dalmellington,” Malik answered. “In Greenscore.” 
 
    “Right. We all grew up there, so it just felt right to have the wedding there. Our friends and parents are there.” 
 
    “That was the problem. I had some, well, you could say conflict, with some bad guys from Dalmellington during that time. That was why I left the state and went to Vridpool and then to Tomento. That was why I couldn’t come to your wedding,” Malik said. 
 
    “And the conflict?” 
 
    “I settled it eventually. There is no problem now. I only have one regret, though,” Malik said. 
 
    I scratched my head and looked at my friend. “Yeah? What’s that?” 
 
    “I wasn’t able to see Tiffany in her wedding dress,” Malik said, smiling. 
 
    Here we go, I thought. 
 
    “Yeah, well . . .” 
 
    “Was she hot in her wedding dress?” Malik asked me. “Oh. Don’t answer that. That was a stupid question. Of course, she was hot. I’ve seen some pictures of the wedding on her social media. Tiffany was wearing that stunning tight white dress with the thin strap that really showed the top of her tits. I bet every male guest there had a hard-on as Tiffany walked down the aisle,” Malik said. 
 
    “Well,” I smiled back. “I am sure you are not wrong, man.” 
 
    “I jerked off several times while looking at her pictures. She also jerked me off while looking at those pictures,” Malik said. 
 
    “I’m sorry?” I said. 
 
    “Yes, Eugene? You are sorry about what?” Malik asked me curiously. 
 
    “No. no. I mean, I’m sorry I didn’t hear clearly what you said. You said Tiffany jerked you off while you were looking at her wedding pictures?” 
 
    Malik beamed. “Yeah. That was what I said. That happened last Sunday in the study room. You and Tiffany just came from church, and you said you were tired, so you went to your bedroom and took a short nap. Well, Tiffany and I weren’t tired. We fooled around here in the living room, and then one thing led to another.” 
 
    When you are sharing your wife with another man, one thing will always lead to another. 
 
    “I fingered her first here on the sofa. I had two fingers inside your wife when she suddenly mentioned that your anniversary will be in just a few days. Tiffany already came twice before telling me that. She was wearing an oversized white shirt and no panties. I apologized to her that I wasn’t able to come to your wedding even though you guys invited me. Tiffany looked at me and said, “Awww, poor baby.” Then she stood up, her legs still shaking a little, took my hand, and we went upstairs and went to the study. Tiffany kissed me and opened her laptop, and opened her personal folders. Your wife showed me a lot of other pictures that weren’t posted on her social media. Some photos showed Tiffany trying the dress on. Some photos were shot at a different angle, showing her luscious cleavage. Tiffany stroked my shaft lovingly while I scrolled through every one of them. I came on her hands, and she licked every fucking drop,” Malik said, relishing the memory. “Every fucking drop of my thick and sticky cum.” 
 
    “What are you cute guys talking about?” Tiffany said sweetly from the stairs.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    Malik and I looked up at her at the same time. She had finished dressing for work. She paused at the middle of the stairs for just a moment while she looked at me, her husband, and Malik, her lover and our friend. Her hand was on the railing. 
 
    “Are you guys talking about me again?” Tiffany asked sweetly as she slowly went down the stairs. 
 
    Tiffany was wearing a blue-pink form-fitting sheath dress. It was sleeveless and had a dark blue belt at the waist. The dress showed her stunning, hourglass figure. The hem of the dress reached the middle of her thighs. Her hair was down, and she had her silver dangle earrings on, which swayed as she moved. She looked mouthwatering. 
 
    “Yeah, Tiff, we are talking about you?” Malik answered. It was time to go, but he didn’t move from the sofa where he was still sitting. He still had his feet on the table. “Your husband and I were just wondering what sexy attire you will wear today.” 
 
    “Really?” Tiffany asked gently. “Is that true, babe?” she asked me. 
 
    “Yeah. That’s you true,” I answered. I was standing with the car key in my hand. I hadn’t removed my eyes from my wife. I was drinking at her alluring figure. 
 
    “Hmmm,” Tiffany stood in the middle of the living room, between Malik and me, and then she did a cute little twirl on her red heels. “So, what do you think? Do I look sexy in this dress?” she asked warmly. She put one hand on her waist when she was done spinning. She looked at me as she asked the question and then at Malik. Malik whistled, his eyes lingering on my wife’s tits and legs. 
 
    “You look stunning, love,” I said to her.  
 
    “You are hot, Tiff. The hottest. I got hard just by looking at you,” Malik said with a grin. Tiffany brushed her hair behind one ear, blushing again. My wife blushes so easily.  
 
    I walked over to my wife, wrapped her around my arms, and then kissed her lips. She smelled so good. In her heels, we were the same height. She gave me a sultry smile when she felt my erection poking her.  
 
    “Oh, is that for me?” she asked. 
 
    “What do you think?” I answered her, smiling. 
 
    I kissed Tiffany once more and then let her go. I looked at Malik, who was watching us. “So, time to go?” I asked him. I looked at my watch. If we leave now, the three of us would arrive at our workplaces without getting late. 
 
    “Sure, man. Tiff?” Malik said to my wife. Tiffany turned to face him. He was still sitting comfortably on the sofa. He didn’t seem to be in a great rush to go to his job at the proper time.  
 
    “Yes, Malik?” she said tenderly to him. 
 
    “I really like your dress. It fits you nicely. You look very fuckable,” our friend said. What? I scratched the back of my ear. Tiffany and I are both diligent corporate employees. We are always punctual. I didn’t know what Malik was doing, but it would make all of us late for work.  
 
    “Hmmm. Thank you, Malik.” my wife said to him. She took two steps forward to him and then leaned down and kissed him on the lips. Just a quick one. Then Tiffany stood up straight again. Malik’s eyes were on her pretty face and yummy tits.  
 
    “Well, how about you do a little spin again. Slowly this time,” Malik told her. 
 
    “Hey, man . . .” I said to him, raised an eyebrow, and pointed at my watch. Malik simply shrugged. Tiffany looked at me and searched my face. I smiled and nodded.  
 
    “All right,” Tiffany said to him. She did a quick spin again. Tiffany’s earrings swayed, and she flipped her hair invitingly. She did the twirl slower than the first time, giving Malik a longer time to enjoy her round butt. Malik licked his lips. 
 
    When the sexy spin was done, Malik slapped his thighs with his hands. “Nice! I guess it’s time to go to work then,” he said and stood up from the sofa. He towered over us. 
 
    “Hey, Malik,” I said to him when he was near the door. “Please don’t squeeze Tiffany’s butt when you went out the door like you did last time. The next-door neighbors might see, and well, we really don’t want them to get any, uhhh, ideas,” I told him. Tiffany simply smiled at me. She was a step behind me, and Malik was behind her. 
 
    I was in a hurry and made more than twenty steps in the hallway towards the elevator when I realized I wasn’t holding Tiffany’s hand anymore. I stopped and looked back and saw that she and Malik weren’t behind me. Oh. I started walking back to check on what was happening and noticed that our apartment door was closed. Malik and my wife were still inside. I put a hand on my throat and then put it down. Malik said earlier that he was excited to see Tiffany’s outfit today. He is excited, alright. I didn’t look at my watch anymore. I already accepted that we would be late by a few minutes or maybe a few hours.  
 
    I walked slowly and stopped when I reached the closed door of our apartment.  
 
    “Hey, Eugene. Hello,” a voice behind me said. I turned around. It was George Sheehan, one of our neighbors in the building. He and his gorgeous wife, Traci, occupied unit number 703. Like me, he also works in finance. He is a good fellow. A little nerdy. He is tall, thin, and wears blue glasses. He has a crush on Tiffany.  
 
    “Hey, George,” I greeted him. I looked at the closed door of our apartment. Faint and very soft moans were coming from inside. I took two steps from the door. I didn’t want George Sheehan standing close to our door because he might hear the activities going on inside. “Hey, man, what’s up?” I asked him. 
 
    George scratched his head. Clearly, there was something important he wanted to say to me. My neighbor looked left and then right, hesitating. He seemed awkward. “Yeah. I saw you going out the door, and I thought I’d say hello and catch up a little. Everything’s good?” he asked me. 
 
    “Yeah, man. Everything’s fine. Just you know, going to work,” I said with a smile. 
 
    “Right. Right. Where’s Tiffany?” George asked me. He looked at the closed door. His hands were in his pocket.  
 
    “Uhhh, Tiff’s still inside,” I said. 
 
    “Uh-uh, you are going to work while your wife is still inside?” George asked. “Is she feeling well?” 
 
    What is with all these questions? “Ah yeah. She’s feeling great,” I answered. I pictured my wife bent over the sofa while impaled with Malik’s large cock, her juices dripping down the insides of her thighs. She is feeling great, alright. 
 
    “Listen, Eugene, I don’t want to pry or anything. But do you have another man living there in your apartment?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    “It’s just that . . .” George began to say. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “I saw him, uhhh, kissing your wife in the parking lot in the basement the other day. They were inside her car,” George said, not looking at me in the eyes. 
 
    “Ahh . . . a kiss in the cheek?” I asked him, feigning ignorance. “Malik is a friend from Dalmellington. The three of us attended the same school, and he and Tiffany are, uhhh, very close. “Maybe what you saw was a friendly kiss?” 
 
    “The kiss that I saw was the furthest thing from a friendly kiss,” George said. He paused and then smiled. “But you know, Eugene, I may be mistaken. It was already evening when I saw them, and I was a little tired from work, so maybe I was seeing things. I don’t know.” 
 
    “Yes. Maybe.” I smiled back at my nosy neighbor. I gripped his shoulder. It was a friendly grip, but I put some strength into it. George Sheehan is as tall as me, but I am bigger. “It’s good to catch up, George,” I said to him. 
 
    “Oh sure, Eugene. Good to catch up,” George said. He squirmed out of my grip. “Traci and I are just here if you and Tiffany need anything.” He walked back and entered the door of their apartment. I sighed when he finally left me alone. I don’t want rumors going around this building that a man living in our place was also fucking my wife. I looked back at the closed door of our own apartment and felt a minor weakening in my knees as I walked towards it. 
 
    “Ummm . . .” 
 
    I opened the door, and I heard Tiffany and Malik first before seeing them. They were not on the sofa like I imagined. They were standing near the door. Tiffany was bent over facing the wall, and her palms were on it, supporting herself. Her legs were spread. Malik was behind her. His pants were down, and his big cock was out and inside my wife’s sopping wet pussy. He had his big hands on her butt and hip, and he was pumping in and out. Not too fast and not too slow. Just right. The lower part of Tiffany’s form-fitting dress was wrapped around her waist. Malik didn’t take off her panties but just slid them to the side. Tiffany’s tall red fuck-me heels that she was wearing added an arch to her back and really showed the perfect curve of her perfect ass. 
 
    I entered and slowly closed the door. Tiffany looked at me. “Sorry, babe . . .” Tiffany said to me in a low voice as Malik plowed hungrily into her. His thick and long dick was slick. She bit her lower lip, and her eyes rolled every time Malik’s thickness stretched her and reached her deepest and most delicious parts. 
 
    “Hey, dude. Sorry, too. Seems like the three of us are going to be late,” Malik grunted. He said sorry, but I knew he wasn’t serious about apologizing. He gave my wife’s butt a loud smack, making her moan deeply. “It’s just that seeing Tiffany wearing this professional and sexy dress turned me on and made my dick hard. It will be impossible for me to concentrate at work like this. With a hard-on like this, I’ll be arrested at the entrance. So, you know, fuck, I need to empty my balls. Empty my balls on your pretty wife. Ah, Tiff, your pussy’s the best!” Malik roared. 
 
    “Don’t mess up my dress, Malik, please . . .” Tiffany said.  
 
    My cock was hard as I watched them. I just stood facing them, a meter away, my right shoulder supporting myself on the wall. Malik was pounding faster now. Our apartment was filled with the sounds of his lower body hitting Tiffany’s bubble ass, his balls swinging as he pounded her. 
 
    “Fuck, I’m coming, Tiff, baby!” Malik said. He was fucking my wife with full force now. When I entered our apartment and saw them the first time, Tiffany’s arm was half an arm’s length from the wall, and she was bent over seductively. Now her body and cheek were against the wall, and she was nearly standing straight. Tiffany was standing on tiptoes now. Malik’s machine-like fucking pushed her forward.  
 
    “Where do you want me to come, slut?” Malik snarled in her right ear. Tiffany looked into my eyes, but I didn’t say anything. She saw the hard tent in front of my pants, and her pretty eyes twinkled, and she licked her lips. 
 
    “Mmmm . . . not on my dress and face,” Tiffany said without conviction.  
 
    “Fuck,” Malik groaned. Thin sweat covered his face and neck. He was on the edge, and he pulled out of my wife’s tight pussy quickly. He turned her around and then pushed her left shoulder down until she was kneeling on the floor. Malik grabbed her hair and aimed his angry cock at her face. Tiffany opened her mouth and put her tongue out. Malik put his cockhead on top of her tongue, and then he ejaculated ropes and ropes of cum in rhythmic spurts. Tiffany closed her eyes as the warm cum hit her throat. She swallowed all of it. I watched the movement of her throat as she swallowed every drop.  
 
    “Fuck yeah. Swallow it all, Tiff,” Malik ordered her. He was still coming but only in little spurts now. When he was done, Tiffany sucked him for a full minute just to make sure that she emptied his balls. 
 
    “Good girl,” Malik said with a grin. Tiffany looked up at him when she was done cleaning his cock. She stood up, and we smiled at each other. Tiffany was still a little embarrassed. She pulled down the hem of her pink dress and ran her hands through her hair while licking her lips. 
 
    “Good girl,” I repeated what Malik said. Tiffany reached out, and I held her hand. Her face was still flushed. I went to the kitchen, opened the fridge, and took out a bottle of cold water, and I gave it to my wife. 
 
    “Don’t drink that,” Malik said to her. I looked at my friend with a raised eyebrow. Tiffany simply looked at her hands.  
 
    “Tiff, wait until you reach your office before drinking water,” Malik said, grinning. He had put his pants back on and was adjusting his belt. “I want you to have the taste of my cum in your mouth so you could still taste it while your husband here is driving you to work.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
    It was ten in the evening, and Tiffany and I were on our bed, and we had just finished several rounds of fucking. We were naked and sweaty. Malik wasn’t home yet. He texted earlier that he and his co-workers would have a few drinks and that he’d come home later.  
 
    Tiffany rested her right arm on my chest while nuzzling my neck. “I came a lot, love,” she whispered gently to me. “You fucked me so good. My legs and waist are still shaking a little.” 
 
    “Hmmm,” I said and then brushed her hair with my right hand. We had been fucking a lot since Malik arrived. At first, I thought that sharing her with Malik would reduce the frequency of our sex, but the opposite happened. Tiffany and I fuck several times a day now. Both of us are always horny. Well, the three of us. 
 
    “What are you thinking, babe?” Tiffany asked me softly. 
 
    “You, of course,” I said and then kissed her lips.  
 
    “Are you thinking about Malik and me?” my wife asked with a smile. 
 
    “Hmmm? What do you think?” I asked her, then pinched a hard nipple gently. 
 
    “I think you do,” Tiffany said. “I like him, you know that. Malik is good and sweet and gentle.” 
 
    I pictured Malik twisting my wife’s beautiful hair in his fist while fucking her pussy from behind. I pictured him fucking her to the point that she was almost painting. I pictured Malik slapping her cheeks and choking her. Gentle and sweet, alright. 
 
    “I asked Malik earlier if he is already looking for a new place to stay,” I said. “Somewhere near the airport. I know he had just started working, but his job pays well, and he can afford it now. I can take care of the deposit if that is the issue. But he doesn’t seem to be in a hurry.”  
 
    Tiffany moved closer to me, hugged me, and put her chin on my chest. My eyes roamed on her naked body. Soft, beautiful, and flawless skin. Long, supermodel legs. My eyes went down to the dimples in her lower back and her smooth and round asscheeks. It is no wonder that our friend is not in a hurry to find a new place. Would you? You are staying rent-free in a place where a sex goddess and her husband also live, and that same husband shares his sex goddess wife with you. You can fuck her anytime you want, and she will do whatever you ask any time of the day. Would you leave a place like that? 
 
    “Let us not rush him, baby,” Tiffany said to me. “It is not really easy to get back on one’s feet. Maybe he is still adjusting to his new job. Also, you gave him your word that he can stay here as long as he wants,” my wife said sweetly. 
 
    “Ehhh. That’s not what I told Malik. I told him that he can stay here as long as he needs,” I said. 
 
    Tiffany laughed and then went on top of me and kissed my lips. “To Malik, that probably sounded the same.” 
 
    “Errr. But it’s not, babe. Those are two different things.” 
 
    “Malik gave me flowers the other day,” Tiffany said to me. 
 
    “He did? Well, that’s sweet of him.” 
 
    “Well, not really flowers. Just a flower. He gave me a rose. Just one rose,” my wife said. 
 
    “Where did he get a rose?” I asked her. “Flower shops usually sell them by the dozen or half a dozen, right?” 
 
    “Ummm. Malik didn’t buy it. He said that there is a small rose garden in the back of the admin building in the airport. Malik cut one, and then he gave it to me. That was where he got the rose,” Tiffany said. She started moving down on my body, a naughty smile on her lips. She licked my neck, chest, and now she was at my stomach. 
 
    “Uhhh. Is that allowed? Isn’t that airport property? Won’t he get in trouble for that?” 
 
    “I don’t think so, babe,” Tiffany said. Her face was near my erect cock now. 
 
    “What did you do when Malik gave you the rose then?” I asked her, already knowing the answer. 
 
    “This.” Tiffany smiled sweetly at me before engulfing my cock with her mouth. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
    Malik took full advantage of the situation he was in. He took every opportunity to fuck my wife.  
 
    There was that Sunday afternoon when Tiffany and I were in the small study room of our apartment. The following week would be busy for both of us, so we were doing pre-work before Monday. Reading emails and replying to the easy ones. Checking reports to be submitted. Ensuring all our folders and files were in proper order. Tiffany and I have both mini office tables and wooden chairs. A small bookshelf was installed on the wall with books about management, graphic design, and finance. We also have a good collection of sci-fi, fantasy, and thriller books. The windows of the room were open. 
 
    Tiffany and I were there in the study, sitting in front of our laptops, when Malik entered. He was topless, and it seemed he had just woken up from a nap. He also had a raging hard-on.  
 
    “Hey, man? What’s up?” I looked up from my laptop and asked him. He stretched and walked over to Tiffany. She was looking at the massive tent on the front of his shorts. 
 
    “I am a little bored. Wanna play some video games, man?” Malik asked me, but he wasn’t looking at me. He was staring down at my wife’s cleavage. Tiffany was wearing a white top with spaghetti strap. She wasn’t wearing a bra. 
 
    “Maybe in a little while, man. I’ll finish some work here first,” I said. “You know, I downloaded a new racing game last night. It is a good one. Best graphics and all. Review says it also has a nice story. You like racing games, so maybe you can . . .” 
 
    “Nice tits, Tiff,” Malik said, grinning. He said it in a way like it was the first time he saw them. 
 
    Tiffany looked at me first before answering our friend. “Ummm. Thanks, Malik.”  
 
    He was standing close to her now. Malik stood beside her and placed his left arm on her shoulder. He reached down and then slid his right hand inside the front of the white top that she was wearing. Tiffany moaned and bit her lower lip when Malik started squeezing her tits. Her nipples were hard. 
 
    “Malik, ohhh, I won’t be able to work if you continue doing that . . .” Tiffany said, but she didn’t stop him. She leaned on the back of the chair. Malik continued fondling and caressing my wife’s glorious tits. He let go of his hand on her shoulder. He was now behind her, leaning forward while both of his large hands were inside her top. They kissed. Tiffany looked up, and I watched as Malik’s long tongue entered her mouth. She moaned in his mouth. I turned my chair in their direction, so I could watch them better. 
 
    They stopped kissing, and I saw a thin line of drool connect their lips. Tiffany was panting a little, and her cheeks had a rosy flush. She looked at Malik with longing in her eyes. 
 
    Malik then stood up straight and pulled his shorts down. His massive cock sprang, and Tiffany looked into my eyes before reaching and stroking it. My cock was already hard, and I moved my wooden chair a few inches closer to them. 
 
    Tiffany knew what Malik was expecting her to do. She began sucking him slowly. Tiffany started by kissing his balls and every inch of his long cock. She moaned softly as she tasted him. Her hair swung back and forth as she worshipped his dick. Malik is so thick and so long that my wife gagged every time he reached her throat. Her hands were on his thighs, and drool started dripping down her chin. She looked up at him like she was asking if what she was doing was satisfactory to him. Malik simply grinned back at her and put his right hand on her head. He ran his thick fingers on her hair. 
 
    “You’re doing good, baby. If you keep doing that, I am going to come soon,” he said to her.  
 
    Malik saw that I was watching. “Hey, man. Sorry for interrupting your work. I’m sure that’s very important. Just don’t mind Tiffany and me over here,” he said, pleased with himself. 
 
    “I’m gonna come, baby,” Malik said to Tiffany. My wife engulfed him fully so that he could come directly into her throat, but Malik had another idea. He pulled his cock from her mouth, and he stepped back a little and then aimed his cock at her. 
 
    “Coming now!” Malik grunted and then gave Tiffany a thick sperm shower. He blasted endless ropes of cum on her while I watched. He ejaculated on my wife’s face, her tits, her neck, and her hair. Some went to her thighs and arms, and some went to the floor. A line of cum flew to the screen and keyboard of her laptop.  
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Malik laughed when he saw what he did. “I really drenched you with my cum, Tiff. Sorry about that,” he said. 
 
    Tiffany wiped some cum from her eyelid with a finger and then opened her eyes. She smiled at Malik. “Ummm. It’s fine, Malik. You really came a lot.” 
 
    Tiffany then looked at me while our friend’s sperm dripped down her chin and cheeks. “Baby, are you okay?” she asked me gently. She was the one who gagged and almost choked on a thick cock and received a warm blast of sperm on the face, and yet she was the one concerned about me. 
 
    I swallowed. My wife looked gorgeous. “Uh. Yeah. I’m fine, babe.” 
 
    Malik lifted my wife. “Hey, man, Tiff and I are going to clean ourselves up. We are going to hit the shower.” 
 
    “Ahhh. Yeah. Sure,” I said. Malik was not really asking for permission. He was already halfway near the door before I was finished answering. 
 
    “We will be quick, babe,” Tiffany said. 
 
    It took an hour before Tiffany returned to the study. She was wearing a white T-shirt and blue shorts. Her hair was still damp. She sat on my lap and wrapped her arms around my neck, and kissed me.  
 
    There was also that one time when Malik fucked Tiffany while she was preparing lunch.  
 
    It was Saturday. She was in the kitchen while Malik and I were in the living room. I was reading a sci-fi novel while Malik was sitting on the couch watching motorcycle racing videos on his phone.  
 
    I remembered that Tiffany was wearing a yellow sundress with a short ruffle sleeve and a low sweetheart neckline which showed a bountiful amount of her deep and full cleavage. The hem of her yellow sundress reached the middle of her thighs. The TV in the living room was on. Tiffany was listening to the newest pop music while cutting vegetables and sorting the ingredients. 
 
    “What is Tiff cooking for lunch? It smells good,” Malik asked me. He put his phone back into his pocket. You couldn’t see the inside of the kitchen from the living room. 
 
    “Uhhh. I’m not smelling anything. She hasn’t started cooking yet, man,” I said to him.  
 
    “Really? Anyway, Tiff looks smoking hot in that sundress,” he said.  
 
    I grinned. “You’ve been living with us for a month already, man. You know Tiff looks hot in anything.” 
 
    “Right.” Malik stood up and stretched. He looked in the direction of the kitchen. I was not reading the sci-fi book in my hand anymore. I breathed deeply. Here it is, I thought. I was carefully watching the movement of my friend. 
 
    “I’m thirsty,” Malik said and walked to the kitchen. I put the book I was holding on the table when he entered the kitchen. I couldn’t see inside it from where I was sitting. The volume of the music coming from the kitchen became a little louder. That was when I stood up to follow Malik. My cock twitched in anticipation of seeing what he was doing again with my wife. 
 
    “Mmmm . . . mmmm . . .”  
 
    I heard the moans before I saw them. 
 
    When I entered the kitchen, Tiffany was bent over the sink while Malik was fucking her from behind. Her sundress was rucked around her waist. Her long hair was hanging around her shoulders. 
 
    “Lunch is taking too long,” Malik said, huffing. His slick and thick cock was going in and out of my wife’s tight pussy. I noticed that Tiffany wasn’t wearing any panties. “So, I’ll be taking my dessert first,” Malik said.  
 
    In the end, Tiffany was too tired to cook lunch, so we just ordered food from a nearby restaurant. 
 
    Malik told Tiffany to receive the food. When the doorbell rang, it was her who opened the door. Malik and I were near the door, and we were watching the reaction of the delivery man. Malik was grinning.  
 
    The delivery man’s name was Paul. The man had a blue nametag on the right side of his uniform.  
 
    “Hello,” Tiffany said sweetly to him. 
 
    “Uhhh . . . hi. Food delivery for, uhhh, Tiffany McGrath. Is that you, ma’am?” He stuttered. 
 
    “Oh. Yeah. That’s me,” Tiffany said.  
 
    My wife looked like a woman that was newly-fucked. Malik fucked her hard and made her come several times. Her face was flushed, and she still had that dreamy look in her eyes from the intense orgasm that had happened just a couple of minutes before. Her legs were still trembling a little. She was breathing heavily, catching her breath. Her hair was a mess. Tiffany looked down, and she brushed her hair that was on her face behind her ear. One ruffle sleeve of the sundress fell down her arm. The low neckline of her dress left little to the imagination.  
 
    Paul swallowed while his eyes feasted on my wife’s body, especially on her exposed cleavage. He raised a hand and wiped the sweat on his chin. He could almost see Tiffany’s hard nipples.  
 
    “That will be, ummm, fifty dollars . . .” Paul said while looking at a piece of paper in his hand. After looking at the price, his eyes went back to my wife’s blushing face and to her tits.  
 
    “Ummm, Paul. That paper on your hand is the receipt. We already paid online when we ordered,” Tiffany said with a smile. 
 
    “Oh!” Paul said. “Right! Sorry about that.” I took the food from him. Malik walked outside of the house. He placed a hand on Paul’s shoulder. Paul was surprised. I saw Malik whisper something to him, and the man nodded. He looked back at our house. They talked for three minutes. I had no idea what they talked about. After talking with each other, Malik gripped the man’s right shoulder, and he nodded. It seemed they just made a deal or agreed on something important. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
    Tiffany and I celebrated our wedding anniversary in Dalmellington. Malik came with us. It would only be for three days, and we would be back in Vridpool by Monday. 
 
    We took the car, and I suggested to Malik that we take turns driving. The drive would take around five hours, but Malik said that since it was our anniversary, he would drive all the way. I didn’t argue and thanked him. Malik said, “no problem, my man,” and then he reached out and squeezed Tiffany’s pussy as she was entering the car. She was wearing tight jeans and a white shirt.  
 
    Malik also fingered my wife in a gasoline station between Vridpool and Dalmellington while I was buying water and snacks in a convenience store. When I returned to the car, Tiffany was licking his thick fingers.  
 
    “Tell Eugene how many times you came while he was away, Tiff,” Malik told her.  
 
    Tiffany looked at me and put his left hand on my thigh. She was blushing, and her eyes were a little hazy. She looked at the steering wheel. “Ummm, he made me come three times,” my wife said and then kissed me quickly on the lips. I looked at the snacks and bottles of water in my hand. I was only gone for fifteen minutes. 
 
    Malik said to drop him at the mall near the border of Greenscore.  
 
    “You can come with us, man, if you want,” I told him. “Tiff and I are just going to visit our parents. Then maybe the three of us can have drinks tonight, and tomorrow we can drive around the town and visit our favorite places where we used to hang out. We can meet old friends.” 
 
    “Yes, Malik. Come with us, please?” Tiffany said to him. He put her hand on his. 
 
    We were at the mall’s parking lot, and Malik was outside the car. He was leaning down, his arms on the open window of the passenger seat where Tiffany was seating. 
 
    “Nah,” he said. “It’s your wedding anniversary, guys. You should have privacy. Besides, I still have my own agenda here in Greenscore. I have to meet some people. You guys enjoy yourselves.” Malik squeezed Tiffany’s pussy again. She gasped and blushed. 
 
    “Alright, man,” I said to him. “Just call or text if you need anything. We’ll just meet you here on Monday. Then we’ll drive back home to Vridpool. Don’t get into trouble,” I said to him. 
 
    Malik grinned at me, saluted, and then went on his way. 
 
    We first visited Tiffany’s parents and ate lunch at their house. Her dad, Arthur Lane, showed me his newest road bike and golf set. He asked me about my job and how everything was back at Vridpool. He is an intelligent and pleasant man. We hung out on the porch of their three-story house. He asked me what I wanted to drink, and I said just water because I still needed to drive to our house. It was only a ten-minute drive, but I didn’t want to have any alcohol in my body doing that, especially when Tiffany was with me. Arthur nodded with approval.  
 
    After half an hour, Tiffany and her mom, Barbara, went out the door and sat with us on the porch. She asked me the same questions that Arthur asked. But all of their questions eventually led to one thing, “When are you two going to have children?” I simply smiled and let Tiffany answer that.  
 
    I leaned back on the chair, looked at the blue clouds, and pondered that question. I pictured Tiffany’s body under Malik’s own naked, sweaty body. They were in our bedroom. I pictured my wife’s eyes rolling to the top of her head as Malik pumped his cum deep into her.  
 
    At around four in the afternoon, I drove to our house, and Tiffany and I had snacks with my parents. Dad told me that a large corporation was buying farmlands in the area. Our house was located on elevated land, and we were on the balcony of the second floor while we were talking. He handed me a cold bottle of beer, and I took it. We stared silently at the sunset and the endless cornfields and the mountain ranges that Dalmellington is famous for. 
 
    “You don’t have this in Vridpool,” Dad said as he drank his beer. 
 
    “No,” I said. “Nothing like this.” 
 
    “We miss you and Tiff, you know. You guys should visit us more often,” he said. 
 
    “Hmmm.” 
 
    “Robert Lancaster saw you and Tiffany with Malik Baker earlier. He said he saw Malik got out of your car in the parking lot of the mall.” 
 
    “Robert? What’s he doing there?” I said casually. Robert is one of the landowners in Greenscore. He is a friend of my father. 
 
    “He said he was buying some stuff from the hardware store. But why was Malik with you?”  
 
    “Well. Malik was in Vridpool, and I helped him find a job there,” I said and finished the beer in my hand. 
 
    “I know he is your friend. But my advice is to be cautious. He got involved with some bad people years before. That happened when you and Tiffany were out of the state attending college,” my father said. 
 
    “Yeah. He told me about it. But he said it is all right now, and I believe him,” I answered. 
 
    Tiffany and I spent the night in a hotel where we fucked until midnight.  
 
    The morning of our anniversary we went to the church where we got married. We walked outside it while holding hands, and Tiffany picked some flowers. I picked one and put it on her ear. She looked angelic. She gave me a blowjob in the car while she still had that flower on her ear.  
 
    We met some of our friends, and we treated them to lunch. While Tiffany was walking from the restroom to our table, a stranger approached her and asked for her number. In the afternoon, Tiff and I went to the lake. I parked our car under a large Magnolia tree, and we made out like the horniest college students. Tiffany gave me my second blowjob for the day, and when I came, Tiffany swallowed all of my load. She licked her lips when it was done, and she drank bottled water. Then we got out of the car and walked on the grass near the shore of the lake. We held hands as we walked. 
 
    Many people were hanging out near the lake. Friends. Families. Couples. Some brought their pets. Several cars were parked in the shades from under the branches of the old trees. The weather was good this particular afternoon. Clouds covered the sky, but there was still sufficient sunlight. The temperature was warm but not humid.  
 
    Men outright stared at Tiffany as we walked. Their eyes lingered on her pretty face and perfect tits. Tiffany was wearing a pink sleeveless cotton sundress. Her hair tumbled free around her shoulders. 
 
    When we found a good spot on the grass, Tiffany laid down a blue picnic blanket. We sat on it and then we looked at the beautiful lake. It would be sunset in less than an hour. The glorious orange light of the sun would scatter majestically on the surface of the calm water.  
 
    Tiffany wrapped her arms around her legs while mine was spread on the blanket. She kissed me on the cheek, and then she laid her head on my shoulder. 
 
    “We’ve seen this lake during sunset a thousand times, and it still remains beautiful,” I said.  
 
    “Remember the night of our wedding?” Tiffany said and put her right hand on top of mine. 
 
    “Of course. We drove here from the hotel. You were still wearing your wedding dress, and I was still wearing my suit. We brought a blanket, put it down, and then we made love. You came so many times that I had to cover your mouth so that people wouldn’t see us,” I said. 
 
    “Hmmm . . . we were behind that large tree, but I think a few people still saw what we were doing,” Tiffany said. 
 
    “Yeah,” I continued. “And then three big men came and asked to join. We said yes, and the four of us fucked you at the same time, and then they called their friends, and they also joined.” 
 
    Tiffany looked at me and hit my shoulder. “That didn’t happen,” she said, blushing. 
 
    “I’m kidding,” I grinned at her. I wrapped my left arm around her shoulders. 
 
    “I wonder where Malik is,” she said while looking at the water. “Did he text or call you earlier?” 
 
    “Nope. He hasn’t yet. I tried calling him this morning, but I couldn’t reach him. His phone wasn’t ringing,” I said. 
 
    “I am worried about him. He has a tendency to get himself into, ummm, situations,” Tiffany said.  
 
    “Ah. Me, too. But don’t worry. He’ll turn up,” I said, without much confidence. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
    We spent our last night in Dalmellington in the house of Tiffany’s parents at their insistence. We had a nice dinner with some friends, and then we drove to their house, and they gave us the guest bedroom on the third floor.  
 
    “We should have stayed at the hotel,” I said to her. We were lying in bed, and Tiffany’s head was on my right arm. I was topless and wearing only my black shorts. She was wearing a tight white T-shirt with the Greenscore logo on the chest part and tiny white panties. 
 
    “Hmmm? This is a nice room,” my wife said softly. She knew what I meant.  
 
    “I wouldn’t be able to fuck you here,” I said. “If we fucked, Arthur and Barbara would hear us below.” That is fine because we are husband and wife, but it is still a little awkward. 
 
    “Hmmm . . .” 
 
    I turned to my wife and squeezed her butt. I pulled her closer to me, and we kissed. While our tongues played with each other, we heard a noise coming from the window. It sounded like small tiny rocks hitting the glass.  
 
    “What was that?” I asked Tiffany, and she simply shook her head. I squeezed her tits before standing up from the bed. 
 
    I looked outside the window to see where the noise was coming from and I didn’t see anything. The house was taller than the nearest tree, and the wind was calm. I opened the glass window and looked down, and I saw Malik grinning at me from below, outside the house. He waved at me.  
 
    “Uhhh, It’s Malik,” I said to Tiffany. She immediately stood up from the bed and then looked outside the window. She smiled at our friend and waved back. 
 
    “I’m going down to check on him,” I said to Tiffany. I saw Malik raise his palm. He was telling us to wait.  
 
    And then Malik climbed the outside wall of the house. I was surprised. Tiffany wasn’t. I looked at her face, and it seemed she was expecting Malik to do just that. Malik climbed the walls with fluid motion. He made it look easy. He knew exactly where to hold and where to place his feet. It didn’t even take him a full minute before he jumped inside the open window of our bedroom. We were on the third floor of the house, and it seemed like he had climbed it many times before. Malik was wearing a blue shirt, motorcycle jacket, and a backpack. 
 
    “Hey, Eugene,” he said to me without looking at me, and then he turned to my wife. “Hey, Tiff,” Malik said, and then he wrapped her arms around Tiffany’s slim waist and kissed her on the mouth.  
 
    I noticed that Malik was breathing heavily. It looked like he was running or someone was chasing him before coming here.  
 
    “Happy Anniversary, guys,” Malik said seriously. “Damn, I’m thirsty. Hey, man, can you hand me that bottle of water on the table, please? Yeah. Thanks.”  
 
    “Where were you, man?” I asked him as I gave him the water. I sat on a chair near the bed. 
 
    “Oh. Just around. I was meeting some people. Settling some debts,” Malik said. He put his backpack on the floor and removed his jacket. He was staring at Tiffany’s tits. My wife wasn’t wearing a bra, and we could see her nipples pressing against her shirt. 
 
    “I thought you already settled those,” I said.  
 
    “These are not the types of debts that could be settled easily,” Malik said, unbothered.  
 
    “Do you want more water?” Tiffany asked him softly. Malik said yes, and she handed him her bottled water.  
 
    Malik looked around the bedroom. “Hmmm. Nothing has changed,” he said. He looked at our bed while wiping his chin. “Hey, Eugene, it’s your wedding anniversary. You should be fucking your beautiful wife,” Malik said. I looked at Tiffany, and she smiled at me. 
 
    “Uhhh. Our anniversary was yesterday. And if we fucked, you know,” I said and then pointed at the floor to indicate that Tiffany’s parents were sleeping below. 
 
    “Right,” Malik grinned. “Ol’ Arthur and Barbara. They never did like me, you know,” he said. 
 
    Tiffany sat on the bed and crossed her long legs. Malik and I stared at them. She brushed her lustrous hair with her hand, and she gave Malik a seductive look. “You were too wild, they said,” my wife said. 
 
    “And also, you are a jerk, dude,” I grinned at him. Malik laughed, but he kept it low and short, so he wouldn’t be heard. The house’s outside walls were made of thick concrete, but the inside walls and floors were made of wood.  
 
    Malik looked at Tiffany, who was sitting on the bed. She had taken a shower earlier, and her hair was a little damp. She looked back at him and tucked her hair behind one ear. She sat a little straighter. 
 
    “That shirt that you are wearing, Tiff, turned me on a lot when we were still in school,” Malik said. 
 
    “Really?” Tiffany asked him. She had a small smile on the corner of her lips. Tiffany leaned forward and placed her right elbow on her knee and her chin on her palm. She made a swinging gesture with her feet.  
 
    I was watching them from the plastic chair where I was sitting. 
 
    “Yeah, Tiff. Trystan Daniels and I used to hang out a lot, and every time you walked past us, he would always whisper to me that you have the best tits on Greenscore.” Malik took his shirt off, and Tiffany hungrily stared at his massive body. 
 
    “Only in Greenscore?” Tiffany flipped her hair, stood up, and walked over to Malik. She put her hand on his chest. She looked petite and vulnerable next to him. 
 
    “No,” Malik said. He grabbed Tiffany’s hair and twisted it on his large fist. He tilted her head upwards and looked her in the eyes. “No. Not just in Greenscore, baby. You have the best tits in the whole fucking state,” he said. He pulled my wife and kissed her torridly on the mouth. 
 
    Five minutes later, Tiffany was on her knees and giving Malik a delicious titfuck. She spat at his cock and then squeezed it between her soft breasts. Malik groaned when she began moving up and down.  
 
    “Ungggh. Nice,” Malik moaned. My own cock was hard as I watched them. Tiffany looked at me with tempting eyes and then resumed what she was doing. Malik’s cock was so thick and so long that Tiffany could easily suck and reach his swollen cockhead with her mouth. She looked at me again while she was licking his precum. There was a lot of it. My wife tasted and swallowed it all. 
 
    I took out my hard cock and began stroking myself. Tiffany smiled when she saw what I was doing. She let go of Malik’s cock, and then she got on her hands and knees and crawled in my direction. It was only a short distance. She crawled in a sexy way. Lowering her shoulders, arching her back, and swaying her ass. Malik stroked his cock as he watched Tiffany’s spectacular swaying butt.  
 
    She also gave me a titfuck. I watched her perfect breasts bounce with my dick between them. Her tits were glistening. Tiffany was slightly panting. She looked up at me and said, “I love you.” Her bountiful tits felt glorious. I was close to coming after just a couple of dozen pumps. When she felt that I was nearing climax, Tiffany slowed down and sped up again. She grinned cutely at me. She didn’t want me to come yet. 
 
    “Best fucking tits on the whole goddamned state, right, buddy?” Malik said. He stood up from the chair and entirely removed his pants.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Tiffany moaned. She was done giving me a titfuck, and she was now sucking my dick while playing with my balls, her lovely hair swinging back and forth. 
 
    “Fuck,” I moaned. 
 
    Malik stood behind Tiffany, still looking at her sexy butt. He kneeled with one knee while his other foot was flat on the floor, pushed her white panties aside, and aimed his enormous cock at her steaming entrance. Malik placed his palm at her lower back to steady my wife, and then he pushed his thick cock inside her hot pussy. 
 
    “Fucking hell,” Malik shook his head, amazed at his continued good fortune. “Not just the best tits, but the most amazing pussy, too,” he grunted. 
 
    Tiffany was looking at me when Malik slid his cock inside her, and I saw her eyes widen as she accepted every thick inch of it. She moaned with her mouth full of my cock.  
 
    Malik grabbed her hair from behind and pulled it until my hard cock slid out of her mouth. “Look at your husband in the face, baby, and tell him again how much you love getting fucked by my big black cock,” Malik told her in a low voice while gritting his teeth. We couldn’t speak loudly here. 
 
    “Hnnng . . . oh god . . . Baby, I love getting fucked by Malik’s big black cock. I love it so much. I even have dreams about it,” Tiffany said, trying her best not to moan loudly. She sounded delirious. Malik accelerated his strokes, ensuring that he stretched her pussy walls and hit every delicious part deep inside her. She again engulfed my cock and deepthroated me, and when I saw her eyes roll in pleasure, I knew that she had reached her first orgasm of the night. 
 
    Malik and I switched. Tiffany gave my cock one last kiss before I stood up and positioned myself behind her. Malik sat at the chair where I was sitting earlier. He gave my wife a wink and then grabbed her hair. Tiffany opened her mouth and then engulfed his cock. She moaned as her cheeks accepted his thickness. Malik had two hands on her head now, and he pushed her deep until his cock hit her throat. She gagged, but Malik just grinned and held her head there.  
 
    “Hey, buddy,” I said to Malik. “Slow it down. You are choking my wife.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, man. You know she likes it. Don’t you, Tiff?” 
 
    Tiffany couldn’t answer, of course. She simply nodded while a single tear fell down her eye. She whimpered when I finally entered her. My wife was so slick and so warm. Malik had torn her panties earlier, and it was now on the floor, but she was still wearing her tight white T-shirt with our school logo on the front of it. 
 
    Malik and I switched again, and Tiffany shook and whimpered after he entered her. She came again. 
 
    “Ah, let’s go the bed,” Malik said, and he carried my wife to the bed. He lifted her while his cock was still inside of her. He had both hands on her spread legs.  
 
    “Hey, Eugene. Look, man. Look how my cock stretches her. Amazing, right?” I looked. How is she able to take that giant dick inside of her? My wife looked at the floor. She couldn’t look at me. Her cheeks were red.  
 
    I grabbed the chair and moved it closer to the bed to see them properly. I stroked my slick cock, my eyes focused on my friend and my wife. The bed wasn’t big. I took Tiffany’s hand when she reached out for me. So, I was holding her hand while Malik fucked her. My left hand held her while my right pumped up and down my hard cock. 
 
    “Ohhh . . . Ummm . . . Fuck . . .” Malik covered Tiffany’s mouth with his hand when she started moaning a little too loud. She opened her mouth, looked at Malik seductively, and sucked his fingers. Fucking slut, Malik muttered. 
 
    The old wooden bed creaked and protested as he fucked her. Since we didn’t want to make too much noise, he regulated the intensity of his pounding. But Malik made sure that his cock reached her deep. He made sure that my wife felt every centimeter of him. He made sure that my wife was completely stuffed and that he filled her entirely. 
 
    Tiffany rode him reverse-cowgirl, and she played with her bouncing tits while she bobbed above him. I moved the chair again so that her body was facing me.  
 
    “Hmmm . . . ohhh . . . Malik’s so big, babe. I think . . . I’m already in love with . . . with his cock,” my wife said slowly, teasingly. Tiffany played with her hair while impaling her pussy repeatedly on him. She pinched her nipples. Her juices were dripping down Malik’s cock and balls and drenching the bed. Malik’s hand was on her hips, vigorously lifting her up and pulling her down. Tiffany swayed her body while bouncing on Malik, like drawing an infinity sign or the number eight. I stood up and covered her mouth when she came. Her body shuddered, and her trembling pussy clenched and spurted. I slapped her cheek when she was coming.  
 
    Tiffany opened her eyes and looked at me. She looked blissful. 
 
    “Do that again, babe, please,” she said. I slapped her cheeks several times until they turned pink, then I kissed her. While I was kissing my wife, Malik sat up and ripped the white T-shirt she was wearing like it was made of paper. Tiffany gasped. Malik threw the torn-up shirt on the floor beside her panties. 
 
    Malik lay down on the bed again and gripped Tiffany’s waist. He lifted her up, pulling his long cock out of her pussy. Her pussy walls didn’t want to let go. Tiffany let out a disappointed sigh when his cock finally slid out of her.  
 
    “Hey, Eugene,” he said to me. I couldn’t see his face because I was back on the chair, and Tiffany was between us. Her legs were open, and Malik was lifting her up. “Watch this. Watch your wife.” 
 
    Then Malik pulled her down. I saw Tiffany’s eyes widen when she realized what our friend was trying to do. His cock was entering her, but it wasn’t going into her pussy.  
 
    “Ohmygod,” she moaned helplessly. Tiffany shook her head when she noticed me standing up from the chair. She smiled, and I sat back down. She held Malik’s hand, which was wrapped around her waist. He was stretching her, impaling her a centimeter at a time. Tiffany bit her lip tightly and threw her head back. Her pussy gushed and shuddered when Malik was halfway inside her. She orgasmed. But it was not over. Malik wanted my wife to take all of him.  
 
    “What a fucking sexy piece of ass you are, Tiff!” Malik groaned. I thought my wife was going to faint, but she didn’t. Tiffany was able to take it all. I was horny and proud of her at the same time. I was goddamn hard, even if I wasn’t stroking my cock anymore.  
 
    “Ohhh . . . so big. So so so big,” Tiffany was reeling. Sweat dripped the sides of her face. She looked at me with unfocused eyes, nipples hard. Malik slapped her ass. Her pussy tightened because of the delicious sting caused by Malik’s palm, and she came again.  
 
    “Now bounce,” Malik ordered Tiffany in an authoritative voice. “Bounce on my cock, Tiff. Ride my big black cock like your life depended on it.”  
 
    And that was what my wife did. She went up and down on him, luscious tits bouncing with every thrust. She rode him hard, and she rode him fast. She came several times while doing that, but she didn’t rest nor stop. Her legs were trembling, and she was panting, and she looked delirious with pleasure.  
 
    “Oh god. Oh god. Oh my god. I’m going crazy. I’m coming again.” Tiffany’s eyelids fluttered. She gushed and spasmed, and her knees wobbled. She fell backward. She lay there, trembling, on top of Malik’s naked and sweaty body. 
 
    Malik rubbed her cheeks with his hand. Tiffany opened her eyes and sucked his fingers. His long cock was still deep inside her.  
 
    “Hey, buddy,” Malik grinned at me. “Did you see that? Did you watch your wife? She won't be walking right for a few days after this. But, look, man. Her pussy is empty.” 
 
    Tiffany looked down at me, her face flushed and perspiring. She lifted her arm and motioned for me to join them. “Come here, babe. I need you,” she said invitingly. I breathed deeply and wiped the sweat on my chin and forehead, and joined them.  
 
    I clenched my teeth as I entered Tiffany. My eyes were hot. She was tight and slick and dripping. My wife batted her eyelashes at me as I slid inside her. Her pussy snugly wrapped around my throbbing cock. 
 
    “Mmmm . . . there, baby,” she moaned.  
 
    And then we fucked her. Malik and I. We fucked her at the same time. Tiffany sobbed in pleasure as we moved in and out of her.  
 
    “God, oh god, I am so full. So full of cock,” she whimpered. 
 
    It was raining the first time I talked to Tiffany. I was waiting for the school bus when suddenly, out of nowhere, it rained. It was summer, and the rain happened unexpectedly.  
 
    “Want to share my umbrella?” Tiffany asked me sweetly. I looked at her. I knew who she was, of course. She was the most popular girl at school. Bright and hot and beautiful. She was wearing her cheerleading uniform, and she had two books in her arm, hugging them to her chest so that they wouldn’t get wet. Time seemed to stop during that moment as she walked towards me. She didn’t wait for me to answer. She just stood beside me and shared her umbrella with me. I already had a crush on Tiffany before that, but that was the exact moment when I fell in love with her. 
 
    The three of us came at the same time.  
 
    “Ah, goddamn,” Malik grunted, vein popping out of his neck as he filled my wife with his cum.  
 
    “Oh, yesss yesss yesss,” Tiffany cried as her vision went orange from a deep and shocking orgasm. Tears ran down her cheeks. She hugged me, and I kissed her as I unloaded my come inside her.  
 
    “I love you,” Tiffany whispered to me. She was still reeling. I kissed her again.  
 
    “Best wedding anniversary so far,” Malik said happily. His large hands were still wrapped around Tiffany’s hips. My cock slipped out of her slick pussy when I was done, and I sat on the bed. Tiffany’s hair was a mess, and she was still in a lovemaking high.  
 
    I saw that Malik was still hard, and his long cock was still inside my wife.  
 
    “Baby,” Tiffany said weakly. I didn’t know if she was talking to him or to me.  
 
    Then Malik stood up from the bed and got on the floor. He lifted my wife. His cock was still buried snugly inside her. His movement made her yelp.  
 
    “Hey, man, where are you taking . . .” I started asking. 
 
    Malik put her feet down on the floor and fucked her on the open window. Tiffany grabbed the lower frame of the window as Malik plumbed her vigorously.  
 
    “Hey, Malik, not there. People might see,” I said.  
 
    “Fuck,” Malik groaned. “Turn off the light then,” he told me, which I did.  
 
    Now that the room we were in was dark, it would not be easy for anyone from below to see what was happening on the open window. But then I realized that the moon was out. We were on the third floor, and I prayed that no one would see my wife getting fucked. Everyone in this neighborhood knows Tiffany. Everyone likes her. She is kind and pretty and respectful, and now she was sobbing in pleasure as she came again for the countless time.  
 
    I stood close to them, and Tiffany looked at me, and I knew that she couldn’t see me. Her eyes were half-closed, and her legs were trembling, perky tits swaying as Malik gave her a hard and deep pounding. She was making incoherent sounds of delight. Her hair was a mess, and her face looked wrecked, but still, she looked heartbreakingly gorgeous.  
 
    “Ahhh, Goddamn, I’m coming!” Malik snarled. He slid his cock out of her. Tiffany knew what to do. Malik didn’t have to order her. With shaking legs, she knelt on the floor like she was his submissive wife, and then she closed her eyes and opened her mouth.  
 
    Malik came a lot. He shot his load on my wife’s face and across her tits. Malik jolted, howling. He came in heavy spurts. Rope after rope of cum hit Tiffany’s face and breasts. He showered her with it. Tiffany licked her lips. Some of his cum splattered on the glass window, and some went flying outside it.  
 
    After that, Malik grabbed my wife’s wrist and pulled her up, and they went inside the bathroom. Tiffany looked at me and reached for my hand. I was reaching for her when Malik shut the bathroom door on my face. The bathroom door was made of thick wood, and I couldn’t hear what was happening inside. They were in there for a full hour.  
 
    “I have to go,” Malik told us when we were done. He put his backpack on. The three of us were standing near the window. Tiffany’s hair was wet, and she had a short white towel wrapped around her hourglass body. She looked sad. She already knew what our friend was going to say.  
 
    “Yeah, sure. We will see you tomorrow at the mall around seven. Then we will drive back to Vridpool,” I said. 
 
    “No, man,” Malik said seriously. He looked at me, then at my wife.  
 
    “I’m sorry?” I was confused. 
 
    “I’m not going back to Vridpool, Eugene.”  
 
    “What are you saying? You have a job there,” I said. 
 
    “I already called my boss and told him that I’m resigning,” Malik said. 
 
    “But why, man?” 
 
    “Fuck. I don’t know,” Malik answered. He scratched his head. This was the first time I saw him unsure of something. “Maybe because I’m just not you, man. I can't stay in one place and have a job and work five days a week. I know that’s real life. But I'm not built for that. I admire you, Eugene. I wish I could be more like you. Truly.”  
 
    I simply nodded. I understand.  
 
    “But where will you go?” I asked him. 
 
    “Don’t know yet,” Malik said. 
 
    “You are a goddamn idiot,” I said to him.  
 
    “I know, man,” Malik said, grinning. “I know.” 
 
    Tiffany put a hand on his chest, and they kissed for five minutes. “Take care,” she said. “We will miss you.”  
 
    Malik nodded, and they kissed again for another five minutes, but this time he also fingered Tiffany’s pussy until she came. 
 
    There were no more words to say after that. Malik patted me on the shoulder and went out the window. He climbed down with minimal effort. Malik looked up and waved at us when he was finally on the ground. He ran until the night finally swallowed him. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    That was the last time Tiffany and I saw Malik Baker. We tried messaging him and calling him, but we couldn’t reach him. His social media accounts were inactive.  
 
    A friend told me that he saw Malik or at least someone who looked like him, in a bus station somewhere in Southeast Asia. He was wearing a shirt, faded jeans, a straw hat, and carrying a big backpack. I smiled at that. I imagined the bastard as a wooden boat owner on a tropical island somewhere, exploring the hot and humid country using an old motorcycle during the day and fucking gorgeous women on the beach during nights.  
 
    “Hey, babe?” Tiffany said to me. I was reading a paperback novel. I looked up at my gorgeous wife and smiled.  
 
    We were in a coffee shop, and Tiffany was wearing a simple white T-shirt and orange hip-hugging skirt. Her hair was tied neatly in a ponytail.  
 
    “Yes, baby?” I asked. I noticed that the male customers were giving her admiring looks.  
 
    “Ummm, Trystan and Julie texted me this morning,” she said.  
 
    I put down the book I was reading. Trystan and Julie Daniels, like Malik, are our friends from Dalmellington. They are working abroad. Trystan is an engineer, and Julie works in advertising. Like Tiffany and I, they are newly-married couples.  
 
    “Yes? How are they?” I asked her. The male waiter looked at my wife’s spectacular legs as he walked past us. 
 
    “They are coming here to Vridpool. Julie told me that Trystan received a promotion and would now be based here. So, Julie is asking if the four of us could meet and have some dinner in a nice restaurant somewhere and catch up with each other? What do you think?”  
 
    I leaned back on the chair and paused. Trystan Daniels is a big black man. He is even bigger than Malik. They also used to be close friends. He is what Malik would be if Malik took life seriously. I know that Tiffany has a crush on him. Julie, on the other hand, is super hot. She is as sexy as my wife, as smart, and as pretty. And while Tiffany has a more fabulous butt, Julie Daniels has bigger tits.  
 
    And now, they would come here. 
 
    Tiffany understood what I was thinking. She smiled at me and held my hand. 
 
    “Sure,” I said, smiling. “That sounds fun.” 
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