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    Chapter 1 
 
    “Malik just texted me,” I said to my wife. It was Saturday afternoon. We were sitting inside a coffee shop. 
 
    “Really? When?” Tiffany smiled and asked me gently. It was a busy morning. All of the seats in the coffee shop were occupied. Couples were sitting together. Friends were talking to each other. A man in the corner wearing thick glasses was reading a paperback. Some students had their laptops open. They were typing on the keyboard, watching videos, or studying for an exam. A man was rubbing his girlfriend’s thigh. A woman who looked like an actress was speaking French to someone on her phone. 
 
    “Just now. Malik texted me two minutes ago,” I said to my wife. I put my phone back in my pocket and took a sip of coffee. 
 
    “All right,” Tiffany said. She touched my hand. “So? Baby, don’t leave me guessing. What did Malik say?” 
 
    “Well, he said he just lost his job,” I said. 
 
    “Oh. That’s not good. The pizza delivery job or the mechanic job?” Tiffany asked me. She sounded concerned for our friend. 
 
    “The part-time mechanic job in Tomento,” I said. “But,” I paused, “how did you know about that?” I asked her. 
 
    Tiffany looked at the door of the coffee shop. “Hmmm. Well, Malik follows me on social media,” she answered without looking at me. She didn’t really answer my question, but I just let it slide. 
 
    “Malik also said he lost the pizza delivery work a week ago,” I said. 
 
    “Poor baby,” Tiffany said softly. She rested her chin on her palm, thinking deeply. I looked around the coffee shop and noticed that most male customers were glancing at my gorgeous wife. I smiled and put my coffee down. I’m used to men staring at her. If I stood up and went to the restroom, one or two of these men would approach her and try to hit on her and ask for her number or social media account. 
 
    I looked at my pretty wife. Tiffany wore a form-hugging white crop top, a plaid skirt, and white sneakers. She was the hottest woman inside this coffee shop. Her hair was tied in a cute ponytail. 
 
    “Poor Malik,” Tiffany said again. She was thinking about Malik. This surprised me a little. She likes Malik, but I never felt that they were close.  
 
    Tiffany and I and Malik Baker grew up in Dalmellington. We were a group of friends, including Alexann Ferguson, Trystan Daniels, and Pedro Stedman. Alexann was Tiffany’s bestfriend. Pedro was my best friend. We rode our bikes together. We helped the grown-ups when it was harvest season for corn. On Saturday mornings, the six of us went camping and swam on Crescent Lake.  
 
    Pedro, Malik, and I delivered newspapers during weekends. We joined an acoustic band. Tiffany joined the cheerleading team. Malik played football. I played tennis, and Tiffany was also a member of the swimming club. We were young, and we believed we could do anything. 
 
    But college separated us. Tiffany and I went to Garnett here in Vridpool. Alexann, Trystan, and Pedro went to McGrady in Saint Michael. Malik, however, couldn’t get into college. He stayed in Dalmellington for the next two years after high school. He worked different jobs. He became friends with local people with bad reputations until eventually he was forced to leave the state. Malik and I kept in touch from time to time. I wouldn’t really call him my best friend. But I owe him. He used to defend Pedro and me against school bullies. 
 
    We were pimply and scrawny young men. Pedro and Trystan and I looked like nerds. Bullies like Leo Hager and Robert Penn loved taking our lunch money. They seemed to enjoy kicking our bikes every time we passed them, inside or outside the school. But those two took a step back if they saw that Malik Baker was with us. Malik is huge and black and intense. He was the biggest student in Greenscore High. He was already bigger than most of the teachers. 
 
    “I like him,” Tiffany said. She crossed her legs and then took a sip of coffee while looking at me. 
 
    “Baby, you like everyone,” I said to her affectionately. 
 
    “I always think Malik is a good person,” Tiffany smiled at me and brushed her hair. The man sitting at her right side with his girlfriend beside him was subtly looking at my wife's bare legs. When she crossed her legs earlier, the plaid skirt inched up, giving everyone a nice view. 
 
    “You see the good in every people,” I said to my wife. “That is the reason I love you.” 
 
    Tiffany raised her eyebrow at me. She smiled and then sat straighter. She flipped her hair and looked at me with seductive eyes. My eyes were immediately drawn to the perfect shape of her breasts. “Is that the only reason you love me?” 
 
    I smiled at her and tapped the wooden table with my fingers. “Let me think,” I teased her. “Well, dearest wife, you also give the best blowjobs.” I grinned. 
 
    Tiffany’s eyes widened, and she covered her mouth. She was blushing. She glanced around, embarrassed. “Baby, lower your voice, please. What if someone hears you?” 
 
    “Then they would envy me,” I said. I stood up, walked around the table, and sat at the empty seat beside Tiffany. I put an arm around her shoulders and gave her a quick kiss on the lips and neck. She smells so good. Tiffany is everything I have ever dreamed of. 
 
    I put a hand on her thigh and began rubbing it. She didn’t remove my hand and just smiled at me. The man who was sitting at the next table looked jealous.  
 
    “So. Let’s get back to Malik,” Tiffany said.  
 
    “He was asking if he can crash at our apartment for a few days,” I said while playing with her hair. 
 
    “What did you say to him?” 
 
    “I said yes. It’s fine. Malik can stay in the guest bedroom for a few days while he is looking for a new job here in Vridpool,” I said.  
 
    “Hmmm,” Tiffany said. She looked outside the glass window of the coffee shop. Yellow, green, and orange taxis were passing by slowly. The soft wind was gently blowing the leaves of White Mulberry and Willow Acacia. 
 
    “What do you think?” I asked Tiffany. She looked to be deeply in thought. I thought she was okay with it. 
 
    “I am not so sure,” Tiffany finally said. “I mean, Malik’s a big man. Will he be comfortable in our small apartment?” Typical of my wife, I thought. Tiffany always thinks first about the welfare of others. 
 
    I smiled. “That is true, baby. Malik’s a big guy. But he’s not a giant. He’ll be fine. Anyway, he’ll just be with us for a few days.” 
 
    “All right,” Tiffany said. “Where is Malik now? When will he arrive?” 
 
    “Malik said he’d be arriving in a few minutes. We can pick him up at the airport.” 
 
    “Now?” Tiffany asked me. 
 
    “Yeah. We can go now,” I said. 
 
    “Oh. All right,” my wife stood up and grabbed her bag. “But give me a few minutes first,” Tiffany said. “I’ll just go to the restroom and fix myself. I want to look pretty.” 
 
    Huh? She wants to look pretty for Malik? Well, there’s nothing wrong with that, I guess. 
 
    “But you already look very pretty,” I said. “I don’t know what I’ll do if you become prettier. I won’t be able to do anything with my life. I’ll just look at you all day.” 
 
    “You’re the sweetest. I’ll be just a minute,” Tiffany said. She kissed me on the cheek before going to the restroom.  
 
    The eyes of the male customers followed the sway of her hips and her spectacular ass. They tried their best to memorize her legs. One man even took a selfie when my wife walked by him. His girlfriend hit him on the shoulder when she realized what he was doing. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    The airport was just a fifteen-minute drive from the coffee shop. I called Malik first, and he confirmed that he was already there, waiting for us. 
 
    It was the weekend, and there were a lot of people. Vridpool is a busy city. It is the opposite of Dalmellington, the state where we grew up. Dalmellington is an agricultural state. Endless cornfields and mountains and hills and beautiful lakes. Meanwhile, Vridpool is a city of skyscrapers and highways and young professionals trying to make their way into the world.  
 
    “Is that him?” Tiffany asked me. She had her hair down now, and she was wearing a blazer. I also noticed that she unbuttoned the top two buttons of the white top that she was wearing. It showed her gorgeous cleavage, but not so much. Just enough to tease and catch a man’s attention. She didn’t need to do that, though. Her stunning figure is already eye-catching. 
 
    “That’s Malik, all right,” I said, slowed down, and used my signal light to indicate that I’d be maneuvering my car towards the left. They have strict traffic rules here in Vridpool. 
 
    I parked and rolled down the car’s window. I saw my wife brush her hair with her hand. She waved at Malik. 
 
    He immediately saw us. He grinned at us and then waved back. He was wearing a red shirt and blue jeans, carrying a big backpack. He looks huge. I said earlier that Malik was not a giant. I was partly right. I looked at Malik as he was walking towards us. He towered over everyone in the waiting area of the airport. A few women were staring at him. He is ruggedly good-looking, and he walks with confidence. His hair was curly and long, and I noticed that he had tribal tattoos on both of his arms. It used to be only on his right arm. When he was finally near our car, I saw that he also had a tattoo on the right side of his neck. I sighed. That would certainly help in his job prospects. 
 
    “Hey, Malik,” I greeted my friend. It was nice to see him again after a couple of years.  
 
    Malik didn’t immediately enter the car. He bent forward and rested his elbows on the open window of the passenger seat where Tiffany was sitting. Malik Baker looked genuinely happy to see us. He didn’t have the defeated look of a man who had just lost two jobs and was currently freshly unemployed.  
 
    “Hey, Eugene. Thanks for coming, man. Hey, Tiffany. Is that really you? God, you look gorgeous,” Malik said with natural charm and confidence.  
 
    “Oh,” My wife looked at me for a second. She blushed, fully aware that our smiling friend was looking at her luscious cleavage. She tried to pull the front of her blazer together. “Thank you, Malik. We miss you,” she said. “You look good too.” 
 
    “How about me, guys? Don’t I look good?” I said happily. “Get inside the car, man,” I told Malik. Private vehicles were not allowed to park for too long in this area. A traffic officer saw us and was already walking towards our car. 
 
    Malik stood straight and then opened the door at the back of the car. He winked at a pretty woman who was looking at him. The lovely woman with red hair and a freckled face smiled back. Malik tossed his backpack inside the car. The suspension of my five-year-old car creaked when Malik went inside and sat on the backseat. 
 
    “Damn, I’m starving,” Malik said. 
 
    “We’ll eat,” I said. “I’m a little hungry too. How about you, baby?” I asked Tiffany. 
 
    “I’m still full from the coffee and bread earlier. But, sure. It’s all right,” my wife said. She rolled the car window up.  
 
    “What do you want to eat, man?” I asked Malik as I was joining the traffic. “Let’s have an early lunch. Then, we’ll drive home so you can rest. How was your flight, anyway?” 
 
    “What flight?” Malik asked me. He was sitting relaxed in the backseat. He rested his arms on the top of the seat. He spread his legs. My car was not small, but it looked like it was with Malik inside. 
 
    “Your flight from Tomento to here, in Vridpool. How was it?” I asked him again. Tiffany looked back at Malik. She smiled at him then sat properly again. 
 
    “I didn’t fly, Eugene,” Malik said. 
 
    “But you were at the airport,” Tiffany said curiously. 
 
    “Yes. But I didn’t fly. I hitchhiked.” 
 
    “You hitchhiked from Tomento to here?” I asked our friend. 
 
    “Yes, man. I don’t have enough cash for a plane ticket. So, I hitchhiked. I waited for two hours before a truck driver stopped. Driver’s name was Erco. I forgot his last name. He was a nice dude. Poor taste in music, though. Luckily, he was driving to Vridpool. He was delivering some computer parts or something. Keyboards, monitors, things like that. I told him to just drop me off at the airport since it was on his way.” 
 
    Malik stretched his arms and then leaned forward. He gripped the side of the front seats. His face was between us. “Hey, guys. I appreciate what you are doing. Letting me stay at your place while I’m trying to get back on my feet. Means a lot to me,” he said. 
 
    Tiffany faced him again. It felt like Malik was sucking all the oxygen in the car. Driving felt heavy. Tiffany put her right hand on his. “Don’t worry about it, Malik. This is what friends are for,” she said softly. “Right, baby?” 
 
    “Yes, man. Don’t think too much about it. I’m sure you’ll be back on your feet in no time. You’ll easily find a new job. You are a hard worker,” I said.  
 
    Malik grinned and patted me on the shoulder with his large palm. His hand was heavy, and it felt like a five-kilogram metal was hitting my right shoulder.  
 
    “What do you think about that, Tiffany?” Malik asked my wife. He was still leaning forward. Malik looked down and stared at my wife’s smooth legs. Tiffany saw that he was looking. She sat straighter, and she tried to pull down her skirt without being too obvious about it. She was able to pull it down by about an inch. It was a short skirt. 
 
    “About what, Malik?” Tiffany asked him. She was looking forward and not at him. Malik’s face was close to her cheek. She bit her lower lip. 
 
    “About what your husband said. About me being a hard worker. From your experience, Tiffany, do you think that I am a hard worker?” Malik was smiling like a cat.  
 
    What kind of question is that? I thought. My eyes were on the road. From her experience? That question is a bit strange. What does Malik mean by that? I looked at my wife from the corner of my eyes. And why is she blushing so much? 
 
    “Yes, Malik,” Tiffany finally said. Her hands were clasped in front of her. “I think you are a hard worker.” 
 
    “Good girl,” Malik said and leaned back on his seat and then closed his eyes. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
    “So, man, this will be your room,” I said to Malik when we were in our place. Our apartment was located on the seventh floor of the McKinnie Building in Bridgewater Row. From the balcony in the living room, we had a nice view of the river.  
 
    “It’s perfect, buddy,” Malik said to me. His room was only slightly smaller than the main bedroom where Tiffany and I sleep. Malik’s room had a chair, table, a flat-screen TV, a closet, and a comfortably-sized bed.  
 
    Malik threw his bag on the floor and jumped on the bed. I thought that the bed would break, but it was able to accept his weight. He stared at the ceiling and put his hands behind his head. He looked at Tiffany and me. We were standing at the door. My wife was concentrating on his every movement.  
 
    We made love in this bed, of course. Tiffany and I were newly married, and we already had sex on every part of the apartment. We fucked in this bed, in this room, in the balcony at night when there was no moon, in the stairs, in the shower, and in the kitchen. Everywhere in the apartment.  
 
    “Is the bed all right?” Tiffany asked him. “Is it comfortable?”  
 
    A picture flashed in my mind. It just happened, and I couldn’t stop it or prepare myself for it. I imagined Malik’s massive body on top of my naked wife on this bed. Her legs were open, and his huge cock was going in and out of her. In this quick image that flashed through my brain, Tiffany was squirming and moaning. Both naked and sweaty. 
 
    “Yeah. It’s great. It’s very soft. Thank you again, guys.” Malik said. He was still on the bed and staring at Tiffany.  
 
    My wife had removed the blazer that she was wearing earlier, and she looked absolutely stunning in her white form-hugging top and short skirt.  
 
    “Rest, man,” I told Malik. “Then let’s have dinner later. I have beers on the fridge. Let’s drink some later after dinner and talk about old times.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Malik rose and sat on the bed. The room looked small with him in it. “I need a massage,” he said. 
 
    “Huh?” I said. “What?” 
 
    “My back muscles feel tight. I need someone to loosen it, man. That truck where I hitchhiked earlier was not really comfortable for passengers. I need a massage.” Malik looked at my wife, who was standing beside me. I noticed that she was one step inside the room. My wife was in front of me. She was standing a little behind me just a minute ago.  
 
    “Tiffany?” Malik said to my wife. 
 
    “Yes?” Tiffany eagerly answered. She had her hands behind her. She was playing with her fingers. This is an involuntary response every time she is excited or confused. 
 
    “Can you give me a massage?” Malik asked her. 
 
    “I’m sorry?” I looked at my friend sitting on the bed we provided for him. Was he really asking my wife for a massage?  
 
    Nobody spoke after Malik said that. The summer wind was blowing gently from the open window of his room. Malik stood up and removed his shirt. I saw my wife gasp while looking at his body. Malik wasn’t a muscular guy. He didn’t have a six-pack, but he was massive and solid. I have a six-pack, and I regularly visit the gym. I run every morning, and I can bike one hundred miles in a single ride. But still, Malik could split me in half if he wanted to.  
 
    “Can you give me a massage, Tiffany?” Malik repeated. “You are good at that, right?” 
 
    Tiffany nodded, and then she looked at me. She was not sure what to say next. I wondered how Malik knew that my wife gives a good massage. I looked at my wife and then at my friend. Tiffany looked down at the floor and brushed her hair behind one ear. 
 
    Malik’s grin became bigger, and I grinned back. “You bastard,” I said to him.  
 
    He laughed and then pointed at me. “I got you there, buddy,” he said. He was playing with us.  
 
    Tiffany sighed and then smiled at us. “You two are silly. You should grow up, you guys,” she said cutely. She looked at me and pouted for a second. I noticed that she was already standing between the door and Malik’s bed. When did she step forward? Did she really think that Malik was serious? Was she really planning on doing what Malik was asking while I was standing here and watching? A bead of sweat formed at the back of my neck, and I wiped it with my hand. 
 
    “I’ll just get a shut-eye, man. See you guys at dinner?” Malik said. 
 
    “Yeah, man,” I said, still smiling. 
 
    I left and went down the stairs. I was in the middle of the staircase when I turned around and saw that my wife was still talking to Malik. She was outside the door and holding the doorknob. They were saying something to each other in a low voice. I couldn’t hear what they were talking about. When they were finished talking, Tiffany closed Malik’s door and then looked at me. She seemed surprised that I was standing on the stairs and waiting for her. But she recovered immediately and gave me a sweet smile. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
    Tiffany and I made love while Malik was in his room resting. We were sitting on the sofa in the living room downstairs and watching TV. Both of us couldn’t concentrate on what we were watching. My eyes felt hot, and my cock was erect inside my shorts. I noticed that Tiffany’s nipples were hard. She looked at me, and when our eyes met, she bit her lip. There was lust and longing in her eyes.  
 
    “Baby, I want you,” Tiffany said to me seductively. 
 
    “I’m hard,” I said. I looked up the stairs. Malik was probably sleeping. “You are making me hard.” 
 
    “Let me do something about that,” Tiffany said with a smile. She tied her hair in a ponytail. She knelt on the floor and expertly took out my cock. “Oh. I miss him,” my wife whispered. She didn’t look at me when she said that. Is she talking about my dick? She began stroking me, slowly and gently, making me even harder. She was looking straight into my eyes when she was licking my precum. 
 
    When I was finally fully hard, Tiffany stood up and pulled down her pink panties. She didn’t remove her skirt but hiked it up her waist. I reached and touched and pussy. She was already hot and soaking wet. She was breathing quickly and deeply.  
 
    I leaned back on the sofa and helped Tiffany while she was positioning herself on top of me. I looked at her, and she was misty-eyed with lust and desire. Her cheeks were flushed and rosy.  
 
    Tiffany grabbed my hair as she lowered herself into me. She sank easily into my balls. I held her hips and moved her body up and down. She lifted her top, and I pulled down her bra and started sucking on her delicious nipples, which only made her wetter. 
 
    “Yes, baby . . .” Tiffany embraced me and moaned into my ear. “Just like that. Oh. Yes.” 
 
    I unhooked her bra from the back and removed her shirt. Tiffany didn’t slow down. Her perfect tits bounced freely now. She moved faster while moaning louder. Our apartment was not huge. If Malik was still awake inside his room, I’m sure that he would be able to notice Tiffany’s cries and sweet moans. 
 
    Tiffany came twice while riding my cock. Her second orgasm immediately happened after the first. She kept on riding me. She didn’t slow down. She kept on bobbing up and down, back and forth, her luscious tits bouncing perkily with every thrust. She cried loudly when her second orgasm hit her like lightning. 
 
    She continued bouncing on my cock, slowly this time. She looked at me, but her eyes were unfocused. It was summer and hot, and our bodies were covered in sweat. 
 
    “Come in me, baby, please,” Tiffany pleaded softly. I grabbed her hips and slammed my cock repeatedly into her dripping pussy.  
 
    While looking into her eyes, I imagined Malik standing behind her. I pictured him pulling her hair with his big hand and kissing her neck. And, while my cock was deeply buried in my wife’s pussy, Malik would line his cock behind her. I came while imagining what would be Tiffany’s reaction while Malik’s cock was slowly going inside her. I imagined her sobbing in pleasure and coming at the same time. I never imagined something like that before. The thought of Malik and me fucking Tiffany at the same time made me come harder than ever.  
 
    I filled Tiffany’s pussy with my warm cum. She smiled at me when I was finished coming. She stood up, moaning softly as my still-hard cock left her pussy. She knelt on the floor again and cleaned it with her mouth. She stroked my cock while milking me until the last drop.  
 
    We showered together after that and then fucked again inside our bedroom. Tiffany came three more times. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
    Malik didn’t seem to be in a rush to do anything. A whole week passed quickly. He applied for two jobs. The managers said that they would call him. Malik seemed unconcerned. He had some friends in Vridpool, and he visited some of them. He didn’t bring any of his friends to our place. 
 
    I told Malik that I would ask around for vacancies. Some of my college friends who graduated from Garnett may have job openings in their companies. Some of those vacancies might suit him. Malik thanked me, but he declined my offer. He said he would work things out for himself. I told him sure, buddy, take your time.  
 
    Malik also asked me if he could borrow my gaming console. I told him that he could use it anytime. Ever since I graduated college and got married, I got too busy to play video games anymore.  
 
    During the day, Malik was left alone in the apartment since Tiffany and I had to go to work. We told him to treat the place as his. So that was what he did. He spent most of his days playing video games, watching movies, drinking beer, and eating pizza. 
 
    He helped in other things, too. He drove Tiffany when she had to go and buy groceries. He even picked her up at work when I needed to do some overtime. He changed the oil, the fuel filter, and the brake pads of our car. He did some minor repairs to the balcony and the kitchen. Tiffany seemed impressed when she was watching him doing manual labor.  
 
    I work as a data analyst for a large financial services company. I spent most of my working days looking at numbers, graphs, and spreadsheets. I am the first to admit that I was never a manual labor kind of guy.  
 
    At night, Malik and I hung out on the balcony, drank beer, and talked about the years we spent in Dalmellington. We have a lot of good memories there. Sometimes, Tiffany joined us. She doesn’t like drinking alcohol, so she would just sit between us. She would hold my hand and listen to me and Malik talk.  
 
    Every time Tiffany was sitting beside me, Malik would always glance at her tits and legs. He never tried to hide it. 
 
    “You really are gorgeous, Tiffany,” Malik suddenly said one Thursday night. We were sitting on the wooden chairs on the balcony. We were not drinking. We were just relaxing and passing the time. It was still early in the evening. 
 
    We were sitting on three small wooden chairs arranged in a semicircle. Between us was a small, round, glass table. Tiffany’s chair was beside mine, and the two of us were facing Malik.  
 
    We had the prettiest balcony among all the apartments in the building. Tiffany loves plants, and she filled our place with petunia, hibiscus, lavender, and some other types of ornamentals I couldn’t name. 
 
    Tiffany looked at Malik after he complimented her looks, and she smiled sweetly at him. Tiffany was wearing a white, cotton, oversized shirt. It reached just a few inches above her knees. I couldn’t tell if she was wearing anything underneath it.  
 
    “Well, thank you, Malik,” Tiffany said to him. She put her elbows on the glass table and looked at his grinning face. Tiffany crossed her legs and leaned forward. The hem of the shirt she was wearing moved upwards by a couple more inches. “You say that to me at least three times a day.” 
 
    I stayed silent. I didn’t know about that. 
 
    “Hey, baby, I tell you how pretty you are twice that every day,” I told her. 
 
    “Yes,” Tiffany faced me and rubbed my cheeks while looking lovingly into my eyes. “You do, and I love you for it,” she said, and then she put her arms around my neck and kissed me. I kissed her back. I rubbed her bare leg while we were kissing. She uncrossed her legs and spread them a little. Her body was facing me, so Malik couldn’t see if my wife was wearing panties or shorts underneath her oversized shirt or if she was wearing nothing at all. He tried his best to look, though. 
 
    “I should video this and then sell it online,” Malik said. “Selling videos of you guys fucking will make me rich. I wouldn’t need a job anymore,” he joked. 
 
    Tiffany and I stopped kissing. Her face was red, and she was slightly panting. Tiffany went back into sitting properly and fixed her hair with her hands. She crossed her legs again and positioned her body facing Malik.  
 
    “That might be a good idea,” I said, smiling. Tiffany raised an eyebrow at me, and I grinned at her to show that I was only kidding. 
 
    The three of us talked and exchanged stories. Tiffany asked Malik if he had a girlfriend in Tomento. Malik said he was going out with a couple of girls before he left, but nothing steady. Tiffany seemed satisfied with his answer.  
 
    While we were reminiscing about our times in Dalmellington, my phone buzzed. I looked at it and found an urgent email from my boss, Chris Dupree.  
 
    I stood up with my phone in my hand. “Guys, I need to go back inside and finish some work.” I looked at my wife. “Chris wants me to send the figures tonight. It will be quick. I’ll finish it in an hour.” 
 
    “All right, baby,” Tiffany said softly while holding my hand. “Be quick.” 
 
    I went to our bedroom, and I turned on my laptop. The data that my boss needed was already there. Some key performance indicators that I needed to put into the dashboard. I told Tiffany that I would be finished in an hour, but I was able to send the email in twenty-two minutes. I turned off my laptop and then went out of our bedroom and down the stairs.  
 
    A transparent glass door was separating our small living room from the balcony of the apartment. The glass door was open, and before I stepped out to join them, I looked at my wife and Malik first from behind the light green-colored curtain. It was dim inside the living room, and the curtain obscured me, so they didn’t see me immediately. I stood there and watched them. 
 
    While I was gone, Malik transferred to my seat. He could barely fit in the small wooden chair. He was now sitting beside my wife, and their chairs were facing each other. Their knees were touching, and it seemed they were talking about something serious.  
 
    My heart skipped a beat when I saw that Malik was rubbing Tiffany’s thighs. She didn’t remove his hands. Malik was not sliding his hand between her thighs. He was not touching her pussy. At least, not yet. He kept it below the hem of the oversized white shirt that she was wearing. He was using both of his hands to rub Tiffany’s smooth thighs. Malik was doing it gently, slowly. His hands moved back and forth like he was massaging her. Tiffany’s mouth was slightly open, and I noticed her breathing deep and slow while looking at Malik’s face. Malik’s large palms seemed to envelop Tiffany’s legs fully. 
 
    Malik leaned forward, and he whispered something to Tiffany’s ear. She looked at him and shook her head. The light on the balcony was bright, and I could see that Tiffany was blushing. She blushes easily. This made her look cute and innocent. Malik tilted his head, and he whispered something again to her ear. Tiffany looked at Malik’s face, and then she held his hand that was rubbing her legs. She nodded this time.  
 
    Tiffany let his hand go. I expected Malik to slide his large hand between her legs and touch her pussy. Tiffany was already wet. I could see it on her face. But he didn’t do any of that, and he just continued rubbing her legs. He whispered something again to her, and this time, Tiffany nodded quickly.  
 
    I had no idea what they were talking about. I couldn’t hear what Malik was asking her, and I didn’t know what Tiffany was agreeing to. But what I was seeing was making me hard. I swallowed and realized that my throat was dry.  
 
    I focused on Malik’s massive hands on my wife’s legs. It was just a few inches from her pussy. He could just slide it and just begin fingering her. I knew from the look on my wife’s face that she wouldn’t stop him.  
 
    I should be the one stopping him, I thought while standing behind the grey curtain. But my feet were frozen, my heart was beating fast, and my eyes and neck were hot. 
 
    Seating so close to each other, Tiffany and Malik’s size difference was apparent. She looked vulnerable and petite next to him. She would faint if they fuck. But have they fucked before? They were not in a relationship with each other when we were still in Dalmellington. That was a fact that I was sure of. But that didn’t answer the question. Have they fucked before? 
 
    Tiffany and Malik continued talking to each other in a low voice. And then they kissed. It was a quick one, with a quick flick of their tongues. It was not as torrid and hungry as what Tiffany and I did earlier while Malik was watching. But it was still a kiss. I was standing here doing nothing while another man was kissing my wife.  
 
    I took a step back because I needed to calm myself. I was not ready to face them yet. Certainly not with a hard-on. When I looked again, Malik was grinning at me. He stood up and went back to his seat. Malik nodded at me. He even gave me a quick thumbs-up when Tiffany was not looking. Had he known all along that I was standing behind the curtain and watching them?  
 
    I went to the kitchen and drank a glass of cold water, and then I went back to the balcony. 
 
    “Hey,” I said to both of them and then took a seat beside Tiffany. She was still blushing a little. She faced me and held my hand. 
 
    “Hey, baby, what took you so long?” Tiffany asked innocently. “You said you’ll be just an hour,” she pouted at me. 
 
    “Yeah, man,” Malik said with a smirk, “what took you so long? We were almost bored here.” 
 
    “Well. Uhhh. The conference call took longer than expected,” I stammered. 
 
    “Conference call?” Tiffany asked me and gently searched my face. “You said you were just going to send an email to Chris,” she said. 
 
    “Ahhh. Right. Yes. Yes. Chris called me after I sent the data. He asked me some questions while he ran through it,” I answered my wife. 
 
    “All right,” Tiffany accepted my explanation and then smiled at me.  
 
    Malik stood up and rested his elbow on the balcony railing. He looked down at the street below and at the buildings beside ours. People were talking and laughing and walking. Vehicles were passing by slowly. The orange light of the full moon illuminated everything in Vridpool.  
 
    “What a beautiful night,” Malik said. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
    Tiffany wasn’t beside me in our bed when I woke up at around midnight. I immediately opened my eyes when my hands felt that her side of the bed was empty. I sat up and looked at the door of our bathroom. There was no light under it. Tiffany wasn’t there. 
 
    I stood up from our bed. I didn’t turn on the light. I put on a shirt and opened the door of our bedroom. Malik’s bedroom door was closed. I walked slowly towards it and quietly pressed my ear on the wooden door. 
 
    My hand was shaking a little, and I realized I was holding my breath. There was no sound coming from Malik’s bedroom. A small part of me expected to hear Tiffany’s sweet moans and Malik’s grunts. But his room was silent.  
 
    The night was a little warm. I wiped the sweat from my forehead.  
 
    The lights down in the living room were off, but a light came from the kitchen. I went down the wooden stairs slowly. I tried not to make any noise. What are you doing, Eugene? I asked myself. Why are you tiptoeing around your own place?  
 
    They could be fucking inside the kitchen, I thought as I reached the final step of the staircase. I put my back against the wall and breathed deeply. I needed strength to continue. They could be fucking in there. From what I saw earlier on the balcony, that was certainly in the realm of possibility. My wife could be bent over the sink while Malik aggressively fucks her from behind. She could be on her knees and sucking Malik’s big black cock. 
 
     I walked slowly towards the kitchen, which was only a few steps away from the stairs. 
 
    There was something happening between Malik and my wife. Or they could just be physically attracted to each other. But it seemed that there was more than that. The way they talked and whispered to each other earlier indicated deeper history between them. 
 
    I could hear some sounds coming from the kitchen. I took a quick step forward when I was near the door. I wanted to surprise them. 
 
    “Hey, man,” Malik said to me. He was sitting on one of the chairs beside the table.  
 
    “Hey, baby,” Tiffany said to me. She was standing with her back against the fridge, holding a cold glass of water in her hand. “I was a little thirsty,” she said to me with a smile.  
 
    “Oh. Me too,” I said. Tiffany moved over and leaned on the sink while I opened the fridge. “What are you guys talking about?” I asked Malik casually. 
 
    Tiffany looked at Malik. She was still wearing an oversized shirt, but this one was pink in color and a bit tighter and shorter than what she was wearing earlier. She also wasn’t wearing a bra. Her nipples were hard.  
 
    Malik shrugged. “Nothing much, buddy,” he said to me. “I woke up feeling thirsty, and it turned out that Tiffany was thirsty too. She was here before me.”  
 
    I shrugged back. Tiffany was looking at the glass of water in her hand. She didn’t look like she just woke up. There was no trace of sleep in her eyes. Same as Malik. They both looked fresh. They looked like they had been in the kitchen for some time. The front of Malik’s white shirt was drenched in sweat. 
 
    “Everyone is thirsty,” I said before drinking my cold glass of water. 
 
    “It’s the hot weather, baby,” Tiffany said to me. She put her glass on the sink. “I’m going back to bed. Let’s go back together,” she said sweetly to me. 
 
    I kissed her on the lips. “You go first,” I said with a smile. “I’ll be right along.” 
 
    Malik and I watched her leave the kitchen. The shirt that she was wearing was hugging the spectacular shape of her ass nicely. Tiffany looked back at me alluringly before going up the stairs. 
 
    “Fuck,” Malik muttered. 
 
    “Yeah, man. Fuck,” I said. I wanted to bring up what I saw earlier on the balcony, but I changed my mind.  
 
    I saw them have a single quick kiss. I saw Malik rub Tiffany’s legs and whisper words to her ears. But that was it, nothing more. They didn’t make out, and they didn’t have sex. There was really nothing to discuss. Malik is our friend, and I still believe he is a good person. I promised him that he could stay in our apartment while looking for a job and trying to get back on his feet. He would be here in our place for several weeks more, and I didn’t want to talk about what happened earlier because I didn’t want to make things awkward between the three of us.  
 
    Also, I didn’t want to admit that imagining Tiffany and Malik in a sexual relationship was constantly making me hard. A small part of me was actually disappointed that I didn’t find them having sex here in the kitchen. I didn’t know how I would react to that. 
 
    “You are one lucky son of a bitch,” Malik said to me. He was in no hurry to get back to his bedroom. His phone was in his hand while he was sitting relaxed on the kitchen chair. 
 
    “That, my friend, is true,” I said to Malik. I placed the glass I was holding on the sink. 
 
    “Yeah. Tiffany is hotter than any woman I’ve ever met while I was living in Tomento,” Malik said. “You are a lucky son of a bitch because you get to fuck her night after night.” 
 
    I coughed. “Hey, man. Easy,” I said gently. 
 
    “All right,” Malik said.  
 
    “I’m going back upstairs,” I said. “Tiffany’s waiting for me.” 
 
    “We used to date, you know,” Malik said calmly. I was nearly outside the kitchen. What Malik said made me stop and turn around. 
 
    “I’m sorry. What did you say?” I asked him.  
 
    “I said we used to date. Tiffany and I,” Malik answered me with a shrug like it was no big deal. It was a revelation to me. Tiffany didn’t tell me that she and Malik used to go out. 
 
    “I don’t believe you, man,” I said lightly, shaking my head. “You used to date while we were still in Dalmellington? In Greenscore? If you two dated while we were still there, everyone would have known. Greenscore’s a small town. Everyone knows everybody. Tiffany was a popular girl in school. She was the hottest cheerleader and always at the top of her class. Everyone knows her. If you two had a relationship, you wouldn’t be able to keep that a secret,” I said seriously, and I knew I was right. 
 
    “That is true. It wasn’t in Dalmellington. We dated here.” 
 
    “What do you mean here?” I asked him. I leaned back against the wall and crossed my arms. I could feel my knees weakening. 
 
    “Here in Vridpool,” Malik said. 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    Malik sighed like what he said was a simple thing that needed no further explanation. He continued. “I left Dalmellington two years after you guys. I didn’t go straight to Tomento. I stayed here, in Vridpool first, for around a year. While you guys were studying college at Garnett, I was here. I was working odd jobs. One day Tiffany saw me doing some construction work, and we talked, and then we started going out.”  
 
    “But . . .” I started to say something. 
 
    “Come on, Eugene. It is not that confusing. Also, Tiffany wasn’t your girlfriend yet during that time. I knew you were courting her, but you were not in a relationship yet. You and Tiffany were still just friends. Was I right?” Malik asked me with a small smile in the corner of his lips. He rested his right arm on the table while he was sitting facing me, watching my reaction. 
 
    “Ahhh. Yes, you were right. But, uhhh, why didn’t you guys just tell me?” 
 
    “She wanted to tell you. But I knew you were madly in love with her. So I told her not to tell you and keep what was going between us secret. You are my friend, and I had to protect you from heartbreak the way I protected you from bullies in Greenscore,” Malik said proudly. 
 
    “Thanks, I guess,” I said to Malik even though his reasoning didn’t make any sense at all. 
 
    “Also, we didn’t tell you anything because Tiffany and I were not really dating,” Malik said.  
 
    “What? You just said earlier that you two dated,” I said, confused. 
 
    Malik scratched his head. “No,” he said. “Now that I think about it, I wouldn’t really call that dating. We didn’t have dinner in an expensive restaurant or anything. It was more like a friends with benefits type of relationship. Tiffany and I just fucked.” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Yeah,” Malik grinned at me. “We were not in love or anything. We just spent most of our time fucking. Sometimes in a cheap motel. Sometimes in her apartment or in that small room that I was renting.” 
 
    “Oh.”  
 
    “Malik stood up. He seemed happy. “You wanna sit down?” He even offered me his chair, which was actually my chair. 
 
    “No. No,” I said. “Thanks, but I think I’m going back to bed.” 
 
    “Sure, man,” Malik said and patted my shoulder. “It is good that we finally had this talk.” 
 
    “Right,” I said. It was hard to walk. 
 
    “I mean, friends should always tell each other the truth, right?” Malik said. He went out of the kitchen and sat on the couch in the living room. He was not yet sleepy. 
 
    “Sure. Sure.” I said. 
 
    I walked up the stairs slowly, all the while carefully holding the handrail. I looked down. Malik seemed to forget already what we talked about. He was playing with his phone.  
 
    Is he telling the truth? There was really no evidence that he and my wife fucked while we were in college. Come on, Eugene. You already saw the evidence. You saw them kissed on the balcony earlier. You saw Malik caressed Tiffany’s legs like he was the one married to her. 
 
    Maybe the right course of action here was to talk to Malik now and tell him to get the hell out of our apartment. I looked down again. Malik looked at me and grinned. No, I told myself. I owe him. Also, I promised him that he could stay, and I am a man of my word.  
 
    “What took you so long?” Tiffany asked me. She was lying on her front side with her elbows on the bed. I stared at her enticing butt. She was wearing yellow panties. 
 
    “Oh. Malik and I had a little talk,” I said to her. I laid down beside her on the bed. 
 
    She faced me and searched my face. “Right? About what?” Tiffany said slowly. 
 
    Should I tell her that Malik told me they used to fuck in college? Should I mention that now I know that while I was taking her on dates and buying her chocolate and flowers and movie tickets, she was also spending her time on her back or bent over getting vigorously fucked by our friend?  
 
    No, I don’t think so. There was no reason to tell her about that. It was all in the past. Also, Malik was right when he said no cheating was involved. She wasn’t my girlfriend during that time. I was already madly in love with her, but she wasn’t mine yet.  
 
    “About video games. Yeah. That’s what we talked about,” I said to my wife. 
 
    “Does talking about video games make you hard?” Tiffany moved closer to me. There was mischief in her eyes. 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “Because you are hard, baby,” Tiffany kissed my neck. “Hmmm.” 
 
    “Being beside you makes me hard,” I breathed. That and also imagining you bouncing on our friend’s thick and massive cock.  
 
    “You won’t be able to sleep like that,” Tiffany said. She sat up and then began tying her hair. Women, I realized, have the ability to produce hair ties out of thin air.  
 
    “You are hot, babe. You are goddamn gorgeous,” I said, still dumbfounded by her movie-star looks.  
 
    “It is sweet, you know, to have two handsome men living with me telling me several times a day how beautiful I am,” Tiffany teased me, and then she began sucking my cock. She sucked me sweet and slow while I held her ponytail in my hands. I grunted when I finally came into her mouth. She swallowed gulps of my cum while looking at me with seductive eyes. When I was done, she sat up and, while still looking sultrily at me, licked her lips. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
    “Your wife gives the best head,” Malik said to me. It was a Saturday morning, and Malik and I were in the living room. We were sitting on the sofa, controllers in our hands, playing a boxing game. It had been years since I last played this game, yet I could still beat Malik. We were playing for an hour already, and he had never won once. 
 
    “What?” I looked at him. His character gave mine a strong uppercut which cut my life bar in half. 
 
    Malik was grinning. “Yeah. Tiffany gives the best head. I say that from experience.” 
 
    Tiffany was upstairs and taking a shower inside our bedroom. 
 
    “Jeez, man,” I said. My character was on the ropes. I couldn’t do anything but raise my arm and defend. Malik’s boxer was pounding mine. 
 
    “Tiffany loved sucking my big cock. After your dates or after you took her to movies or at the park or some concert, she would go to my place.” 
 
    “Where was your place?” I asked Malik. I tried to counterpunch, but I missed. 
 
    “I used to rent a small room in Clearance Row. Anyway, where were we? Oh yeah. We were at the time you were still courting her. After your dates or whatever you call it, Tiffany would ride a taxi, and then she’d visit me at my place. We fucked for hours. Hours, man.” Malik said proudly. 
 
    It was hard to concentrate on the game anymore. I looked up. Our bedroom door was closed, meaning Tiffany was still in the shower. 
 
    “Man, we are talking about my wife here,” I said, a little frustrated. 
 
    “Oh. Right. I mean, since you already know that your wife and I had a relationship before, I don’t really think it will be a problem if you know all the other details, right? I mean, what happened between Tiffany and me is already ancient history, right, buddy?” Malik said with a confident smile. 
 
    Except that what happened between them was not really ancient history. It happened just around five years ago. It was still fresh. And that was obvious from the way they kissed last night and how they looked at each other even when I was around. 
 
    “Tiffany loves it rough,” Malik said to me. I was spamming the uppercut button, but my boxer kept missing. I was punching digital air. “She loves it rough. As rough as possible. But you already know that.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. My health bar was at ten percent.  
 
    “Tiffany also loves a good facial. She always begged me to blast my cum on her face, which I did, of course. Many times. And then after I covered her face, I would bend her over and fuck her again on the floor like a fucking slut,” Malik said. He was pleased. He was winning against me and at the same time remembering how he fucked my wife. “Imagine that,” Malik said. “Tiffany was bent over the dirty floor of my room while my cum was dripping from her face and tits. That was so hot.” 
 
    My heart was beating fast. I should tell Malik to shut up and get out of my apartment, but I couldn’t. I was not seeing the game we were playing anymore. Instead, I was imagining my wife on all fours on Malik’s dirty floor with her face full of cum. I was picturing her pretty face, messy and sticky. I was picturing her face down, ass up, with a pleading look on her face, begging Malik to pound her waiting pussy with his humungous dick. 
 
    Malik was concentrating on the game. He was very close to winning. “You know that building in Clearance Row where I used to rent a room was filled with construction workers like me. Laborers. Most of them were men. Big, rough guys. Those guys love it every time Tiffany comes to the building to visit me. The walls between rooms were thin, so everyone enjoyed hearing her getting fucked. There was even that one time when some of the guys knocked on our door while Tiffany was riding my cock and then . . . Yes!” Malik stood up and raised his hand. He threw the controller on the sofa. “I won! I finally beat you, man! Damn. For the first time. We’ve been playing this goddamn game for years, and I finally beat you!” Malik said happily. 
 
    “Yeah. Congratulations, man,” I said, and then I looked at the controller in my hand like it was a foreign object. His character raised both hands on the screen while mine was knocked out. Fight statistics were being shown on the TV screen. I didn’t know how he won. A left hook or a body punch or something. It was not really important to me. 
 
    “Are you messing with me, man?” I asked Malik as I relaxed on the sofa. I put my hands behind my head and looked at the low ceiling. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Malik asked me. He sat back down and restarted the game.  
 
    “You and Tiffany. The stories that you are telling me. Are they really true?” I looked at him. I didn’t pick up the controller.  
 
    Malik looked at me to see if I was serious. “Of course, they are true. Hundred percent. Every story. What? Do you think I was making up stories so I can distract you and finally beat you at Punching Hero?” Malik asked me incredulously. 
 
    I shrugged. I don’t know, man. Do you have evidence?” I asked him. 
 
    “Evidence?” Malik smirked. “I am not a cop.” 
 
    “Yes, man, evidence,” I persisted. “Text messages. Pictures that she sent you before. Or, you know, videos.” 
 
    Malik put down the controller beside him. He took his phone from the pocket of his shorts and looked at it. He shook his head. “I used to have many pictures of Tiffany. She used to send me selfies several times a day. She used to show me outfits that she was wearing before she went out with you. She even let me choose the dress she was going to wear sometimes. I had some videos of her sucking my dick. But those were from my old phone, which I lost a year ago. I don’t have any proof now.” 
 
    “Well, all right,” I said. 
 
    “But, hey, man. I’m thinking. What if I can convince Tiffany to fuck me? Will that be evidence enough,” Malik said, pleased with his idea. 
 
    “What? I don’t know. That will not prove anything,” I said.  
 
    “That will prove a lot, buddy,” Malik said. “It will prove that your wife still misses my dick.” 
 
    “You won’t be able to convince her to do that. Maybe before. But now, she is married to me. She’s my wife.” 
 
    Malik shrugged. It seemed that the statement of our marriage carried no weight for him. “I think she wants to do it,” Malik said. “I almost convinced her to suck my dick the other night.” 
 
    “No. What? When?” 
 
    “The other night when you went down to get water because you were thirsty. That time when you saw us talking in the kitchen. I was so close to convincing Tiffany to get down on her knees and suck my cock,” Malik said. He was looking at the ceiling and remembering. 
 
    Really? “See. But you were not able to convince her, right? She didn’t give you a blowjob. I’m sure you tried your best, but it still didn’t happen,” I said, feeling relief. 
 
    “No, Tiffany didn’t blow me. She just gave me a handjob.” 
 
    My head snapped in his direction. Malik was still looking at the ceiling and smiling. 
 
    “Yeah, man. It was a short handjob. Just for old time’s sake. We stopped when we heard you going down the stairs. You thought you were being silent, but you were not. I have sharp ears,” Malik grinned at me. 
 
    “I don’t believe you, man. You are pulling my leg again.” 
 
    Malik put his hands on his legs and stared at me. “Oh yes. You do believe me, man. It’s just that you want me to prove it. What will you do if I go upstairs right now and go inside your bedroom and fuck Tiffany? Will you believe me then?” 
 
    “She will never say yes to that,” I said with a smirk. What am I trying to do here? I must stop this conversation right now. We are venturing into unknown territory. I am venturing into unknown territory. Malik had already been here before. This is nothing new to him. 
 
    Malik stood up. He is so tall that the top of his head is just a few inches away from the ceiling. No. I don’t want this gigantic black man to fuck Tiffany. But what if that is what she wants to happen? My wife seemed very excited when I told her a couple of weeks ago that Malik would stay in our apartment. She tried her best to hide her excitement and anxiousness, but it was there, and I saw it. 
 
    I looked up. The door of our bedroom was still closed. Either Tiffany was still in the shower, or she was already finished and now dressing.  
 
    “Tiffany will not fuck you, Malik. Especially when I’m just right here,” I said.  
 
    Malik grinned at me. “That is where you are wrong, buddy. She will fuck me, and the reason for that is exactly because you are here.” 
 
    “What do you mean by that?” I asked him. “And . . . hey, where are you going?” This situation was getting out of hand. 
 
    “What? Hey, you’re the one that started this. I’m going upstairs, and I’m going to fuck your beautiful wife. You said you wanted proof. I’ll give you proof. I’ll tell Tiffany that this is what you want to happen and that you gave us your permission.” 
 
    “Uhhh, no. I didn’t give you permission of any sort,” I said, but I didn’t move from where I was standing. 
 
    “Really?” Malik raised his eyebrow at me. “Seems you are, man. All you need to do is tell me to stop, and I’ll stop. But you are not doing that. Also, this is not about us, buddy. This is for Tiffany.” 
 
    I had no reply. Malik was on the top of the stairs now. “All right,” I muttered. There was no discernable logic behind Malik’s reasoning. But it felt right. This was not about us. This was about my wife. 
 
    “You really are a smart man, Eugene,” Malik opened the door of our bedroom. “You can follow after ten minutes. I just needed a short time to warm her up.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
    Warm her up? Warm my wife up? I looked at my watch. Ten minutes is six hundred seconds. Only three minutes had passed. Four hundred twenty seconds to go. 
 
    I should not be sitting here on our living room couch, looking at my watch and counting the seconds. I should be running like a madman up the stairs and kicking our bedroom door open. 
 
    I looked up. It was hard to determine what was happening because the door was closed. They were probably not doing anything yet. 
 
    Malik was probably just talking to my wife, telling her, “Hey, Tiffany. Good news. Eugene just told me that it’s okay if we fuck. No. I’m serious. He really did say that. He also wants to watch. He wants to see you take my big dick, which I know you miss so much. Eugene? No. He won’t get mad. Your husband seemed turned on. He will join us in just a few minutes. You slut. Your nipples are already hard. Let me suck on them while we wait for your husband. Also, I want to thank you for letting me stay here. Now, I’m living here rent-free, and I also get to fuck the hottest woman in the city. I am not exaggerating, baby. You are blushing. Why don’t you kneel on the floor and beg for my cock like you used to do, huh, Tiffany?” 
 
    I stood up from the sofa after five minutes. I couldn’t wait anymore. I was hard as a diamond while thinking what Malik was doing to my wife at this moment inside our bedroom. Five minutes was plenty of time. Tiffany, the only woman I’ve ever loved, could be getting her tight pussy fucked right about now.  
 
    I tried to calm myself and looked at my watch. One hundred eighty seconds more. I could wait. I looked at our framed wedding picture on the table. We got married on a beach in Sudbury. The orange color of sunset was on our backs. We invited Malik to the wedding, but he couldn’t make it.  
 
    Before he went up the stairs, I saw Malik look at our wedding picture. What if he ordered Tiffany to wear her wedding dress, and she was now bent over our bed getting fucked while wearing it? Something like that isn’t beyond Malik. That thought made me even harder. 
 
    At precisely ten minutes after Malik told me to follow, I slowly opened the door of our bedroom. 
 
    I entered. The windows of the room were open. Soft summer wind warmed our room, and the sunlight illuminated it comfortably.  
 
    “Babe, hi,” Tiffany said in a low voice when she saw me enter. She was standing in the middle of the room while Malik was sitting on the bed. He was topless and was just wearing his shorts. He didn’t look at me immediately. His attention was focused on my beautiful wife.  
 
    “Uh. Hello,” I replied as I slowly closed the door behind me. 
 
    “She is wonderful, isn’t she?” Malik asked me. His eyes were on Tiffany. “Just first-rate. Absolutely smoking hot.” 
 
    “Yes,” I managed to say. I looked at Tiffany. She was standing in the middle of the room. She wasn’t wearing her wedding dress. Instead, what she had on was her Greenscore cheerleading uniform. It was what Malik told her to wear. Her thick and wavy hair tumbled free around her shoulders. She was wearing red lipstick but no other makeup.  
 
    Malik pointed at a chair near the door. “Sit down, buddy.” I sat down on the small wooden chair. Our room was not that big, so the chair was positioned close to the bed.  
 
    “What do you think?” Malik asked me, but he didn’t wait for my answer. “Reminds you of our time in Dalmellington, right? The cheerleading uniform still fits her nicely. Actually, it looks even better on her now. Her tits are really filling it up. And her legs, damn! They just go on forever. Hey, Tiffany. Come closer and do a little twirl for us,” Malik instructed my wife.  
 
    Tiffany was blushing when she looked at me. I nodded slowly at her. She then gave me a loving smile and then did a cute spin. She was wearing red heels. The short skirt of her light green cheerleader uniform swished around her thighs. I could see that she was wearing pink panties.  
 
    “I could cum just from watching you, Tiffany,” Malik said to her. Tiffany gave him a shy smile. Then Malik stood up and pulled down the shorts that he was wearing. Tiffany’s mouth opened in amazement as she looked at his cock. It was black and veiny and enormous. I didn’t know how my wife was able to take it before. It looked like it could break her. Malik said they fucked many times before. How was she able to take it in her pussy or her mouth? 
 
    Malik sat back down on the bed and began stroking his cock. “How about we start this day with my cock in your mouth, Tiffany? Come here and give me a blowjob,” Malik said. 
 
    Tiffany couldn’t take her eyes off Malik’s cock. She started walking towards him slowly. But then she looked in my direction, and our eyes met. She rushed towards me and then sat on my lap and wrapped her hands around my neck. We kissed hungrily. Her lips and mouth were hot and urgent. I knew that Tiffany could feel how hard I was inside my shorts. She then looked into my eyes. I wrapped my arms around her waist.  
 
    “Are you sure about this, baby?" she asked me in a low and gentle voice. Malik stood up from the bed and licked his lips. 
 
    No, I am not sure, I wanted to tell her. No husband can be sure about this. She made a circling motion with her hips on my hard dick. That was all the confirmation that she needed. Tiffany smiled and kissed me again. 
 
    I nodded wordlessly at her.  
 
    “Good,” Malik said. "Now that’s settled.”  
 
    Tiffany looked back at Malik while she was still sitting on my lap. He was just standing, fully erect, with his closed fist on his hip.  
 
    “Baby, he’s so huge,” Tiffany said softly and looked back at me again, caressing my cheeks.  
 
    “Are you scared?” I asked her. 
 
    Tiffany shook her head and sat up straighter. She was not scared or anxious at all. Her eyes were soaked with excitement and lust. 
 
    Malik walked over to where we were sitting, grabbed Tiffany’s hair, and pulled her up. I held her hand until she had to let it go. They were standing just one meter in front of me. I was still sitting on the chair. 
 
    I looked up. Tiffany looked very petite and delicate next to Malik’s colossal body. She is a tall woman, but she barely reaches his neck.  
 
    Malik leaned down and wrapped his arms around Tiffany’s narrow waist, and they started to make out in front of me.  
 
    “Hmmm,” Tiffany moaned softly as they kissed. Malik reached down and groped her round ass, and started caressing them. Her hips swayed as Malik fondled her perfect butt. I leaned back on the chair and watched them with a prominent tent in the front of my shorts. Tiffany looked at me seductively while their tongues were playing. She had her arms around Malik’s thick neck. It felt like he was her husband at the moment. 
 
    Malik put one heavy arm on Tiffany’s shoulder, and he pushed her down until she was kneeling on the floor. His big cock was only a few inches from her face.  
 
    “Wait,” I said to Malik. “I’ll get a pillow for her knees."  
 
    I stood up, walked over to the bed, and grabbed a pillow. I handed it to my wife. She smiled affectionately at me and said thank you. Malik simply chuckled. Pillow or not, he was sure that Tiffany would suck his cock. She put the soft cushion on the floor and kneeled on it. When Tiffany was finally kneeling comfortably, she started licking Malik’s dick. 
 
    She licked his cock lovingly, passing her warm tongue through its body, tasting him while gently playing with his full balls. I watched as Malik’s cock touched her face, how she seemed to savor its heaviness and feel. Tiffany looked intoxicated while worshipping Malik's black cock. 
 
    Malik surprised her when he suddenly began slapping her face with his dick. She looked up at him, question in her eyes, then he slapped her cheeks again.  
 
    “Do you like it, baby?” Malik asked her. He was calling her baby now. Like Tiffany was his girlfriend. He said it in a way like he owned her. And at this particular moment, while her mouth was open and she was on her knees in her sexy cheerleader uniform, he did own her. “Do you like it?” Malik asked again. “Do you like it when I slap your beautiful goddamn face with my cock?” 
 
    Tiffany’s hands were on her thighs as she looked up at Malik’s grinning face and mischievous eyes. She looked obedient and submissive. Her cheeks and lips were wet. “Yes, Malik,” She answered him. “I love it when you slap my face with your cock.” 
 
    “Such a good wife you have here, buddy,” Malik said to me without looking at me. He then grabbed my wife’s lustrous hair and then tilted her face up and slapped her face again with his cock five more times. Tiffany closed her eyes and accepted them all. She put out her tongue, and Malik also whammed his cock at it. 
 
    “Open your mouth, Tiffany,” Malik said cheerfully. “Time for breakfast. A big, fat sausage this time. No, put your hands down. Yeah. That’s right. Just put your hands on your thighs. Since I like you so much, I will do all the work.” 
 
    Malik fucked my wife’s mouth for fifteen minutes straight. Tears formed in her eyes and fell down her cheeks. She drooled and almost choked a few times, but she persevered. Malik’s waist moved back and forth in a lewd rhythm, making sure he was hitting her throat every time. Even with a humungous cock stretching her lips and making her eyes water and making her drool, Tiffany, the woman I married, still looked gorgeous.  
 
    “Hey, man, a favor, please,” Malik asked me. “Can you video this? Use your phone. My phone’s memory is almost full, so it will be better if you use yours. Just send it to me later. I want to have a record of this so I can look at it forever.”  
 
    “Uhhh, baby?” I looked at my wife. “Is that all right?” I asked her.  
 
    Tiffany couldn’t answer, of course, because her mouth was full of cock. She was gagging on Malik’s dick, but her eyes smiled at me, and she nodded. 
 
    I took my phone from my pocket, opened the camera, and aimed it at the face of my wife.  
 
    “Hey, man, is that the newest model?” Malik asked me without slowing down. His left hand was on his hip, and his right hand was on Tiffany’s head. “How big is the memory? I mean, I’m just asking because we will be doing this all day, and I want the video to be on high definition,” he said seriously. 
 
    So I told him the memory size of my phone. At this point, Tiffany was licking his orange-sized balls. However, it looked more like Malik was rubbing his balls on her face. 
 
    “Really? Damn, that’s huge. Your phone’s memory is five times bigger compared to mine. I’m envious,” Malik said thoughtfully as he started slapping my wife’s face with his dick again. 
 
     I couldn’t believe that we were talking about the specs of our mobile devices while my friend was fucking my wife’s mouth. 
 
    “Hey, baby? Are you all right?” I asked Tiffany when Malik was finished giving her a mouthfuck. I knelt with one knee on the floor and touched her shoulder. Malik walked towards the bed and lay on it like he owned it. The bed protested noisily as it accepted his weight. 
 
    Tiffany looked at me and smiled while wiping the tears from her eyes. She nodded, indicating that she was all right. I handed her a towel, and she used it to clean her face. I also gave her a glass of cold water, and she drank it thirstily. Malik was lying on the bed and looking at her while stroking his hard cock. 
 
    “We are not done yet,” Malik said with a grin. “In fact, we are just starting. Now, Tiffany, come. No. Keep your uniform on. But take off your panties. No, not your heels. Keep it on,” Malik instructed her. “I want you looking like a slut.” 
 
    “I love you,” I whispered to Tiffany.  
 
    “I love you more,” my wife gently whispered back. She stood up and looked at Malik, who had his cock in his hand. She slowly took her panties off. The green skirt she was wearing was so short that I could see her dripping pussy when she bent over.  
 
    I moved the chair where I was sitting closer to the bed. Malik told me to keep recording with my phone.  
 
    “Damn, Tiffany,” Malik exclaimed. “Your pussy looks so delectable. Come here. Sit on my face first. I want to eat you.” 
 
    “Oh. All right,” Tiffany said. 
 
    She was already so turned on that she came immediately when Malik’s long tongue touched her clit. Malik didn’t let her go while she was coming. His hands gripped her butt tightly, pressing her quivering pussy in his face. Tiffany moaned and thrashed as she came again and again in his mouth.  
 
    "Oh, Malik," Tiffany said breathlessly, looking down at him, "You are sooo good at that." 
 
    "Of course, I am," Malik said. "Now, sit on my cock," he ordered my wife. 
 
    Tiffany was still trembling after several orgasms. She put both palms on Malik’s chest to support herself and then moved down. She held Malik’s cock, but she couldn’t wrap her hands fully around it. I focused my phone’s camera on her body. Here was my wife, deliciously shaking while wearing her cheerleader uniform and high heels, lining Malik’s dick to the waiting entrance of her pussy.  
 
    “So big,” Tiffany moaned softly as she slowly sank on it. She looked at me as she was going down on it, inch by veiny inch. 
 
    “Yes. That’s right, Tiffany. You good little slut. Your pussy’s so tight. I will fuck you every day from now on. Several times a day. You are also my wife now,” Malik said. “Now, start riding,” he told her. 
 
    What did he just say? He will fuck my wife every day from now on? Uhhh. I am not so sure about that proposition. 
 
    Tiffany started bouncing on his cock. She does yoga and goes on a run three times a week, so she has strong, athletic legs. I zoomed the camera on her pussy. It gripped Malik's cock tightly, coating it with her juices.  
 
    Malik watched Tiffany while lying down, his hands behind his head. “Lift your top, baby. Let us see your tits,” Malik told her, which my wife immediately followed. “Don’t slow down, Tiffany. Ride my cock like your life depends on it. Damn!” Malik yelled joyfully. “Look at her tits, buddy! Look at them bounce! Play with them, Tiffany. Play with them as you ride my big black dick, which you love so fucking much!” 
 
    My left hand recorded the event while my right stroked my cock. Tiffany looked at my hard dick, smiled, and then licked her lips.  
 
    I looked at my watch on my wrist. It was half-past nine in the morning when Malik told my wife to ride his cock. Thirty minutes later, Tiffany was bent over the bed while Malik was fucking her from behind and slapping her round ass every ten seconds. 
 
    “Ohhh. Hnnnghh. Ahhh,” Tiffany moaned as Malik repeatedly impaled her with his thick dick. 
 
    “This is the best ass of them all!” Malik said and slapped my wife’s butt again. My wife looked back at him and gave him her best fuck-me eyes. She lowered her upper body, pressed her face to the bed, and arched her back even more.  
 
    “Harder, please, Malik,” she pleaded with him. 
 
    Malik came on Tiffany’s tits.  
 
    He borrowed my chair, and then he sat on it. “Come here, Tiffany. I want a titfuck. I want to cover those luscious tits of yours with my cum,” he told my wife.  
 
    Tiffany was faced down on our bed. Her body was still shaking from the hard pounding that Malik gave her. She raised herself up using her arms. She looked at me. I was sitting on the edge of the bed. My phone battery dropped to zero percent, so I stopped recording and put it down on top of the bedside table.  
 
    Tiffany lifted her right arm to me, and I reached her and helped her stand out. Her hair was messy, and she brushed it back with her hands. She gave me a quick kiss before kneeling down in front of Malik, and she put his sticky cock between her breasts and squeezed them. She moved her body up and down, giving Malik’s cockhead a quick suck every time it reached her red lips. 
 
    “Fuck. I’m coming,” Malik clenched his teeth. My wife squeezed her tits tighter on his throbbing cock. She increased the speed of her movement. Her nipples were pointy and hard. “Here we go!” Malik groaned. 
 
    Malik had a messy ejaculation. Rope after rope of cum erupted from his cock, spraying Tiffany’s tits and neck and face and her hair. She closed her eyes for a minute so that his cum wouldn’t hit them. 
 
    “Wow. That is the best titfuck I’ve ever received my whole life,” Malik said. “Don’t move, Tiffany, just stay there for a minute and look at me,” Malik told my wife. He was breathing hard. “God, you are gorgeous. Look at your wife, Eugene. Look at her kneeling on the floor while her face and her whole body are covered in my cum. Hey, Tiffany, there's some cum on my stomach and my thighs. Why don’t you lick it? Yes. Good. You really are an obedient slut. Yes. Lick my cock clean too. Ah. Fuck. You really are the perfect wife.” Malik gave me a thumbs-up while Tiffany was busy licking his balls.  
 
    Using her fingers, Tiffany scooped Malik’s cum on her tits and cheeks and then tasted them and swallowed them. Malik looked proudly at her. 
 
    When they were both finished, Malik stood up and picked my wife up, the way a man carries his wife at their wedding night. Tiffany wrapped her arms around his neck. Malik lifted her like she weighed nothing. They went to the bathroom, and Tiffany gave me a longing look before Malik closed the door. He didn’t invite me to join them. 
 
    I stood beside the closed door and listened to them. I could hear the sound of water from the shower. But while I was standing there with my ear pressed on the wooden door, I didn’t hear any sounds of them fucking. There were no percussive slaps of wet bodies.  
 
    All I heard were the sounds of moans and their kissing. They were making out there. I could imagine Malik’s body pressed against my wife. Both of them hot and wet and naked. I could picture them soaping each other’s bodies while kissing and giggling and whispering, like couples in love. The image in my mind turned me on and made me jealous at the same time. 
 
    Malik cooked lunch for us. He was whistling while cutting the meat and preparing the ingredients. Tiffany and I sat on the couch. The TV was on, but we weren't really watching it. We were sitting and facing each other. Her hair was still damp from the shower. She was wearing a white shirt and a short yellow skirt. Her hands were wrapped around my body. We kissed and then looked at each other’s faces for some time.  
 
    “Did that just happen?” Tiffany asked me gently, her beautiful face just a few inches away from mine. 
 
    “Yeah. That just happened. It was something, wasn’t it?” I asked her while caressing her cheeks. 
 
    “Yes. It was something,” She looked down at her hands. “It was also great.” 
 
    “Did he fuck you good?” I asked, smiling.  
 
    Tiffany looked at me. Her face brightened. “Yes, babe. He did,” She looked at the kitchen where Malik was preparing our food. He was singing a rock song. “He made me come so many times. I can still feel his big cock inside me. I am actually still tingling.” 
 
    “You are making me hard,” I told Tiffany. I put my hand on her thigh and rubbed it. She opened her legs slightly.  
 
    “I love turning you on,” Tiffany said sweetly.  
 
    "He wants to fuck you again, baby," I said to her.  
 
    "Really?" Tiffany looked down at her hands again. She was beginning to blush. She seemed embarrassed. 
 
    "Yes. Malik told me after you two finished showering. He told me that he would fuck you again this afternoon and this evening. He asked me if you could sleep in his room tonight," I told Tiffany. 
 
    "What did you say?" she asked me. 
 
    "I told him that I will ask you. Would you like to sleep in his room tonight?" 
 
    Tiffany took my right hand and played with my fingers. She wasn’t looking me in the eyes. "Malik will fuck me all night if I say yes." 
 
    "Yes. He will fuck you all night until early morning. Then he will fuck you the day after that and the day after. He will fuck you as much as possible while he is still living here in our apartment. He will make you his slut." I said to her. I was trying to keep my shaking voice low and calm. I was rock hard again. Tiffany smiled when she noticed the tent in the front of my shorts again. 
 
    "Hmmm. Would you like that?" Tiffany asked me in a soft voice. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and I noticed her nipples hardening. She bit her lip while looking me straight in the eyes and waiting for my answer. 
 
    Malik came out of the kitchen before I could give Tiffany my answer. He clapped his hands loudly. He was smiling. "Hey, lovebirds. Lunch is ready. Come. Let us eat. We will have to eat a lot, though." He looked at Tiffany. His eyes focused on my wife's lovely face, her full tits, and her long, supermodel's legs. Tiffany tucked her hair behind her ear. She smiled shyly at him. "We will need a lot of energy," Malik said. 
 
    * 
 
    I was alone in my bedroom that night. It was impossible to sleep. My hands were behind my head while I looked at the ceiling. My cock was rock hard. 
 
    What on earth am I doing here in our bedroom while my wife is with Malik in the guestroom? I can just stand up and go there and then ask Tiffany to come back to our bedroom and sleep with me.  
 
    I felt like there was some kind of unwritten rule being broken in allowing my beautiful wife to sleep in another room with another man while I, her husband, was in a room just a few meters away. Sure, watching Tiffany fuck Malik was one hot thing, but letting her sleep with him like they were husband and wife was another. 
 
    What are they doing now? And why am I asking that question? I can just stand up and knock on Malik’s door and watch them. It’s my house, after all. Malik didn’t invite me to join them, though. He didn’t say that I could watch this time. But I do not need any kind of invitation. This is my house, and Tiffany is my wife.  
 
    I rubbed my eyes and looked at the watch in my hand. It was only eight in the evening. 
 
    Maybe Tiffany was riding Malik’s thick cock right now. Bobbing up and down on him. Her glorious tits unbound and bouncing freely. I imagined Malik sitting up and grabbing Tiffany’s soft tits and then sucking her nipples.  
 
    I heard soft knocks on my door, and I stood up and opened it. It was Tiffany. She smiled at me. I grabbed her hand and pulled her inside and closed the door and kissed her. She wasn’t wearing her nightie or an oversized shirt. Malik told her earlier to wear a sundress, and that was what she was wearing now.  
 
    I placed my hands on her shoulders and looked at her. Tiffany was wearing a yellow sundress. It was sleeveless and had thin spaghetti straps. The V-neck cut was low, which displayed her deep and bountiful cleavage. The summer dress’ hem reached the middle of her thighs. Tiffany was blushing a little while I looked at her. 
 
    “What happened, babe?” I asked her. 
 
    “Uhhh. Nothing. Malik fell asleep.” Tiffany said. We lay on the bed, and she rested her head on my right arm. 
 
    “Hmmm?”  
 
    “Yes, babe. Malik said he was going to close his eyes for a minute, and then he fell asleep,” Tiffany said. “‘Maybe he is a little tired from what we did this morning,” she smiled naughtily at me. 
 
    “Or maybe he is simply recharging for you, babe?” I said, returning her smile.  
 
    I turned to my side, faced Tiffany, and put my left hand on her thighs. She looked at me and then raised her right knee and spread her legs slightly. I moved my hand upwards inside the hem of her sundress, and I smiled when I realized she wasn’t wearing any panties. I squeezed her pussy. 
 
    “You are dripping wet, babe,” I said to her. “Our friend made you wet and then slept and left you like this.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Tiffany said with slight shyness. She faced me, moved on top of me, and looked me in the eyes. She kissed me on the lips. “Ummm. What do you plan to do about it?” 
 
    Tiffany and I made love, and then we slept.  
 
    I woke up to the sound of soft moans. I slowly opened my eyes. I was on my side and facing the window of our bedroom, not Tiffany, who was beside me. Our bed was slightly moving. I looked at the light coming from the digital clock on our bedstand. It was three in the morning.  
 
    “Hey, dude,” Malik smiled at me when he saw me looking.  
 
    “Babe . . .” Tiffany said softly. “Sorry if, ummm, we woke you up.” 
 
    Malik was in our bed, and Tiffany was between us. She was on her side facing me. All she was wearing was her pink panties. Malik was behind her, and he was licking her neck and squeezing her luscious tits. Squeezing them. Caressing their roundness and softness. Tugging at her hard nipples. Tiffany closed her eyes for a few seconds. Then she opened them, looked at me, and bit her lower lip. 
 
    “Uhhh, guys . . .” I said. 
 
    “Hey, buddy,” Malik told me with a grin. “I woke Tiffany fifteen minutes ago. She told me to move to the guestroom, but I told her it was hotter to do this here. Inside your bedroom. What do you think?” 
 
    “I don’t know, man,” I said to Malik. I was watching as his rough and massive hand played with my wife’s soft tits.  
 
    “Hmmm. Ohhh,” Tiffany, her eyes half-closed, moaned. 
 
    “She already came once. I haven’t fucked her yet or touched her pussy, you know. She came while I was playing with her tits. That, my friend, is goddamn awesome. Isn’t that right, Tiffany?” Malik asked my wife. Tiffany bit her lip and nodded at me. 
 
    Malik gave Tiffany’s tits one final squeeze and then moved his hand down to her stomach and then at the top of her panties. Malik cupped her pussy and squeezed it. I knew she was already wet. I was still on the bed, watching them. 
 
    “Turn your face to me, Tiffany,” Malik said, and my wife looked at him. Malik put his long tongue out, and Tiffany opened her mouth and let his tongue explore it. My wife closed her eyes. She was moaning while they were kissing. Malik sucked her tongue, and then she sucked his. 
 
    Malik ripped Tiffany’s panties off while they were kissing. My wife’s eyes opened when he did that. He threw her ripped panties on the floor. Now she was fully naked. Tiffany broke off their kiss when Malik suddenly slid two long and thick fingers inside her. Her lower back arched upwards, and she shuddered. It was a mini orgasm. 
 
    “Ohhhh . . .” Tiffany whimpered.  
 
    She opened her legs wider when Malik began fingering her. He was grinning as he did that. I was facing and watching them, my right elbow on the bed to observe them better. Malik fingered her deep and fast. Obscene wet sounds filled the room as he vigorously finger-fucked my pretty wife. She held tightly to Malik’s arm, but she didn’t stop him or even slow him down. Her butt was elevated from the bed. She wanted Malik’s fingers to reach her deepest, most delicious parts.  
 
    Tiffany came and squirted on the bed. 
 
    I was breathing fast, and my cock was hard. Malik looked at me and grinned. Tiffany’s lower body was still arched upwards, and her thighs were still shaking. When her trembling slowed down, Malik began fingering her again. This time he used his thumb to play with her wet clit. 
 
    “Malik! Oh god!” Tiffany cried.  
 
    “Come for me, you slut,” Malik told my wife. “I want to see your pretty face as you come because you . . .” 
 
    Malik didn’t finish what he was saying. Both of us watched as Tiffany reached another mind-breaking orgasm. Her eyes rolled back to the top of her head. Tears streamed down her eyes when she squeezed them shut.  
 
    “Fucking amazing,” Malik groaned. 
 
    “So good . . .” Tiffany looked at me with hazy eyes. She smiled and licked her lips. “That was so good, babe.”  
 
    I simply nodded and looked at her blushing face. Sweat formed at my chest and the back of my neck. I was breathing through my mouth. 
 
    “Well, more good things are coming, baby,” Malik said to Tiffany. He gave her pussy a light slap, and my wife whimpered. Then Malik slid two fingers inside her wet pussy again. He didn’t finger her as hard as he did moments ago. He moved his fingers around her pussy, like he was searching for something. When he was done, Malik pulled his fingers out.  
 
    “Look,” Malik lifted his hand and moved it near Tiffany’s face. His fingers were dripping with her juices. Tiffany looked at those fingers shyly, bit her lip, and nodded. “Suck them,” Malik told her. 
 
    Tiffany opened her mouth and put her tongue out. Malik put his wet fingers inside her mouth, and Tiffany eagerly sucked it. She held his wrist and closed her eyes while she was sucking his fingers. Tiffany sucked it eagerly, like his wet fingers were the best thing she ever tasted and that she would never taste anything like it again. 
 
    “That’s enough,” Malik said after a full minute. She slapped Tiffany’s cheeks several times. They were light slaps, and I knew it wasn’t hurting her, but Malik didn’t stop until my wife’s cheeks turned pink. Tiffany was panting when it was over. She looked at him with pleading eyes, asking for more. 
 
    Malik turned her to her side, and now she was facing me. Tiffany smiled sweetly at me and caressed my cheek with her hand gently.  
 
    “I love you,” she mouthed. 
 
    I squeezed her tits with my left hand. I pinched her nipples. I pushed myself towards her and kissed her lips. I wanted to kiss her wildly like what she and Malik did earlier, but it was impossible in this position. She should be lying on her back and not on her side. My wife’s nipples were hard. 
 
    Malik was also on his side. He lowered his body slightly and then held his big cock and aimed it at my wife’s soaked pussy.  
 
    “Fuck,” Malik groaned when he entered her. I watched the change in Tiffany’s face as his lengthy and thick cock stretched her again. She was looking at me when Malik entered her, but I knew that she was not seeing me at that moment. Her world now revolved on Malik’s veiny dick that was like a throbbing monster inside her, moving into her, inch by delicious inch. Filling her up. Tiffany opened her mouth a little and licked her lips.  
 
    Malik fucked her that way. In our bed. Where Tiffany and I made love and talked about our hopes and dreams and the future. Where we tell stories and joke and laugh at those stories. Where we kissed and held hands and where we made up after we had our little fights, which was very rare. Where she cuddles to me cutely and tightly before we sleep and after we wake up. Malik fucked her in our marriage bed. 
 
    And Malik, my close friend, fucked Tiffany while she was facing me, and I was looking at her, her lovely face just a few inches from mine.  
 
    Malik didn’t fuck Tiffany immediately. He buried his dick fully inside her, and then he stopped moving. Just letting his gigantic cock marinate inside her. There was no sound from our bedroom but the hungry pounding of our hearts and our deep breathing. Malik licked the back of Tiffany’s neck. Tasting her. His right hand squeezed her tits again. Caressed them with his big palm. Malik is not gentle, which is why Tiffany likes him so much. 
 
    Our bed creaked in protest when Malik started fucking my wife. He started slow, and then he accelerated. Faster and deeper and harder. 
 
    “Oh oh oh,” Tiffany reached for me, and I held her hand as Malik fucked her hard. It was not easy to fuck hard in a spoon position compared to missionary or doggy. In this position, the side of your hip has to grind against the bed, which means you need to have a strong waist and lower back.  
 
    It was not easy to fuck hard in a spoon position, but Malik made it work. He wrapped his massive arms around Tiffany, pressing her naked body to his. She had no choice but to let go of my hand.  
 
    Malik clenched his teeth as he fucked my wife with ferocity. Her full tits bounced with every deep thrust. Tiffany’s eyes rolled back every time he hit her most delicious spot.  
 
    “Tell me when you are coming,” Malik ordered her.  
 
    “I’m coming. I’m coming now,” Tiffany whimpered.  
 
    “No,” Malik said. 
 
    “What?” Tiffany said, confused. I could see on her face that she was so close. 
 
    “Beg me first. Beg me to let you come while Eugene watches, you fucking slut,” Malik ordered her. His face and neck were sweaty.  
 
    Tiffany looked at me, and I squeezed her tits, and I nodded. 
 
    “Please, Malik, make me come. I am so close now. Please. Oh please. I want to come,” Tiffany begged, tears streaming down her eyes. She tightly held Malik’s arms which were wrapped around her body, keeping her in place. Thin sweat covered her face and neck and tits. 
 
    “Then come,” Malik whispered to her.  
 
    Tiffany came, and she came deep and hard. Her whole body shuddered, and she threw her head back and cried in pleasure. And while she was coming, Malik kept fucking her. He didn’t slow down. He was fucking her faster and deeper, coaxing Tiffany’s overheated sexy body into another orgasm.  
 
    “Ahhhhhh!” Tiffany cried when another orgasm struck her again. It happened within ten seconds of her previous one. Her body shuddered. Her eyes unfocused and hazy. Malik turned her head to him and kissed her while I watched. Tiffany couldn’t concentrate on kissing, so she just allowed Malik’s long tongue to explore her mouth. Before they were finished kissing, she came again. 
 
    Malik turned Tiffany over on her stomach. Her stomach and bare tits were flattened on the bed. Tiffany, breathing heavily, opened her legs and lifted her butt, giving Malik easy access to her waiting pussy. I began to stand up and leave the bed to give them more space, but Tiffany reached for my arm, looked at me and shook her head, horny and pleading. 
 
    “Stay, babe, please,” she said to me. 
 
    And I stayed.  
 
    I stayed and watched as Malik slammed his cock again and again inside Tiffany. I watched as my friend grabbed my wife’s hair, twisted it on his fist, and pulled it back. Malik fucked Tiffany furiously, making our marriage bed creak from his massive weight and force.  
 
    “Fucking tight,” Malik snarled and wiped the sweat from his brow. “Your wife is fucking tight, Eugene,” he said to me.  
 
    Malik let go of Tiffany’s hair and gripped her shoulders, pinning her to the bed. He grabbed her shoulders and used them as a hold so he could fuck her harder. His fingers would leave a mark on her shoulders after this was done. I motioned to stop him, but Tiffany looked at me and shook her head. No, love, her eyes said. Don’t stop him. I can take it. I love him rough. This feels so good.  
 
    Malik didn’t come on her pussy. When he was coming, he turned Tiffany on her back and blasted her on her gorgeous face. 
 
    “Ah, fuck!” Malik groaned. 
 
    My wife looked at me quickly while she was between Malik’s thick legs. He was looking down at her pretty face while stroking his angry cock. Tiffany made eye contact with me before Malik’s come hit her face.   
 
    “So fucking pretty,” Malik grunted. Veins showing from his face and neck. “I fucking love coming on your pretty face, Tiffany.”  
 
    Tiffany closed her eyes as Malik’s thick cum hit her face. She opened her mouth, and some of his cum went inside. Tiffany licked her lips. It seemed endless. Malik ejaculated on her cheeks and neck and even her hair. Tiffany pressed her legs tighter together and squeezed her tits. She bit her lower lip tighter and her back arched, trembling. Tiffany came.  
 
    I watched as my wife came while our friend showered her with his cum. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    It was a Monday morning, and I was driving to work. Tiffany and Malik were both with me in the car. But my wife was not in her usual seat, which was beside me.  
 
    She was sitting in the backseat with Malik, and they were hungrily making out.  
 
    Malik, fortunately, got accepted into one of the jobs he applied for. It was a job at the airport in Vridpool. Less than an hour's drive from our house. Basically, Malik’s work would be to assist in the loading, offloading, and sorting of baggages. Majority of the job was mechanical, so it wouldn’t be physically too laborious. The position was great because it was only a step away from a supervisor position. Tiffany and I both know that Malik is a hard worker. If he performed well consistently and didn’t antagonize his bosses, there was a chance that he would be promoted quickly. 
 
    We were in the car because I had to drop Malik off first at the airport. After I dropped him there, I would drive Tiffany to her office, and then I’d go to mine.  
 
    “Ohhh yes yes yes,” Tiffany was moaning in the backseat. I looked around. Traffic was heavy as usual every Monday morning, and vehicles were on all sides of our car. It was a good thing that the windows of our car were heavily tinted. The passengers and drivers of the other cars around us could not see what was going on inside ours. 
 
    “Hey, man, are you excited?” I asked Malik. “It’s your first day on the job.” 
 
    “Yeah, man. I am very excited. Do you think I am excited, Tiffany?” Malik asked my wife.  
 
    “Yes, Malik. Oh. I think you are excited,” Tiffany answered in a shaking voice. She was sitting with her legs open, and Malik was fingering her pussy while licking her neck. He was using two thick fingers. My wife was dripping wet. Malik tore apart her pink panties two minutes after we got in the car. Her ripped panties were on the car floor. 
 
    I looked at Tiffany in the rearview mirror. She was wearing a form-hugging, sleeveless, sky-blue mini dress with a crew neckline and pink heels. Her hair was up, and she was wearing a pair of pearl drop earrings. She looked stunning and professional. Malik likes it when she looks like that. He likes screwing my wife while she’s wearing a professional office outfit.  
 
    "It makes me want to fuck her brains out and screw her like a fucking whore," Malik said to me three days ago. 
 
    “How far are we from the airport?” Malik asked me. He pulled his pants down, followed by his boxers. Tiffany stared at Malik’s hard cock, still shaking from the orgasm Malik gave her using his expert fingers. 
 
    “We will be there in fifteen minutes,” I answered him. “Hey, Malik. I think maybe you should take it easy. Today is your first day. Also, you already fucked her twice yesterday.” 
 
    “Take it easy?” Malik chuckled. “Look at your wife’s body, Eugene, my man. Look at her tits. Look at her curves. Goddamn. No man can take it easy when he is around her. And yeah, I fucked her twice yesterday, but you fucked her three times the day before that.” 
 
    “Well, that’s because I’m the man,” I said, smiling. 
 
    “You’re the man, huh?” Malik said. His hard cock was already out. Tiffany started stroking it, her lips parted, and she was breathing deeply. “Then I’ll fuck her ten times today,” Malik said to me.  
 
    “Oh, you guys,” Tiffany said. She brushed a strand of hair from her face and tucked it cutely behind one ear. She looked at Malik first, then at me. Our eyes met in the rearview mirror. “You know I love both of you. But you don’t need to always go into competition. I’m not a video game,” she said sweetly.  
 
    “Shut up and sit on my cock,” Malik said with a grin. He gripped Tiffany’s waist and then carried her like she weighed nothing and positioned her on top of him, lining the entrance of her soaked pussy on his veiny, angry dick.  
 
    “Ohmygod,” Tiffany cried in pleasure when Malik’s thick cock entered her, lusciously stretching her warm and tight pussy. She bit her lower lip. 
 
    Tiffany held on to Malik’s shoulder as they fucked. Our small car began bouncing. The drivers and passengers of the vehicles beside us turned their heads to look at our car. 
 
    “Hey, man, we will be at the airport in ten minutes,” I said to my friend, who was furiously fucking my wife. 
 
    Malik grunted. He gripped Tiffany’s hair and pulled it back, making her look up and arched her back. 
 
    “Ten minutes. Lots of time,” Malik grunted. “We got lots of time. Don’t we, Tiffany?” 
 
    “Yes,” Tiffany whimpered. “Oh yes. Yes, we do.” 
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