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CHAPTER 1

“Your wife’s so hot, man,” Kendrick said to me. He watched Aya as she took short laps in the pool.

We were on a three-day vacation. There were four of us. Me and my gorgeous wife, Aya. Kendrick and his equally hot wife, Belle. Our wives are best friends. They have known each other for many years.

We were in the pool area of the Royal Peaks Bed and Breakfast. It is a small motel, but it is new and clean and not that expensive.

We chose this motel because the room balconies and the pool deck face east, giving everyone an amazing view of sunrise and the magnificent Bruston mountain range.

It was early in the afternoon and the warm sun was high in the sky. Summer was just beginning.

Aya and Belle were in the pool in their sexy one-piece bikinis and enjoying the water.

“Hey, guys,” Belle said, waving. “Come and join us.” Aya smiled invitingly at us.

“We’ll join you in a bit,” Kendrick said.

The four of us met in college. We took different courses, but we remained close. Aya, Belle, and I graduated in the same year. Kendrick graduated the year after that. He played football and partied a lot.

We each landed different jobs after we graduated. I work for the Department of Transportation. Aya works in a big bank. Belle is a music teacher, and Kendrick, well, he does lots of things. He’s an entrepreneur. He’s into trading and selling. He makes lots of deals from real estate, cars, government contracts, everything. It was hard to pinpoint what he actually does.

“Belle is super hot, too,” I said to Kendrick. We were sitting on the lounge chairs, leaning back and relaxing under a wide, blue umbrella. Kendrick grinned, his eyes hidden by his dark glasses. He nodded.

“We are truly lucky guys, aren’t we, Finn?”

“Luckier than most,” I said, my eyes on the two women. They were both wearing high-cut one-piece swimsuits. Aya was wearing pink and Belle was wearing a light blue one. Their wet bikinis clung to their petite and sexy bodies, accentuating their lovely curves.

“It’s been a long time since the four of us went on a vacation.”

“We went to Reno Beach last summer,” I said.

“Ah, yes. Felt like a long time ago,” Kendrick said. “How are you and Aya?”

“We’re great. She got promoted last month.”

“Yeah. I know. Belle told me. That’s awesome.”

“How is she?”

“She’s amazing, of course. She loves her music teaching job. She’s obsessed with playing tennis. It’s her new hobby. Have you seen Belle in a tennis outfit?”

I grinned at Kendrick. “I’m watching her now in a bikini.”

Kendrick unlocked his phone and showed me a photo of him and Belle. Kendrick’s massive arm was around his wife’s shoulders. Kendrick is a huge black guy – all heavy muscles from participating in different sports and consistent heavy workouts. Belle is a cute, petite woman with nice curves and long legs. Kendrick towered over her. The man towered over everyone.

In this photo, Kendrick and Belle were sweaty and smiling. They just finished playing. Both of them were holding tennis rackets. Belle was wearing an all-white, short tennis dress. She was wearing a black cap and white shoes. The hem of her sexy tennis dress barely reached the middle of her thighs. She looked like a professional player and a tennis outfit model at the same time. Belle is the perfect combination of hot and sexy and cute.

“Damn,” I said.

“Yeah, man,” Kendrick said and looked at the pool. “Show me a photo of Aya, too.”

I shrugged and said all right. Why are we exchanging photos of our stunning wives when they are just there in the pool, just a few feet away from us, swimming and laughing and splashing water on each other?

I picked my phone up from the small plastic table beside me. I unlocked it and went to the photo gallery. What should I show Kendrick?

I showed him a photo of Aya taken the other day. I took it at about seven in the morning on the sidewalk outside our house. Aya just finished her morning run. It was a side-profile photo. My wife was looking at the road, her hands on her slim waist, a healthy blush on her cheeks from the workout. Her hair was tied in a sporty ponytail. She was wearing a long-sleeved, blue yoga top and a pair of black, high-waisted leggings. Her running outfit emphasized her gorgeous curves.

“Oh wow,” Kendrick said.

“What are you guys doing?” Aya asked. She swam towards us. Belle followed her. They placed their arms on the edge of the pool deck. They floated beside each other while looking at us. They looked like goddesses. We stared at their gorgeous butts.

“We are just talking,” Kendrick grinned at Belle. She raised an eyebrow at her husband.

“I’ll join you in a while, babe,” I said to Aya. She smiled seductively at me and went back to the middle of the pool. Their arms were wrapped around each other’s sexy waist. Belle whispered something to my wife. Aya listened. She bit her lower lip, blushing, and nodded at her friend.

“I have a secret to tell you, man,” Kendrick said after drinking a cold soda.

“Yeah?”

“I dated Aya before you got together. It was for a short while.”

“Really?” I looked at him. He was serious.

“Aya didn’t tell you?” he said.

“No, she didn’t.”

“I can understand that. This was before I knew Belle. Aya and I dated only for a few weeks. It wasn’t even official or anything. It was not a big deal. Maybe that’s why she didn’t tell you.”

“Well, it’s okay,” I said. Aya and Kendrick dated for a few weeks? That’s what he said. How many weeks exactly?

“You know, I asked Aya for a threesome once,” Kendrick said. “Aya and me and Belle. That was the plan, at least. This was before you two got married.

“Uh, yeah,” I said. “Aya mentioned it before. She said you were just joking and that –“

“Aya said yes to that threesome,” Kendrick said cheerfully. “She agreed. We already had a scheduled date. We were supposed to do it in my apartment.”

“But it didn’t happen, right?”

“No, it didn’t happen,” Kendrick said with regret. He met Aya’s eyes. She smiled at him. I realized that even though my wife and Belle were in the pool and enjoying the water, they were also observing us as if they knew what we were discussing. I felt like something was happening here beyond my knowledge. I saw the look Aya gave Kendrick. She saw that I noticed. She smiled at me and I winked at her.

“Why?” I asked Kendrick.

“Why what?”

“Why didn’t the, uh, threesome happen?”

“Aya cancelled because you proposed to her the night before our planned day.”

“Ah.”

I leaned back on my chair. I put my sunglasses on. There were now new people around the pool – motel guests. There was a man who looked like a travelling salesman. He was sitting on a lounge chair. He had two phones. One on each hand. There was another couple across from us on the other side of the pool. The man was putting sunblock on his girlfriend’s back. His girlfriend had long blonde hair and amazing tits. His girlfriend was stunning, yet the man kept glancing at Aya and Belle.

Aya and Belle. My wife and her best friend. They are both drop-dead gorgeous. They are both petite and have luscious tits and amazing butts. Belle has wavy black hair and alluring eyes. Aya is a brunette with long hair. Belle is an inch taller than my wife. With their charm and hotness, both of them could easily join beauty pageants. They are both shy and introverted, and that may be why they are so close. They understand each other. They like the same food. They like books and art and music and volunteering. I imagined them having a threesome with Kendrick. I imagined Kendrick ejaculating on their pretty faces.

“What do you think about Belle?” Kendrick asked me with a sly smile.

“Your wife is lovely, man.”

“She has a crush on you.”

I smiled. “I doubt that.” I am a normal-looking guy. I’m not rich. I work for the government. I keep myself in shape by running and lifting, but Kendrick is leagues above me. My stomach is not flat anymore. Kendrick has a ten-pack and the devil-may-care attitude of a Viking demigod.

“It’s true. She likes that you are smart.”

“You’re smart.”

“Belle likes bookish guys.”

“I am that. But I still don’t believe you, man. You’re just pulling my leg.”

“Babe,” Kendrick called his wife. Belle was taking selfies with Aya. She swam towards us.

“Hey,” Belle said sweetly to her husband. She rested her arms on the edge of the pool deck and looked up at us. She brushed her wet hair.

“I told Finn that you have a crush on him. He doesn’t believe me. He thinks I’m joking. You like him, right?”

Belle shyly met my eyes. She blushed and nodded. “Finn’s cute,” she said.

“Hey,” Aya said with an adorable pout, joining us and standing beside Belle. “Are you flirting with my husband?”

“A bit,” Belle said.

“You tease,” Aya said.

Kendrick enjoyed the view of their wet, sexy bodies. He took off his sunglasses and stood up from his lounge chair. He took three steps back and jumped into the pool. The water was cool and deep. Aya and Belle watched him with admiration. They swam towards him. Kendrick grinned at the two women. He wrapped his arms around Belle, pressing her body against him. They kissed. He grabbed her round butt, squeezing it.

Kendrick faced Aya and he said something to her that I didn’t hear. Their bodies were close. She looked up at him. He placed one hand on my wife’s waist. It stayed there for several seconds. Belle hugged Aya from behind and rested her chin on her shoulder. She gave my wife a quick kiss on the cheek.

“Join us, man,” Kendrick said.

“Maybe later. I’m good here for now,” I said. “Just enjoying the view.”

“I’m feeling lonely here,” Aya said to me, cutely pouting. She didn’t look lonely.

I looked at Aya. My cock twitched inside my swimming shorts. Her swimsuit had a low cut at the front, displaying her impressive cleavage. Like her best friend, she looked like a swimsuit model. Every time Aya dived in the pool, the guests were blessed with the perfect view of her fabulous ass.

Did Kendrick fuck her? They had a thing before. That’s what he said. It sounded true. They had a relationship. Aya didn’t tell me about that. Why would she keep that a secret from me? Maybe it truly wasn’t a big deal for her. Kendrick said that their relationship lasted only for a few weeks. A few weeks? That was vague, though. It could be two or three or four or five weeks. Did Kendrick fuck my wife? Of course, he fucked my wife. Except that Aya wasn’t my wife back then. She wasn’t even my girlfriend. So what happened between them before didn’t count, right? Count for what? Who’s counting?

They were taking selfies in the pool. Kendrick was in the middle and holding Belle’s phone. Aya was on his left, Belle on his right. He took several photos. His left arm was around Aya’s waist. His hand was near my wife’s butt.

Kendrick and Belle once asked Aya to join them in a threesome. I know about that. Aya had told me about it while we were snuggling on the couch in our house one lazy Sunday afternoon. What I didn’t know was that she agreed to have a threesome. Aya and I were already in a relationship during that time. She was my girlfriend and yet she said yes.

That would be the hottest thing if that happened. I imagined them on the bed, naked, taking turns sucking Kendrick’s huge dick, licking his shaft, sucking his balls. Then, he would fuck them both one at a time while they were on their hands and knees, coming inside Aya and Belle’s tight pussy. That would be something else.

I took off my sunglasses and jumped into the pool. I was not as gracefully athletic as Kendrick. Aya swam towards me and hugged me and gave me a kiss. I grabbed Aya’s wonderful ass and pressed her hot body against me. She smiled and looked into my eyes when she felt how hard I was.

“Someone’s excited,” Aya said, grinning cutely.

“I want to fuck you,” I said to my wife, running my fingers along the hem of her swimsuit. I slid one finger inside the elastic band of her swimsuit. The tip of my fingers touched her pussy.

“Oh,” Aya moaned, her eyes fluttering. The salesman, who was sitting on a lounge chair, was looking at us. Kendrick and Belle were playing. Kendrick was doing sprints in the part of the pool where the water was chest-high while carrying Belle piggybacked. They were laughing. Kendrick could run a half marathon with his hot wife on his back.

I pictured him lifting Belle, her back against the wall, her hands embracing his thick neck. I pictured Kendrick’s hand wrapped around her thighs. Belle spreading her legs, accepting his thick cock, engulfing it fully, her juices dripping. I imagined Aya on the floor, on her knees, licking Kendrick’s massive balls while he was fucking his wife.


CHAPTER 2

After swimming, we each went back to our rooms to shower and change our clothes. Our door was not even fully closed before Aya and I started making out. I kicked the door close while locked in a deep, delicious kiss with my wife.

“‘Mmmm, ummm, ummm,” Aya moaned hotly as our tongues played with one another.

Aya squeezed my hard dick. I fondled her tits and pushed her back against the wall beside the closed door. I cupped her pussy with my palm and slid the hem of her one-piece swimsuit to the side.

“You’re soaking wet, babe,” I said.

“Yes . . .” Aya said. I slid two fingers inside her. She was so hot that she orgasmed immediately. She pulled down the shoulder straps of her sexy swimsuit and I immediately went to sucking her wonderful tits while playing with her wet clit. Her waist swayed, following the movements of my fingers. Her body trembled as she held tight on my shoulders.

“Oh, god,” Aya whimpered and came again.

The motel room of the Royal Peaks Bed and Breakfast was similar to most motel rooms in the city. It was a standard room, nothing special, but it was clean and comfortable. A soft, king-sized bed, a dresser, TV mounted on the wall, a closet, a mini-refrigerator. The wall was painted light blue – the color of the sky on a summer morning. A sliding glass door led to the balcony that had a round metal table and two plastic chairs. Green vines with blue and purple flowers covered the metal railings. The balcony faced the magnificent Bruston mountain range, tall and green and touching the clouds.

I fucked Aya on the bed while she was still wearing her swimsuit. I was on top of her, pounding her deep and hard, her long legs wrapped around my waist.

“Yes, Finn, oh, yes, more, please, love,” she cried.

I kissed her mouth and our tongues danced. Aya’s tight pussy gripped my cock, not wanting to let go, eager to suck every drop of come inside my balls.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come,” I grunted. No man could last long inside her.

“Yes, yes, babe. Inside, please! Come inside me!” Aya begged. Did she beg Kendrick to come inside her, too, when they fucked years ago?

“Oh, fuck!” I moaned as I jerked and emptied my balls inside her. Aya looked me in the eyes and bit her lower lip as she savored the feeling of my pulsing cock. I pulled my cock out when I was done. I laid beside her and fingered her slicked pussy and then pulled my fingers out and told her to suck them. Aya did it happily, giving me a do-me-again look as she twirled her tongue around my fingers. “Do that again, please,” she said.

“Hey,” I said breathlessly after we finished. I blinked the sweat out of my eyes. Aya’s head rested on my left arm, her right leg on top of mine. She was still wearing her swimsuit. Her perfect tits were out. Her pink nipples were still hard.

“Yeah?” Aya asked softly.

“Do you hear that?”

“Hmmm?”

“That sound. They are fucking.”

“Oh,” Aya said.

We could hear moans and the repeated sound of a headboard hitting the wall. Kendrick and Belle’s room was beside ours. We were separated only by medium-thick fiber-wood.

“They are doing it.”

“Wow,” Aya said.

“Wow?” I grinned at her.

We listened to our friends. It sounded like Kendrick was giving Belle a hard pounding. What position are they in? Probably doggy. He’s fucking Belle from behind. He’s fucking her hard. In my mind, I could see Belle naked on all fours, face down, ass up, taking her husband’s humungous dick. I have a crush on you, Finn, Belle told me earlier, all gorgeous and sincere.

I fondled Aya’s tits as we listened. Aya smiled and went down on me and took my cock in her mouth. She gave me a sloppy blowjob as Kendrick and Belle fucked in the next room.

“I’m thinking about something,” Kendrick said. He was smoking. We were on the first floor of the motel.

Outside the small restaurant on the ground floor, there was a viewing deck. It was surrounded by waist-high railings made of glass and metal. There were two telescopes. There were wooden tables and chairs with motel guests sitting on them, chatting and checking their phones and reading books. Tourists were taking photos and selfies with the Bruston mountain in the background. There seemed to be more guests now.

Kendrick and I were just chilling, standing and leaning with our arms resting on top of the metal railing. The weather was good. We were waiting for our wives. The four of us were planning to take a leisurely walk in the city to enjoy the sights. Kendrick took a drag of his menthol cigarette.

“You’re thinking about something?” I asked Kendrick. He offered me a cigarette. I declined. I stopped smoking years ago.

“Yeah. I’m thinking about the threesome.”

“The threesome?”

“The one I told you about earlier,” Kendrick said. “The one Aya agreed to do.”

“That was years ago,” I said. Why is he talking about this? Well, I know the reason. One does not need to be clever to know where this is going. My heart started beating faster. I looked straight ahead. I didn’t want to look too excited, too eager. I wanted to retain my composure. Kendrick’s proposal is coming.

“What do you think Aya will say if I ask her again?”

“I don’t know, man,” I said.

Kendrick laughed. “I think you do, Finn. I can see it in your face.”

“So, that’s the plan? Inviting Aya to have a threesome with you and Belle.” That would be scorching hot.

“Of course not,” Kendrick said. “It’ll be me and Aya and you and Belle.”

“Ah.”

“A wife swap. What do you think about it?”

“You really go straight to the point, huh?”

“We’ve known each other for years, man. We’re literally best friends now. Right?

“Sure, man,” I said. “So, uh, have you talked to Belle or Aya?”

“I dropped some hints,” Kendrick grinned.

“You dropped some hints? What does that mean.”

“I planted some seeds, but no final decision yet. We’re at the wait-and-see phase. Maybe it would work out and maybe it wouldn’t. Exciting, right?”

“Yeah, man.” My voice was calm.

A wife swap! Fuck. Aya and I had some adventures, but we had never done anything like that before. Kendrick would fuck Aya and I would get to fuck Belle. I wonder how that would turn out. Belle, like Aya, is a hot goddess. I had a huge crush on her. I still do. And Aya still likes Kendrick. I could see that in her eyes. I am a bit jealous about that, but I can handle it.

“They’re here,” Kendrick said with a smile, putting out his cigarette.

Kendrick and I stayed where we were, standing and leaning against the metal railing. Aya pushed open the glass door of the hotel and walked towards us with Belle beside her.

The tourists and the hotel guests, especially the men, checked them out. They followed Aya and Belle with that all-familiar look of lust and longing, impressed by their smoking hotness, the way they carried themselves, and how gorgeous they were, clad in their slim-fit tanktops and high-waisted walking shorts and their cute walking shoes.

“Damn,” I said, watching our wives as they approached us.

“Yeah, man. I get you,” Kendrick said.

Aya glanced at Kendrick before reaching for my hand. Belle gave me a smile as Kendrick wrapped his arm around her shoulders.

“We waited for two hours,” Kendrick said.

“It was only twenty minutes, guys,” Belle said. I glanced at her wonderful tits. Kendrick leered at Aya’s butt.

“Where are we going?” Aya asked

“Let’s just walk around town.”

We left the viewing deck and entered the motel and exited from the front door. Belle brought a compact camera. She handed it to Kendrick and he placed the neck strap over his head. Kendrick squeezed Belle’s butt. He looked at me and grinned and I gave him a quick thumbs-up. I squeezed Aya’s butt, too. She looked at me and smiled. She blushed when she saw Kendrick watching us. It was a good day for a walk.

Bruston was really more like a town than a city. There were no skyscrapers, no high-speed trains, no employees rushing on the street wearing suits and carrying laptops. Bruston could be better categorized as a tourist town – a beautiful one.

The weather was good for a leisurely walk. The sun was high up in the sky, but the temperature was cool and not humid. There were many tourists from different parts of the country.

Aya and I held hands as we walked. Kendrick and Belle walked ahead of us. I kept glancing at Belle’s butt. We checked most of the stores in Spring Road and Hopper Road and Blue Sky Avenue. We entered a wood shop, several souvenir stores, a hiking and camping gear store, a bookstore that sold an amazing selection of secondhand paperbacks. From time to time, Kendrick would ask to stop so that he could take photos of the rustic shops and the mountain view and the beautifully-designed houses. Mostly, he took photos of Belle and Aya.

I could feel the slight tiredness in my legs. We had been walking for an hour and a half. Belle and Aya were still full of energy. Kendrick could walk for ten hours before breaking a serious sweat. Aya borrowed Kendrick’s compact camera and she snapped several landscape photos. Photography is one of her hobbies.

I saw an al fresco café with a wooden sign hanging in front of it. The café sign said The Scenic Sips.

“Guys, how about we try this one,” I suggested. “Review said that the coffee here is good.”

“Really?” Kendrick said.

“Yeah,” I answered, sitting down on one of the chairs under a big canvas umbrella.

“Babe?” Kendrick said to his wife. We all looked at him. There was something in the way he said that word. A different tone in his voice – a slyness. He was smiling, but he was planning something. Belle and Aya were already about to sit, but they stopped. Aya had already placed her handbag on top of the table. Belle had her hand on the back of a chair.

“How about we exchanged seats?” Kendrick suggested.

“What do you mean?” Belle asked his husband.

“How about you sit beside Finn and Aya sits beside me?” Kendrick said.

“Oh,” Aya said.

“Um, sure,” Belle said, shyly smiling at me.

“You know, just to make things interesting, right? Just to do something different,” Kendrick said like he was imparting some profound wisdom, the secret of the universe.

I pulled a chair for Belle. I watched her as she sat on it, my eyes focused on her amazing legs. Aya sat down beside Kendrick, her ex-boyfriend. Kendrick grabbed the back of Aya’s chair and pulled it closer to him.

“Nice café,” Kendrick said, looking around the place and the street and the artisan shops across from where we were sitting. He rested his arm behind Aya’s chair. A man reading a newspaper sitting at another table looked at Aya and Belle. He glanced at their legs and tits and pretty faces. From the way we were sitting, it looked like Belle was my wife and Aya was Kendrick’s. Well, that is the plan, right? At least for the next few days.

The waiter handed us the menu, smiling and happily eyeing our wives’ perfect cleavages. Belle smiled at the waiter. Kendrick whispered something in Aya’s ear. Aya looked at me. Kendrick placed his hand on top of my wife’s right thigh.

So, it’s really starting now, huh?

I placed my hand on Belle’s smooth thigh and rubbed it, my hand gently moving up and down. Belle looked at me and gave me a sweet smile and resumed reading the menu. Kendrick grinned and did the same thing. He placed his hand on Aya’s inner thigh. Aya glanced at me. Kendrick’s hand was near her pussy. A soft moan escaped her lips.

“Is everything okay here, guys,” the waiter asked, looking at our wives’ blushing faces. “Are you guys ready to order?”

“I’ll have, um, a caramel latte,” Belle said.

“Just green tea for me, please,” Aya said. The waiter wrote our orders. Kendrick squeezed Aya’s pussy outside her jean shorts. She let out another moan. Kendrick winked at his wife.

“Coffee for me,” Kendrick said.

“Same, no sugar,” I said.

Around the wooden table and under the big umbrella, the four of us talked like everything was normal like what we were doing was something not out of the ordinary. We talked about returning to Bruston again and then trying mountain hiking next time. We talked about how wonderful the place was and how kind and hospitable the people were.

Aya was amazed at the cozy and idyllic design of the houses. Kendrick praised the delicious buffet breakfast in the motel. Aya said she wanted to swim in the pool again tonight. Belle said that a guest asked for her number earlier. The salesman who was at the pool also asked for Aya’s number even though he saw that she was with me, her husband.

Belle crossed her legs. A tourist who was wearing a shirt jacket and drinking coffee with his pretty wife beside him leered at Belle’s amazing legs. The waiter returned every five minutes to ask if we were enjoying our coffee and tea and if there was anything else we wanted – some fruit cups, maybe pastries, cookies, anything, all the while looking at Belle and Aya.

“We’re good for now, dude,” Kendrick said.

“Just call me if you need anything,” the waiter, Chauncey, his name on his nametag, said.

“Thank you,” Aya said sweetly to him. Chauncey looked in love.

“It looked like he wants to sit with us,” I commented.

“He does,” Kendrick grinned.

“There’s still an extra chair,” Belle teased, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. Aya smiled playfully at her friend.

“I’m thinking of returning to that bookshop we checked earlier,” I said after we finished at the café. Kendrick paid the bill. We stood up from our chairs, pushed them back under the table, and returned to the sidewalk. We stood under a blooming magnolia tree. Bicycles with front baskets and colorful classic motorbikes and 90’s cars passed slowly on the road. There was no rush. Everyone took their time.

“Uh, I’ll check that bookshop again,” I said. Aya and Kendrick and Belle were exchanging ideas about what activities we should do for the rest of the day. It seemed they didn’t hear what I said, so I repeated myself. “There’s a book I want to buy.”

“Oh, I’ll go with you,” Belle said. “There’s a book I want to buy, too.”

“How about you guys?” I asked Kendrick and Aya. Kendrick looked at my wife.

“Um, I want to walk around some more,” Aya said.

“Alright,” Kendrick said, placing his long arm around my wife’s shoulders, his other hand in his pocket, “You and Belle go back to that bookstore and buy your books. Aya and I would, you know, walk a bit more, check the sights, and take more photos of the houses, shops, and trees. Everything. Then, after we’re all done, let’s just meet back at the motel. What do you think? Sounds good?”

Aya looked at me, waiting for my answer. I could see in her eyes that she was hoping for me to agree to what Kendrick was proposing. If I said yes, she would be alone with him. They would tour the city like husband and wife, Kendrick’s arm around Aya’s sexy waist, his huge palm on the small of her back, near her butt. It would be like a date.

“Yes. That sounds good,” I answered. Belle and Aya smiled. Kendrick grinned at his wife. “Let’s see each other back at the hotel. Belle and I would be quick.”

“Take your time,” Kendrick said. He leaned down to kiss Belle. I kissed Aya’s lips too. Kendrick squeezed Belle’s butt while some passersby looked with envy. Belle playfully slapped Kendrick’s shoulder.

“See you later, babe,” Aya said in a soft voice.

The Mountain of Reads, the two-storey bookstore, was about a twenty-minute walk from The Scenic Sips cafe.

“Do you want to ride a taxi?” I asked Belle.

“Um, no, not really,” Belle said. “Let’s just walk, if that’s okay. It’s not too hot,” she shaded her eyes and looked at the sky. Belle is just so gorgeous, standing beside me in her blue tank top and denim shorts and white shoes, her gorgeous black hair billowing behind her. “Also, the air here is good.” I nodded. Belle and Kendrick live in Arlow City – a place filled with condominiums and office buildings and business districts.

“We should really do this more often,” Belle said, holding my hand as we walked. “The four of us.”

“Kendrick seems to be planning something,” I said lightly. Belle looked at my face. She knew what I was talking about, of course. Belle nodded, started blushing, and looked down.

She looked back up at me. “He always has these fantasies.”

“I understand that,” I said. We continued walking, passing diners and motels and convenience stores. The road inclined several degrees upwards.

“Race you to the top?” Belle teased. I laughed and shook my head.

“What kind of fantasies?” I wanted to continue the topic.

Belle turned to me and studied my face. She smiled sweetly, a gentle understanding in her eyes. “Different kinds. But I think you can already guess what my husband’s top fantasy is, right?”

“He wants to have a threesome with you and Aya,” I said, my heart beating faster, and not just from the uphill walk.


CHAPTER 3

After we finally got our books, Kendrick messaged Belle that he and Aya went straight to the motel after we separated. They changed their minds. They cancelled their planned tour of the rest of the city, didn’t do any sightseeing or landscape photography. They just went straight back to the hotel.

To do what, exactly? You already know, Finley Brooks. I knew what they were going to do the moment Kendrick suggested we take different routes. I saw it in his eyes. I realized what he was planning. Aya knew, too. Belle also. Everyone knew. I didn’t say anything because I wanted it to happen.

“Ken said he’s tired,” Belle said to me.

“Let’s go back to the motel,” I said, looking at both sides of the road for a taxi.

“Alright,” Belle said.

We rode a taxi and we were back in the hotel after several minutes. The trip wasn’t that long. I paid the fare. If Kendrick and Aya immediately got into a taxi after we left them, then they had been here in the motel for about thirty minutes already. Where are they? They are not in the lobby. They are not in the pool. They are not in the restaurant.

“They’re in the room,” Belle said. Which room? That’s the question.

Belle watched me as we rode the slow elevator to the third floor. I smiled at her, projecting an image of calmness. She brushed a strand of hair. She stood close to me. Our shoulders were touching. She smelled so good. “Are you okay?” she asked me, her voice soft and just a little bit concerned.

“Oh, I’m good. I wonder what Kendrick and Aya are doing.”

“Um, Ken said they are resting?”

The elevator slowed and shook a bit, then stopped fully. The door opened on the third floor. Belle and I stepped out and walked in the short hallway. Our rooms were beside each other at the end of the hallway. A staff in a red uniform carrying laundry greeted us.

Kendrick and Aya were not resting. They were in our room, making out. They were on our bed. The door wasn’t locked. I knocked gently and pushed it open with Belle standing behind me.

Kendrick was on top of my wife. Aya’s eyes were closed. She was moaning softly. She was wearing only her pink panties and her tank top. Her tits were out and Kendrick was sucking her nipples. Aya’s bra and shorts were on the floor.

“Guys,” I said. My voice felt weak, though was cock was starting to get hard. I felt the heat in my chest, the storm in my stomach, heard clearly the beating of my own heart. My wife was making out with her ex-boyfriend.

Kendrick’s eyes turned to us. He smiled while Aya’s pink nipple was in his mouth. There was no guilt on his face, no doubt, no surprise. Everything was happening the way it was supposed to happen. This had always been the plan. Belle didn’t say anything. She stood beside me. Belle’s expression was a mix of surprise and excitement. She bit her lower lip. She took a step forward.

“Oh my god,” Aya said, suddenly sitting up. She didn’t cover her lovely tits.

“Hey, guys, you came back early,” Kendrick said calmly, sitting beside Aya, his hand cupping my wife’s firm boobs.

“You came back early,” Belle said with a knowing smile. She walked towards the bed and then sat on it. Aya met my eyes, blushing. Belle placed a hand on her husband’s knee.

“Sorry, babe,” Aya said to me, still blushing. She didn’t remove Kendrick’s hand, which continued caressing her soft tits and gently pinching her pink nipples.

“It’s okay,” I said.

“Did you get your books, man?” Kendrick asked me.

I looked at my hand, which was holding the paper bag where the secondhand books I purchased were inside. I couldn’t immediately recall the title of these books.

“Yeah, uh, I got them,” I raised my hand and showed them the paper bag like it was a valuable thing.

“Nice!” Kendrick said. He flicked Aya’s nipple. Aya moaned lightly.

“Sorry, babe,” Aya said again. “We, um, we started without you.”

“It’s, uh, it’s alright.”

Things were moving fast. Maybe we should all slow down? Aya and I had not discussed this yet - this wife-sharing thing. But what was there to discuss, really? The four of us here knew this would happen. This was Kendrick’s plan and now it was happening. I was the last person to know of this plan. Kendrick already talked about this with Aya and Belle. He didn’t say it to me directly, but it was now clear to see that our wives said yes to this proposal. Kendrick said we were at the wait-and-see phase. That was what he said. We waited and now we were seeing, or rather, I was now seeing. This would happen whether I was here or not.  

“You’re not mad at us, right? Are you, man?” Kendrick asked me. He wasn’t serious. It was just a question to clear the air, a final check to see if I had doubts.

I wiped a drop of sweat from my chin. “Nope.”

Aya took another look at me. I smiled at her and gave her a tiny nod. Her eyes brightened up. She placed her palm on Kendrick’s cheek and kissed him. I placed my books down on top of a study table and sat down on a plastic chair just a couple of feet from the bed.

Belle got on the bed and positioned herself beside her husband.

“Mmmm,” Aya moaned as she and Kendrick kissed.

Kendrick turned his head to his wife and then kissed her, too, cupping her pussy outside her shorts. It was a deep kiss, torrid and full of hunger. Kendrick’s right hand played with Aya’s tits while his left hand squeezed Belle’s pussy. My breathing was long and deep. The back of my eyes was hot. They were making out in front of me. It was really happening now, here in this tourist motel.

I remained in my chair. Maybe I should join them? Kendrick talked about swapping, but did he really mean it? Belle and Aya kept giving me seductive glances, but no one really invited me to join. I was not complaining. I had the front seat. The best view in the house.

After kissing my wife, Kendrick placed his palm behind Aya and Belle’s heads, pushing them closer to each other. They looked at each other’s eyes. Kendrick was grinning. Aya and Belle kissed. This wasn’t the first time they did it, I could see. They closed their eyes, moaning, savoring each other’s taste.

“Oh, fuck, man,” Kendrick said to me cheerfully. “This is the best!”

Kendrick stood up from the bed. The bed wasn’t that big. It wasn’t new. It creaked at his weight. He unbuckled his belt and pulled it and threw it on the floor. He unzipped his pants and took his hard cock out while completely focused on Belle and Aya, who were aggressively kissing now.

“I’ve been waiting for this to happen for a long time,” Kendrick said. The women ended their deep kiss and turned their heads to Kendrick, who was standing and stroking his massive, veiny dick, its head shiny and sticky with precum.

“Oh, wow,” Aya said. She licked his lips and swallowed.

“He’s really big, right?” Belle said. Aya nodded. Belle cupped her husband’s balls. They were huge. She grinned at him. Aya gently rubbed her thumb in a circular motion on the tip of Kendrick’s dick. She put her finger in her mouth and tasted his precum. Belle placed her fingers under Aya’s chin and kissed her again. She then kissed her husband’s balls.

Aya took Kendrick’s thick cock in her mouth. She looked up at his face. She sucked the tip of his cock first, swallowing all his precum, then her head started moving back and forth.

“Oh, yeah,” Kendrick moaned, running his fingers in Aya’s hair. It took a while for Aya to get used to his girth. It had been years since they had been together. She tried deepthroating her ex-boyfriend. She half-gagged. She backed a little to catch her breath, her face blushing but determined. She took a deep breath and composed herself. Aya again engulfed his hard cock. She finally got her rhythm. Her head moved back and forth, her long hair swinging. Her eyes watered. Aya stroked Kendrick’s cock as she serviced him sloppily, drool dripping down her chin. Belle watched while kneeling beside her, completely turned on.

“Oh,” Belle said, impressed. She licked her lips.

Belle and Aya took turns in servicing Kendrick’s cock. Belle sucked his cock while my wife licked his balls, then they changed places. There was a lot of precum. The blowjobs were sloppy. Kendrick held his long cock and slapped their pretty faces with it. The two women closed their eyes and tilted their heads up and lovingly accepted the feel of Kendrick’s thick cock on their cheeks. Their faces were wet from saliva and Kendrick’s precum.

“You okay there, buddy?” Kendrick asked me. I gave him a thumbs-up.

“Oh, fuck, these sluts are gonna make me come,” Kendrick groaned, grabbing Aya’s hair. Belle vigorously stroked Kendrick’s cock while Aya slurped on him.

“I’m coming, fuck!” Kendrick grunted. He pulled his cock out from Aya’s mouth and stroked it, aiming it at their faces. Aya and Belle looked up at him, opening their mouths and putting their tongues out without being told. Kendrick ejaculated on their faces. There was a lot of come. Kendrick’s body jerked and jolted while he continued stroking his cock, showering my wife and her best friend. Aya and Belle swallowed all the come that went into their mouths. Some landed on their hair and shoulder and tits. Aya and Belle licked their lips and scooped the ones that dripped down their chins.

Aya looked at me, then looked at Belle. They smiled naughtily and kissed again, licking the come off their cheeks and chin, tasting it, swapping Kendrick’s warm and sticky jizz with each other using their eager tongues.

“Fuck,” I muttered.


CHAPTER 4

Aya and Kendrick and Belle went to take a shower. I remained in my seat.

“We’ll be quick,” Kendrick said before entering the bathroom with Belle, his arms around her waist. Aya bent down and squeezed my hand and looked at my face. She brushed her hair back with her fingers.

“Are you alright, babe?” Aya asked.

I nodded. “That was so hot,” I said.

Aya smiled shyly, blushing. She stood straight and entered the bathroom. Kendrick showed his head, “You’ll be okay here?” he asked me. Sure, man, I answered him.

“We’ll just take a quick shower,” Kendrick said. “Thanks for letting this happen, dude.” I nodded. He went back inside with a grin on his face and closed the bathroom door.

The quick shower wasn’t really quick. They were in there for forty-five minutes. The bathroom door was made of lightweight material – a pastel-colored plywood that looked like plastic.

They turned the shower on. I could hear their voices. Kendrick made a joke. The women laughed and giggled. I could imagine them inside. The motel bathroom wasn’t large. There wasn’t much space to move, not for three people.

“Take off your clothes,” Kendrick ordered Aya and Belle and I am sure they did what he said immediately. Aya and Belle were now fully naked. I looked down at my hands. I was so fucking horny that I was slightly shaking.

There were moans now coming behind the closed door. I looked at it. My cock was still iron hard. What are they doing now in there? It isn’t hard to picture what is happening inside. Are they fucking? Is Kendrick fucking my wife? What position? I could imagine Kendrick pounding Aya from behind, his hands on her hips. Maybe Belle is sucking Aya’s hard nipples while she’s being fucked. And after Kendrick fucked my wife, he would now turn his attention to Belle, telling her to get on her knees and suck his cock, which was slick with his come and Aya’s pussy juice.

I stood up from the chair and walked around the room. I opened the door that led to the small balcony. There was an open pack of cigarettes on top of a round metal table. There was a lighter beside it. I sat down on a chair and crossed my legs and appreciated the magnificent view of the land.

It was Kendrick who got out of the bathroom first, a towel around his waist. He took a cold, bottled water from the mini-fridge beside the small closet and drank it straight. He wiped his wet face with a small, white towel.

“Wow, those two are something else,” Kendrick said.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, man, they are insatiable.”

“What are they doing there?”

“They are showering together.”

After fifteen minutes, Aya opened the bathroom door and she and Belle got out. Belle closed the door. Their damp bodies were wrapped in motel towels. The towels were made of cheap, thin cloth. I could see the full outline of their wonderful tits and the poking shape of their hard nipples. The white towels were also so short. It barely reached the lower part of their perfect butt cheeks. Aya and Belle looked at us shyly. I was leaning on the door frame of the balcony. Aya walked to me and squeezed my hand and kissed my lips.

“I’m starving,” Kendrick said. He was lying on the bed wearing only his boxers. On our bed. On mine and Aya’s bed. This is our motel room.

“Should we go down in the restaurant?” I asked. Aya and Belle looked at Kendrick.

“Maybe later,” Kendrick said with a mischievous smile. He sat up and grabbed Belle’s hand and pulled her into the bed with him. Belle laughed in surprise and giggled and kissed her husband. She pulled off the towel that was wrapped around her and threw it on the floor. Now, Belle was fully naked. I took a deep breath. Everything about her is hot and sexy and perfect.

“You’re hard, babe,” Aya grinned at me, staring temptingly into my eyes while squeezing my cock outside my pants. She kissed my mouth while unbuckling my belt. She slowly went down on the floor to kneel, all the while staring into my eyes. When her knees were on the floor, she pulled my boxers down and my hard cock sprung out excitedly, hard and ready.

“Oh, hi, hello,” Aya said. She kissed the tip of my cock and reached for it with her right hand and began stroking it, her left hand on my thigh. Just as Aya was about to take my cock in her mouth, Kendrick called her.

“Aya, come here,” Kendrick said while Belle was on top of him, kissing his neck. Aya looked at them, stood up from the floor, kissed me and let go of my hard dick. She turned around and walked towards the bed.

“Take off that towel, please,” Kendrick said, smiling. Aya smiled back and loosened the towel that was wrapped around her. She let it fall to the floor and stepped over it and went to the bed to join Kendrick and Belle.

Kendrick licked his lips. Aya knelt on the bed and brushed her hair back, her cheeks red. Her legs were open and she was fully naked. A hot sex goddess like Belle.

Belle was now kissing Kendrick’s stomach. Kendrick placed his hand on her head and pushed her to go lower. Belle understood. She gave his stomach more kisses and then pulled his boxers down. Kendrick’s massive dick sprung out. Belle kissed its head and licked its thick precum, tasting them with her tongue. She licked his veiny cock again slowly from base to tip. Kendrick groaned. He gripped Belle’s hair, telling her to continue just what she was doing. I sat back down on the chair where I was sitting before.

Kendrick placed his palm on Aya’s sexy waist. “You’re just so hot, Aya,” he said. His hand moved and rubbed her inner thigh. Kendrick touched her pussy. Aya moaned as his fingers felt her throbbing wetness. She bit her lower lip, her chest visibly moving up and down. Kendrick slid two fingers inside her pussy. A delicious tremor ran through her naked body. Kendrick started pumping his long fingers in and out of my wife’s slick pussy.

“Ahhh, Ken,” Aya moaned, flexing her hips up and down, sexily swaying with the expert movement of her ex-boyfriend’s fingers. Kendrick kept hitting Aya’s sweet spots.

Aya bit her lower lip, her pussy clenching around his fingers. “Oh, oh, I’m coming, Ken.” Aya leaned forward, holding tightly on Kendrick’s arm. Her orgasm was deep and delicious. She came on his hands. Kendrick kept on finger-fucking Aya as she shuddered and trembled. Kendrick pulled his fingers out of Aya’s drenched pussy and told Belle to suck them. Belle obeyed her husband and fondly tasted his wet fingers.

“You two are mine,” Kendrick said. “I’m going to fuck you both. All night long.” The two women nodded.

Kendrick fucked Aya first. He got on top of her. He kissed her lips. It was a long kiss. They looked like lovers who had not been with each other for a long time. Well, they were lovers. There was something in the way they kissed. The kiss was torrid and passionate, but there was also sweetness in it. I began stroking my cock.

Belle got off the bed and walked towards me.

“Hi,” Belle said softly. Here she was, standing in front of me, fully naked, unbelievable in her hotness.

“Hey,” I said with a smile. Belle looked at my cock for several seconds. She brushed her hair back and then knelt in front of me.

“Let me, um, let me help you with that,” Belle said. She wrapped both hands around my cock and started stroking me, slowly at first. She twirled her tongue on the tip of my cock, coating it with my precum.

“Fuck,” I muttered. On the bed, Kendrick was feasting on Aya’s soaked pussy. Her legs were spread open and he was licking her clit and fucking her with his long tongue. Aya couldn’t help herself but twist and moan, grabbing Kendrick’s hair with both hands and pulling him closer.

“Mmmm,” Belle moaned while looking into my eyes as she gave me a deep blowjob. Her mouth was like a delicious vacuum.

“I’m gonna fuck your wife now, dude,” Kendrick said to me.

Kendrick kneeled on the bed and held his hard dick and aimed it at Aya’s waiting pussy. Aya was breathing fast in anticipation. Her cheeks were pink, her nipples pointed and hard. She glanced at me and then turned her eyes to watch Kendrick’s face. Kendrick slid inside her. Aya’s pussy was slick from her pussy juice. Her eyes rolled to the top of her head as Kendrick’s thick cock glided deep into her.

“Oh, Ken, oh, babe,” Aya moaned when Kendrick began pounding her wet pussy. His heavy hips moved up and down with intensity, sinking deep inside my wife, pulling out, then slamming into her. Again and again. The motel bed swayed and squeaked from the intense fucking.

“Oh, yeah, Aya!” Kendrick moaned, his face sweaty. “I miss fucking this, uh, tight pussy of yours!”

“You’re so good, Ken, oh god,” Aya sobbed in pleasure, her pussy gripping Kendrick’s cock tight, her tits bouncing from every single deep thrust.

Belle stood up and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. She watched the activity on the bed for a few seconds and then turned her attention to me, a shy smile on her lips.

“Um, they are really doing it,” Belle said.

I reached up and squeezed Belle’s tits. Her nipples were hard. She sighed in pleasure and took a half step forward, her perfectly round breasts now mere inches from my face. I sucked her nipples hungrily while fondling her breasts. I touched Belle’s pussy. She was soaking wet. Delicious tremors ran through her body when I started playing with her sensitive clit.

“Mmmm, Finn,” Belle moaned. “Fuck me, please?” she pleaded while looking into my eyes.

I stood up and held Belle’s hand. I told her to place her hands on the back of the chair. She understood what I was planning to do. I would fuck her from behind. I moved the chair closer to the bed. Belle held the back of the chair. I smacked her butt and positioned myself behind her.

In the bed, Kendrick continued pounding Aya. He was like a sex machine, not stopping nor slowing down. Aya squirmed on the bed, coming again and again while begging for more, saying yes, please, more, oh my god, more.

Belle arched her back and spread her legs and lifted her ass higher. She looked back alluringly at me, her gorgeous eyes flirty. I aimed my cock at her hot pussy. I stroked my cock and licked my dry lips, my heart beating wildly.

“Babe,” Kendrick called Belle just as I was about to slide my cock in. She looked at him. He was standing on the bed. He just came inside my wife and his dick was slick with his come and Aya’s pussy juice. Aya was breathing hard, her eyes half-closed, slightly trembling and still feeling the after-effect of the orgasm that Kendrick just gave her. “Come here for a minute,” Kendrick told his wife.

Belle looked at me and gave me a kiss and went to her husband. Kendrick didn’t need to tell her what to do. Belle knelt in front of him and opened her mouth and serviced his big dick, tasting his come and Aya’s juice on it. Kendrick groaned and grabbed Belle’s hair and fucked her mouth. Belle placed her hands behind her back and happily took the mouth-fucking Kendrick gave her. It was sloppy. Drool dripped down Belle’s chin and tears formed in her eyes. Kendrick pulled his cock out and gripped Belle’s hair. He tilted her head up and smacked her pretty face several times with his cock. Left cheek, right cheek, forehead. Belle licked her wet lips and accepted it all, her eyes smiling, her face lusty.

“We’re just starting,” Kendrick said to everyone in the room. “Bend over, both of you,” he told Aya and Belle.

Aya had partly recovered from her orgasm. She brushed her damp hair back with her hand. She glanced at me sitting on my chair. I was leaning back with my fist around my cock, breathing through my mouth, my heart pounding inside my chest.

Belle kissed Aya. Aya licked Kendrick’s come from her face, tasting it, swallowing, then they kissed each other hungrily. Belle rubbed Aya’s wet pussy and made her orgasm again, then they got on all fours, following Kendrick’s instruction.

“Fucking hot, man, right?” Kendrick asked me. He licked his lips while staring at Belle and Aya in their new position. Face down, round ass up, legs spread open, pussy hot and wet and dripping.

“Yeah,” I said breathlessly. I wanted to stand up from my chair and join them, but a bigger part of me just wanted to sit here and watch as Kendrick had his way with them.

“Fuck us, please, babe,” Belle pleaded. Aya glanced at me again. I love you, she said, almost a whisper. I nodded at her. I stroked my cock a little bit faster. Kendrick smacked their round butts, which made them moan. “Oh yeah,” Kendrick muttered. He cupped their slicked pussies and started finger-fucking them.

“Ohhh, ahhh.”

“Mmmm, mmmm.”

Kendrick’s soaked fingers slid in and out of Aya and Belle’s pussies. Their waists swayed, side to side and back and forth, following the raunchy movements of Kendrick’s expert fingers. Just when the two women were at the edge of orgasm, Kendrick pulled his drenched fingers out and aimed his cock and slid it inside Aya’s pussy.

Kendrick fucked my wife first while I watched. Belle turned her head and watched, too, as her husband ravaged her best friend. Kendrick fucked Aya deep and wild. Lewd sounds of slapping flesh filled the small motel room. Sweat dripped down the side of Kendrick’s face. The bed creaked and swayed.

“Oh, god, I’m gonna come again!” Aya cried.

Kendrick grinned and slapped her butt and pulled his hard cock out before Aya reached orgasm. She almost came when Kendrick pulled his cock out. She sobbed. She was so close to the edge, but Kendrick had other plans.

Kendrick then proceeded fucking Belle. Belle’s eyes rolled to the top of her head the moment Kendrick’s cock slid deep inside her. Her pussy was so wet and so slick that Kendrick’s dick just glided inside, stretching her and hitting all her delicious spots.

“My wife,” Kendrick grunted between hard pumps, “is a fucking slut. Wouldn’t you agree, Finley?”

“Uh, yes.”

“Like Aya,” Kendrick said.

“Babe, I’m coming!” Belle moaned loudly.

“Not yet,” Kendrick snarled and pulled his cock out of his wife’s tight pussy and immediately slid it in Aya again.

“Oh, god,” Aya sobbed in delight from the feeling of Kendrick’s enormous dick filling her up again. Kendrick grabbed Aya’s long and gorgeous hair with both hands and twisted it around his fists and pulled it as he pounded her deep again and again with all his strength.

“I’m coming!” Aya shouted. She came hard like a rocket, her body shaking, her pussy clenched and squirted. Her eyes rolled up and her arms gave up, losing all strength. She turned her head to me, gasping and trembling with eyes half-open. I could tell this was one of the best orgasms she had ever received.

Kendrick wasn’t done yet. He pulled his cock out of Aya’s shaking pussy. Aya lay flat on the bed, sweaty, cheeks blushing from the electricity running through her naked body, her legs still slightly shaking.

Kendrick flipped Belle on her back and pinned her to the bed. Belle gasped. Kendrick flipped her easily as if she weighed nothing. Belle placed her hands on her husband’s shoulders and kissed his mouth. Their tongues danced with urgency. Kendrick spread her legs and plunged into her, pushing deep with all his weight. Kendrick let his throbbing cock marinate inside Belle’s pussy for a minute while they kissed, and then he started hammering her. Aya watched them.

“Oh, wow,” Aya whispered.

Kendrick slammed Belle’s pussy repeatedly. Belle wrapped her long legs around his waist while hugging his thick neck. Kendrick pounded his wife’s tight pussy non-stop, full force, sweat dripping from his body to hers. He fucked her up and down and back and forth, driving her into the cheap motel bed, making her perfect tits bounce with every thrust. Belle moaned and thrashed and came repeatedly.

Aya glanced at me. I was leaning forward in my seat, stroking my cock furiously now as I watched Belle get fucked again and again. Aya lifted herself by her elbows and kissed Belle, sliding her tongue in her mouth. She cupped her lovely tits in her hand and squeezed them. When their hot kiss ended, Aya and Belle turned their heads and looked up seductively at Kendrick’s sweaty face, teasing him, telling him with their eyes to go faster and deeper and harder.

“Fuck!” Kendrick couldn’t stop himself anymore. He ejaculated inside Belle, grunting and jolting as he inseminated her soaked pussy with his thick cream. Kendrick wasn’t done coming. He pulled his cock out and stood up on the bed while continuously stroking his cock and showered Aya and Belle with his sticky jizz. He continued coming like a fountain, showering Belle and Aya’s pretty faces and hot bodies with rope and rope of his cream. When he was done, Kendrick stood there, his cock still semi-hard, breathing heavily and smiling.

“Let’s take a shower,” Kendrick said to Belle and Aya. “Let’s do it in our room. The bathroom there is bigger.” The two women nodded.

“You good to stay here for a while, man?” Kendrick asked me, stepping down from the bed.

“Uh, yeah,” I said, standing and zipping my pants back up. “I’ll just wait for you guys to finish showering.”

Kendrick went inside our bathroom and handed Belle and Aya bath towels. They wrapped them around their bodies. Kendrick opened the door and stuck his head outside to check for guests or motel staff in the hallway. There was none. Kendrick went outside first, followed by Belle, who looked back and smiled at me before getting out.

“Did Kendrick fuck you good?” I teased Aya.

“Yeah,” she blushed. “He made my head spin.”

“I’ll just wait for you here, babe,” I said.

“Um, okay. See you later. I love you,” Aya said. She checked the hallway and then went out the door and closed it behind her.

I remained in our room. I looked around the room. I looked at the messy bed, at the pillows and clothes on the floor, at my chair. I opened the balcony door and stood outside and inhaled the cool air coming from the mountain.

I wondered what form our friendship would take after this. There would now be a new element to it that was never there before. Kendrick fucked my wife and I watched her do it. Belle gave me a blowjob. Still, I felt I was still outside of this small group and that the three of them were the only ones in it. They, especially Kendrick, had not yet asked me to fully participate. I was more of a watcher at this point. I felt jealousy and envy. Yet my cock remained as hard as a rock.

Aya didn’t return to our room to sleep beside me that night. After showering, they resumed fucking. I could hear Belle and Aya’s moans from the other side of the thin wall. I sat on the bed, the back of my head against the wall, listening, wondering what position they were in. In my mind, I pictured Belle and Aya riding Kendrick’s dick and face. I pictured them on all fours again, getting pounded alternately. I heard Aya came multiple times. I heard Kendrick called my wife his slut as he emptied the content of his balls inside her married pussy.

They fucked until midnight.

I woke up from the wonderful feel of mouth around my hard cock. I quickly opened my eyes and smiled at the view. Aya was sucking my cock while Belle was planting sweet kisses on my balls. They were both topless and wearing only tight cotton shorts.

“Oh, he’s awake,” Belle said sweetly.

Aya looked up at me. She gave me a loving smile while she continued stroking my cock. Belle took the precum-filled head of my cock in her mouth.

“Sorry about last night, babe. Ken really tired us out,” Aya said. “We’ll make it up to you.”

“Where’s Kendrick?” Both women were licking my cock at the same time while looking at my face. If there is a hotter view in the whole world, I do not know of it.

“He’s still asleep,” Belle answered, smiling mischievously. “He would be sleeping until noon.”

Aya kissed Belle, swapping my precum with her. Belle squeezed Aya’s tits. Aya broke the kiss for a second and looked up at me.

“It’ll only be the three of us for now, babe. We still have lots of time,” my wife said.
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